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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was a warm summers evening. Martial sat upon his large black stallion, a sheepskin flask of wine in hand, he rode gently down the road, heading towards Coldstream, a small settlement that was formerly on the border of what were known as the countries of England and Scotland.  
 
    It was now at the border between the human and demon territories.  
 
    The world had changed a lot in the past three hundred years. It was like living in a parallel universe, a really fucked up one with demons. Martial took a swig from his flask. The wine was warm, which was never good. But it did keep him feeling relaxed. He smiled.  
 
    That smile turned into a frown as he spotted smoke rising in the distance, beyond the evergreen trees that grew on both sides of the road.  
 
    Martial gave a gentle tap with his left leg against the horse. His stallion broke into a slow trot. Nothing more was necessary. If there was a fire, it meant the humans were already dead, and the demons were on their way either back to their hideout, or onto the next farm to pillage, rape and murder.  
 
    As the stallion turned around the corner, and the trees gave way to flat farmland, the farmhouse came in view.  
 
    It was one of the older farmhouses, made from redbrick left un-rendered, a gabled roof and a chimney on one side. The smoke wasn’t coming from the chimney. It was coming from the barn beside the house.  
 
    Standing outside the farmhouse were three demons, two were blue in colour, the third was red. They stood with their backs leaning against the low wooden fence that surrounded the property. 
 
    Martial continued at his pace and took another gulp of his wine. As he came up to the path that led off the former motorway and down to the farmhouse, he stopped.  
 
    “What up fellas,” Martial waved at the demons.  
 
    The three demons turned to look at him.  
 
    Martial reached into the leather bag that rested from his saddle and pulled out a red apple. He bit into it as the demons stared at him.  
 
    “What are you guys doing here?” Martial asked. “This is human territory. Belongs to-” he paused as he struggled to remember which Queen ruled over this godforsaken land. “Can’t remember,” he muttered. He took another bite of his apple. “You guys lost?”  
 
    “We’re not lost, human,” the red-skinned demon growled. “You must be drunk or stupid to stop. You should flee on your horse while you still can.”  
 
    Martial continued to eat his apple as he watched the demons before him. They were all fairly big, over six feet in height, two of the demons had small horns on their heads. They wore leather jackets and leather pants. Demons loved leather, and always seemed to dress in a similar fashion. By their waist, they carried sheathed swords.  
 
    Pretty standard outfit.  
 
    Missing a leader.  
 
    Martial finished his apple and threw away the core before he jumped down his horse. He landed on the ground, his feet unsteady from all the wine, he held his hands out, as if balancing on a tightrope. And then, confident he wasn’t going to fall, he walked towards the gate.  
 
    There was confusion showing in the demons’ eyes. No doubt they were wondering what the fuck this drunk guy was doing walking casually towards three demons standing in front of a burning barn. Probably answering their own question as they asked it. Drunk. The guy was drunk.  
 
    One demon reached for his sword and pulled it out. The blade was grey and rusty.    
 
    As Martial came to the gate, he stopped. “Cynthia,” he said, triumphantly.  
 
    “What?” the red-skinned demon asked.  
 
    “Queen Cynthia,” Martial repeated. “This land belongs to Queen Cynthia, right?”  
 
    The demons shook their heads.  
 
    “This land is ruled by Queen Margaret, but not for long.” The red-skinned demon nodded at the flask by Martial’s waist. “How much have you had to drink?”  
 
    “Ah, yes,” Martial lifted the flask to his lips and tilted it up. There were only a few drops left inside. “I’m out,” Martial announced. “You guys have any wine on you?”  
 
    The red-skinned demon stepped away from the other two and towards him. “Today is not a good day for you, human.”  
 
    Martial placed his hand against the wooden pole of the gate. His body was about to lean on it, but his hand slipped. Martial managed to steady himself before his face hit the ground, but the demons roared in laughter regardless.  
 
    From beyond them, coming from the farmhouse, Martial heard noises. There were still humans alive inside. Or at least one human. A girl.  
 
    Martial kicked the wooden gate with his foot. As it swung open, he stepped inside. He was now a foot away from the demon.  
 
    “I’m going to need you to get out of my way,” Martial said. “I’m here to save the humans.”  
 
    “You must be stupider than-” 
 
    “Tony,” a blue demon called from behind.  
 
    “What?” the red demon looked back, annoyed.  
 
    “He’s tall…”  
 
    “So?”  
 
    “What if he’s a Legacy?”  
 
    “What the fuck is a legacy?” Tony, the red-skinned demon yelled.  
 
    “The children of Immortals.” 
 
    Tony looked up at Martial. For the first time, there was doubt in his eyes. He took a step back, and his hand rested on the handle of his sword sheathed by his waist.  
 
    “Are you?” he asked.  
 
    “Am I what?”  
 
    “Are you a Legacy? A child of the Immortal humans?”  
 
    “I don’t know about all of that,” Martial grinned. “But I do happen to be quite famous. Maybe you’ve heard of Martial the Great, the Killer of Bone Skull, the Victor of Manchester, the Destroyer of Trojan?”  
 
    The three demons exchanged glances, before they looked at him, all three slowly shook their heads.  
 
    Martial sighed. “Seriously guys? Martial the Great?” he repeated.  
 
    There was nothing there in the demons’ eyes, no sign of recognition. Just empty darkness.    
 
    Surely by now someone must have heard of him. He basically bragged about who he was to pretty much anyone and everyone that would listen, in every town and village and sometimes even to strangers as he passed them on the road. What more did he need to do to get the fearsome reputation he so surely deserved?  
 
     “What’s going on here?” he nodded at the burning barn and the farmhouse from which came the sounds of a girl screaming, of objects hitting the walls and floors. “You got a demon in there trying to rape a human?”  
 
    All three demons now had their swords drawn. Rusty bits of metal, the blades blunt. They stayed where they were, which meant they weren’t very powerful demons. If they had been, they would have attacked him before he had the chance to even drunkenly drop from his horse.  
 
    “You boys don’t want to fight. I can see you’re scared. I’m kind of a nice guy, and normally, I’d let you run away. But,” he nodded at the farmhouse again, where the sounds of objects being thrown had stopped. “I’m guessing you murdered her parents, and your boss is raping the girl right now?”  
 
    The demons exchanged glances once more, uncertainty mixed with confusion in their eyes.  
 
    “Yeah, I’m going to have to kill you,” Martial announced.  
 
    He pulled out his own sword sheathed at his waist.  
 
    It was a gorgeous sword. The handle was black, with lines of gold swirling from the guard to the pommel. The blade was made of Falician Steel. It was a rare metal on earth, taken from defeated demons that carried black blades from Hell that had been hardened by the human souls of the damned. It had been fused with high carbon steel. The edge of the blade was always sharp. It never required cleaning, or sharpening.  
 
    Seeing his sword, a blue demon turned and fled into the farmhouse. Martial moved quickly. His sword sliced the head clean off Tony, the red-skinned demon. The remaining blue-skinned demon came at him, roaring. Martial turned sideways, moving out of the demon’s way and as he passed, he drove his sword into the demon’s back.  
 
    He pulled the sword out, and as the demon dropped to his knees, Martial swung, aiming for the neck, he sliced it off clean.  
 
    Martial walked towards the farmhouse and stopped at the broken-down door. He leaned against it, breathing heavily, his head spinning.  
 
    Goddammit.  
 
    He needed more wine.  
 
    There should be more of that inside the house.  
 
    He walked down the darkened corridor and came to the living room. Once upon a time, a room like this would have had comfortable sofas and a large flatscreen television on the wall. But now, it had a single wooden rocking chair in one corner. Beside the fireplace, there were logs piled. In the centre of the room was a table.  
 
    On the table, lying naked, was a girl. She stared at him with eyes that had run out of tears. Holding her legs apart was a demon with red skin. Martial glanced around the room, his eyes searching.  
 
    “Who the fuck are you?” the demon growled.  
 
    “Martial the Great,” he replied. “I thought your demon buddy would be here somewhere. He ran into the house…” Martial shook his head a few times, his eyes blinking rapidly, he stared at the girl, trying to focus. “Do you have wine?” 
 
    “…I… no?” she replied, her lips quivering. 
 
    Fuck.   
 
    Martial staggered into the room and with one hand pressed against the wall, he made it to the rocking chair, which he slumped down on. His head was beginning to ache. He needed more wine.  
 
    “What… what the fuck?” the demon growled.  
 
    “Oh god… put some fucking clothes on man. That,” he pointed in the general direction of the demon’s naked waist. “No one wants to see that.”  
 
    The demon stared at him, his face contorted with rage, he bared his teeth. They were sharp, like those decorating the jaws of sharks. He hissed, then leant down and picked up his sword from the ground. He stomped towards Martial, the wooden flooring creaking beneath his weight.  
 
    Martial moved his head to the left, and the demon’s sword imbedded itself in the wooden frame of the rocking chair. The demon pulled the sword free and swung it, aiming for Martial’s head. Martial rocked forward in the chair, the sword sliced over his dark hair. As the chair rocked back, Martial sliced with his own sword.  
 
    It cut through the demon’s stomach. He dropped to his knees. His sword fell out of his hand and hit the ground with a clang. The demon pressed his hands against his stomach as blood dripped out, trying to hold in his entrails.    
 
    Martial remained seated on the rocking chair, his eyes on the demon. “Does it hurt?”  
 
    The demon looked at him, fear in his eyes, his body shaking.  
 
    “Are you afraid?” Martial asked.  
 
    He climbed to his feet and stood over the demon. His sword in hand, he stared down as the demon stared up at him, fear in those black eyes, the demon’s mouth hung open, but no words came out.  
 
    Martial raised his sword and pressed it against the head, just above the demon’s ear, the edge of the blade touched the ear.  
 
    “I asked questions,” Martial said. “You haven’t answered… maybe you’re deaf… in that case, you won’t need your ears.”  
 
    Martial moved his sword down slowly. With his ear being cut off slowly, the demon finally found his voice. He screamed in pain. It was a loud ear-splinting sound, more so for someone who was trying to hold back a hangover by constantly drinking.  
 
    Martial drove his sword into the demon’s mouth and out through the back of the demon’s head.  
 
    “Fucking cunt,” Marital cursed as he pulled his sword out.   
 
    As the demon body hit the ground, Martial stared at the girl lying on the table. She was naked. She had large round breasts with small pink nipples. Her legs were spread apart, yellow hair just above her cunt. Her chest rose and fell heavily as she stared at him.  
 
    “Hi,” Martial held his hand out. “I’m Martial the Great, and I just saved your life.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Coldstream was a small settlement by the bank of the River Tweed. It was nestled amongst trees, and beyond it, surrounded by farms. It was a walled settlement. The walls were made form a mixture of brick, stone and wood and surrounded the settlement on three sides, the fourth side backed against the River Tweed.  
 
    Cassie sat at the top of the church tower, staring out towards the bridge that crossed the River Tweed. A relic from another time when humans worshipped God and feared the devil, the church tower was the tallest building in the settlement.  
 
    Having been deserted for hundreds of years and surrounded by graves, it was also the creepiest building in the settlement.  
 
    Cassie was born long after the world changed, after established religions spanning thousands of years were abandoned overnight in their billions as demons crawled out of Hell, as angels soured down from Heaven.  
 
    The Two-Hundred Year War, it was known as.  
 
    Humans fought demons and angels. Demons fought humans and angels. Angels fought demons and humans.  
 
    When it was finally over, two hundred years later, a treaty was signed by the kings and queens of the land with the demons and angels.   
 
    A hundred years on, the treaty held, mostly. There were the occasional border skirmishes but nothing too serious in the grand scheme of things.   
 
     But of late, it seemed larger numbers of demons were beginning to ignore the treaty. Little hordes of demons regularly crossed the borderline and into human territories, raping, killing and pillaging.  
 
    Coldstream was now the furthest human settlement north of the country. It hadn’t always been. Until very recently, that title was held by Polwarth.  
 
    Polwarth was bigger than Coldstream. It was an actual town. It had been under attack from marauding demons close to a year before the town vacated. Prior to that, the mayor sent plenty messages to Immortal Queen Margaret, begging for support. Those messengers had passed through Coldstream, reliving the tales of horror.  
 
    But the Queen sent no troops to fight back the demons.  
 
    Some of those that fled Polwarth stayed in Coldstream, but most headed for Newcastle, the capital of Queen Margaret’s country.  
 
    In the past year, the demons were getting closer to Coldstream. The chief of the settlement sent out his own messengers to the Queen. But none were able to get an audience with her. The message was left with those in the palace. And despite long passages of time, no reply was ever received.  
 
    Evidently, the Queen had other more urgent matters to deal with.  
 
    Cassie wondered what could be more urgent than demons invading their land. There were reports that Polwarth wasn’t the only town that had fallen to the demons. All along the border, small groups of demons were moving in, attacking, murdering, burning before fleeing back across the border.  
 
    The Queen’s Border Patrol that was supposed to patrol the borders, to keep demons back. Usually, they could be spotted riding around on their magnificent horses, wearing chainmail, some carrying long spears.  
 
    But it had been over a year since Cassie had last seen a member of the Border Patrol.  
 
    Coldstream was a small settlement. Under normal circumstances, with demons roaming the area, they would have packed their bags and fled.  
 
    But the settlement hadn’t folded.  
 
    Not yet, anyway.  
 
    There was word of a man moving around the area, going from settlement to settlement along the border with the demons, dispatching the demons and keeping the settlements safe.  
 
    That man was on his way to Coldstream.  
 
    Though there was no direct mention of the word, Cassie knew the man was a Legacy.  
 
    Legacies.  
 
    They were the children born of Immortals.  
 
    Immortals were humans that never died of natural causes. They never aged beyond their prime years, always looking like they were in their early twenties, despite some allegedly being a thousand years old.  
 
    They were tall and beautiful, but more than that, they were strong and fast. Immortals could punch a hole through a wall with their bare fist. They could jump up a hundred feet, and their skills with the sword was legendary.  
 
    It was the Immortals that had stopped the fall of humanity. When the demons poured up from Hell, and the angels came from above, humanity was caught by surprise.  
 
    It was said that in those days, almost three-hundred years ago, humanity had advanced technologically.  
 
    They had machines that could kill thousands of demons from miles away. But all of that firepower counted for little when they didn’t understand the enemy, when instead of firing those weapons at demons, they turned and fled, screaming, some pulling their eyes and hair out.  
 
    As the humans lost land and fled from the countryside to the major cities, they were encircled by the demons on side, and by the angels on the other side. It was the Immortals that came to the rescue.  
 
    It started in London, when they appeared from nowhere, these beautiful and tall humans with long swords in hand, they cut a path through the demons to allow the humans to escape.  
 
    The tide turned from that day. Somehow, the Immortals managed to turn the demons and angels against each other. All the while, as the two other races fought, the humans gained their strength, and inevitably, when the angels and demons turned their attention back onto the humans, they were ready.  
 
    Aided by the Immortals, they won many battles.  
 
    They lost many too. 
 
    In the end, they managed to negotiate a treaty that brough relative peace amongst the human lands.   
 
    This man that was to come, Cassie was certain he was a Legacy.  
 
    Legacies being the descendants of Immortals, they did not live forever. 
 
    But they did live much longer than your average human. Their aging slowed as they hit their twenties. From there on, some aged a year every five years, some a year every ten years.  
 
    It was rumoured those born between two Immortals, after hitting their early twenties, aged a year every fifty years.  
 
    Legacies were strong and fast, much stronger and faster than humans, but not as strong or fast as Immortals.  
 
    There weren’t many Immortals left anymore.  
 
    No one knew where they came from, but it seemed their number was finite and final. Once an Immortal fell in battle, he or she did not rise, nor did another Immortal appear from some magical place to replace them.  
 
    Cassie continued to stare past the trees and at the bridge that crossed the river. This man that was coming to save their town, he had to be a Legacy. He was going to change her life. It was all Cassie could think of when she heard the man would be coming.  
 
    That is, after he killed all the demons.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was later that evening, and Cassie still sat perched on the top of the church tower, staring out beyond the wall and the road that curved around the woodlands and onto the bridge. In the time she had been sitting there, not a single person had crossed the bridge.  
 
    The settlement was surrounded by farms to the south. In recent times, with demon attacks increasing, most of the farmers had left their farms. Only one remained. The Skinners. Their farm was half a day’s ride by horse. Cassie knew them well, knew their daughter Ellie.  
 
    She remembered the last time Ellie had come to Coldstream with her parents. She had been worried. A day earlier, when she had been watering the tomatoes, in the trees beyond the fields, she was certain she’d seen something move.  
 
    She couldn’t be sure what it was, but she thought she saw a flash of red amongst the brown and green of the forest. She hadn’t told her parents. She didn’t want them to worry.  
 
    Cassie sighed as she continued to stare at the bridge. It was a Legacy that was coming to save them. Legacies were rare, Immortals even rarer. But this village was somewhat fortunate in that there were two Legacies already living here.  
 
    Cassie was one, Michelle the other.  
 
    Growing up, Cassie didn’t know she was a Legacy. She’d been left abandoned outside the pub, her and Michelle, both three years old. Not knowing her parents growing up, she’d assumed she was a normal child.  
 
    It was at the age of seven, when she beat up Tony who was three years older than her and twice her size did the people in the village start to wonder. What they suspected turned out to be true for her and Michelle.  
 
    She was forty-three years of age now but didn’t look a day above eighteen.  
 
    Unlike Immortals, Legacies did age, but much slower. It differed for Legacies, the rate they aged at, their strength and speed. Those that were born of two Immortals were much stronger than one born of an Immortal and an ordinary human, who in turn was stronger than a Legacy born of two Legacies, or one born of a Legacy and a human.  
 
    Cassie had no idea what sort of Legacy she was. She was strong and fast, much stronger and faster than the humans of Coldstream. But she didn’t know her parents and hadn’t met any other Legacies to compare with.  
 
    That would change today, when the man coming to fight the demons would arrive.   
 
    “I thought I’d find you there,” Michelle said. The other Legacy of their little settlement stood by the wall off the church, leaning against the concrete slabs, she stared up, her arms folded across her chest. “Aren’t you hungry?”  
 
    “Now that you mention it, a little bit,” Cassie replied. She’d been sitting up here since morning, and now, it was the evening.  
 
    “Are you going to come down?”  
 
    “I don’t want to miss him.”  
 
    Michelle rolled her eyes. “How will you miss him? He’s going to be staying the night in Coldstream. He’ll probably get a room at the pub, have his dinner there. Why don’t we go and wait there?”  
 
    It was true. The Legacy would probably stay at the pub before they headed out tomorrow morning to kill the demons. And she could do with some food. Cassie climbed to her feet and stretched. She glanced down at the ground. It was a twenty-foot drop. 
 
    Cassie stepped off the edge and closed her eyes, opening them as her feet hit the ground, her knees bent, she raised her head and smiled.  
 
    “Show off,” Michelle said.  
 
    Cassie grinned. She took Michelle’s hand and walked down the street towards the pub. It was a nice summers evening, and the road between the rows of houses was packed with people walking towards the village centre, towards the pub and the little stalls of shops that set up outside.  
 
    Cassie knew everyone in the village, and she smiled at some of the girls that looked her age. But she was older than every one of those girls. She’d seen them as babies, as children, and now as women. She wasn’t friends with them, not really.  
 
    The women who had looked after her and Michelle when they had been abandoned here were dead, and everyone else in the village, the new generation, Cassie knew they looked at them with caution, with fear, with jealousy too. Michelle and her, they had been in this settlement for longer than most, but they were both seen as outsiders.  
 
    Michelle squeezed her hand. “You’re lost in thought again.”  
 
    “Oh, sorry. I was…” she stopped.  
 
    “Thinking about the Legacy?”  
 
    Michelle knew her too well. “Aren’t you thinking about him too?”  
 
    “It could be a her.”  
 
    “Him, her, doesn’t matter. This could be our chance to leave. To finally get away from Coldstream, get away from the stares, the whispers. Imagine if he took us as apprentices. We could live to our potential, we could travel with him and see the world, we could be useful.”  
 
    “It would be nice,” Michelle said wistfully. “He could say no to taking us with him. He could die at the hands of the demons…”  
 
    Cassie was about to scold Michelle for saying that, but it was something that had crossed her mind too.  
 
    The Legacy that was coming to their aid had travelled along the border, allegedly beating back demons in numerous villages and settlements. But the demon that waited him a few miles from Coldstream, where it had set up camp, he was stronger than the average demon. 
 
    Michelle and Cassie knew, because they had seen him first-hand.   
 
    A week ago, the girls had left the village behind and headed up north, past the forest, past the charred fields and up to the foot of the low hills, where the demons had set up camp.  
 
    Taking cover behind the trees, crouched on their knees, they caught a glimpse of the demon in charge. Cassie had seen demons before. They were shaped like humans, and of a similar size. Some of the women demons were even pretty. They had red skin, or blue, black, green. Some had horns on their heads, just as some had sharp teeth. 
 
    Demons weren’t like humans though. They varied in strength and power. The average demon was a little stronger than a human. But a powerful demon could be ten times as strong, or even more. Cassie had heard stories of the demon god Satan. It was alleged he could grow a hundred meters tall and that he could breathe fire.  
 
    He was immortal too, and not in the same sense as the Immortal humans.  
 
    Satan couldn’t be killed.  
 
    Cassie wondered why Satan hadn’t joined the war when the demons, humans and angels battled. She imagined him sitting in Hell, on his throne of fire, lording over the damned souls of the humans, just waiting.  
 
    Waiting for what?  
 
    They arrived at the pub. It was busy inside. Every table was taken. Most of the men in the village were here, waiting for the Legacy to arrive. Cassie and Michelle took seats by the bar. It was Audrey working behind the wooden counter.  
 
    She was a pretty eighteen-year-old girl with black hair and blue eyes. She smiled at them, but that was all.  
 
    That was all Cassie and Michelle ever got from the girls that looked their age. They got little from those older than them.  
 
    It was only the elders in the village that spoke with them, and that too because they were needed. Despite having little training in the way of fighting, both Michelle and Cassie were very capable on account of being Legacies. They kept the peace within the settlement. Sometimes that meant breaking up drunken fights. More recently, they’d chased away a small pack of demons.  
 
    It was because of them the demons camped by the mountains hadn’t attacked yet, because they let it be known that the settlement was protected by two Legacies.  
 
    Though it was true, Michelle and Cassie weren’t real Legacies. They hadn’t had the training, couldn’t fight like one.  
 
    But today, a true Legacy would be coming to town.  
 
    Cassie ate a large dinner of roasted beef and mashed potatoes. She was on her fourth pint of beer when she heard the commotion outside.  
 
    She jumped off her stool and headed towards the door. Cassie opened the door of the pub to see a small crowd. They stood around a black stallion, sitting upon which was a man.  
 
    He was tall and had dark hair. He was wearing a leather jacket that had a cut in one of the arms. By his waist was a sword with a black handle that had gold swirling lines engraved in it.  
 
    He was the Legacy, Cassie knew instantly.  
 
    She stared at his face. It radiated a strength and power she had never felt before. The man surveyed the crowd surrounding him, and then, his eyes locked onto hers, and he smiled. He had gorgeous white teeth and Cassie felt a flutter in her chest.  
 
    Their eyes remained locked for a while, only moving away when she realised the man wasn’t alone on the horse. There was a girl sitting on the horse behind him. A girl that was mostly naked, wearing only a thin t-shirt through which her nipples could be seen, her legs completely bare.  
 
    “Ellie,” Cassie murmured.  
 
    She knew the girl. It was Ellie, the girl who lived with her parents in one of the farms that surrounded the settlement. Cassie pushed her way through the crowd.  
 
    “What happened?” she asked.  
 
    “Demons,” the man replied, his voice deep. “Wasn’t able to save her parents.”  
 
    Cassie held her arms out to take Ellie. The girl had a hazed look in her eyes as she dropped from the saddle of the horse and into Cassie’s open arms. Around them, the crowd started talking, fear in their voices.  
 
    Cassie wrapped her arms around Ellie and pushed through the crowd. “Are you okay?” she asked, as she rested the girl gently onto the ground.  
 
    Ellie’s eyes were red. She shook her head and buried it in her hands. Her body trembled. “My mum and dad are dead,” she sobbed.  
 
    Cassie wrapped her arms around the girl and hugged her tight. She raised her arm instinctively, using it to shield herself as the door to the pub slammed open, the wooden edge struck her on the elbow. Men poured out from the pub and surrounded the Legacy sitting atop his horse.  
 
    He looked like everything Cassie had imagined a Legacy to look like. Tall, dark and handsome, he’d already rescued Ellie from demons. He was certainly capable.  
 
    Michelle came to sit on the other side on Ellie. She placed a comforting arm around the girl. “He’s handsome,” Michelle murmured. 
 
    The mayor of their little settlement was a stoutly man aptly named Mayor Stout. Bald on the top, he had a large beard. He wore a long grey leather coat at all times, despite the warm summer evening.  
 
    He pushed his way past the crowd and stood a foot away from the black stallion.  
 
    “You must be the Legacy,” Mayor Stout said.  
 
    “Not a Legacy,” the man replied. “I am so much more than a mere Legacy. I am Martial the Great, the Destroyer of Planets, the Killer of God, the Vengeance of Humanity, the-” he stopped talking as he slid down his horse and landed awkwardly on his feet, stumbling back against his stallion. “I’m fine,” he raised his hands quickly. “I just need some wine.”  
 
    “I think he’s had enough wine,” Cassie said, a frown on her face.  
 
    “I know, right,” Michelle chuckled.  
 
    The Mayor led Martial the Legacy through the crowd and into the pub. As he passed by her, Martial flashed them a smile. It was a gorgeous smile. He had perfect teeth. And his face, it was like it had been designed by an artist. She hadn’t seen anyone that handsome around. 
 
    “He’s as good looking as those Immortals are supposedly,” Michelle gushed.  
 
    She was right. The Immortals were supposedly perfect humans. This Legacy, Martial, he would have matched that description.  
 
    “Can you watch Ellie? They’re going to need one of us inside,” Cassie said.  
 
    She left the two girls and walked into the pub. It was as full as ever, but this time, the table in the centre was surrounded by a large crowd. Cassie pushed her way through the crowd to come to the front.  
 
    Martial sat at the table with an empty beer mug before him, a full one in hand. He’d drunk that fast, she thought.  
 
    Beside him sat the Mayor, and moving from there was George, Andrew and Kalin. There was an empty chair and Cassie pushed past three to get to it.  
 
    As she sat down, the men stopped talking and turned to look at her.  
 
    “Well, hello,” Martial said, flashing that smile. “Who might you be?”  
 
    “This is Cassie,” Mayor Stout said. “She’s our local… Legacy,” he said the word with hesitation.  
 
    “You have a Legacy in your town?” Martial asked, an eyebrow expertly raised as he gulped down his second beer.  
 
    “We have two Legacies,” Mayor Stout said, smiling. “You’ll have the best support on your mission tomorrow. Fifty of our men beside you, two Legacies, you’ll defeat them soundly, Martial the Great.”  
 
    “Two Legacies,” Martial said. “That’s something. But I don’t need them. I can kill all the demons by myself. I battled Satan, you know. Stabbed him in the heart and threw him back down to hole he crawled out from.”  
 
    “Battled the demon god himself?” Mayor Stout asked, laughing nervously as his eyes shifted about. “The demons get angry when their lord’s name is mentioned… some folk say it’s not wise to talk about him… demons are drawn to it, some say. Just the mention of his name, and his hordes come after you.”  
 
    “Load of nonsense,” Martial said. He drained his mug and slammed it onto the wooden surface. “Another.”  
 
    Mayor Stout smiled. “So, you’ll set off tomorrow?” he asked, changing the subject.  
 
    “Sure… I’ll take your men too. Show em how it’s done. But I need payment.”  
 
    “Of course!”  
 
    Mayor Stout spoke to a man behind him, who dashed away, presumably to get this cash that they were offering Martial. In the meantime, the barmaid came with a tray full of beers. Martial cheered and took two. The rest was passed around the table. Cassie declined to have one. She watched the Legacy with interest and confusion.  
 
    He looked like everything she’d imagine., But his behaviour was lacking some. He was a drunk. There was no doubt about that. He’d staggered off his horse, and now, he was on his way to his fourth beer. He’d asked for payment. Cassie didn’t know that detail, but it seemed Mayor Stout was expecting it.  
 
    She imagined he would do it for free. He was a Legacy, a hero to the world of humans. He was supposed to be their saviour… saviours didn’t charge money, did they? 
 
    Also, Legacies, especially those that were first, second or even third generation, they usually had their own towns, and along with it, fuck tons of money. Was this Legacy broke?   
 
    There was also the thing about how casually he’d said the word Satan.  
 
    Every human knew not to say that word.  
 
    It attracted demons. Somehow, they heard it, even if it was whispered. And they came. Only an idiot would say the name, a drunken arrogant idiot. The more Cassie stared at Martial, the more she wondered if that was what he was.  
 
    “What sort of demon problem are we talking about?” Martial asked.  
 
    “Cassie’s the one that spotted them,” Mayor Stout said.  
 
    All eyes fell on her, including the Legacy’s. Cassie wasn’t a shy girl. She was almost as old as most of the men here, and a hell lot wiser. But with the Legacy watching her with his powerful eyes, she stared at him silently, losing herself in the depths, before remembering she was supposed to be talking.  
 
    Cassie cleared her throat. “There’s about a hundred demons camped two days horse-ride from here. Their leader… he’s strong, a powerful demon. Never seen one so… big.”  
 
    “And how many demons have you seen?” Martial chuckled.  
 
    Cassie frowned. “I’ve seen my fair share. I’ve killed one before.”  
 
    “That’s right,” Mayor Stout said. “Our Cassie, she killed a demon last week. A small raiding party of theirs came to our front gates. Our men fought them back. Cassie killed one. It sent the demons a message. We’ve got Legacies amongst us,” he reached around and slapped Cassie on the shoulder, laughing.  
 
    Cassie knew Mayor Stout well. He was not a brave man. This was an act. He was trying to show he was brave. In reality, the Mayor was terrified. He was afraid of the demons, the fact that they hadn’t left, the fact that a hundred had set up camp a few miles from his settlement.  
 
    The story he’d told wasn’t entirely accurate. A group of demons had casually crossed their bridge a week ago and came to the front gates of their settlement. There were only six or seven demons. The Mayor had fifty men armed with swords, spears, axes. In the end, none of them stepped out to face the demons. 
 
    It was Michelle and Cassie. The girls jumped from the wooden towers of the wall and landed on the gravel in front of the gates. Both girls had seen demons before, but never this close, never in battle.  
 
    Seeing them land like that, seeing the girls stand tall and beautiful, looking very much like Legacies, the demons were uncertain. Cassie capitalised on that. She killed the demon closest to her with a swift strike, driving her sword in his chest.  
 
    Seeing her speed, the other demons fled.  
 
    The guy Mayor Stout had sent to bring cash, he returned with a bag of money. Mayor Stout placed the bag in front of Martial. The Legacy opened it and stared inside. “This will do. But I also need wine, food and women for the night.”  
 
    “Of course,” Mayor Stout said, laughing loudly.  
 
    Women? Cassie frowned. “Did you say women?”  
 
    Mayor Stout stopped laughing, as did Andrew, George and Kalin. There was a silence, filled only by Martial slurping his drink. He finished the mug, his fourth, or was it his fifth?  
 
    “What’s the problem?” Martial asked.  
 
    “Did you say women?” Cassie asked, her voice strong.  
 
    Martial nodded. “Women to sleep with. Pretty. But no girls with black hair and blue eyes. That combination precisely. Blonds with blue eyes, black-haired girls with green eyes, sure. But no black-haired girls with blue eyes. Do you understand that?”  
 
    Mayor Stout nodded. “Sure, of course… We’ll… we’ll find… We’ll source-” 
 
    “You’ll source some girls for him?” Cassie turned her attention to the Mayor.  
 
    “Relax,” Martial said. “This happens sometimes. More in the smaller towns and little…” he glanced around at the people that surrounded him. “Villages… is this a village?” 
 
    “A settlement,” Mayor Stout nodded.  
 
    “Okay… whatever,” Martial muttered. “This happens in small... places. Ask around the village. Tell the girls there’s a… You can tell them I’m a Legacy, even though I’m so much more. You won’t struggle to find girls willing to bed me. Pick the pretty ones. Send them to my room. And remember, no black-haired girls with blue eyes.”  
 
    Martial climbed to his feet and barged his way through the crowd, his feet unsteady, he made it to the stairs. “Send wine to my room. And girls. Tonight, I fuck, tomorrow, I kill.”  
 
    “Does he know which room is his?” Andrew asked, as they watched him stagger up the stairs, his head leaning forwarding, as if he were a baby whose neck wasn’t big enough to support the head.  
 
    As Martial disappeared from sight beyond the walls of the first-floor corridor, Mayor Stout cleared his throat. “Right, well… girls. We need to find girls.”  
 
    “You’re not serious,” Cassie muttered.  
 
    “I am serious, Cassie. We have a settlement to save. We’ve been here since before the demons emerged from hell. We won’t be giving it up, not without a fight. If girls are what the Legacy wants, we’ll give them all to him. I’d bring my own daughter if… if she wasn’t a little on the chubby side.”  
 
    “Your daughter is fifteen!”  
 
    “Yes well, I didn’t say I was going to bring her,” Mayor Stout muttered. He turned to Andrew, George and Kalin. “Right… we need to get the word out. Pretty girls. Not ones with black hair and blue eyes,” Mayor Stout stopped. “What do you think that’s all about?”  
 
    “Maybe it’s what his wife looks like,” Andrew said. “You know, he wants something different when he’s out and about.”  
 
    “Makes sense,” Mayor Stout replied. “Right… we need to get the word out. There will be loads of girls wanting to sleep with him, he’s right about that. We need to judge the girls before we send them up… can’t send every girl that wants a bit of him,” he chuckled.  
 
    Cassie had heard enough. She kicked back her chair and stormed out of the pub. It was dark outside, the sun having set. Michelle was no longer sitting with Ellie on the ground beside the pub. Cassie collapsed on the ground and leaned against the brick wall of the pub. She took a deep breath and sighed.  
 
    Everything was unravelling. The Legacy wasn’t at all like what she’d imagined him to be. Physically, he was a perfect specimen, but he was an asshole. Not something she’d have associated with a Legacy.  
 
    They were supposed to be heroic, selfless, brave. This one wasn’t selfless. He was a braggart, an alcoholic, a mercenary.  
 
    For many years now, Cassie had dreamt of leaving behind Coldstream and going out into the world, of being a true Legacy, of finding a master that would train her. When she heard of the Legacy coming to their little settlement to beat back the demons, she thought her dreams would be coming true.  
 
    Instead, Martial turned up.  
 
    Cassie climbed to her feet and headed for the home she shared with Michelle.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Cassie woke the next morning feeling glum. They would be setting off towards the mountains, herself, Michelle, fifty of the local men and the Legacy, Martial. She should have been excited, ecstatic.   
 
    She had been looking forward to this moment ever since she’d known the Legacy was coming, that they would go on the offensive and attack the demons, rather than sit back and wait for the demons to come to them.  
 
    Cassie had dreamed of this moment, had imagined herself in battle, sword in hand, slicing through the demons, returning home a hero, before leaving Coldstream for good, Michelle by her side, the Legacy their new master, teaching them, training them in the ways of the Legacies.  
 
    Instead, quite possibly, the one and only drunk, arrogant and womanising Legacy in the whole wide world had turned up. Cassie wouldn’t be at all surprised if it turned out Martial couldn’t fight. What if he wasn’t a Legacy at all? What if he was a scam artist?  
 
    Mayor Stout had paid him already. Martial could have fled at night with the money.  
 
    Cassie sat up straight and jumped of the bed. 
 
    She dressed quickly, pulling on her jeans and a black jacket, she walked out of the room, into the corridor, paused by the open door leading into Michelle’s room.   
 
    Her Legacy housemate was fast asleep, Ellie beside her, the blanket covered only up to their waists. Both girls were naked, or at least, not wearing anything above their waists. Michelle had an arm over the girl, her fingers squeezing Ellie’s breast.  
 
    Cassie raised an eyebrow.  
 
    She knew Michelle preferred women, but it seemed a little premature to be bedding the farmer’s daughter, unless it was just comfort she was giving?  
 
    Cassie didn’t have time to worry about the girl now.  
 
    She rushed down the narrow stairs and coming to the front door, she pulled on her boots and grabbed her sword. She fastened the sheath around her waist and placed the sword in the scabbard. 
 
    Cassie dashed out the door and down the street, heading towards the pub. It was early morning, the air was cool, the streets were empty. Cassie’s footsteps thudded on the pavement.  
 
    The settlement was old, and the roads were built before the arrival of demons and angels almost three hundred years now.  
 
    Back then, on the roads, it was cars that drove people about. Cassie had never seen a car before but had heard of the strange machines. The road had been built for those, and on the side, the path had been elevated to allow for humans to walk. But over time, the pavement and the road had both levelled in deterioration.  
 
    Cassie made it to the pub and burst in through the front door. “Where’s the Legacy?” she asked.  
 
    The barmaid Audrey stood behind the counter, a glass in one hand, a towel in the other as she dried it. She stopped and stared at Cassie, before pointing at a table in the corner of the room.  
 
    It was Martial, the Legacy.  
 
    He was still here.  
 
    Cassie breathed a sigh of relief. She placed an order for breakfast and headed over to the Legacy’s table at the corner.  
 
    “Can I sit?”  
 
    Martial looked up at her, dark circles under his eyes, he blinked rapidly. His hand rose to his forehead and he squeezed it, nursing what Cassie imagined was a horrible hangover.  
 
    “Sit, but… I’m wasted for now., No more girls till tonight.”  
 
    Cassie’s lips tightened. “You don’t remember me?”  
 
    Martial leaned forward and squinted. “You’re attractive, but don’t take it personally… I’m sure our night was epic, but I meet a lot of pretty girls.”  
 
    “We’ve not slept together,” Cassie thumped her fist on the table. “I’m the Legacy of this town. I was in this pub with you yesterday, around the table?”  
 
    “You don’t need to bang on the table,” Martial muttered, his hand back on his forehead. “What do you want?”  
 
    “Are you really a Legacy?”  
 
    Martial sighed. “Do you people not listen? I’m so much more than a Legacy. I’m-” 
 
    “Yeah I’ve heard the brag surprisingly many times considering I’ve only known you for half a day. Can you fight?”  
 
    “You want to test me?” Martial reached for his waist. His hand felt around before he looked down. “My sword is usually there…”  
 
    “Oh, my Lucifer,” Cassie muttered.  
 
    “Lucifer was an ass,” Martial said.  
 
    “You can’t say that,” Cassie said weakly as she leaned back in her chair. “You can’t say stuff like that. You’re not supposed to be a drunk, or a womaniser, or a braggart… this isn’t right.”  
 
    “Ah, I see,” Martial nodded. “You’re a Legacy trapped in this village. You’ve never met another Legacy, but you’ve heard lots about them. They’re your heroes. You tell yourself you’ll be one when you grow up.” Martial paused and leaned forward. “How am I doing?”  
 
    Cassie hated to admit how right he was. “What’s your point?”   
 
    “Legacies are assholes. They definitely drunk a fuck ton, they have fucking harems of women, or men around them to fulfil every dirty desire imaginable. And trust me, after living for hundreds of years, Legacies have really fucking dirty minds.”  
 
    What Martial spoke of wasn’t exactly shocking news to Cassie. She’d heard of the excesses of Legacies. She just chose not to believe them.  
 
    “How old are you? I mean, you look eighteen, but how old are you really?”  
 
    Cassie folded her arms across her chest. “Forty-three,” she said stiffly.  
 
    “Really? You must be second generation Legacy? Who were your parents?”  
 
    “I don’t know. I was abandoned as a child in this village, along with Michelle, the other Legacy.”  
 
    “Bit rough, but that’s life, isn’t it?”  
 
    “I don’t need philosophical lessons from you, mister. Just make sure you don’t die out there. Coldstream has paid a lot to you.”  
 
    “Not that much,” Martial said with a shrug.    
 
    “A lot of money for Coldstream. If you can’t kill this demon and his army, this village is over. Everyone will have to pack and leave. They’ll be refugees in a poor land that’s been ravaged by war with demons, war with angels, war between humans. You have to save them.”  
 
    “Alright, alright,” Martial raised his hand. “Relax man, jeez. I’m good for the money, I promise.”  
 
    “Thank you.”  
 
    “Great. Now that we’re friends, can you get me a beer please?”  
 
    Cassie climbed to her feet and glared at him. “We’re leaving in two hours. Meet us at the front gate. And remember to bring your sword.”  
 
    Cassie stormed out of the room just as the barmaid brought her breakfast. She was hungry, but not hungry enough to eat with the handsome asshole.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Later that day, Cassie sat on her horse. It was a beautiful white mare and she stroked its mane as they waited near the front gates of the town. Beside her was Michelle on her horse. They were surrounded by roughly fifty men, half had horses, the others would walk. It would be a slow trek to the foothills of the mountains.  
 
    By the side of the road that led out, a small crowd had gathered. Women and girls held flowers in their hands, and they passed them around to the men leaving to fight. The mood was sombre.  
 
    In a small village, where everyone knew everyone, and the only causes of death were natural, heading out to battle demons, the possibility that many might not return was terrifying. Many of these men had families. Wives and children that they might not come back to hug.  
 
    The weather was warm, and Cassie stared up at the sky. The air was clean, and she felt good. She was being useful. They were going to head out to the mountains to fight demons. It was every Legacy’s dream. Cassie felt her resolve strengthen. This mission would not be in vain, even if it cost her her life, the demons would die.  
 
    Every Legacy’s dream, apart from Martial, it seemed.  
 
    He was an enigma.  
 
    Everything about him screamed fraudster, but somehow, Cassie believed him. She believed him when he said that he would kill the demon leader. Why, she couldn’t fathom. The guy was just the worst. Just right this moment, it was him they were waiting for, had been for the past half hour.  
 
    From further down the street came the sounds of cheering. Shortly after, Martial was visible, sitting atop his black stallion, he waved at the crowds as he passed them. A couple of girls aged about eighteen and wearing short summery dresses rushed out from the crowd. Martial stopped his horse, but remaining in the saddle, he leant down and kissed one girl, then the other.  
 
    Cassie gritted her teeth, holding back her anger and her resentment. He was a Legacy, much like she was. She’d saved the town in the previous demon attack, actually killing one. Yet, no one rushed out to congratulate her, crowds didn’t gather on the streets to cheer her.  
 
    And then there was Martial, another Legacy, who had so far done nothing for the town, aside from take its money and defile its women. Sure, defile was a strong word, but Cassie was furious. And yet, they cheered him as if he’d returned from slaying the demons.  
 
    “Why so glum?” Martial asked as he made it to the gate.  
 
    “Have you got your sword?”  
 
    Martial placed a hand at his hip and tapped the black handle swirled in gold. “Never go anywhere without it,” he smiled.  
 
    Cassie frowned. He’d forgotten his sword earlier this morning. Was he deliberately winding her up, or was he just that drunk?  
 
    They set off for the mountains, moving at a steady walking pace, Cassie led the way, Michelle by her side. The path towards the mountains wasn’t as developed as the one that led south, towards the human settlements, the towns, and going further, the capital.  
 
    Past the village were the fields. There were crops growing, from cabbages, to potatoes to wheat. A few settlers worked on the fields in groups of two. One worked while the other stared towards the forest beyond, in case demons emerged. The fact that Ellie’s farm, which was to the south of the settlement had been attacked had raised the fears and cautiousness of the humans.  
 
    The demons were becoming braver in recent years. The demon wars happened before Cassie was born. She’d grown up during the time of peace, when the treaty had been signed. 
 
    But over the past years, it seemed the treaty would not last much longer. Cassie heard the stories of settlements to the east falling. It had seemed distant, a faraway land. But now, it had come to her own settlement. The danger was here, and it was real. Farms burnt; Ellie’s parents murdered in cold blood.  
 
    She knew Ellie’s parents. They were her age, even though she looked the same age as their daughter now. Growing up, Cassie and Michelle had played with Ellie’s parents as friends. They drifted apart when Michelle and Cassie stopped aging, and the physical appearance between them changed.  
 
    Cuthbert and Jane, Ellie’s parents, they were good people. They didn’t deserve to die the way they did, in their own homes, having done nothing to harm the demons.  
 
    She wondered why the demons did that, why they killed for no reason. Some said it was to steal the human soul. If a demon killed the human, and the human was afraid during its death, the soul belonged to the demon. The human would be trapped in eternal suffering at the hands of its killer.  
 
    Cassie shuddered at the thought. It was hard to imagine a being so purely evil, and yet, they existed. She wondered how Cuthbert and Jane had felt in their dying moments. Had they been afraid?  
 
    Cassie looked back at Martial. He’d saved the girl. He’d saved Ellie from the demons. The poor girl had been stripped naked. The demon attempted to rape her minutes after killing her parents. Such evil… Cassie shuddered once more in her saddle. How had the humans ever resisted such evil?  
 
    Immortals.  
 
    That was how.  
 
    She glanced back at Martial once more. He rode behind them, Kevin and Mitch either side of him. Sitting on the magnificent stallion, looking the way he did, the tear on the leather jacket, his hair long flowing in the wind, stubble growing on his face, he looked every part the hero.  
 
    And, she reminded herself not for the first time, that Martial had already saved Ellie and killed three demons in the process. 
 
    As they left the fields behind and entered the forest, Cassie wondered if she’d been too hard on him. After the things he must have seen, after the amount of years he must have lived, was it a wonder he was constantly drunk?  
 
    She pushed thoughts of his moral character out of her mind and focused on the road ahead. It was a narrow path, with large trees growing either side, the branches blocked out most of the sunlight. Cassie kept her eyes peeled, looking for movement ahead, fearing any demons lurking about, ready to pounce.  
 
    She saw no movement at all. She heard nothing either. No rustling of the leaves, no crunching of fallen branches and twigs snapping under heavy feet. No sounds save for the steady rhythm of hooves hitting the ground.  
 
    No sounds… 
 
    The forest should have been teaming with life, of rabbits, of wild deer. There should have been birds amongst the leaves. But nothing.  
 
    “It’s too quiet,” she muttered.  
 
    “Hmm? What do you mean?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “Where are the animals, the birds? The forest is usually teaming with life…”  
 
    Michelle tilted her head and listened out for sounds as they continued to ride. “You’re right,” she said, a moment later. Her hand automatically reached for the sword by her waist.  
 
    “The animals have sensed a new presence here,” Martial said, his horse now between theirs. “Means the demons that we’re about to face are fresh out of Hell. Animals can sense stuff like that.”  
 
    “Have you fought many demons?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “Killed more than I wish to remember,” Martial replied. “Fresh out of Hell demons are a little tougher than the ones that have been on earth for a while. They’re a bit more savage. They fight to the death.”  
 
    “Don’t all demons fight to the death?”  
 
    Martial shook his head. “Not all demons are the same,” he mumbled. “Getting harder to tell the difference though.”  
 
    They rode on silently, Martial riding between them. As the sun set, they reached the other side of the forest. It gave way to grassland. The fog grass grew a meter tall, the purple flower heads growing at the end of the stalks swayed in the light breeze.  
 
    Cassie brough the party of men to a halt as she stared at the grass. With the sun now gone, her visibility was weakened, though it was still stronger than the rest of the humans. She studied the grass, watching for movement. Dozens of demons could be hiding in that grass.  
 
    “You don’t need to worry about that,” Martial said.  
 
    “About what?”  
 
    “About demons hiding in the grass, ambushing us. Demons don’t think like that. Especially demons fresh out of Hell. They see humans as weak, not a threat. They see hiding as cowardly, something only humans do.”  
 
    He gave a gentle tug of his reins and his black stallion rode out onto the fields of grass. After watching him a moment, Cassie sighed and set off after him.  She could believe him that demons saw humans as weak and cowardly. She just wished her belief wouldn’t end up having them all killed. 
 
    They rode through the fields at a steady pace, Cassie, Michelle and Martial leading the way. Behind them, the men on horses jumped off to let those walking take a turn. In the distance were the low hills. Beyond the hills, the ground was flat once more, and beyond that, the mountains rose. The mountains that marked the northern border between the humans and the demons.  
 
    They passed the grassland without incident and Cassie was glad that Martial was right. Dismounting at the foot of the hills, they set up camp. The men collected firewood and set up two small fires. Soon, meat was cooking and bread was being passed around.  
 
    Cassie was hungry. They’d all skipped lunch and ridden for most of the day. It felt good to stretch her legs and get some food. The meat was burnt on the outside, and raw inside, but still, it tasted good. After eating, she and Michelle found a spot by the foot of a hill and leaned back, each girl in each other’s arm, they stared at the fire before them.  
 
    Martial sat to their right, leaning against the same hill, he had a flask in hand and he drank from it. She hadn’t seen him partake in eating. Getting off his horse, he’d slumped against the hard rocky surface of the hill and pulled out his flask.  
 
    Cassie’s eye drifted as she watched him. Her last thoughts before she fell asleep was the blankness in Martial’s eyes as he stared ahead into the darkness.  
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    They woke early the next morning, before the sun rose. After a quick breakfast of more meat and bread, they set off. The hills were low, rising no more than a couple of hundred feet, the trees grew close together, wrapped around vines.  
 
    Martial rode with them, twenty meters ahead of the rest of the men. They moved silently, knowing later today, either way, they would face the demons, if they did not before that. The men that road with them had never battled demons before. Most of them had never seen one. Most had never even battled before.  
 
    It was supposed to be Immortal Queen Margaret who was to protect them. She had forces that patrolled the borders. Aptly named as the Border Patrols. 
 
     There were outposts too, dotted along the top of the mountain ridge. Growing up, Cassie used to wonder along these hills and beyond. She didn’t have a mother or father to tell her otherwise.  
 
    Cassie had seen the soldiers that patrolled the mountains. The first time she’d wondered upon a patrol, she’d been in awe. They seemed so big on their horses, they wore shiny armour, and the captain had a red cloak that flowed behind him.  
 
    It had been over a year since she’d last seen any of the Queen’s soldiers. A few months earlier, when rumours began to spread of demon attacks nearing the settlement to the south, Cassie had set off for the mountains. Travelling three days, riding hard, she made it to the nearest outpost.  
 
    There were no soldiers there.  
 
    The place was deserted, had been for many months.  
 
    Something was wrong. Very wrong.  
 
    Cassie had returned to their settlement worried. She’d spoken to Mayor Stout about evacuating. She hadn’t mentioned the abandoned outpost, but Mayor Stout knew of the settlements that had fallen, of Polwarth north to them that their Mayor though to evacuate. 
 
    But the old man was stubborn. He refused to listen, said they would stay and fight for their homes.  
 
    Then, rumours spread of a Legacy moving from settlement to settlement, killing demons as if they were nothing. Mayor Stout sent men from Coldstream to meet with him, convinced him to come to Coldstream, to save them.  
 
    The Legacy brought hope with him, hope for the settlement and hope for a future for Cassie and Michelle.  
 
    And it all led to this. A march into the mountains to fight the demons.  
 
    Even if they won, Cassie knew it would only be the beginning. The decades of relative peace were coming to an end.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Late in the evening, they came to the end of the low hills. Beyond them, the land was flat, the ground was black. Nothing grew on it. No trees, not a single stalk of grass. There were no animals either.  
 
    This place had been the location of a great battle once. A battle between demons and humans, hundreds of years ago, back when humans were more advanced, when they had weapons that could kill demons from a mile away. Farther even.   
 
    Beyond the flat charred earth rose the mountains, their peaks touched by beautiful white snow. At the bottom of the mountain, beyond the black land, a week earlier, Cassie had seen the demons set up camp.  
 
    Squinting in its direction, she could see a wisp of smoke rising. Cassie pointed at it. “They must still be there.”  
 
    “I see it,” Martial said.  
 
    “What’s the plan?”  
 
    “I walk in, challenge their leader to a duel, kill him, tell the others to fuck off.”  
 
    “That’s going to work?”  
 
    “Usually does with demons fresh out of Hell,” Martial said.  
 
    He gave a tug on the reins. His large stallion set off on a bolt. The horse’s black skin blending with the burnt ground, but the skin shining, it was like watching a shimmer speed across black water.  
 
    “What the hell’s he doing?” Michelle asked. “Is he going to kill them all by himself?”  
 
    “He’s definitely arrogant enough to do it,” Cassie muttered.  
 
    She set off after him, her white horse galloped across the hard surface. Michelle joined her. They left behind the men that was supposed to form the bulk of their army in fighting off the demons, dashing into a camp full of demons. This was madness, and Cassie felt her pulse racing.   
 
    The distant mountains edged closer as Cassie rode her horse hard. Her chest thumped in beat with the galloping of her mare. Though she had eyes only for Martial, she could feel Michelle beside her. The smoke she had seen as a wisp from the hills now resembled a small tornado.  
 
    They were close, and still, she couldn’t catch up with Martial. His black stallion was strong, much stronger than her own horse. It was a magnificent beast, much like Martial. He was getting away from them.  
 
    What was his plan? Was he on a suicide mission? What sort of person rode into a demon camp all on their own? Not even Immortals did that…  
 
    In front of her, the flat charred land stopped and the trees began. Amidst it, at the foot of the mountain, she could see the black and red colours of the demon tents. They were still there, and worse, the numbers seemed to have grown. Where before she had seen fifteen to twenty tents, now there was double that amount.  
 
    Martial’s horse came to a halt a hundred feet away from the tree lines. He jumped off and stood with his hand placed against the horse’s muzzle, whispering words to the beast. His pause allowed Cassie to catch up.  
 
    She jumped off her horse, not bothering to speak to it, and marched up to Martial. “What the hell is wrong with you?”  
 
    Martial continued to whisper to his horse, so quietly, not even her Legacy ears could make out the words. When he was done, he turned calmly to look at her.  
 
    “I’m going to kill the demon leader.”  
 
    “How?” Cassie asked. “There are hundreds of them. We couldn’t do it even with our little army, who you’ve left miles behind, by the way,” she fumed.  
 
    Michelle, who’d joined them too and stood beside her, frowned. “Kill the demon?” she asked. “Not demons?”  
 
    Martial nodded. “I’m going to go in there and challenge their leader to a duel. I’m going to kill him. His demons will surrender and leave.”  
 
    “Why?” Cassie fumed. “Why would he duel you when he has the advantage? Why would the demons even let you walk into their camp? They’ll kill you before you even get a chance to see their leader.”  
 
    “You need to calm down,” Martial said. “You’re being too loud,” he sang the words, grinning foolishly.  
 
    Cassie glanced at Michelle. “What?”  
 
    “Watch and learn,” he said. “Watch and learn.”  
 
    Martial turned and began to walk towards the trees and the demon tents that lay beyond. With the sun now low in the sky, a red haze spread across the land. Cassie and Michelle followed after Martial, though they both kept ten feet behind him.  
 
    Cassie’s hand rested at her waist, beside her sword. Her heart thumped in her chest. Beside her, Michelle took in deep breaths, before letting them out slowly. Both girls were nervous. They were Legacies by birth, but not by experience. They had little experience with battle, and even less against demons.  
 
    This wasn’t a Friday night in Coldstream, where both girls kept the peace by pushing away drunken revellers.  
 
    They were walking straight into a demon camp full of demons. Three humans. Sure, they were Legacies, but Martial was the only one with experience. Cassie wasn’t even sure if he was a Legacy, or at least, a proper Legacy.  
 
    “What do you think of him?” Cassie whispered, as they continued to walk.  
 
    “He’s handsome,” Michelle replied. “I was tempted to put myself up as one of the girls to be judged to sleep with him last night,” she giggled.  
 
    Cassie frowned. It wasn’t like Michelle to do something like that. Michelle had never slept with a man before… Cassie didn’t have much experience in the men department either. Somehow, the two girls had drifted together from a young age, and being Legacies, growing at a slower pace than everyone else, getting into relationships with normal humans was hard.  
 
    “I think he’s a little crazy,” Michelle said quietly. “Maybe that’s what we need right now, with everything going on, maybe we need someone a little crazy, a little bold?”  
 
    Cassie had told Michelle about the empty fort at the top of the mountains. She had to tell someone. Both girls knew something strange was going on. This wasn’t the normal skirmish humans and demons had. Something had changed. Times ahead were going to be tough.  
 
    Before them, Martial reached the tree line. As he walked into the forest, a blue demon stepped out from behind a tree. He was a big fella, three small black horns on his head, he carried a large sword in his hand, shaped like a scimitar.  
 
    Martial didn’t even pause to the point where Cassie was about to scream out a warning to him, afraid Martial would walk past the demon, only to be cut down from behind.  
 
    Martial did walk past the demon, but as the blue-skinned beast swung his enormous sword, Martial ducked his head, his own sword came up and buried itself in the demon’s chest. Martial pulled his sword out, not stopping even for a second, he continued on.  
 
    Cassie and Michelle exchanged glances.  
 
    It was the first time they had seen him in action. 
 
    He was good.  
 
    Cassie felt her nerves calming just a little. She began to feel hope. What if this Legacy was almost as good as he said he was?  
 
    Both girls broke into a run to catch up with him. They passed the demon as he hit the ground, his hands pressed against his chest, trying to stop the red blood that poured out.  
 
    Demons had red blood pumping through their veins, and it gave both girls more confidence. They may look frightening, but at the end of the day, demons were still flesh and blood.  
 
    A hundred feet in the forest, the trees had been cut away to make space for the tents. They rose up high, round, but with a tall triangular roof. They were painted red and black, but with no coordination. It looked like children had been given red and black paint and given free reign.  
 
    Martial had killed three more demons on his way to the mouth of the camp. He stood now, his arms parted like a messiah as the demons in the camp stared at him.  
 
    “I’m here to challenge your ruler to a duel to the death. If I win, you will all leave. If he wins, he will have my girls as spoils,” Martial roared out loud.  
 
    Cassie and Michelle, who were now a few feet behind Martial, both stopped dead in their tracks, each staring at the other.  
 
    “Did he just…” Michelle whispered.  
 
    The demons that stood before them, they stared at the two girls, hunger in their eyes, their lips spread into evil smiles. Some stepped forward, eager to loot the prize before battle had even begun. Cassie and Michelle both drew their swords out, and pressing their backs against each other, they stared at the demons that now slowly surrounded them.  
 
    A muscular demon with a large black horn in the centre of his forehead stepped away from the encircling demons and roared, his teeth bared.  
 
    Cassie’s breathing stopped as she focused on the demon as it charged towards her. She held her sword before her, planning to step aside as the demon charged like a bull, and cutting him from behind as he passed through the spot she had stood.  
 
    But before she got a chance to do that, Martial came before them, standing in between the demon and the girls, he sliced the demon’s horn off clean, before tripping the guy, sending him tumbling to the ground.  
 
    The demon jumped to his feet, roaring in rage, now anger in his eyes, he came at Martial. The Legacy remained calm, nonplussed. He even sheathed his sword by his waist and raised his fists, as if stepping into a boxing ring.  
 
    And that was exactly what happened.  
 
    Martial traded blows with the demon, punching him in the face, his fists were fast. The demon took the punches like demons did. Despite being hit by a Legacy, he remained on his feet, taking the punishment. And then, he caught Martial with an upper hook.  
 
    As the Legacy hit the ground, her heart in her throat, Cassie glanced at the growling demons eyeing her up, taking in her body, her breasts, her curves. She knew the stories of human girls kidnapped by demons, taken into sexual slavery.  
 
    It had been her one fear, of not dying in battle, but being a slave to a demon, of being used and abused, raped and tortured, passed around like a piece of meat, humiliated, degraded.  
 
    She’d never imagined something like that would be a real possibility so soon.  
 
    Martial climbed to his feet slowly. There was blood on his lips. He wiped it away, a smile on his face. “Oh, yeah. You’re not a complete bitch, are you?” he taunted.  
 
    “What are you doing,” Cassie hissed at him.  
 
    “Getting him angry. Their already small brains get smaller as they get angrier,” Martial said.  
 
    “We’re going to die,” Michelle muttered.  
 
    Worse, Cassie thought. They were going to be taken as slaves. As the battle between the two resumed, Cassie began to look for a way out. In front of them was the camp, behind them were the trees, surrounding them were demons.  
 
    If both girls worked together, they could barge through the line of demons and make a run for their horses. They would have a chance of escaping.  
 
    But then, the demons would come after them in their hundreds. They had held off because they knew there were Legacies in Coldstream. If those Legacies flee with their tails between their legs, the demons wouldn’t fear them any longer.  
 
    And the men from the settlement, the ones that were now slowly trudging their way towards them, the demons would slaughter every single one of them. They would then make their way to Coldstream, a settlement completely unprotected. Every woman there would be raped, most would be murdered after, only the pretty ones taken away as slaves.  
 
    This was a bad idea, coming here with a small and ill-trained, ill-equipped army. They’d followed Martial, a Legacy who had faced demons many times before. He had a confidence about him, one that inspired the men, the elders in Coldstream to trust him.  
 
    Cassie hadn’t been so sure about Martial, but she had no other choice but to lay her faith on him. It was all up to him now. If he fell, she would fight to the death. She would not flee.  
 
    Martial continued to trade blows with the demon. He punched high, aiming for the demon’s forward, and his legs danced, he always moved out of the away from incoming strikes. Almost always. He got caught in the chest and ribs a few times, but he stayed on his feet, constantly punching the demon’s forehead.  
 
    It was where the horn had previously been. Martial cut the horn off, and now he punched away, making the space a bloody mess. Blood that covered the demon’s eyes. The demon roared in rage as Martial hit him again. It was a hard punch, and the demon fell back and hit the ground. 
 
    He remained on the floor, weakened.  
 
    Martial watched him, a glint in his eyes. The Legacy was enjoying this, tormenting the demon, torturing him. He could have finished him off with a kick to the head, but he waited for the demon to climb to his feet. The roaring around them, the howling, the hissing, it began to die down as the demon did not climb to his feet.  
 
    Martial rested his hands on his knees, bringing his face close to the demon. “Come on. You can’t be done already? Big fella like you, surely you’ve got more?”  
 
    “He’s enjoying this,” Michelle whispered, her back still pressed against Cassie’s. 
 
    Martial was enjoying tormenting the demon.  
 
    There was glee written all over his face as the stared down at the demon. And then, Martial reached forward and pressed his finger against the demon’s forehead, the exact spot that was splattered with blood where the horn formerly protruded from.  
 
    His fingers pressed through with ease, as if he were pushing his fingers into a cake, and not a demon’s skull.  
 
    Martial had punched his way through the bone.  
 
    No wonder the demon couldn’t get back up. He had little fight left in him. He did have enough to scream out in agony. As Martial’s fingers pressed deeper, the screams came to an end. The demon’s body slumped.  
 
    There was silence all around them. The demons no longer growled or hissed. They no longer leered at the girls. They stared at the demon on the ground, his head punched in by a human.  
 
    The silence was broken by the sounds of a slow clap. Cassie turned her head towards the demon that stepped out from the crowd. He was tall, at roughly six and a half feet, he was the same height as Martial.  
 
    He had the same body type too, muscular, but not ridiculously bulged. The demon had red skin and wore a long black jacket. He had a presence about him, a literal heat that radiated from his body. Cassie felt it against her skin as the demon approached them.  
 
    “You’ve got my attention. What is it you want?” the demon asked, his voice deep, like a low rumbling growl.  
 
     “If I win, you die, your men leave. If you win, I die, you get to keep my girls,” Martial replied. “A duel to the death, like they do in Hell.”  
 
    “What do you know about Hell?”  
 
    “A lot actually. Me and Satan-” 
 
    “You dare take his name?”  
 
    “Sure. We go way back. I wouldn’t say we were friends, cuz you know… Satan’s an evil murdering asshole.”  
 
    Cassie gulped nervously, her chest beating so hard, she was sure it was going to explode. “What is wrong with him?” she muttered, feeling a little faint.  
 
    “Maybe his filter is broken…” Michelle replied equally weakly. “Maybe he’s drunk.”  
 
    It was a combination of both, Cassie decided.  
 
    “So what do you say.” Martial asked, smiling widely and completely missing the mood of the crowd. Every demon stared at him, anger in their eyes, their faces stony, some bared shark-like teeth.  
 
    The demon stared at the girls, taking them in for the first time. Cassie felt naked as his eyes swept across her body. His eyes seemed powerful enough to see through her clothes. He had no pupil, no iris. All he had were two balls of black.  
 
    “You will die for taking our lord’s name,” the demon said.  
 
    The demon threw off his long black coat. Underneath, he wore a leather vest. By his waist, he had two swords. The blades were a black Cassie had never seen before. It was like a pool of ink, like she could press her fingers, and they would penetrate the metal. But she knew that wouldn’t be the case. She knew the blades would be strong.  
 
    And then, something even more frightening happened.  
 
    The demon began to grow in size.  
 
    It began with his back. It rose up hunched. His arms were the next to expand before his legs grew longer. And then, his chest puffed, and as he stood straight, his back was no longer hunched. The demon had grown in size by two feet. He towered over every other demon and over Martial.  
 
    “Are you… are you Satan?” Cassie asked, horrified.  
 
    The demon tilted his head back and roared in laughter. Ignoring her, he turned to Martial. “Your pathetic Legacy girls think I’m Satan. This is what the best of the humans have to offer? We should have ruled this land a thousand years ago.”  
 
    “But you didn’t,” Martial said. “Because a thousand years ago, you were afraid of God. And Satan was locked up in a hole, wasn’t he?”  
 
    The Legacy was still calm, and Cassie couldn’t understand how he remained so calm. She wasn’t sure if it was because he was confident in his own abilities, or if it was because Martial just didn’t care. He drank all the time, mentioned Satan’s name like he was an acquaintance and not lord of the demons. He walked into the demon camp all by himself, then got into a fist fight with a demon, eventually smashing the demon’s skull.  
 
    Was he crazy, or was he just really that good?  
 
    “You talk of things you know little of, human,” the demon said. “I will accept your challenge. We will duel to the death. If you win, the demons will leave this area, never to return. When I win, I will have your women tonight. Tomorrow, I will ride past the hills and burn the human settlement to the ground. I will kill every man, woman, and child in that town as punishment for daring to send you, a filthy drunk who dares take our lord’s name.”  
 
    “If you win,” Martial said. He pulled out his sword and held it before him, smiling. “You’ll do all of that if you win,” he repeated.  
 
    “How is he so calm?” Michelle muttered, her back pressed against Cassie’s. “I think I’m going to faint.”  
 
    Cassie could feel Michelle’s body press against hers, slumped as the girl’s knees weakened in fear. She wished she could be as calm as Martial appeared to be in that moment, standing before a demon that had grown in size, a demon that literally radiated power. 
 
    Despite her reservations about him, his methods, his drinking and womanising habits, as he stood and faced the demon, he was her dream of what a Legacy was all about.  
 
    Calm in the face of overwhelming force and inevitable death.  
 
    The duel began.  
 
    The demon charged. His black sword shimmered in the evening light. He moved with a speed that belied his size. He was upon Martial in the blink of an eye. His sword swung across, aiming to decapitate the Legacy.  
 
    Martial raised his own sword and blocked it just in time. But the strength behind the demon’s strike caused him to stumble back. There was surprise in his eyes, but he had little time to adjust. The demon continued with the offensive. Their swords clashed. Martial moved back as their swords clashed.  
 
    And then it happened.  
 
    The demon struck to the left, then spun around and struck to the right, both were blocked by Martial. As the demon jabbed at the Legacy’s chest, Martial turned sideways to move out of the way. Before he had a chance to press his advantage, the demon’s left hand burned red. 
 
    Literal fire.  
 
    He punched Martial on the face.  
 
    Martial staggered back, his eyes wide, he blinked rapidly before he fell back and hit the ground.  
 
    “Filthy human,” the demon roared. “You dared think yourself equal to me? Do you know who I am?”  
 
    The demon towered over Martial, but rather than drive his sword into the Legacy’s chest, his left hand still burning flames, he wrapped it around Martial’s neck and picked him up, dangling his feet off the ground.  
 
    Martial still had his sword in hand, and he made an attempt to slice the demon’s arm off. But it was blocked by the black blade before the demon used the sword to strike Martial’s right wrist. While it didn’t slice it off, it was a nasty cut and blood gushed out.  
 
    The sword fell from Martial’s hand. His eyes bulging, his face began to pale. The skin around his neck began to darken as the faint smell of burning flesh began to fill the air.  
 
    It was a horrible way to die. Nobody deserved a death like that, being strangled and burned at the same time. Cassie took hesitant steps towards the demon, her eyes on those surrounding her.  
 
    The rules of the duel hadn’t been stated but she knew interfering would result in the demons that surrounded them jumping on her and Michelle, possibly gang-raping her before murdering them.  
 
    But at this point, could it get any worse? 
 
    As she broke into a run, the demon turned, his hand still around Martial’s throat, he threw him at her, much like someone would toss a sack full of cotton.  
 
    Except, Martial weighed over a hundred kilograms. And he struck her like a ton. As his body slammed into her, she fell back onto the ground, his heavy body resting on hers. Their faces inches away from each other’s, he smiled down at her, though his eyes were barely open.  
 
    “How’s it going?” he asked.   
 
    “Horribly, I would say.”   
 
    Though her head ached from having hit the ground, she ignored the pain and focused on Martial. The skin around his neck was red and partially burnt. It should have been worse, but he was a Legacy. They had extraordinary healing abilities, evident from how quickly the cut on his wrist had begun to heal.  
 
    “Are you okay?”  
 
    “I’m fine,” Martial said. He closed his eyes and his head rested on her chest, on her breasts. He breathed her in and opened his eyes. “Don’t worry, I won’t let the big bad demon hurt you.”  
 
    The big bad demon came up behind Martial. He leant down and grabbed the Legacy by the neck. As he did, Martial smiled at Cassie. His hand rested on her jeans at her waist before it moved to her left. He grabbed her sword just as the demon lifted him up by the scruff of his neck.  
 
    “You’re going to experience pain like never before, Legacy,” the demon said. “Before I’m done with you, you’re going to beg me to kill you, to end it all.”  
 
    “You talk too much,” Martial said.  
 
    He slammed his left elbow against the demon’s face. It was a hard strike, the force of a Legacy behind him. The demon dropped him. Martial turned and with Cassie’s sword in hand, he drove it into the demon’s chest. He pushed it all the way in until the cross guard pressed against the demon’s chest.  
 
    Martial pulled the sword out and stepped back. The demon dropped to his knees before he hunched over, hands pressed down to support him from falling over. His body heaved as he breathed in noisily. His body began to transform, it began to shrink until he was six and a half foot once more.  
 
    No longer able to stay on his hands and knees, the demon tilted to his left and hit the ground. He rolled onto his back and stared up at the now almost dark sky.  
 
    Martial walked over to him and pressed his foot down on his chest. The demon growled in response. But it was a weak growl. He was nearing the end of his life.  
 
    “Any last words?” Martial asked.  
 
    “You will die, all of you. You will die before Satan, our lord and saviour.”  
 
    Martial sighed. “Satan’s dead, asshole. When will you stupid fucking demon pieces of shit understand that both God and Satan are gone, along with that psychotic sister of his.”  
 
    There was blood on the demon’s lips as he spread them into a smile. That smile turned into laughter, which then turned into a horrible and bloody cough. When the cough came to an eventual end, the demon’s body became still.  
 
    His last words before the life left his eyes were, “Satan, our lord and saviour, has returned.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Cassie couldn’t believe it had actually worked. Martial killed the demon leader, and after that, the rest of the demons kept the word of their leader. They packed their tents and fled north, up the mountains and back into demon territory.  
 
    She was overjoyed. Their settlement was saved, and more than that, she wasn’t going to be taken as spoils of war, a piece of meat for demons to enjoy, to pass around, to humiliate.  
 
    After the demons had left, both Cassie and Michelle rushed up to Martial. They wrapped their arms around him, holding him tight. Michelle kissed him on the lips, which made Cassie raise an eyebrow. The girl hadn’t ever shown any interest in men before.  
 
    Not that she was jealous.  
 
    It wasn’t like they were in a relationship.  
 
    Cassie was straight, mostly.  
 
    She fancied men, though she could appreciate the beauty in women. Who couldn’t? The luscious breasts, the soft lips, the curves of the waist, the slender legs, the full hair. Cassie had made out with Michelle in the past, usually after a few drinks, with both girls becoming more aware of how lonely they were, they found comfort in each other’s arms.  
 
    But for Cassie, it was strictly something she did when she was a little tipsy.  
 
    So she shouldn’t have been jealous when Michelle pressed her lips against Martial’s when she jutted her chest forward, pressing her breasts against him, as she lifted a leg and wrapped it around his.  
 
    But she was just a little jealous.  
 
    And she didn’t know if she was jealous because she liked Michelle, or because she wanted Martial…  
 
    If it were the latter, she would have to quickly discard those feelings of jealously.  
 
    Martial had been right about somethings, when he had spoken of Legacies, especially those that were strong and powerful and had many apprentices, they did not settle for one woman. They had many women, a harem of beautiful apprentices to do with as they pleased.  
 
    And Cassie wanted Martial to be her master, to teach and train her, to give her purpose, to take her with him as he left this little settlement.  
 
    Her faint feelings of jealously faded away, replaced by joy as she hugged him.   
 
    But as she hugged Martial, she noted how stiff his body was. And when Michelle kissed him on the lips, he barely noticed. The demons had packed away and left, leaving behind the body of their leader. Martial continued to stare at the demon, a distant look in his eyes.  
 
    As the sun set, Cassie placed her arm around Martial’s and gently led him towards the charred fields and their waiting horses.  
 
    He didn’t resist, but he was quiet.  
 
    Which was unusual. 
 
    He’d won.  
 
    He should have been jubilant, he should have been bragging about how amazing he was, and he would have been allowed the right to do that.    
 
    But he did none of that.  
 
    As they rode back, they came across the men from the settlement. They cheered when they heard of what had happened. Many looked visibly relieved after learning they no longer needed to fight the demons. They shouted Martial’s name and clapped him on the back. And all the while, Martial remained silent.  
 
    When they made it back to the settlement, news was sent ahead of their victory. The people came out in the streets. Women threw flowers at them, children started songs in Martial’s name. He was led to the pub, where he would be staying the night.  
 
    The pub was full, and Cassie and Michelle struggled to find a space to sit. In the end, they found a tight spot in the corner. No one paid them any attention as they sat with their drinks. All eyes were on Martial. He was getting back to his old self now, after having had a drink. Mila, a beautiful girl with long hair and a curvy ass sat on his lap, laughing away as Martial told the story of how he defeated the demons.  
 
    “He’s back to his old self now,” Michelle said sullenly, a longing look in her eyes.  
 
    “Yeah… he is,” Cassie replied. “What do you think it was? Why wasn’t he happy after he killed the demon?”  
 
    Michelle took a sip of her drink. “It happened right after he said-” she stopped herself from saying the word Satan. “After he said the demons’ lord and God were both dead. He said something about the demon lord having a sister too.”  
 
    Cassie had heard that. Martial spoke the words like it were a truth. She knew plenty about stuff like that, when men were telling the truth, or were just saying what they thought she wanted to hear. It was an instinct of hers, one she’d never been wrong about.  
 
    Martial really thought Satan was dead, along with God. He also believed Satan had a sister. The demon was telling the truth too. Or, at least he believed he was telling the truth. Satan was back… did that mean he was gone for a while?  
 
    “When are we going to do it?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “Tomorrow morning, we’ll go into his room and ask him.”  
 
    “What if he says no?”  
 
    “He won’t. We’re far too beautiful for anyone to turn down,” Cassie said.  
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    Martial woke the next morning with a banging headache. It had been a while since he’d last woken up with a hangover. Over the years, his body had become accustomed to drinking. He must have drunk a fuck ton to be feeling like this.  
 
    Martial had needed the extra drinks.  
 
    The fight with the demon hadn’t gone exactly to plan. He loved pain as much as any other tortured soul, but he didn’t want to literally get the shit kicked out of him. His neck was still sore from the burn marks, though the skin had healed completely.  
 
    The demon was much stronger than he imagined it would be. He was stronger than any demon Martial had fought in the last decade. The demon was fresh out of Hell. He could smell it on him, that musty burning heat. He was telling the truth too. At least, he believed in what he was saying, that Satan was back.  
 
    It wasn’t the first time Martial had met a demon that had said something along those lines, that Satan was back, that they were working for Satan, and killing them would offend Satan. The fear of reprisals from Satan himself would deter most humans, but if they knew Martial at all, they would know that he would go out of his way to offend Satan.  
 
    But it wasn’t true.  
 
    It couldn’t be.  
 
    Satan was dead.  
 
    Had been for hundreds of years.  
 
    Martial turned his thoughts away from the previous evening and turned his attention to the previous night. Namely, Mila. She was in bed with him, naked. She had the juiciest ass Martial had seen in years. He lifted the cover and stared down at it now. Perfectly round lumps of flesh. 
 
    Martial couldn’t resist.  
 
    He gave it a hard spank.  
 
    Mila’s eyes jolted open. “Oww,” she mumbled.  
 
    Martial spanked it again before his hand rested on her ass. His fingers dug into the soft flesh. “Morning sunshine.”  
 
    “Morning,” Mila snuggled up against him.  
 
    “I’m hungry,” Martial announced.  
 
    Mile opened her eyes, a sparkle in them. “Do you want to eat me?”  
 
    “Sure,” Martial said. “But after some bread and bacon. A hot cup of tea too.”  
 
    Mila kissed him on the lips before she lifted her body up, raising her breasts to his mouth. “Are you sure you don’t want some of me first?”  
 
    Marital took in her breast in his mouth and sucked on the nipple. He breathed in deeply. After wine, usually it was women that he preferred in his line of priorities. But just sometimes, he needed food more than either.  
 
    “After food,” Martial said.  
 
    “How about I eat you?”  
 
    “Food,” Martial repeated. “You can suck my cock while I have breakfast.”  
 
    Martial slapped Mila’s ass once more as she climbed out of bed. Her curvy bottom wiggled under the pressure, and her body flinched as Martial put some force behind the slap. Mila glanced back at him, eyes narrowed. But then, she smiled and hurried out of the room, completely naked as she rushed to get him his food.  
 
    Martial grinned as he leaned against the headboard.  
 
    He had that effect on girls. His kind, Legacies, Immortals, they had an aura about them, one that could influence weaker minds into submitting to their will. Despite having lived a really long time, and having slept with thousands of women in that time, Martial never tired of watching the girls lose their minds and do the daftest things, like going downstairs to the pub’s kitchen completely naked.  
 
    Mila would realise at some point that she was naked. Her reaction would be hilarious to watch.  
 
    Martial didn’t feel bad that he had that effect on women. His aura was always about him, radiating out from his body. He knew what it was, and he could use it to bend someone to his will.  
 
    But he never used it like that.  
 
    What happened when girls were around him was natural. His aura simply loosened their prohibitions and brought out their deeper desires. Sure, it muddled with their brains somewhat too… but it was temporary, and not something he could avoid.  
 
    Mila returned carrying a tray in hand, still naked. She placed the tray by the bedside chest of draws. Martial stared at her body as she climbed into bed. Her pale white skin was puffy around her pussy, the lips hung parted after having spent most of last night accommodating his cock.  
 
    Pulling the blanket away, Mila got on her knees, her ass sticking up in the air, she took his cock in her mouth. There was quite nothing like having your cock sucked by a warm wet mouth and having breakfast at the same time.  
 
    Sighing deeply, Martial tucked in. He got through his toasts, beans, eggs and sausages quickly. With mug of tea in hand, his eyes on Mila’s ass sticking up in the air, his fingers ran through her hair. It had been a satisfying morning, after a somewhat troublesome evening.  
 
    The door to his room opened and in walked the two Legacy girls. Noticing Mila sucking his cock, the blond girl’s eyes widened.  
 
    “Oh, is this a bad time?” she asked.  
 
    Martial, who had his fingers in Mila’s hair, pulled her head up, her lips now touching his cock, no longer in her mouth. “You olrite to continue doing your thing in front of them?”  
 
    Saliva and precum dripping from her lips, Mila barely glanced at the girls before nodding, eager to get back to his large cock.  
 
    “Now’s a good time,” Martial said, as he let go of Mila’s hair. “What can I do for you?”  
 
    Both girls, blond and redhead, had a dazed look in their eyes as they stared at his cock. The redhead’s lips hung parted as her tongue poked out to lick them. It was a curious sight, watching Legacies affected by his aura. It did happen, but usually it meant they were third, fourth or even fifth generation Legacies.  
 
    “How is she taking that in her mouth?” the redhead mumbled.  
 
    “My cock?” 
 
    She nodded, though her eyes remained on Mila sucking on his cock. “It’s so big…”  
 
    “Practice and a burning desire to please, that sort of thing will get you a long way,” Martial said.  
 
    The blond shook her head, subconsciously shaking off his aura. “We’re here to submit ourselves as apprentice legacies,” she said.  
 
    “Oh?” Martial raised an eyebrow. “Do you know what actually means?”  
 
    The blond nodded her head. “It means we give ourselves to you, mind, body and soul, yours to command as you please till our death.”  
 
    Martial had forgotten how intense the pledge was, mind, body and soul, giving it away till the end of their lives, it was some commitment.  
 
    It was the Immortals that started the process of taking on apprentices. Men and women who would swear allegiance and devote their lives in service. It was normal humans at first, but once Legacies were born, children of Immortals, most only took on Legacies as apprentices. They lived longer, were stronger, easier to train.  
 
    They were also more attractive, which had become a thing amongst masters, building their own harem of beautiful and deadly humans.  
 
    It had been many years since anyone had wanted Martial as their master. Longer even since he had last taken on an apprentice.  
 
    Martial shook his head. “No.”  
 
    “You won’t take us as apprentices?”  
 
    “I won’t.”  
 
    “Why?” the blond asked.  
 
    “I don’t need to answer to you. I don’t answer to anyone.”  
 
    The redhaired girl stared down at her feet, a knowing look of resignation worn across her pretty face. The blond continued to stare at him, her lips pressed together in determination.  
 
    “You have to take us as apprentices,” she said. “I will follow you until you do.”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “I will follow you, be behind you every step of the way as you leave this settlement. I will follow you from settlement to settlement, from village to town, to city. I will be beside your bed when you sleep, by your table when you eat, and I will ride with you when you battle the demons. I’m going to be in your life for the rest of my life. You have the choice of having me as an apprentice at your side, an apprentice who you will command, mind, soul and body. Or you can have a Legacy who is opinionated, who will constantly talk to you, possibly block your cock from getting anything.”  
 
    “You can’t block my cock,” Martial scoffed. “Have you seen me? Have you seen my cock?”  
 
    The blond nodded, though she maintained eye contact with him. “The choice is yours, but either way, I’m coming with you.”  
 
    Martial frowned. He didn’t like the way this girl was forcing him to make decisions, forcing herself onto him. Who the hell did she think she was?  
 
    “Who the hell do you think you are?” he growled.  
 
    “A Legacy that has been stuck in a small settlement all her life. A Legacy with no future, no chance of a family. Legacies are revered around the world, but not when you happen to stay in one place all your life. Not when you aren’t as skilful as other Legacies. Not when you’re not in charge. You become a freak. You watch those around you, those that you grew up with, you watch them age, watch the resentment in their eyes. I’m desperate, Martial. I’ll do anything to get out of this place, to become useful.”  
 
    “Why didn’t you just leave? Why stay in this town?”  
 
    “And go where?” the blond asked. “Wonder around the country, lost, taken advantage of by powerful men?”  
 
    “So let me see if I’ve got this straight,” Martial said. “You’re afraid of being taken advantage of by powerful men, but here you are, willing to submit to me, mind, body and soul?”  
 
    “It’s the way of an apprentice, isn’t it? To submit to their master completely and wholly.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t believe where that came from,” Martial scoffed. “If you did, you wouldn’t find it romantic or honourable or whatever it is that’s going through your mind.” 
 
    “Please,” the blond pleaded. “Please take us as apprentices.”  
 
    Martial sighed and looked away from the Legacy. He turned his focus back on Mila, who still sucked away at his cock. She was a delightful girl with curves in the right places. Her ass stuck up in the air was a beautiful sight. Martial still had his hands wrapped around Mila’s hair. She sucked away enthusiastically. He pulled her head up. She smiled at him, his precum and her saliva dripping from her cheeks, her eyes dazed from wanton lust.  
 
    There was a reason Martial stopped taking on Legacies as apprentices. He disapproved of how it had all begun. Immortals were once apprentices themselves. Very few knew about how Immortals came about, who they served. When the Immortals God died, the Immortals became free. They took on apprentices as they had been once themselves, demanding absolute control of their apprentices’ mind, body and soul.  
 
    That wasn’t the main reason Martial didn’t take on apprentices. He did once. He met many a fantastic girl as apprentices. Somehow, his apprentices tended to be girls. It had something to do with the aura’s that Immortals and Legacies possessed. A way of connecting that made it easier for them to pick the correct apprentices, ones that would truly submit their minds, bodies, and souls.  
 
    Martial felt it from both girls. They would make good apprentices, they would work hard, they would train. He felt the attraction from them too. Both girls wanted him, though the blond seemed to resist the idea more than the redhead. It was common for master’s to sleep with their apprentices, to form a sort of harem of beautiful Legacies.  
 
    Martial had resisted doing that, even when he had Legacies, he’d tried not to sleep with them. He’d literally never succeeded. Spending so much time with beautiful girls that wanted him, that he wanted, it was hard to resist the urges. It was another reason Martial didn’t want apprentices. They resembled too much of the set-up the Immortals had with their God.  
 
    The other reason, after living for as long as he had, after battling for so long, Martial was tired. He’d lost everyone he ever loved. It drove him to the point where he determined to never love again. To accomplish this, he stayed on the move, going from city to town to village to whatever the fuck this place was. He drank copious amounts of wine, fucked a ton of girls, and whenever the opportunity presented itself, killed a bunch off demons.   
 
    It had worked pretty well for the last fifty or so years.  
 
    In that time, seeing the state he was in, a drunk that cared about being paid for killing demons, no Legacies came to him to be apprentices.  
 
    But then, usually, apprentices had choices. They grew up in towns with lots of Legacies. Most went out to seek famous Legacies, the first generation of Legacies to be their masters. The most ambitious, the most determined didn’t choose a master until they found an Immortal.  
 
    Immortals were hard to find these days. Despite titling themselves as Immortals, they could be killed.  
 
    “Being an apprentice is a commitment for life, you know,” Martial said softly. “It means you obey my every command, even if your mind screams at you to ignore it. It means your body belongs to me. If I want to fuck you, I fuck you.” Martial looked away from Mila and turned his eyes on the blond. “It means if I want someone else to fuck you, that person fucks you. Do you know that?”  
 
    The blond swallowed nervously, though she maintained eye contact. “I do.”  
 
    “And you agree to this? To being whored out by me?”  
 
    The blond nodded.  
 
    Martial turned his eyes on the redhead. She had remained quiet the whole time, staring at her feet, nerves showing clearly on her pretty face.  
 
    “What about you?” Martial asked. “Do you understand what submitting as an apprentice really means?”  
 
    The redhead raised her chin and met his eyes. She nodded quickly. Martial felt her aura, felt a desire in her to please, to want to belong.  
 
    Fuck, he cursed. He’d managed to avoid having apprentices by being an ass. He’d never needed to say no to an apprentice because, for obvious reasons, she didn’t want him as a master.  
 
    But here, he had two girls that both wanted him as their master, both insistent. And their auras, the girls would be strong Legacies with the right training.  
 
    And maybe he needed to have apprentices once more, to have a powerful army of Legacies to battle the demons that seemed intent on another two-hundred-year war.  
 
    Martial turned his attention back to Mila. The whole time, she had remained with her lips inches away from his cock, staring at him with dazed lust. He released his grip on her hair. She returned to his cock like a starving human seeing food for the first time.  
 
    As she sucked away, Martial held her head with both hands and pushed it down. A gurgle escaped her throat as she gagged on his cock. Martial held his cock pressed down her throat, watching until her body began to shudder, until she could take no more. And then, he pulled his cock out, and grabbing the girl by the hair, he pulled her to feet. Standing on the bed, her ass facing him, Martial drove his cock into her cunt.  
 
    He turned to look at the girls. “If you really want to be my apprentices, you’ll have to pass a test first. I’ll be leaving this settlement after lunch. Be ready to leave with me. Is that understood?”  
 
    Both girls nodded eagerly.  
 
    “Good,” Martial said. “Now fuck off. I have Mila’s asshole and cunt to ruin.” As if to prove his point, he drove his cock down her cunt, hitting the end, the girl let out a squeal.  
 
    Both girls nodded and mumbling thanks, they hurried out of the room.   
 
    Martial leaned in and rested his chest on Mila’s back. “Sorry about shoving my cock down your throat and thrusting it inside your cunt,” he told her. “Just wanted to make a show in front of the Legacies.”  
 
    “Nothing to apologise about,” Mila said, smiling. “I liked it.”  
 
    “Oh… oh. That’s good then,” Martial said.  
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    Later that day, after having lunch in their own house, Cassie and Michelle set off for the pub. They said goodbye to Ellie, the farmer’s daughter, telling her she could stay in their house for as long as she wanted to. Cassie wondered if the girl would ever return to the farm where her parents had been murdered before her eyes, where a demon had then torn off her clothes, attempting to rape her.  
 
    As she left her house, she didn’t feel any sadness. If this was the last time she would see the house she had grown up in, she wouldn’t miss the place. It was a small terraced house with two bedrooms, a dark kitchen with a small window, and a small living room with little furniture.  
 
    Walking down the road towards the pub, a small bag slung over her shoulder, holding her horse by the reins, Cassie was excited. She was nervous too.  
 
    “What do you make of him?” Cassie asked conversationally as she walked with Michelle.  
 
    “I think he’s suffered a lot,” Michelle replied.  
 
    Cassie turned her head at that, eyebrows raised.  
 
    “I thought it was obvious?”  
 
    “Not to me!” Cassie protested.  
 
    “It’s obvious he’s been alive a really long time. Maybe he’s first generation Legacy, his parents were probably Immortals. He comes across like he’s suffered so much that he can’t take it anymore. That’s why he drinks so much, seeks the company of women.”  
 
    “I just thought he was a drunken asshole,” Cassie muttered.  
 
    Michelle shook her head with confidence. “There’s something much deeper about him. He’s definitely one of the old ones. Did you see the way he faced the demon? He didn’t eve flinch when the demon grew in size.” Michelle let out a nervous laugh. “I thought the demon was the lord of demons himself, I was that afraid.”  
 
    Cassie remembered the moment. Her thoughts had mirrored Michelle’s. She’d never seen a demon grow in size. Being a Legacy, she wasn’t easily spooked, but she’d been more afraid of seeing the demon grow than she had been of anything else ever before in her life.  
 
    Martial on the other hand, he was completely calm, completely unimpressed.  
 
    He’d been right too, right that he could deal with the problem all by himself.  
 
    Walking into the demon camp all alone, slicing through the demons that got in his way like they were nothing. Standing at the edge of the camp, facing the hundreds of demons, demanding a duel with their leader. The large demon that had stepped forward, Martial had toyed with him before killing him. And he had killed him cruelly.  
 
    Maybe Michelle was right.  
 
    Maybe he was a tortured soul.  
 
    What he did to that demon, the way he killed him, it was over the top. Was it because of his experiences?  
 
    It made her see Martial in a new light.  
 
    Maybe he wasn’t a drunken asshole.  
 
    “Do you think he’s had apprentices before?” Michelle asked.  
 
    A moment earlier, had Michelle asked that question, Cassie would have said no. Back then, she was sure he was someone like them, a Legacy that had no heritage, one that was skilful, but with no family. A misfit much like themselves.  
 
    “I don’t know,” she replied. “It’s possible you’re right that he’s very old. He could have had many apprentices before us.”  
 
    Michelle smiled. “Imagine if he really is a first-generation Legacy whose been in so many battles. How lucky would we be?”   
 
    Pretty damned lucky, Cassie thought. But she also thought it a fanciful idea. Most Immortals only had one or two children, making first generation Legacies almost as rare as the Immortals themselves.  
 
    Martial might be very old, one of the first Legacies. Or, he could be fifty years old, but seen a lot in that time. Despite the relative peace between demons and humans, there was always skirmishes around the borders. If Martial had been a demon prisoner, that would explain why he was the way he was.  
 
    It was much more realistic than him being an important Legacy.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Cassie and Michelle racked-up their horses outside the pub and sat inside, waiting for Martial’s leaving party to end. The pub was full of people, and once more, the girls found themselves sitting in the corner by themselves, pretty much ignored by the everyone else.  
 
    Martial at a table in the centre of the pub. His table was laden with food and drink. Mila was by his arm, as was Patricia, a brunette with long legs that she had on display, wearing the shortest skirt imaginable. Mayor Stout was at the table, as were George, Kalin and Andrew. They laughed loudly as Martial told terrible jokes.  
 
    The local band was there too. They’d written a song in Martial’s honour, which they played repeatedly. It was tiring, but Martial seemed to love it, so they kept going until the lead singer, Kevin could sing no longer, his throat aching.  
 
    Finally, after a last round of drinks, a speech by the mayor, another by Martial, in which he spent more time talking about Mila and Patricia than he did demons or anything else, the occasion came to an end.  
 
    As did the day.  
 
    They were supposed to meet Martial in the pub after lunch, which Michelle and Cassie did. When his leaving celebrations came to an end and they stepped out of the pub, it was late in the night. Michelle helped Martial mount his horse as Cassie watched with concern.  
 
    “He’s drunk a lot,” she muttered.  
 
    Martial held the reins, then leaned forward, about to slump on the crest when he jolted back, his eyes widening. “I’m fine. I’m fine.”  
 
    “I don’t think he’s fine at all,” Cassie said.  
 
    Michelle, who stood by the horse and held a hand up just in case Martial tilted her way, asked, “What should we do?”  
 
    “We can’t ride out like this,” Cassie said. “Let’s take him back to ours. He can sleep it off. We’ll set out when he’s better.”  
 
    With that decided, Michelle and Cassie led the way, taking their horses by hand, they set off back down the cobbled road to their little terraced house. Once outside, they racked-up the horses, helped Martial down from his, then taking an arm of his each, they helped him up the narrow steps to their bedroom.  
 
    The house was a small two-bedroom house. Ellie was fast asleep in Michelle’s room. Martial’s eyes were closed when they carried him into Cassie’s room. Placing him on her bed, Michelle and Cassie set about taking off his clothes. They started with his boots, then his leather jacket, his shirt and his jeans.  
 
    They stopped at his underwear.  
 
    Both girls stood at the edge of the bed and stared down at the enormous bulge. They had seen his cock before, and though no girl had huge amounts of experience regarding cocks, they weren’t stupid. Martial had one of the biggest members around, without doubt.  
 
    “Should we…” Michelle’s sentence trailed.  
 
    “I think we should…” Cassie said. “He would sleep more comfortably, naked, right?”  
 
    “Definitely,” Michelle nodded.  
 
     The girls moved quickly, pulling off his black pants.  
 
    Once done, they stood side by side, at the edge of the bed once more.  
 
    “It’s really big, isn’t it?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “It is but…”  
 
    “But?”  
 
    Cassie turned to look at Michelle. “It’s flaccid at the moment. It’s going to get so much bigger when he wants either of us.”  
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    Martial woke the next morning to find himself naked in a small room on a smaller bed. His feet hung out over the mattress. Beside him were two girls. They were gorgeous girls, tall too. But both were clothed. Which was strange. Usually, the girls in bed with him were naked.  
 
    What wasn’t strange was the migraine Martial head. His head pounded away, reminding him of what had happened the day before. Or had it been more than a day? Fuck, he needed to stop drinking. He definitely needed to stop drinking if what the demon had said was true.  
 
    Sitting up, Martial glanced at the two girls beside him, both asleep and clothed. It was coming back to him now. They were the two Legacies from that settlement he’d visited the other day. Martial stared out the window, frowning. It looked like he was still in the damned settlement.  
 
    Deciding to wake the girls up, Martial placed his foot against the blond girl’s ass. He really needed to ask the girls what their names were. And after that, he needed to remember the names. His foot now touching her ass, Martial pushed it forward.  
 
    The blond girl’s eyes flung open as she fell off the bed and landed onto the carpet with a thud. “Oww,” she moaned. “Why’d you do that?”  
 
    “Why’d I do that?” Martial frowned. “I don’t think I like your tone, missy.”  
 
    “Missy?” it was her turn to frown. “You’ve had apprentices before, right?”  
 
    “Of course I have,” Martial grumbled. “It’s just been a while… But I’ll do the questioning, thanks. Where the hell am I?”  
 
    “You’re in Coldstream, in our house.”  
 
    Martial glanced at the redhead still asleep. It didn’t bode well that one of the Legacies he’d taken for an apprentice was sleeping through this. But then, at a further glance, he saw her eye twitch ever so slightly. The girl was faking it.  
 
    Martial poked her in the stomach, and when there was no response, his hand moved down her flat belly, coming to her cunt, he pressed against it, feeling the line of the cunt over the smooth thin cotton of her nighties.  
 
    Still, the girl’s eyes remained closed.  
 
    Martial squeezed her cunt.  
 
    The girl’s eyes flung open.  
 
    “Morning,” Martial said, his fingers still squeezing the girl’s cunt. “How long have you been awake for?”  
 
    “Only since you pushed Cassie off the bed,” she said, visibly squirming now. 
 
    “Uh huh,” Martial nodded, not releasing his grip on her cunt. “And why were you pretending to be asleep?”  
 
    “I was nervous,” she replied quickly and honestly. “I’m sorry,” she added.  
 
    “What are you sorry for?”  
 
    “I don’t know. Pretending to be asleep?” she asked. “No, wait. Is it because we took off your clothes but kept ours one?”  
 
    Martial loosened his grip on the girl’s cunt. “Get up. Join her on the floor,” he said.  
 
    She scrambled to obey, almost tripping over her feet. Martial fought back the urge to smile. She was cute and clumsy. Something that was rare amongst Legacies. They were never clumsy. Nor were they ever nervous.  
 
    Legacies were usually good with words. And they were confident bordering on arrogant.  
 
    But then, these two girls weren’t proper Legacies. In this harsh world, even a Legacy needed family support to succeed, or at least a family name to make its way in life. But these girls had neither. Martial wondered if that was a fortunate thing for him. He could start with a clean slate, train these girls in case the war began again.  
 
    In case the war began again…  
 
    Did it ever really stop?  
 
    If it wasn’t demons fighting humans, it was humans fighting each other.  
 
    Turning his mind away from that, Martial focused on the two girls before him.  
 
    “Okay, let’s get one thing clear. If you ever take my clothes off, and keep your own clothes on, you will be seriously sorry. Is that understood?”  
 
    Both girls nodded fearfully.  
 
    “Good. Now let’s get some breakfast and then get the hell out of this shithole.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    After a hearty English breakfast, Martial and the girls finally left behind Coldstream. It was still early in the morning, and the streets were empty. There were no crowds about, and the single person they passed frowned at him.  
 
    Jesus, Martial thought. It was really easy to overstay his welcome, he noted. Especially in these settlement type places, where they were the suspicious type, afraid a Legacy would come and rule over them. 
 
    Martial took a sip from his waterskin. It was water, and not wine. He was about to moan when he remembered he’d ordered the girls to fill it with water. He needed his head on properly, now that he’d taken on apprentices again.  
 
    Well, he hadn’t actually taken them on just yet. There was still the test he’d said they would have to pass. Martial wondered why he’d decided to put the girls through a test. He remembered why. It was because he’d nursing a hangover. And sometimes, when his head pounded away, he was a bit of an ass.  
 
    He didn’t even have a test he could put the girls through. And, even if he did, he wasn’t sure what the test was supposed to prove. But he’d said there was going to be a test, and he wasn’t going to back down on that. He still had plenty of time to think up of one.   
 
    Leaving the settlement behind, they headed for the nearest town, Cornhill-on-Tweed. It was about a day’s ride by horse. On their way, they passed by the farm that Ellie had lived in. Both girls paused to stare at the farm and the burnt down barn. A reminder of what was going on, of the danger of demons.  
 
    They passed three more farms along the road, and all three were empty, having been vacated by the humans when word spread of demons roaming in the area.  
 
    Leaving the fields behind, they rode through the forest. Martial picked up the pace, telling the girls how it was always better to ride hard through places where it was possible for demons to lurk about hidden, to suddenly leap out of nowhere.  
 
    With both girls’ guard up, they rode hard until they passed the forest. It was late in the afternoon when they came across a small village. They stopped for food at the local pub. The barmaid delivered the food to their table, then clung around, smiling widely, fluttering her eyes at Martial.  
 
    He barely noticed as he tucked in. Being six and a half feet tall and having an insane metabolism suited to fit a beast of prey, Martial was hungry. He finished the slab of rare meat along with the mashed potatoes and roasted vegetables, then washed it down with a pitcher of cold beer.  
 
    Sure, he had water in his leather skin, but that didn’t mean he’d given up on drinking. And a beer was barely a drink.  
 
    Once the girls finished, and Martial was about to pay, that was when he noticed the barmaid. She was cute, with large breasts and a low-cut black dress that showed them off, she continued to smile at him and shook her head when he offered payment.  
 
    This wasn’t the first time something like this had happened to Martial. In fact, if it didn’t happen, he would have been more surprised. He had a strong aura, and even without trying, it naturally affected normal humans.  
 
    Mostly women when he wasn’t trying. His aura worked to reduce the human’s inhibitions and if they were attracted to him, it made them want to play.  
 
    Martial leaned in and kissed the girl on the lips. It was a hard kiss. He reached behind and grabbed her ass. From there, his hands moved to her dress. He pulled the top down to expose her large breasts. He played with them for a bit. When he was done, he let go of the girl and stepped back. The girl leaned against the bar, breathing heavily, her knees weak, her breasts hanging out.  
 
    “Gotta go,” he told her. “But if I come around this way again, I’ll be sure to visit you.”  
 
    The girl waved at him weakly.  
 
    Martial made it to the door when he paused and turned to look at the girls. Both were still staring at the girl, fascinated.  
 
    Martial cleared his throat. “It’s just a girl with her tits out. There will be plenty of those where we’re going.”  
 
    The girls nodded and the redhead hurried over to him. The blond girl, she stepped forward and smiling at the barmaid, she gently raised the dress to cover her breasts. When she was done, she joined them by the door.  
 
    “What’s your name?” Martial asked.  
 
    “My name?” the blond repeated. “You don’t know my name?” her face fell.  
 
    “Nothing personal,” Martial said. “I’m just not good with names. Much better with faces. I mean, I know I’ve definitely seen you before.”  
 
    “My name is Cassie,” the girl frowned.  
 
    “I’ Michelle,” the redhead volunteered.  
 
    “Right, girls,” Martial thumped both on their bottoms. “Let’s go. Your test awaits!”  
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    Later that night, they arrived at Cornhill-on-Tweed. It was a small town, fenced by a wooden wall of tree trunks dug into the ground, each rising roughly twelve to fifteen feet. The gate was painted black and had a small door on the right.  
 
    Martial thumped his fist on the door with appropriate loudness for a Legacy. The door shook on its hinges, close to breaking.  
 
    A slit opened within the door and a scrawny face appeared. “What the fuck man?”  
 
    “Open the door,” Martial said.  
 
    “Why?” the voice replied. “I was asleep until you woke me. Why the fuck should I let you in?”  
 
    “Because if you don’t,” Martial said, his voice struggling to stay even, “I will rip the door off its hinges, then smash you with it.”  
 
    “Fuck off,” the guy replied. But he didn’t close the slit. He stared at Martial, taking him in, taking in his stallion, taking in the two beautiful and tall girls that sat on horses behind him. “You’re- you’re not a Legacy, are you?”  
 
    “I’m so much more than a Legacy,” Martial replied. “I’m Martial the fucking Great. And your shitty little town should be grateful I would even enter it. Now, open. The. Fucking. Door.”  
 
    The man stared at Martial a second more, and then, the slit closed, bolts were pulled. Then, there was the distinct sound of feet hitting stone at a rapid rate.  
 
    Martial pulled out his sword and pushed it against the door. It slid open. With the moon shining brightly in the clear sky and reflecting off the stone path that led into the town, they could see a scrawny figure running down it as fast as his spindly legs would carry him.  
 
    As he came to the end of the road and turned, he tripped and hit the ground hard. He paused only to look back, before scrambling to his feet, he disappeared from sight.  
 
    “What a coward,” Martial muttered.  
 
    “Well, you did threaten to beat him with the door,” Cassie said. “And Legacies are known to carry out their threats…”  
 
    “Yeah well…” Martial didn’t finish his sentence.  
 
    He led his horse under the gate into the town. The street was empty. Rising up on the side of the road, at the edge of the pavement, were metal poles with circular glass bowls attached to the top.  
 
    They were relics from another time, a golden age for human civilisation. Cassie knew the history, but she still found it hard to believe. Humans were advanced to a stage where they could go from one country to another in a matter of hours. They could communicate with each other instantly from thousands of miles away. They had weapons that could destroy entire towns in a minute, weapons that could kill demons from a mile away. They had machines that flew in the air, machines with guns attached, with missiles that rained fire.  
 
    Angels poured down from above and brough the humans flying machines down. Demons poured up from the ground and destroyed the humans land weapons. It was all over within a month or so, every advantage the humans had, it was destroyed at an extraordinary rate, simply because they were caught by surprise, baffled by the appearance of demons and angels.  
 
    Having grown up in a world where every human knew and feared demons, Cassie imagined the human world of old to be a blissful place.  
 
    Martial led the way on his horse, going through the town, they came to the square. It was busier here, and men and women stood outside the pubs, drinking and laughing. Fires raged from small pits.  
 
    Martial led them to a pub with a green door, the name of it written in golden letters that had faded to the point of being indecipherable.  
 
    They entered the pub. It was full of men and women, every table taken. Martial stood at the bar. The pretty girl behind the wooden counter was pouring beer into a mug when she spotted him. Her eyes widened and her lips spread into a big smile.  
 
    “Martial!” 
 
    She finished pouring the drink and brought it over to him.  
 
    “Hey, what the fuck,” the large burly man to Martial’s left growled. “That’s my drink!”  
 
    “He’s a legacy,” the barmaid replied. “You really want to do this, George? Martial here, is a Legacy.”  
 
    “That’s what every tall and handsome fucker says they are,” George replied. “You’re too gullible, Macy. This fucker’s just a pretty boy whose about to get his cunt licked.”  
 
    “Cunt linked?” Martial frowned. “Dude, that’s gross, man.”  
 
    George climbed to his feet. He was a big guy, at least as tall as Martial, and so much more wider, resembling the body frame of a brown bear.  
 
    Martial picked up the beer and drank half of it in one gulp before he turned on the round stool to face George.  
 
    “It’s your lucky day,” Martial said. “I’m not going to beat the fuck out of you.”  
 
    “Oh?” George said, as he stepped closer. “Because you’re a coward? Because you’re not a Legacy?”  
 
    “Because, I’ve taken on two apprentices. Girls,” Martial nodded at them. “Teach this man a lesson.”  
 
    George turned to face the girls. “Damn, you two are beauts,” he grinned. That grin quickly turned into a frown. “You two are really beautiful… like Legacies. He’s not…. Are you really his apprentices?”  
 
    Cassie and Michelle nodded.  
 
    George swallowed nervously before he turned to look at Martial. “I’m sorry man, I mean, sir. I didn’t mean- please don’t…”  
 
    “It’s fine,” Martial said, with the wave of a hand “Relax dude. You look like you’re about to wet yourself.”  
 
    “I uh… I think I might need to use the toilet,” George said.  
 
    But he remained standing where he was, waiting for Martial to give permission, which he finally did. George mumbled his thanks and rushed off. Macy waited for Martial to finish his drink, and when he did, she nodded at Cassie and Michelle.  
 
    “So, you’ve taken on apprentices?”  
 
    “Yeah… just the two.”  
 
    “What do they have that I don’t?” Macy asked.  
 
    “Huh?”  
 
    “Why didn’t you take me as an apprentice?”  
 
    “You never asked,” Martial said, frowning.  
 
    “I did too!”  
 
    “When?”  
 
    “When I offered you my mind, body and soul,” Macy said.  
 
    Martial stared at her, his eyes blank. Then, finally, “I thought you meant sex?”  
 
    “I did mean sex. But it was a permanent offer. Not a one-night stand. You said you’d just gotten over a bunch of serious relationships and weren’t ready for that sort of commitment. Now you go and get those two girls? What do they have that I don’t?”  
 
    Martial turned in his seat to face the girls. Cassie felt her body stiffen as he watched her. Was he really going to compare the girls? Her glance fell on Macy. She was a pretty girl, curvy, but compared to Legacies, she was a little on the short side. She had large blue eyes; her black hair was cut short. She was sexy and cute combined. But she wasn’t a Legacy.  
 
    “I can tell you what you do have that the girls don’t,” Martial said. “Dress sense. I mean, look at them.”  
 
    Macy did look at them. “I see what you mean.”  
 
    “Hey,” Cassie protested. “What’s wrong with the way we’re dressed?”  
 
    “Nothing, if you’re a farmer’s girl working in the fields,” Macy said. “Is that what they were?”  
 
    “I’m not really sure,” Martial replied.  
 
    “You barely know them and you took them on as apprentices?” Macy muttered.  
 
    “They’re actual Legacies, Macy,” Martial said, as he turned to face her once more, his hand now resting on hers on the counter. “I think war is going to break out with the demons again. I’m going to train these two, and maybe a few more too.”  
 
    Macy sighed. “You’re not wrong about the war,” she said in hushed tones.  
 
    Macy went on to tell them about all the demon stories she’d heard.  And she had heard plenty, from tales of women being kidnapped, to settlements around the borders being burnt to the ground, to new portals opening up in human territories from which demons poured out of.  
 
    “Two real legacies huh?” she said when she finally finished talking. “Are they the real deal? Like, what generation?”  
 
    “They’re pretty good,” Martial said, ignoring the bit about what generation Legacy the girls were. “But they need to prove themselves before I take them on. I have a little test for them, and I was wondering if I could use your help?”  
 
    “Anything,” Macy said, far too quickly, far too readily.  
 
    “Great.” Martial passed his empty mug to Macy. She stared at it blankly, before realisation hit, she filled it up and watched as Martial drained it. When he was done, he stood up. “Let’s go.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Cassie knew about the aura Legacies possessed, knew that some Legacies, and of course, the Immortals, could control humans by simply wanting it. Part of her had doubted the stories. It wasn’t uncommon to hear of exaggerations when it came to Legacies or even Immortals. 
 
    There were stories of one Immortal, his name lost to history, who could make the ground shake beneath him, could make the earth swallow up his enemies. There were tales of another Immortal, again, the name lost to history, whose swords would blaze red when he touched them. The sword could cut through anything.  
 
    Growing up, Cassie loved the tales of those Immortals, and of the Legacies. But as time passed, and she learnt more and more about the Immortals, about the Legacies, she realised some of the stories had been myths.  
 
    Immortals and Legacies were powerful. They were strong. Immortals could live forever in the sense that they never aged. They would never die from natural causes, their bodies could take more punishment than any human or Legacy, but a sword to the heart, a hammer being used repeatedly to the head, the Immortal would die.  
 
    Both Immortals and Legacies were humans. They didn’t have magic, they didn’t walk around with swords of fire, or cause earthquakes that brought down demons and angels.  
 
    But they did have an aura. It was supposedly powerful enough to cause humans, sometimes demons even, to obey their commands. Cassie knew it existed, had even used her own once or twice in the past.  
 
    That was the difference. She needed to force her aura onto others for them to feel.  
 
    Martial didn’t need to do that. It radiated out of him naturally. And it was strong.  
 
    She doubted he was even trying to exert his will over Macy. The barmaid had left her bar, completely unattended, and led them up the stairs to her room.  
 
    Before that, Martial bewitched another barmaid in a village en route. He was about to leave her standing with her breasts hanging out, the girl so intoxicated by him, she barely even noticed.  
 
    Now, as she and Michelle stood in Macy’s room, Cassie wondered what this test would be. She felt nervous, but at the same time, part of her was excited. She wanted to prove to Martial that she could do it, she wanted the challenge, the ability to prove herself.  
 
    Martial sat on the bed, pretty relaxed. Macy sat beside him, her hand on his lap, rubbing against the material of his jeans, and his cock that bulged against it.  
 
    “I’m going to send them over to Hookers,” Martial announced.  
 
    “Really?” Macy’s eyes lit up. “That’s a wonderful idea.”  
 
    “Hookers?” Michelle said, her voice unsteady.  
 
    “Yes,” Martial brought his hands together. “You’re going to infiltrate Hookers, a whorehouse run by a man named Flittick. You’re going to kill that man.”  
 
    Kill a man?  
 
    Cassie had never killed a human before. It didn’t seem right to do something like that, not when there were demons to kill. 
 
    But she didn’t express her thoughts. This was the test. It wasn’t supposed to be easy. She had never thought it would be easy. In fact, she’d banked on it being difficult.  
 
    But, physically difficult.  
 
    Not morally.  
 
    Physically, killing a human would be easy for a Legacy to do.  
 
    “Any questions?” Martial asked.  
 
    “No,” Cassie shook her headfirst. A moment later, Michelle did the same.  
 
    “Aren’t they supposed to call you master?” Macy asked. Her hand which had been resting on Martial’s lap, now pulled at his jean’s buttons. “I would if you’d let me be your apprentice,” she purred.  
 
    A grin appeared on Martial’s face. “Macy is right. I am your master, aren’t I? Or I will be if you pass the test.”  
 
    “I will pass, Master,” Cassie said, with determination.  
 
    “Me too, Master,” Michelle added, somewhat meekly.  
 
    “Great. Let’s get started. We can’t send you off to a whorehouse looking like that. Take off all your clothes. Let’s see what we’re working with here,” Martial said.  
 
    Cassie wasn’t a shy girl. She was a Legacy. She had a gorgeous body, perfectly round breasts, curves around his hips, long legs, a hairless cunt with pink lips. But standing in front of Martial and Macy, being told to strip off, she felt her usual confidence in her body fade away.  
 
    If she were in a room with Martial, alone, she would have complied, even happily. She didn’t want to do this, not in front of Macy. 
 
    But it didn’t matter what she wanted. At least, not in this instance.  
 
    She felt Michelle’s eyes on her. The girl was nervous too, more so than Cassie. But she knew Michelle wanted to be an apprentice to Martial as much as her, maybe even more. She needed to lead the girl, to give her courage.  
 
    Cassie started with her boots. Her loose-fitting black jeans followed next. After that, she pulled off her cardigan and the t-shirt she wore beneath it. She stood in her white panties and bra. Her eyes met Martial’s.  
 
    She knew what she had to do.  
 
    Cassie unstrapped her bra. Her breasts hung loose, weighing on her chest. She pulled her panties down to her ankles before kicking it aside. Her cheeks red, she looked up, staring straight ahead at Martial.  
 
    The Legacy had been with many women before, and Cassie wondered how she measured up. She felt her nerves begin to rise. Beside her, Michelle had also stripped naked. The girl had larger nipples and a wider cunt. Was that a good thing? Did men prefer larger nipples? A wider cunt would definitely be useful in accommodating Martial’s monstrous cock.   
 
    “Do I get to dress them up?” Macy asked excitedly. When Martial nodded, she jumped off the bed and clapped her hands together.  
 
    Macy hurried over to the girls. She wore a smile on her face, a genuine one, though in her eyes, Cassie noticed that haze. Martial’s aura was releasing her inner desires. And apparently, those desires involved playing dress up with grown women.  
 
    Macy didn’t pull out clothes to try on the girls.  
 
    Not at first.  
 
    No, what she did first was get to know her dolls. She felt Cassie’s breasts, her ass cheeks, felt her cunt, dug a finger in. Macy even wanted a taste. Their lips pressed against each other’s; their tongues locked together.  
 
    She did the same too with Michelle.  
 
    Finally, she opened up her wardrobe and brought out clothes.  
 
    Cassie felt her stomach sink.  
 
    The clothes Macy had brought out were definitely suitable for the whorehouse.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Cassie had never felt so exposed before. She was wearing a skirt so short it barely covered her ass cheeks. Underneath it, she wasn’t allowed to wear any panties, the idea being that she needed to be conscious of flashing her cunt and ass at the slightest movement. Apparently, it added a sexiness to it. To match with the skirt, she wore a black bra that had holes cut in it for her nipples to stick out.  
 
    It was a crass outfit.  
 
    Apparently, it suited the townsfolk.  
 
    It was strange how she felt more naked than the times she had been completely naked. 
 
    Michelle was dressed in an equal fashion. Macy had put on her a short red dress. She cut holes for Michelle’s large nipples to poke out. She then cut the hem, making the already short dress now resemble a shirt.  
 
    Michelle wasn’t allowed to wear any bra or panties beneath her dress for the same reasons.  
 
    “How do they look?” Macy asked, grinning widely.  
 
    “Give us a spin,” Martial said.  
 
    Cassie felt her cheeks redden as she spun around. Her short skirt flung up, revealing her ass. Michelle did the same, except, her dress hiked up to her hips. She had to pull it down again, to cover her modesty.  
 
    “Yeah… I suppose for this town, they look like sex on legs,” Martial said. “Time for you both to get to work. Macy will take you to the whorehouse where you will be introduced to a woman named Atika. From there, you’ll have to figure out a way to get a meeting with Flittick, and then, find a way to kill him. Once you’re done, bring his head back to me. I’ll be waiting in this pub.”  
 
    “Any questions?” Martial asked.  
 
    Cassie wanted to ask why Martial wanted this Flittick person dead. Legacies weren’t known for killing humans. Mostly because humans weren’t stupid enough to get on the wrong side of Legacies. She wondered what this Mr Flittick person had done to deserve death.  
 
    But she didn’t ask the question. It wasn’t her place to ask her master questions, at least, not until she figured him out, figured out if she was allowed to ask questions. It was the way of the world, of the Legacies.  
 
    “No questions, Master,” Cassie said, and Michelle mumbled the same, the girl’s cheeks still a dark shade of red.  
 
    “Well, olrite then. Goodluck!” Martial said cheerily. “Take them away, Macy.”  
 
    Macy did as much, but rather than walk out of the room and down the stairs, having them follow her, she first attached black collars to both girl’s necks and fastened leashes to the collars.  
 
    And that was how Macy led them out of the room, like they were animals. At least they didn’t have to crawl on the floor.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    The whorehouse wasn’t far away from the pub. It was a small town, so nothing was far away from anything else. It was late at night. The sky was clear, the moon shone brightly, lighting the streets with a blue haze that reflected off the lighter coloured pebbles on the path.  
 
    Macy walked in front of them, holding the leash in hand, she led the girls towards the whorehouse. Despite the hour of the night, there were still a few men walking about. They jeered at the girls, made dog whistles and crude remarks.  
 
    In response, Macy told them to go to the whorehouse if they wanted a piece of the action.  
 
    Cassie decided she didn’t like Macy much.  
 
    She would do anything for Martial, and if he wanted to whore her out, so be it. But Martial hadn’t sent her to be a whore. Sure, he’d allowed her to be dressed as one, and she was now being led to a whorehouse. But, she had a mission.  
 
    To kill Flittick.  
 
    Not to fuck random dipshits. 
 
    Macy knew as much, but despite that, she was whoring her out to random assholes on the road?  
 
    One man, a skinny fella with a worn black coat and holes in his jeans and boots followed after them, staring at the girls, licking his lips in anticipation. Just the thought of having the man touch her made Cassie want to throw up.  
 
    She grabbed Michelle’s hand, half to comfort herself, and half to provide support to Michelle. They exchanged glances, and Michelle smiled. “It’s going to be okay,” she said. “I’ve got a good feeling about Martial.”  
 
    Michelle had that about her, good feelings. She was actually pretty much always right. Cassie remembered that time when men had come from this town to their little settlement to sell weapons. It hadn’t been long ago. The settlement had been desperate to pick up anything they could to defend themselves against demons.  
 
    Michelle had had a bad feeling about the men, despite one of the guys having a charming smile. Cassie passed on Michelle’s thoughts to Mayor Stout. Naturally, he ignored them, mentioning something about girls’ feelings not being reliable due to hormones and such.  
 
    Michelle had been right. The weapons were made of a cheap metal that broke away when the men used it to practice.  
 
    Cassie’s instincts weren’t as strong as Michelle’s, but she was committed. This was the way or the world with Legacy apprentices, find a master, work their way up, be part of something and make a difference.  
 
    Sure, Martial didn’t have his own settlement, town, or city. He seemed to have nothing. But that could change. He had the potential to rule over a settlement, maybe even more. And Cassie was determined to be by his side when that happened.  
 
    And if that meant she had to dress like a whore, walk to a whore house, and even whore her body out to disgusting men, she would do it.  
 
    They arrived at their destination.  
 
    The whorehouse was two terraced houses joined together. It had an overgrown front lawn with three large cherry trees full of red ripe fruits. The front gate made of wrought iron was open. The front door of the house, painted white, was also open.  
 
    Inside, past the corridor to the left were the stairs. On the right was a small sitting room. At one end was a counter, behind which sat a pretty woman in her late thirties.  
 
    “Here to see Atika,” Macy said. “I’ve got goods for her.”  
 
    The woman at the counter looked past Macy and glanced at Cassie and Michelle. “Oh, they are pretty. Atika will be pleased. Just a moment.”  
 
    She stood up and dashed out from behind the counter, down the corridor and up the stairs. The skinny man who had followed them in the streets had followed them into the whorehouse. He sat down on the sofa behind them.  
 
    “I’m John,” he grinned up, smiling, showing dirty teeth.  
 
    All three girls ignored him.  
 
    A moment later, the receptionist returned with Atika. She was in her late thirties too. She had a long pointy nose and wore a tall pointy black hat. Her hair stuck out on both sides, half of it white, the other half black.  
 
    She took in the girls’ appearance, walked around them, lifted Cassie’s skirt and pulled at her ass cheeks, felt her cunt, pressed a finger against her butthole. She pulled on her nipples that poked out from her top. She did the same to Michelle too.  
 
    When she was done, she came to stand before Macy. “They’re impressive. Where did you happen to find such girls, Macy?”  
 
    “Remember that Legacy I was telling you about? The “rogue” one?”  
 
    “The one that was heading towards Coldstream to deal with the demons?”  
 
    “That’s the one. Well, these two girls are from Coldstream. He brought them back with him and he will sell them to you for the right price, of course.”  
 
    It was a convincing lie, so convincing that Cassie and Michelle began to wonder if it was a lie at all.  
 
    “Penny, take the girls up and get them ready.” Name took Macy’s hand in hers. “Let’s discuss the fee.”  
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    Cassie and Michelle were led up the stairs by Penny and taken into a room that was empty, save for the wardrobes on one side, a large mirror on the other. Penny left them in the room and locked the door as she left. She would be back soon, she said.  
 
    The room had no windows, and the door was locked. It was a sturdy door, but Cassie was confident she could break it.  
 
    Break it and do what?  
 
    “What do you think is going on?” Cassie asked.  
 
    Michelle shrugged her shoulders. “We’ve made a commitment, Cassie. We should stick to it and trust Martial.”  
 
    “What if he won’t take us as Legacies?” Cassie asked, her voice rising in panic. “What if this was his plan all along, to sell us to Atika?”  
 
    Michelle glanced around at the floor, then deciding it was clean enough, she plonked herself on it. Her dress hiked up again, to reveal her pink pussy as she sat cross-legged.  
 
    “We don’t really have a choice, do we?” she said. “There’s nothing for us back at Coldstream. And with our heritage, or lack of, if we find another Legacy willing to take us on, we will risk the same thing, wouldn’t we?”  
 
    Michelle had a point and Cassie knew it. But it didn’t mean she liked it. Suddenly, she felt tired. She dropped onto her bottom too, beside Michelle. She took her hand in hers. “How do you stay so calm?”  
 
    “I suppose I trust Martial. We just need to see how this plays out now.”  
 
    Resigned to their fate, the girls sat on the floor and waited for Penny’s return. It wasn’t a long wait. Penny led them out of the room, down the corridor and into a large shower room. She stripped both girls naked and using a hose pipe, washed them down with freezing cold water.  
 
    When she was done, she didn’t pause to let the girls catch their breath, she grabbed each by the nipple and led them back to the room with the wardrobes and large mirror. Opening one wardrobe, she threw each girl a towel and told them to dry up.  
 
    Cassie and Michelle took the towels gratefully and wiped the water off their bodies. They were drying their hair when Penny pulled the towels away from them.  
 
    “Put these in your buttholes,” she said, holding up two black butt plugs with rings at the end.  
 
    “I- I’ve never had anything in my- in my bottom,” Cassie stammered.  
 
    “And I give a fuck,” Penny replied, her face stony. “Either you do it, or I’ll do it. And if I do it, I won’t even let you lick the damned plugs.”  
 
    “Lick them?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “Fucking village idiots,” Penny rolled her eyes. “Lick the plugs so that they’ll fit in your ass easier.”  
 
    There was a part of Cassie that wanted to grab the woman by the hair and throw her out the door. She figured she had just about enough strength to literally do that. But it was a small part. Michelle was right. They had no option but to trust Martial and hope he hadn’t actually sold them to the whorehouse.  
 
    She put the plug in her mouth and sucked on it. It didn’t taste bad. Rubbery.  
 
    When she decided it was as slippery as it would ever be, she spread her legs and leant forward. Reach back with both hands, she grabbed an ass cheek and pulled it wide, exposing her pink butthole, she pressed the plug against it.  
 
    With some effort, she managed to push it in.  
 
    Standing up straight, Cassie squirmed on the spot. It felt uncomfortable. She felt full.  
 
    “I see you’re learning to follow orders. That’s good. You’ll need that ability to listen and follow orders if you don’t want to be permanently ruined within a month,” Penny said.  
 
    From there, she made Cassie lie on the floor and spread her legs apart. On Penny’s direction, Michelle mounted her and lowered her cunt on Cassie’s face. She knew what to do, and she began to lick it before being asked.  
 
    “Being a whore isn’t about being a piece of meat for men or women to fuck,” Penny said. “It’s also about pleasing them, putting on a show for them.”  
 
    She then made Michelle slap Cassie on the cunt, and at the same time, talk dirty, telling Cassie she was a whore, that she was only good for being fucked in all three holes. She began to grind her hips down on Cassie, and as Cassie continued to lick, ignoring the pain building up on her cunt, ignoring the weight of Michelle’s ass pressing down on her, Michelle began to moan in enjoyment.  
 
    It would have been what Penny wanted her to do, to put a show on. But Cassie knew Michelle was enjoying it.  
 
    Their performance came to an end when the door opened.  
 
    “How are they doing?” Atika said.  
 
    “Lacking in talent. But they make up for it in looks. Easily the hottest women you have on your books, Mistress Atika.”  
 
    “You’re right about that. Flittick will be pleased.”  
 
    “He will, Mistress,” Penny said. “Will you be sending them to him tonight?”  
 
    Atika glanced at her wrist and the watch with the golden bracelet. “It’s a little late for them to be sent tonight. Arrange for them to be sent first thing tomorrow morning. Let them get some rest. I want them fresh for Mr Flittick.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Cassie and Michelle spent the night in a room with many mattresses spread across the floor. There were naked girls on every mattress, some sharing a double. Penny attached collars to Michelle and Cassie’s necks. She took out the butt plugs, only to insert larger ones.  
 
    And then, she told the girls to get some rest.  
 
    Both girls struggled to sleep, though those around them slept soundly, some snoring loudly. When morning came, and dim light began to shine in through the single window in the room, the door opened and Penny walked in.  
 
    Grabbing both girls by their nipples, she hauled them to their feet and led them to the shower room. Cassie and Michelle were doused with cold water once more. The butt plugs in their bottoms were taken out and replaced with ones even larger. It was an effort to push in, and Cassie felt full like never before.  
 
    For breakfast, the girls were given fruit, a slice of bread, and water. Cassie gobbled it down. She was still hungry. Legacies had more of an appetite than normal humans, but there was no more food coming.  
 
    After breakfast, the girls were led out of the whorehouse and into the waiting carriage. Penny spoke to the driver first, then came to the back to speak with Michelle and Cassie.  
 
    “What happens in Mr Flittick’s house will decide your futures. If you please him, he might keep you in his household. Disappoint him, bore him, you’ll be back to the whorehouse. It’s not often Mistress Atika sends girls to see Mr Flittick. If you come back, you’ll have disappointed her. If you do that, you won’t last long in the whorehouse. She’s always threatened to have a girl fucked by a horse. It would bring in a crowd, make a lot of money. You’re both pretty girls. It’s in your hands. Comfortable life in Mr Flittick’s house, or get fucked by a horse,” she laughed and slammed the door the shut.  
 
    The carriage set off, its wheels rolled over the uneven pebbled road and the carriage settled into an even ricochet.  
 
    It was a small town, and Master Flittick’s house wasn’t far. The area was nicer though. The houses were bigger and detached. They had gardens at the front that were surrounded by painted walls and wrought-iron gates. The road was wider and the smooth tarmac was kind to the carriage.  
 
    They came to a stop in front of a house surrounded at the front by a twelve-foot wall and a gate painted black, the sharp tips golden. The garden before the house was neatly manicured. There was even a small fountain at the front and crystal-clear water sprouted out from the single demon head.  
 
    The carriage stopped in front of the house and the driver opened the door for them.  
 
    Cassie and Michelle stepped out, both girls completely naked save for the collar around their necks and the butt plugs in their bottoms.  
 
    “Come,” the man said.  
 
    They followed him up the stairs and underneath the arch. They stood on the veranda, before the large wooden door.  
 
    “Wait here,” the driver said. “Mr Flittick will be down soon.”  
 
    Before he left, he made the girls stand with their legs apart, their hands behind their backs, their chests jutting forward to enhance the display of their breasts.  
 
    Cassie waited for him to leave, waited for the carriage to roll down the path and beyond the gate before she turned to Michelle.  
 
    “Is this part of Martial’s plan?” she asked.  
 
    “What do you mean?”  
 
    “I mean that we’re here, in Flittick’s home. Should we kill him first chance we get?”  
 
    “That’s what he wants, right?”  
 
    “Yes, but what if it’s a coincidence?” Cassie hissed.  
 
    Michelle frowned. “I don’t follow.”  
 
    “What if he meant to sell us to Mistress Atika. What if he’s left town and gone with the pile of money Mistress Atika gave to Macy? What if he wasn’t expecting us to be sent to Mr Flittick? If we kill him, and Martial isn’t around, we’re going to be fucked. And not literally, which would surprisingly be worse in this situation.”  
 
    “I do follow you now,” Michelle nodded. “What’s the plan?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” Cassie muttered.  
 
    “Don’t think we have much time to decide,” Michelle whispered.  
 
    She was right. Being Legacies, both had better hearing than normal humans. They both heard the footsteps walking towards the door on the other side.  
 
    A moment later, a man appeared. He was short, about five and a half foot in height, he had a large stomach that strained against his white shirt, the buttons on the verge of popping. He was bald, but had an impressive ginger moustache.  
 
    Standing on either side of him were two women.  
 
    Both had collars around their necks and metal braces wrapped around their breasts. Their nipples were pierced and large round rings hung from them. Both girls had belts fastened around their hips, and hanging from them, each girl had a sword. They wore nothing to protect their modesty, no clothes on their bodies.  
 
    “My, my, my,” Flittick said, smiling widely. “Atika has really done well, hasn’t she?”  
 
    He came to stand before the girls, inspecting their bodies, giddy like a kid in a candy shop. He had a strong smell about him, alcohol mixed with cigarettes. He grabbed Michelle’s breast first and squeezed hard. Michelle’s body stiffened and she held her breath in. He moved around her, coming to her ass, he pulled at the cheeks.  
 
    “The gape,” he roared in laughter as her butt plug fell out. His hand moved down and felt her cunt. “Hmm… dry. It’s dry. Are you not honoured to be naked and serving me?” he asked, his voice hard.  
 
    “I am, Mr Flittick,” Michelle replied quickly. “It’s just that I have a dry pussy condition,” she said quickly. “I’m very much turned on.”  
 
    It was an awful lie, but it seemed to work. It did help that Michelle was now grinding her hips, rubbing her pussy against Flittick’s fingers.  
 
    He seemed satisfied enough.  
 
    Cassie knew her pussy was dry too. She couldn’t use the same damned excuse if he touched her. Seeing his eyes focused on Michelle, she quickly licked her fingers and rubbed it against her clit. Taking her hand back behind her, she started to think of Martial lying naked in bed, in her house.  
 
    If that didn’t get her pussy wet, she didn’t know what would.  
 
    But she need not have bothered.  
 
    Flittick seemed satisfied with what he saw and he didn’t approach her for a feel.  
 
    “Take them to my room,” he told the two girls with the swords.  
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    “It feels weird,” Michelle muttered.  
 
    “What does?” Cassie asked.  
 
    “My bottom,” Michelle replied. “I kinda miss the plug.”  
 
    Cassie’s eyes narrowed. “You’re kidding right?”  
 
    Michelle shook her head, a miserable look on her face. “It’s hard to explain, but... We’ve been wearing plugs since last night and now that it’s gone, it feels empty. I keep clenching my… butt muscles? Is that what they’re called?”  
 
    Cassie didn’t know the answer to that, and right this moment, it was the least of her concerns.  
 
    They were in Flittick’s bedroom. Alone. Just the two of them. Flittick was eating his breakfast. After that, he would come up and-  
 
    Cassie shuddered.  
 
    She didn’t want to think about what he would do once he came up here. She’d rather focus on what she could do.  
 
    She glanced around the room.  
 
    It was your average room for a house like this. It had a large four-poster bed in the centre. The carpet on the floor was thick and soft. The walls were covered with golden paper that had intricate red roses bursting from vines. The ceiling was high, and a chandelier hung from the centre. 
 
    She didn’t see anything of use, anything she could turn into a weapon.  
 
    She tilted her head back to stare up at the chandelier once more.  
 
    The arms were made of metal and one broken off could be turned into a stabbing weapon of some sort. Cassie expressed her thoughts to Michelle. 
 
    “Sure,” Michelle said. “Or we could just twist his neck and kill him? We are Legacies after all?”  
 
    “Right,” Cassie nodded. It was a fair point. They could kill Flittick with their bare hands. “When should we do it?”  
 
    “Soon as possible,” Michelle replied. “I don’t want him touching me again,” she shuddered. “His fingers, the skin- ugh,” she made a puking face. “And the smell… it’s going to be so much worse after he’s finished eating, isn’t it?”  
 
    Cassie nodded sympathetically; very grateful the man had not touched her up. “So, we do it as soon as he walks in through the door?”  
 
    “Agreed,” Michelle said.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    While the girls had a horrible night, sleeping naked with butt plugs in their assess, on a mattress on the floor, in a room full of other naked bodies all stuffed in a single room, worrying about their future, Martial had a comfortable night’s sleep in Macy’s bed.  
 
    He woke in the morning to find the girl sucking on his cock, her hands playing with his balls. It was the perfect way to wake up. His cock still in her mouth, he picked her up by the waist and rotated her so that her knees now rested beside his chest. Her assets were now within reach and Martial fondled her breasts, tugging at the nipples and watching Macy’s body tense as he did.  
 
    Tiring of that, he rubbed her clit as she sucked on his cock. He felt the tension build up in her body. They came together. Macy’s inner thighs pressed together, sandwiching his hand as he shot load after load in her mouth.  
 
    When he was done, he moved his hand away from her cunt and lay back while Macy continued to suck on his cock and gently massage his balls.  
 
    “Get me breakfast,” Martial said, with a slap on her ass.  
 
    “Yes Master,” Macy replied.  
 
    “Master?”    
 
    She looked back at him, wearing a cheeky grin. “If you still want me as an apprentice, the offer is open.”  
 
    “Those girls are Legacies, Macy. I’m going to train them up to fight the demons. I think another war is coming,” Martial said. “A war to end all wars,” he added softly.  
 
    Macy didn’t hear his last words. Her mind was elsewhere. “You know lots of Legacies have normal humans as apprentices. They make them swear this oath that binds them to their will. Wouldn’t you like that? Having me bound to your will?”  
 
    “That stuff isn’t true,” Martial muttered. “You really shouldn’t believe everything you hear about Legacies or Immortals. Especially Immortals. They’re really not all that.”  
 
    “You seem to have this thing against Immortals,” Macy said.  
 
    “I do?”  
 
    “Yes. You ramble on about them all the time.”  
 
    All the time?  
 
    He’d only met the girl once before, on his way to the settlements dotted along the border between human land a demon territory. They’d had fun. She’d managed to keep him at the pub for a couple of days with her large breasts, her dripping cunt, and that mouth.  
 
    “Breakfast!” Martial slapped her ass harder this time, leaving his hand traced against her curvy mound of flesh.  
 
    “Yes, Master,” Macy said cheekily.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Martial never got his breakfast. Well, he never got to eat it. He was in the common room of the pub, sitting at the table, a perfectly cooked meal of toasts, beans, hash browns and sausages. It smelt so good, but Martial didn’t get a chance to take a bite of it.  
 
    Macy came rushing over to him, panting, out of breath. Martial didn’t even realise the girl had left the pub. She had only moments ago placed his meal on the table.  
 
    “I’ve got news. Your Legacies. I think they killed Flittick,” she said, as she leaned her hand against the chair.  
 
     “That was quick…” Martial mumbled. He knew they had potential, but he didn’t realise they would be that effective that quickly. He’d sensed a naivety about the two girls. He figured it was a good think in that he could train them up properly. “Good for them!”  
 
    Martial picked up the knife and fork and cut into a sausage.  
 
    “Uhh, maybe not so much,” Macy said.  
 
    Martial placed the knife and fork against his plate. “What happened?” he muttered.  
 
    “So apparently, they killed Flittick in his house and have now taken his staff, or slaves, or whatever you want to call them… they’ve taken them hostage. There’s a crowd outside Flittick’s house. The Legacies are on their way.”  
 
    “Legacies?” Martial frowned. He didn’t know a small town like this had Legacies. Damned Immortals and their children, breeding like fucking rabbits, it seemed. “How many Legacies?”  
 
    “Three. One Mistress, two apprentices.”  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    The normal humans would stay out of the house, afraid of confronting Cassie and Michelle, who he was sure had let everyone know they were Legacies. But that wouldn’t be a barrier for the town’s Legacies. They would stroll in and easily defeat Cassie and Michelle. The girls had very little skill at the moment.  
 
    Martial stared at his breakfast. His brunch, really, on account of the time. He’d never really gotten into brunch back when it was a thing.  
 
    “I don’t have time to eat, do I?”  
 
    “Maybe enough time for a bite? I’d recommend the sausages.”  
 
    The sausages did look good. But if Martial only had time for one thing, it was going to be his beer. He picked up the mug and gulped its contents down in record time.  
 
    “Let’s go,” he grumbled.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Cornhill-on-Tweed wasn’t the largest town about, and it wasn’t one Martial knew very well. When he’d passed through the last time, he’d spent a few days in the town. As someone who travelled around the borders, dealing with demons, and around towns, dealing with roaming beasts that had come up from Hell, Martial made a fair amount of money.  
 
    He spent all of that money on food, wine and women. He didn’t need to pay women to sleep with him. Even if he didn’t have the aura about him that brought out women’s desires, Martial would have found it easy to sleep around. He was tall, dark and handsome. He was also handy with a sword, and pretty damned strong and powerful.  
 
    But still, with money piling up, Martial liked to give it out to women in need.  
 
    The last time Martial was here, he visited the local whorehouse, the one run by Mistress Atika, but owned by Flittick. He learnt a few things about Flittick in his time at the whorehouse. The guy was more than just an asshole. The women in his brothel, not all had chosen to be there, and none were fairly treated.  
 
    And there was only one rule.  
 
    The customer was right.  
 
    A great rule for customer service if the store was selling apples and bananas. Not so great when it was selling girls bodies for use and abuse. And a lot of the girls showed signs of serious abuse.  
 
    Martial made a personal note to deal with Flittick. Somewhere along the line, after many drinks, and a lot of time spent fooling around with Macy, the promise to deal with Flittick slipped his mind.  
 
    Martial made a personal note to stop drinking.  
 
    It wasn’t the first time he’d done that. 
 
    After having been around as long as he had, seeing the things he had seen, lost the people he had lost, it wasn’t easy to avoid the drink.  
 
    He needed to try harder. There was a new threat on the horizon. Or maybe an old threat…  
 
    Martial rode through the town on his black stallion, Macy sitting behind him, her arms wrapped around his waist. He passed the terraced houses of old, most repaired over time to now show a combination of dirty brick, stone, cement and even wood.  
 
    Leaving it behind, they crossed over to the newer part of the town, the part built after the demons emerged from Hell and the angels poured down from Heaven. The roads were wider, the houses bigger and detached, each surrounded by a wall that enclosed large front gardens.  
 
    It was nice, much too nice for a small town. Maybe there was some sort of mine nearby, or something else from which Flittick was making his wealth… it did make sense why there were three other Legacies in the town.  
 
    “What do you know about the Legacies?” Martial asked. “What generation are they?”  
 
    “I think the Mistress is third generation,” Macy replied. “I’m not sure about her two apprentices.”  
 
    Third generation. The first generation were direct descendants of Immortals. There weren’t many of those about. Immortals didn’t have large families. Rumour had it quite a few were unable to bear children at all.  
 
    The first-generation Legacies didn’t have that problem. Some had enormous families. They saw it as their duty to produce as many Legacies as possible to protect the humans. That was back when Legacies were still honourable, and not honourable by their own definition.  
 
    Now, most Legacies ruled over settlement, villages, towns or cities. They answered to the queen, who was an Immortal, but ruled their own little patches like mini fiefdoms. There was little to no honour left in them.  
 
    “We’re almost there,” Macy said.  
 
    “Yup,” Martial muttered.  
 
    He could hear the noise from the crowd that stood outside Flittick’s house while they were still a few streets away. When they finally turned the corner, the crowd came in view. It was larger than Martial had expected. They had spilled out onto the road, blocking it completely.  
 
    “Stay with my horse,” Martial told Macy.  
 
    He stepped out on foot and waded his way through the crowd. The closer he got towards Flittick’s house, the thicker the crowd was. Martial had to barge his way through them. A few muttered their annoyances, one even grabbed hold of his shoulder. He let go promptly as Martial turned, all six foot and a half of him, and glared at the man.  
 
    Finally, making it to the front, he found a bunch of men wearing cloaks and with swords by their waist, standing by the front gate.  
 
    “What’s going on here?” Martial asked.  
 
    “Who are you?” asked a man wearing a red cloak, his hand resting on the handle of his sword. His tone wasn’t friendly, nor was the expression on his face.  
 
    “Whose asking?” Martial responded as he squared up to the man.  
 
    Martial was taller. He was built better too. After staring at each other, eye to eye, the man backed down.  
 
    “The name’s Perry. I run the local militia, protect the nearby valleys.”  
 
    “Protect it from what?”  
 
    “There are metals in the valley, used to build weapons. You don’t know that?” Perry frowned and took a step towards Martial once more. “Who are you?”  
 
    In the grand scheme of things, it was a small operation, but large enough for the nice houses, for the militia, and for Perry to feel important.  
 
    “I’m a Legacy,” Martial said, deciding it was time to pull rank.  
 
    It did the job. Perry literally leapt back three steps. “Sorry- I, I didn’t mean… I’m sorry, Sir.”  
 
    “It’s fine. What the hell’s going on here?”  
 
    Perry gave him a quick update.  
 
    There were two Legacies inside the house. They killed Flittick and took the remaining staff hostage. A few managed to get out, including one of Flittick’s personal guards. Perry nodded at the girl standing by the gate. She was pretty much naked, save for the collar around her neck, the metal straps around her breasts, and the belt around her waist, from which hung her sword. She had a cut on her arm that was fresh, blood still dropping from it, though not at a rate to be alarmed.  
 
    “She saw it happen. Flittick was brought two girls from his brothel. They were sent up to his room to wait for him. When he turned up after breakfast, the girls killed him. Ripped his head off, apparently.”  
 
    Martial’s lips spread into a grin. The girls had little for way of subtlety, but ripping off Flittick’s head, damn, that was cool.  
 
    Martial walked past Perry and approached the iron gate of black and gold. None of the men stopped him as he walked past. Entering the grounds, he spotted Michelle immediately. 
 
    She stood on the first floor balcony, a sword in hand, beside her was another girl he didn’t recognise, but guessing by the way she was dressed, wearing no clothing save for the collar around her neck and the brass wrapped around her breasts, he imagined it was Flittick’s other female guard.  
 
    Martial waved at her as he rushed down the path between the neatly trimmed lawns. He made it the front door and pushed it open.  
 
    Almost immediately, a sword came at him, aimed for his neck.  
 
    Martial ducked underneath it and drew his own sword He blocked the second strike and twisting his sword as the blades connected, he gave a gentle tug and disarmed his opponent, sending her sword flying across the room, where it imbedded itself in the wooden cabinet.  
 
    His opponent was Cassie.  
 
    “Sorry… I’m so sorry,” she said, her eyes wide in horror as she realised who she had attacked. “I thought it was one of the town’s men. They tried to come in earlier. I’m so sorry. I’m sorry.”  
 
    “Stop apologising,” Martial said, grinning. “At least, stop apologising for trying to kill me. You can apologise for the attempt. Terrible. You,” he pointed at her, “need a lot of training in how to use a sword.”  
 
    “Yes, Master,” Cassie nodded, before adding quietly, “I’m sorry.”  
 
    She was naked, save for the collar around her neck, and a black object protruding out of her bottom. Her large breasts rose and fell rapidly, her panic obvious as she took deep breathes. Martial sheathed his sword and placed both his hands on her shoulders.  
 
    “Calm down,” he told her. “You did good, okay.”  
 
    Cassie nodded quickly multiple times. Her breathing eased, and some colour returned to her face.  
 
    “Why are you naked?” Martial asked.  
 
    “This was how we were brought to the house. After killing Flittick, things got a little crazy. I forgot to put clothes one.” He cheeks began to redden. “Sorry…” she said once more.  
 
    “You need to stop saying sorry,” Martial said. “You definitely don’t need to apologise for being naked,” he told her, his lips spreading into a smile.  
 
    He took in her naked body. Her smooth skin, her perfectly round breasts with their little pink nipples, the curves of her hips. His hand moved down from her shoulders and brushed past her breasts. They rested on her waist.  
 
    He turned her around so that her bottom now faced him.  
 
    “What’s with the butt plug?” he asked. “Another thing you forgot about in the chaos?”  
 
    “Yes, Master,” Cassie said. “I’m so-” she stopped and bit her bottom lip.  
 
    “You like it stuck in there?”  
 
    She shook her head. “It’s big. I feel full.”  
 
    Martial reached down and lifted her left ass cheek with one hand and grabbed the plug with the other. He pulled and it slipped out with a plop. Her pink butthole gaped, before winking at him multiple times, it closed up.  
 
    “Is that better?”  
 
    “Yes, Master,” Cassie said, though she wiggled her bottom. 
 
    Taking her hand in his, Martial led her up the stairs. As they passed the doors on either side, heading towards the balcony at the end, Cassie pointed to a door to their left. “I’ve locked the hostages in that room.”  
 
    “Hostages?”  
 
    “The women in Flittick’s house. Had to take hostages once Malorie escaped.”  
 
    “Right,” Martial nodded, assuming Malorie was the naked woman he had seen standing by the front gate. 
 
    They walked through the glass doors with steamed window panels across white wooden strips and entered the balcony.  
 
    Michelle sat on a chair, a sword in hand. A naked girl stood at the edge of the balcony, beside the railing, her hands tied behind her back with rope that was also fastened around her ankles. Seeing him enter, she jumped to her feet.  
 
    “Master Martial,” she said, her body straightening, he half expected her to salute.  
 
    “At ease, soldier,” he grinned, and when Michelle exchanged a glance with Cassie, he gave a wave of his hand. “It’s something from before your time,” he muttered. “So, you girls want to catch me up on what the hell is going on here?”  
 
    “Well, sir, we killed Flittick,” Cassie said. “But Malorie escaped, raised the alarm and now there’s a crowd of humans at the gates. They tried to enter the property, so we brought her here as a threat,” she pointed at the naked girl standing by the edge of the balcony. “We kill her if they make a move.”  
 
    “Would you really kill her?” Martial asked.  
 
    The girls exchanged a glance, but no response came forth.  
 
    “I’m going to take that as a no,” Martial said. “And it had better be a no. We don’t kill innocents.”  
 
    He walked up to the girl and grabbing the rope, he tore it free from her hands and ankles. He turned her around to face him. She was a pretty girl with olive skin and large dark nipples. Her brown eyes that stared at him reminded him of an animal caught in headlights, afraid, confused.  
 
    “It’s going to be okay,” he told her. He wrapped his arms around her in a hug and held the hug until he felt her body sag onto his as she relaxed. “You’re free to go,” he told her.  
 
    The girl pointed towards the balcony doors. “I-I can leave?”  
 
    “Yes. Get out of here,” he slapped her bottom.  
 
    The girl hesitated only for a second before she bolted through the double doors.  
 
    “Time for us to go too,” Martial said. “Flittick is dead, right?”  
 
    “Yes, Master Martial,” Cassie said. “Do you want to see his head?”  
 
    “Fuck no,” Martial muttered. The guy was ugly enough when he was alive. Dead, if his face bloated even an inch, it would look more horrifying than anything he had seen even in fucking hell. “Also, stop calling me Master, or Sir, or anything like that. Just Martial is fine.  
 
    “Yes, Si-” both girls started and stopped at the same time.  
 
    “That’s great… you’ll get it eventually,” Martial muttered.  
 
    He wrapped an arm around each girl’s waist and left the balcony. Walking down the stairs, he did appreciate how naked both girls were. Legacies with their perfect bodies, it was a shame to have to cover them up.  
 
    But the girls did need clothes. Especially seeing as they would be walking out the front gates, through the hostile crowd.  
 
    On the ground floor, Martial paused to rip down the velvet curtains from the windows. The girls used the cloth to wrap some of it around their waists, covering their assess and cunts, and more to wrap around their luscious bouncing breasts. 
 
    “How do we look?” Michelle asked.   
 
    Martial wasn’t sure if they looked hotter naked, or with short strips of cloth wrapped around their modesty.  
 
    Either way, he wondered if the demon he killed north of Coldstream had been a blessing of some sort. It had been far too long since he’d had apprentices. Sleeping with women, moving from one to another, drinking copious amounts of wine, it had its advantages. But this was better. Having two women who would rip a man’s head off for him without question, two women who adored him, women who he was having a connection with. Martial missed that.  
 
    He sighed as it brought back memories of previous apprentices, the ones that he had loved, the ones that died in battle. He remembered back to when he was supposedly an apprentice, and the girl he’d met, the girl with long dark hair and blue eyes.  
 
    “Not good?” Cassie asked, her face falling.  
 
    “No, it’s great,” Martial said softly. “Let’s go.”  
 
    They exited through the front door and walked down the path between the fresh grass and the smell of nature. The crowds were still standing behind the metal bars, but now they majority stood a couple of meters away.  
 
    Standing directly in front of the gates were three women. Judging by their heights, all above six feet, Martial assumed the local Legacies had arrived. His suspicions were confirmed when one jumped over the iron gate and landed on her feet, one knee down, before rising up.  
 
    “That looked great,” Martial clapped his hands together. “The door was open, but that looked fantastic.”  
 
    “My name is Martha. I’m a third generation Legacy. This town is mine. Those women have committed a crime. Hand them over to me.”  
 
    “Wow… very formal. Okay,” he nodded. “Let’s do this. I am Martial the Great, Killer of the Demons of Wisconsiquences, Murderer of the Great Bane, Victor of the Battle of Bardiculous. Shall I continue?”  
 
    Martha’s brows furrowed. “What generation Legacy are you?” she asked as her hand now rested on the sword at her waist.  
 
    “You don’t want to do this,” Martial said. “Flittick wasn’t a good man. Half the girls in his brothel were forced to be there. All of them were treated horribly and like slaves. He deserved to die. If this is your town, it’s your responsibility to keep the townsfolk safe. I did you a favour getting rid of him,” his tone hardened. “Now you come here for justice?”  
 
    Martha moved towards him, taking slow steps, her hand moved away from her waist, a sign that she wanted to talk, a private conversation.  
 
    “Flittick was a powerful man,” she said. “He controls a militia, controls the valley from which the metal is mined. This town survives on him. I am a Legacy, but I have two apprentices. I can’t just take him on.”  
 
    “Then you can thank my girls for doing it. Now you can run that militia, if you’re up for the task?”  
 
    Martha shook her head. “You don’t understand. Perry is the head of the militia. He’s demanding the girls are handed over to him. If he doesn’t get what he wants, his men will hurt a lot of innocent people. You don’t know him. He plays dirty. If he even gets a whiff that you killed Flittick because you cared about the girls in the brothel, he will march over there with his men and kill all of them.”  
 
    Martial didn’t know Perry well, but he knew men like him. Had met plenty in his long time on this earth. His brief conversation with Perry outside the gates was enough for him to know that the man was not a brave one.  
 
    Perry had sensibly backed away as soon as he knew Martial was a Legacy.  
 
    Legacies were always to be wary off. You never knew what you were dealing with, if it was a first generation Legacy with hundreds of apprentices and multiple towns under their control, or a sixth, seventh generation Legacy with no apprentices, but the desire to prove themselves, the need to get into fights and establish a name.  
 
    Both were dangerous.  
 
    The type of Legacy that Perry didn’t fear was Martha.  
 
    Third generation Legacy, but only two apprentices. She should have had much more. It reflected her cautious approach, her unwillingness to take any risks, to not get up in people’s faces. Perry had taken advantage of that to keep her under control.  
 
    “I’ll deal with Perry,” Martial said.  
 
    “I can’t let you do that,” Martha said. “I can’t put people’s lives at risk because of your recklessness. I don’t know you well, but the little I know about you shows you’re a hothead. You’re from out of town. You appear with two novice apprentices, rumble on about a bunch of made up titles, kill Flittick in his own house? No worries about the consequences?”  
 
    I can’t let you do that; Martha had said. “What are you going to do to stop me?”  
 
    “You don’t want to go down that route,” Martha said. “I wasn’t lying. I really am a third generation Legacy.”  
 
    Martial grinned as he stepped back. He withdrew his sword and pointed it at Martha. “It’s not personal,” he told her.  
 
    Martha’s lips tightened as she pulled out her own sword. It was a nice sword too, worthy of a third generation Legacy. The blade was made of a silvery material and slightly curved. The handle was black, the guard green, a single red jewel in the centre.  
 
    Martha came at him. As she tried to stab him in the chest with her first move, Martial slapped it aside with his sword, but the speed caught him by surprise, and as he moved back, his feet almost tripped over each.  
 
    It had been awhile since he last duelled a Legacy, and even longer since that Legacy had been as high as third generation. As the battle continued, Martial began to regret downing the mug of beer for breakfast.  
 
    He parried her blows, moving backwards as they rained down on him at incredible speed and pace. As she swung sideways, he ducked underneath and rolled on the ground coming up behind her.  
 
    Martial turned with the intention of striking her exposed back.  
 
    Except, it wasn’t her back that he was facing.  
 
    Martha had turned already. She stood facing him, her lips pressed together tightly, she slammed the hilt of her sword into his face.  
 
    It hit Martial across the jawline and knocked him onto the ground. Martha brought her sword down, trying to cut him in half. Martial rolled away in time and jumped to his feet. He felt his lips. There was blood there.  
 
    For a girl too afraid to confront a human militia, Martha was surprisingly skilful and ready to kill. Her sword had created a lined dent in the concrete where he had formerly been. She would have killed him had he not moved out of the way.  
 
    “Leave the girls and go,” Martha warned him. “Next time, I won’t hold back.”  
 
    “Where exactly did you hold back?” Martial muttered.  
 
    “I could have gutted you when you were on the floor. But I slowed down, gave you time to roll away. I won’t be so kind next time.”  
 
    Martial stared at her with curiosity. It had been such a long time since he’d battled Legacies, he couldn’t remember how fast they were supposed to be, how strong and powerful a third generation Legacy could potentially be.  
 
    He decided she was telling the truth, that she really had held back from gutting him. He could feel her aura. There was a sort of calm about it, like it was there, just floating about, not trying to interfere.  
 
    Fuck, this girl was going to make him try, wasn’t she?  
 
    “Goddammit,” Martial cursed. “Can I get a glass of water?”  
 
    “What?” Martha frowned.  
 
    “I need some water to clear my head, prep myself for this duel of ours.”  
 
    “No,” Martha said. “Why are you being stupid and stubborn? Just fucking leave already? If you’re a decent guy, go somewhere else and save lives. Don’t die here for nothing.”     
 
    “So, no water break then?”  
 
    “Definitely not,” Martha muttered.  
 
    Fine. Martial closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He held it in for a few seconds before letting it out. He opened his eyes and grinned. “Let’s do this!”  
 
    Martha came at him, and this time, she was even faster. Girl was definitely being honest about having held back. But Martial matched her in speed. He turned sideways as her blade came down. It passed his nose, missing it by an inch. Martha swung it around, aiming for his neck. Martial tilted back, and again, her sword flew above his nose, barely missing.  
 
    As he straightened, he used the flat side of his sword and spanked her bottom.  
 
    Martha reacted like she had just been shot.  
 
    She backed away from him, her eyes wide, fear showing in them for the first time, she rubbed her bottom in the spot he had slammed his sword.  
 
    “Why did you do that?” she asked.  
 
    “Why did I do what?” Martial grinned.  
 
    “You… you spanked me!”  
 
    “Probably because you’re being a bit naughty and deserved it?”  
 
    Martha’s cheeks coloured. She glanced towards the gate and the two Legacies that stood there. Her apprentices. She was ashamed and angry. This fight was going to be over much too soon. It was rare that someone used their anger well. Usually, it only led to mistakes. 
 
    Martha came at him and swung her sword. There was enough force behind that to cut down a fucking tree. But it was a wild strike. Martial moved out of the way with ease, and as she came again, striking wildly, Martial parried her strike. Her balance was weak, and it sent her lunging forward. He slammed the side of his sword against her ass once more, helping her along her way to the ground.  
 
    But this time, he didn’t stop and wait for a conversation. As she turned on the ground, he stood over her, his sword pointed at her neck, he pressed his foot down on her chest, stopping her from getting up.  
 
    His sword still at her neck, Martial gently lowered himself onto her, sitting on her chest. Martha was angry. He could feel her chest rising beneath him, could see her head vibrating with rage.  
 
    “You’re going to go to sleep now,” he told her.  
 
    “Fuck you,” she shot back.  
 
    Martial slammed the hilt of his sword against her head. It was a hard strike. Her head, which had been inches off the ground, struck the hard concrete and bounced back up before her eyes lolled. Her head hit the ground again as her eyes closed.  
 
    Martial climbed to his feet and walked down the path, towards the gate and the crowd standing behind it. Martha’s two Legacies stared at him with wide eyes. As he walked through the door within the gate, they reached for their swords.  
 
    “Don’t,” Martial warned.  
 
    The black girl ignored his warning. Martial didn’t waste time. His fist was a blur as he struck her in the face and knocked her down with a single punch. Martha’s other apprentice was wise enough to move her hand away from her sword and step back.  
 
    Martial marched over to Perry, who now stood surrounded by his militia men. There were about a dozen, all of them with swords sheathed by their waists. They looked capable, by human standards. None were fat, all were of good height, six feet-ish. 
 
    “What’s going on here?” Perry asked. “What have you done to Martha?”  
 
    “I wouldn’t worry about her. She will live. It’s you that I’m not so sure about,” Martial said.  
 
    “Excuse me?” Perry frowned.  
 
    “You were Flittick’s muscle, right? Because of you, the fat fuck was able to kidnap girls and force them into your brothels. I don’t actually know what else you’ve been up to. I imagine, murder, robbery, forced evictions, all the usual stuff, right?”  
 
    Perry swallowed nervously as he glanced around at his militia men surrounding him. “You shouldn’t make accusations like that. Not even Legacies are above the law.”  
 
    Martial laughed out loud. “I am above the law, Perry. I’m going to kill you. Because you’re a piece of shit. And any of your men that want to intervene and try to save your ass, I’m going to kill them too.”  
 
    He pulled out his sword, and with a swift strike, he drove it into Perry’s chest. It penetrated the skin, broke through bone and came out the back.  
 
    Perry’s eyes widened as blood trickled down from the corner of his lips. His face shook as he opened his mouth and tried to get out words. Probably to profuse vengeance or ask his men to attack. But no words came out. Only more blood. His hands rose, and he grabbed the sword’s guard and pushed.  
 
    Martial helped him by pulling his sword out. Perry gasped and spluttered blood before he dropped to his knees and fell back. His body convulsed briefly before it became still, his chest now red. Martial turned his attention to the militia men.  
 
    “You have the rest of today to pack your shit and fuck off. If I see any of you in this town tomorrow, I will decapitate you. Is that understood?”  
 
    Some of the men nodded their heads rapidly, others turned and bolted, barging through the crowd, one tripped and hit the ground, landing awkwardly, face first against the stones. He jumped to his feet, blood on his lips, he glanced back in fear as he ran.  
 
    Once they were gone, Martial turned his attention to the crowd. “I am Martial the Great, and this town is now under my protection.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The crowds dispersed and Macy walked towards him with his horse. They entered Flittick’s mansion once more. At Martial’s direction, Cassie and Michelle carried Martha inside the house. Her apprentices stayed outside by the front door. The black girl, whose name was Jenna, was still unconscious. Her other apprentice, Abby, carried her and placed her in the shade by the front of the house.  
 
    Martial had Martha taken to a room on the first floor. After searching the house, Cassie returned with a chair and rope. Before tying her to it, Martial instructed the Cassie to take off Martha’s clothes, to strip her naked.  
 
    Once that was done, her arms were tied behind her back. Her ankles were fastened to the chair legs. Another bit of rope bound around her belly button and the stile. Just for effect, Martial fastened rope around her neck in a loop, holding the end in his hand so that if he pulled it, the rope would tighten around her neck and strangle her.  
 
    When that was done, Martial sat on the bed. Cassie splashed cold water onto Martha’s face.  
 
    The girl woke with a jolt. Her eyes flung open. She took in the room, took in her circumstances. Her arms and legs struggled against her restraints.  
 
    “No, no,” Martial said, as he pulled the rope in his hand, tightening the loop around her neck. “I wouldn’t do that if I were you.”  
 
    Martha’s eyes rested on him. There was anger in those eyes. “What do you want?”  
 
    “I want to talk to you.”  
 
    “About?”  
 
    Martial shrugged. “We could talk about the weather? Do you think it’s going to be a good harvest this year? What are your opinions about Legacies and Immortals? What do you think of demons? From a scale of one to ten, how much of an asshole is Satan?”  
 
    Martha’s eyes widened. “You shouldn’t say his name,” she muttered. 
 
    “Whose name? Satan?”  
 
    Martha’s skin paled. She wasn’t the only one. Cassie, who stood by the door, swallowed nervously, her arms folded across her chest, a little groan escaped her lips.  
 
    Martial rolled his eyes. “Seriously… Satan isn’t even that scary. I mean yes, he’s big and pure evil. Strong fucker too. Insanely hard to kill. But he’s such an asshole. His scariness is sort of negated by how much of an asshole he is. Does that make sense?”  
 
    “Um… Martial, please,” Cassie pleaded.  
 
    She looked like she was about to faint, her body now resting against the frame of the door for support.  
 
    Ugh, wusses. Fine, he thought. He would not mention Satan again for the rest of the day. He turned his focus back onto Martha. She was a pretty girl, blessed in all the right places, as were all Legacies. Perfectly round gravity-defying breasts, smooth skin, a cute belly button, wide hips and a large cunt, the lips were long for a Legacy and rested on the seat.  
 
    “Perry is dead,” he told her. “I killed him.”  
 
    Martha struggled against her restraints once more, stopping only as Martial pulled on the rope, tightening it around her neck until her skin turned pale. He let go and watched as she gasped in deep breathes.  
 
    “Try to break free, and next time I won’t let go until you’re unconscious,” he warned her as she calmed. “Now, let’s try this again, shall we?”  
 
    “There is a war coming. A war with the demons like none before. We will lose too unless we’re saved by some miracle. And I don’t believe in miracles, Martha. I do believe in preparing. If humanity is to spend the rest of its life in eternal slavery, our last stand should be… not glorious, but decent, at least. What do you think?”  
 
    “About our last stand being decent or glorious?” Martha asked.  
 
    “About there being a fucking last stand. About killing as many demons as possible before we are doomed for eternal slavery!”  
 
    “I don’t understand…”  
 
    “Me neither,” Martial muttered.  
 
    Satan was supposed to be dead and gone. But the demon in Coldstream had said he was back. Martial knew better than to believe the word of demons as they died. Pretty much every single one of them vowed vengeance of some sort. But, he was sure that demon wasn’t lying. Martial could usually tell when a person or demon was telling the truth or lying. It was a skill he had obtained over the years.       
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” Martha asked.  
 
    “I want to rebuild you, make you into a proper Legacy, not one that is afraid of humans. For this decent last stand of ours, I need Legacies that aren’t afraid of the fiercest demons that Hell can spit out, the fiercest beasts, Hell Hounds, dragons, Satan himself.” He rolled his eyes as both girls flinched at the mention of Satan’s name. “Seriously, what do you think is going to happen if I say his name? Do you think the ground is going to open up and demons will pour out and eat our hearts?”  
 
    “Has that happened?” Cassie asked weakly.  
 
    “Fucking no!” Martial growled. He sighed and shook his head. He was getting side-tracked. “Look, it’s a simple question. Do you want to be my apprentice or not?”  
 
    “That’s what this is all about?” Martha asked, frowning. “You’re doing this whole thing just to make me your apprentice?”  
 
    “Whole thing?”  
 
    “This charade of the world as we know it about to end? You want to frighten me into being your apprentice, of giving myself to you for eternity? Well, it’s not going to happen buddy. I will never again be an apprentice.”  
 
    “Oh, this will be interesting. What’s your story?”  
 
    “I don’t have a story, and I’m not telling you.”  
 
    “So, there is a story?” Martial leaned forward. “I’ll get it out of you, you know. If my good looks and dashing smile don’t do the job, I’ll beat it out of you.”  
 
    “Do your best!” Martha said, teeth gritted.  
 
    Martial smiled. “Cassie, give us the room.”  
 
    “Yes, Master,” she replied. She turned to leave the room, then stopped halfway. “Sorry, I meant… yes, Martial…” 
 
    “Thatta girl,” Martial said.  
 
    Once she was gone, Martial climbed to his feet. He grabbed the chair by the back and dragged it close to the bed before he sat down on said bed in front of her. He reached for her ample breasts and played with her nipples, pulling, squeezing, massaging, he felt for her aura and waited for the subtle movements.  
 
    Martial grinned. “You like your nipples squeezed and pulled at the same time.”  
 
    “No, I don’t!”  
 
    “You can’t lie to me, Martha,” Martial said. “I can read your aura.”  
 
    “That’s a lie! Like every other lie you’ve told!”  
 
    Martial pulled on her nipples and squeezed. He leaned in for a kiss. There was some resistance at first, but that faded away. She began to kiss back. It was a deep kiss and her body relaxed. 
 
    She sighed when Martial pulled back. He reached down and felt her pussy. It was wet.  
 
    “…how?” Martha asked. “How can you read my aura? That’s… I’ve never even heard of something like that before.”  
 
    “But you know it’s true,” Martial said, his voice even. “And you know everything else I’ve said is true.”  
 
    “The world is really going to end?” Martha asked, fear in her eyes.  
 
    “Not end. I think Satan might rise again and enslave us all.”  
 
    Martha flinched at the mention of the name. “Rise again?”  
 
    “He’s supposed to be dead. Like, permanently dead…”  
 
    “The Lord of Hell was dead?”  
 
    “That’s why we had a chance,” Martial said.  
 
    A chance to make the world a better place. If someone from the twenty-first century were to come and see earth now, he doubted they would agree it had been a success. Earth back then would seem like a sci-fi world compared to the medieval shithole it was now. A medieval shithole that was full of demons.  
 
    “If what you say is true,” Martha said, and her voice said she believed as much. “Then I will submit myself to you as your apprentice, Master.”  
 
    “I thought it would take longer,” Martial said. “I’d planned to torture you by bringing you to orgasm repeatedly until your body felt like it was going to have one final literal explosive orgasm.”  
 
    “That… I don’t think that would work, Master,” Martha said, her cheeks turning a shade of prize-winning red.  
 
    “You’d be surprised,” Martial muttered. “Why did you promise to never be an apprentice again? What happened to you?”  
 
    Martha began her story. It didn’t start too long ago. She was young, especially for a third-generation Legacy. Her parents had her late in life, they were both second generation apprentices, their names were Katrina and Tony. Both were fatally wounded in the Battle of Damark, a border skirmish between demons and humans thirteen years ago.  
 
    Before dying, they took her to Kimmerston. The Legacy in charge there was Arthur, a second-generation Legacy, and a friend of her parents. He took her on as an apprentice, a dying request from her parents.  
 
    But Arthur was not kind. He was cruel. He did not train her in the ways of the Legacies. He kept her as his personal slave. Martha knew it was to be expected, that giving herself to a master as an apprentice meant her mind, body and soul was his to command.  
 
    But Arthur did not command it in the way she had expected. He used her body only to attach weights to her pussy lips and stretch them out. He tortured her mind and soul for his amusement. Arthur was the worst kind of Legacy. He ruled over his town with an iron fist, claimed the inhabitants as his personal property, as slaves. Every woman in the town had to have sex with him first, before she could have it with anyone else. Some of the less attractive women, ones that he had no interest in, weren’t able to start relationships or have families because of him.  
 
    He had dungeons full of sex slaves that he tortured.  
 
    Arthur realised early on that Martha found it difficult to watch him hurt others. He used that to torture her. He would make her beat his slaves. He made her whip girls, made her beat them. When she tried to go easy on the girls, whenever he was disappointed in her, he never tortured her. He hurt the girls even more and made her watch.  
 
    “He killed a guy for kissing a girl. She was a pretty girl, seventeen years of age, and a virgin. It wasn’t against the rules to kiss a virgin, only that you couldn’t take her virginity. But Arthur killed him anyway. I wanted to do something so badly. I wanted to hurt him. But I was afraid. He’s much stronger than me. So, in the end, I ran away. I kept a low profile for many years in case Arthur came looking for me.”  
 
    When she was done talking, tears were running down Martha’s cheeks. Martial wiped them away first before he tore the ropes that bound her to the chair. He removed the rope from around her neck and picked her naked body up in his arms.  
 
    He kissed her on the head as she wrapped her hands around his neck and buried her head in his chest. The warm tears soaked through his shirt and touched his skin beneath.  
 
    It made sense now, why Martha had been afraid of Perry. The Legacy had been afraid pretty much all her adult life. She had been exposed to bullies that threatened to hurt others when they couldn’t hurt her. Perry had taken advantage of her innocent nature, and many others in this world would do the same.  
 
    “It’s okay,” Martial whispered in her ear, as she continued to cry softly. “Arthur, nor Perry can hurt you anymore. You’re under my protection now, and with training, you’re going to be an amazing Legacy.”  
 
    Martha lifted her head. Her green eyes stared at him with hope. “Thank you, Master.”  
 
    She made a gentle attempt to get free, and Martial placed her on the ground gently. Martha dropped onto her bottom, her legs folded and spread apart, she placed her hands on her knees and jutted her chest forward, her breasts jiggling in the process.  
 
    “I wish to submit myself to you, Master Martial. My mind, body and soul are yours to command for eternity, if you would take me as your apprentice?”  
 
    Martial reached down and grabbed Martha by her hair. He pulled her up to her feet, and some more until she stood tip toed. “I do take you as my apprentice,” he said, as he kissed her on the lips.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It hadn’t been part of Martial’s plan to spend time in Cornhill-on-Tweed. Truth was, he didn’t really have a solid plan. He had only recently decided to take on apprentices again as he was certain war with the demons would be inevitable.  
 
    He was sure Satan was back too.  
 
    What he didn’t understand was how Satan could be back. He was supposed to have died in Heaven, along with God and Lucifer. That would have been a strange sentence to any person from the twenty-first century, back when they worshiped God.  
 
    That was all wrong.  
 
    God wasn’t the creator of mankind, of everything. He was an entity from another parallel universe, or something like that. He and his angel kind were fleeing from monsters in their universe. They escaped into this universe by cutting through with the appropriately named Cutting Knife. That same knife had been used to kill God.  
 
    Satan was a demon from Hell, possibly the first demon, he was almost impossible to kill. Almost. Satan had been in the same room as God when an Immortal had stabbed God with the Cutting Knife. God exploded, and in the ensuing explosion, Satan died too, as did the Immortal.  
 
    But the Immortal came back from the dead, aided by Lucifer.  
 
    For much of human history, religion confused the two as being the same, Lucifer was synonymous with Satan.  
 
    It was far from the truth.  
 
    Lucifer was the first human on earth. Unlike other humans, he did not age or die, and he had powers. He was stronger and faster than any human, and he could control the earth, make it erupt and destroy entire forests. He could dig big holes in the ground simply by placing his hand on it, send spikes of rock flying through the air, gutting his enemies.  
 
    Despite being strong and almost invincible, Lucifer was no match for Satan or God.  
 
    The demons came from the ground, the angels came from above. They both wanted the souls of the humans, the souls that either rose up to Heaven or sunk down to Hell depending on whether the human died with a guilty or clean conscience.  
 
    Down in Hell, the demons used the human souls as slaves, and as material for their weapons.  
 
    Up in Heaven, God and his angels used the human souls to give them power and live for ever.  
 
    Either way, it had been a shit arrangement for humans. With God and Satan against him, Lucifer didn’t stand a chance.  
 
    That was, until he merged his soul with an Immortal. In his final act, Lucifer and the Immortal used the Cutting Knife to kill God and Satan. Lucifer died too, in the explosion. The Immortal was brought back to life by the souls in heaven.   
 
    He returned to earth to lead the humans as demons and angels poured into earth.  
 
    The humans were able to eventually hold their own once they got over the shock of seeing demons and angels. But only because God was dead, along with his Archangels. And so was Satan, and his less known sister, Satani.  
 
    The world was ravaged when war broke out between angels and demons. Humans left the twenty-first century with all its technological advances, military advances, and returned to what resembled the medieval period.   
 
    After battling for almost two hundred years, with the aid of Immortals, humans that did not die of natural causes, humans that were insanely strong and fast, a truce was reached. The land was divided between humans, demons and angels.  
 
    Aside from the occasional skirmishes, that truce had persisted for almost a hundred years. 
 
    But Martial feared that was going to come to an end.  
 
    If Satan really had returned, the demons would regain their advantage. It didn’t matter how many Immortals there were remaining, and how many Legacy descendants they had, they would not be enough to deal with Satan.  
 
    But despite knowing that, it wasn’t in Martial to just give up. He would do his best, train as many Legacies as possible and kill as many demons as he could. And for that reason, staying in Cornhill-on-Tweed a little longer would work. It would be a decent place to begin training his girls.   
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    Martial settled into Cornhill-on-Tweed and took over Flittick’s residence. It was perfect for a base. The house had many bedrooms, a large kitchen and the back garden was perfect for training.  
 
    Martial started the training immediately. Every morning, Michelle, Cassie and Martha would start training with their swords. Martha was the most skilled, and he let her supervise them. After practicing with swords, they moved onto physical exercise, doing laps around the large garden. From there one, they practiced the skills that were unique to Legacies.  
 
    Jumping.  
 
    It didn’t seem like much, but Legacies were able to jump to extraordinary heights. Martha began with a demonstration. Dropping to one knee, she stared up at the balcony on the second floor. Martial watched with mild interest as she leaped, rose up off the ground, past the first floor, past the railing on the second and landed on the balcony. It took some practice to get it right. He remembered his first time jumping, when he overshot his jump and flew over the warehouse rather than through the window on the second floor.  
 
    “Cassie,” Martha called down from the balcony. “You’re up.”  
 
    Cassie glanced at Martial before she strode up confidently. She didn’t even pause to assess the height. She leapt up and landed in the balcony, her landing as perfect as Martha’s.  
 
    Martha had underestimated the girls. It might have had something to do with the girls’ lack of heritage. She had no idea what generation Legacies they were, and possibly assumed that meant they were later generation. 
 
    Martial left them to their training and headed out. He had other things to take care of. Mounting his horse, he headed for the pub. The streets were quiet, as it usually was when a new Legacy took over. The townsfolk stayed hidden until the fighting was over, and until they knew what this new Legacy would be like.  
 
    The fighting was over, for the most part. Perry’s men had the senses to flee. He had other collaborators. There were the men working in the valley, mining it for materials that were used to create weapons. Martial would have to pay them a visit at some point. It was a fortunate town to stumble upon. Mines ready for building weapons were he to raise an army.  
 
    But that was for another time. Right now, he needed to sort out the women in the brothel. Many were kidnapped and forced into sexual slavery, all were treated badly. Mistress Atika, the brothel owner, would have to go.  
 
    And Martial had the perfect woman in mind to replace her.  
 
    To run the brothel.  
 
    Macy.  
 
    That’s where he was headed to now.  
 
    Martial dismounted outside the pub and fastened his black stallion to the pole. The pub was empty, not a single customer inside. Macy sat on a stool behind the bar, an empty glass before her, she looked bored.  
 
    Her face lit up as she spotted him walking in. “Martial,” she smiled. “Or shall I call you Master?” she winked.  
 
    “Apprenticeships are for Legacies only,” Martial said. “But I do have another proposition for you.”  
 
    “Oh?” Macy leaned over the counter and jutted her chest forward, pressing her breasts together. She was wearing a low-cut top that showed plenty cleavage. “And what might that be?”  
 
    “I want you to run the brothel.”  
 
    “What?” Macy frowned. “I thought you were going to ask something more personal…” her hand left the counter and trailed down his arm. Coming to his hand, she lifted it up and brought it to her bosom.  
 
    Martial pulled her top down, letting her large breasts hang out. She had large pink nipples. Martial took hold of them and pulled gently, watching her face as her eyes began to close, as her lips parted. He continued to play with her breasts until he bored of it and stopped suddenly.  
 
    “Want to go upstairs?” Macy asked, her breathing heavy. “Or we could do it here? Wherever you want. Whatever you want.”  
 
    “I want you to run the brothel,” Martial said. “Think about it. It’ll suit you well. You’re strict, so you’ll keep the girls in line. But you’re fair, so you’ll treat them well. And, I know you like girls, so… you can have fun with them.”  
 
    “I do like girls,” Macy said. “But I like you more.”  
 
    “Yes, but think how much fun we could have together when I come to see you, and you have the pick of girls for us to play with?”  
 
    Macy’s face lit up once more. “There are some hot girls working there… I’ve been a little partial to the darker girls,” she giggled.   
 
     “Great,” Martial said. “So, it’s settled. Let’s go.”  
 
    “Now?”  
 
    “No time like the present,” Martial said. “Who knows what the world will be like tomorrow,” or whenever Satan made an appearance, he thought, but didn’t say out loud. The name of the devil terrified even Legacies. He didn’t want to see what it would do to normal humans.   
 
    Macy walked around the counter, and as they made it to the door, she paused to fix her top, to put her breasts away.  
 
    “You really do have gorgeous breasts,” Martial said. “Shame you need to cover them up all the time.”  
 
    “Oh, I don’t need to cover them,” Macy said. She grabbed them with both hands and pressed them together. “If you like to see them on display, I’ll keep them out for you.”  
 
    Martial smiled. He was really beginning to like Macy. He slapped her bottom as they headed out and laughed as she yelped. It had been a hard strike. Harder than Martial had intended it to be. An easy thing to happen what with Legacies being so much stronger than humans.  
 
    Macy rubbed her bottom before she jumped onto his horse behind him. They set off for the whorehouse.  
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    With the sun now in the middle of the sky, a few of the townsfolk had ventured out. Seeing his black stallion striding down the road, they moved out of the way, some lowered their heads and pulled scarves of hoods over their heads, afraid of showing their faces. 
 
    It was a scene Martial had seen all too often. Demons were the real threat, or had been a hundred years ago. With relative peace in the lands, Immortals and Legacies changed. They went from being heroes to being the oppressors.  
 
    They ruled like kings and queens, with absolute authority. More than that, they began to see themselves as better than humans, separate than humans. It was a far cry from their origins. Only the Immortals knew where they had come from, but it was a secret they kept guarded well, a secret that Martial knew the truth of.  
 
    The whorehouse was devoid of customers. At this time of the day, most of its customers were out working, whether in the fields, the mines or their own little shops.  
 
    The front counter was empty, so Martial and Macy walked up the stairs to the rooms where the girls lived their entire lives, working, eating and sleeping.  
 
    The walls were dirty, with torn wallpaper hanging off in various parts. The corridor was long and narrow. It was poorly lit and the floor was full of rubbish, some of it paper, some of it plastic. A few of the doors were open, showing the rooms inside.  
 
    They were small, enough space for a single mattress that had been thrown on the floor, these were the rooms where the girls worked. Each room had a small cupboard full of sex toys. Different sizes and types of dildos, butt plugs, and more.  
 
    At the end, the corridor turned both left and right. One door to the right led into a large shower room. A black girl stood under the water, her hand on her cunt as she rubbed it. She barely flitted an eye as she spotted them.  
 
    Another door led into a room with three girls inside. Each girl was bound to a device that kept their heads down onto the ground, a pole going above their necks. Another pole rose off the ground, keeping their assess up in the air. A bar had been fastened to each girl’s ankles to keep their legs spread apart, and to keep the girls assess on display.  
 
    Each girl had a dildo in her pussy, and another in her ass.  
 
    “By Lucifer,” Macy muttered. “It’s kinda hot, but sadistic too.”  
 
    She skipped into the room and came to stand before the girls. Bending down, she placed a hand on one girl’s face. “She’s asleep. How long do you think they’ve been tied up like this?”  
 
    “Probably all night,” Martial muttered.  
 
    This scene wasn’t anything new to him. He’d seen much worse. He knew what was going on here too. The mistress of the whorehouse was stretching the girl’s cunts and their assess.   
 
    Some men liked women with tight assholes and cunts, other men liked them stretched out.  
 
    “Free them from the bondage and wake them up,” Martial said.  
 
    “Yes Sir,” Macy replied.  
 
    She got about her task eagerly and within a short period of time, unscrewed the bolts and removed the poles. Now free from their bondage, the three girls woke up from their slumber. Martial wondered if the girls had any clue of what was happening. Each girl crawled towards the wall and rested with their backs against it, the dildos and butt plugs still inside them, they sat on their bottoms.  
 
    “They look terrible,” Macy muttered, as she came to stand beside him.  
 
    She was right. The girls were dirty and scrawny. They had large breasts, and from what Martial remembered, curvy bottoms, but the flesh on the rest of their bodies was lacking, their ribcages showing clearly.  
 
    “They must be new,” Martial said. “Not yet sent out in the whorehouse, the mistress probably didn’t see any need in looking after them much until they were ready to be used.”  
 
    “What should we do?” Macy asked.  
 
    Martial sighed. In all his years on this planet, and it had been a great many years now, he still somehow couldn’t harden to human suffering. He picked up a girl in each arm, Macy took the other. He led them out of the room and down the corridor.  
 
    As they came to the centre of the corridor, he spotted a naked girl, her olive skin and hair wet, she had just stepped out of the shower. She stopped as she spotted them. 
 
    “We’re not open yet,” she said with a frown. “At least, I don’t think we are… unless… did mistress send you up? You must be one of her special guests.” There was sudden fear in her eyes. “How can I be of service?” she asked quickly. “I’ve been trained properly, all three of my holes can be used to your desires.”  
 
    “That’s great,” Martial muttered. “But for now, I need something else from you.”  
 
    “Of course, anything. My mind, body and soul are yours to command.”  
 
    Martial frowned. Those were the words Legacy apprentices said to their masters. It had to be a power thing for the humans, to pretend they were Legacies themselves with a bunch of apprentices, willing to devout their lives to them for their pleasure.  
 
    He told the girl what he wanted.  
 
    She nodded quickly and led them towards the shower room. Martial placed each girl on the cold tiled floor. Macy began to clean them with the shower head. The sudden burst of cold water jogged the girls, and they stared around, eyes wide.  
 
    Martial left the girls in Macy’s care. The olive-skinned girl had gone downstairs to prep food for the girls. He would come back to check on them later. Right now, he needed to find the mistress. 
 
    Martial headed back down the stairs and through the corridor that led to the kitchen. He passed the olive-skinned girl standing over the cooker and stepped out into the back garden. It was a scruffy garden, overgrown with weed, litter piled up in the corners. There was a single floor building at the end of the garden.  
 
    Martial marched over and pulled the door off its frame, his anger beginning to rise. He stepped inside and spotted the mistress immediately. She was a woman in her forties with distinct hair, half of it white, the other half black. She sat on a stool staring at her reflection in the dressing table mirror.  
 
    She was a pretty woman, for her age, with a good figure. She turned her head as she spotted him in the mirror.  
 
    “Hello handsome,” she smiled. “We’re not open yet, but for a guy like you, I’d be happy to accommodate any request?”  
 
    She was wearing a silk robe which she parted down the middle to show off her breasts. They were large, and with age, had sagged only a little. The mistress climbed to her feet and let the robe fall off completely. She was a short woman, but curvy with wide hips and a cunt that showed signs of childbirth.  
 
    “Actually, there is something you can do for me,” Martial said. He stepped up to her and took a nipple each between his fingers and pulled on them gently.  
 
    “Anything,” the mistress murmured.  
 
    “Great,” Martial said.  
 
    He let go of her nipples and reached down for her cunt. He pressed two fingers against her slit. They slid in with ease.  
 
    It wasn’t the easiest task to do, to pull a woman by the vagina, but going slowly, Martial led her out of her back room, down the garden and into the kitchen, where the olive-skinned girl was still busy preparing food.  
 
    He led the mistress into the reception room of the whorehouse. It was still empty.  
 
    “Sit,” he told her, and she sat on the floor, staring up at him with puppy eyes. Martial sighed. Sometimes, his aura was a curse. It made it harder for him to punish women when they deserved it. His aura made them so damned amenable.  
 
    Luckily, one this occasion, he wasn’t planning on doing the punishing.  
 
    “Stay,” Martial said, pointing a finger at her.  
 
    He left the room and dashed up the stairs. He found Macy in the shower room. She’d just finished cleaning the final girl.  
 
    “What do you think?” she asked, holding a hand out towards the girls, as if displaying his surprise present.  
 
    It was amazing what a shower could do to three dirty girls. They were still skinny, the flesh thin on their ribcages, their legs and arms slim. But they had nice breasts that were firm. Once upon a time, a look like this was all the rage.  
 
    “Good job,” Martial said. “I need you for something else now. Bring the girls.”  
 
    He walked down the stairs once more, Macy and the three girls in tow, once at the bottom, the naked girls were sent down the corridor and towards the kitchen, where food was being prepared for them.  
 
    Martial and Macy stepped into the reception room. Atika was still sitting on the floor naked. Her eyes lit up when she spotted him walking in, but they dimmed some when they fell upon Macy.  
 
    “What’s going on here?” Atika asked.  
 
    “Allow me to introduce you to Macy, your replacement.”  
 
    “Replacement?” Atika repeated. “I don’t understand?”  
 
    “Long story short, Flittick is dead, Perry is dead, the town is under new management and you’re fired. But, you won’t be able to leave immediately.” Martial began a slow stroll around the Mistress.  
 
    “You’ve been a naughty girl, Atika. You’re really hurt the girls in this brothel. You’re going to have to stay here awhile to make up for it. I’ve decided your punishment will be dished out by the girls.”  
 
    He stopped in front of Atika and placed his foot on her folded leg.  
 
    “Don’t worry, Macy here will ensure the girls don’t cause any permanent damage.” He turned to look at Macy. “Isn’t that right?”  
 
    Macy nodded eagerly, her eyes lighting up. “I’ll be gentle with her,” she winked.  
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    Martial returned to Flittick’s former home from the whorehouse alone. He’d left Macy in charge of the brothel. He liked the girl. She was cute and had a positive energy about her. 
 
    Macy took to the task of punishing the mistress with relish. She gathered a few girls from upstairs, and a whole bunch of sex toys, and explained to them what had happened. Then, she tied down the mistress to the same bondage they had found the three girls in one of the rooms above.  
 
    Despite the mistress naked on the floor, head down, a bar across her neck ensuring it stayed there, her ass up in the air, the girls from the brothel were still afraid. Macy started by whipping Atika on her round bottom. She struck her cunt and giggled in delight as Atika cried out.  
 
    Seeing the mistress helpless, a few of the girls braved it and joined in, whipping and slapping the mistress’s ass and cunt. One girl ran out from the small crowd and kicked the mistress in the cunt before running back.  
 
    When Martial returned to Flittick’s former residence, he found Martha waiting for him at the front of the house.  
 
    She gave him a quick update as he walked into the house. She knew of Cassie and Michelle’s history, namely, that they had none. Based on their strength and speed, she assumed they would be at least third generation Legacies.  
 
    “That’s good,” Martial said. “How about your two girls. What are they?” he asked, realising he knew very little about them.  
 
    “Fifth generation, but they’re very hard working.”  
 
    Fifth generation. Martial had met a few fifth generation Legacies. They were decent, and with enough training and dedication, they were formidable apprentices.  
 
    “I punched one in the face. Has she recovered?” Martial asked, as he climbed the stairs.  
 
    “She has recovered, thank you for asking,” Martha said, as she followed him up the stairs and into his bedroom.  
 
    Martial began to undress. It had been a long couple of days and he needed to shower. Having taken his shirt and jeans off, he pulled down his boxers and turned to face Martha, completely naked. “Did you need something?” he asked.  
 
    Martha didn’t respond. Her eyes were staring at his groin.  
 
    Martial clicked his fingers. “Hello. Over here,” he pointed at his face.  
 
    “Right, yes,” Martha mumbled. Her eyes took in a final view of his cock before she met his eyes. “Um, sorry… what was the question?”  
 
    “Bloody hell, Martha. Have you never seen a cock before?”  
 
    “Not one that big,” she muttered. “How big is it?”  
 
    “I’ll let you measure it another time,” Martial said. “Did you want something, or can I hit the shower?”  
 
    “Ah, yes. My girls, I mean… my apprentices. Your apprentices now, obviously. They haven’t been introduced to you yet. Not properly. It’ll only take a minute or two?”  
 
    Martial sighed. “Fine. Let’s go and meet them.”  
 
    “Great,” Martha flashed her winning smile.  
 
    He followed her out of the door naked. She led him down the corridor and into one of the bedrooms. The two girls stood at attention, waiting for him. Martial wondered how long they had been standing like that, just waiting for him. It could have been a while. Some of the masters that trained apprentices had a real Mr Miyagi about them.  
 
    “This is Jenna,” Martha said, pointing at the black apprentice. “And that’s Abby,” she pointed at the blond girl.  
 
    “Hey,” Martial waved at them. The girls exchanged glances, unsure of what to do. “Do you know how this works?”  
 
    Both girls shook their heads.  
 
    “Cool,” Martial pressed his hands together. “When your master either dies or becomes the apprentice to another master, you then belong to the master that either killed or conquered your master. Do you follow?”  
 
    Both girls nodded this time.  
 
    “Great. So, by law, you belong to me now. I am your master. But,” he paused for effect. “As I’m such a nice guy, I’m going to give you the option to leave without consequence or accept to be my apprentices. What would you like to do?”  
 
    Beside him, Martha took in a deep breath and stared at him, concern in her eyes. “What are you doing?” she whispered.  
 
    “Giving them a choice. Relax. Like any girl would ever say no to me.”  
 
    “These two might,” Martha hissed. “They’re both lesbians!”  
 
    Oh.  
 
    That made sense now. Martial was completely naked, and yet, neither girl seemed to be in awe of him. In fact, both girls had made a conscious effort to not look at his cock. And then, a thought occurred to him that made him shudder. What if both girls thought his cock was disgusting?  
 
    “I would like you to be my master,” Jenna, the black girl spoke first.  
 
    “Me too,” Abby said.  
 
    Beside him, Martha breathed out a sigh of relief. Despite her no longer being their master, she was pleased to have the girls around.  
 
    “Take your clothes off, drop to your knees and say your vows,” she commanded.  
 
    Both girls rushed to comply.  
 
    Martial watched with interest as they stripped their clothes off. As Legacies, the girls were naturally hot. And it had been a while since he had seen a black girl naked. As she pulled her leather trousers off and the red panties underneath, Martial stepped up to her.  
 
    He held her hands to her side to make her stand still. The girl froze, even her breathing stopped. He reached down and felt her pussy, pushing aside the black lips to reveal the pink that lay hidden. Martial stared at it as he subconsciously rubbed Jenna’s clit with his thumb. His cock began to rise and the tip touched her leg.  
 
    Jenna seemed to come to life at the touch. She took a deep breath, her body shaking ever so slightly. Martial stopped rubbing her cunt and watched her as she brought her body under control. Then, she reached for his cock and taking it in her hands, she began to stroke it.  
 
    It wasn’t the greatest hand job Martial had ever had, but then, the girl was a lesbian, apparently. She had small breasts for a Legacy, and Martial fondled them somewhat absently as she continued to stroke his cock.  
 
    He was horny now, but not for a disinterested lesbian with small tits. He disengaged with Jenna. Both girls dropped to their knees, completely naked, they vowed to devout their mind, body and souls to him for all eternity, for every purpose that fit him.  
 
    Martial left the room, going off in search for someone to fuck, and a cold shower after. He felt satisfied with how things were coming along. He had stumbled upon a good town to start with. It had a wall, though it wasn’t the tallest, the thickest, or even made with brick and mortar, but it was a wall, nonetheless.  
 
    The town was relatively wealthy. It was surrounded by good farming land and was in possession of a mine from which weapons could be built.  
 
    The town had three Legacies, again, a decent number to begin with. The women in the brothel, once they recovered from the tortures and horrors Flittick and the mistress had put them through, some would be angry and want revenge. That anger could be used to turn them into soldiers for his new army.  
 
    Five Legacies and a potential human army was an excellent start considering it had been less than a week since Martial decided to take on apprentices and start his own little force.  
 
    Now, all he needed was some firm breasts and a tight pussy to fuck.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Cassie lay on the hard floor and stared up at the ceiling. She was exhausted, both mentally and physically. The dim light that shone in through the stained window signalled the approaching start of the day for her and Michelle.  
 
    A week had passed since they came to this town. A week that had started with uncertainty for the girls. Uncertain of their new master, uncertainty about his intentions, of whether he was really just selling the girls off to the brothel, or if he really did have a mission for them.  
 
    When they were taken to Flittick’s house, they were still none the wiser of what Martial’s real intentions were. Prior to taking them on as an apprentices, he had shown little character traditional amongst Legacies. He hadn’t seemed lordly, but rather the opposite, a drunken lout.       
 
    It was faith that decided it for Cassie. Michelle had a good feeling about Martial, and Cassie felt something similar, though neither had any reason to. So, when they were alone with Flittick, they didn’t hesitate in killing him.  
 
    What happened after wasn’t exactly a glowing success, and Cassie feared something like this wouldn’t have worked had they been in a larger town with more Legacies. Thankfully, Martial was able to subdue Martha and add to his collection of apprentices. 
 
    Of which he now had five.  
 
    There was that girl from the bar, Macy, who although not an apprentice, did spend a lot of time with Martial. She had large tits and was now in charge of the whorehouse. It made sense that Martial wasn’t around. He was probably spending most of his time with Macy in said whorehouse.  
 
    Cassie wasn’t jealous.  
 
    Okay, that wasn’t entirely accurate.  
 
    She was a little jealous.  
 
    Her and Michelle had vowed their minds, bodies and souls to Martial, yet they rarely saw him. Their training was conducted by Martha. The third generation Legacy was perfectly capable, but it wasn’t what either girl had signed up for.  
 
    They had signed up to be tutored by Martial, to serve him. But, in the past week, they barely saw him.  
 
    As the light shining in through the window fell on Cassie’s face, she decided to get up.  
 
    She was tired, but sleep was hard to come by of late. Her body ached from the rigorous training. There was little respite at night. She and Michelle had a room to themselves. A room that had been stripped of all furniture.  
 
    They slept on the floor, on the thin carpet that had not been removed. And they had one pillow to share between the two girls. Not even a blanket. Thankfully, the weather was warm, and she had Michelle’s body heat too.  
 
    Cassie climbed to her feet and stretched. She walked up to the window and opened it to let in the morning breeze. It brushed against her naked body, against her hanging breasts, through her loins. It reminded her how long it had been since she’d been intimate with someone.  
 
    Cassie picked up her black panties and bra and pulled them on. After that, she picked up the thin piece of white cloth and wrapped it around her waist. It barely covered her ass, and the slightest movement revealed the black lacy panties she wore underneath. She had another piece of cloth that she wrapped around her chest.  
 
    The rest of her belongings had been taken by order of Martha.  
 
    Cassie didn’t hate the woman. But she didn’t like her either. And it was hard to follow orders from a woman she did not like.  
 
    But that was her lot in life now. Until Martial said otherwise.  
 
    She wondered what he was doing now.  
 
    The morning was still young, the light shining in through the window was dim. The house was quiet too. Not even the cleaners or cooks were up.  
 
    There was a good chance Martial was still in bed.  
 
    Leaving Michelle sleeping like a baby, Cassie slipped out of the room and walked down the corridor until she came to the stairs. Martial had taken residence on the third floor. She had been in his room once. It was fit for a king, in her opinion.  
 
    The carpet was thick, not unlike the thin rag in her room. The windows were wide and had lush purple curtains. A glass door led to the largest balcony in the house, so big, it had a small garden growing in it. To the left of the room were settees surrounding a low table. In the centre was a four-poster bed.  
 
    Martial was asleep on the bed.  
 
    His long body was sprawled over it, naked. But he wasn’t alone. Martha was there too, along with Jenna and Abby. All three girls were naked. Martha and Abby slept either side of Martial, whilst, Jenna, the black girl, slept lower down the bed, her head beside Martial’s cock.  
 
    Cassie entered the room and tiptoed to the edge of the bed. Jenna wasn’t just sleeping beside Martial’s cock, she had it in her mouth. Though she was asleep, her mouth moved occasionally, much like a sleeping babe did when it suckled on its mother’s teat.  
 
    Cassie felt a pang of jealously in her heart.  
 
    Cassie and Michelle were Martial’s first apprentices. It should have been them here, sleeping on the comfortable bed beside Martial, tending to his every need. Instead, she and Michelle slept on the floor, now ruled over by Martha.  
 
    Martha who let her own apprentices share the bed with Martial.  
 
     That cock of his… it was something else. Magnificent and frightening in equal measure, she wondered if she could even accommodate it.  
 
    Subconsciously, Cassie reached down, her fingers breached the cloth that wrapped around her waist, and the panties beneath it. Her pussy was wet as her fingers parted the lips. She dug two fingers in as her thumb rubbed her clit.  
 
    Cassie imagined it was her on the bed, lying where the black girl lay. She imagined taking Martial’s cock in her mouth, taking it deep down her mouth, down her throat. She imagined Martial running his fingers through her hair, grabbing her head with his powerful hands, fucking her mouth first, before throwing her on the bed and mounting her.  
 
    Soft moans escaped her lips as her fingers worked on her cunt. The noises were enough to wake Martha, who now stared at Cassie with tired eyes.  
 
    “What are you doing?” she asked, her voice quiet so as not to wake Martial.  
 
    Cassie stopped what she was doing, pulling her hand away from her pussy, it now rested by her side, her face flushed in shame.  
 
    “You were playing with yourself, weren’t you?” Martha asked.  
 
    Cassie felt her face burning as she nodded.  
 
    “You dirty little whore. What were you thinking about as you played with yourself?”  
 
    Cassie didn’t want to respond. She felt anger rise inside her. Martha wasn’t her master. She didn’t have the right to speak with her like that. But, another part of her knew that wasn’t true.  
 
    This was the life of an apprentice. She was still Martial’s apprentice, and her vows had been made to him alone. Her vows to give him her mind, body and soul. But if Martial wanted Martha to take control of her mind, body and soul, he had that right.  
 
    Her anger faded away as her eyes fell to the ground. She told Martha what she had been thinking about as she played with herself, that she was fantasizing of Martial taking her roughly.  
 
    “You’re undisciplined,” Martha said. “Lick your fingers clean, then get out of here. Your training will have to change.”  
 
    Cassie raised her hand to her mouth and sucked on her fingers, tasting the juices from her pussy. And then, she turned and quietly left the room, her face still burning.  
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    Later that day, after breakfast, Cassie and Michelle were in the rear garden of Flittick’s mansion. They held swords in hand and practiced with each other under the close supervision of Martha. Both girls were getting better at swordplay, learning how to handle the weapons, how to be one with them so that it was more an extension of their bodies and not a separate entity.  
 
    Cassie always preferred to go on the offensive when they trained, and as per usual, Michelle parried her strikes, dodged and ducked, and occasionally hit back.  
 
    “You’re getting better,” Martha said. She stood on the veranda, leaning against the white pillar, her arms folded across her chest. “Both of you. I think it’s time to get you some armour.”  
 
    Cassie’s eyes lit up at the mention of armour. It was one of the things that made Legacies stand out from ordinary humans. Legacies recovered quickly from injuries, and they didn’t die from diseases. It meant their armour didn’t have to cover their entire body. It could be lightweight too.  
 
    That was how most female Legacies dressed. With straps of metal that protected their breasts, their pussy, and some on their arms and calves.  
 
    The men tended to wear full-fitting armour that covered their entire chest, arms and legs.  
 
    Martial was the exception. He walked around in black jeans and a leather jacket that had seen better days.  
 
    Cassie and Michelle followed Martha to the front of the house, where the horses were tied. Seeing her white mare, Cassie rushed over and wrapped her arms around the neck, pressing her forehead against her horse’s forehead. 
 
    She had missed really missed the creature, and back in Coldstream, not a day passed without her riding it. Here in Cornhill-on-Tweed, an entire week had passed without her riding her horse. Cassie was about to jump onto the saddle when Martha grabbed her hand.  
 
    “Take your clothes off,” she said.  
 
    “My clothes?” Cassie asked. “Aren’t we leaving now?”  
 
    “We are,” Martha replied, her voice calm but firm.  
 
    “But the townsfolk will see me naked,” she muttered, before a frown appeared on her face. Martha already knew that. “Why?”  
 
    “You’re not afraid, are you?”  
 
    “Not afraid… maybe ashamed some,” she mumbled.  
 
    “You have nothing to be ashamed of,” Martha said. Her hand reached for the cloth that was wrapped around Cassie’s chest. She tugged on it gently and it came off. Underneath, Cassie was wearing a black lace bra, her nipples pressed against the mesh, completely visible. “Legacies should feel no shame nor fear,” Martha said, her eyes on Cassie’s breasts. 
 
    “Didn’t you fear Perry?” Cassie asked.  
 
    Martha’s eyes shot up. “You know why you’re going to be naked for this trip? You need to be taught some humility. You need to know your place,” Martha said, her tone sharp.  
 
    She grabbed Cassie’s bra and pulled. Cassie jerked forward as the bra tore, and she bumped into Martha, who then grabbed the cloth that was wrapped around her waist and tore that off too, along with her black panties. She then pushed Cassie back, causing her to bump into her horse.  
 
    Cassie’s arms came up, one covered her breasts, the other rested on her exposed pussy. She stared at Martha, eyes wide in shock. 
 
    “Do you have something else to say?” Martha asked.  
 
    She strode towards Cassie, her long legs coming out from the slits cut across her dress, almost prancing. Talking hold of Cassie’s hands, she pulled them down and away from her breasts, which hung down, reminding Cassie of how large they were. Martha grabbed the nipples and squeezed. “You’re a mighty Legacy, aren’t you? Surely you have something to say? Yes?”  
 
    Cassie shook her head.  
 
    “I couldn’t hear you,” Martha said, her fingers tightening on Cassie’s nipples.  
 
    “I don’t have anything to say,” Cassie mumbled.  
 
    “Mistress,” Martha said. She gave Cassie’s nipples another squeeze. “You will call me mistress.” She let go of Cassie’s nipples and slapped her exposed cunt. “Now get on your horse!”  
 
    Martha turned and walked towards her own horse, leaving Cassie alone to gather her thoughts. She rubbed her nipples gently, trying to ease the pain. Michelle had already mounted her horse, and she stared down at Cassie, sympathy in her eyes.    
 
    Michelle still wore the two strips of cloth that wrapped around her waist and breasts. Cassie never thought she would miss the tiny thin strips of cloth that protected their modesty. But then, she never imagined having to ride through town, horseback, completely naked.  
 
    Knowing she had little choice in the matter, Cassie decided to make the best of it. She mounted her horse. Her round breasts bounced as she straightened her back. Martha was right about one thing. Legacies should not be ashamed of anything, and most certainly not of their perfect bodies.  
 
    Cassie would not be ashamed, nor would she show any fear. Her heart raced as they exited the front gate, but she maintained a calm posture as Martha glanced back, a twinkle in her eyes. Cassie would not give that bitch the satisfaction of knowing she was afraid.  
 
    The journey through town wasn’t as bad as she expected, considering how she was completely naked.  
 
    After passing the first group of townsfolk walking along the sides of the road, Cassie felt more confident. The townsfolk were ordinary humans. And one thing she knew about ordinary humans was that they looked at Legacies as something different. The disadvantage to that growing up had meant she didn’t have many friends. The advantage to that was, when a Legacy rode through the town naked, they didn’t think much of it either.  
 
    Sure, the men would love to ogle her body, but most were afraid to do that to a Legacy, especially one they did not know. Doing something like that to an unknown Legacy could result in death.  
 
    The weather was warm, the skies clear. The sun shone on Cassie’s bare skin and she soaked it up, tilting her head back, her eyes weighed heavy, the warmth making her feel drowsy. Her mare trod gently down the road, following behind Martha. The gentle rise and fall of the saddle rubbed against her exposed pussy.  
 
    It was uncomfortable at first, but after adjusting her bottom some, it began to feel good.  
 
    Too good…  
 
    Cassie glanced at Martha, hoping the Legacy wouldn’t notice what was happening. She’d already been caught once today enjoying herself. Martha seemed to delight in tormenting her. Cassie didn’t want to give her any reason to do so.  
 
    They made it to the blacksmith’s without incident. After dismounting their horses, Cassie felt some of her shame return. The blacksmith was a burly man with a large beard and a boisterous attitude. It seemed he knew Martha too, which made sense. She was the Legacy in town after all.  
 
    “Oh my of my,” the blacksmith, whose name was John, marvelled as he ogled Cassie. “She’s naked already!”  
 
    “Yes. This one has a bit of a problem with keeping her clothes on,” Martha replied.  
 
    “It’s how you like them, isn’t it?” John roared out in laughter. 
 
    Martha grinned, and John wrapped his arm around her as they walked into his workshop.  
 
    Great. They were good friends.  
 
    “Are you not coming?” Michelle asked, standing by the door.  
 
    Cassie felt apprehensive about walking inside with Martha and her best friend. She glanced at her horse before her gaze turned towards the road. It would be so easy to jump on and run away. But she couldn’t do that. She couldn’t leave behind her vows and her true master, Martial.  
 
    She would toughen it out.  
 
    Taking a deep breath, Cassie joined Michelle and walked into John’s workshop.  
 
    It was hot and stuffy inside. There was a stone and brick forge in the corner, from which hot air rose up. In the centre was a large table full of tools. Hanging from the wall was a variety of weapons, swords of different lengths, curves and thickness, large hammers, spears, bats with spikes protruding from every side. There was armour too. Most of it was traditional armour and for use by humans.  
 
    But in the corner of the room, there was one piece of armour that caught Cassie attention.  
 
    It rested against wood painted purple. The metal was silvery, with lines painted in a shining green. The bra was looped by a chain, the metal armour that would cover from the waist down was the same shape and size of the black panties Cassie had been wearing.  
 
    Only a Legacy would dare to wear something like that. It was light and protected the modesty, kept the breasts held back, and protected the chest. Usually, female Legacies kitted it out with thin plates of armour that hung down from their shoulders, all the way to their wrists.  
 
    “What can I do for you Martha?” John asked.  
 
    Cassie turned her attention back to Martha and John and frowned. This John fella was far too familiar with Martha, using her name. Not many Legacies liked the common folk using their names.  
 
    “I’d like armour designed for my two new apprentices,” Martha said.  
 
    Cassie almost opened her mouth to say that she wasn’t Martha’s apprentice, but decided it wasn’t worth the trouble.  
 
    “Of course,” John said. “Let’s see what we’re working with.”  
 
    “Take your clothes off,” Martha said.  
 
    “I’m already naked,” Cassie muttered.  
 
    “Not you, dummy,” Martha said. “You,” she pointed at Michelle.  
 
    Michelle’s cheeks were positively red as she began to undress. When she was naked, she came to stand beside Cassie. John walked around them, feeling their bodies, he started with Michelle and began by cupping her breasts. His hands moved down her body and he parted her legs. 
 
    “Dry,” he muttered, as he touched her pussy.  
 
    He turned Michelle around and felt her ass, tugged at the cheeks.  
 
    When he was done, he moved to Cassie and repeated the process, beginning with cupping her breasts. Cassie held her breath as his hands moved down her body, down her naval. She parted her legs in anticipation.  
 
    John grinned as he touched her pussy. “She’s wet,” he said triumphantly.  
 
    “She’s a horny one alright,” Martha said.  
 
    John’s finger dug into her pussy and slipped in with ease. Cassie wasn’t turned on by this at all. She found John to be repulsive. But not having had any intimacy for over a week, and having sat naked on the horse, her pussy rubbing against the saddle, she was still moist.  
 
    “Can I borrow this one for some fun?” John asked.  
 
    “Unfortunately, not,” Martha replied. “They belong to Martial, as do I,” she added. “He doesn’t strike me as the type to share his girls with other men.”  
 
    “Ah, yes, the new Legacy in charge of the town,” John said, nodding somewhat grimly. He grabbed a tape measure from the worktop and returned to take measurements of the girls.  
 
    “What’s he like?” John asked, as he wrapped the tape measure around Cassie’s chest.  
 
    “I don’t know him that well yet. He’s strong, but he only had two apprentices before coming here.”  
 
    “Only two? What generation is he?”  
 
    “I don’t know… he didn’t say.”  
 
    “Are you sure you can’t defeat him?” John asked, as he moved down to measure Cassie’s waist.  
 
    “It doesn’t matter anymore. I’ve given myself as an apprentice to him,” Martha replied.  
 
    “Mhmm,” John murmured.  
 
    He finished his measuring and began to discuss armour options for the girls. As expected, Cassie and Michelle had no input on what they would wear to battle. But it was to be traditional Legacy armour for women. Little in the way of actually protecting the body, more in looking sexy. It wouldn’t have worked for normal humans, but Legacies ability to heal incredibly quickly made it workable.  
 
    They left the workshop with a plan to return two weeks later. John said he would have it ready that soon. He always prioritised Legacy work, dropping everything else to focus on that.  
 
    And of course, he would do anything for Martha, he added. Anything she wanted…  
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    For the rest of that day, Martha made Cassie stay naked. Cassie got used to it, and she was glad to be back behind the walls of Flittick’s former house. After a lunch of bread with beef stew, the girls were back out in the rear garden, this time practicing hand-to-hand combat.  
 
    Martha guided them on grappling techniques and demonstrated on Cassie. She grabbed her in a headlock and turned her body and using that force, she threw Cassie onto the floor. Before Cassie had a chance to get up, Martha was on top of her, her knee pressed down on Cassie’s chest, her fist came an inch away from striking her face.  
 
    “Throw them to the ground, make use of your advantage and make sure they don’t get back up,” Martha said.  
 
    As Martha moved on, Cassie sat on her bottom, feeling tired and annoyed. She was still naked. Martha had yet to give her clothes back. She was getting used to being naked, but having been thrown to the ground in the soft earth amongst the grass, she missed her clothes.  
 
    Clothes were a natural barrier to dirt getting into awkward places. Michelle came over and helped her up. Cassie brushed the dirt off her ass and pussy.  
 
    “She really doesn’t like you,” Michelle murmured as she grabbed Cassie’s left ass cheek and pulled it aside. With her other hand, she brushed away the grass that was stuck in between the cheeks. “What did you do to piss her off?”  
 
    Cassie shrugged. “I don’t think I did anything. She’s just a bitch.”  
 
    “That she is,” Michelle nodded. “But it might be easier for you if you tried to not wind her up.”  
 
    “And what have I done to wind her up?” Cassie asked with a frown.  
 
    “Nothing you’ve done…” Michelle said.  
 
    “Go on, don’t hold back.”  
 
    “Well…” Michelle stopped once more.  
 
    “I’m all ears,” Cassie grumbled.  
 
    “It’s stuff like that. You’re a bit passive-aggressive-ish,” she said.  
 
    “Yeah?”  
 
    “See, you’re doing it now too,” Michelle said as she playfully thumped Cassie on the arm. “It’s like, when she tells you to do something, you do it, but it’s obvious you don’t want to do it. And sometimes, you say something before you do it. And that something isn’t positive. Do you know what I mean?”  
 
    “I know you talk a lot more than you used to,” Cassie shot back.  
 
    “Just trying to help,” Michelle said, her face fallen.  
 
    Cassie took a deep breath and pulled Michelle in close. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I know you’re trying to help. It’s just… this wasn’t what I was expecting life to be like.”  
 
    “It wasn’t?” Michelle asked. “Because its exactly what I thought it would be like. We’re part of a team now. Martial has five apprentices and a town. That’s remarkably quick. We spend everyday training. We’ve gotten so much better in the past week. I feel much more capable now than I did a week ago.”  
 
    All of what Michelle was saying was true.  
 
    The circumstances they were in was enviable, and beyond Cassie’s dreams. When both girls had decided to ask Martial to be their master, they knew little about him.  
 
    What they did know was that he was a Legacy, a Legacy that didn’t have a single apprentice, or a settlement, village or town. They didn’t know what generation he was, if he was a powerful Legacy, or if he was seventh, or even eighth generation.  
 
    There was a lot of risk to being apprentices to later generation Legacies.  
 
    They could have ended up moving from town to town, dealing with local troubles, or Martial could have taken them to a large town or even a city, where he could have taken on a Legacy as his mistress. Sure, they were now having to follow Martha, but Martial was still in charge.  
 
    They had a town now, remarkably quickly, and they were training every day, getting better, learning new techniques.  
 
    Michelle watched her carefully. “It’s Martial, isn’t it?”  
 
    “What about him?” Cassie asked, her voice guarded.  
 
    “You like him.”  
 
    “He’s our master.”  
 
    “Yes, but you like him. You want to be intimate with him.”  
 
    “Don’t you?” Cassie shot back.  
 
    “I do… but,” she shrugged. “He’s our master. We might not know what generation he is, but he’s capable. It’s likely he’s going to have a lot more apprentices as time passes.”  
 
    “It’s not like I’m expecting him to devout himself to me,” Cassie muttered.  
 
    “Good,” Michelle said. She ran her fingers through Cassie’s hair. “If you’re feeling lonely at night, I’m always around,” she said softly.  
 
    Cassie pulled Michelle in for a hug. It felt good to hold the girl. Being the only two Legacies in Coldstream, living in the same house, the girls were close. On lonely nights, after copious amounts of wine, the girls had even found comfort in each other’s arms. Usually, those nights began with Michelle initiating with a kiss.    
 
    Cassie put those thoughts out of her mind. Sure, she was horny, but it was Martial’s hard cock she wanted badly. Not Michelle’s soft and tender lips. At least, not while she was still sober.  
 
    And there was no chance Martha would allow her to drink any alcohol.    
 
    Cassie was exhausted, and it felt good to hug Michelle. She could have stayed in that position forever. But then, a bunch of ordinary humans began to walk into the garden, being led by Macy, the barmaid that had taken them to the whorehouse.  
 
    “What’s going on?” Cassie asked, as Macy pranced over to them.  
 
    “Martial’s new army,” Macy said.  
 
    “Where did he find all these women?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “From the brothel. He gave them the option to join his army, now that Perry and his men are gone, we’re going to need someone to look after the town if demons attack. Legacies are great,” Macy winked at them. “But they’re too few.”  
 
    “So… these girls are from the brothel, huh?” Cassie asked.  
 
    “Yup,” Macy said, beaming. “They are very well behaved too, if you know what I mean,” she chuckled.  
 
    Cassie feared she knew exactly what Macy meant.  
 
    It was just great.  
 
    Just fucking fantastic.  
 
    If it wasn’t bad enough having to vie for Martial’s attention when there were four other Legacies, now she had a whole bunch of girls to contend with. A bunch of girls that had worked in a brothel, they would be very accommodating to Martial’s every need, that would be able to do crazy freaky shit that she couldn’t even possibly imagine.  
 
    Sure, Legacies were hotter, more perfect physically, but that didn’t always matter.  
 
    Sometimes, guys liked a girl with small tits, sometimes guys liked a short girl, one that didn’t have a perfectly round ass. Now, Martial had at his disposal everything a guy could ask for.  
 
    Cassie marched over to the veranda where her sword lay. She picked it up and headed towards the training dummy. She really needed to get Martial out of her head.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 21 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    There was a buzz about Flittick’s former mansion, now renamed the Hall of Legacies. It had been Martha’s suggestion to do so. Cassie thought it a bit much but kept that opinion to herself.  
 
    There over twenty girls from the brothel that had decided to join Martial’s army. They ranged in age from eighteen to thirty-nine, and in shape too, from tall and skinny, to short and curvy.  
 
    A few of the girls were gorgeous enough to make Cassie feel jealous.  
 
    She wondered where all this feeling had come from, this jealously. It wasn’t like her to be jealous of men. Sure, she had never actually met a guy like Martial. He was a Legacy, powerful to the point where, she thought she could literally feel his strength, his aura radiating from him.  
 
    The new girls were given quarters in the ground floor of the house, towards the back, six or seven girls per room. The first floor of the house was reserved for apprentices, the third floor of the house for Martial. Though Martha had quarters on the first floor, she, along with her two apprentices, Jenna and Abby, had spent the past week sharing Martial’s room.  
 
    Cassie was still the only girl without any clothes. She felt it more that night, when they sat in the dining room. The table had been removed, and every girl sat on the floor, bowls of food placed in front of them by the cook, Joanna. She was a large woman with a bright smile, and she filled every bowl with whatever she cooked.  
 
    Michelle sat beside her as they tucked into their meal of beef stew and bread. They seemed to eat that a lot.  
 
    “Joanna’s a good cook, but I really miss Coldstream and the pub,” Michelle said.  
 
    “I miss clothes,” Cassie muttered. “It’s not comfortable sitting naked on this floor.” 
 
    “Yeah, that must suck,” Michelle said as she broke a bit of bread and dipped it into the gravy. “How long do you think she will keep you naked?”  
 
    “Forever, probably,” Cassie muttered. “She seems like that sort of bitch.”  
 
    Michelle gasped, and then coughed on her food. She gulped water down, and then jammed her elbow into Cassie’s rib. It was a gentle nudge.  
 
    “Don’t say that,” she hissed.  
 
    “Or what? The ground will open up, demons will pour out and eat my brains?”  
 
    “Don’t say that either,” Michelle muttered. “It’s not funny when Martial does it, it certainly isn’t funny when you do it.”  
 
    Michelle was right about that.  
 
    It certainly wasn’t funny when Martial said those sorts of things. But he usually only said it after saying the word Satan out loud. It was a forbidden word to use, every human knew that. Bad things happened when the devil’s name was used.  
 
    “Why do you think he does it?” Cassie asked.  
 
    “Say the devil’s name?” Michelle shrugged. “He’s different, isn’t he? He’s not like Martha, all serious and stuff.”  
 
    It was true, Martial was a lot more laid back about things. But there was a line that shouldn’t be crossed. No one should mention the devil’s name. Even if the ground didn’t open up and demons pour out to eat devour their souls, saying the name was bad luck.  
 
    Cassie and Michelle finished the rest of their meal in silence, each girl dwelling on what the future held for them. After they were done, they took their dishes to the kitchen and tidying up after themselves, they climbed the stairs to their room.  
 
    It was a large room, looking even larger thanks to being completely bare of any type of furniture. Cassie was exhausted. It had been another day full of sword play, grappling, running through obstacle courses and more.  
 
    The floor was hard, the pillow almost as hard, but she didn’t notice it as she lay down and closed her eyes. She felt Michelle snuggle up to her, felt her breasts rubbing against her back. She opened her eyes and turned.  
 
    Michelle’s pretty face stared at her, a smile on her lips, a twinkle in her deep eyes.  
 
    “You’re naked,” Cassie said.  
 
    “I thought you could use some… intimacy,” Michelle said.  
 
    “We’re usually drunk when we do that…”  
 
    “Right. I don’t think Martha would be pleased if we had wine without her permission.”  
 
    She was right. That Martha was a bitch.  
 
    “I’ve never done this sober… I’m really tired too,” Cassie said.  
 
    Michelle sighed. “You know you need to do this at some point, and without being drunk, right?”  
 
    Michelle was right. Masters always had more than one apprentice, and Martial was no exception. He already had five apprentices, three of whom shared his bed every night. He also now had a small force of humans, all of whom were girls, and all of whom used to work in a brothel. How long before those girls literally threw themselves at him?  
 
    “Ok, fine,” Cassie said.  
 
    “That’s the spirit,” Michelle muttered.  
 
    She kissed Cassie on the lips. It was a gentle kiss. “I’ll tell you what, and only because you’re really tired, and Martha has been picking on you a little bit, you close your eyes and go to sleep. I’ll do all the work.”  
 
    “Sounds good,” Cassie said.  
 
    She closed her always almost instantly.  
 
    Her body tensed as Michelle sucked on her breasts. It relaxed pretty quickly. It felt damned good!  
 
    Michelle moved down, licking her navel area, until her tongue came to Cassie’s pussy. Her tongue worked magic, pushing aside the lips, probing inside, applying pressure to her clit. It felt so good. For the first time in a week, Cassie felt relaxed and calm as Michelle brought her to orgasm.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 22 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Two weeks later, John, the local blacksmith, arrived with the body armour for the apprentices. Cassie had just finished doing the obstacle course. It had been set up by Martha in the rear garden, and it consisted of a bunch of hoops, a large ditch, a pond and a thirty-foot wall to climb over. There was no rope, obviously. But the wall did have bricks protruding out to grip as the apprentices leapt off the ground.  
 
    Cassie always tried to jump over the wall in a single go. She hadn’t been able to manage it yet, but she was getting closer.  
 
    Having worked up a sweat, Cassie walked towards the veranda and the bottles of water that were sitting on the table. She was still naked, and the sweat dripped down her body. A girl stood by the veranda, leaning against the pillar, she watched Cassie as she approached.  
 
    “You’re Cassie, aren’t you? You’re a Legacy,” the girl said.  
 
    “That I am,” Cassie huffed, tired.  
 
    She picked up a bottle of water, unscrewed the lid and gulped half of it down. The remaining half, she poured it on her head. The water trickled down her sweating body, cooling it down.  
 
    “You nearly did it this time,” the girl said.  
 
    “Sorry?”  
 
    The girl pointed at the wall at the end of the obstacle course. “You nearly reached the top.”  
 
    “I’ll do it one day,” Cassie said.  
 
    She felt her round breasts hanging loose, nothing to hold them up. She really missed her bras. Running an obstacle naked had its advantages, but it had its disadvantages too. The breasts were a major distraction, constantly bouncing up and down with every step.  
 
    “What’s your name?” Cassie asked.  
 
    The girl introduced herself as Gloria. She was nineteen years old and had been at the brothel for four years. She’d started young, she said with a nervous giggle. Life there was harsh. The mistress was not kind. Gloria couldn’t see any light at the end of the tunnel, until Martial came in and saved them.  
 
    Martial offered every girl the option to leave, but Gloria had nowhere to go. Her parents died in a fire a year before she was kidnapped. 
 
    She jumped at the chance to join his army, to fight back against those that did wrong.  
 
    “There were a lot of wrong ones in my village,” Gloria said. “There were a lot of wrong ones in this town too, until Master Martial set them straight. They might come back you know… Perry might be dead, but his men, they were bad too. Some of them hurt me…” she said, her voice fading. “But if they come back, we will be ready.”  
 
    Gloria had said the word we. Cassie hoped she wasn’t in this town for long. She wanted to head out to where the demons were. Be that the border towns, or even over the mountains in what was formerly known as Scotland, but now fondly referred to as Demon Land.  
 
    She said as much to Gloria too.  
 
    “Demons?” Gloria frowned. “Like… actual demons?”  
 
    Cassie nodded. She told Gloria where she was from. Coldstream was a settlement furthest north of Immortal Queen Margaret’s kingdom. Over the past few years, demons had begun to cross the mountainous border that separated their kingdom from Demon Land.  
 
    Cassie didn’t mention one of the reasons for that was the desertion of the Queen’s border patrols from their posts along the mountain range.  
 
    She told how she came to meet Martial, a lone Legacy who was travelling around the border settlements, killing demons. She told how they travelled towards the mountains and found the demons camped by the foothills. Martial battled their leader and sent the demons packing.  
 
    She knew from that moment that Martial was the one.  
 
    She didn’t know it then, but recollecting the events, Cassie realised that was the moment she knew Martial would be the man who she would give her body, mind and soul to. 
 
    She had been sceptical about him when he first arrived, but seeing him deal with the demons, so calm and collected, walking into a camp of the fearsome creatures from Hell, she wished she could be that fearless in the face of what seemed certain death.  
 
    “Holy Lucifer,” Gloria gasped. “I… I didn’t… do I have to face demons?” she asked, her skin now ghostly white.  
 
    “Maybe not,” Cassie said. “But you should be prepared for everything.”  
 
    “Demons…” Gloria murmured. “Are they as scary as the stories?”  
 
    Cassie didn’t get to respond. Had she had the chance; she would have answered with a no. Demons are far more frightening than the stories. But Cassie didn’t get a chance to say that, probably for the better for Gloria, who was afraid already.  
 
    Abby appeared by the door leading into the house. “Martha wants to see you,” she said. “Your armour is here.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Martha and Michelle were already in the room when Cassie arrived.  
 
    Michelle was standing naked in front of a floor length mirror. Their armour was on the table. Cassie already knew what to expect, having seen the armour worn by some female Legacies, and knowing it was Martha choosing the design. She wasn’t at all surprised to see what was essential a bra made with silvery metal and painted with purple strips. The other piece looked like a thong, except…. 
 
    Cassie picked up the thong-like armour and felt the two protruding bits of metal on the inside. They were round and rose up four inches. Both had semi-circles the size of split marbles circling around the protruding mounds.  
 
    “What the hell is this?” Cassie asked, already knowing the answer, but refusing to accept it.  
 
    “Excuse me?” Martha frowned.  
 
    “You’re not fucking serious,” Cassie responded, not backing down.  
 
    “I am fucking serious. Now put it on, or you will make me hurt you.”  
 
    “I’m not wearing this,” Cassie said.  
 
    She threw the thong-styled piece of metal armour across the table and stormed out. Cassie made it three steps into the corridor when she felt a hand on her shoulder. She turned and slammed the hand away with her elbow, expecting to see Martha behind her.  
 
    But it was Abby, Martha’s blond Legacy apprentice.  
 
    Cassie, who had been ready to fight, assuming it would be Martha, now hesitated. She had no quarrel with Abby.  
 
    It was her mistake.  
 
    Abby punched her in the face twice, quick blows, one hitting the nose the other struck the eye. She then grabbed her in a headlock and dragged her back into the room. Then, using her body strength, she threw Cassie across the room.  
 
    Before Cassie could rise up, Martha’s foot pressed down on her chest. “Do you think you can defeat me in battle?”  
 
    “Fuck you,” Cassie growled. She tried to punch Martha’s foot away, but her fist struck thin air as Martha lifted her foot, only to press down again.  
 
    “Careful now, Cassie. You know I’ll enjoy beating you senseless, and then forcing the armour into you. Do you really want to give me reason to do that?”  
 
    In that moment, Cassie didn’t give a shit. Martha wasn’t her master, and she didn’t care how the rules worked. As far as she was concerned, only Martial had the right to make her wear that fucked up bit of gear.  
 
    She kicked up with her foot and struck Martha on the back. As the Legacy stumbled forward, she jumped to her feet and turned, fists up, ready to fight. But from behind, Abby grabbed her by the neck and held her in a chokehold.  
 
    Struggling to breath, panic set in. Cassie thrashed with her arms, trying to strike Abby, trying to free herself. As the air began to thin, she clawed at the girl’s hair, her face, her eyes. But nothing seemed to work.  
 
    Just as Cassie was certain she was going to black out, Abby released her grip, and at the same time, Martha struck her in the chest, three times in quick succession. Cassie hit the ground, gasping for air. Every breath now sent pain shooting up to her head.  
 
    Martha grabbed her by the hair and dragged her along the floor, bringing her beside the table, she sat down on her chest.  
 
    “Bring me the whore’s armour,” she said.  
 
    Cassie watched with blurred vision as Michelle, her face down, hurried to obey the command. She tried to get up, but her body was weak. She had never been hit this hard before. Back in Coldstream, when she broke up fights between drunks, occasionally, after a little liquid courage, some of the men took swings at her.  
 
    In her confidence, she let those feeble punches hit her body. They didn’t hurt. Not much anyway.  
 
    But being attacked by two Legacies, it was something completely different. Her body had given up, it seemed.  
 
    Cassie closed her eyes and tried to block out what was happening. It wasn’t an easy thing to do. Her legs were lifted up into the air so high, her ass no longer touched the floor. She felt the cold metal of the armour touch her skin, felt the protruding mound of metal press against her virgin butthole.  
 
    There was no subtlety about the way it was inserted. No lube, no easing a finger in.  
 
    No.   
 
    Martha jammed the four-inch piece of metal protruding out from the inside of the thong-like metal armour and jammed it against Cassie’s butthole.  
 
    It was brute force that rammed the piece of metal deep inside Cassie. She didn’t cry out in pain. What little pride she had left in her was determined to not cry.  
 
    It was the turn of the second bit of metal sticking out from the armour to be inserted. Thankfully, it was to fit inside her pussy. Though she was dry down there, Cassie barely noticed as it was shoved in, her pain senses now numb.  
 
    The bits of metal rings at either end of the piece of metal were clipped together, the thong-armour now fixed around Cassie’s waist, Martha final stood up.  
 
    Cassie lay on the ground, too weak to move, her body battered. It had been another exhausting day of training. In the past few weeks, she’d had little time to recover, to recoup her energy, and now, it failed her. She turned to her side, her legs folded in, and she closed her eyes.  
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    When Cassie opened her eyes, she was back in the room she shared with Michelle. She knew because the room was empty. She was lying on the floor. Except, her head was not resting on the hard pillow. It was resting on Michelle’s lap.  
 
    Michelle, who stared down at her and stroked her hair gently. “Hey, sleeping beauty,” she said softly. “How are you feeling?”  
 
    “Like shit,” Cassie replied. “What happened?”  
 
    “You uh… you blacked out after they forced the armour into you,” Michelle said, her voice hesitant. “I’m sorry I didn’t help you.”  
 
    “It’s okay. I understand,” Cassie said.  
 
    She did understand too.  
 
    She knew the rules, and what was expected of them. Martial had decreed their training upon Martha. That gave the bitch the right to do whatever she wanted with the girls. Good apprentices, obedient apprentices would keep their heads down and respect Martha as if she were Martial.  
 
    And Michelle was a good apprentice.  
 
    She was the type of girl who followed the rules, tried to make the best out of a bad situation, and get along with everyone in the process. She wouldn’t hold it against the girl for doing what Martha had ordered her to do.  
 
    Cassie’s body hurt pretty much all over. Little aches mostly, aside from her chest, which felt like it had been struck by a sledgehammer. She sat up and stared down at it, only to see the metal armoured bras covering her breasts.  
 
    They didn’t cover her nipples though.  
 
    No.  
 
    The bras had two little holes into which her nipples had been pressed. The metal bra fitted around her breasts perfectly, not leaving even space for little particles of air to move around. She felt secure, solid, and somehow light too.  
 
    Begrudgingly, she had to admire John’s work. It was fantastic, and it looked great on her. The metal armour around her hips, that was another matter. The protruding metal that was shoved inside her ass, it was uncomfortable. Sitting on her bottom, she wiggled her butt, trying to get it into a comfortable position.  
 
    It wasn’t a battle she had much success in.  
 
    Cassie gripped the straps of the metal panties and was about to take it off when Michelle grabbed her hand.  
 
    “You can’t take it off just yet,” Michelle said.  
 
    “I really don’t give a fuck what Martha wants me to do,” Cassie said. “I’m going to take it off, and if the bitch has a problem with that, I’m ready for round two.”  
 
    “Please don’t be ready for round two,” Michelle said, her voice pleading. “And it isn’t Martha that wants you to keep it on. It’s Martial.”  
 
    Martial.  
 
    Her master.  
 
    “He wants to see you in your new armour,” Michelle said. “He’s already seen me in mine,” her cheeks reddened. “You can take it off after, but he uh… he wanted me to bring you to him once you woke up.” 
 
    Cassie had barely seen Martial in the past few weeks. She’d caught him walking down the corridor a few times. Her heart skipped a beat every time she saw him, and the distance from him only made her want him more.  
 
    But she didn’t have the courage to approach him.  
 
    For starters, Martial was never alone. There was always a girl or two with him. Sometimes it was Macy, the barmaid, other times it was Martha, or her apprentices. Sometimes it was the girls from the brothel that had now taken residence here, training in the garden.  
 
    This would be the first time in a week that she would get some time with Martial, time that he wanted.  
 
    Cassie climbed to her feet and brushed off the little specs of dirt that clung to her skin. She played with her hair, tidying it as much as she could without the aid of a mirror.  
 
    “How do I look?”  
 
    “Hot,” Michelle said, grinning. “I don’t think Martial will be looking at your hair, if that’s what you’re worried about.”  
 
    “Right,” Cassie laughed nervously.  
 
    Her heart thumped in her chest as she followed Michelle down the corridor towards the stairs that led up to Martial’s quarters. It was a strange feeling, not one she was familiar with, but one she had read about.  
 
    Butterflies in her stomach.  
 
    That was how it was described in the books, when a girl laid eyes on, or was about to approach a guy she liked, she felt butterflies in her stomach.  
 
    It was a completely inaccurate description.  
 
    Butterflies in her stomach sounded painful. This wasn’t painful. It was more like her senses had been heightened. Her heart raced as her chest fell and rose. She became aware of her body, of her curves, her breasts covered by the armoured bra, the two little holes from which her nipples protruded out.  
 
    It wouldn’t have been her choice of clothes to wear to see Martial, but it wasn’t the worst either. She’d seen Legacies dressed like this. They looked hot and somehow formidable at the same time.  
 
    Once outside Martial’s room, Michelle knocked on the door. Martial’s voice came from within, telling them to enter.  
 
    “You’ll be fine,” Michelle said, as she opened the door.  
 
    Cassie nodded.  
 
    She walked into the room and her heart dropped instantly.  
 
    Martial wasn’t alone.  
 
    Martha’s black apprentice, Jenna was there.  
 
    She was naked, her black skin smooth and shimmering in the light shining in through the doors and windows. She was on her knees, her shoulder rested against Martial’s knee as she held his cock in her hands and sucked on the tip.  
 
    Her eyes were closed, and again, she suckled on his cock like a baby would suck on her mother’s breasts.  
 
    “Cassie,” Martial said, smiling as he spotted her.  
 
    Jenna remained with her head resting on Martial’s lap, his cock in her mouth, Cassie saw that her hands gently played with his balls.  
 
    “Hi,” Cassie said.  
 
    She felt awkward as she stood in the middle of his room.  
 
    “I like it,” Martial said, nodding at her armour. “Let me have a closer look.”  
 
    Cassie walked over to Martial and stopped to his right, her leg touched the bed he sat on as Jenna continued to suck away on is cock. Martial was naked too and her eyes took in his toned body. They inevitably ended up on his cock.  
 
    It was the largest Cassie had ever seen, and she wondered what it would be like to suck on that. Her mouth would be stretched. She wondered how long Jenna had been doing this for, how much longer she could do it.  
 
    Martial examined her armour, touching the metal, turning her around to take a look at her rear, before moving to her metal bra. His fingers brushed against her exposed nipples. Cassie winced a little, only just realising how the holes in the metal bra were a little on the smaller side even for her nipples.  
 
    “I’m guessing you had little input in the design of your armour?” Martial asked. “Do you like it?”  
 
    “It’s great, thanks,” Cassie said hurriedly.  
 
    “You’re a terrible liar,” Martial laughed. “Is it the nipples sticking out that bothers you, or do you hate the entire thing?”  
 
    The nipples sticking out didn’t bother Cassie much.  
 
    Sure, the holes were a little on the smaller side. And whenever she took off the metal armoured bra, the numbing pain would be annoying. But it wasn’t any more than that. Just an annoyance. She didn’t even care that her nipples stuck out through it. She’d spent the past few weeks walking around naked. Martial had noticed it, everyone had noticed it. John the blacksmith had touched her up and spoken about her as if she were a piece of meat.  
 
    Cassie wasn’t a weak girl.  
 
    The experience hardened her, made her tougher. To an extent. She didn’t like Martha, didn’t like the power the Legacy had over her, and she didn’t like the two round bits of metal protruding from her armoured panties that were now inserted into her vagina and ass.  
 
    Especially the one in her ass.  
 
    Right this moment, she was fighting the urge to grab her own ass cheeks and spread them to better accommodate what was essentially a butt plug.  
 
    “Cassie?” Martial asked, studying her face with concern.  
 
    “Suits fine,” Cassie said quickly. “Nipples aren’t the problem. It’s just…” she stopped.  
 
    Martial continued to study her, and then, he reached for her waist and the silver chain that looped together to fasten her metal panties. He undid the hook, and Cassie wondered if Martial could read minds, or, as he said, if he could read auras. It wasn’t supposed to be possible to do something like that.  
 
    The front and back of Cassie’s metal panties pushed away from her flesh. But it didn’t fall to the ground. It clung to her by her butthole and pussy.  
 
    “Damn,” Martial muttered. “Why did Martha have those put in there?”  
 
    Cassie’s cheeks reddened. She wasn’t sure if it was a rhetorical question, but she felt compelled to answer. Martial was after all, her real master.  
 
    “It’s because I like to have my holes stuffed,” Cassie mumbled.  
 
    Martial looked up at her. “I see. Do you uh, regret liking to have your holes stuffed?”  
 
    Cassie couldn’t tell if he was serious, or teasing. Had she said it wrong? Should she have mentioned it was Martha who had said those words, or something along those lines, and not her? 
 
    “It was Martha who wanted made me wear this,” she blurted out.  
 
    “Yeah, I figured. It’s got to be difficult working with Martha, I imagine?”  
 
    “It’s okay,” Cassie lied.  
 
    Martial laughed. “Is that code for she’s a bitch?”  
 
    Cassie’s lips twitched and her body began to relax some. “Maybe,” she said coyly.   
 
    “This might come as a surprise, but Martha doesn’t exactly dislike you,” Martial said. His finger gently rubbed on the mound of flesh around her sore pussy. “Every apprentice is put through training to toughen them in case they’re ever taken captive by demons or humans,” Martial continued to massage around her pussy, his fingers moving closer to her lips until it pressed against them.  
 
    Cassie let out a groan, her hips moved forward inadvertently.  
 
    “Most masters push their apprentices through a tough torture regime at some point. They tie them up, arms and legs spread apart, they whip them until the apprentices pass out. Nothing is off limits. Ass, cunt, cock, balls. They wait for the apprentice to come around, to heal and then they do it again. They shove toys up the girls assess until its stretched enough that they can sit there and punch their fists into the girl’s cunt and ass. It’s all in preparation for what may happen if an apprentice is ever captured alive by demons. The torture demons will put you through, they’ll try to break you, then build you up again as their own.”  
 
    “I think some of the torture training is a bit excessive,” Martial said, his thumb now gently rubbing her soaking pussy, occasionally sliding in to join the metal pole already in there. “I like Martha’s methods more. Its subtle. Her focus is on getting girls to do things that make them uncomfortable.”  
 
    Martial stopped rubbing her pussy. His fingers now soaked in her pussy juices, he wiped them clean on Jenna’s thick hair. His fingers tightened around Jenna’s hair and he pulled her head back. The girl’s eyes popped open as his cock plopped out of her mouth.  
 
    “You know why Jenna is always sucking my cock?” Martial asked.  
 
    Cassie shook her head.  
 
    “Tell her, Jenna,” Martial said.  
 
    “I hate cock,” Jenna mumbled.  
 
    Cassie frowned. “You’re a lesbian? That’s it?” 
 
    Jenna’s eyes narrowed. “It’s a bit more than that. I really don’t like cock.”  
 
    “Sure…”  
 
    “Fuck you,” Jenna said.  
 
    “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”  
 
    Jenna jumped to her feet and was about to leap towards Cassie when Martial grabbed the girl by her nipple and pulled her back down. “Easy girl,” he told her. He picked up his massive cock and rubbed the tip against Jenna’s lips before he shoved it back into her mouth.  
 
    Jenna reluctantly took it. As she sucked, she closed her eyes and leaned her head back against Martial’s thigh.   
 
    It didn’t seem so bad to her. Cassie considered herself straight, but she’d occasionally played with Michelle, usually when drunk and lonely. The other night, when she was exhausted and feeling down, Michelle had comforted her, and Cassie had enjoyed it.  
 
    In her mind, all you had to do was close your eyes and not think too much about it. Maybe that’s what Jenna was doing.  
 
    “Martha likes to find buttons to press on her girls. Whatever winds them up, she plays on that. I don’t think she’s particularly good at it,” Martial said with a laugh. “She could do with some training of her own. In due time,” he added softly. “You don’t have to wear that,” he nodded at her panties. “I’ll talk to Martha,” he smiled.  
 
    It was such a beautiful smile. Cassie wanted to kiss him hard. She wanted his powerful arms all over her body. She wanted that cock in her mouth, in her cunt, in her ass. She’d give anything for him.  
 
    Her mind, body and soul.  
 
    Of course, she’d already given that.  
 
    She would do it again.   
 
    Cassie couldn’t understand where this devotion had come from. She barely knew him, wasn’t even sure if she liked him when she first met him. But there was something about Martial. He radiated a power that she had never felt before. A power that seemed to grab hold of her, pull her close, keep her there, then pull some more.  
 
    She would do anything for him.  
 
    And if that meant wearing this damned thing around her hips, inside her ass and pussy, it was a small sacrifice.  
 
    “Don’t talk to Martha,” she said. “I mean, talk to her if you want, of course. I don’t want to tell you what to do,” she added quickly. “But I’ll keep wearing this.”  
 
    “Are you sure?”  
 
    Cassie nodded. She hadn’t been sure this sure about anything else in life. 
 
    “Cool,” Martial nodded at her. He leaned in and pushed both sides of metal back up before strapping them together. “I think you look hot in it, by the way.”  
 
    “Thanks.” Cassie’s cheeks reddened.  
 
    She stood awkwardly, not knowing what to do, if she should go, if she had been dismissed. Martial stroked Jenna’s hair before he moved down and grabbed Jenna’s small breasts. He pulled on the nipples. Jenna’s mouth full, a gurgled sound escaped her lips.  
 
    “She’s got an amazing ass,” Martial commented.  
 
    Cassie had to agree. Jenna did have an amazing ass. It was perfectly round and big. She wasn’t proper into girls, not yet anyway, but a part of her did want to slap Jenna’s ass, give the girl a spanking. With an ass like that, she deserved to be spanked, craved it.  
 
    Martial pulled his cock out of Jenna’s mouth, and grabbing the girl by the hair, he lifted her to her feet. He pushed her against the bed, then came to stand beside her. Jenna knew what was about to happen. Her knees rose onto the bed, she arched her back, her knees spread apart, she reached back and grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled, exposing both her holes.  
 
    Martial touched her cunt and grinned. “She’s dry,” he laughed. “Want to make this easier on her?”  
 
    “Um, sure,” Cassie jumped forward. “What can I do?”  
 
    “Take off your chastity device for starters.”  
 
    Cassie had never thought of it like that, but Martial was right. It sort of was like a female chastity device. She uncoupled the links and pulled it free from her body in haste. She winced as both poles came out of her ass and cunt. She wanted to reach back and massage her butthole, but she held back from doing that in front of Martial.  
 
    “What now?”  
 
    “Get on the bed, spread your legs in front of Jenna, let her lick you. That should do it for the lesbian,” he laughed.  
 
    “Right,” Cassie said.  
 
    She was disappointed.  
 
    She thought she would be helping in some way that got her closer to Martial. She could have sucked on his cock to add saliva to it before he drove it down Jenna’s cunt, or her ass. But she kept her disappointment off her face and climbed onto the bed.  
 
    She spread her legs apart and grabbed Jenna by the hair. The girl did not look pleased to see Cassie or her pussy. The fact that she wasn’t enjoying any part of this somehow made it easier for Cassie. She pulled Jenna’s head down and wrapped her legs around her head.  
 
    “Lick my cunt, you little bitch.”  
 
    She had whispered the words quietly into Jenna’s ear, but Martial somehow seemed to have heard. He watched Cassie with what looked like renewed interest.  
 
    Jenna on the other hand, obeyed like a good little bitch. She licked Cassie’s pussy expertly, staring from the outer lips before probing inside and pushing against her clit. It felt good, and Cassie grinded her hips to match Jenna’s efforts.  
 
    “Didn’t think it would work that quick,” Martial muttered as he rubbed Jenna’s cunt. “She must really fancy you.”  
 
    Grinning at Cassie, he picked up his cock and pressed it against Jenna’s cunt.  
 
    As it entered her tight pussy, Jenna squirmed, her tongue stopped licking Cassie’s pussy. Cassie tightened her legs around Jenna’s head and held her down until Martial’s cock had entered her fully.  
 
    She could see the pressure the girl’s body was put through with the monstrous cock inside her, but still, she kept her inner thighs pressed tightly against Jenna’s head. As Martial fucked her cunt, her pussy pressed against Jenna’s mouth, muffling out her moans of pain as she struggled against the beast that fucked her.  
 
    As her body adjusted to the monster tearing in and out of her cunt, as she felt Jenna’s body relax some, Cassie loosened her grip. Jenna responded by resuming licking Cassie’s pussy.  
 
    Cassie stroked the black girl’s hair as she licked away. Behind her, Martial continued to fuck her cunt, and she watched him, his powerful body, his strong arms, his chiselled chest, his abs. She wished it was her being fucked right now.  
 
    But this was still nice.  
 
    A smile spread across her lips.  
 
    It hadn’t gone at all how she’d expected it to when she walked into the room and saw Jenna sucking his cock, but it was nice how it was ending, hopefully with both of them coming at the same time.  
 
    But that was not meant to be.  
 
    The door burst open and Michelle rushed into the room, breathless, her face pale. “Demons!”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 24 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The demons were gone by the time Martial dressed and charged towards the town gates on his black stallion, Cassie and Michelle following close on his tails. Martha was already there, the gates open, she stood with Abby beside her, and a dozen or so of the new human recruits from the brothel.  
 
    They looked good to Martial, the girls from the brothel. Much better than what they looked like a month earlier. Back in the brothel, the girls had large tits, large asses, but little meat elsewhere.  
 
    Now, they looked healthy, like they ate well, and exercised well regularly. Pushed by Martha, it was amazing what could happen in a month.  
 
    Martial dismounted from his horse and walked up to her now.  
 
    “What happened?” he asked.  
 
    “Locals from the farms came rushing in, screaming about demons. We opened the gates to let them in. I saw the demons,” she pointed towards the trees in the distance. “There were about four or five in the woods. There might have been more hiding.” 
 
    Probably not hiding, Martial thought.  
 
    The truce between demons and humans had lasted for a hundred years. It meant that demons were forgetting what it was like to battle humans, to go head-to-head against Immortals and Legacies.  
 
    Their impressions of humans were going back to the stories they told each other, the legends of great demons conquering towns and cities, of humans, weak and frightful, running away.  
 
    If there were more demons, they wouldn’t hide. They would show their faces, roaring out in rage.  
 
    “There were only four or five demons,” he said to Martha. “If there were any more, a small town like this, they might have charged and tried to take over it.”  
 
    “Where do you think they came from?” Martha asked. “We’re miles away from the borders and… you sent those demons back, didn’t you?”  
 
    Martial had sent the demons back from Coldstream, killed their leader, the others swore to stay away. Despite what humans thought of demons, they had codes, and they followed them. If their leader was killed in a duel, the conditions of that duel, his troops would follow to the letter.  
 
    “It wasn’t those demons,” Martial said. “These demons came from somewhere else.”  
 
    “But where? If they didn’t come from the borders, where would they come from?” 
 
    “Where are the farmers? Did they see anything?”  
 
    Martha led him back into the town, past the wooden wall and down a street to the left. “I don’t know if what they’re saying is reliable,” she said, as they walked. “I spoke to the first two that came through. Both said demons crawled out of the ground and attacked their village.”  
 
    “Demons do come out from the ground through portals…” Martial muttered.  
 
    “They do, but we know where those portals are. And all the portals this side of the border are covered by thick metal plates and surrounded by small garrisons. There are no portals anywhere near here.”  
 
    Martha was right, of course. “Do you know how the portals work? How they were created?”  
 
    Martha stopped walking and glanced up at Martial. “I don’t… do you?”  
 
    “When humans die, the souls with guilt on their conscience are dragged down into the ground. But they don’t fall straight down. They are pulled through different points between our realms. Demons figured how to reverse that process, how to allow demons to use those points to enter our world. That’s how they created the first portals. Things have changed in the past few hundreds of years. What if they’ve figured out how to open portals anywhere they wanted to?”  
 
    “How do you know all of this stuff?” Martha asked, staring at him in wonder. “Things have changed over the past few hundred years? Are you saying this from history books, or from experience? Are you a first-generation Legacy?”  
 
    “People really need to stop this whole first-generation second-generation Legacy nonsense,” Martial said. “I’ve seen fourth generation Legacies kick first generation Legacies’ butts.”  
 
    “Sure,” Martha nodded, as they started to walk again. “Meanwhile, I’ve never even met a first-generation Legacy. Unless you’re one?”  
 
    But Martial didn’t respond to her question. What he’d said about the generations was true. Sure, those from an earlier generation did have an advantage. They were stronger, faster. But it was a small advantage. One that a later generation could overcome by hard work, constant training, and self-belief.  
 
    The refugees from the village had been taken to a pub. They were seated in the common room, the barmaid passed around water.  
 
    Martial spoke to a few of the villagers, and they all told the same story.  
 
    It was the ground that first began to shake. The villagers rushed out of their homes and ran towards the open fields. But that was their mistake.  
 
    As the shaking stopped, it was in the fields that the ground caved. Heat began to rise, followed by burning lava pouring up all around them. The demons came after, dozens of them, jumping off the lava, they turned on the villagers.  
 
    Many didn’t make it.  
 
    Martial left the refugees and headed back towards Flittick’s mansion, deep in thought, Martha walked beside him, leading his black stallion and her own mare behind them.  
 
    If demons could now open up portals anywhere they wanted to, it would change everything. The outposts along the border where Immortal Queen Margaret’s soldiers stood guard, watching over the demons on the other side, protecting the narrow crossings, all of that would become pointless. The walls around towns and cities, they would become useless too if demons could open portals directly into the towns. 
 
    How were they able to do this? Was it more evidence that Satan really was back?  
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    Later that night, Martial joined everyone else in the dining room of Flittick’s house for dinner. The dining table had been removed to make space for the sudden growth in inhabitants. The apprentices and the girls from the brothel all ate together, sitting on the floor, backs against the wall.  
 
    It wasn’t the most comfortable dining experience, but Martial had been through much worse. He took his bowl of stew, picked up a slice of freshly baked bread, and sat between Cassie and Michelle.  
 
    Both girls ate silently and quickly.  
 
    Standing on the balcony, Martial had watched the girls train a few times. They worked hard, pushed themselves, especially Cassie. Her skills with the sword had come a long way in a month. And she did it wearing her armour.  
 
    Michelle on the other hand, had picked a bow and arrows as her weapon of choice. It wasn’t the most common weapon a Legacy chose, to sit back from the action and pick out her enemies. But after watching her shoot arrow after arrow with perfect precision and speed, Martial wondered if Legacies had missed an opportunity to better utilise their talents.  
 
    As Martial dipped his bread into his stew, Martha came and sat opposite him. “What are you going to do, master?” she asked.  
 
    Call him old-fashioned, but Martial hated being called master. He usually told his apprentices to not call him that. Perhaps he’d forgotten to tell Martha. It had all happened so quickly, taking over the town, and not what he’d planned for. To be fair, he didn’t have much of a plan, other than, to kill Satan if the bastard ever resurfaced.  
 
    “Don’t call me that,” he said.  
 
    “Call you-” Martha stopped, uncertainty in her eyes, she glanced at Cassie and Michelle.  
 
    “Master. He doesn’t like being called that,” Cassie said.  
 
    “You don’t?” Martha frowned. “What shall I call you? Sir or… King?”  
 
    “Definitely not king,” Cassie scoffed beside him.   
 
    Martha’s frown deepened as her gaze lingeried on Cassie. She turned towards Martial, neutral expression, “Are we going to do anything about the demons?”  
 
    It was something Martial had given a lot of thought to. “From tomorrow, I want you to go out with some of the girls from the brothel and roam around the villages, provide security. The men at the mines already have a few armed men. Double that, and when the metal is shipped to the village, make sure the armed escort is doubled too.”  
 
    Martha nodded. “Of course,” she said, before adding after a short pause. “What about you?”  
 
    “I’m going to be leaving tomorrow with Cassie and Michelle.”  
 
    “Leaving? But this is your town…”  
 
    “Sure, it is. But it’s a small town. I need more,” Martial said. “There is a war coming, like none before it.”  
 
    Martha swallowed uncomfortably. “I don’t mean to correct you but… there have been some pretty horrific wars in the early twenty-first century, when the demons and angels arrived.”  
 
    “That was bad, and millions died. But it will be worse this time because Sa-” Martial stopped from saying the word Satan. It was stupid how everyone was afraid of the word. None of them had ever seen the devil, yet they feared the name.  
 
    “It’ll be worse this time, if what I think is true,” Martial said.  
 
    “Because the devil has returned?” Cassie asked.  
 
    Martial turned to look at her. There was fear in those deep eyes of hers, but her face showed determination. Could he tell them the truth? They needed to know the truth, didn’t they?  
 
    “I know its common knowledge that the devil resides in Hell, commanding his armies. But that isn’t true. Satan-” Martial sighed as there was a sharp intake of breath at the mention of his name, “died three hundred years ago. He died in heaven, along with God, and the Archangels. They were killed by an Immortal named Alex.”  
 
    “We know of Alex,” Cassie said, with uncertainty. “He was the first Immortal, wasn’t he? He led the uprising against the demons and angels when they invaded earth. He died in the Battle of York.”  
 
    “Sure,” Martial said. Totally inaccurate, hr thought. “He isn’t the point of the story. The point is, we humans barely managed to hold our ground with the demons because the devil was dead. If he is back, if somehow, he survived, then…”  
 
    “Then what?” all three girls, Michelle, Martha and Cassie asked in unison, their voices barely above a whisper.  
 
    “Then we’re fucked,” Martial said.  
 
    He wanted to be more optimistic, but it was the truth. With Satan against them, humans didn’t stand a chance. The devil was supposed to be invincible, truly immortal, not like the humans that called themselves the same.   
 
    It was only the exploding light of God that had destroyed him, that had supposedly finally killed him. But there was no more God to explode, no way to finish off Satan if he had returned.  
 
    “Lucifer,” Michelle said. “Lucifer will save us.”  
 
    “That’s right,” Cassie said, and Martha nodded too. 
 
    Martial opened his mouth to respond but stopped. Lucifer couldn’t save them. Lucifer was gone too. But, was it wrong for him to allow them to have hope?  
 
    His aim was for them to fight the demons, to give a good final show before they were enslaved for eternity. What better way to keep the humans fighting if they believed they had a chance, a hope?  
 
    “Let’s hope Lucifer hears our prayers,” Martial said.  
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    Dinner had been a sombre event, despite Martial sitting beside her for the first time. What he had said, if it were true, it went against everything Cassie knew about the devil, everything everyone knew about Satan.  
 
    Could he be right?  
 
    How could he be right?  
 
    How could he know these things?  
 
    The devil dying in Heaven? Somehow, it didn’t seem right.  
 
    But if he were right, if Satan had really been gone this whole time, and had now returned, their only hope was Lucifer, the first of their realm, their protector.  
 
    But Lucifer couldn’t do it alone. He never did. He worked with humans, sometimes being one with a powerful human, a worthy human. It was a fanciful thought, but Cassie wondered if she would be worthy.  
 
    She imagined having someone like Lucifer possess her, fill her with his power. It was a silly thought. Lucifer hadn’t been seen in over three hundred years.  
 
    After dinner, as Michelle, Martha and the others made their way to their rooms, Cassie headed out into the veranda. It was a cool night, a small breeze swept across the garden. With the moon shining in a clear sky, it lit the garden with a blue haze.  
 
    She would be leaving this place tomorrow, heading out towards the bigger towns, towards the city eventually. That was Martial’s plan. He wasn’t happy with a single town. He wanted more. It was the only way to beat back the demons, he said. The more towns he had under himself, the more troops could be trained for the coming battle.  
 
    With a hundred years of relative peace with the demons, Legacies had forgotten what war was like, who their real enemies were. They squabbled with each other, always trying to increase their own power, their own wealth.  
 
    Cassie couldn’t help but think that by taking more towns, Martial would be doing the same, extending his own power. But she didn’t believe that. She believed in him. He had done good in Cornhill-on-Tweed. He had gotten rid of Flittick and Perry. He’d saved the girls in the brothel, given them all the opportunity to leave, given them the opportunity to work as soldiers and defend the town.  
 
    The former whores were now a competent force, and under the watchful eye of Martha and her two Legacies, Cornhill-on-Tweed could mount a respectable defence against aggressors, be they human or demons.  
 
    Cassie stepped out from the veranda and towards the weapons stacked against the wooden holders. She picked up a sword and moved towards the training dummy. It was round and had six long wooden legs sticking out from it. When you struck one wooden leg, the body spun around and another wooden leg came to hit you.  
 
    It was good for practice, but Cassie knew its limitations. Namely, it was predictably. If you struck the leg on the left, you knew the leg from the right would come around. But still, with everyone else in bed, Cassie battled with the dummy.  
 
    She was wearing her armour, the metal bra and panties. She was getting used to the two round bits of metal, one in her pussy, the other in her ass, to the point where, when she took it off to sleep, she found she missed it some. It was weird, but having something in her butt and pussy, it had been distracting initially, but now it kept her alert.  
 
    From her wrist to her elbow, she wore protective metal sleeves. They allowed her to use more than just her sword when attacking or defending.  
 
    Attacking the training dummy, Cassie picked up speed, striking the dummy’s legs with ferocity, blocking the incoming legs with her sword or her metal sleeves.  
 
    She was so into it, she only realised someone was behind her when she felt their warm breath against her exposed back. Cassie turned and swung her sword, expecting to stop it beside the person’s neck in a suitably threatening way for sneaking up on her.  
 
    But her sword didn’t hit go near the person’s neck.  
 
    It clashed into steel.  
 
    And the person holding the steel was Martial.  
 
    He blocked her sword with his own.  
 
    “Sorry,” Cassie gasped.  
 
    “It’s olrite,” Martial said. “You’re getting good,” he commented.  
 
    “Thanks,” Cassie replied, his compliment making her feel warm. “It’s just a dummy. It would be harder against a human.”  
 
    “True,” Martial said. “Want to go a round?”  
 
    “With you?” Cassie asked. “Of course,” he eyes lit up.  
 
    She’d wanted to go a round with him for a long time, ever since she felt she’d been competent, she’d been dying to go a round with him.  
 
    “Great,” Martial said.  
 
    He stepped back, his sword held before him, he gave a bow.  
 
    And then it began.  
 
    Eager to impress, Cassie moved onto the attack. She charged and swung her sword, aiming for his left shoulder. But Martial stepped back, out of the sword’s way. When she brought her sword down, he side-stepped, then turned around, coming up behind her, he spanked her bottom with the flat side of his sword.  
 
    It wasn’t a hard spank, but it was enough to remind her the armour she was wearing around her waist had two protruding bits of metal, one inside her ass, the other in her cunt.  
 
    Cassie stepped back from Martial, her sword held before her, she watched him warily. He was fast, damned fucking fast. Faster than anyone she’d faced in training over the past month. She hated not knowing what generation Legacy he was.  
 
    Cassie decided to hold back and let him do the attacking this time. After facing each other for a bit, Martial obliged. He was cautious in his approach, his strikes light. Cassie could have moved out of the way, but she parried the blows, and when she saw an opening, she swung her sword, aiming for his stomach.  
 
    But she missed.  
 
    Martial slid back, as if he were an expert ice-skater.  
 
    And then, he came again, this time his speed caught Cassie by surprise. When he brought his sword down, she raised hers to block. As steel clashed with steel, he raised his foot and kicked her in the chest.  
 
    Cassie went flying across the garden and crashed into the wooden archery targets mounted on three legs. Gasping for breath, Cassie reached back and unstrapped her meatal bra. As it slid off, her breasts hung loose and she felt them for damage.  
 
    There was nothing there, no broken bones in her chest, no bruising or blood. It still hurt like fuck though.  
 
    Martial, who appeared standing over her, held his hand down. Cassie took it and pulled herself up.  
 
    “You’re fine,” Martial told her. “The metal bra thingy actual does work some.” He picked it up from the floor and passed it to her.  
 
    Despite having been naked around Martial plenty before, Cassie still felt conscious with her breasts hanging out. She took the armoured bra from Martial gratefully and pulled it on, covering her breasts.  
 
    “Can I give you a tip?” Martial asked. “You rely on blocking too much. That should be a last resort. Always try to move out of the way of the sword in the first instance.”  
 
    Cassie nodded. It was good advice, and something she already knew, something humans did. Legacies did it less often. An arrogance thing that wasn’t sensible.  
 
    “We’re going to be leaving tomorrow, and we might not be back here for a while,” Martial said. “Once you’re done up here, there’s a sort of leaving present for you in your room.”  
 
    And with that, Martial turned and disappeared into the house.  
 
    Cassie wanted to train some more, work up a real sweat before having a cold shower and hitting the bed. But, after what Martial had just said, she found it impossible to do. She hurried into the house and up the stairs, coming to the first floor, she opened the door to her room.  
 
    But there was nothing in there.  
 
    The room was empty, save for Michelle asleep already, lying on the floor, her clothes on now that the nights were a little cooler.  
 
    And Martha.  
 
    The Legacy stood by the window, staring out into the night.  
 
    Cassie frowned. She should have stayed down in the garden and continued training. Whenever she ran into Martha, the bitch ended up getting her to do something she didn’t want to do.  
 
    But it was too late to slip out. Martha turned around and walked towards her.  
 
    “I assume you’re expecting your present?” Martha said.  
 
    “Uh, I don’t really need it,” Cassie said. If you’ve got anything to do with it, it’s going to be a shit present.  
 
    “I wish that were an option,” Martha said.  
 
    She began to unbutton her blue blouse. She didn’t stop there. Once it was off, she pulled down her leather riding trousers. Her red lacy bra and panties were the last to come off. Now naked, she dropped to her knees and lowered her head.  
 
    “Martial has decreed that I be yours for the night, to serve you however you wish,” Martha said.  
 
    This wasn’t at all what Cassie was expecting.  
 
    Seeing Martha, completely naked and submissive, her heart began to race. This bitch had been a complete bitch since the first day. She had made Cassie’s life fucking shit. And now… finally, Cassie could do something about it.  
 
    Could do anything she wanted about it…  
 
    “Oh,” Cassie said, trying to keep her voice measured, her voice calm. “Cool…” 
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    The following morning, after breakfast, Martial and a small company of the newly established forces set off from the town. Martial rode with Michelle and Cassie by his side. Riding behind him was Martha and Abby, followed by twenty of the girls from the brothel.  
 
    It was a nice day for riding, the weather warm and dry. Their first stop was the village that had been attacked. They could see the damage from the distance, when the village appeared as nothing more than large anthill mounds. Smoke was still rising, little wisps of grey amongst the clear white and blue sky.  
 
    When they came closer, they could see the charred fields with hardened lava. There were small holes in the ground, surrounded by rising rocks of black.  
 
    “Those are the portals?” Martha asked, as she rode up beside him.  
 
    “I suppose so,” Martial said, his eyes on them.  
 
    “They’re so small…”  
 
    She was right. They were much smaller than even the smallest portal he had seen before. “How many demons do you think got out?” Martial asked.  
 
    “Hard to tell,” Martha murmured. “There are seven holes. Depends on how many came out. It would have to be one at a time.”  
 
    Martial nodded. It was a good assessment. “I’d assume at least twenty demons,” he said. “They could still be roaming around this area. Take your girls and check on the surrounding villages. Keep up regular patrols. The demons might attack at night. If they do, you’ll have to patrol during the dark. Stay heavy in numbers, never send the girls out without a Legacy.”  
 
    Martha nodded her agreement. They parted at the fork in the road. Martha, Abby and the girls turned left towards the next closest village. Martial, Cassie and Michelle went straight, heading towards the next town, Learmouth.  
 
    Martial knew little about the town, though he did know it was bigger than Cornhill-on-Tweed, and that it had a good many Legacies in it. He didn’t have a strategy for taking over it. Usually, if both masters were equally matched in terms of number of apprentices, then they could duel to decide who would win.  
 
    Martial didn’t have enough nearly Legacies of his own to convince the town’s master to duel him.  
 
    They still had time before they arrived at the town, time enough for Martial to think of something.  
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    They rode for the rest of the morning at a steady pace. Learmouth was still a day and half away by horse. Cassie and Michelle had packed food for the trip, and money too for when they arrived in Learmouth.  
 
    During mid-afternoon, they reached a small cluster of low hills and decided it was a good place to sit and have their afternoon meal. As the girls set about collecting wood, Martial spotted a collection of buildings by the side of a hill covered in vines.  
 
    He walked towards it and cutting aside enough vine, he stepped through what would have been the front door. A sad smile spread across his lips as he stared at the floor and the rusting metal bent out of shape.  
 
    “What is it?” Cassie asked, as she joined him.  
 
    “Cars,” Martial replied. “They used these things to get around back in the day.”  
 
    “Looks small. Wouldn’t the horses block your view?”  
 
    “They didn’t need horses. It used an engine that could turn wheels at over a hundred miles per hour.”  
 
    “Hundred miles?” Cassie repeated.  
 
    He could see her working that out, processing that sort of speed in a world where the fastest thing was a horse.  
 
    “That’s fast, isn’t it?”  
 
    “Yeah… I never really got into the whole cars thing, but I miss it now.”  
 
    “Got into?” Cassie frowned. “Were they too small for you to fit into?” she turned her gaze back onto the rusting scraps of metal, most of the cars’ roofs having collapsed some.  
 
    “No, I could fit into them. I meant, guys would buy cars and kit it up, drive it around like hooligans. It was a thing,” he said, when Cassie continued to stare at him blankly.  
 
    “So, what period were these cars from?” Cassie asked, her voice trying hard to be inconspicuous. 
 
    Martial knew that she was trying to figure out how old he was, and from that, figure out what generation Legacy he was. It wasn’t an exact science. There were still some Immortals alive, and being Immortals, they could still have children. Though few did, technically, you could be a first-generation Legacy and be only twenty-years old.  
 
    “Probably a long time before you were born,” Martial said. “Any more questions?”  
 
    “Um, so… Like… are your… parents Immortals?”  
 
    “Nope,” Martial said.  
 
    “Oh,” Cassie’s face fell. But then, it lit up pretty quickly. “What about your grandparents?”  
 
    Martial glanced over his shoulder. Michelle had already gotten a fire started and was cooking meat over it. “Let’s head back,” he said.  
 
    The walk back was silent. Cassie walked beside him, her body close, her fingers brushed against his. He could feel her aura, knew that she had fallen for him in a way separate from the usual relationship between apprentice and master.  
 
    It was a surprise to him how that had happened. When he first met her, he got the distinct impression that she didn’t like him much, or at the very least, she was disappointed in him. 
 
    Martial liked her too.  
 
    It went without saying that she was hot. Every Legacy was hot. But she had this tenacity about her, and those eyes, the way they looked at him, he felt like he couldn’t disappoint her.  
 
    And that was a dangerous place for Martial to be in.  
 
    He did not want to go down that route again, where he had feelings for a girl, or girls. It never ended well.  
 
    He wondered if this was what happened when he stayed sober for too long. He made a mental promise to get some wine at the next village they passed.  
 
    The meal prepared by Michelle smelt great. Martial had a rapturous appetite. It didn’t taste bad. The meat was burnt on the outside, rare on the inside. Still, he’d had much worse. And being here, sitting by the side of a hill, it reminded him of a time in Hell, when he’d sat beside a hill and eaten meat cooked by a girl.  
 
    He’d been full of hope back then, hope that things could be put right. But all of that hope had proved to be in vain. Things were worse now than they had ever been in the past thousands of years.  
 
    If Satan had really returned, with God gone, with his Archangels dead, with Lucifer gone, Satan, a beast of immense power, would stand unopposed.  
 
    Beside the devil, Immortals and their Legacies were nothing more than little children, toddlers even.  
 
    After the meal, they set off once more on the road to Learmouth.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    It was late in the evening when they reached the next village. The local pub was small, and they had a single room for travellers. Cassie had only shared a room with Martial once before, when he’d been too drunk to leave on the first night they had pledged themselves as apprentices.  
 
    It seemed he wanted to replicate that tonight as well.  
 
    Martial sat at the pub and downed drink after drink. Alcohol poisoning was a thing, though possibly not for Legacies. But still, what with demons roaming around, it didn’t seem like the thing to do. Especially seeing as Martial had done so well in the past month, hardly touching wine.  
 
    And as with alcohol, it seemed Martial’s alter ego was making a comeback. He’d moved on from the bar to a table beside the fireplace. The barmaid sat on his lap as he talked away to the crowd that had come in on hearing news of Legacies passing through.  
 
    They had questions about demons as they had heard of what had happened in the neighbouring village.  
 
    Martial did nothing to allay their fears. Confirming the existence of demons in the area, he went on about how fearsome some of them were, recounting tales against demons of impossible sizes.  
 
    From there on, he began to list his victories, rattled off the many titles he had given himself, none that Cassie had ever heard before.  
 
    As the night wore on, and the crowds thinned, Martial headed up the stairs, his arms wrapped around the barmaid and a pretty village girl.  
 
    When Cassie finally headed up, she found Michelle sitting on the floor in the corridor, her back against the wall. She was naked, having taken off her metal armoured bra and panties.  
 
    “Still getting used to wearing it,” she said. “How’s yours?”  
 
    “It’s not so bad,” Cassie lied. Truth was, the metal poles that rested in her ass and cunt were really uncomfortable. Especially the one in the ass. Cassie regularly grabbed her own ass cheeks and pulled on them, trying to get the dildo in her butt to fit right. “What’s going on in there?”  
 
    “Martial is fucking the girls. I was walking behind them when they came up. He closed the door in my face so, I’m squatting here.”  
 
    Cassie felt a pang in her chest.  
 
    She’d hoped travelling on the road with him would have given her the opportunity to spend more time with him, intimate time.  
 
    She didn’t even care that he was fucking two other girls now, but it did bother her that he was fucking two other girls when he had Cassie and Michelle that he could use.  
 
    She sat beside Michelle and waited.  
 
    The walls were thin, and even if they weren’t, the noises coming from within the room would have made it out. It sounded like the girls were having the time of their lives.  
 
    It was obvious when they came, and Cassie thought they would leave soon. But then, it started again. There was a period of silence after both girls orgasmed for the third time.  
 
    Finally, the door opened and the two girls walked out, completely naked, their hair ruffled as if they’d just crawled through the woods, a glazed look in their eyes, they trudged past.  
 
    Michelle climbed to her feet and held a hand for Cassie. They entered the room to find Martial asleep. His large body took most of the bed, his legs sticking out at the end.  
 
    He was naked and Cassie stopped and stared at his body.  
 
    He was a perfect specimen. Powerful arms, thick chest with no fat, big strong legs. And his cock, even limp, it was enormous. Cassie sighed, and her cheeks blushed as Michelle glanced at her, a twinkle in her eyes.  
 
    “What?” Cassie said, frowning.  
 
    “If you want his cock so bad, why don’t you take it?”  
 
    “He’s asleep.”  
 
    “So?”  
 
    “What do you mean so?” Cassie asked. “Why would I want to suck his cock while he’s asleep? What would I even get from that?”  
 
    Michelle shrugged her shoulders. “Only one way to find out,” she said. “Let me know if you decide to it,” she added with a yawn.  
 
    Already naked, Michelle climbed into bed beside Martial. His arms were stretched out, and Michelle rested her neck on his arm, her hand stretched out to hold his, she wiggled her naked bottom against Martial’s hips.  
 
    Cassie unstrapped her metal bra. Her breasts popped out, and she massaged them. Her nipples complained of being pressed against the little holes in her metal bra, and she rubbed them gently to sooth.  
 
    Suddenly feeling exhausted both physically and mentally, Cassie sighed. Taking off the metal armoured panties was always a tough task. She uncoupled the buckles and started at the back. Spreading her legs, she grabbed her left cheek and pulled it, and at the same time, with her right hand, she dug her fingers in-between the back and the plug and pulled.  
 
    Cassie groaned as it came out. The plug in her pussy slid out with relative ease in comparison. Cassie placed her armour on the table in the corner of the room. She climbed into bed beside Martial, wiggling her ass against his hip like Michelle had done, but for completely different reasons.  
 
    Her ass still felt sore, despite having worn the armour for days now.  
 
    Beside her, Martial breathed deep and long, and soon, Michelle’s breathing indicated she was asleep too.  
 
    It wasn’t that she wasn’t tired, on the contrary, she was exhausted. Her butt ached, and her pussy was sore, but even that wasn’t the reason she was awake.  
 
    It was what Michelle had said, that dumb little bitch and her annoying ability to say stupid shit that was so dumb and fucking stupid.  
 
    It really was stupid, and Cassie realised she was really worked up about it. Why the fuck wouldn’t Martial take interest in her body? Why wouldn’t he give his cock to her? She would take it anywhere he wanted her to, anyhow he wanted her to.  
 
    And that was why she was still awake.  
 
    Because Martial’s cock was beside her, glorious even in its limp form. And what Michelle said was stuck in her head.  
 
    Would it be so wrong if she took it in her mouth, just for a taste? Lucifer knows no man would complain if he were to wake up and find a girl, a gorgeous girl like her sucking on his cock, would he?  
 
    Cassie turned to face Martial, her breasts brushed against his hard chest. She had never seen an angel. The ones that lived on earth had created walls over a hundred feet tall and cut themselves off from both humans and demons.  
 
    But she’d heard of what they looked like. Devine beings.  
 
    Martial could have been angel, at least, when he was asleep, not drunk, not bragging.  
 
    She rested her hand on his chest and watched his expression. There was no change. Her hand moved down his body, coming to his cock, she took it in her hand and held it. It felt good, felt right, and still, he was asleep.  
 
    Her heart racing, Cassie leaned down and took his cock in her mouth.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 27 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The following morning started late. Cassie and Michelle both woke as the sun rose. They washed and dressed in their armour. Martial continued to sleep, snoring away. Eventually, he did rise and stumble out of bed. After dressing in his casual clothing, wearing jeans and his worn leather jacket, they had a late breakfast.  
 
    After breakfast, Martial spent the next hour drinking to his heart’s content. 
 
    Finally, they left the pub behind, on their way to Learmouth.  
 
    Cassie and Michelle rode beside Martial, who was very drunk. More than once, he almost fell off his horse, tipping over, only at the last moment, managing to stay upright.  
 
    He started to talk too, rambling on about things, followed by long pauses where he drank more wine from the leather skin he had packed from the village pub.  
 
    It was as another village appeared on the horizon, beyond the fields, did Martial start talking about Satan. It was a subject that made any sane person feel uncomfortable, especially when the devil’s name was used.  
 
    “You know what pisses me off the most?” Martial asked. “Like, there’s all this history right, all this word of mouth. You know, things happen. Things happen. But like, how the fuck do people always manage to fuck up history? Lucifer isn’t a god. You can’t pray to him. I mean, far as I know, Alex was the only mother fucker, the last fucker to be one with Lucifer, right? And from Alex, we all know about Lucifer, right? That he was the first human and first in this realm and shit, right? But did Alex ever say anything about Lucifer being a god, being some sort of all-powerful all-knowing entity that responds to prayers?”  
 
    There was silence. Cassie and Michelle exchanged glances, but neither girl said anything. Martial had been going on for hours now, with pauses to drink in between.  
 
    Cassie had learnt to drone him out. It was a far cry from the man she’d have done anything to spend time with, anything to have him speak with her. Nothing had changed in that, not really. She still wanted to be beside him, to have him look at her, hold her.  
 
    But it was like, in this moment, Martial was going out of his way to drink as much as he could, and then, be the biggest asshole he could be.  
 
    “Don’t even get me started on fucking Satan,” Martial growled.  
 
    Cassie shuddered at the mention of that name. “We won’t,” she mumbled.  
 
    Martial turned his head towards her. “Did you say something?”  
 
    “Me?” Cassie feigned innocence.  
 
    “No. That walking tree beside you,” Martial growled. “Yes, fucking you! You’re afraid of Satan, aren’t you?”  
 
    “Little bit,” Cassie swallowed.  
 
    Her eyes moved away from Martial and took in her surroundings. The road was a dirt track, surrounded by thinly spread trees. If there were demons about, she would see them coming. Hopefully.  
 
    “You should be afraid. Satan is pure evil. And apparently impossible to kill.”  
 
    “Right,” Cassie nodded. “Maybe we should stop saying his name?” she added, her eyes now on a particularly large oak tree that seemed to have a dark shadow about it.  
 
    “Why? What do you think is going to happen?” Martial asked.  
 
    “Demons get angry when we say his name.”  
 
    “Why the fuck should I give a shit about offending demons?” Martial asked. “And firstly, do you see any fucking demons about?”  
 
    And firstly? How drunk was he to get his sentences muddled? 
 
    “What do you think is going to happen, Cassie?”  
 
    Cassie’s brows furrowed. Why did he say her name like that? Was it a good thing, or a bad thing? 
 
    “Do you think the ground is going to open up, demons are going to pour out and take vengeance?”  
 
    He was mocking her. “It’s happened in the past.”  
 
    “Because someone said the word SATAN?” he yelled it out. “That’s the fucking problem with people these days. Just because there are now demons and angels, superstitions are suddenly acceptable. You know how crazy you would have sounded a few hundred years ago?”  
 
    Cassie didn’t reply, but continued to stare at Martial, her lips curling.  
 
    “What?” Martial demanded.  
 
    “You’re a strange master,” she replied.  
 
    “Don’t call me that.  
 
    “It’s what you are,” Cassie told him. “You took us on as apprentices. We pledged our minds, bodies and souls to you. You’re our master now. Maybe you should start acting like it.”  
 
    “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” Martial demanded.  
 
    There was a dangerous tone to his voice, one Cassie had heard before when drunken men threatened their significant others. It was usually followed by violence. Was Martial going to hit her?  
 
    She had pledged her mind, body and soul to him. She gave him the right to strike her, if he so thought it right, if he thought she had stepped out of line.  
 
    “It means you shouldn’t be trying to pick an argument with me. You are my master. You are right, and I am in the wrong. If you feel I deserve punishment for any insubordination, you are entitled to punish me.”  
 
    She said the words calmly, and it defused the situation. After staring at her awhile, the glare in Martial’s eyes faded. He stared ahead at the road and beyond, where the little village was rising across the horizon.  
 
    “You’re right,” Martial finally said, his voice now calm too. “I shouldn’t be arguing with you. I’m right on this. Saying Satan’s name doesn’t bring bad luck.”  
 
    “Of course, master,” Cassie said, her voice diplomatic, though inside she felt unease.  
 
    “Say it.”  
 
    Cassie took a deep breath. “Satan,” she whispered.  
 
    “Louder.”  
 
    “Satan,” she said through gritted teeth.  
 
    Martial turned to Michelle. “Don’t think being silent means you won’t have to participate. Say the word.”  
 
    Michelle visibly squirmed in her saddle. A pained look across her face, her lips quivered as she mentioned Satan’s name. It was barely audible, and Cassie wondered if the girl would be able to say it loud enough for Martial’s satisfaction, or if she would faint instead.  
 
    Thankfully, the kinder side of Martial emerged and he didn’t press her to speak up.  
 
    “See,” he said triumphantly. “Nothing happened. No demons emerged from the ground to devour our souls.”  
 
    They continued to ride on towards the village. Cassie wasn’t convinced by Martial’s words. Her hand rested by her waist, where her sword was sheathed in the scabbard fasted around her armour.  
 
    Feeling on edge, she glanced around. They had left the last of the sparsely growing trees that surrounded the dirt road. Around them were now fields of wheat. Growing over a meter tall, they were ready to be chopped down.  
 
    As a gentle breeze swept passed them, the golden grains at the top of the stalks swayed in a mesmerising fashion.  
 
    And then, the ground shook.  
 
    Martial, Michelle and Cassie pulled on their reins in unison.  
 
    “What uh… what was that?” Michelle asked.  
 
    It happened again. Another tremor. This time, the horses noticed too, and they shuffled on the spot, Martial’s stallion neighed loudly.       
 
    “You don’t think it’s demons coming out of the ground to devour our souls because we said their lords name, do you?” Michelle asked.  
 
    Cassie thought it might be.  
 
    “No,” Martial said firmly.  
 
    And then, the ground began to shake violently. Before them, the golden fields of wheat began to burn. As smoke filled the air, the fields collapsed inwards and lava rose up. And riding on top of the lava were demons.  
 
    Their skin burning, they leapt off and rolled on the ground, amidst the fire, somehow, they managed to sooth the burns.  
 
    “Okay,” Martial began, “I just want to make clear that this is a coincidence. The demons just so happened to emerge from the ground at the same time we mentioned the name of the lord.”  
 
    Right, Cassie thought. “What shall we do?”  
 
    “We attack,” Martial said.  
 
    He drew his sword and pointed it towards the demons. The demons that were now running towards the village like crazed animals.  
 
    Martial led the charge, his black stallion stormed down the path and disappeared into the thick grey smoke.  
 
    Bringing up her courage, Cassie followed after him. The smoke was thick, and it burned her nostrils and stung her eyes. Around her, she could hear movement, of feet thumping against the ground, of beastly growling.  
 
    Cassie strained her ear.  
 
    Her eyes widened.  
 
    Those weren’t feet.  
 
    They were hooves.  
 
    She tapped her heel against her horse, urging it to run faster, to clear the mist.  
 
    As she emerged from the smoke, her eyes stinging, her throat burning, she spotted a black creature about the size of a horse running to her left.  
 
    But it wasn’t a horse.  
 
    For starters, the shape of the head, the snout, the teeth, it looked more reminiscent of the images she had seen of Hell Hounds.  
 
    Except, those images had left out one little detail.  
 
    They were drawn with the beast having a single head.  
 
    This one had three heads.  
 
    Three heads, six eyes, all that now stared at her.  
 
    The dog had been running alongside her when it suddenly turned and leapt towards her. Cassie reached for her sword and turning to face the beast, she tilted back. As the hound leapt over her, she slashed at its belly.  
 
    Blood covered her face, the dog howled a truly hellish scream as it hit the ground on unsteady feet.  
 
    Turning to look back at it, Cassie, her heart thumping, imagined that was the end of that. She expected to see the dog slowly dying, or at least, crawling to a halt to recover.  
 
    Except, it was doing the opposite.  
 
    The dog was running incredibly fast, catching up to her despite having suffered a deep cut. Its three mouths bared to show sharp canine teeth all across its mouth. As it came closer, catching up to her mare, it leapt up once more.  
 
    But this time, she wasn’t the target.  
 
    It was going to bite into the back of her horse, and definitely kill it.  
 
    Deciding that just wouldn’t do, Cassie leapt back, flying off her horse, she collided into the beast mid-air before hitting the ground, she rolled across the dirt. Cassie spat the dirt out of her mouth and jumped to her feet.  
 
    The beast had recovered too, and it stood before her, hind legs lowered, as if it were about to jump at her once more.  
 
    And then, it did.  
 
    Cassie held her sword by her side, ready to slash at the beast as it came within range, and simultaneously, move out of range of its sharp claws.  
 
    It seemed to happen in slow motion, the approach of the beast. Its three heads seemed to magnify; every terrifying aspect now shown in high definition. From the coldness in the black and yellow eyes, the fur that was more like little spikes, the teeth that were perfectly white and incredibly sharp, as if they had been filed and cleaned for this occasion.  
 
    As Cassie turned her chest to put a swing in her strike, suddenly, arrows flew past her shoulder. Time seemed to return to normality as the beast hit the ground with a thud, arrows buried in every head.  
 
    Cassie glanced back to see Michelle riding out of the smoke, her bow slinging off her shoulder now, she held a hand out. As she passed, Cassie took the hand and jumped onto Michelle’s horse, sitting behind her.  
 
    They rode fast, and as they approached her own horse, she jumped off Michelle’s saddle and onto her own. In front of them, the demons had already reached the village. There were screams of horror as the humans turned to flee, most going the other way, and not towards Cassie, Michelle, and the backdrop of burning fields.  
 
    Thankfully, Martial had arrived.  
 
    Both Cassie and Michelle watched, mesmerised by his skill. He leapt off his horse and flew over the demons that had gathered on the road, landing between them and the fleeing humans. Despite being drunk as fuck, he landed perfectly. His sword came out, and he stood with it by his side, his head lowered, his eyes closed.  
 
    Was he meditating, surrounded by demons?  
 
    But then, as the demons charged, Martial’s eyes flung open. Moving swiftly, he sliced through the first demons that dared to attack this magnificent human. His sword cut through the flesh and bones as if it were made of candy.  
 
    As Cassie’s horse finally entered the village, she leapt off her horse, her landing not as perfect as Martial’s, she rolled on the ground before shooting to her feet, her sword out, she drove it in the demon’s stomach. Pulling it out, she turned and stepped out of the way of an incoming blade as an arrow flew past her and dug into the skull of another demon.  
 
    They worked well together, Cassie and Michelle, and they made their way through the demons with relative ease. Cassie felt her confidence begin to rise as she killed two more demons.  
 
    The beasts were scary. They were strong and fast, but it turned out she was faster, and Michelle could hit an ant from twenty feet away, she was that good.  
 
    As she killed the last of the demons on the main road, she came before Martial. He was covered in blood, but she knew none of it was his own.  
 
    “You did good,” he said to her. “But it’s not over yet. There are more demons about. Follow the screams,” he told her.  
 
    As if on cue, multiple screams filled the evening light, coming from both her left and right. Martial took the right, Cassie the left, followed closely by Michelle, who was still on horseback, her bow knocked, watching and ready.  
 
    Cassie didn’t get far before the window to her left smashed and a demon charged out, headfirst, it collided into her waist, the horns on its head struck her metal armoured pants. Cassie swung her sword but missed completely as she hit the ground.  
 
    She turned her body so that she was on her back, the demon still had its head by her waist, its arms wrapped around her. Cassie brought her sword down onto the demon’s back, but it did little good against the heavy armour it wore. She slammed her knee up, hitting his chin. The demon loosened its grip and Cassie wiggled free. She scrambled to her feet and as the demon began to rise, she drove her sword down his neck.  
 
    As she pulled her sword out, another demon appeared from nowhere. Arrows flew past her and buried themselves in the demon’s head. As he fell to the ground, Michelle rode up to her.  
 
    “Are you okay?”  
 
    Breathing heavily, Cassie nodded.  
 
    Fighting was tiring, even for Legacies.    
 
    Both demons had appeared from the same house. Cassie kicked the door down and entered. She could hear whimpering coming from the door to her left. Stepping inside, she saw a girl huddled in the corner, her clothes torn off, her body shaking. Seeing them, she pointed at the opposite corner.  
 
    There was a demon there, a female.  
 
    She had black hair and blue skin. She was naked, save for the chain around her neck. Her features looked human, more like a girl painted blue rather than an actual demon. She didn’t even have any horns, and her teeth were normal too, though she did have yellow eyes.  
 
    Seeing them enter the room, the demon’s eyes fell on Cassie’s sword. She jumped to her feet and slammed headfirst into the window. Smashing through the glass, she landed on the street. 
 
    But she didn’t get far.  
 
    Michelle, who had been outside and, on her horse, rode past and knocked the demon to the ground as Cassie climbed out of the window.  
 
    The demon girl, now on the floor, turned onto her bottom and crawled back, coming up against the wall. She stared at them with fear in her eyes.  
 
    “What should we do with her?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “She’s a demon.”  
 
    “I know but… she doesn’t seem scary. She looks afraid.”  
 
    The demon girl did look afraid. Maybe she was just a coward and was afraid, knowing she was going to die. It made sense for some demons to be cowards too, right? They were living creatures, and every living creature wanted to continue to live, right?  
 
    “That girl inside the cottage was afraid of her,” Cassie said. “If we hadn’t walked in, who knew what she would have done to that poor girl.”  
 
    Cassie raised her sword in both hands and held it above her, ready to strike. The demon girl continued to stare up, eyes wide, body frozen in fear. The sword in Cassie’s hand wavered. It didn’t seem right, did it? Killing a defenceless demon, cowering naked on the ground? 
 
    But her resolve hardened as she remembered the refugees that had fled to Cornhill-on-Tweed. Many had lost their husbands, wives and children to the demons.  
 
    Cassie brought her sword down with force. But before it could strike the demon on the head, a rock slammed into the side. She missed the demon and instead hit the ground beside her. Panicking, thinking it was demons, Cassie raised her sword and swung again.  
 
    But this time, her blade clashed with another sword. A beautiful sword with a black handle, lines of gold swirling from the pommel to the guard. As she followed the sword and the hand that held it, she met Martial’s eyes.  
 
    “Don’t,” he warned.  
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    It turned out the village was fortunate in that the Legacies arrived at the right time. Aside from a few burnt houses and a few girls sexually assaulted, damage was minimal. There were no deaths. The fields that had burned as portals from Hell opened, that fire did not spread, but dissipated on its own.  
 
    The villagers were happy to see them, and terrified that demons could now apparently emerge from the ground at any time and point.  
 
    They converged around Martial as he sat in the local pub, the demon girl beside him, she sat on the floor, still naked, she huddled against his leg, much like a terrified dog would do.  
 
    The villagers weren’t happy with her presence, but after the first guy made the mistake of commenting on what needed to be done to the demon girl, and Martial promptly broke his front teeth with a slap – that’s right, with a fucking slap – no one else cared to express their opinions on the matter.  
 
    Martial spoke to the group in the pub, his voice loud and clear, he gave them their options. They could stay in the village and risk another demon attack. He didn’t know what the possibility was of the demons opening another portal in the exact same spot. Having examined the holes in the ground, they weren’t like the existing portals, the permanent portals that were large holes in the ground, devoid of light.  
 
    He understood the villagers had nowhere else to go, that their livelihoods were here, so he suggested the women and children head for Learmouth, where they would find security behind its walls, and comfort in the presence of its many Legacies.  
 
    The men can stay behind, if they must, to tend to their crops, complete the harvest. But they needed to arm themselves. He told them of Cornhill-on-Tweed, and of Martha, the Legacy in charge there. If anyone was interested, she would provide them with weapons and training.  
 
     When Martial was done talking, the crowd shouted over each other with numerous questions. Some wondered if he would stay in the village to protect them. They would pay handsomely. Others wondered why the portals were opening up around them. What was going on in Hell?  
 
    Martial answered as many as he could, his demeanour calm, he never answered the same question more than once, even though they kept coming around, sometimes phrased differently, sometimes said the exact same way.  
 
    Eventually, the crowd thinned, and the men left.  
 
    It was a silent supper for the three of them.  
 
    Four of them.  
 
    The demon girl was still sitting on the floor, naked aside from the chain around her neck, her shoulder rested against Martial’s leg. Again, much like a dog. She didn’t have that same fear in her eyes from earlier. In fact, she seemed remarkably calm considering she was a demon surrounded by humans, by Legacies.  
 
    Martial gave her food in a bowl placed before her. The girl ate with her hands. It was fascinating to watch, and confusing too.  
 
    “What are you going to do with her?” Cassie eventually worked up the courage to ask.  
 
    “Haven’t decided yet,” Martial replied. He reached down and stroke her hair. “What do you know about demons?”  
 
    “Evil,” Michelle replied instantly. “They devour human souls, torture them for eternity.”  
 
    Martial gave a shake of his head in a somewhat noncommittal way. “All demons aren’t evil. Their society is more like what ours was during the medieval period, or even what it’s like now. They have structures. The strong dominate the weak. They’re not evil per se. Especially the weaker demons, the poorer demons.”  
 
    Cassie glanced at the demon girl. She had finished eating, and she stared up at them, some of the fear of earlier returning as she listened to their conversation.  
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” the demon asked.  
 
    “I don’t know,” Martial said, sighing again.  
 
    Cassie noted he seemed to do that a lot, like he was tired of life in general, like he’d been around for a really long time and seen everything. Not for the first time, she wondered how old he really was, what generation Legacy he was.  
 
    “Will I be killed?”  
 
    Cassie raised an eyebrow at the question, and the calm manner it was asked in. She’d thought the girl to be a coward, but she was remarkably calm for someone who thought they might be killed.  
 
    “No. I’ll make sure that doesn’t happen to you.”      
 
    The rest of the meal finished in silence, and when they were done, they headed up the stairs to their room. Again, it was a small room with a double bed pressed against the wall by the window. Martial stripped his clothes off and collapsed on the bed, his arms stretched out.  
 
    The demon girl, after staring at the girls briefly, climbed onto the bed and settled down, curling up near Martial’s feet. She closed her eyes and was asleep soon. The same was true of Martial.  
 
    “What a day, huh?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “Nuts.”  
 
    “We killed demons.”  
 
    “That we did.”  
 
    “Apparently we adopted one too.”  
 
    Cassie’s eyes fell on the demon girl sleeping by Martial’s feet. Guess she wasn’t the only one that thought the demon behaved very much like a pet dog. “How do you think Martial knows so much about demon culture down in Hell? Do you think he’s been down there?”  
 
    “Been to Hell?” Michelle asked, as she pulled off her metal bra and massaged her boobs. “I don’t know of many Legacies that have been down there and back… I don’t think even many Immortals have done that.”  
 
    It was true.  
 
    They knew some humans had been down to Hell and lived to tell the tale. Alex, an Immortal, was one of those humans. But Alex was extraordinary as an Immortal, and he had the strength of Lucifer inside him.   
 
    It was doubtful Martial had been to Hell, but there was just something about him that, were he to say he’d been down there, Cassie would believe him, despite the fact that, sometimes, he did brag quite a lot.  
 
    She undressed, taking off the armour from her arms, her breasts, and finally, the armour around her waist. With some caution, she pulled out the dildos that were attached to the armour and inserted in her pussy and cunt.  
 
    Now naked, she climbed onto the bed and rested her head on Martial’s chest, her hand stretched out over him. Michelle, sleeping on the other side of Martial, took her hand and placed it on her breast.  
 
    Cassie raised a head to look at her, and in response, Michelle smiled mischievously. Cassie squeezed her breast as she laid her head back. What the hell, she thought. She wasn’t getting any from Martial, despite sleeping next to him naked. She might as well get some from Michelle. The girl was good with her tongue.  
 
    It might even turn Martial on if he were to see two hot girls playing with each other. And with that thought in her head, she fell asleep on his chest.  
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    The following morning, after breakfast, they set off once more. This time, there were four of them. Martial asked the barmaid for clothes, and in order to please him, the poor girl stripped naked there and then, and gave her clothes to him.  
 
    Martial knew his aura was incredibly strong, to the point where he never needed to use it, to force his will upon others. It just happened. If a girl fancied him even a little, which pretty much all girls did based on his looks, and the fact they thought he was a Legacy, his aura did the rest and turned even that little want, that little need into desperation to please.  
 
    After all these years, he still found stuff like that amusing. The barmaid was cute, if a little on the skinny side. Not only did she take off her top and trousers, she even pulled off her bra and stood awkwardly, smiling at him, eyes glazed.  
 
    Martial felt obliged to touch them, give them a squeeze, leave the girl something to remember when she wonders why she took off her clothes. 
 
    The demon was named Kagnak, and once clothed, she rode behind him as they set off towards Learmouth.  
 
    Things were getting much worse much more quickly than Martial had anticipated. If demons could create portals and appear on earth anywhere they wanted to, and at any time they wanted to, the war was going to tip horribly in their favour. It was bad enough that Satan was back, but now, the fortifications along the borders would prove completely useless.  
 
    Sure, the portals didn’t appear to stay stable for long periods to allow thousands of demons to pour out. The numbers were small for now, but it was another worry, one he could have done without.  
 
    An image popped into his head, of a human army facing a demon one, when from behind them, a thousand demons suddenly appeared. It would cause chaos among the human soldiers, tip the battle in favour of the demons before even a single drop of blood had been spilled.  
 
    He needed a plan to deal with this.  
 
    Stopping drinking would be a good start.    
 
    Afraid of developing feelings for Cassie, Martial had resorted to dealing with his problems by drinking.  
 
    And that had been a fucking disaster. Not just because apparently he’d increased his levels of asshole-ness when drunk, but also because of the fucking demons that had erupted from the earth.  
 
    They got lucky in the end. There were no casualties in the village and the demons were dealt with swiftly.  
 
    The demons had come with a Hell Hound, which was different.  
 
    Martial hadn’t seen many beasts from Hell coming though the portals, even during the height of the war. He wondered if it was because of the way the portals were constructed, and the fact that every portal was surrounded by rings of fire.  
 
    The burning lava that poured out of the ground with the demons wasn’t your traditional lava. Demons could be burnt to death. Maybe not Satan, but most demons, anyway. You had to remain very still in the portal. Too much movement and you would drift towards the burning edges.  
 
    What had changed now?  
 
    As they rode on towards Learmouth, Martial wondered of what to do next. There was a war coming, two new threats. One he had witnessed first-hand, and the other, Satan’s return, he was certain was true. He could almost feel it in his bones.  
 
    He could march straight to the capital, tell them he was first generation Legacy, or even an Immortal, here to meet the queen with an urgent message. They would never know if he was lying or not. It wasn’t like every Immortal knew every other Immortal.  
 
    But he doubted the queen would believe him, or, if she did, there was little reason for her to listen to him. She would do her own thing. It was possible she already knew and was doing her own thing.  
 
    It was a thought that had occurred to him during his trip to the settlement by the border. Those demons hadn’t emerged from newly created portals in the ground. They had passed through the difficult and narrow mountain paths. Paths that were easy to defend, paths where the queen’s Border Patrols were supposed to be.  
 
    But they weren’t there.  
 
    The queen must know of portals emerging from the ground in her land. Maybe that’s why she recalled her soldiers. No use keeping them to protect a border when the demons didn’t have to cross that border anymore. 
 
    Martial didn’t know what he could do in Learmouth, other than pass on his knowledge of what was going on and hope the Legacy in charge wasn’t an asshole. They needed to train every available man, woman and even child, and arm them with weapons, whatever they had available.  
 
    Martial had one other problem that needed dealing with. What was he supposed to do with Kagnak, the demon riding with him? She would attraction attention and hate wherever she went.  
 
    Goddammit, why did she have to be blue? 
 
    This is exactly what he was hoping to avoid, getting attached to girls like Cassie, having to be responsible for anyone, especially a helpless demon.  
 
    It was like Deja vu for him.  
 
    He didn’t like how it had ended the first time, in nothing but blood and tears.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The journey to Learmouth was an uneventful one. The skies were clear when they set off, but during midday, the skies briefly darkened and a sudden burst showered them. They were on a dirt road surrounded by empty fields, no houses in sight, or even trees to take shelter under.  
 
    They continued on, and soon the rain stopped, the sun reappeared, and they began to dry.  
 
    By evening, the walled town or Learmouth appeared on the horizon. It was a bigger town than Cornhill-on-Tweed, and on a more established path, one that led to the capital, it was a more prosperous town.  
 
    The wall was built of white stone and rose over twenty feet in height. It was supported by six towers at the front, each with manned battlements. Traditionally, this would have been considered a town relatively secure against demon attacks, though that probably hadn’t been a concern in over a hundred years.  
 
    As they came closer to the town, a field to their left was burnt and had indents in the ground that looked like they had been holes.  
 
    Portals that had opened up from Hell. 
 
    Fuck.  
 
    It was happening everywhere.  
 
    There were lots of tents set up in front of the wall. At the front was a small line of men in poorly equipped armour, rusty swords, bent spears, sitting guard. Beyond them and before the wall, children ran around amongst the tents. In a patch of land, animals grazed under the watchful eye of a woman sitting on her bottom, a stick in hand.   
 
    Some of the women in the tents stepped out as Martial and the girls rode past in their horses. They wore looks of resignation and worry on their faces, a look Martial had seen plenty before. He knew what they had been through, and it raised his concerns. The demons were appearing much more frequently than he had hoped.  
 
    The gate leading into the town was guarded by a bunch of men wearing armour and holding swords. Their leader, a portly man in his late forties, was sitting on a horse. Seeing them approach, he rode out to meet them.  
 
    “Town’s full,” he told them. “Only traders are allowed in.”  
 
    “What do you mean town’s full?” Cassie muttered.  
 
    “The town is full of people. No more refugees are allowed in. Only traders,” the man repeated, his voice firm.  
 
    “Do I look like a refugee?” Martial asked.  
 
    The man looked at him, really looked at him. And then, he spotted the demon girl, Kagnak sitting behind him. He reached for his sword and at the same time, his horse, suddenly alarmed by the tugging on the reins, stepped back unsteadily. 
 
    “You got a demon on your back,” the man said.  
 
    “I know.”  
 
    “Why do you have a demon sitting behind you?!” 
 
    “I captured her in a village the demons attacked. She’s been tamed. Belongs to me now,” Martial said.  
 
    “You tamed a demon?” the man mumbled. “What are you? Legacies?”  
 
    It was as if saying the words finally opened his eyes. He stared at them anew, first the girls, their height, their beauty, the armour they wore on their bodies. He licked his lips, suddenly dreamy, in fantasy land, succumbing to the affect their aura was having on him.  
 
    “You are Legacies,” the man stuttered. “I uh… I- uh… I don’t know w-what I’m supposed to do. Master Kevin never mentioned anything about Legacies.”  
 
    “He would want to see us,” Cassie said.  
 
    “Of course, you’re right,” the man muttered.   
 
    Martial wondered if the girls were doing it on purpose, on using their aura to ensure this man caused them no trouble in letting them enter, or if it was happening naturally as it did with him. Though the girls had been abandoned at a young age and did not know what generation Legacy they were, Martial had a feeling both girls were early generation Legacies. They had natural raw talent about them.  
 
    They set off, following the man past his soldiers and underneath the arched gate. The town was set in two obvious districts, and each stood facing each other. On the left were the poorer neighbourhoods, the roads narrow, the houses two-storey or less and made of exhausted dull brick, the alleyways dark, rubbish piled in corners. The humans wore dark clothes too, as if to match their existence and have a constant reminder of their place. 
 
    On the right, the houses were bigger, some rose three flours, some four, some five. They were made of grey stone, some whitewashed, others painted in different colours. The houses had balconies and large windows with stained glass. The roads were bigger, the few visible people rode on horses or sat in carriages.  
 
    It was a bad sign, seeing a town’s division so vividly. It could only mean the Legacy in charge was an asshole, like so many were these days.  
 
    The man who led them down the street introduced himself as Patrick. He was in charge of defending the town and now keeping its walls secure. Until recently, it had been an easy job to do. Humans came and went as they pleased.  
 
    But it all changed when the demons began to pour out of the ground. Refugees turned up from the surrounding villages in their hundreds. A few were allowed in at first, but then, Master Kevin ordered the gates to be shut to all but the traders.  
 
    Most went back to their villages, but some had no place to go back to. The demons had burnt everything to the ground. So they stayed outside the gates. It was horrible a week ago, when the demons poured out of the ground only a mile away from the town walls.  
 
    Thankfully, it was only a dozen or so demons, and the refugees were able to handle it. When Martial asked why Patrick and his men hadn’t ridden out to help, he replied stating he wasn’t allowed. Master Kevin didn’t want him to lose men helping the refugees.  
 
    Patrick added with a nervous laugh that he was glad too. He’d never seen a demon until last week. They were terrifying as fuck.  
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    Patrick took them to the town’s Hall of Legacies. It was a grand building, surrounded by a wall with metal spikes running along the top. It had enormous gardens at the front, all with neatly trimmed grass. In the centre was a fountain, the stone shaped like a Legacy, tall, perfect body, naked, her head was tilted back, the water pouring out from her open mouth.  
 
    Upon entering the building, Patrick handed them over to Katie. She was a blond Legacy. She was also completely naked. Her breasts were pierced. There was a ring attached to her cunt too. One on her bellybutton, another on her tongue. She carried a whip in her hand. She introduced herself as a fourth-generation Legacy and Mistress of the house. 
 
    Martial told her he wanted an audience with Kevin, the Legacy in charge. Introduced himself as a third-generation Legacy, using Martha’s parents’ details as his own, he told her he was in charge of Cornhill-on-Tweed.   
 
    It was sufficient rank for Katie to warrant the meeting with her master.    
 
    She led them into the house and towards the waiting room. On their way there, Martial passed those working in the house, cleaning, cooking, being furniture.  
 
    That’s right.  
 
    A petite girl stood naked in a corner, holding a vase in her hand.  
 
    Most of the girls they passed had piercings on their bodies, and all were naked. As they passed a girl on her knees sweeping the floor, her naked ass in the air, her back low to the point where her nipples touched the ground, Katie lashed out at the girl with her whip.  
 
    She spoke no words to the girl, express dissatisfaction at the girl’s work.  
 
    Nothing.  
 
    Just a strike across her ass. A hard strike too. It left a red line across her white ass. The girl wasn’t a Legacy, most of those working in the house weren’t. Her pain tolerance would be much lower, but she took the strike silently, indicating experience of regular abuse.  
 
    Katie led them to a large room within the house. It was a lavishly decorated room with marble flooring, a golden spiral staircase to the left, a dome in the centre, chandeliers hanging down, thick carpets with intricate designs, tapestries depicting Legacies in various forms towering over demons hung from the walls. 
 
    Martial sat down on the golden-framed chair whilst his two Legacies, Cassie and Michelle, stood behind him, both girls had their hands resting on their waists beside their swords. It was to look more official, and impressive, rather than be effective as a fighting force. Though both girls were very capable, Michelle’s real talent lay in her effectiveness with the bow slung across her back.  
 
    Kagnak, the demon girl, sat on the floor beside his feet.  
 
    Martial didn’t like that she did that. But he didn’t say otherwise. It was important for appearances that she appeared dominated. Kevin, the Legacy Martial would be meeting with needed to be impressed.  
 
    There were very few things left in this world that surprised or impressed Legacies. Having a demon by his feet would be one of those things.  
 
    It was a long wait for Kevin. Martial knew the asshole was doing it on purpose, just to prove a point. That point being that he could turn up late.  
 
    He finally strode down the golden staircase, wearing a silky red robe, a naked girl in each arm, both with their nipples pierced, Martial judged them as Legacies based on their height. As they reached the bottom of the stairs, he knew them as much, could feel their aura.  
 
    He could feel Kevin’s aura too.  
 
    It was strong.  
 
    “Martial,” he nodded at him. “Katie tells me you’re the Legacy from Cornhill-on-Tweed,” Kevin said as he sat down, his naked Legacies both dropped to the ground by his feet. He stared at the demon by Martial’s feet, and when he met Martial’s eyes, he smiled. It was a guarded smile, and his eyes told more. 
 
    Greed.  
 
    Envy.  
 
    “Last I knew, wasn’t Flittick in charge of that little town?”  
 
    “Killed him.”  
 
    “I see,” Kevin nodded. “As is our right, I suppose,” he laughed. “What happened of the Legacy in that town? Martha, her name was?”  
 
    “She’s pledged herself as an apprentice to me now,” Martial said.  
 
    “Oh?” Kevin said, an eyebrow raised. “I sent a couple of my girls down there a few years ago. Martha fought like a bitch,” he chuckled. “Refused to surrender, said she would fight to the death. Even broke one of my girl’s arm. How is it she decided to surrender to you?”  
 
    “I guess she must have seen something worthy in me,” Martial said, his voice hardening. He was really beginning to dislike this Kevin.  
 
    “Hmm,” Kevin smiled.  
 
    There was silence as both men stared at each other, both calculating how this would end. It was always tense when a new Legacy came into town, one that did not plan on submitting as an apprentice. And it was rare for a man to submit to another man as an apprentice.  
 
    Martial was confident he could defeat Kevin in a duel, but the problem was, he feared Kevin knew that too. There was little chance of them settling this in a traditional duel where the winner takes all.  
 
    Kevin had a sweet set-up here. By skill, or luck, he was the Master of a good-sized town. He was treating Legacies like they were nothing more than whores, which meant he was either skilful enough to defeat them, force them into submission, or he was a cunning fucker.  
 
    Martial decided it was a combination of both. A lethal combination. He needed to be careful here.  
 
    “What brings you to my town, Martial?”  
 
    “Nothing that will surprise you. I’m sure you’ve heard of the demons pouring out of the ground attacking humans?”  
 
    “I’ve heard of something along those lines.”  
 
    Martial frowned. Was he doubting it? How could he doubt it when there was evidence right outside his own town?  
 
    “We need to prepare for the coming war, and there will be a war with the demons, unlike any we have seen before,” Martial said.  
 
    “I think I can handle a few ugly fuckers that crawl up from Hell,” Kevin said.  
 
    “It’s going to be more than a few. Something has changed. The devil may be back,” Martial avoided saying Satan’s name.  
 
    “The devil may be back?” Kevin’s eyes twinkled. “I didn’t realise he was gone.”  
 
    “Maybe he wasn’t gone,” Martial said, trying his hardest to be diplomatic and not punch the guy in the face. “Maybe he decided to sit out the wars for whatever reason. But I believe that’s changed. I believe, in the coming war, Satan will participate. And it will be the end of us if we do not prepare.”  
 
    Martial thought it would be the end regardless of how much preparation they did, but he didn’t mention that.  
 
    “You speak the devil’s name,” Kevin said, his face now tight.  
 
    “I do.”  
 
    There was a cold silence between the men, one finally broken by Kevin.  
 
    “And why do you think the devil will participate in future wars?”  
 
    So Martial told him about the demon he had battled near Coldstream. A demon that could grow in size was a powerful demon. Usually, such demons, those of power, did not lie to humans.  
 
    They saw humans much like humans saw sheep. Much like how there was no need for a farmer to lie to its flock, so a powerful demon did not see any need to lie to a human. 
 
    This demon spoke of Satan and his return, that Satan would destroy the earth, burn it to the ground, turn its lush green mountains red to resemble Hell.  
 
    That part wasn’t entirely accurate, but sometimes it was necessary to tell lies.  
 
    Martial then told Kevin how he could sense the demon wasn’t lying.  
 
    He knew he’d made a mistake the second he’d said that.  
 
    “You sensed it with your aura?” Kevin asked. “You’re third generation, I believe?”  
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    “I was led to believe, while third generation is impressive, it’s not that impressive for your aura to be able to tell if someone is lying or telling the truth.”  
 
    Martial held back a sigh. He hadn’t said his aura was a fucking lie detector. But it didn’t matter. He already knew what he had to know. Kevin was an asshole too full of himself to listen to anyone else. He would have to be removed.  
 
    “I happen to be a first-generation Legacy,” Kevin volunteered the information.  
 
    “First generation, huh,” Martial said. “One of your parents was an Immortal?”  
 
    “Both, actually,” Kevin said, wearing a wide and satisfied grin.  
 
    “I always wondered where Immortals came from. These humans that can live for ever, so strong, so powerful. What’s their origin story?”  
 
    “It’s a closely guarded secret,” Kevin said, no longer smiling. “Only for privileged ears. Not for the later generations.”  
 
    “Why is it so closely guarded?” Martial asked, leaning forward. “You’d think they had something to hide.”  
 
    His lips pressed together, Kevin stared at him coldly. “How long will you be staying in my town, Martial?”  
 
    “Haven’t decided yet. There seems to be unusually high demon activity around this area. I might stick around for a while.”  
 
    “Don’t overstay your welcome,” Kevin said as he stood up. His eyes fell on the demon girl by Martial’s feet. “How did you come by her?” 
 
    “Demons attacked a village on our way here. Killed the demons, captured her.”  
 
    “I could do with a demon like that,” Kevin said. His eyes then fell on Cassie and Michelle. “Your Legacies are attractive too. If you’re interested in an exchange of any sort, feel free to visit my Hall of Legacies. Otherwise, don’t,” his voice ended in a threat.  
 
    “What are we going to do?” Cassie asked, once Kevin had left the room.  
 
    Martial sighed. “It’s looking likely I may have to kill him.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 30 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Martial, Cassie, Michelle and Kagnak left Learmouth’s Hall of Legacies and set off on their horses towards the town’s less desirable part. Martial had enough money for rooms at the best pub in town, but he didn’t want to stay amongst the local gentry. It wasn’t his style, never had been.  
 
    After wondering the narrow streets, weaving in and out of the crowds, they stumbled upon a little pub with a green door, written above it in golden letters were the words, Immortal Alex’s Beverage.  
 
    Martial seemed enthusiastic about the name, so giving their horses to the little boy working there, they walked inside.  
 
    Not many noticed the demon girl Kagnak, as she rode on Martial’s horse. His stallion was a tall and intimidating beast, and most humans, especially those in the poorer neighbourhoods, were afraid to make eye contact with those they thought were from the gentry or were Legacies. 
 
    Now that they were in the pub, every eye turned on them. There were audible gasps, and a man in the corner charged at them, a blunt sword in hand, he swung it at the demon girl.  
 
    Martial’s sword was out in the blink of an eye. As the steel clashed, the man’s blunt sword flung out of his hand, flew across the room and buried itself into the wooden beam in the corner. The man staggered back, holding his sword-hand wrist.  
 
    “I’m a Legacy, and this demon girl is under my protection,” Martial announced loudly. “If anyone has a problem with that, my two apprentices will hopefully next time deal with it,” he muttered, glancing at both Cassie and Michelle.  
 
    Oh, yes, right.  
 
    Cassie took a step forward, for what reason, she did not know. The danger was obviously over. She took a step back again and muttered her apologise. In response, Martial rolled his eyes.  
 
    The small crowd in the pub stared at them, their eyes moving from the Legacies to the demon girl, a mixture of emotions written on their faces. Some were angry, others were afraid.  
 
    What with demon attacks having happened in the area, it was entirely possible the few angry men in the room might have lost loved ones to the beasts. 
 
    Despite what their feelings might have been, no human was stupid enough, or desperate enough to want to get into a physical tussle with a Legacy, or three. 
 
    The room emptied out quickly.  
 
    When the last man left, Martial sat on the counter stool and turned towards the barmaid, a pretty girl with hair cut short. “I’ll have a whisky,” he told her.  
 
    The barmaid didn’t move. Her hands resting on the counter, she stared at Martial.  
 
    But it wasn’t the stare that most girls gave him.  
 
    “You cleared out all my customers,” she said.  
 
    “Okay…” Martial said uncertainly. “Normally pretty girls just…” he stopped and leaned in to look at the girl. “Short hair… are you a lesbian?”  
 
    “You’re fucking kidding me, right? That’s your response to what I said?” the girl muttered. “I borrowed money from Kevin, at a ridiculously high rate to start this place. I had to go into his fucking house to get the money. You know what it’s like to go to his house? There are naked girls all over the place, bodies pierced, being whipped about by his Legacies, who by the way, look like fucking sex dolls from some fucking weirdo’s fantasy.”  
 
    The barmaid’s eyes fell on Cassie and Michelle. Cassie, on her part, suddenly felt more conscious than she had ever before regarding the clothing she was wearing.  
 
    “Did you pick those things to wear?” the girl asked.  
 
    Cassie suddenly felt nervous, not an entirely foreign emotion. She often felt nervous around Martial. But it was Martial alone that made her nervous. Not humans. Certainly not a human girl behind a bar. But that was how she felt. Nervous.  
 
    She shook her head in response.  
 
    “Did he dress you?”  
 
    She shook her head again. “It was Martha,” she mumbled. “She’s another apprentice.”  
 
    “A girl dressed you like that?” the barmaid said, surprise in her voice. “She must really hate you.”  
 
    “It’s functional. Serves a purpose for Legacies, protects the vulnerable parts,” Martial said.  
 
    “What, the tits and cunt?”  
 
    “The chest, where the heart is, and yes… the cunt. Legacies can heal from most other wounds. We don’t get infections like you normals,” Martial said with a scowl.  
 
    “Whatever,” the girl scowled back.  
 
    Martial sighed. “Am I going to get my drink or what?”  
 
    The girl poured him a drink and slid it across the counter. “You better drink this whole bar, mister,” she said. “I am not going to be in Kevin’s debt.”  
 
    “Would that be the worst?” Martial asked, as he downed the drink.  
 
    “Yes,” the girl said. She poured herself a drink and gulped it down. “It would be the worst. It would be just the fucking worst.”  
 
    “Tell me about him,” Martial said, as he bought himself another drink.  
 
    So, the barmaid, who introduced herself as Lucy, told them about Kevin. The Legacy had been in charge of the town before her birth. Rumours were, he was a first-generation Legacy, though Lucy suspected Kevin spread those rumours himself.  
 
    He ran the town with an iron fist. He was judge, jury and executioner. He was the king, and everyone in his town were his subjects. He applied a version of prima nocta, in that, every attractive girl had to lose her virginity before him.  
 
    Before him, not always to him.  
 
    Sometimes he sat back and watched as his Legacies, or the normal humans working in his house, penetrated the poor girls every hole with every imaginable object.  
 
    “Thankfully, he doesn’t find me attractive,” Lucy said.  
 
    “Really?” Cassie asked, unable to hold back her surprise.  
 
    Lucy’s eyes narrowed. “Do I need to be worried about you? You’re not going to try and rape me, are you?”  
 
    It was Cassie’s turn to frown. “You’re a bit of a bitch,” she muttered.  
 
    “Yes, I am a bad bitch,” Lucy replied. “You might be a Legacy, but I could kick your ass, little girl.”  
 
    Cassie turned to Michelle. “Did she just call me little girl?”  
 
    “As fun as it would be to watch you two go at it,” Martial said, intervening and using what sounded like a forced grown-up voice, “I think it’s better we focus our energies on Kevin, and the best way to get rid of him.”  
 
    “Get rid of him?” Lucy muttered. “You and what army? He has a literal army of five hundred men and twelve Legacies.”  
 
    It was a good point, Cassie thought. Martial and what army? Two Legacy apprentices against a first-generation Legacy and twelve more? Not to forget the five hundred men. They might be normal humans, but they were still a threat.  
 
    Martial turned to look at Cassie and Michelle; “I have a plan,” he said. 
 
    “If you’re going to get rid of him, you should do it soon, before the town goes to shit,” Lucy said.  
 
    She told them what she feared would happen. The locals had already been split into two groups, the haves and the have-nots. The crisis with the demons appearing from out of nowhere had spooked the farmers. Though some remained, most had fled, first coming to the town. Some were still camped outside, some had decided to head further inland.  
 
    There was going to be a poor harvest if Kevin didn’t provide protection for the farmers. A poor harvest would lead to food shortages for the town’s downtrodden, who were on the brink already.  
 
    Owning her own pub, and working in it, Lucy heard the men mutter as she passed them their drinks. They were on the verge of rioting. It had been something men talked about often, not of rioting, but of going into the better part of town and taking it for themselves, a revolution of sorts.  
 
    Over the past week, that talk had changed to a want for wanton destruction. For blood.    
 
    “My plan is going to have to be accelerated,” Martial muttered.  
 
    Cassie had a sinking feeling in her stomach that she was not going to like this plan.  
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    Martial’s plan wasn’t a very clever plan.  
 
    There were lots of ways it could go horribly wrong.  
 
    Actually, there was one way it could go horribly wrong. One very obvious way.  
 
    Martial’s plan was to challenge Kevin to a duel, much like he had done so with the demon in Coldstream. Despite having tons of admiration for Martial, Cassie did wonder if he lacked some creatively.  
 
    As time was of the essence, he wanted his plan to be actioned immediately. He’d drunk a few, so when he said immediately, he meant Cassie and Michelle leave immediately. An hour after having arrived in the pub, an hour and half after having left Kevin’s Hall of Legacies, he wanted them to go back and present Martial’s challenge to duel. 
 
    “Can we do it tomorrow?” Cassie asked.  
 
    “Yes, tomorrow,” Michelle jumped at the idea.  
 
    Martial drained his seventh glass of whisky and turned on the stool, somewhat wobbly, his hands reached back and he grabbed the counter and leaned against it. 
 
    “Tomorrow?” he asked, frowning. He turned on his stool to face Lucy, again, his form wobbly. “Isn’t time of the essence?”  
 
    “It is,” Lucy said, a smirk on her face.  
 
    Martial turned on his stool once more, and this time, he almost slipped off. Steadying himself, “Time is of the essence,” he announced.  
 
    Cassie glanced at Lucy, whose eyes sparkled. Somehow, the girl wasn’t affected by Martial’s aura. She wasn’t desperate to please him, wasn’t in the process of tearing off her clothes and doing such things.  
 
    Instead, she was having fun with a drunk Martial.  
 
    Two could play that game, Cassie decided.  
 
    Sure, it wasn’t normal for apprentices to take advantage of their master. But Martial wasn’t your typical master, was he?  
 
    Cassie walked up to Martial and dropped to her knees, her hands rested on his lap. She looked up at him, jutting her chest forward, giving him ample view of her breasts barely hidden away by the metal bra of silver.  
 
    “Of course, I can go and see him tonight, master,” she said. “But what if he wants to duel tonight? What if he wants it to happen immediately?”  
 
    “Then I’ll fight the fucker, won’t I?” Martial asked. “I am Martial the Great, the Killer of Satan, the Destroyer of God, the Vengeance in Heaven, the-” 
 
    “Right, of course,” Cassie cut him off, wincing as he mentioned Satan’s name. She still wasn’t convinced the demons had poured out from the ground at the mention of his name. It might have been a coincidence seeing as demons had been pouring out of the ground on a regular basis around this area. But she still didn’t feel comfortable hearing the name. Why take the risk? “But, wouldn’t you rather spend the night with Kagnak here? And tomorrow, we can set off for Kevin’s Hall of Legacy?”  
 
    The demon girl was on the floor beside her, minding her own business, she was staring at the brass chandelier hanging from the ceiling when, at the mention of her name, she turned sharply to look at Cassie, fear in her eyes.  
 
    Cassie didn’t feel great about suggesting it. After having observed the demon for the past day, it turned out her feelings towards it were now undecided, which was a significant upgrade from pure hatred.  
 
    Martial had been right about demons. They weren’t all the same… Not all of them were beings of pure evil.  
 
    So, Cassie didn’t feel great about suggesting Martial spend the night romantically with the demon girl. Just the suggestion of something like that would have been preposterous, and she noticed Lucy’s frown.  
 
    But Cassie thought she saw something between Martial and the demon. The way he looked at her, especially drunk, those sideway glances, a distant look in his eyes as if he were remembering something. She figured he’d known a demon girl in the past. Known her intimately, romantically perhaps.  
 
    And once she got over her disgust of the idea of being romantic with a demon, Cassie could see the appeal of it.  
 
    Kagnak basically looked like a girl with blue skin.  
 
    She was cute.  
 
    Martial seemed to think the same. He stared at the demon girl, that distant look in his eyes, as if he were seeing her, but seeing someone else at the same time.  
 
    He reached down and grabbing her by the blouse, he lifted her up to her feet. Kagnak was afraid. Her body was shaking. But she kept her composure as Martial leaned in to kiss her. Cassie felt that familiar pang she so often did around Martial, when he seemed to see every other girl aside from her.  
 
    As Kagnak kissed him back, her body relaxed, then it sagged onto him. Cassie sighed deeply, wishing it was her.  
 
    From behind the bar, Lucy watched on, a horrified expression on her face. “Now I’ve fucking seen everything,” she muttered.  
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    They spent the night at the pub named Immortal Alex’s Beverage. Martial shared the bed with Kagnak while Michelle and Cassie were relegated to share the room with Lucy. The pub was small and only had four rooms for the public to use. Three of the others had been taken, which was quite something, Lucy said.  
 
    Normally, at best, she had one room filled. The influx of humans fleeing demons meant more people in town. Though Kevin’s soldiers were supposed to keep out refugees, those with money were able to buy their way in and buy rooms for the night.  
 
    When Martial left the common room of the pub, still kissing Kagnak, Lucy had guided them up the stairs to their room, where Martial had kicked the door shut behind him, and in Cassie’s face. Not for the first time.  
 
    The room Lucy stayed in was small. There was a single bed in the corner, a beige wardrobe against the wall, and enough space in the middle to open the wardrobe doors.  
 
    “I’m taking the bed,” Lucy said. “You can sleep on the floor.”  
 
    “I think not,” Cassie said.  
 
    “Excuse me?” Lucy frowned.  
 
    “I’m taking the bed.”  
 
    “My house, my rules.”  
 
    “I think you’ll find every Legacy ever would disagree with you,” Cassie said. She was annoyed. A fucking demon was getting it on with Martial before her. She was not in the mood to be pushed around by Lucy. “Downstairs you said you could kick my ass. Called me a kid, right? Or was it a little child? You want to test your theory?”  
 
    Lucy squared up to her, her lips pursed, her face scrunched.  
 
    But she was half a foot shorter than Cassie, who was over six feet tall. Rather than seem intimidating, she looked more cute, in that angry sort of way, like a pixie. It made Cassie grin, and that pissed off Lucy even more.  
 
    But in the end, Lucy wasn’t a fucking idiot. She wasn’t going to pick a fight with a Legacy.  
 
    “I’m sharing the bed with you,” Lucy said.  
 
    “Fine,” Cassie muttered.  
 
    She began to undress, starting with the metal sleeves that covered her arms from wrist to elbow. After that, she took off her boots, then removed the metal shin pads. It was her metallic bra that followed.  
 
    She noticed Lucy staring at her breasts as they popped out. Cassie massaged them gently. Her poor breasts were still taking time getting used to being surrounded by hard metal and not soft clothing.  
 
    “Does it hurt?” Lucy asked.  
 
    “You get used to it,” Cassie said, though she was yet to fully get used to it. She rubbed her nipples as those felt sore the most.  
 
    Cassie unbuckled the straps of her metal panties, now very conscious of Lucy staring at her. If the girl was shocked by the bra, it was possible she would faint when she learnt Cassie’s metal panties had two round poles protruding from them, one that was buried in her butthole, the other in her cunt.  
 
    “What the fuck!”  
 
    Yup.  
 
    “It’s not as bad as it looks,” Cassie said, as she spread her legs some to make it easier to pull the plugs out. Once it came off, the placed the armour by floor at the end of the bed.  
 
    “You were plugged in both holes the whole time?”  
 
    Cassie didn’t like it phrased like that. But it was true, so she nodded her head.  
 
    “And you’re going to wear that tomorrow as well, aren’t you?”  
 
    Again, Cassie reluctantly nodded.  
 
    “Martial is a proper cunt, isn’t it?”  
 
    “It wasn’t Martial’s idea.”  
 
    “You thought it was a good idea to have dildos in your pants? Lucifer, you’re a sick one, aren’t you? Was it to get Martial’s attention?”  
 
    Cassie reached back and massage her bottom, her thumb gently rubbing her sore asshole. She was tired, and she was beginning to find Lucy exhausting.  
 
    “It wasn’t my idea either. It was Martha. She’s another of Martial’s apprentices. She was in charge of me briefly.”  
 
    “In charge of you?” Lucy’s eyes twinkled. “You like a woman in charge, do you?”  
 
    Cassie frowned. “Actually, I don’t.”  
 
    “Why did you wear the dildo pants then?”  
 
    “Because,” Cassie began, and she took a step towards Lucy. “If a demon ever captures me, it’s going to torture me. It’s going to humiliate me. It’s going to rape me. In all my holes. Having these dildos stuck inside me all the time, its uncomfortable, but less so than what will happen if a demon ever captures me. It’s a constant reminder of what will happen if I am captured, constant motivation to avoid it.”  
 
    Cassie now stood towering above Lucy, who had backed away to the point where, she was now standing against the wall.  
 
    “How do you think you would fare if a demon captured you?” Cassie asked, now an inch away from Lucy.  
 
    Lucy stared up at her, Cassie’s exposed breasts almost level with her mouth, she swallowed nervously. “I think I’d do fine,” she mumbled.  
 
    “Oh?” Cassie wondered.  
 
    She unbuttoned Lucy’s blouse and pulled it off. Underneath, the girl wore a black bra. Cassie took that off too, and as it fell to the ground, Lucy breathed in heavily, her chest rose. She had small tits, though the nipples were large and pierced.  
 
    Cassie grabbed the girl by her nipples and pulled up, forcing Lucy to stand on tiptoes. Her face now closer to Lucy, she could see the nerves written across the girl’s face. The loudmouthed badass from downstairs was gone, to be replaced by what was the norm, a girl in the presence of a Legacy, afraid, but possibly excited.  
 
    Cassie let go off Lucy’s nipples. She reached down, her hand dug through the girl’s jeans, through her panties. The felt the warmth of the girl’s cunt. Her finger slipped in, pushing past the lips with ease.  
 
    “You’re wet,” Cassie said. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”  
 
    Lucy swallowed nervously, her breathing having stopped, she nodded.  
 
    “So Martial was right. You’re a lesbian,” Cassie wondered out loud.  
 
    Cassie still didn’t consider herself bisexual. Despite having taken Lucy’s top off, pulled her by the nipples, and now with her finger dug into the girl’s moist pussy. She preferred cock. Actually, she preferred Martial’s cock. Which was probably right this moment buried deep inside Kagnak’s cunt, her throat, or her butthole.  
 
    Either way, it wasn’t in her.  
 
    And she had needs.  
 
    And Lucy was going to fulfil them, she decided.  
 
    She grabbed Lucy by the hair and lying on the bed on her back, she pushed the girl’s head between her parted legs.  
 
    Lucy knew what to do, and she go to the task eagerly, using her tongue and fingers at the same time. It felt good, and Cassie was about to close her eyes and imagine it was Martial doing things to her, not Lucy, when the door opened.  
 
    It was Michelle.  
 
    “This is a small room,” she muttered. And then, her eyes fell on the two girls on the bed. “What’s going on?”  
 
    Lucy was about to raise her head to respond, but Cassie closed her legs, her inner thighs pressed against Lucy’s ears, keeping it locked down.  
 
    “She’s giving me pleasure,” Cassie said.  
 
    “I can see that,” Michelle said, grinning broadly. “So you’re coming around to women then, huh?”  
 
    “No. I still want Martial, but this will have to do in the meantime.”  
 
    “Hmm,” Michelle said.  
 
    She walked into the room and undressed quickly. Now naked, she climbed the bed and lay beside Cassie on her side, her knee rested on Cassie’s stomach, her trailing leg on Lucy’s back, she began to grind her pussy on Cassie’s leg.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Cassie asked.  
 
    “Seeing if I can make you stop thinking about cocks for just one night,” Michelle said.  
 
    And then, she kissed Cassie on the lips. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 33 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The following morning, breakfast was a sombre affair. Martial ate quietly, his mind elsewhere. The demon girl, Kagnak, took her customary spot by his feet on the ground, but Martial picked her up and placed her on the chair beside him.  
 
    The other lodgers in Immortal Alex’s Beverage were in for a shock when they came down for breakfast. One room had been taken by a young attractive couple. The disdain on their faces were obvious when they spotted the demon.  
 
    The other two rooms were taken by a large family. The husband and wife were in their fifties. They had six children, ranging in age from eighteen to six. They youngest three ran around the common room, screaming and laughing, not even aware the demon was a real demon, and not a girl wearing make-up, skin coloured blue.  
 
    After breakfast, Cassie and Michelle rose to leave, to head to Kevin’s Hall of Legacies with Martial’s message.  
 
    They made it to the door when Martial grabbed Cassie by the hand and turned her around. He kissed her on the lips, a soft kiss, it was perfect. Be careful, he told her. He then kissed Michelle on the lips too, but for once, Cassie didn’t feel any jealousy.  
 
    She was far too ecstatic for that.  
 
    Riding through the narrow streets, Cassie barely noticed the smell, the dirt, the huddled masses, the town having swelled some under the stress of refugees.  
 
    Martial had kissed her.  
 
    Finally, he’d kissed her. And it was a soft kiss too, a romantic one, wasn’t it?  
 
    “What do you think it meant?” Cassie asked.  
 
    Michelle, who rode on her horse beside her asked, “What does what mean?”  
 
    “The kiss, dummy. What do you think it meant?”  
 
    Michelle rolled her eyes. “God… it’s like puppy love with you, isn’t it?”  
 
    “He kissed me…” Cassie said happily.  
 
    “Kissed me too. You don’t see me writing a song about it.” 
 
    “Yes well, you’re a lesbian.”  
 
    “Bisexual, actually.”  
 
    “Really?” Cassie asked, surprised. “You seemed pretty into my pussy last night.”  
 
    “Yup, and I’ll be equally into Martial’s cock if he gives it to me. But I’m realistic, babe. I’m going to be one of many many girls he fucks. I’m okay with that. Are you?”  
 
    It was a thought Cassie had had to think over many times in the past month. And she decided she was okay with it. For starters, it wasn’t like she had much of a choice. And secondly, somehow, it seemed Michelle was turning her bisexual. It was something Cassie was realising over the past few weeks.  
 
    She was noticing women. 
 
    Noticing the curves of their bodies, the size of their breasts, their lips, eyes, even hair.  
 
    “It’s your fault,” she muttered.  
 
    “What’s my fault?” Michelle asked.  
 
    Cassie didn’t have time to explain her thoughts. She didn’t know if she even wanted to explain them, didn’t know if she even could. More than that, she needed to be focused right this moment.  
 
    They had arrived at Kevin’s Hall of Legacies.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    It was the Legacy Katie that met them in the waiting room. She was naked, as per last time. Cassie couldn’t help noticing how she was naked. The curves of her hips, her boobs resting on her chest, the nipples pierced, the smooth skin of her naval, her pussy puffy as if she’d just had it fucked…  
 
    “What do you want?” Katie asked.  
 
    “To see Kevin,” Cassie replied, frowning. “Didn’t we say that already.”  
 
    “Yes, but why?” Katie asked, testily. “Why do you want to see him?”  
 
    “We’ve got a proposal from Martial.”  
 
    “For Lucifer’s sake,” Katie muttered. “Are you two brain-dead? You’ve said that too!”  
 
    Cassie knew they had, but Martial insisted they give the message directly to Kevin. It had seemed an easy thing at the time, but now that they were here, Katie didn’t seem to want to bring her master down without knowing what it was the girls wanted.  
 
    Cassie and Michelle needed to deliver the message in person, to have an audience with Kevin so they could convince him if needed, to agree to the duel.  
 
    “So, can we see Kevin please?” Cassie said sweetly.  
 
    You could see the frustration on Katie’s face growing. Her pale skin was beginning to turn red as she gritted her teeth.  
 
    “Listen, fuckwits,” she growled. “I can’t just go up there and tell him to come down because two girls are here to see him. He’s going to ask me what it is you both want, and when I say I don’t know, do you have any idea what he’s going to do to me?”  
 
    Cassie and Michelle shook their heads.  
 
    “I’m a perfect apprentice. My devotion to him is beyond reprise. Despite that, I walk around naked, my nipples pieced,” Katie said, her voice impassioned. “Do you know the last time I held a sword? Or did any form of training?”  
 
    Again, both Cassie and Michelle shook their heads.  
 
    “It’s been a fucking long time!” Katie. “So, if you don’t mind, would you please tell me why the fuck you want to meet with Kevin, please.”  
 
    Cassie exchanged a glance with Michelle. “Um… we’ve got a message from Martial,” she mumbled.  
 
    Cassie expected Katie to fly off the handle. For a moment, it seemed like that was going to happen. But then, Katie took a deep breath smiled and said, “In whatever way Kevin hurts me, I will hurt you in the exact same way.”  
 
    She turned abruptly and walked towards the golden staircase, where she stopped and looked back. “Actually, I’m going to hurt you so much more than whatever Kevin does to me. Last chance girls. Want to tell me why you’re here?”  
 
    “To see Kevin. We’ve got a message from Martial,” both girls repeated.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    When Kevin finally came down, Cassie began to wish they’d given Katie something to work with. The poor Legacy crawled down the golden staircase behind Kevin, a leash attached to her neck, a gag in her mouth, a butt plug with a tail inserted in her bottom.  
 
    “This bitch couldn’t tell me what you wanted,” Kevin said. “I suppose it’s not entirely surprising, seeing as she is just a bitch. You know, I’ve been thinking of breeding her. I could start a business selling Legacy babies, don’t you think?”  
 
    Cassie wasn’t sure if it was a question that required an answer, or if it was Kevin’s musings. But she nodded anyway, as did Michelle. They needed to be on his good side.  
 
    “So,” Kevin said, as he sat down on the chair opposite them, Katie on her knees by his feet, he slapped her ass hard, causing her to yelp, a cry that was muffled thanks to the red ball-gag in her mouth. “What can I do for you Legacies?”  
 
    Cassie cleared her throat. “We’ve got a message from Martial.”  
 
    “Yes, this bitch was able to say that much. What does he want? Why is he still in my town?”  
 
    “He would like to duel you, Sir,” Cassie said.  
 
    “Duel me?” Kevin let out a mirthless laugh. “I have a better idea. Why don’t I just take my girls and go out there and kill the fucker?”  
 
    “He’s in the town square, Sir,” Cassie said. “Since the morning, he’s been announcing to the townsfolk that he will be fighting you for ownership of this town.”  
 
    Kevin’s features darkened as he stared at them. For a long time, he was silent. Cassie began to fear their plan to goad him wouldn’t work.  
 
    “If you don’t duel him, the towns folk might think you’re afraid,” Michelle chimed in.  
 
    Cassie knew instantly it was the wrong thing to say.  
 
    “And why would I care what the townsfolk think?” Kevin asked, his voice signifying danger.  
 
    “You shouldn’t,” Cassie said immediately. “Scum like that have no right to judge you, Sir,” she added. “But, if I may?” she waited for Kevin to give her permission, which he did with a nod. “Martial isn’t a very good master. He isn’t skilful. I don’t even think he’s third generation,” she added.  
 
    She told him how Martial had used Martha’s parents’ names when he’d claimed to be third-generation. She told Kevin how Martial had nearly died at the hands of the demon in Coldstream. He was only saved because he managed to grab Cassie’s own sword at the last minute. He was reckless, drunk pretty much all the time, and only got by on sheer luck.  
 
    “You would defeat him easily and if you did… of course, we would be your apprentices, as is your right. But you would also own Cornhill-on-Tweed and Martha would be yours too,” she added, recalling how Kevin mentioned that Legacy had proved difficult to own. “You’d also get a demon girl as a pet. She’s pretty submissive,” she added as an afterthought.  
 
    When she had finished talking, Kevin didn’t respond. He leaned back in his chair, his mind working, his foot rubbed against Katie’s cunt. In response, the girl grinded her hips to match the rhythm. Through the gaps in the ball gag in her mouth, moans of pleasure escaped. Cassie couldn’t tell if they were genuine, or if she was really good at faking it.  
 
    Finally, Kevin smiled and spoke up. “Tell your master I’ll meet him in the town square in two hours.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 34 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Martial had been confident that Kevin would agree to the duel. Despite claiming to be a first-generation Legacy, Martial figured the guy was a second-generation based on the strength of his aura. 
 
    The girls were supposed to sell him as a bit of a braggart, something close to Kevin’s heart, something Kevin would be able to relate to. They would tell the truth, say that he had used Martha’s credentials in claiming to be third-generation. They would say how he lucked it out against the demon in Coldstream.  
 
    On paper, the duel would seem a sure thing for Kevin. It would have to be for him to do it. Kevin had a lot more to lose.  A larger town, a larger army, and a dozen or so Legacies.  
 
    The girls did their job well, but Martial knew there would be more to it.  
 
    Kevin didn’t strike him as the type to take chances, no matter how much they leaned in his favour.  
 
    Martial stood in the town square with the girls. He’d arrived alone here earlier in the day, when the girls had gone to Kevin’s Hall of Legacies. Martial had announced himself as a Legacy, one intent on challenging Kevin.  
 
    A crowd had surrounded him, and doing what he did best, Martial had leaped onto the flat stone hand of the fountain in the centre of the square, and from there, perfectly balanced, he had entertained the crowds with wild stories of his exploits, always ending it with a question of Kevin’s balls. Namely, did the town’s master have the balls to face him?  
 
    When the girls came to inform him Kevin had agreed, and would meet him two hours later, just after noon, the crowd had erupted in cheers.  
 
    They’d moved on now, onto their own businesses. They would return in a couple of hours, in time to watch what he supposed was nothing more than entertainment. Legacies often fought other Legacies, trying to increase their area of influence. Whenever one was toppled and replaced by another, life usually stayed the same for the locals. Sometimes it got worse.  
 
    “I need you girls to watch my back,” Martial said, as they stood in the town square, waiting for Kevin to arrive.  
 
    “Watch your back?” Cassie asked. “We can’t intervene… it’s against the rules.”  
 
    “You can’t intervene to save me from Kevin. But if one of his Legacies tries something, I might need you to keep stop her.”  
 
    “They would do that?”  
 
    “Why not?” Martial asked. It wasn’t like Legacies had much honour these days. “You know most Legacies are assholes, right?”  
 
    “You’re the exception,” Cassie said.  
 
    Except, Martial wasn’t sure if she had said it, or if she was asking. He frowned. This girl was a bit strange. When he’d first met her, back in Coldstream, he got the distinct impression she didn’t like him much. Then, she quite swiftly moved to a phase where she was obsessed with him, though she did a good job of not acting on that obsession.  
 
    Now, he got the feeling she was somewhere in between those two feelings. A girl that liked him, but also thought he was a bit of a twat?  
 
    “Are you asking if I’m the exception, or telling me?”  
 
    “Yes,” Cassie said, the corner of her lips twitching.  
 
    Martial’s frown deepened. Yup, she was mocking him. It had been a while since someone had dared do that to him. Martial didn’t know how to react. “Just keep an eye out,” he muttered. “Especially you,” he singled out Cassie. “I know how you can’t stop looking at me like some forlorn deer. It’s distracting for me, and obviously you’re distracted too.” He turned to Michelle. “If she stares at me all hopelessly in love, spank her bottom,” he told her. What with those dildos stuck in her ass and cunt, that would do nicely.  
 
    “Yes, Sir,” Michelle said.  
 
    Martial sighed. He’d told both girls to stop calling him Sir, Master or anything formal like that. Cassie didn’t do it as much, but Michelle seemed to struggle with it. Not the time for that sort of conversation, Martial thought.  
 
    “Go on then,” he said to the girls. “Off you go,” he muttered.  
 
    “Go where?”  
 
    “Find a good spot to watch over me.”  
 
    Cassie pointed over her shoulder at the nearest stall selling fruits and vegetables. “Would that do?”  
 
    “No, you dimwit,” Martial muttered.  
 
    He glanced around at the buildings that surrounded the square. They were old fashioned, made of grey stone, rising four of five floors up, some had corridors on the outside with great big railings, pillars and arches. He pointed at one such corridor. “Keep low between the railing. And Michelle, you’re a damned good archer. If anyone tries anything, make sure you take them out.”  
 
    “Right, Martial,” Michelle said.  
 
    Now she was calling him Martial? Why did he care? He didn’t. He was nervous, a little on edge, he realised. For the first time in a really long time, Martial was going up against a fairly strong Legacy, one that he was certain wouldn’t play by the rules.  
 
    His life was at risk. It was a strange feeling.  
 
    Martial had lived a long life, and there was a time he wouldn’t have cared much if he lived or died. But now, as he stared at Cassie and Michelle, he found he didn’t want to close his eyes forever just yet.  
 
    At least, not until he’d properly tasted the two beautiful girls that stood before him.  
 
    “Get out of here,” he said to them both, and as they turned, he slapped their bottoms hard and grinned as both girls let out little yelps of surprise.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Cassie and Michelle left Martial leaning against the stone basin of the fountain and began their walk towards the building opposite. It was four floors tall, and Martial had suggested they find a good spot on the third floor. There were stairs to the left, but Cassie eyed up the height, feeling quietly confident.  
 
    “You’re going to jump, aren’t you?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “Why not?” Cassie asked, sensing the apprehension in Michelle’s voice.  
 
    “Because if you miss, you could crash into solid cement and break your teeth. And if that happens, Martial definitely won’t fuck you. Well… he might do, but with a bag over your head,” she grinned.  
 
    Cassie frowned. “I think I preferred your serious silent type over this hilarious clown version,” she muttered.  
 
    “Oh, that’s not true,” Michelle said. She grabbed hold of Cassie and pulled her in, kissed her on the lips, her hand squeezed Cassie’s exposed butt cheeks, a finger even dug into her bottom, briefly residing their along with the metal dildo that formed part of her armour. “You know you like me better now,” she said, before adding thoughtfully, “I think your butt’s loosening up some.”  
 
    Cassie pushed Michelle away, her eyes narrow. “Get away from me, lesbian.”  
 
    Michelle laughed as she headed for the stairs. Cassie watched her go, feeling a little uneasy. She wasn’t a lesbian, wasn’t even sure if she was bisexual. She much preferred men. Correction. She wanted Martial. But Michelle had this thing about her, something she didn’t back in Coldstream.  
 
    Was it a personality?  
 
    Whatever it was, it was confusing Cassie’s feelings.  
 
    Truth was, she had enjoyed the kiss, even enjoyed when Michelle’s finger made it into her butt, though it now left her wiggling her bottom.  
 
    Not the time to think about this. I need to focus on the task at hand.  
 
    Dropping to her knees, Cassie eyed the third-floor open corridor. Taking a deep breath, she pushed up and leapt into the air. In the blink of an eye, the distance vanished, and she found herself landing onto the hard floor of the open corridor, her feet a little unsteady, she dropped to one knee to balance.  
 
    As she climbed to her feet, Michelle appeared by the stairs. “Nice,” she said.  
 
    “Damn right,” Cassie said.  
 
    She watched Michelle as the Legacy strode towards her, her long legs on display, her back arched as she walked, her curvy ass stuck out as her breasts jutted forward.  
 
    She was doing that walk on purpose, displaying her already displayed body.  
 
    Cassie was annoyed.  
 
    This wasn’t the time for Michelle to play mind games.  
 
    At the same time, she felt something in her loins.  
 
    Cassie knew if she took off her metal panties, pulled out the dildos, her pussy would be moist, at the very least.  
 
    Cassie marched towards Michelle as the girl continued to prance towards her like a catwalk model. She grabbed the girl by the throat and pushed her back against the stone pillar.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Cassie demanded.  
 
    “I was walking towards you until you grabbed me by the throat,” Michelle said, doing her best to convey consternation and hurt into her voice.  
 
    “Don’t play games with me,” Cassie hissed.  
 
    “What games do you think I’m playing?”  
 
    “You’re trying to tempt me!”  
 
    “Is it working?”  
 
    “That’s not the point,” Cassie hissed.  
 
    Michelle’s lips twitched as she held back a smile, and Cassie knew she’d lost the argument, whatever the argument was. She knew too that she was attracted to Michelle. What had begun as comfort in hard times, with Cassie lying back, her eyes closed, thinking of Martial as Michelle pleased her body, had now turned into her desiring Michelle. For her body.  
 
    Was that how people became bisexual, or lesbian? Were they simply worn down by other girls?  
 
    Did it matter how it happened?  
 
    Cassie still wanted Martial’s arms wrapped around her body, both of them naked. She still wanted his cock. But standing this close to Michelle, her lips so luscious… she leaned in and kissed the girl. It was a deep kiss, and when she pulled back, she sighed.  
 
    “Stop fucking around,” she scolded Michelle. “Right now, we need to focus. I can spank your ass after, okay?”  
 
    Michelle nodded, a twinkle in her eyes.  
 
    Cassie let go of her, and they sat on the floor hiding from view behind the railing, they stared through the gaps between the carved stone balusters. For a long time, nothing happened. Martial continued to lean against the basin wall of the fountain, arms folded across his chest.  
 
    He wore his favourite leather jacket. It was possibly his favourite leather jacket because it was his only leather jacket. Beneath that, he wore blue jeans and leather boots. He didn’t look much like a Legacy, especially not one that owned a town and five apprentice Legacies.  
 
    He looked more like a handsome, rugged lone ranger.  
 
    As the time passed, the square began to fill with people, all waiting to see what happened. A circle formed around Martial, and then, finally, more than an hour after the duel was supposed to have started, the crowd suddenly parted.  
 
    Kevin walked through the passage of humans, a Legacy apprentice either side of him. But these apprentices weren’t naked for a change. They looked the real deal. Metal armour around their breasts, more covering their waists.  
 
    Hanging from their waists were long swords.  
 
    Had they come to fight? Was Martial going to be ambushed by the three of them? Was he going to be a slaughtered?  
 
    Cassie was about to jump to her feet when Michelle placed a hand on her shoulder. “Let’s wait and see what happens,” she said.  
 
    “He’s going to die!”  
 
    “Martial is pretty damned capable. That demon he took down in Coldstream wasn’t an ordinary demon. It grew in size, remember? If they do attack him, he can hold off the girls for a couple of minutes, plenty time for us to get down there. But if we do it now, we’ll give our position away.” 
 
    Michelle was right on the first point.  
 
    Martial was capable, if a little too laidback, more so when his own life was at risk, it seemed. He could hold the three Legacies off long enough for them to arrive. The second point confused Cassie a little.  
 
    “What happens if we give our positions away?” Cassie asked, wondering why he had told them to come up here in the first place.  
 
    “I thought about that too. Archers.”  
 
    “You’re going to have to say a bit more,” Cassie said, frowning.  
 
    “Imagine an archer, hidden somewhere in one of these buildings. But instead of firing long visible arrows, they can fire little darts the size of a pebble.”  
 
    “Pebbles? That’s what Martial thinks Kevin’s big plan is? To have him struck with pebbles?”  
 
    It was Michelle’s turn to frown. “You really do underestimate the power of projectiles fired from a bow, don’t you?”  
 
    The argument came to a sudden end as the apprentice Legacies in the square unbuckled Kevin’s red cape and melted into the crowd.  
 
    Kevin looked every part the Legacy, wearing silver armour that covered his body from neck down to toe. Silver armour that had intricate lines of red painted across it.   
 
    Martial removed his leather jacket. He was wearing a thin t-shirt underneath, one that clung to his muscular body. It was probably the first time ever that Cassie wanted him to keep his clothes on. Sure, Legacies healed much faster than normal humans, which was why they could get away with armour that only covered their breasts and vagina.  
 
    But that counted more in the thick of battle against humans or demons, when they moved with speed, cutting down their enemies. In that frenzy, it was much harder to aim blows that would seriously hurt a Legacy.  
 
    But it was a different story when it was a Legacy versus a Legacy.  
 
    The duel began.  
 
    And it seemed Martial had made a wise choice to not wear armour.  
 
    He was faster than Kevin, who wasn’t exactly a slouch. 
 
    Martial caught Kevin three times, each were light strikes as Kevin was on the verge of moving out of the way all three times.  
 
    And then, something strange happened.  
 
    Martial was on the offensive, pushing Kevin back until he was a foot away from the crowd. And then, as Martial brought his sword down with force, Kevin blocked it. Their swords pressed together, Martial pushed his down.  
 
    Then, his arm suddenly buckled. He stepped back as the sword hung loosely in his hand. He glanced to his left, at the building directly opposite the one Cassie and Michelle were sitting. As he backed away from Kevin, he raised his sword towards his head.  
 
    Cassie thought there was a spark reflecting off his sword, as if something had struck it. His sword moved in towards his neck too, again to suggest it had been struck by something.  
 
    “What just happened?” Cassie asked.  
 
    Michelle was way ahead of him. Not bothering to take the stairs this time, she leapt over the balcony. Cassie followed after her, leaping off the balcony, she landed on the ground behind the crowd gathered in the square.  
 
    Standing at just over six feet, she could just about see over the crowd, could see Martial and Kevin’s heads, close to each other, the duel had resumed. Martial was injured. How long would he last? How many more projectiles would be fired at him?  
 
    Cassie followed after Michelle, running as fast as she could, they circled around the crowd until they came to stand before the building. It was similar in design to the one they had just jumped from, four floors tall, it had corridors on the outside with low railings of stone.  
 
    “There,” Michelle pointed at the third-floor corridor towards the far end.  
 
    Cassie scanned the entire area. “What am I looking at?”  
 
    “The rod,” Michelle said.  
 
    She didn’t wait to explain. She dropped to her knees, and taking a deep breath, she jumped. Cassie spotted the rod, but she didn’t understand. It was a foot in length and as narrow as her thumb. How could something like that possibly hurt a Legacy?  
 
    Cassie dropped to her knees and jumped. She landed on the corridor as Michelle hit the barrier. She managed to hold onto the railing though, and soon, she joined Cassie as they charged towards the red-haired Legacy lying on the ground at the far end.  
 
    She was holding a strange device that was long and made out of multiple barrels. The Legacy had her eye pressed through one such barrel. Hearing them charging towards her, she turned her head. There was brief shock on her face. And then, she pulled the long device back and turned to point it at them.  
 
    There was a banging sound, and then, a circular bit of metal whizzed past Cassie, missing her head by inches. She barely saw what it was, but she felt the rush of wind, the force behind it. If that had struck her on the head, it would have buried itself deep in her skull.  
 
    The Legacy on the ground pulled a lever, then stared down at her device. Whatever it was firing, it was out of projectiles. She threw the device at them, then jumped to her feet, pulling out her sword, she charged.  
 
    Cassie ducked under the slim metal device thrown at her and coming up to the Legacy, she slashed with her sword. The red head blocked her strike, then leapt over both girls, landing behind them, she spun around and swung her sword at them. Both Cassie and Michelle moved back just in time to avoid having their throats slit.  
 
    They exchanged a knowing glance at each other. This girl was tough, but with teamwork, they could take her.  
 
    Cassie stepped forward, sword in hand.  
 
    Michelle dropped back and on one knee. She placed her sword on the floor and pulled out her bow. Nocking an arrow to it, she aimed for the red-haired legacy.  
 
    The red-haired girl stared at Michelle, then turned to look down into the square. Cassie followed her gaze to see that Martial and Kevin were still battling. Both Legacies seemed to be giving it their all now, moving with incredible speed, dancing around each other, leaping into the air, diving across the ground, it looked more like art than actual battle.  
 
    There was something awkward about the way Martial was battling. And then she realised he was using his left hand, instead of his right. 
 
    “You don’t have to do this,” Cassie said to the red-haired Legacy. 
 
    “I must obey my master,” the girl replied.  
 
    “He won’t be your master for long. He can’t hurt you anymore,” Cassie said.  
 
    The girl shook her head. Her eyes bubbled, and she wiped away the water. “You don’t know him. He always finds a way to win.”  
 
    “He won’t against our Master,” Cassie replied. There was conviction in her voice, and it was because she believed it wholeheartedly.  
 
    But then again, so did the red-haired girl.  
 
    As they faced off against each other, as their swords clashed, Michelle let loose her first arrow. It flew over Cassie’s shoulder. The point would have buried itself below the redhead’s collarbone, but she turned her body just in time to avoid it.  
 
    And as she did so, Cassie saw an opening and slashed her sword. It cut deeply in the girl’s exposed upper arm. Blood spilled and the girl growled.  
 
    But her anger did her no favours. A barrage of arrows flew past Cassie, each one perfectly aimed, fired with speed and precision. The redhead blocked them all with her sword, but in the process, left her open to Cassie’s attacks.  
 
    And Cassie did attack.  
 
    She charged at the redhead, and tilting back, she skidded forward as arrows flew above her. As she passed the redhead, her sword caught the girl’s armour around her waist, breaking the buckle that held it together.  
 
    As the redhead’s armour around her waist slipped off, Cassie stood straight and slammed the hilt of her sword against the back of the girl’s head.  
 
    It was a hard strike, and there was a crunch.  
 
    The sword fell out of the redhead’s hand, clattering as it hit the ground. She stumbled forward, before collapsing, and at the same time, Cassie moved her head back as an arrow flew past her.  
 
    “Sorry!” Michelle said. 
 
    “You nearly killed me,” Cassie muttered.  
 
    “Yeah,” Michelle grinned, causing Cassie frowned. “You didn’t kill her, did you?”  
 
    They stood over the girl, staring down at her limp body. With her lying face down, it was hard to tell if she was still breathing. There was blood on her head in the spot Cassie had struck with the hilt of her sword.  
 
    She knelt now and turned the girl over.  
 
    “Oh, thank Lucifer,” Cassie murmured.  
 
     The redhead’s chest rose and fell at a steady pace.  
 
    She was alive.  
 
    Both girls moved to the railing and stared down at the square. Martial had won the duel. He stood with Kevin’s severed head held aloft by the hair. The crowd cheered, and both Legacies, Cassie and Michelle, smiled with pride.  
 
    But it was short lived pride.  
 
    Martial’s body began to waver. And then, he collapsed, hitting the ground hard.  
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    Cassie leapt from the balcony and rushed through the crowd to get to Martial. He lay on the ground, unmoving. The girls scanned him for injuries, ones’ serious enough to cause him to collapse.  
 
    But they saw nothing to indicate as much.  
 
    Martial a long cut on his arm, a little slash on his cheek, a wound on his other arm from where the projectile had struck him. There was blood on his denims just above his left knee. None of these injuries should have caused him to collapse.  
 
    Cassie knelt and brushed back Martial’s hair.  
 
    At her touch, he opened his eyes. “I won, right?”  
 
    “You did,” Cassie told him.  
 
    “Doesn’t feel like it,” he muttered.  
 
    He reached out and grabbed hold of her. Cassie wrapped her hands around him as she pulled him up. He was heavy.  
 
    Now on his feet, she helped him towards the fountain, where he rested on the basin wall. Michelle appeared at that moment, holding the long metal device in her hand, the one the redhead had used to shoot Martial with.  
 
    “A sniper rifle,” Martial chuckled. “Haven’t seen one of those in a long time.”  
 
    “What is it?” Michelle asked.  
 
    Martial held his hands out and Michelle passed the device to him. Martial pressed the butt of the device against his shoulder and placed his eye through the glass of the larger barrel. He held it up and stared towards the building opposite.  
 
    “It’s got good range,” Martial said. He threw the device at Michelle and groaned from the effort. “It’s a sniper rifle. It uses a type of powder that makes the bullets go really fast and really far. The scope here lets you see pretty far too. I wonder why they aimed for my arm and not my head,” Martial muttered. “Probably wanted to weaken me enough for Kevin to finish me off. You did good,” Martial said.  
 
    And then, he fell back into the water basin.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    With help from Michelle, Cassie managed to drag out Martial’s incredibly heavy body out from the fountain’s basin. He had fainted again, and more than that, the wounds on his arm and cheek were bleeding. Wounds like those should have healed by now for Legacies, except, for Martial, they seemed to be getting worse.  
 
    Cassie felt panic rise up in her, her chest thumping, she didn’t know what to do.  
 
    Thankfully, the two Legacies that had arrived with Kevin came over and introduced themselves as Bitch and Whore. They said their names with straight faces, and Cassie decided she didn’t have time to hear the stories behind their names.  
 
    It probably wasn’t a long story. Kevin, their now dead asshole master, probably named them as much, and the girls, having been worn down into complete submission, continued to use the names despite his death.  
 
    The girls, Bitch and Whore, said that Martial had been poisoned. Kevin’s blade was dipped in poison, which had now entered Martial’s bloodstream.  
 
    He should have been dead already, they said. The venom should have weakened him within seconds of entering his blood, to the point where, even breathing should have been too much effort.  
 
    They didn’t know how much longer he would continue to breath, but if he was still alive by the time they got him back to Kevin’s Hall of Legacies, he might have a chance.  
 
    Not wasting time, Cassie procured a cart from one of the townsfolk, and tying it to her horse, they set off, riding hard and fast. They made it to the Hall of Legacies in record time, Michelle, Bitch and Whore riding ahead to clear the road.  
 
    Once past the gates, Bitch and Whore dashed inside, on the hunt for Katie.  
 
    Cassie and Michelle tended to Martial, his body burning, they removed his t-shirt and wiped away the sweat bubbling through his skin. At one point, his lips moved, and Cassie thought she heard the name Satani. 
 
    Satani?  
 
    It must have been Satan…  
 
    Bitch and Whore returned with Katie. After examining him and expressing her surprise at the fact that he was still alive, the girls lifted him off the cart and carried him inside the house and into one of the rooms where they lay his body on a bed.  
 
    Under Katie’s instructions, the girls stripped him off his clothing until he lay on the bed, naked and magnificent.  
 
    Water was brought in buckets by the servants of the house. Michelle and Cassie picked up the accompanying cloth and dipping it into the water, they washed Martial’s wounds.  
 
    Katie disappeared, only to return with a steaming green paste in a wooden pot. She motioned for the girls to move, and then applied to paste to Martial’s wounds.  
 
    “That’s all we can do now,” Katie said. “If he survives the night, he will make a full recovery.”  
 
    “He’ll survive,” Cassie said.  
 
    Katie stared at him grimly but said nothing in response.  
 
    “You don’t know him like I do,” Cassie said.  
 
    Again, Katie only nodded diplomatically, before changing the subject. “Kevin’s dead.” She said the words flat, without any trace of emotion, positive or negative.  
 
    “Martial cut the cheating fuckers head off,” Cassie growled.  
 
    “We are master-less now,” Katie said, again, her voice betraying no trace of emotion.  
 
    “No,” Cassie shook her head. “Martial will be your new master. That’s how it works.”  
 
    “Of course.”  
 
    Cassie frowned. She was getting a little annoyed by Katie’s attitude, her lack of belief in Martial. The poison was supposed to bring him to his knees within seconds. He managed to survive that. He would live through the night.  
 
    “What’s he like as a master?” Katie asked, her voice no longer completely monotone. 
 
    “Pretty awesome,” Michelle chipped in. “Our first master so not much to compare with but, he hasn’t named us Bitch and Whore,” she gave both thumbs up, smiling widely, a little bit like a maniac.  
 
    Michelle was beginning to be a bit of an enigma to Cassie. She was no longer the quiet girl from Coldstream who held onto Cassie’s coattails, rarely speaking a word. It seemed she’d broken free from her shell and apparently turned into something else. A horny comedian?  
 
    “But he lied about what generation Legacy he was, correct?” Katie asked.  
 
    The girl was right. Martial had lied about what generation Legacy he was when he first met with Kevin. He’d used Martha’s credentials. “I wouldn’t doubt his ability,” Cassie said. “He defeated Kevin despite being poisoned and shot.”  
 
    Pointing that out seemed to hit home with Katie. She watched him now with renewed interest. She even applied more of the green paste to his wounds. Before she left, she told the girls of a way they could help Martial’s recovery. It would be a lot of work for a small amount of help, but at this stage, every little help could decide which way his fate swung.  
 
    “Anything,” Cassie said immediately. “I’ll do anything.”  
 
    “You should be careful with your enthusiasm. It can lead you into serious trouble,” Katie muttered. “On this occasion, it’s not so bad actually. I need you girls to suck his cock.”  
 
    Cassie’s heart skipped a beat. “Sure,” she said quickly. She climbed onto the bed and took Martials magnificent member in her hand.  
 
    “Aren’t you going to ask why?”  
 
    Cassie, who was kneeling on the bed, Martial’s cock inches away from her mouth, turned to look back at Katie. “Um, yeah?”  
 
    “Any movement of his blood will help expel and dilute the poison.”  
 
    “Right,” Cassie said. “Gotcha.”  
 
    Sucking Martial’s cock to save his life, Cassie set about the task with unparalleled enthusiasm.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 36 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    When Martial opened his eyes, it was the light shining in from the window that first drew his attention. He turned his head away from the light and winced during the process. It wasn’t just his neck that hurt. His entire body felt sore.  
 
    It wasn’t a completely foreign feeling.  
 
    Martial had felt like this once before, many years ago, when he’d first met the devil, when said devil had tried to pull out his soul. Every fibre in his body had ached, as if his soul had grabbed onto it in a last ditched attempt to save itself.  
 
    This felt the same.  
 
     And for a second, Martial worried the same had happened again.  
 
    But then, he became aware of something that he really should have noticed much earlier.  
 
    A pretty girl with red hair was sitting on the bed by his hip. She had his cock in her hands, her mouth wrapped around the head, she sucked away, her eyes closed, her back slumped, she looked to be asleep.  
 
    It was Michelle.  
 
    Martial sat up, bit back a scream, and lay back down. That hurt way too fucking much.  
 
    His sudden movement woke Michelle up. She stared at him with tired eyes. Eyes that widened. “You’re alive.”  
 
    It was a weird thing to say, considering she was sucking his cock. I mean, why would she suck his cock if she thought he was dead?  
 
    “I am alive, thanks,” Martial said. “Watcha doing down there?”  
 
    Michelle looked down at his cock, the one she still held in her hands. “Oh. Right.” She let go of his cock. “Uh… Katie said that uh… sucking your cock would increase your chances of surviving.”  
 
    Surviving?  
 
    Martial’s memory was a little foggy. He said as much to Michelle and she filled him in. He’d defeated Kevin in the duel, but it turned out the sniper rifle wasn’t the only cheat up that asshole’s sleeve. He also happened to have his blade dipped in poison.  
 
    After the duel, after Martial sliced Kevin’s head off, he collapsed. The girls brought him back to Kevin’s Hall of Legacies. Michelle paused to say that it was now Martial’s Hall of Legacies before she continued.  
 
    It was Katie who examined him. She applied a paste to his wounds and told the girls that getting the blood moving in his body would increase Martial’s chances of survival. Hence the sucking of his cock.  
 
    “It was Cassie doing most of it,” Michelle said, when she finished talking. “She was up all-night sucking away. I only took over a couple of hours ago.”  
 
    Martial spotted Cassie lying on the floor, naked and curled up like a baby, her hair ruffled. She’d sucked his cock for most of the night? That couldn’t have been an easy thing to do. He wanted to pick her up, hold her in his arms and cuddle her.  
 
    But in his state, trying to do that might cause him to pass out from the pain. So instead, he asked Michelle to pick Cassie up and place her on his lap. And mustering up the courage, he sat up slowly and leaned back against the headboard. 
 
    It seemed like an innocent enough thing to do, but Cassie was really out. She didn’t budge as Michelle picked her up, as Michelle placed the naked girl on his lap, her ass resting against his erect cock.  
 
    She was going to wake up to his cock prodding her bottom…  
 
    Cassie opened her eyes and stared at him, dazed.  
 
    “Hey,” Martial smiled. 
 
    Cassie swallowed, and then glanced around. She brushed her hair back and then stared at him once more. “You made it,” she whispered.  
 
    “Thanks to you,” Martial replied. “I heard you uh… worked really hard… for most of the night.”  
 
    Cassie nodded. “I did work really hard.” She reached back with her hand and felt his cock. “It was fun, if a little big.”  
 
    “Glad you enjoyed it. Maybe we can have some more fun later once we’ve both recovered?”  
 
    “I’d like that.”  
 
    Martial kissed her on the lips. He felt Michelle’s eyes on him. “Thanks to you too, Michelle,” he added.  
 
    “No problem, boss,” she gave him the thumbs up.  
 
    Boss? Thumbs up? How long had he been out for?  
 
    The door to his room suddenly burst open and in walked Katie, followed by Patrick.  
 
    “You’re awake,” Katie said, the shock obvious in her voice. “I didn’t think-” she stopped. “It’s good you’re awake,” she added. “The demons are here.”  
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    It wasn’t for the first time did Martial wonder how long he had been asleep for. The demons were here? It sounded like Katie had been expecting them, as if the demons had set off eons ago, on a long journey from Hell, they had finally arrived at the gates of the town.  
 
    Part of that was true.  
 
    The demons were from Hell.  
 
    And soon, they would be at the gates of Learmouth Town.  
 
    “There were dozens of earthquakes overnight,” Katie explained. “Hundreds of demons, maybe even a thousand poured out from the ground. They’re making their way here, towards Learmouth. They’ll be at the gates within an hour. What should we do, master?”  
 
    That was right. Kevin was dead, and now, Martial was the master. A horrible fucking time to take over the town.  
 
    “How many Legacies are there in this town?” Martial asked.  
 
    “Twelve. Fifteen including you and your two apprentices, master,” Katie said.  
 
    “Don’t call me master,” Martial said quickly, before turning to Patrick. “How many men do you control?”  
 
    “Close to five hundred, my lord,” Patrick said.  
 
    “Don’t call me lord,” Martial said irritably. “Are your men capable?”  
 
    “Somewhat capable, my-” Patrick stopped.  
 
    “Call me Martial. How many archers?”  
 
    “Fifty archers, my… Martial.”  
 
    Martial ignored Patrick’s idiocy as his mind raced. A thousand demons against five hundred human soldiers. The odds weren’t great. If Patrick thought his troops were somewhat capable, there was a high chance that meant half were complete shite.  
 
    And fifty archers? Having huge numbers of archers was essential if you wanted to even dream about having a chance against demons. It was the whole purpose of having a fucking wall with merlons and arrow loops, to stop the demons before they could breach the fucking gates.  
 
    Martial knew why there were so few archers, and so few trained troops in the town.  
 
    What with it being a distance away from the borders, what with there having been a truce for almost a hundred years, Kevin wasn’t expecting a horde of demons to climb out of the ground and attack the town.  
 
    But that’s exactly what happened.  
 
    And he would have to deal with it.  
 
    “Fuck,” Martial cursed. “Okay, listen up bitches,” he added.  
 
    Martial began to bark out orders. He started by telling Patrick to ensure all the refugees outside the walls were brought inside. At the same time, any man or woman able to fight, should be taken to the walls, and the front gate, in case it was breached. He told Patrick to prepare for the fight of his life, because it was literally going to be that.  
 
    Once the man had left, he turned to Katie, telling her to send all eleven of her Legacies to the walls, fully dressed in appropriate gear to support the troops both physically and to raise morale.  
 
    “What about me?” Katie asked. 
 
    “Find four humans capable of riding hard on horses. Send them out to the nearest towns asking for support. After that, head to the bell tower.”  
 
    “Bell tower?” 
 
    “You’re going to be part of the lookout just in case,” Martial muttered, and when no one said anything, but rather stared at him blankly, he added, “Just in case a fucking portal from Hell opens up right the middle of the town.”  
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    Three hours later, Martial stood on the walkway of the wall that surrounded the town of Learmouth. Patrick had rounded up all the refugees. In their mad dash to get in, the refugees had left most of their possessions behind, including animals that now grazed on the grass growing between the tents.  
 
    Passed that, beyond the tents, and beyond the fields, the demons had arrived. Like a disciplined army, they stood in long rows.  
 
    Numbering a thousand was a good guess, if maybe on the lower side.  
 
    “What are they doing?” Martial asked, leaning against a merlon for support. He was still feeling pretty weak.  
 
    “Nothing,” Patrick said. “They arrived two hours ago. They’ve been standing there ever since.”  
 
    Martial glanced at the men on the wall, the archers with their bows and stacks of arrows placed against the wall. The men with their swords, some wearing armoured plates, some with chainmail. Down below, the gate had been reinforced with planks hammered into it. There were fifty humans and two Legacies standing there in case it was breached.  
 
    Martial knew what would happen if the walls were breached.  
 
    It would be a massacre.  
 
    The demons standing a mile away from the wall, they were fresh out of Hell. Martial knew that, and not just because he knew they had crawled out of portals. He could smell it on them, even from this distance. They had that smell of musky burning heat about them.  
 
    Demons fresh from Hell were more vicious, more animalistic. They saw earth as a hunting ground and not a place where they could reside. They killed most of the humans hoping to devour their souls.  
 
    Demons that had been on earth for a while weren’t as vicious. Well, they were as vicious, but they saw earth as more than just a hunting ground. They kept some of the humans as slaves, rather than killing them all in the hope of dooming their souls.  
 
    And that reminded Martial.  
 
    It was time for his pep talk.  
 
    He turned to face the soldiers below, and beyond them, the townsfolk that had gathered with shovels, pitchforks, and the odd sword in hopes of fighting back the demons if they breached the gate.  
 
    “There are demons out there,” Martial began. “Demons fresh out of Hell. There is one thing they want more than anything else. Your soul. They want your soul. And they will kill every human here to take their souls. Your children, your wives, your husbands, your lovers. They will see no difference between a babe suckling on its mother’s teat and an old man on his death bed. They will kill them all.”  
 
    “When you fight today, you are fighting for your lives, you are fighting for the lives of your children. If they breach the gates, many of you will die. Maybe all of you will die. But that doesn’t mean the end. We know death is only the end for our flesh and blood. Our souls will continue the journey. Some of those souls will descend to Hell. And that is why demons will kill you all. To send your soul to Hell.”  
 
    “But not today,” Martial said, conviction in his voice.  
 
    “Because today, you are all gathered here to fight against an unimaginable evil. You are standing here, some of you holding nothing more than farming tools. Standing against demons that will tear you apart with their bare hands. But still, you stand to fight them. You are brave men and women, you are heroes.” 
 
     “And when you die, rest assured, your souls will not sink into the ground. When the two voices ask you if you have a guilty conscience, you will say with pride, with confidence that no, you do not have a guilty conscience, for you died as a hero. And you will rise up into heaven, exalted as a hero!”  
 
    The crowd cheered, and Martial let them. And then, he raised his hand, and they became silent.  
 
    “But before we die today, we are going to show those demon bastards that we are not weak, we are not afraid. We will fight them to the death, and it will be their death!”  
 
    Again, the soldiers and townsfolk cheered loudly. He felt their bravado rising, sensed it with his aura. Martial turned to look past beyond the wall. It still didn’t make sense. Demons never stood and waited. They attacked.  
 
    Waited?  
 
    What were they waiting for?  
 
    Martial turned to face the town. From his vantage point on the wall, he could see a significant portion of the town. The streets were empty as every human had taken shelter in their homes, boarding up the doors and windows. It was quiet, silent, like the calm before the storm.  
 
    Except for that subtle sound of constant banging. It was like a version of drums being played, one with not as much rhythm. The sound began to grow, and Martial spotted the cause of it. A single horse galloped towards them, the drumming sound emanating from its hooves hitting the pebbled path, amplified by the silent town.  
 
    It was Cassie.  
 
    She dismounted from her horse and climbed up the stairs, barging past the soldiers that were too enamoured by her to move out of the way.  
 
    “The Legacies are in place,” Cassie said.  
 
    Martial had asked for Katie to place herself at the bell tower, and for Michelle to find the tallest point in town, and perch herself there to keep an eye out for any portals opening up. If she spotted anything, she would raise the alarm by firing an arrow towards the tower bell. From there, it would be Katie’s responsibility to pull the rope. 
 
    Three bells pulled successively would announce a demon portal opening up in the town.  
 
    The main threat came from the demons gathered outside the wall, the demons that numbered in a thousand or more. They needed to keep those demons out for as long as possible.  
 
    How long did he think they could keep them out? And for what? Help to arrive? From where? Messengers had been sent out to the nearby towns, but it was part an act of desperation, and partly to give the men and women of the town something to continue fighting for when all seemed lost. Hope that help would arrive if they could just hang on for a little longer.  
 
    Fuck, Martial cursed silently.  
 
    “Look,” Cassie pointed at the row of demons in the distance.  
 
    From that row, a single demon had stepped forward. As the demon rode towards them, the beast he sat upon became visible. Martial heard gasps around him as the humans spotted the beast the demon rode on.  
 
    For the vast majority standing on the wall, they had never seen a demon before. Now, they saw a demon riding atop a Hell Horse.  
 
    It wasn’t like ordinary horses. It was almost twice in size, its skin was hard, its fur spiky. It had two heads with mouths more suited to carnivores, the teeth sharp and pointy. The humans hadn’t spotted it yet, but they would soon.  
 
    The eyes.  
 
    Hell Horses simply had balls for eyes. They had no pupil, no iris. Just a ball. Sometimes it was black, to match their skin, other times it was white, or red. Whatever colour it was, it inspired fear in humans, spooked the fuck out of them.  
 
    “What the fuck is that?” Cassie muttered.  
 
    “A Hell Horse,” Martial replied.  
 
    “Holy Lucifer…” came her response.  
 
    With Legacies having better eyesight, Cassie spotted the Hell Horse before most of the others. In about fifteen to twenty seconds, every man and woman on the walls would say something similar. Martial hoped that was all they did, express their fears through words. If one turned and ran, it could have a knock-on effect.  
 
    Thankfully, none on the wall fled in terror at the approaching demon on a Hell Horse.  
 
    The demon road up to the wall. Dressed in a black hooded cloak, he pulled the hood back to reveal red skin, yellow eyes, and three horns on his head. He was a tall demon, at least six and a half feet in height.  
 
    But Martial feared that wasn’t his truest form.  
 
    Some demons, the more powerful ones, they could grow in size, some even had powers of sorts. This demon, Martial could sense power that surrounded it, akin to the one he had battled in Coldstream.  
 
    “My name is Jorrah. I lead this army of demons. We are here to take what is ours by right. God has fallen, the Archangels have fallen, your saviour Lucifer is no more. Our Lord Satan still persists, and in his name, I am here to take what is ours. I am here for the souls of your wicked.”   
 
     “As is the way of old, I challenge you to send your best to duel me in single combat, to the death. If you win, the demons will leave, to never return to this town. If I win, you will open your gates and welcome death.”  
 
    “Can’t we just fire an arrow into his head?” Cassie whispered in his ear.  
 
    Martial shook his head. Despite how evil they were, demons had a sort of code. A duel to the death to decide the winner. It saved countless lives. Martial had used it many times to turn the tide in a battle, in the war even.  
 
    “If word gets out that we shoot messengers, or challengers on sight, then demons will stop offering to settle battles with duels. They would do the same to us when we approached them. Think back to Coldstream,” he told her. “If the demon hadn’t agreed to duel me, we could have done little to stop his army from razing Coldstream to the ground.”  
 
    Cassie nodded in understanding. “Are you going to duel him?”  
 
    It would have been the ideal situation, and a perfect solution to their problem. The demons were stronger in numbers, better trained, stronger physically. Sure, the humans had a few Legacies in their ranks, but Martial knew it wasn’t enough.  
 
    A duel would have been a perfect way to settle this, but Martial feared he would not win if he stepped down to battle him. Not in the condition he was currently in, his body still weak, every muscle hurting, the slightest movement causing pain to shoot to his head.  
 
    “Let me do it,” Cassie said, apparently reading him really well.  
 
    “No,” Martial shook his head.  
 
    “I can do it,” Cassie insisted.  
 
    “He’s a powerful demon. He will grow in size before he battles. He’s going to be fast, strong. He might even have powers.”  
 
    “How can you know that?” Cassie asked, doubt in her voice as she looked down at the demon.  
 
    “I can sense it,” Martial replied. At first, he thought every Legacy, every Immortal could sense the power of a demon. But he realised it was a talent unique to himself. “He’s the strongest demon I’ve come across in a long time.”  
 
    “I can do it,” Cassie insisted. “I’ve been working hard for over a month now, pushing myself every day. I can defeat him.”  
 
    “And what if you lose?” Martial asked. “You die. And so does everyone else in this town.”  
 
    “You need to believe in me,” Cassie said, hurt in her voice.  
 
    Martial pulled her close and kissed her on the lips. “I do believe in you,” he whispered. “But we only duel to the death when we have no other option, when it is our only choice, when we are at our weakest. Or, we duel when we know we will win.”  
 
    “Neither is the case here. There is no certainty you can win, and we do have other options. It will take them time to breach the walls. Time for me to recover, to think of a way out of this.”  
 
    “A way out?” Cassie asked, doubt in her voice.  
 
    “We’ve sent messengers out to the nearest towns. If they can send some support, we can survive this.”  
 
    Martial didn’t have his hopes hinged on getting support from the surrounding towns. He wondered if they would even believe the messenger, were it able to reach them with the news. Learmouth wasn’t near the borders. How and where had an army of demons managed to slip past to attack Learmouth?  
 
    And if they did believe the stories, that demons had appeared from newly opened portals, it would give them even less reason to send support. They would keep their troops behind their own walls in case portals opened near them and demons poured out.  
 
    “What is your answer?” Jorrah the demon roared.  
 
     “It’s a kind offer,” Martial said, his voice calm, but somehow carried by the wind with equal ferocity. “But we’re going to give it a miss for now.”  
 
    “There is none amongst you that has the guts to face me?” Jorrah asked, genuine disappointment written across his face. “You are all cowards?”  
 
    “There’s plenty here that are willing to fight you. It’s just not the right day for a duel. The weather, I dunno,” he shrugged his shoulders. “I also just had a cup of tea earlier so…”  
 
    “I don’t understand,” came the response.  
 
    “It’s a Lucifer thing.”  
 
    “Lucifer is dead.”  
 
    “But is he though?”  
 
    The demon’s eyes narrowed. “You’re mocking me.”  
 
    “Waaaaat? No way man. Big scary fella like you. I wouldn’t have the guts,” Martial said. “I tell you what, how about tomorrow evening, just before the sun sets, you and I do this duel thing?”   
 
    His main hope lay with himself. If only he could recover his strength, it might be enough to tip the scales in their favour.  
 
    “You will die long before the day is over,” the demon said.  
 
    He turned and began to ride back on his Hell Horse, his black cloak floating in the wind, his head sticking out, three horns on it, his skin red, the demon looked every part the Lord of Hell.  
 
    “Can we shoot him now?” Cassie asked.  
 
    It wasn’t a bad idea. It wasn’t like they had anything to lose. But it just didn’t seem right.  
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    John had left behind Learmouth half a day ago. He’d ridden his horse hard and as the town and its walls disappeared, he split up with Mark, Calvin and Jean. The four of them set off in different directions.  
 
    John was headed towards Branxton, a town two days journey away.  
 
    Things started well. They had slipped past the demon army. The hard part done; it should have been smooth sailing.  
 
    But it was far from that.  
 
    John was afraid.  
 
    His heart thumped in his chest as he ran as fast as he could.  
 
    His horse was dead, killed by what could only be described as Hell Hounds. Fearsome two-headed dogs the size of a fucking horse. John had fallen off his horse as the hounds devoured his stallion. He ran as fast as he could, as he heard his horse wail, as he heard the hounds bite and growl, tearing the poor beast into bits while it still lived.  
 
    That was going to happen to him soon if he didn’t get away.  
 
    So John ran as fast as he could. His only hope was to pass the fields and reach the forest, where he hoped he could hide, or climb a tree and cling on for life.  
 
    His heart thumped so loudly in his chest, it almost blocked out the cries of his horse.  
 
    Almost.  
 
    Except, the horse was no longer wailing.  
 
    John didn’t want to look back. The trees were so close. Another couple of minutes, and he could begin climbing one.  
 
    But his legs were worn out, his chest about to explode. He was struggling to continue. John turned to look back. And as he did, he tripped on his own legs and hit the hard ground. 
 
    As he rolled back, so close to the trees, John thought of Maria. He’d had a crush on the girl since forever. He wanted so badly to tell her as much, but he couldn’t muster up the courage.  
 
    And now, she would never know.  
 
    He would never know either if she liked him back.  
 
    John closed his eyes as the Hell Hounds pounced, as they came down on him, jaws open, terrifying teeth closing around his flesh.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    Mark was glad to be rid of Learmouth Town. He never liked the place much. Growing up, the other children had bullied him on account of his weight. Called him names, poked him with sticks that became metal objects as they grew older – fire pokers, shovels, pitchforks, even a blunt sword.  
 
    Fat Mark, they called him. It wasn’t even creative. All they did was add the word fat before his name. And they laughed, like it was so fucking original. He hated them.  
 
    And now, they’d chosen him to run for help. Oh, the irony, sending the fat guy to run for help. Except, Mark wasn’t fat anymore. He hadn’t been fat for years now. He’d lost the weight.  
 
    But he hadn’t lost the nickname, or the cruelty that came with it.  
 
    Mark had never seen a demon before today.  
 
    They were as scary in real life as they were when told in tales. Beasts with black skin, blue skin, red skin, horns on their heads, riding on horses that were the size of elephants, horses that had two heads. They were here to devour the souls of the damned.  
 
    The damned being those that had guilty consciences.  
 
    Everyone knew this.  
 
    When you died, two faces appeared, one on either side of you. And they asked, do you have a guilty conscience?  
 
    They didn’t need an answer.  
 
    If the person had a guilty conscience, if they thought they had done wrong to someone, if they had guilt, that thought would weigh heavy. It would drag the soul down, sink it into the ground. And when it emerged on the other side, Hell would be waiting.  
 
    Despite knowing this, the assholes in the town had made his life as miserable as possible.  
 
    They were going to die tonight, or tomorrow, or the day after. They would die at the hands of demons. And when they died, the two faces would ask them if they had a clear conscience. And then, their guilt at making his life a living hell, it would drag them down, where more demons would await to torture them for all eternity.  
 
    Mark had left behind the town, and the demons. His horse trotted down the path at a comfortable pace. He wasn’t in a hurry. Sure, he would head to the next town, but it wouldn’t matter. No one in their right mind in this area would dare send their own very precious soldiers out to save another town, not when demons were literally pouring out of the ground.  
 
    No, everyone in Learmouth was as good as dead.  
 
    Mark had left behind the fields and was now trotting along a narrow path between low hills with lush greenery on one side. There was a beautiful lake on the other side with crystal clear water.  
 
    Pulling gently, Mark reigned his horse, bring it to a stop, he dismounted. Taking his boots off, he sat on the bank of the lake and dipped his feet in the cool water.  
 
    He hated that fucking town. He wondered why he’d waited for a fucking demon army before he decided to leave. It was Fordstone he was now headed for. Mark had never been there before, but it seemed like a good town for a fresh start. He could reinvent himself, change his name perhaps.  
 
    As Mark sat on the bank by the lake, his mind wandering, thinking of his new life in Fordstone, he didn’t hear the nervous whines coming from his horse. He didn’t hear the heavy steps on the ground, didn’t see the demon walking up behind him, sword drawn.  
 
    His last thought, before his neck was sliced off clean, was of Jenna, the girl who had been his friend when they were young, the girl who had been fat, but after having lost the fat, had suddenly become popular. She’d deserted him. Now, in a way, he was deserting her. And she deserved it.  
 
    As sword cut through his neck, as his head hit the ground, Mark felt a whoosh as his soul rose up, leaving his body on the ground.  
 
    And then, two faces appeared, one to his left, the other to his right.  
 
    “Do you have a clean conscience?” they asked.  
 
    “I do,” Mark said. “I have a clear conscience. I’ve done nothing wrong.”  
 
    Despite his words, Mark felt his soul begin to fall. And then, the ground opened up, a large black hole appeared. A black hole circled by a ring of fire.  
 
    “I’m innocent,” Mark cried out.  
 
    But his words mattered littler as his soul sank into the ground, as it kept sinking, heading towards Hell.  
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    The battle had begun.  
 
    After riding back, Jorrah wasted no time in launching an attack.  
 
    It was brutal.  
 
    The wall around Learmouth served little purpose when it came to holding back the demons.  
 
    They rode on their Hell Horses, hundreds of them, Jorrah amongst the pack, rising a dust storm in their wake. It looked truly hellish.  
 
    As they came within reach, Learmouth’s finest fired their arrows.  
 
    They weren’t very fine.  
 
    Cassie counted four demons hitting the ground. And four because two tumbled over one that had fallen before them.  
 
    As the demons came within reach of the wall, they didn’t use ladders to climb it. They didn’t have ladders with them to start with. And, they didn’t need the ladders. They simply jumped off their horses.  
 
    A few crashed against the merlons and fell back down.  
 
    Only a few.  
 
    The rest landed on the walkway.  
 
    It was brutal.  
 
    The men and women of Learmouth, standing on the wall, their bodies trembling as the demons approached, terrified out of their minds, they did well to not drop their armour, their weapons, and flee.  
 
    When the demons landed beside them on the wall, standing big and tall, horns poking out of their heads, baring sharp shark like teeth as they roared, the humans didn’t freeze. They struck with their swords, jabbed with their spears.  
 
    But the demons were strong. And they were skilled. When they struck with their swords, it was more like being hit by a large club being wielded by a fucking bear.  
 
    The humans were knocked off the wall, flung aside like ragdolls.  
 
    The only thing that kept the fighting continuing, not having it end within minutes were the Legacies. They whipped into action, fighting only the way Legacies could fight.  
 
    Cassie whirled about, slicing with her sword, cutting through demon flesh, kicking, pushing, punching, whatever worked in the moment. Her light armour kept her agile, and she owned her spot on the wall.  
 
    As she ducked under one blade, rolled on the walkway, ducking under another, she drove her sword into the demon’s back. As she turned and pulled her sword out of the demon’s back, she didn’t get a chance to kick the body aside.  
 
    A demon charged into it and knocked her down onto the stone. Her head bumped off it and she blinked hard. There was a ringing sound in her head, but it was easily drowned out by the demon roaring at her, his face inches away from hers. He tried to bite her face off, but he was held back by the dead demon body sandwich between them.  
 
    Cassie tried to pull her sword, but it was stuck between her and the dead demon. So, she did the next best thing. She punched the demon in the face.  
 
    It didn’t seem to hurt the demon as much as she’d hoped.  
 
    It did stop the demon from roaring though, which was a positive, as along with the roaring, the salvia stopped too. The demon grabbed her by the hair and pulled her out from under the dead demon. A stupid thing to do, as her sword was now free. She drove it into the demon’s chest. As she kicked his body away, she wiped away his spit from her face.  
 
    Exhausted, Cassie took a moment to catch her breath. Her section of the wall was clear of demons.  
 
    It was also clear of the few humans that had stood with her.  
 
    Elsewhere, the fighting continued. She spotted Martial battling a large red demon holding an enormous axe in his hand. Martial moved back as the demon swung it, and then, he stabbed with his sword. It cut through the demon’s armour and pierced the flesh just beneath his collar bone.  
 
    And it did nothing to slow the demon down.  
 
    As his axe came again, Martial sidestepped, then brought his sword down on the demon’s arm, cutting it off clean. That still didn’t slow the demon down. With one arm missing, the other arm was quick to act.  
 
    It struck Martial on the jaw and knocked him down. As the demon knelt to pick Martial up, he pressed the sword in the demon’s chest, slowly cutting through the armour, then cutting through the flesh and bone until it came out on the other side. Still, the demon held him by the neck, now standing up straight.  
 
    Finally, the demon stumbled back and Martial broke free of its grip. He pulled his sword out and leaned against a merlon, breathing heavily, he wiped away sweat from his forehead.  
 
    Cassie leapt from her position on the wall and landed beside him.  
 
    “Nice jump,” Marital mumbled.  
 
    “You don’t look so good.”  
 
    “What? Nah. Not true. I look awesome.”  
 
    “Okay fine, you’re still sexy as fuck, but you look exhausted. How long can you continue?”  
 
    Martial shrugged. “I don’t have a choice, do I?”  
 
    “You could leave.”  
 
    “How?”  
 
    “You could jump off the wall, get on one of those Hell Horses and ride away,” Cassie said. “Somehow I think maybe you’ve ridden one of those beasts before.”  
 
    Martial stared at her with a curious look before shaking his head. “I can’t just run away.”  
 
    Their conversation was interrupted as two demons appeared. Martial and Cassie got to work and dispatched the demons swiftly, though again, Martial looked worse, even held a hand to his stomach and pressed it in.  
 
    “It’s not running away. You get to live to fight another day,” Cassie said. “Look, your bragging about being Martial the Great, Martial the… I can’t remember all the titles you gave yourself. I don’t think they’re true, but I know that you’re someone special.”  
 
    “Special?” Martial’s lips twitched.  
 
    “You play this drunken fool most of the time, but it’s not fooling anyone, Martial,” Cassie said.  
 
    “It’s not?”  
 
    Cassie shook her head. She didn’t know why it took her so long to see it. He dropped plenty clues along the way, from his stories about Satan, about God, to him knowing about cars, the thing humans used hundreds of years ago to move around, knowing demon customs. He didn’t even pretend to not have ever ridden a Hell Horse.  
 
    And how many places could you ride a Hell Horse? 
 
    Hell.  
 
    That was where you could ride a Hell Horse.  
 
    “I think you’re a first-generation Legacy,” Cassie said. “I think you might have even known Alex?”  
 
    “Maybe,” Martial said, his response guarded.  
 
    “What was he like?”  
 
    “A bit uptight,” Martial replied. “I’m not leaving, Cassie. I’ve been around a long time and… this seems like a fitting way to go out,” he muttered.  
 
    Cassie opened her mouth to argue, but there was a sudden clanging noise in the distance. Both Martial and Cassie turned an ear towards where the sound had come from, straining to hear it over the chaos that was war.  
 
    “The town bells,” Cassie said.  
 
    “Fuck,” came Martial’s response.  
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    Michelle sat at the top of a building to the south of the town. At six floors high, it wasn’t the tallest building in town. But it did have a spire that rose another thirty feet. A spire not many would wish to climb or sit on.  
 
    But that was where she was, perched at the top of the spire, an arm slung around the stone. From her vantage point, she could see the whole town, including the front walls, where battle had begun.  
 
    She could hear too, the cries of war, of death.  
 
    Michelle wanted to be there, on the wall, in the midst of the fighting. She was a Legacy. And she was an archer, something not many Legacies chose as their main weapon. She would have been invaluable at the wall, firing at the demons as they approached, picking them off one by one, she could have done serious damage.  
 
    But Martial wanted her here, at the top of this spire to keep an eye out for any demon portals opening up in the town.  
 
    She understood the reason.  
 
    Martial’s entire plan rested on keeping the demons outside the town long enough for help to arrive, or at least, making a last stand behind walls that offered some protection against an onslaught. What with portals opening up in the surrounding areas, it was entirely possible one could open up in the town.  
 
    If it did, and if it were left unchecked, the demons could attack from behind and open the gates. The town would fall instantly.  
 
    Her task here was important, but Michelle hated it.  
 
    Sitting here, being able to see the wall full of demons and humans slashing at each other, hearing the sounds of battle, she wanted to be there. This was exactly what every apprentice dreamed of. At least, new apprentices did, ones that were still somewhat idealist, before they became corrupted by money, power, strength, and worse of all, longevity.  
 
    It was longevity that made most Legacies assholes. Living for hundreds of years, they became bored, saw normal humans as less, used and abused them.  
 
    She knew when Martial came to their town that he was different, one of the good ones. She’d been right too. And she knew that he was right again when he told her to sit here. Still, it wasn’t easy. She had an itch. Her free hand reached back and rubbed the tip of an arrow.  
 
    She didn’t know how much more of this she could take, sitting it out when everyone else was fighting for their lives, for the lives of everyone in town.  
 
    And then it happened.  
 
    The ground began to shake. Michelle stood upright, her eyes scanned the town, looking for the source. She spotted it immediately. The rising dust and collapsing debris as the terraced houses fell was an easy giveaway. As Michelle watched in horror, the houses sunk completely, and in their place, lava poured out from the ground.  
 
    She knew what was going to happen next, but Michelle didn’t waste time to watch. She turned and faced the bell tower near the centre of the town. Wrapping her legs around the spire, she leaned against it, bow in hand, she withdrew an arrow from the quiver.  
 
    It wasn’t an easy position to hold with her legs, and it was harder even to fire a shot from this position. But Michelle let loose, and the arrow flew across the town and struck the golden bell.  
 
    A second later, the woman at the bell tower pulled on the rope, and the bell began to ring out across the town. How far the sound would travel, if it would be heard at the wall over the cries of battle, Michelle didn’t know.  
 
    But she had done her bit.  
 
    As she turned to look back towards where the portal had opened, dozens of demons had already emerged from the portal. But they weren’t alone. They had brought along something Michelle had never seen before, something she couldn’t even imagine.  
 
    But something she knew instantly could only truly belong in Hell.  
 
    It was a beast that stood twice the height of the demons around it. It had four heads, on where a head should be, attached to a long neck, two more heads that sprouted out from the neck, and a final head that was buried in the stomach.  
 
    These heads were human heads.  
 
    But they were deformed.  
 
    Foreheads bulging, some showed cracks, two of the heads were missing an eye each, another head had no lips. They had been removed to show her teeth bared constantly. The skin was a dark purple, as if the heads had been dead for a weak.  
 
    But they weren’t dead.  
 
    Even from where she was perched, Michelle could hear the screams emitting from the mouths on the beast. It sent a chill down her spine.  
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    Though the demons hadn’t been able to land inside the town and breach the gates, the battle on the town walls was far from over. Martial was exhausted. His entire body ached from before the battle had even begun. Every time a demon managed to catch him, the pain was amplified a hundred times. His head felt like it was going to explode to the point that, his vision was constantly blurred.  
 
    Martial managed to catch two minutes of breath on the wall with Cassie, though the girl blabbered on about him fleeing.  
 
    Like Martial was ever going to flee from a battle.  
 
    They still had a chance of winning this. The demons that had jumped from their horses and straight up onto the wall, they weren’t the majority. They were a minority amongst the demons.  
 
    The rest of the demons weren’t as strong or powerful. Right now, those demons were on the other side of the wall, using a battering ram to breach the gates.  
 
    On the wall, Kevin’s former Legacy apprentices were doing a good job. And the humans weren’t too bad either. Whilst they weren’t exactly winning, they weren’t losing either. There was hope.  
 
    And then, the bells rang.  
 
    And just like that, hope turned to despair.  
 
    Demons were already in the town. If they made a beeline for the gates, an attack from behind would be devastating.  
 
    Despite how he was feeling, Martial leapt down from the wall. There was a demon on the ground, a great big ugly fucker with an enormous horn in the centre of his head. He carried two enormous axes, one in each hand, and he spun them around, slashing at the humans that were trying to put him down, but failing miserably.  
 
    Martial ran towards the demon, skidded underneath the axes and struck hard with his sword, hitting the demon above the waist. As he climbed to his feet, the demon dropped to one knee as an axe fell from his hand. Blood dripped from his waist as the demon pressed a hand against it. Martial turned and sliced at the demon’s neck.  
 
    He didn’t wait for the head to fall. He turned and walked down the main road, heading away from the front gates that shuddered as the demons hammered away at it, away from the walls still full of demons and humans battling.  
 
    “Where are you going?” Cassie asked, as she fell in line beside him.  
 
    “Towards the demons already in the town.”  
 
    “Aren’t there others that can do that? We need you here.”  
 
    “There aren’t any others. We didn’t have any troops to spare. The plan always was for me and a couple of Legacies to hold back any demons that might emerge from a new portal opened up in the town. So that’s what I’m going to do.”  
 
    “What about the battle here? Do you think they can hold on without you?”  
 
    Martial had a plan for that. Any moment now, he thought, as he stared ahead at the deserted road. It was a strange moment as he walked away from the front gate. Behind him was complete chaos. In front of him, complete silence, all the humans in hiding, not a single soul or sound about.  
 
    And then, from around the corner, a beautiful black stallion appeared.  
 
    It was Martial’s horse, and riding on the back of it was Katie.  
 
    She was dressed in her armour, black metal plates around her chest, more around her waist. Her hair was tied in a ponytail, and her sword hung by her side. As she came up to them, she jumped off the horse and landed beside Martial, holding the reins for him.  
 
    “Where are the demons?” Martial asked.  
 
    “South of the city. I think Michelle might already be there.”  
 
    “By herself?” Cassie asked.  
 
    “She’ll be fine,” Martial said. “She’s a smart and capable girl, and an archer. She’ll keep her distance and pick them off.” Martial jumped onto his horse and groaned as he landed on the saddle. Turned out even his bottom was fucking sore. “You coming?” Martial asked, holding a hand down to Cassie.  
 
    She took his hand and jumped up behind him, her body pressed against his.  
 
    “You’re in charge here,” Martial said to Katie. “Your fellow apprentices fight well. Whatever happens, don’t let them breach the gates.”  
 
    Katie nodded, and then, pulling her sword out, she charged towards the gates.  
 
    Martial tugged on the reins. His black stallion was a powerful beast, and it set off at a thunderous pace. The roads were clear, the streets silent, they made good progress, riding towards the south of the town.  
 
    “Look,” Cassie pointed up.  
 
    Martial had spotted it, the smoke rising up, forming a mini cloud of darkness. He heard the noises soon after. Human screams, demon growls.  
 
    “Be ready,” Martial said.  
 
    His hand reached for his sword as they turned the corner. His horse came to an abrupt stop, almost throwing him off.  
 
    “…what the fuck?” Cassie mumbled.  
 
    Martial was having one of those moments too.  
 
    The street in front of them resembled the worst he had seen in any war before him. Demons were breaking down doors, dragging out the hiding humans onto the street, and then slaughtering them. Old men, women, children, none were spared. The road was covered with their blood.  
 
    There were almost a hundred demons on the street, ravaging through it. Martial couldn’t understand how there were so many demons here. The portals were supposed to be small, only a dozen or two demons were supposed to emerge from it. Not hundreds.  
 
    But that wasn’t even the most terrifying thing before them.  
 
    The demons had brought a beast with them. It stood twice as tall as any other demon, its legs were like those you found on a Hell Horse, its body was muscular, like a demon on steroids. And it had four heads. One in the stomach, two on its neck, and the fourth where heads were supposed to be.  
 
    “What is that?” Cassie asked.  
 
    He sensed it in her voice.  
 
    Fear.  
 
    Guilt.  
 
    “It’s a Soul Stealer,” Martial said.  
 
    “S-Soul Stealer?”?”  
 
    “It steals souls. Makes any human near it feel guilt. That guilt drags the soul to Hell for eternal damnation,” Martial said, his voice grim.  
 
    The attack at the front gates was a diversion. It kept all the town’s troops tied up while these demons went from house to house, street to street, killing all the humans. And the Soul Stealer would make sure all the humans’ souls would sink into the ground.  
 
    “We need to kill the Soul Stealer,” Martial said.  
 
    “That shouldn’t be too hard,” Cassie said.  
 
    “You got a plan?”  
 
    “Yes. Ride your stallion towards the beast. We’ll cut down any demons that get in our way. Simples.”  
 
    “Simples,” Martial repeated, though he knew it was anything but.  
 
    The Soul Stealer wasn’t an easy demon to kill. It had skin that was hard as armour, the kind they used on machines built for war back when the world was a simpler place, back when large numbers of the population were doubting they even existed.  
 
    But, with no other idea, and tired as fuck, Martial set his horse in motion, his sword drawn out.  
 
    They made it past three demons, slicing them down with ease, when out of nowhere, a large blue demon with a horn on his head the size of those found in rhinos slammed into his horse. The horn buried itself into the flank and sent them flying into the air.  
 
    Martial crashed into the wall first before hitting the ground. His head ringing, he slowly climbed to his feet. He didn’t get much chance to recover. A demon came at him roaring. Martial punched it in the face and sent the beast flying back.  
 
    He leaned against the wall, his weakened body begging for rest. In front of him, a demon came out of a house dragging a girl by the hair as she kicked and screamed.  
 
    Mustering up his strength, Martial walked towards the demon, his sword in hand, the tip dragged along the road, leaving a scraped line over the pebbles. There was a time when his sword would have cut through the stone, so sharp was it, and so strong was he.  
 
    That time was a long time ago, so long ago, it seemed more like a foggy dream than a memory.  
 
    The demon grabbed the girl by her blouse and picked her up off the floor. Her blouse tore and she hit the ground, crying in pain. The demon roared in laughter, and Martial sliced his head off.  
 
    “Run,” Martial said to the girl. “Get out of here.”  
 
    She didn’t need telling twice. She jumped to her feet and bolted.  
 
    Martial didn’t get to see where she went, if she made it. He heard the demon approach, heard the change in wind as the demon raised the weapon in its hand. He could have slammed his sword back and killed the demon.  
 
    But Martial was tired.  
 
    He’d fought for so long, fought so hard. And after all this time, things hadn’t improved the in the slightest.   
 
    Demons were literally pouring out of the ground at will, raping and murdering as they pleased. For a second, a brief second, Martial wondered if humans deserved it. They were really shitty sometimes. A truce with demons that had lasted almost a hundred years, and what do the humans do? What do the Immortals and Legacies do? Create personal fiefdoms.  
 
    And then, the demon’s weapon came crashing down on his head.  
 
    Naturally, Martial’s body hit the ground. But he didn’t feel the pain. He felt numb, felt a coldness wash over him as he lay there on the pebbled path. He was going to die. Finally, he was going to die. Martial began to feel regret.  
 
    He was being selfish, dying. He should have tried harder to stay alive, to help the people of the town instead of taking the easy way out, instead of dying.  
 
    Martial knew what was happening.  
 
    The Soul Stealer.  
 
    It was making him feel guilt.  
 
    Martial’s lips spread into a bitter smile. He was going to die, and he was going to Hell.  
 
    With effort, he turned around to face the demon that had felled him. But the demon no longer stood above him.  
 
    “Cassie?”  
 
    “Who else would it be?” she asked. “What are you doing?”  
 
    “Thought I was dying.”  
 
    “What?” Cassie asked, alarm in her voice. “Don’t do that!”  
 
    “Okay, fine, I won’t,” Martial muttered. “What happened?”  
 
    “You haven’t missed much. For some reason, you let that demon strike you on the head,” she pointed at the demon on the ground, now dead, a stab wound in his back. “Come on, get up! We need to kill the Soul Stealer!”  
 
    “We and what army?” Martial muttered as he climbed to his feet for the umpteenth time that day.  
 
    “That army,” Cassie pointed behind her.  
 
    Martial followed her hand to see a crowd of humans had gathered at the end of the road, mostly men, some women too. Most of them seemed to be armed with table legs.  
 
    “That’s not an army,” Martial said. “That is so not an army. Why are they walking towards us? They need to be going the other way!”  
 
    “We’ve got the numbers on our side,” Cassie said. She pointed to a rooftop to their left. Sitting on the black slates was Michelle, bow in hand, arrow nocked, she let loose, felling a demon, repeating the process. “We can do it.”  
 
    Martial took another glance at the slowly advancing humans. They were nervous, and it showed as they inched forward. They lacked in weapons, but they made up for it in numbers. There were hundreds of them, all armed in some fashion.  
 
    “Fine,” Martial said. “Let’s give this another try.”  
 
    With Cassie by his side and Michelle assisting from the rooftops, Martial charged into battle once more. He was exhausted, tired beyond belief, but he fought anyway. The demons before them began to fall, and then, from behind, the humans seeing their progress, they charged.  
 
    As battle raged around him, Martial made a beeline for the Soul Stealer, killing three demons in his way, he leapt off the ground, flying over a dozen more demons, he landed before the beast, before the Soul Stealer.  
 
    “Fuck, you’re ugly!”  
 
    The Soul Stealer turned to face him, all four faces. “You’re going to die, human. This time, it’s going to be final!”  
 
    “Okay, whatever the fuck that means,” Martial said.  
 
    “I see you, Martial,” the head at the top, where a head should be, hissed. “I don’t know how you survived in Heaven, but today, you will die.”  
 
    Survived in heaven? Martial felt a chill up his spine as he stared at the face at the top. He shook his head. “No fucking way.”  
 
    “Yes. Fucking. Way. Alex.”  
 
    Martial stepped back, his feet unsteady. “What did you call me?”  
 
    The face smiled, showing teeth that were rotting. “I’m back.”  
 
    “Satan?”  
 
    “Damn fucking straight, motherfucker,” the beast said, all four heads laughing simultaneously.  
 
    Martial suddenly felt lightheaded. He pressed his sword against the ground to keep himself steady.  
 
    “In that?” he pointed at the beastly demon body towering above him. “Why would you want to be in that?”  
 
    “My form is a little off at the moment. I’m more uh, what’s the word? Fluid? This isn’t my final form. That’s still in the process of being made. In the meantime, I can drift between certain bodies.”  
 
    “Your choice has got to be seriously limited if that’s a form you’re willing to take,” Martial muttered.  
 
    “I’m just possessing this body, you cunt fuck,” the demon growled.  
 
    “Cunt fuck,” Martial repeated, suddenly exhausted. “That’s original. Probably unlike your plan, huh? World domination?”  
 
    “Yes, actually. Thanks to you and Lucifer, really. We killed God, killed his fucking Archangels. Now there is nothing to stop me from devouring every soul in this world.”  
 
    “Well, I mean… I wouldn’t say nothing.”  
 
    “What do you mean?” the beast asked, no trace of humour in its beastly growl of a voice.  
 
    “I think a mirror could stop you. I mean, have you seen yourself? Dude, you are ugly as fuck.”  
 
    “You’re going to die, Alex. And when you do, we both know where your soul is going. I can smell the guilt from here, surviving when all others, those that loved you, those that trusted you, believed in you, when they’re all dead?”  
 
    Martial stood straight and stretched. He had feared this moment was coming, that Satan had really returned. How that was possible, he had no idea. But it had happened. And talking to the beastly deformed creature in front of him, Martial knew it to be true.  
 
    Strangely enough, he felt calm.  
 
    “Let’s get this over with,” Martial said.  
 
    He charged at the beast, and skidding to the ground, he dove under the long claw-like arms and struck with his sword as he passed between the Soul Stealer’s legs.  
 
    As he came up behind the demon, Martial knew he had done little to hurt the beast. His sword had struck what felt like thick metal armour.  
 
    The Soul Stealer turned to face him, all four heads smiling. “You’re going to have to do a lot better than that.”  
 
    “I know,” Martial said.  
 
    He leapt up, jumping thirty feet into the air, he came down hard, aiming for the demon’s uppermost head. The beast twisted his neck, and Martial’s sword penetrated the soft flesh on the demon’s neck and drove all the way down until the hilt pressed against the collarbone.  
 
    And still, the demon did not fall.  
 
    No. 
 
    It smiled at him.  
 
    Martial’s face was inches away from the demon’s. He turned his head as the demon breathed and a wave of stench hovered around him.  
 
    “Third times the charm, right?” the beast growled.  
 
    “What the fuck are you talking about?” Martial asked as he pressed his feet against the Soul Stealer’s chest and tugged at his sword, trying to break free.  
 
    “You’ve died twice before, haven’t you? Once when I killed you on earth. I imagine you died in Heaven too. You couldn’t have survived that, not when I didn’t, not when God or my sister didn’t. But you came back. Do you think you’ll come back another time?”  
 
    “I’d rather not find out,” Martial muttered, holding the handle of his sword with both hands now, tugging with all his strength, his sword jammed down the demon’s neck, he felt the collar bone begin to crack. Another pull, and he would have his sword.  
 
    But Martial didn’t get another chance to pull his sword out. The demon grabbed him with both his monstrous hands and threw him against the wall opposite.  
 
    Martial crashed into it like a test dummy would crash into the wall. If the test dummy was strapped to the front of the car, and not in the front seat, strapped to it with a belt, and protected with an air bag.  
 
    Despite his inhuman strength, Martial was still only human, as were all the Immortals and Legacies. There was only so much his body could take.  
 
    And now, it had reached its breaking point. As his body hit the ground, his eyes closed as darkness swirled around him.  
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    Cassie couldn’t believe how the tide had turned. When they first arrived on the street, it seemed hopeless. It was hopeless. Hundreds of demons and the most terrifying beast she had ever set eyes upon, one that had an even more terrifying purpose – to ensure every human, man, woman and even child would be condemned to eternal Hell.  
 
    But then, Michelle, the quiet girl that said little, and did even less without Cassie around, had somehow managed to rouse the terrified locals, roused them enough to come out with table legs to face demons that had crawled out of Hell.  
 
    Despite their relative weakness, aided by Michelle, the clever girl perched on rooftops, firing away arrows at demons, she knocked down enough for the first few humans to arm themselves with demon weapons.  
 
    Sure, they were a bit heavy, and these humans had little experience in wielding weapons, but it wasn’t rocket science.   
 
    After some initial hesitation, they charged like a mob would do. And it was effective. The demons fought back, but outnumbered, they began to fall.  
 
    As the demon numbers thinned, Cassie searched for Martial.  
 
    When she spotted him, she had to blink twice to make sure what she was seeing was accurate. Martial was hanging on to the Soul Stealer, his sword plunged down its neck, his feet pressed against the demon’s chest, he was stuck.  
 
    How the fuck had he gotten there in the first place?  
 
    And then, the beast grabbed him with both of his monstrous hands and threw him against the wall. It was a brutal throw. Martial’s body hit the ground, where it remained. Still. Blood trickled down his forehead.  
 
    The beast was down on his knees, also injured, a large chunk of chest flesh and bone hung loose from his arm. The demon tore the flesh off, screaming as he did, and climbed to his feet. As the demon walked towards Martial’s body, Cassie broke into a run.  
 
    She ducked under a demon’s sword, not wasting time to finish him off, she continued on, leaping over seven more demons, she landed behind the beast as it towered over Martial, a foot raised to crush the life out of him, if there was any left.  
 
    Cassie acted quickly and brought her sword down hard on the demon’s back.  
 
    Her sword bounced back, as if she had just struck a wall of metal. When the demon turned to look at her, Cassie felt all her confidence shrink.  
 
    She knew the beast was big, but standing so close to it, the thing was fucking enormous. The head in its stomach was above her own head. It stared at her, a twisted glint in its bulging eyes. But when the demon spoke, it was the head at the top, the one attached to the right end of the neck that moved its lips, that the growling sound came from.  
 
    “What have we here?” the beast asked, licking its lips with a purple tongue. “Are you a Demon Hunter?”  
 
    Demon Hunter? It wasn’t a term Cassie had heard before, though it did seem appropriate.  
 
    “I’m a Legacy,” she said to the demon, holding her sword before her, mustering her courage, trying to sound more confident than she was. “I’m going to kill you.”  
 
    The demon roared in laughter, all four heads. Blood poured down his neck, gurgling. “You’re going to kill me?” the demon asked, as it stepped towards her. “Do you know who I am?”  
 
    “You’re a Soul Stealer.”  
 
    “Soul Stealer? I’m Satan, the fucking devil!”  
 
    “No,” Cassie shook her head.  
 
    “No?”  
 
    Cassie shook her head again. She didn’t believe it. Didn’t want to believe it. Because if it were true, if Satan really was standing before her, this would not end well for her. It would not end well for anyone in this town.  
 
    Or for any human on earth.  
 
    Satan had never left Hell before, at least, not for the past three hundred years.  
 
    “What… what… why are you here?” Cassie asked, her throat dry. “Is that… is that what you look like?”   
 
     “I’m here because of him,” the beast pointed back at Martial’s body. “And no, I don’t usually look like this. I’m actually quite handsome,” he winked, all four heads.  
 
    “For Martial?”  
 
    “That’s not his real name,” Satan said. “We go way back, me and him, a bit of history between us. Long story really. Don’t have the time. You’re hot, but unfortunately, on this occasion, I’m not really suited for fucking. I’ll have to kill you.”  
 
    It was a lot of information for Cassie to process, but she processed it quickly, focusing on the last part. He was going to kill her.  
 
    She readied herself for the onslaught.  
 
    But it did not come.  
 
    The Soul Stealer, the demon that was possessed by Satan, he moved slowly. His left shoulder was hunched, where Martial had stabbed him and torn out half his chest and some bone. His knee on the same side was bent from the injury.  
 
    He limped forward, not very fast for a demon, and definitely not fast for a Legacy.  
 
    Satan seemed to realise as much too. He stopped midway and turned. He began to walk back towards Martial, whose body still lay on the ground, not having moved an inch since he fell there.  
 
    Why was Satan going back towards Martial? Was there a chance her master was still alive?  
 
    Cassie had already attacked the Soul Stealer’s armoured body. It was impenetrable. It made sense now why Martial was hanging from the demon, his sword driven into what appeared to the soft skin around the neck.  
 
    Cassie leapt into the air and aimed for the demon’s exposed neck. She didn’t connect. Satan might have a sluggish body to control, but it seemed he had his own senses. His arm came around as she neared, and Cassie had to use her sword to block the strike.  
 
    Again, as they clashed, it was like hitting a fully solid metal arm.  
 
    Cassie landed on her feet and skidded sideways.  
 
    She didn’t pause to strategize, to catch her breath, she went at him again, striking at his enormous hide with speed and ferocity, skipping in and out between his long and thick legs. She managed to leave what amounted to scratch marks on his legs and back.  
 
    She also managed to distract him from squashing Martial. But it was all temporary. She didn’t know how long she would be able to keep this up. She’d been fighting for hours now, first at the wall, then against the demons in this street, and now, against this beast.  
 
    “You’re tired,” the Soul Stealer said. “But you won’t give up, will you?”  
 
    “Never,” Cassie replied, breathing heavily, she wiped the sweat away from her brow.  
 
    “He knows how to pick them doesn’t he? I actually admire that about him.”  
 
    “You seem to know him really well,” Cassie said, trying to keep the beast possessed by Satan distracted. She’d spotted Michelle a few roofs away, crawling towards them stealthily. Her arrows to the demon’s head would be a lot more effective. “You guys go way back, huh?”  
 
    “I wouldn’t say way back,” Satan replied. “I’ve been around since the beginning to time, almost. I’ve known Alex for about three hundred years, but yeah, he’s made an impression.”  
 
    “Alex?” Cassie repeated. Did he just say Alex? No… No. “Alex?”  
 
    “You didn’t know,” Satan said, his lips spreading into horrid smiles, all four faces. “Your little friend here is quite famous in the human world. Alex, the Immortal, as they call him,” Satan said, cackling out loud.  
 
    Cassie turned to look at the body of Martial, lying on the ground, still. Was he really Alex? She knew he was old, knew he had experience but… Could he be Alex? The Alex that fought against Satan, against God, the Alex that led them to victory in so many battles against the demons? The Alex that was one with Lucifer?  
 
    He was supposed to be dead. No one knew when or where he had died, which battle, but it happened shortly before the truce with the demons.  
 
    Except, apparently, it hadn’t happened.  
 
    “I killed him once you know. The fucker somehow came back to life. He died for the second time in Heaven. Somehow, he came back for the second time. But not today,” Satan said, as he turned the Soul Stealer’s body towards Martial. “Today, he dies. Today, I take his soul to torture for all eternity.”  
 
    Michelle was four roofs away, but seeing what was about to happen, she dropped to one knee, bow in hand, she nocked an arrow and let fly. Having spotted Cassie battling the beast, striking its tough exterior with her sharp blade and doing little damage, she aimed for the purple flesh around the beast’s neck.  
 
    It was a small target, but Michelle was an excellent archer.  
 
    She let another four arrows fly before the first one struck. They all hit their targets.  
 
    The Soul Stealer stopped in his tracks, a foot away from squashing Martial. There was a gurgling sound as the Soul Stealer took in deep breaths, as blood squirted out from the four holes in his neck.  
 
    Seeing an opportunity, seeing the Soul Stealer weakened, Cassie leapt onto its back and striking hard, she sliced off the uppermost head on the beast. As she flipped back and landed on her feet, the Soul Stealer fell back, finally hitting the ground in defeat.  
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    When Martial opened his eyes, he found two pretty faces staring down at him. He couldn’t remember where he was, or how he’d gotten there, but he smiled at them. The two girls stared at him with concern in their eyes.  
 
    It was always nice to have pretty girls concerned about him. It was one step away from taking off their clothes, as far as he was concerned.  
 
    And talking of clothes, the girls were barely wearing any. Metal bras held back their round breasts, and another bit of metal shaped like a thong barely did its job of covering their pussies.  
 
    “You’re alive,” the blond girl said. “Oh, thank god. We thought we’d lost you.”  
 
    Cassie.  
 
    The blond girl was Cassie.   
 
    That’s right.  
 
    He knew these girls.  
 
    “Fucks sake,” Martial muttered.  
 
    “What’s wrong?”  
 
    “Nothing is wrong. I’m still in this shithole of a world. I thought I’d died and gone some place pleasant.”  
 
    “Some place pleasant?” Michelle asked. “What of this place made you think it would be pleasant?”  
 
    Marital noticed her eyes moving around their surroundings, and he followed them. He saw what she meant. This place wasn’t pretty or pleasant at all. The street was littered with blood and bodies, human and demons.  
 
    “I didn’t see the bodies,” Martial muttered. “I woke up and saw your two faces and thought, well this is nice.” Now, all he could think about was, what the fuck happened here? So, he asked, “What the fuck happened here?”  
 
    The girls stared at him with worry.  
 
    “I’m fine,” Martial said, being able to read their minds. “Just a little bump on the head, temporary memory loss. Fill me in on what transpired here. Now.”  
 
    So, both girls told him what had happened, and as they spoke, Martial began to remember up until the point when the Soul Stealer had thrown him against the wall. He saw the body of the beast lying one head less on the ground ten feet away from him.  
 
    “You girls did good,” Martial said, when they finished telling him how they had killed the Soul Stealer and finished off the rest of the demons. After that, the humans armed themselves with the demon’s weapons and marched towards the town gates, no longer afraid. “We should probably head that way ourselves, see what the fuck is going on.”  
 
    Martial climbed to his feet and stumbled back, about to hit the ground, the girls held him steady.  
 
    “Thanks,” Martial muttered. “I just need to get on my horse, and then I’ll be fine.”  
 
    It was then did he remember what had happened to his black stallion, the demon with the enormous horn ramming his horse. He looked around for the body of the horse, but amongst the pile of dead and mutilated bodies, amongst the rubble of broken walls and more, it wasn’t an easy find.  
 
    “Fuck,” Martial cursed. “I guess we’re walking.”  
 
    With an arm around each girl’s shoulder, Martial headed down the street. As they made it to the end, at the crossroad, an enormous Hell Horse dashed past them.  
 
    Michelle instantly nocked an arrow, but Martial placed a hand on it.  
 
    “I think we found our transport.”  
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    Thinks were much worse than Veronica had anticipated. In her travels around the country, she was seeing more and more demons pouring out from the ground. They were always small in number, manageable by the local towns and the Legacy in charge.  
 
    That was, until she arrived at Cornhill-on-tweed, the furthest town north of the country. The town had three Legacies, all apprentices to another master who had left town recently, heading towards Learmouth.  
 
    Veronica was on a mission from Immortal Queen Margaret, to round up as many Legacies as she could to prepare for war with the demons, to face the massive demon army that had amassed north of their border, ten miles from the Gilgic Passing, a passage two miles wide that cut through the mountains that separated the Demon Land and their own country.  
 
    She travelled alone, from town to town, sending Legacies by order of the Queen, to head to Newcastle, the capital.  
 
    And she had done that with every town she had passed.  
 
    Until she arrived at Cornhill-on-Tweed. It was a small town, fortunate enough to have even one Legacy, it had three. It was a valuable town, one that mined metals used to build weapons. And the town was mining hard.  
 
    It had good reason to.  
 
    The number of demons pouring out of the ground in this somewhat unimportant area was surprising.  
 
    Veronica was in the middle of battling thirty demons alone, and for the first time in over a hundred years, she feared her life might end. She was an Immortal, but that didn’t mean she could not die.  
 
    She was safe from disease and aging. No natural cause could fell her. But a demon’s blade driven through her chest would mean death, as would any ordinary blade for that matter.  
 
    As she swirled about, slicing at the demons, leaping into the air when she feared the demons’ overwhelming numbers, before coming down to battle again, Veronica began to wonder how long she could keep this up.  
 
    The demons were dying in their dozens, but more seemed to pour out of the woods. 
 
    In the end, it was the local Legacies from Cornhill-on-Tweed that saved her, that sent the demons packing. The local Legacies and a small force of humans, women at that.  
 
    As an Immortal, the Legacies had to bow to her authority, which all three Legacies did. Veronica was under orders from the Queen to send all the Legacies to the capital. But on this occasion, she could not do that. The little town was important. It produced weapons they would need, even if at a small scale.  
 
    And more than that, the number of demons appearing here was larger than anything she had seen around the country. It made little sense, but Veronica rarely wasted time wondering why demons did what they did. No, that was for the strategists back at the capital.  
 
    She did know that taking away the Legacies from this town would be akin to handing the humans over to the demons.  
 
    So, she left the town behind and headed for Learmouth, a bigger town, and one that could afford to lend a few Legacies. She knew the master of the town. Kevin, a second-generation Legacy, he wasn’t her favourite Legacy in the world. A tricky one, she promised herself to teach the fucker a lesson if he tried anything with her.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    Long before Learmouth came into view, Veronica knew something was horribly wrong. Large clouds of smoke hung in the air in the direction of the town. She rode fast, pushing her horse to its limit until the walls of the town came in view.  
 
    As did the army of demons that stood before it.  
 
    Some tried scaling the walls while others rammed away at the gate. There were humans on the wall, only just managing to keep the demons at bay. The gate would give way soon though, making their efforts valiant, but ultimately futile. 
 
    A single Immortal against an army of demons, there was little she could do to turn the tide. But that didn’t mean she was going to hang back.  
 
    Veronica stormed into battle, coming from behind, she cut a line through the demons, then leapt into the air and landed on the wall. Her sword a blur, she cleared her section of the wall of demons, then leaped onto the next part of the wall that had the most demons on it.  
 
    Battling away, killing the demons with her sword plunged into them, or sending them tumbling back down, Veronica cleared that part of the wall and paused to catch her breath.  
 
    And then she spotted him.  
 
    A demon that stood literally head and shoulders above every other demon and human. She estimated a height of about ten feet. He was one of those demons, the powerful ones that could grow in size.  
 
    And he was in the town, on the ground, cutting his way through the humans trying to stop him from opening the gates.  
 
    Veronica wasted no time in landing before him. He had one of those black blades, the ones that were allegedly made from human souls.  
 
    He was a strong demon, an angry demon. Each strike of his had cut through the human before him, splintering them in half, breaking through the armour some wore. And that was how he treated her, as if she were just another human.  
 
    It was his mistake.  
 
    Veronica easily glided away from his sword, moving in sharply, she struck at his knee, then his arm, before leaping over him, her sword held between her ribcage and arm, sticking out behind, she slammed it into his back, cutting through flesh and bone.  
 
    The demon roared in anger and pain.  
 
    Veronica turned and sliced his head off.  
 
    The battle turned after that.  
 
    From nowhere, hundreds of humans appeared, some carrying table legs, others carrying weapons that looked too big for them. As the front gate finally caved in, sending shards of wood splintering, as the demons charged, they were suddenly facing hundreds of humans.  
 
    Humans that were led by an Immortal and half a dozen of the town’s Legacies.  
 
    After an hour of battling, the demon horde began to thin, and realising they were on the losing side, many started to flee. Veronica and the Legacies cut down the remaining demons.  
 
    When it was finally over, Veronica sat down with her back against the wall.  
 
    As with every battle against the demons, the human casualties were high. The scene before her was one she had not seen in a hundred years of relative peace with the demons. The ground was piled with bodies, humans lay on top of demons, lay under demons.  
 
    There was crying at first, wailing. That gave way to subdued silence as the townsfolk began to clear the bodies, throwing the demons to one side as they collected their own.  
 
    And then, Veronica spotted something that took her by surprise.  
 
    And it wasn’t every day an Immortal was surprised.  
 
    A Hell Horse road down the main street, running towards her, towards the gate. Veronica jumped to her feet, alarmed.  
 
    And then, she spotted those riding on the Hell Horse.  
 
    A man and two women.  
 
    Judging by the way the girls were dressed, she took them to be Legacies. Though the man was dressed in jeans and a torn t-shirt, not the usual dress for male Legacies, she took him to be one too, on account of how tall he was, how powerful his body looked, and the fact that he was riding a Hell Horse.  
 
    She blinked as they approached her.  
 
    She had never seen a human ride a Hell Horse… She herself had never ridden on a Hell Horse, and she was a fucking Immortal.  
 
    The horse came to a stop beside her, and Veronica eyed it with caution. She had seen Hell Horses before, many times, but she still found them unnerving. Twice the size of ordinary horses, skin that was metallic, spikey fur, and the two heads with eyes that were one colour, be it black, white, red, they were simply balls of terror.  
 
    “We won,” the man said, as he jumped down from the horse. “Good stuff,” he muttered, as he now leaned against the horse, his thin t-shirt no barrier for his skin and the spikey fur. “You’re new,” he said to her.  
 
    “I’m Immortal Veronica,” she introduced herself. “And who might you be?”  
 
    “Martial the great,” he replied.  
 
    “I’ve not heard of you.”  
 
    “Same,” he said, not even a twitch of the lips, he added, “Never heard of you either.”  
 
    Veronica frowned. She was an Immortal… he was a Legacy. Why was he not being differential? “Where is Kevin?”  
 
    “Killed him.”  
 
    “So, you’re the new master of the town?”  
 
    “I suppose I am,” Martial said. “And what can I do for you?”  
 
    “I am here by order of Immortal Queen Margaret. All Legacies have been summoned to the capital.”  
 
    “I see,” Martial nodded. “And what if I were to decide I didn’t quite fancy the capital?”  
 
    “Excuse me?” Veronica asked, her tone hardening.  
 
    “Well, see,” Martial began, “The thing is-” 
 
    Veronica didn’t let him finish. She had seen enough. She slammed the hilt of her sword against his mouth. The Hell Horse he leaned against was startled and trotted away, the two Legacies still seated on it. Martial should have stumbled back and fallen to the ground. She’d hit him hard enough for that.  
 
    And he did stumble, but he remained on his feet.  
 
    “Bitch,” he growled, as he felt his lip and the blood that was there.  
 
    Veronica leapt forward and kicked him on the chin. This time, Martial did hit the ground. As she was about to kick him once more, one of the Legacy’s, the girl with the blond hair, arrived out of nowhere and kicked her leg away.  
 
    Veronica was furious now. It was bad enough for one Legacy to disrespect her, but two? “Do you know who I am?” she asked through gritted teeth, her rage barely contained.  
 
    “You’re an Immortal,” the girl said. Her sword drawn, she swallowed nervously. “But my mind, body and soul belong to Martial.”  
 
    “And his belong to mine,” Veronica growled. “Step aside or die.”  
 
    The blond gripped her sword with both hands, hands that trembled. She was afraid, but she held her ground. Her loyalty would have been admirable if it hadn’t been an insult. All Legacies owed their minds, bodies and souls to Immortals.  
 
    “Suit yourself,” Veronica said.  
 
    But then, as she took a step forward, an arrow struck the ground an inch away from her toe. It was either a really good warning shot, or horribly aimed.  
 
    Veronica assumed it to be the former, considering it had been fired by the other Legacy. She stood now with another arrow nocked, this one pointed at Veronica’s chest.  
 
    “You’re both out of your minds,” she muttered.  
 
    “Maybe,” Martial said. He climbed to his feet and stood beside the blond Legacy. He kissed her on the lips, then gently lowered her sword. “But how fucking awesome are they?” he asked, as he slapped the blond’s ass, causing the girl to let out a grunt, followed by some wiggling of her bottom.  
 
    Martial now walked towards Veronica, unarmed. He was either a fucking idiot or… there was no or. He was a fucking idiot, she decided.  
 
    “You need to chill the fuck down, Veronica,” Martial said, now standing within range of her sword. “We’re both on the same side here, right?”  
 
    She could cut him with a single strike, so close was he, none of his girls would be able to do a thing about it.  
 
    But she didn’t.  
 
    There was something about Martial. She couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but she had a feeling killing him might not be a great idea, what with war with the demons now an inevitability.  
 
    “Let’s start again, shall we?” Martial stuck his hand out, grinning.  
 
    He had a cute grin.  
 
    Veronica frowned.  
 
    Why was she thinking about his cute grin? Where had her rage gone? He had disrespected her. If not killed to set an example, he needed to be punished at the very least.  
 
    But wherever her rage had vanished to, the fact was, it had gone. She was no longer angry.  
 
    She took his hand and shook it tentatively.  
 
    “See, not so hard,” Martial said. “Now, why does Immortal Queen Margaret want all us Legacies to head for the capital?”  
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