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    Chapter 1   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was a cold evening as Melisandre stepped out through the back door of the School of Merlin. The first of the snows had fallen that morning, coating the ground in a thick layer of white. She hugged her cream coloured cloak as her feet sunk into the soft snow, as she walked down the path that led to the tree house at the bottom of the hill.  
 
    She was on her way to see Oliver. He was Lord Zarlock now, and apparently, he looked the part too. She hadn’t seen much of him following the battle with the Black Leopards. A lot had happened since then. The werewolves attacked, Oliver fled to the House of Zarlock, managed to unbind the spell that bound his magic and discovered his true ancestry.  
 
    He did more than just unbind his magic. According to the whispers she’d heard of some of the girls claiming to have seen him, Oliver was pretty damned fuckable now. He was taller, leaner, and his face, one girl had murmured something along the lines of her life being complete if she could sit on that face for a minute. 
 
    Melisandre hadn’t been too impressed by the sudden interest all the girls seemed to have in Oliver. It wasn’t that she was jealous, because she wasn’t jealous. She didn’t like Oliver like that. And no matter what the girls said about how much he had changed, he would always be the awkward fool whose cock she had played with in the headmistress’ office.  
 
    She doubted Oliver had actually changed physically. She knew what it really was. So fickle were some of the girls, just the fact that he was Lord Zarlock now would make him look different in their eyes.  
 
    Melisandre couldn’t help but smile. Lord Zarlock. Oliver was a Zarlock. The last Zarlock. She couldn’t believe it. The clumsy idiot who’s cock she had played with using her feet, he was the last Zarlock. The smile disappeared from her face as she wondered why his cock kept popping up in her thoughts.  
 
    Maybe it was because of what she had come to do, to remove the shadowing spell from him. There were two ways to do that. You could chant the spell, and then suck on the person’s cock or cunt, or you could chant the spell and then beat them with a staff. Melisandre wasn’t keen on taking Oliver’s cock in her mouth. Not that it was a bad cock or anything… in truth, he had a nice elegant cock. She smiled once more, wondering what he would think if he knew she thought of his cock as “elegant”.  
 
    And again, as quickly as she smiled, her lips tightened. She really had to stop thinking of his manhood. Melisandre’s fingertips grazed the staff that hung from her hips. She was leaning more and more towards beating the shadowing spell out of him.   
 
    As Melisandre continued down the path, her thoughts turned away from Oliver and towards the werewolves that had come for him. She could see the signs of their destruction. The evergreen trees on either side of the path had grown densely together, forming a sort of barrier. That barrier was broken in parts with trees strewn across the path.  
 
    Werewolves, this far away from the Borderlands… How had they managed to sneak all the way to the Land of the Free without being seen? And why had they come for Oliver? The rumours said something about the wolves being sent by their king, but Melisandre doubted that. The beasts were far too savage to have pledged fealty anyone.  
 
    The thought of wolves left her mind as the path widened and the white tree with the small wooden house hoisted on its trunk came in view. Melisandre’s eyes fell on the guards that stood around the tree. They wore the colours of House Khan, the silky brown cloaks, the shiny brown helmets, chocolate coloured breastplates along with mahogany coloured staffs. The Soaring Eagles - House Khan had sent its elite guards to protect Oliver. 
 
    She stopped walking as one guard casually raised a staff and pointed it at her. Melisandre had to mentally restrain herself from whipping out her own staff. She wasn’t here to fight, and as good as she was with a staff, she wasn’t going to beat a Soaring Eagle, let alone a group of them.  
 
    “I wish to speak with Oliver,” Melisandre said, her voice loud, commanding.   
 
    The guard that held the staff casually pointed at her was a witch. A beautiful one at that. She had long black hair, olive coloured skin, and those pear-shaped eyes.   
 
    “You and a million other whores,” the Soaring Eagle muttered.  
 
    Taking a deep breath, Melisandre held back her anger for all of three seconds. And then she pulled out her staff and charged at the witch. Suffice to say, the Soaring Eagle wasn’t exactly surprised. Melisandre swung her staff, aiming for the bitch’s face, hoping to smash it into a hundred pieces. The Soaring Eagle’s staff came up to block, and then she raised the butt end of the staff swiftly, striking Melisandre on her left breast.  
 
    It was a good strike, and Melisandre staggered back, bending over, she gasped. That really fucking hurt, and she had to pause to compose herself.  
 
    “I expected better from Lord Dragonoski’s daughter,” the Soaring Eagle said. 
 
    Melisandre glanced up. “You know who I am,” she said, her voice flat.  
 
    The Soaring Eagle nodded. “There is no chance of you seeing Lord Zarlock, whore,” the girl said, pure anger mixed with disgust on her face.  
 
    Melisandre smiled coldly. “Call me whore one more time,” she whispered.  
 
    The Soaring Eagle opened her mouth to do just as much when Oliver appeared on the front porch of the tree house. “Latvia,” he called down.  “Please don’t do that.”  
 
    The Soaring Eagle, Latvia, turned and looked up. “Of course not, my lord,” she said. And then, turning her back on Oliver, she mouthed the word “whore”, whilst smiling at Melisandre.  
 
    Normally, Melisandre would have flown into a rage at that and attacked the stupid little bitch. But today was not a normal day. Oliver stood on the front porch, his hands pressing against the railing, he stared down at her, an amused look on his face. In return, she stared up at him, stunned, her mouth hanging open slightly. The rumours were true. He did look different. He was taller, leaner, and that face… A strong jawline, high cheekbones, dark eyes, he always had those, but before it didn’t look right. Now however, it looked very right. Melisandre wouldn’t mind sitting on that face…  
 
    “Hey,” Oliver called out to her, his eyes sparkling. “Coming up?”  
 
    Melisandre’s throat felt much too dry for words to escape, so she nodded at Oliver, who promptly disappeared back into the treehouse. Putting her staff away, she took a deep breath, pressed her hair back, brushed down her cloak and holding her head up high, she stepped towards the tree house.    
 
    “I know your name,” Melisandre said to Latvia as she walked past the Soaring Eagle.  
 
    It was supposed to be threatening, but clearly, she was losing her touch, because the Soaring Eagle laughed, then said, “Very clever of you, my lady.” 
 
    Melisandre forced herself to keep walking. Now was not the time, she told herself. But there would be a time. Things might have changed in the past few days. What with her fighting off her father’s elite Black Leopards, she could no longer rely on her family name. But that didn’t mean she was going to start taking shit from little lordlings.  
 
    Melisandre climbed up the wooden planks hammered into the trunk of the tree, her thoughts returning to Oliver. She had never seen a Zarlock before. They died just before she was born. But if Oliver was anything to go by, they had been very fortunate genetically.  
 
    Melisandre pulled herself up onto the balcony of the tree house, and then froze, her eyes wide as she stared at the monster that rested only a foot away from her. Its yellow eyes watched her as its tail rose playfully, much like a cat’s does just before it pounces.  
 
    “It’s okay,” Oliver said from within the treehouse. “He’s not going to harm you.”  
 
    “What is he?” Melisandre asked, as she continued to stare at the beast.  
 
    “That’s Shera, my flying tiger,” Oliver said, the bragging clear in his voice.  
 
    Of course. First, he became a Zarlock. Then, his face became ridiculously handsome. And now, he had a flying tiger. If it really was a tiger. Although it did have the black and white stripes of a white tiger, the thing was enormous. With a wary eye on Shera, Melisandre navigated her way around the beast and entered the tree house, her eyes still glued to the monster.  
 
    “What are you feeding it?” she asked.  
 
    Oliver, who was seated on the sofa, shrugged his shoulders. “He came in that size.”  
 
    Melisandre looked away from the tiger and turned to face him. He looked good. He looked so so good. Those dark eyes, the cheekbones, the jawline… even the hair, it just seemed thicker, fuller. Oliver grinned at her. It was a knowing grin. Melisandre folded her arms across her chest. Great, he’s hot and he knows it. Now he’s going to be an even bigger douchebag. 
 
    “I haven’t seen you in a while, have I?” Oliver asked, still grinning. 
 
    Melisandre’s left eye twitched as she continued to stare at him. She couldn’t tell if he was being a douchebag on purpose, or if the brain inside that head of his was so small, he was being a douchebag entirely on accident. People usually remembered when they last saw her. She wasn’t one of those generic faces people forgot about.  
 
    “Been a few weeks,” Melisandre said casually.  
 
    “Really?” Oliver asked, surprised. “That long?”  
 
    “It was two weeks ago when the Black Leopards came,” Melisandre said, through gritted teeth.  
 
    “Oh, right,” Oliver nodded. “Almost forgot about them. So much has happened since.”  
 
    Melisandre remained standing by the door, her eyes narrowing, she frowned. It wasn’t just his looks that had changed. It was his demeanour too. He was beginning to sound like a lord, all casual, nonchalant and forgetful about events that he clearly remembered.  
 
    “I just got back from the Other Side today… I had the craziest adventure. Met these shape-” 
 
    “I don’t care,” Melisandre said, cutting him off. “I’m not here on a social visit,” she told him. “You can save your stories for your whore Dalits.”  
 
    Melisandre winced as the words slipped out of her tongue. She hadn’t meant to say that. In her annoyance, she’d forgotten that Oliver’s Dalits had been taken by the werewolves. She knew how he felt about them, and she could understand too. Melisandre felt strongly about her two chamber maids, Filipa and Celsk. She had fretted over them quite a bit in the past few days, wondering what her father might do to them if he ever got his hands on them.   
 
    “I’m sorry,” Melisandre mumbled. “I shouldn’t have said that.”  
 
    Oliver gave a wave of the hand. “Sit,” he told her. “What’s up?”  
 
    Melisandre walked into the room, pulled out a chair and sat down. “So, you’re Lord Zarlock now?” she asked, trying to be conversational.   
 
    Oliver gave a curt nod of the head. “You said you’re not on a social visit? What’s up?” he asked once more.  
 
    He was still annoyed by what she had said, Melisandre realised. Fair enough, she thought. He did have a right to be. “You’ve got a shadowing spell on you,” she told him. “I’ve come to remove it.”  
 
    “What’s a shadowing spell?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Funnily enough, Melisandre had never actually considered that she might have to explain it to him. When she told people she wanted to do something, they usually said yes. They never asked why, or what, or when. But Oliver was different like that. Even if he weren’t Lord Zarlock now, he would still have asked what the spell was. And thinking of the spell, she realised explaining it could be quite awkward. For him. 
 
    Grinning, Melisandre told Oliver what the shadowing spell was, how it worked. She told him how the cauldron of water had been taken by her father, and that it was really important she remove the spell. Oliver stared at her, his mouth open, his eyes wide.  
 
    Quite a while passed, and still he said nothing, so she waved her hand at him. “Hello?” 
 
    Oliver blinked, then cleared his throat. “So,” he paused. “You’ve been seeing everything I’ve been seeing? Everything?”   
 
    Melisandre could see how this might seem to him. “It wasn’t like I was sitting there, just watching you all the time,” she said defensively. It was true, she did have other things to do. Although, there were a few occasions when she had been bored, she’d stared down at the water to see what Oliver was up to. It had been out of pure boredom, she told herself.    
 
    “Everything?” Oliver repeated. “Like… everything?”  
 
    “It’s really not that much of a big deal,” Melisandre said. “People are shadowed all the time.”  
 
    Oliver frowned. “How would you like it if you were shadowed and I watched everything you saw? When you wake up, when you go to bed, when you shower-”   
 
    “You want to see me showering?” Melisandre asked, smiling mischievously.  
 
    Oliver glared at her. “No,” he said. “That’s not what I was getting at.” He appeared flustered. “Let’s just get this spell off me,” he said.  
 
    That was better. Seeing Oliver as his old self, flustered, not so confident and cocky. “There are two ways to remove the spell,” Melisandre says. She reached inside her cloak and pulled out her staff. “I can beat it out of you, or-” 
 
    “Excuse me?” Oliver interrupted. He raised his arm, his hand open. From the corner of the room, the staff of Zarlock flew towards it, and Oliver caught it deftly. “You are not beating anything out of me,” he told her.  
 
    Melisandre grinned. It was cute how confident he was now that he was Lord Zarlock. The way he held that staff, he actually did look quite fierce. But it didn’t matter that he was Lord Zarlock now. It took years of practicing to be good with a staff, not a couple of days.  
 
    “There is one other way,” Melisandre said, as she watched the staff in Oliver’s hand begin to glow.  
 
    “Yeah?” he asked. 
 
    “It can be sucked out of you,” she said.  
 
    “Sucked how?” Oliver asked, his eyes narrowing.  
 
    Melisandre glanced at Oliver’s lap. It wasn’t a subtle glance. He looked down too, probably wondering if there was something there. And then, he looked up at her, his eyes wide. And then he grinned, stood up, put his staff aside and pulled his jeans down. His large cock flopped out.  
 
    “Come on then,” Oliver said, still grinning. “On your knees.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    An hour later, and Oliver remained slouching on the sofa in the tree house, wearing a goofy grin. Melisandre had just sucked his cock. Meli-fucking-sandre. He wasn’t going to deny it anymore, he did fancy her some. She was hot. And unlike any other girl he’d been with. Melisandre was a proper actual lady.  
 
    So when he told her to drop to her knees, he half expected her to whack him with the staff. And maybe she did consider doing as much. But then, taking slow steps, she walked up to him, pushed him back onto the sofa, dropped to her knees, muttered a spell and took his cock in her mouth. 
 
    It felt so damned good, that warm mouth of hers. He wanted to grab her by her white hair and shove his cock down her throat. He held back on that want. He also held back on his want to come in her mouth. She had been quite firm about that, that it wasn’t a blow job, and that under no circumstances should he try to ejaculate in her mouth. She’d bite his cock off, she’d told him. Oliver believed her too. The girl did have a bit of a temper.    
 
    “My lord?”  
 
    Oliver looked up to see the twins, Filipa and Fiona, standing by the door. They were both wearing green cloaks, and their long blond hair was platted back.  
 
    “Hey,” Oliver said, smiling.  
 
    “Um, my lord,” Fiona said. “Your cock is um… it’s out,” she pointed at his lap.   
 
    Oliver glanced down at his lap. She was right. His jeans were still hanging by his ankles. Not only was his cock still out and visible, it was erect too thanks to him thinking about Melisandre. He hastily pulled his jeans up.  
 
    “What’s up?” Oliver asked, trying to sound casual.  
 
    “We were hoping you could take us to the House of Zarlock?” Fiona asked. “I mean… your house.”  
 
    “Why do you want to go there?” Oliver asked, frowning.  
 
    He hadn’t been back to the House of Zarlock since the werewolves attacked. He found the place a little creepy. It had too many empty rooms, too many dark corridors. It was also the place where his biological parents had sacrificed another baby’s life to save his… He didn’t feel great about that.  
 
    “Calacian Zarlock’s diary,” Fiona said.  
 
    Oliver stared at her blankly. “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” he said.  
 
    “Calacian Zarlock,” Fiona repeated, stunned. “You don’t know who he is? But… he’s your ancestor.”  
 
    Oliver shrugged. He only recently found out that he was a Zarlock. She couldn’t expect him to know all of his ancestors, of which he imagined there probably were a lot.  
 
    “He was the Lord Zarlock during the War of the Werewolves,” Fiona said.  
 
    “Cool,” Oliver said, still not really following. “What does that have to do with wanting to go to the House of Zarlock?”  
 
    “Remember the show-er?” Fiona asked patiently. “The black ball you held that showed your father, Wilfred Zarlock’s last moments? There was one scene where he was sitting in a room reading a book? That was Calacian’s diary. It has to mean something.”  
 
    So much had happened to Oliver in the past few months. It was always one thing after another. He’d never had a chance to just sit and think about what was going on. Similarly, after learning of who he really was, that he was the son of Wilfred Zarlock, Oliver hadn’t had much time to think about what that really meant.  
 
    Immediately after, he’d discovered the werewolves had carried off Harmony and the other Dalits. His first instinct had been to find them, but he didn’t know where to begin, and Sambit wasn’t being very helpful either, probably on count of his sister, Katrina, who told Oliver quite clearly that he was Lord Zarlock now, and he couldn’t rush about looking for danger. 
 
    Oliver had left for the Other Side to take a break from the chaos, and once there, had managed to run afoul of Shapeshifters. Only hours after returning from the Other Side, Melisandre paid him a visit, dropped to her knees, took his cock in her mouth. He was supposed to be going to the House of Lords at some point too, something about claiming his house… 
 
    There was so much going on, at times, his head felt like it was going to explode. He needed a break, some time to process everything, his feelings included. Because at the moment, he had a lot of feelings.  
 
    He missed Harmony. And her younger sister, Bella, so sweet and innocent, both swept up and taken away by werewolves, and no one giving a shit. He really fucking hated the wizarding world sometimes. He was going to save them. He wanted to say as much, that they should be focusing on saving Harmony, Bella and Esmeralda. Not bothering about Wilfred Zarlock and his last moments. Oliver didn’t care much for his biological parents. They’d sacrificed another baby’s life to save his. And in the process, they might have even killed the woman who he’d thought was his mother, the woman who had died at childbirth.  
 
    “My lord?” Fiona said. “Your-” 
 
    “Don’t call me that,” Oliver said coldly.  
 
    “Don’t call you what, my lord,” Fiona asked.  
 
    “That,” Oliver said. “Stop calling me lord. I don’t like it. And I don’t care much for the Zarlocks either. What we should be doing is finding Harmony and Bella. And Esmeralda,” he added her name as an afterthought. “Why don’t you two clever clogs think of a way of rescuing Harmony?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “My l-” Fiona stopped, noticing the glare in his eyes. “Oliver,” she said with some difficulty. “I realise you want to save Harmony, but this is important too. Wilfred Zarlock warned you to beware of the werewolves… and more than twenty years later, those werewolves came for you. Don’t you want to know why?”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
        
 
      
 
    On the third morning of his return from the Land of the Wanderers, Lucinda arrived to escort him to the House of Lords, apparently, to have the House of Zarlock reinstated as one of the Houses of the land. Oliver didn’t care much for that, but it was one of the things on Katrina’s list, and he figured the quicker he worked his way down that list, the sooner he could head off to find Harmony and the others. He was still determined to get them back. 
 
    The journey to the House of Lords was an uneventful one. Oliver made the trip using his own carriage brought from the House of Zarlock. There was more than one, and they were quite distinct, lots of purple, the face of a white tiger emblemed across the golden doors. They were escorted not only by House Khan’s elite Soaring Eagles, but also the Silver Cloaks.  
 
    The Silver Cloaks were Atlantis’ wolf fighting division, and they also wore silver cloaks. Oliver supposed there was some truth to wolves hating silver then. 
 
    The Silver Cloaks rode on warhorses. They were like normal horses, just bigger, and a little meaner to look at. Black armour covered the bodies and heads of the horses, leaving very little flesh exposed. Oliver did see the horses’ eyes. White without pupils and contrasting against their black helmets, they were a little frightening.    
 
    With Silver Cloaks on warhorses and Soaring Eagles flying up above on brooms, it was quite the escort, Oliver thought. Lucinda sat opposite him as they left the School of Merlin behind and set off towards the House of Lords.  
 
    The Land of the Free was mostly flat, green, and sparsely populated. The road weaved its way through an hour of fields and forests before they came across the first village. His little procession of carriages brought out the villagers. The stood by the side of the road and stared, their clothes drab and dirty, their faces unsmiling. It reminded Oliver of the black and white pictures of those working in the coalmines from the Victorian era.  
 
    The first town they came upon wasn't that impressive either. It wasn't much bigger than Serpents Square. The roads were narrow, rubbish piled up by the sides, the houses were dirty, and the Greystone blackened. Word had spread of the passing purple carriages bearing the white tiger emblem, and small crowds had gathered along the edges of the road. They were silent crowds, no cheering, no jeering, just staring.    
 
    Oliver had spent most of his time in Atlantis in the School of Merlin, and from there, dashing off to random places for stupidly dangerous tasks. He hadn’t had much exposure to the wizarding world. But if he had to guess what the wizarding world at large would be like, this wouldn’t have been it – a cross between the medieval and Victorian era.   
 
    As they left behind another town, the road took a sudden turn towards the hills. The eerie quite of traversing through the high rising mounds of greenery was penetrated only by the occasional whooshing of a broom soaring past. The hills ended almost as they had begun, suddenly and abruptly. A wide river began where the last hill ended. The carriages came to a halt by the red bridge that crossed it. It was a momentary stop, the gates opened, the carriages moved on.  
 
    And then they were in the City of the Free. 
 
    Bordered east, south and west by the river, and a high wall protecting the north, the City of the Free appeared thinly populated for the largest city in Atlantis. The road was wide, the surface of it smooth and green. White trees five meters apart from each other lined the pavements. The houses beyond the trees were large, some rising three floors, some four, some five. Each was fenced in by walls and surrounded by gardens. Some had enormous domes atop with open balconies below, others had spires with stained glass, the stonework was of all colours - red, green, silver, even black.   
 
    As they drove in further, the mansions and their gardens gave way to a forested area, the pavements disappeared, the road suddenly narrowed, and a turn later, beyond the trees, Oliver could see the city proper.  
 
    The buildings were small and clustered, black smoke rose from some, and as they came closer, he could hear noises and smell the different scents. Foods, burning metals, fragrances…  
 
    Oliver quickly realised it wasn’t the city but a town about the size of Serpent’s Square. The roads widened once more as his procession of carriages left behind the cluster of buildings. They passed more clusters, separated by large areas of greenery, fields of many colours, lakes, and walled mansions with large gardens. 
 
    Finally, they arrived at their destination. Set in a valley surrounded by hills dotted with buildings of various sizes, the House of Lords appeared in view, shaped like a pyramid, each floor smaller than the one it rested on. Every floor on the front of the building had platforms extending out like balconies and held up by enormous white pillars. A fifty foot wall made of grey stone and black metal spikes, the tips painted in gold, surrounded the building. 
 
    It made for an imposing structure.     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was a large hall, lavishly furnished. Thick red carpet with intricate embroidery covered the floor, red drapes of silk hung from the walls, golden chandeliers hung from the ceiling and large settees and tables laden with food and drink filled the room, as did a great number of wizards and witches. There were also a lot of Dalits. Oliver sat in a corner of the room and watched, bemused. 
 
    He was in the House of Lords, waiting to have the House of Zarlock reinstated, whatever that meant. And what were they doing in the waiting room? Having a massive fucking orgy of course. Yup, that’s how insane Atlantis was. There was a fucking orgy going on in the House of Lords. And everyone was at it. Well, almost everyone.  
 
    Oliver had been a little nervous coming here. He’d expected it to be some really formal and stuck up event, what with all the lords and ladies of the land being present. He’d thought it would be awkward too, because he wouldn’t know how to talk to these people. 
 
    Turned out that was unfounded fear because so far, no one had even spared him a glance let alone approached him for conversation. In fact, he wasn’t even sure if they knew he was here. Lucinda had dropped him off to the House of Lords, escorted by a bunch of Sambit’s troops. She wasn’t allowed in here, although, he supposed she would be grateful about that, what with all the Dalits about having their bodies used and abused. 
 
    Not knowing what else to do, Oliver found a dark corner with a red two-seater sofa. He plonked himself down and watched the orgy. Not because he had a perverted desire to do so. And even if he did, this wouldn’t be it. By and large, it was such a mismatch of bodies. The Dalits were young with enviable figures, whilst the lords and ladies were for the most part, old, wrinkly, and disgusting. Oliver watched with eyes wide because of how surreal this shit was.   
 
    And then he spotted him. Sambit. This should have been Sambit’s comfort zone. The guy was either drinking, or fucking, or fucking whilst drunk. But oddly, Sambit was one of the few not getting their cocks wet. He sat beside a girl that didn’t appear to be a Dalit. And even stranger, Sambit didn’t have his hands all over the girl, trying to get her naked. They were just sitting and talking.  
 
    He looked away from Sambit as a girl of about seventeen stood before him, a pout on her face. “Why are you here all by yourself, in this dark corner?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t really know what else to do,” Oliver replied. 
 
    “Eat, drink, Dalits?” the girl said. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m not very hungry, or thirsty, or… Dalits,” Oliver mumbled. 
 
    The girl nodded understandably. “Fucking Dalits just isn’t the same as bedding a lady, is it?” the girl asked. “What’s your name?”  
 
    It wasn’t at all what he was thinking. But he didn’t really care to tell a complete stranger what he was really on his mind. “Oliver,” he said.  
 
    “Oliver what?” the girl asked, frowning.  
 
    “Morley,” Oliver answered.  
 
    The girl’s frown deepened. “Haven’t heard of that house.”  
 
    “It’s more of an apartment really,” Oliver muttered under his breath.  
 
    “I’m Hannah,” the girl said, her voice haughty. “From House Murdoch. I’m sure you’ll have heard of us,” she added dryly.  
 
    “Sure,” Oliver said, nodding even though he had definitely not heard of that house.  
 
    “You’re handsome, Oliver, and I’m tired of Dalits,” Hannah said. “You might be from a minor house, but you’re still of the nobility. Would you like to entertain me?”  
 
    The girl pulled aside her robe to reveal her naked body underneath. It was the first time he actually paid proper attention to her. She was about seventeen years of age, had long black hair, a pale face, a button noise. She wasn’t unattractive. And her body, it was nice, he supposed. Small but firm breasts, her cunt wasn’t shaven, which was different. All the cunts he had seen so far had been shaven.  
 
    Yeah, he supposed she was okay looking, but Oliver wasn’t in the mood to fuck, so he shook his head nonchalantly, and then stared past her, wondering where Sambit was. He could see the girl Sambit had been with. She sat alone now, her eyes on him, a deadly serious look on her face.  
 
    “Excuse me?” Hannah asked, her voice rising. “You think you’re too good for me?”  
 
    “Didn’t say that,” Oliver muttered. Looking away from where Sambit had sat, he glanced up at the girl before his eyes fell on her unshaven cunt once more. As he stared at her pussy, a strange feeling came over him. He wanted to grab her by the cunt, so he reached forward and grabbed a fistful of her pubic hair. “How come you don’t shave?” he asked, pulling on the hair.  
 
    “You’re hurting me,” Hannah squealed, her eyes wide.  
 
    Oliver looked up to see her face all crunched up in pain. It seemed to add character to her, and he pulled harder. Hannah reached down with both hands, her fingers trying to pry away his grip. It was pointless to try. He was so much stronger than her.  
 
    He did release his grip. Then on impulse, Oliver slapped her cunt.  
 
    The girl stared down at him, her eyes wide in shock. And then, the shock passed to show pure rage. Her pale face became so red, Oliver feared it might explode.  
 
    “How dare you, you piece of shit,” she fumed. “Who the hell do you think you are?”  
 
    It was at that point Sambit turned up. “What’s going on here?” he asked.  
 
    Hannah hastily pulled her robe together, covering her naked body. “Lord Khan,” Hannah said. “Thank goodness you’re hear. This-” she glanced down at Oliver in disgust, “rascal claims to be from House Morley, but I have never heard of such a house. And he has the manners of a street beggar. He must be an imposter.”  
 
    “You’re right,” Sambit said, nodding gravely. “House Morley is indeed a fraud.”  
 
    “I knew it,” Hannah said. She turned to look down at Oliver triumphantly. “You had the opportunity to entertain a lady, ragamuffin, but you couldn’t hold back your animalistic instincts, could you. Now, Lord Khan is going to have your head.” She turned to look at Sambit, fluttering her eyelids, she asked, “You will, wont you, my lord?”  
 
    “Kill him just for pretending to be from an unknown house?” Sambit asked, raising an eyebrow.  
 
    “He grabbed my cunt,” Hannah said, then added, “And squeezed my nipples.” 
 
    “I didn’t squeeze her nipples,” Oliver interjected.  
 
    “How dare you talk when your betters are conversing?” Hannah snapped at him.  
 
    “What else did he do?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “He groped my ass, my lord.” Hannah turned and pulled her robe up, showing off her bare ass to Sambit. “He said he wanted to take my anal virginity.”  
 
    Sambit stared down at Hannah’s pale ass. Then, quite suddenly, grabbing her ass cheeks roughly, he turned it to face Oliver.  
 
    “What do you think?” Sambit asked, as he parted Hannah’s ass cheeks to reveal her butthole. “Do you think this murky hole has been penetrated?”  
 
    Oliver glanced at Hannah’s rosebud with mild interest. He wasn’t an expert on assholes, but there was a slight gape as Sambit pulled on the ass cheeks.  
 
    “Probably,” Oliver said.  
 
    Grinning, Sambit let go of Hannah’s ass, his fingers leaving dark red imprints on her pale skin, he gave her ass a hard smack. Hannah’s body shuddered. She let go of her robe, and straightening up, she turned to face them both, her face red.  
 
    “…my lord?” Hannah said, shocked by Sambit’s behaviour.    
 
    “Yeah, you don’t have an anal virginity to take. That ass has definitely been fucked before,” Sambit told her. And then he pointed at Oliver. “And that’s Oliver, from House Zarlock. Maybe you’ve heard of that house?”  
 
    Hannah stared at Oliver, her mouth open, her eyes wide. She had heard of House Zarlock. And she wasn’t the only one. The room became silent as heads turned to stare at Oliver.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4  
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver preferred it when people didn’t know who he was. For a brief moment, every wizard and witch in the room stared at him. And then, most returned to the task at hand. The task being fucking or drinking. But when none knew who he was, Oliver was able to sit by himself in the dark corner. Now, a curvy woman wearing a silky blue cloak stood before him, her hand extended out. Oliver wasn’t sure if he was supposed to kiss it, or shake it, or do something strange that only wizards did.  
 
    He would have asked Sambit, but the guy had ditched him to go and talk to that girl. The pretty girl with the long black hair and pale green eyes. Sure, they were just talking now, but Oliver imagined Sambit was working his way towards fucking the girl.  
 
    “I am Lady Guinevere, my lord,” the woman smiled, her hand still held out.  
 
    “I’m Oliver,” he said, then felt stupid. She knew who he was. Thanks to Sambit, everyone knew who he was. As the hand remained extended before him, Oliver leaned forward and kissed it.  
 
    Now, back in the Land of the Wanderers, a person blushing wasn’t a big deal. But here in Atlantis, it took a lot to get a woman to blush, because you know, they were all horny fuckers. So, Oliver was a little frightened to notice Guinevere’s cheeks colouring. What had he done to cause that to happen?   
 
    “My lord,” Guinevere purred. She leaned down, placing a hand each on his cheeks, she kissed him on the lips hard.  
 
    Oliver gasped for air as she let him go. That had not been fun. Guinevere wasn’t ugly, but she was so much older than he was. He realised he wasn’t into really older women. Not now that he could fuck young women. He watched her go, reminding himself to never kiss a woman’s hand ever again. Unless she was hot…  
 
    The next hour passed with various lords and ladies approaching him, introducing themselves and then standing awkwardly as they realised he didn’t have much to say. What was he supposed to say? Oliver had never done something like this before, and he didn’t know these people.  
 
    It seemed like the first time in forever that he was exhausted again. There was something about talking to lords and ladies, maybe it was the repetition that made it so draining. They all sounded the same, even the names, it wasn’t a simple, “Hello, I’m Phillip,”. No, it was “Lord Askarin, from the Valley of Light, writers of the First Books,” or “Lady Sumaira, House of Niverin, keepers of the Water of Birth.”  
 
    He wasn’t sure if those were actual people or titles. He genuinely had forgotten half the names of those he had just met. But some of them were over-the-top pompous.     
 
    The few hands that were held before him came from elderly women and Oliver shook them firmly. He’d decided that if any oldies tried to kiss him again, he was going to punch them in the face. Luckily, no elderly women did try.  
 
    A couple of girls came up to him, fluttering their eyes, they sat beside him. They were pretty, and out of sheer boredom, Oliver reached and felt one girl’s breast. He was about part the girl’s silver cloak and see what she had on underneath, maybe even get a feel for her cunt when Sambit appeared. He wasn’t alone.  
 
    The girl with the long black hair and pale green eyes stood beside Sambit, staring down at him.  
 
    “Hi,” Oliver said, as he hastily let go of the girl’s breast.  
 
    The green-eyed girl did not respond. Her eyes bore into him, and then, quite suddenly, she turned and walked away.  
 
    “Okay…” Oliver turned to Sambit. “What did I do?”  
 
    “Nothing,” Sambit waved his hand dismissively. “She’s actually good fun once you get to know her. One of the best broom riders out there. Hmmm,” he paused thoughtfully.  
 
    Oliver waited for Sambit to continue, and when he didn’t, he asked, “What?”  
 
    “I told her about the time we flew to the House of Zarlock. She didn’t care much that we had to face a terrifying flying beast with body markings, hundreds of long sharp teeth, poisonous claws-” 
 
    “You’re talking about Shera, right?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Shera was the Zarlocks’ pet tiger. They had initially mistaken him for the beast they thought had killed the Zarlocks. Shera was quite the loveable pet, to the right people at least. Oliver still had vivid memories of the tiger and the wolf locked into battle, tufts of fur flying about as they ripped into each other.  
 
    “The description is accurate,” Sambit said nonchalantly.  
 
    “Poisonous claws?” 
 
    “They might be,” he shrugged before continuing. “But that’s what normal people would focus on in a story. The beasts, the haunted house, the dead Zarlocks. Tara focused on the bit where you couldn’t fly a broom the right way up.”     
 
    “What?” Oliver asked, confused.  
 
    “Oh,” Sambit nodded. “Yeah, I told her you were upside down on your broom, hanging on for dear life. It made for a better story.”  
 
    Oliver didn’t know how to respond to that. So he said nothing and instead slumped back on the sofa.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver didn’t realise when the two girls sitting beside him walked off. But they were gone. And so had Sambit, who had ditched him again to go off and talk to that girl, the one with the pale green eyes. He could see them both, sitting and laughing together, Sambit had his hand on her knee, she had hers on his shoulder. It was strange for Oliver to see Sambit spending so much time with one girl and not try to fuck her.  
 
    And then she turned his way, their eyes met, and her laughter stopped. Oliver looked away. He could feel her watching him, and then they both stood up and walked towards him.  
 
    “I don’t think you two have been formally introduced,” Sambit said as slumped down beside him. “Tara, meet Oliver, son of Wilfred Zarlock, from House Zarlock, Lord of Camelot, first of-” 
 
    Oliver glared at him. 
 
    “Bit much?” Sambit asked. 
 
    “Do you fly, Lord Zarlock?” Tara asked.  
 
    Oliver remembered Sambit mentioning something about Tara being an incredible… broom rider, was it? “Umm, I fly a little.”  
 
    “We should fly sometime,” Tara said, her body stiff, her face still. “I can teach you,” she added. And then she turned and walked off.  
 
    “Told you she was okay,” Sambit said.  
 
    Oliver watched her go. As odd as she had been, it was the best conversation he had had so far. An offer to fly easily beat all the other offers the lords and ladies had made him. Lady Guinevere had come back another three times, making him promise he would visit her castle.  
 
    The room was still abuzz with chatter as the wizards and witches moved about making conversation with one another. It seemed mostly pleasant, and not at all like what he had expected. There was supposed to be some serious hatred between the supporters of the Ley Fays and the Zarlocks, yet they seemed to laugh, drink and fuck together as if good friends. 
 
    “What happens now?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Sambit shrugged. “This goes on for a while.” He pointed at the large golden double doors. “We’ll go through those doors eventually. That’s where the Law Lords sit and decide on petitions and pass judgement on cases. Scarlett Notaries’ trial is also today.”  
 
    Oliver was accustomed to having names thrown at him that he had no idea belonged to whom, so he asked disinterestedly, “What did she do?”  
 
    “She was in charge of stopping the werewolves from crossing the Line of Control at the Southern Borders,” Sambit said. “A difficult job that one, Katrina says. Not nearly enough men to patrol the border and turn back wolf packs. Unfortunate for Scarlett, she was doing a good job. Had the wolf king not wanted you, she wouldn’t be on trial today.”    
 
    Oliver’s jaw tightened at that. The lords were aware of the werewolves and the threat they posed, but all they planned to do was punish a woman for not being able to stop them from crossing a porous mountain range. 
 
    And then, he began to wonder if the wolves really did pose a threat to the wizarding world as a whole. The werewolves had stayed on the other side of the Line of Control for hundreds, if not thousands of years. When they had finally crossed it, they hadn’t done so to attack the wizards as a whole, they had done it to come for him.  
 
    He thought of Lucinda and what she had said about the mysterious creature that had appeared before Lord Dragonoski. It wanted Oliver to die. Shortly after, the wolves attacked him. Lucinda feared Lord Dragonoski was consorting with the werewolves. She had told Oliver that in confidence. Oliver had passed the message on to Sambit, who had in turn let his family know. But they were dismissive, stating it high improbable that wizards would ever work with werewolves.   
 
    Still sitting beside him, Sambit waved over a Dalit. She was a young one, no older than seventeen, she wore a lacy red cloak. The Dalit had green hair and eyes. She reminded Oliver of Harmony.  
 
    Sambit reached up and pulled the cloak off the girl, revealing her naked body. Much like every other Dalit, the young girl was a pervert’s wet dream. Large breasts, small waist, flat stomach, long legs and a shaven cunt.  
 
    Sambit grabbed the girl by the cunt and pulled her close. “You want to fuck her?” he asked.  
 
    In the past, Oliver might have been outraged or embarrassed by the treatment dished out to the young Dalit. And it did worry him a little that he was becoming accustomed to the cruelties of the wizarding world. But right this moment, he had other things on his mind.  
 
    “No thanks,” Oliver said, turning away from the girl.  
 
    Beside him, Sambit fingered the girl’s cunt before sighing, he wiped his fingers on the girl’s left breast before pushing her away. “You’re still stuck up on Harmony?” he asked.  
 
    Oliver didn’t respond. Sambit knew the answer to that question. It was a prickly subject for him. He’d asked many times for help in finding Harmony and the others, and every time, Sambit had refused, saying it was too dangerous to set off into wolf territory in search of a Dalit.   
 
    The door to the hall opened just then and in walked an old man with long white hair pressed back. He wore a golden cloak that shimmered, and his hands bore many rings. He was followed in by a large crowd. Many of the lords and ladies in the room paused to acknowledge the man.  
 
    It was obvious to Oliver that the old guy was someone important. “Who’s he then?”  
 
    “Rasputin Dragonoski,” Sambit said.  
 
    “Dragonoski? Melisandre’s dad?” Oliver asked, shocked. “He’s so… old,” Oliver shuddered, remembering what Lucinda had told him about the man, how he abused his own daughter. He couldn’t see any resemblance between the two, aside from the white hair, which for Lord Dragonoski, could be due to old age.  
 
    He was heading towards him now, Rasputin, followed by a young man with dark hair.  
 
    “I am Lord Dragonoski,” Rasputin said, his voice surprisingly loud and booming for such an old and frail rapist. “And you must be Oliver, I presume.”  
 
    Oliver supposed he had presumed right. But Sambit shot up and moved a step closer to Rasputin. “It’s Lord Zarlock,” he corrected.  
 
    Lord Dragonoski’s eyes flitted towards Sambit and his lips curled unpleasantly. Sambit did the same and took another step towards him, his chest almost brushing against Rasputin’s. Oliver became aware of how silent the room had suddenly become. A moment later, apparently out of thin air, Lady Khan appeared. 
 
    In her mid-forties and elegantly dressed with a silky brown cloak draping off her shoulders, fitting black leather pants and a white shirt, Lady Khan stood beside her son. “Lord Dragonoski,” she said, giving him a curt nod.  
 
    “My lady,” Rasputin said, bowing slightly, a cold smile on his face, he turned to look at Oliver once more. “May you have better luck than your father,” he said, before walking away, the young man following after silently.  
 
    “Did he think that was a clever thing to say?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Do not worry about him,” Lady Khan said.  
 
    Oliver wasn’t worried, especially now that he had seen Melisandre’s father. The guy was an old fart. An old incestual rapist fart who deserved to die for what he did to Melisandre. So occupied had Oliver’s brain been with the fact that this guy had raped his own daughter, Oliver forgot about how Rasputin had tried to kill him too.  
 
    He was about to get up and follow after Rasputin when Lady Khan turned to Sambit and asked, “Have you told him of my proposal?” she asked.  
 
    Sambit took a sip from the goblet in his hand and nodded.  
 
    “What proposal?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Oh, I didn’t tell you?” Sambit asked, feigning surprise. “Mother would like you to marry my sister Katrina, to tie our two houses together, show of strength or something,” Sambit mumbled, before taking another sip of his drink.  
 
    “You definitely did not tell me that,” Oliver said, glaring at Sambit.  
 
    He wasn’t the only one glaring at Sambit. Lady Khan gave her son the look only a parent could give their child. The disappointed I-tried-so-hard-but-somehow-you-still-turned-out-like-this look. She then turned to Oliver, a smile on her face.  
 
    “What do you say, Lord Zarlock?” she asked.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver sat on a green settee in a small rectangular room, wondering what the hell was going on. Well, he knew what was going on. It was more the “how the fuck did this happen” that he was struggling to process. He’d come to the House of Lords today to reclaim his house, or some shit like that. What he didn’t come to do was marry Katrina.  
 
    Katrina was hot, and the few times he’d met with her, he had admittedly pictured her naked. But that meant nothing. He pictured so many women naked, were he to marry them all… Oliver shook his head, trying to rid the thought of marrying so many beautiful women.  
 
    It was just Katrina he was marrying. He’d only met her a few times, and those few times, he’d found her a little intimidating. She was just so formal and proper. The only girls he’d dated were basically… basic. There was Emily, who until very recently, didn’t seem to have a personality. Then there was Harmony who was a Dalit. A Dalit that he owned…  
 
    Harmony…  
 
    He really missed her. He wondered where she was now, if she was okay. He’d made a promise to himself that no matter what happened, he would find her, bring her back. The others too, Bella and Esmeralda. That should have been his focus, Harmony, Bella, Esmeralda, and the werewolves that had stolen them from him. The werewolves should have been every wizard’s focus, not this political crap about reinstating his house.  
 
    Or marrying Katrina.  
 
    And that’s what this was. Marrying Katrina was political because it certainly wasn’t love. He loved Harmony.  
 
    The door to the little rectangular room opened, and in walked Sambit, a purple cloak in hand. “Here you go,” he threw the cloak at Oliver.  
 
    Oliver caught the cloak and stared down at it. “What am I supposed to do with this?”  
 
    “It’s a cloak,” Sambit said. “You’re supposed to put it on.”  
 
    “Why?” Oliver asked, frowning.   
 
    “You want to get married wearing that?” Sambit asked, pointing at Oliver’s clothes.  
 
    “No,” Oliver said, trying to keep his voice calm, level. “I don’t want to get married at all!” 
 
    Sambit shrugged. “That’s not up to me,” he said.  
 
    Apparently, it wasn’t up to Oliver either. He still didn’t fully understand the reasoning behind it. Lady Khan had said something about bringing the two houses together, showing a united front against the enemies and so and such. Oliver couldn’t remember exactly what had been said because his mind was still processing the fact that they wanted him to get married! And to someone he’d never even held hands with, let alone go on a date with.   
 
    Shortly after Lady Khan’s speech, Oliver had been ushered off to this little room to prepare for the wedding. Because in Atlantis, there was no time like the present!  
 
    Oliver threw the cloak on the floor. “I’m not doing this,” he said, determinedly.  
 
    “You think you’re too good for my sister?” Sambit asked, frowning as he folded his arms across his chest.  
 
    “No,” Oliver said quickly. “I think your sister might be too good for me,” he added truthfully. “But that’s beside the point. I’m not marrying her. I don’t see why I have to.” 
 
    “Didn’t you hear that speech my mother gave about bringing the two houses together and showing strength during a difficult time and all that stuff?” Sambit asked.  
 
    Oliver remembered the speech being long. He remembered zoning out for part of it, his mind whirling as he tried to come to terms with what he was being asked to do. And then he recalled her finishing her speech and staring at him as if waiting for a response.   
 
    Oliver had nodded, about of politeness, and he sort of remembered her saying something about showing a united front against the encroaching Le Fays. He could agree with that. That was what he thought he was nodding to. What he didn’t realise was that he was apparently saying yes to her proposal of marrying Katrina.  
 
    What happened after was very quick. He was moved away from the main hall, taken to this small room to wait whilst Lady Khan completed the final preparations. And now here he was, with Sambit, apparently waiting to get married.  
 
    “Hello?” Sambit waved his hand in front of Oliver.  
 
    “I don’t want to get married,” Oliver told him. “Why do I have to marry your sister to get your family’s support? I thought they didn’t like the Le Fays anyway? Why can’t they support me without this whole marrying thing?”  
 
    Sambit sat down beside Oliver and placed an arm around his shoulder. Annoyed, Oliver shrugged it off and glared at him.  
 
    “Things are complicated. The Le Fays are growing in number. A lot of wizards are worried about the sudden power Wanderers seem to have. Wanderers are sending people to the moon, they have flying machines, they causing huge explosions. Wizards are becoming anxious. More and more want to break out and reign in the Wanderers.  
 
    “On top of that, if Lucinda is right and this mysterious shadowy figure sent the wolves to capture you, that means Lord Dragonoski has aligned himself with the wolves. That’s a very powerful ally he has. If mother is to stand against him, she’s going to want a bit more than just friendship between House Zarlock and House Khan. She’s going to want her daughter wed to Lord Zarlock. And then she’s going to want little Zarlocks running around too.”   
 
    “I’m not doing it,” Oliver said determinedly. “I’m in love with Harmony. If I’m marrying anyone, it’s her.”  
 
    “You’re going to marry a Dalit?” Sambit asked incredulously.  
 
    “What’s wrong with that?” Oliver asked defensively.  
 
    “So many things,” Sambit groaned. “I don’t even know where to start,” he paused and took a deep breath, as if really frustrated. “Look, Harmony isn’t even here, but if she was, she’d tell you to marry Katrina.”  
 
    There was truth in that, and Oliver knew it. Harmony would tell him to marry Katrina. But that didn’t mean Oliver would do it, or that she would be right in expecting him to marry someone else. Harmony might not have thought of herself as worthy, but Oliver knew better. Harmony was worth more than a hundred of these ladies. Dammit he missed her so much.  
 
    “Where are you going?” Sambit asked as Oliver stood and walked towards the door.  
 
    “To find Harmony,” Oliver replied.  
 
    “How?” Sambit asked. “Do you even know where to start?” 
 
    “I was thinking I’d fly towards the Borderlands, maybe even fly over the Line of Control, and head into wolf territory.” 
 
    “Katrina’s not going to be happy about that,” Sambit said absently.  
 
    “She’s not my wife,” Oliver said, thinking it more reason to not marry her. As hot as she was, she was far too bossy.  
 
    “I’ll help you find Harmony,” Sambit said quite suddenly.  
 
    Oliver raised an eyebrow suspiciously. “What’s the catch?”  
 
    “Marry my sister.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was a surreal feeling, wearing the purple cloak, stepping out of the rectangular room, walking down the corridor on his way to marry Katrina, a woman he barely knew. Part of Oliver couldn’t believe he was going through with this. The other part knew it was his best chance of finding Harmony.  
 
    Sambit promised to send men to the Borderlands and beyond, into wolf territory to search for Harmony and the others. It was more than Oliver could ever do. Despite being Lord Zarlock, it turned out he didn’t actually have any wizards or witches to command. A lot of those loyal to him had been killed by the mysterious thing that brought about the Zarlocks demise. And those that remained, apparently their loyalty was questionable.  
 
    Little dots of sweat formed on Oliver’s forehead as he walked behind Sambit. His breathing became heavy too.  
 
    “What’s the matter?” Sambit asked, glancing back.  
 
    Oliver stopped walking. “I can’t do this.”  
 
    Sambit sighed. “We’ve already spoken about this,” he said. “Don’t over think it. It’s just marriage.”  
 
    Oliver’s eyes bore into Sambit. “How is that not a big deal? I have to spend the rest of my life with her!” 
 
    “That life may not be very long, Oliver,” Sambit said sombrely, and when Oliver’s eyes widened, he shrugged. “It’s the truth. War is coming. We all know it. A lot of people are going to die.”  
 
    Oliver was a little taken aback by Sambit’s casualness about war and death. And it did nothing to convince him to marry Katrina. It seemed Sambit didn’t have much more to say as he crossed his arms and stood with his shoulder leaning against the wall, his lips sealed. 
 
    Truth was, he didn’t have to say anything. Marrying Katrina was Oliver’s best bet in finding Harmony. Oliver wiped the sweat off his forehead and continued down the corridor.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * *  * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sambit held the door open and Oliver stepped inside. It was a large room, circular in shape and with a high ceiling. The first thing he noticed was all the people. There was a large empty circular space in the centre of the room. Surrounding the space on all sides were many chairs in which sat a whole load of wizards and witches, all silent, staring at him. An aisle cut through the circle and led directly opposite, where there was another door.  
 
    Sambit nudged Oliver in the back and pointed at the centre before stepping aside. Bemused, Oliver watched as Sambit circled around the seated people, then made his way to the centre and took a seat in the front row beside his mother, Lady Khan.  
 
    Swallowing, Oliver walked down the aisle, knowing every eye was on him. Suddenly, he was grateful for the purple cloak Sambit had given him. It was a nice cloak, elegant but not too brash, it was mostly purple, but with a golden border and the face of a white tiger on the back. He wondered if that was his house’s emblem.   
 
    Oliver managed to make it to the centre of the room and into the open space without stumbling and falling over. He stood uncertainly, glancing around, wondering what was supposed to happen next, if he was supposed to do something.  
 
    Thankfully, before he had an opportunity to make a fool out of himself, the door opposite him opened, and in walked Katrina.  
 
    Oliver’s heart skipped a beat.  
 
    Katrina was beautiful. And so sexy. She wore a sheer white cloak and nothing underneath. She was walking towards him, but still a good twenty feet away, but it mattered not. The cloak hung onto her body, revealing everything. The shape of her figure, her curves, her large breasts, her dark nipples, everything…  
 
    Despite himself, Oliver felt his cock stir. Any lingering thoughts of Harmony vanished from his mind as Katrina came to stand before him, a flowered ribbon tied around her black hair and the sheer white cloak the only clothing on her. She was a breath-taking beauty.  
 
    “…hey,” Oliver said, as he met her eyes, his breathing heavy. 
 
    “My lord,” Katrina replied, her voice calm, cool.   
 
    It was this Oliver was afraid of. He hadn’t had much time to think it through, what with being told about this marriage only hours ago, but in that time, he’d feared there would be this class barrier between them. Oliver might be Lord Zarlock now, but he hadn’t been raised as a lord.  
 
    Katrina on the other hand, she was so damned cool, so proper. She wasn’t going to find him interesting. What would they talk about? He had nothing in common with her. A good day out for him was down at the pub. By himself. Because for most of his life, he’d been a loner. He imagined taking her to a pub back in London. It would not go down well…  
 
    He wondered how she felt about this, about marrying him. Was she being forced by her mother, Samira Khan? Or did she feel it her duty to marry him? Was her mindset similar to that of the aristocracy from the medieval times?  
 
    He wished he could grab her hand and pull her aside, ask her what she thought of this. He was tempted to, his hand even veered towards her when quite suddenly, a woman wearing a long black cloak and a golden crown on her head came to stand beside them. She opened her mouth, and what came out could only be described as singing. The language wasn’t one Oliver was familiar with.  
 
    The singing continued for half an hour, and then came to a sudden and abrupt end. The woman glanced at Katrina, who gave a curt nod of the head. The woman then turned to Oliver. He stared back at her and awhile passed before he realised she was waiting for something. Based on the fact that Katrina had nodded, Oliver did the same.   
 
    A young girl carrying a purple cushion on which were two silver bracelets came to stand beside them. The woman with the crown picked up the bracelets and placed one around Katrina’s left hand, and the other around Oliver’s right hand. The metal was cold as it touched his skin, but it warmed quickly, and then it tightened until it fitted around his skin like a tattoo.  
 
    The woman began to sing once more, and once more, it came to a sudden stop. She placed one hand on Oliver’s chest and the other on Katrina’s, before bowing her head, she removed her hands and stepped back.  
 
    Katrina gazed up at him, a curious look in her eyes. “There is one thing left to do now, my lord,” Katrina said. “We must consummate the marriage.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6   
 
      
 
      
 
    With his hand being held by Katrina, Oliver let himself be led away by her. They were still in the House of Lords, walking down a large corridor lit by flaming torches hanging off the golden chandeliers. It was an impressive building with many rooms, some apparently built to cater for weddings and others, to consummate said weddings.  
 
    Katrina came to a stop before one such room. She opened the door and led him into what was a large bedroom. Thick red curtains hung from the four large windows. There was an enormous bed with purple silk bedsheets in the centre, and a golden set of couches to the left side.  
 
    Katrina released her grip on his hand. Turning to face him, she raised her hands and pulled off the sheer cloak, letting it fall to the ground by her feet. She stood before him, completely naked, her olive skin flawlessly smooth. 
 
    Oliver swallowed as he took in her naked body, the perky tits, her dark nipples erect. His eyes trawled down, coming to a rest on her pussy.  
 
    Katrina turned and climbing onto the bed, she lay on her back. “Come join me, my lord,” she called.  
 
    “Do we have to uh… do we have to consummate the marriage now?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Do you not desire my, my lord?” Katrina asked.     
 
    There was no hurt in her voice. In fact, there was the opposite. Slight amusement. And Oliver was sure he’d seen her lips twitch. Was she enjoying this? As if to answer his question, Katrina parted her legs slightly, her hand reached down and rested on her cunt.  
 
    Oliver forced himself to look up at her face. “I just… there’s a lot going on and-” he stopped.  
 
    Oliver was about to say that he wasn’t in the mood, but that was clearly not true. One of the bad things of having large cocks was that, when erect, they were impossible to hide. And Oliver’s cock was very erect.  
 
    “Is it because of Harmony?” Katrina asked.  
 
    When Oliver learnt of what had happened to Harmony, that she had been taken by the wolves, the first person he approached was Sambit. Oliver wanted to fly out immediately to chase after the wolves.  
 
    Sambit convinced him to talk to Katrina first. Oliver remembered clearly every word he’d said to Katrina regarding Harmony. In his defence, at the time, he didn’t know that he would be marrying Katrina. Had he known, he might not have professed his love for Harmony as much as he had.  
 
    “I know a lot about Wanderers, my lord,” Katrina said. “When you marry, you aim to live a monogamous life. It is different for us Atlanteans. We will find your Dalit, and when we do, I will not object to you sleeping with her. You can have her every night and every morning, if you so wish.”  
 
    Oliver blinked in surprise. He had not been expecting Katrina to say that. “You’re okay with me sleeping with another woman?”  
 
    Katrina laughed. “I know where your heart is, my lord, and I have made my peace with that,” she said. “But I am your wife now.” She held her hand out. “Come lie with me.”   
 
    Oliver took her hand and climbed onto the bed, about to lay beside her when she raised her other hand and pressed it against his chest.  
 
    “You must take your clothes off, my lord,” Katrina said, her eyes sparkling.  
 
    “Oh, right,” Oliver mumbled.  
 
    Since having fucked the three-breasted witch and transformed into Lord Zarlock, Oliver wasn’t exactly shy about showing off his body. But, as he pulled off his cloak and slipped out of his jeans and shirt, he was very conscious of the interest with which Katrina watched him. It didn’t help that his cock was erect and the tip leaked precum.  
 
    Oliver lay beside Katrina on his back, his bare shoulder brushing against hers, he stared up at the red ceiling. He could feel the heat radiating from Katrina’s naked body, and his cock remained stubbornly erect.  
 
    Katrina raised her hand and rested it on his waist, before reaching for his cock, she gripped the tip and tightened her fingers around the head. Oliver swallowed as his chest began to pound. Katrina’s hand moved down the shaft of his cock, resting on his balls, she turned on her side to face him and raised her head.  
 
    “I like your cock, my lord,” she told him.  
 
    “Thanks,” Oliver mumbled, not knowing what else to say. He glanced at her breasts. “You uh… you have beautiful breasts.”  
 
    Katrina laughed. It was a cute laugh, very feminine. “Would you like to take them in your mouth, my lord?” she asked.  
 
    Sighing heavily, Oliver reluctantly nodded. He would very much like to suck on her breasts. He too turned on his side to face her, and then gently took her right breast in his mouth. He suckled on her nipple as his hand trailed up her leg, coming to her ass, he caressed her bottom. Katrina’s hand was still holding his cock, and she guided it to her cunt, rubbing the tip against her clitoris. 
 
    Oliver hadn’t fucked in a while, and it felt good to get his cock wet. He pulled back from her breast, brushing his chest against hers, he stared into her deep brown eyes. Katrina came in for a kiss. It was a soft touching of the lips, before she pulled back. Oliver took a deep breath, then leaned forward and kissed her on the lips.  
 
    It was a deep kiss, his tongue probed inside her mouth, felt her little tongue. Their lips locked together, Oliver pushed her down onto her back and climbed on top of her, pressing his weight against her smaller frame as they kissed passionately. 
 
    Katrina, still holding his cock, guided it to her wet pussy and Oliver pressed against it. There was some resistance before it slid into her warm and wet vagina. He pulled his lips back and stared into her deep brown eyes as he drove his cock all the way in. It felt right, his cock inside her, it felt like he had conquered her, like she belonged to him.  
 
    “Fuck me, my lord,” Katrina whispered. 
 
    Oliver grabbed Katrina by the arms and held her down as he drove his cock in and out of her cunt. Her body squirmed underneath him as he picked up the pace, each time slamming his groin against her ass, making her shudder every time as the tip of his cock hit wall of her vaginal canal.    
 
    Katrina closed her eyes, her mouth hung open ever so slightly. Oliver let go of one arm, and bringing his hand to her cunt, he lathered a finger in her juices and brought it to her lips. Her eyes still closed, Katrina sucked his finger clean. Oliver inserted another three fingers in her mouth and held her by the jaw. With his other hand, he grabbed her right breast and squeezed hard.   
 
    It wasn’t long before he felt that build. His cock was ready to explode, to fill Katrina’s cunt before dripping down her leg. But Oliver wasn’t ready to finish yet. He wanted more. He let go of her breast and mouth, then pulled his cock out of her cunt.  
 
    Katrina opened her eyes and stared at him quizzically. “My lord?”  
 
    Oliver felt strange. The intimidation he had felt of her earlier was gone. It was amazing what driving your cock in a woman’s cunt did for your confidence. Without saying a word, Oliver grabbed Katrina by the hair and pulled her head towards his cock.  
 
    Like a good little whore, Katrina climbed to her knees, arched her back and lowered her head, taking his cock in her mouth. It felt so right, having her warm mouth surround his cock, her tongue swirl around the head. Oliver gazed at her beautiful body, her smooth brown skin. He let go of her hair and reached for her ass. Katrina responded by adjusting her body, shifting her ass towards him to make it more accessible.  
 
    Katrina had a cute little butthole. A virgin butthole. Oliver was going to fuck that someday. His hand trailed down her ass and came to rest on her wet cunt. He slid two fingers in easily, probing them deep inside as Katrina continued to suck his cock.  
 
    She had such a gorgeous naked body, her skin smooth, her breasts firm, her lips the perfect shape and size, not too thin, not too big. And she was a good cocksucker too. Oliver was about to explode in her mouth when he pulled his fingers out of her cunt and grabbing her by the hair, pulled her mouth away from his cock.  
 
    He stood up, and holding her by the hair, made her stay on her knees, her mouth level with his cock, he wrapped both hands around her head. Katrina knew what was to come, and she opened her mouth in preparation. Oliver shoved his cock inside, and began fucking her mouth at a furious pace, driving his cock down her throat. He could hear her gurgling, and she raised her hands, pressing them against his waist, she tried to slow the force down.  
 
    But Oliver was a man possessed. He wasn’t going to slow down. He did the opposite. He picked up the pace, driving his large cock all the way down her throat, and in the process, bashing his hips against her face. And when he was ready to explode, using both hands, he held her head firmly in place, his cock deep down her throat, he exploded in her mouth.  
 
    He could hear her choking, could feel her trying to pull free, but Oliver held her in place until every last drop of cum was down her throat. And then he released his grip on her. Katrina fell back on the bed, gasping for breath, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her face pale.  
 
    Oliver dropped to his knees and placed a hand on her cunt. It was still wet. Despite how rough he had been, she was still horny. He surprised himself by how rough he had been. He couldn’t remember ever treating Harmony like that. Or even Emily. What came over him? It was a strange feeling, but it wasn’t the first time he’d felt it. He had a similar feeling with Hannah, as if his inhibitions were no longer working.  
 
    Katrina’s breathing returned to a normal pace, and she sat up. “I didn’t know you would be so rough, my lord,” she said.  
 
    “Me neither,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    He was about to apologise when Katrina leaned in and kissed him on the lips. As their tongues met, her hand found his cock, and she stroked it gently, bringing it back to life, she pulled her lips back.  
 
    “My turn,” she said, her eyes sparkling.  
 
    With a surprising amount of skill, she turned him onto his back, then climbed on top of him and buried her cunt in his face before he could protest.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was finally time to reinstate his House as one of the Thirteen Houses of the Land. Oliver sat in the Lords Chambers, a little dazed. His hand rested on his lap, and he gently massaged his cock below. He’d never had a fuck like Katrina before. She was as equally rough as he had been. At one point, he genuinely feared she was going to break his cock. It was a legitimate fear. He’d read an article about it once, about some guy who’s cock broke.  
 
    He did feel some guilt that he was now a married man whilst Harmony was captured and possibly living a miserable life amongst the werewolves.  
 
    The worst part of it all, he wanted to do it all over again. He wanted to fuck Katrina hard, throw her on her back, mount her, drive his cock inside her hard, slap her tits, make her squeal. She’d made him squeal… well, not quite squeal. He was Lord Zarlock now. He had more endurance, his body was stronger, fitter. Had it been his old body though, he was sure she would have made him cry. Especially when Katrina sat on his face, smothering him with her cunt, she’d held onto his cock much like someone would a rope they were climbing… 
 
    Oliver winced at the memory, and gently massaging his cock, he turned his head, taking in the room. It was a rectangular room. At one end was an elevated platform with three golden chairs. Down below, on the left side of the platform was a single and simple wooden chair surrounded on three sides by a low wooden rail. On the left and right sides of the room was row after row of chairs of dark wood fitted with maroon-coloured cushions.  
 
    Oliver ended up sitting in-between Sambit and Tara on the second row. Opposite him, to the left of the room sat the Cullen’s and Mobridge’s, the two houses that had between them occupied most of Camelot. Beside them sat the young man with the dark hair who had stood beside Rasputin earlier. Oliver learnt his name. Arthur Dragonoski. He was Melisandre’s brother, though they bore no resemblance. His father was nowhere to be seen.  
 
    Sambit’s face turned sour as he stared at them. “Le Fays.”   
 
    There were a lot of them…  
 
    Oliver glanced behind and around him. It was a comfort to know that there were many more sitting beside him than opposite. He wondered where Katrina was, and why she wasn’t here. Surely this was more important than whatever it was she’d rushed off to do. Because that was what had happened. After their fuck, Katrina dressed quickly and rushed off. And by dressing quickly, all she did was wear that sheer gown, the one through which you could literally see everything.  
 
    He wasn’t sure how he felt about her prancing around wearing clothing that left nothing to the imagination. She was his wife now.   
 
    The elevated platform suddenly lit up, and onto it walked Lord Dragonoski and two other elderly men. As they sat upon the golden chairs, the chattering amongst the lords and ladies died, and all heads turned towards the Law Lords.    
 
    “There are two items that need deciding today,” a frail yet loud voice said. “The first matter concerns the wolves, and the relative ease by which they are able to pass through the Line of Control.”  
 
    Oliver looked around the room, searching for the voice, but found no speaker.  
 
    “The second matter concerns the return of the young lord, Oliver Zarlock, and his former seat of Camelot.”  
 
    Still not finding the source of the voice, Oliver turned back to the platform and the three sitting Law Lords. Lord Dragonoski sat lazily, leaning back in his chair, his head tilted to the left, his lips parted in a half-smile.   
 
    “Rasputin looks pretty smug,” Oliver whispered. 
 
    Sambit frowned. “He does, doesn’t he…” he said slowly. “Supposedly, he is quite stupid…” he added, though not seeming entirely convinced.  
 
    “Scarlett Notaries,” the voice announced.  
 
    A door behind the chair surrounded on three sides by the low wooden rail opened, and in walked a tall woman, her long blond hair reaching down to her waist, she had powerful blue eyes. 
 
    Scarlett stood before the chair and faced up towards the platform and the three law lords. A simple blue cloak draped down from her shoulders, the colour fading around the edges.  
 
    “You may sit,” the voice said.   
 
    She gave a low bow in the direction of the Law Lords and sat down, her slender frame seeming lonely in the extremely large chair. Her head turned to her right, she stared up and straight at Oliver, a flitter of a smile appearing on her lips.  
 
    “Scarlett Notaries comes before the House to explain the presence of the wolves in the land of the wizards. As commander of the Southern Border Patrols, Scarlett is solely responsible for keeping the wolves away. A task which, the House notes, she boldly claimed to have achieved.”  
 
    A murmur rose amongst the lords and ladies, most of it coming from opposite Oliver, most of it unpleasant remarks about Scarlett Notaries. Oliver didn’t understand the hatred against her. From what Sambit had said earlier, it was a difficult job to succeed in.  
 
    “…a dirty commoner unfit to lace the shoes of-” 
 
    “…she looks like a Dalit. Cheap cloth, whore face-“ 
 
    The whispers faded away amongst the other babble, but it was enough for Oliver to know the reason behind the hate. Scarlett wasn’t one of them, she wasn’t of noble birth, she was a commoner. And Atlantis was the sort of place where something like that really stood against you…   
 
    “Scarlett Notaries,” the voice said, and the murmurs died as instantly as they had begun. “You have an opportunity to explain yourself. If you are unable to convince the House that fault lies elsewhere, you will be stripped off your current titles and your employment as a Guardian may also be effected.”  
 
    The murmurs began again, and this time they were louder.  
 
    Scarlett Notaries rose, seemingly unfazed by the crowd. Her eyes settled on Oliver for a brief moment before she turned to look up at the Law Lords.  
 
    “My Lords,” her voice was gentle, alluring, and Oliver inadvertently sat up straight. The murmurs stopped too, as many of the lords and ladies turned to her in surprise. She had presence, that was for sure. “Two years ago, I claimed to have secured the Southern Borders, to have stopped the wolves from crossing it. And, until a month ago, no wolf steered into wizard land,” she paused and her head turned ever so slightly towards Oliver. “I cannot explain the sudden change in the wolves’ behaviours, although, if rumour is to be believed, their king has returned and ordered them of it.”  
 
    “It is only a rumour,” one of the Law Lords spoke. “Surely you have more than this?”  
 
    “I am at a loss to explain this unexpected change in behaviour, my lords,” Scarlett bowed her head before seating herself.  
 
    The murmurs began again. Sambit leaned into Oliver’s ear. “She didn’t make much of a case to be kept on, did she?” 
 
    “No…” Oliver said. “There’s something about her that-” he stopped, not sure what it was he felt.  
 
    “That what?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “All those in favour of retaining Scarlett Notaries services, raise a hand,” the voice spoke. Oliver turned to the Law Lords, and not a single hand rose. “All those in favour of terminating Scarlett Notaries services, raise a hand.” All three Law Lords hands rose - Lord Dragonoski’s did somewhat lazily. “The House has decided. Scarlett Notaries, you will hereby be stripped of your post as Commander of the Southern Patrols. You will be reassessed as a Guardian and, until an appropriate position has been found, your services will not be needed. You may leave the House.” 
 
    Scarlett did not protest, or even seem to care. She simply rose up, gave another bow, and then turned towards the door.  
 
    “She’s tall, isn’t she?” Oliver said.  
 
    “I would,” Sambit said, nodding.  
 
    Oliver turned to look at him, confused. “You would what?”  
 
    “Fuck her,” Sambit replied.  
 
    He said it as if it were the obvious thing, which in truth, it should have been considering it was Sambit. There was a brief period a few weeks back when Sambit seemed to have lost interest in fucking and drinking. It happened after they returned from the Borderlands, having saved Harmony and Bella. But now, it seemed he was going back to his old self.  
 
    Beside him, Tara sighed. “Is there nothing you wouldn’t fuck, Sambit”? she asked, sounding almost bored.  
 
    Sambit considered the question for all of six seconds before saying, “Ugly women. I don’t fuck ugly women, unless-” 
 
    Oliver stopped listening, his eyes falling on Scarlett as she walked out of the room. There was just something about her that he couldn’t quite put his finger on. It was a feeling of familiarity, but not similar to the one he had felt when he first spotted Lucinda lying in a car outside his apartment.  
 
    As she disappeared from sight, the murmurs began once more. The subject on everyone’s lips was not of the werewolves, but of the new lord, the returned lord. Oliver even heard one whisper “the saviour”.   
 
    A smile played on Oliver’s lips before he pulled them tight. He was not supposed to be enjoying this, and he definitely was not a saviour. Not only were the Zarlocks baby murderers, they came with a lot baggage. All Oliver wanted to do was find his Harmony. Instead, thanks to the fucking Zarlocks, he was sitting here, trying to reinstate their fucking house, after having married the surprisingly sadistic freak, Katrina. 
 
    “As you all know,” the voice began again and the murmurs died. “We have amongst us a descendant of Merlin the Great, of Rathbar the Conqueror, of Shaan the Magnificent, a descendant who is the last of the Zarlocks. The young lord is here to reclaim what is his by right, the House of Zarlock and the land of Camelot.”  
 
    “In the young lord’s absence, House Cullen and Mobridge administered the land, raised taxes, settled disputes. They claim it unfair to return the land immediately as, in the Zarlocks’ absence, Camelot became full of strife. Lords Cullen and Mobridge claim to have spent considerable amounts of their own resources to bring the lands under control, and as such, they wish to submit the motion that they be allowed to collect taxes in Camelot for another ten years.”  
 
    From behind Oliver, he heard laughter and mocking derision as the voice finished. Although admittedly he knew little of the circumstances, the request didn’t seem unfair to him.  
 
    “All those in favour of extending tax collecting rights to Houses Cullen and Mobridge for another ten years, raise your hand,” the voice said.  
 
    Oliver looked up at the platform as Lord Dragonoski’s hand rose. The Law Lord sitting next to him smiled. His hand remained lowered as he turned to the final Law Lord, an elderly man with a white beard and a bald head.  
 
    His hand rose.  
 
    That was two in favour of the motion.  
 
    The smile on the face of the law lord sitting in the middle faded and his eyes widened. 
 
    The mocking laughter of earlier was replaced with uproar. Oliver turned to look back at the lords. Some sat in stunned silence, others stood making angry gestures and shouting. 
 
    “What just happened?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Sambit didn’t reply immediately. He sat in a stunned silence, his eyes still on the Law Lords. Oliver was about to nudge him quite roughly when he turned, the shock clear in his eyes.  
 
    “Lord Bastion was supposed to vote against,” the words came out inattentively, “we’ve been betrayed.”  
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    Melisandre wandered the school grounds aimlessly, feeling restless. She knew it would only be a matter of time before her father sent for her once more. Rasputin wasn’t the type to take losing well. He would come for her, and when he did, she feared she would not be able to escape a second time.  
 
    In her opinion, her father was a stupid man, but a determined one with an enormous amount of wealth. And sometimes, he was able to surprise her. And apparently, he was able to surprise the entire House of Lords.  
 
    Word had spread to the School of Merlin of what had transpired in the House of Lords. Oliver wasn’t able to claim back his lands, the lands taken over by Lords Cullen and Mobridge. Law Lord Bastion had switched sides to support the Le Fays. A strange thing to do considering there actually was a Lord Zarlock now.  
 
    There was another rumour too. Apparently, Oliver was now a married man. 
 
    Melisandre felt a slight pang in her chest. Recognising it for what it was, she let out a mirthless laugh. She had developed feelings for Oliver. It was the first time she had openly admitted it to herself.  
 
    Melisandre was in the school’s main courtyard when she stopped walking. Ahead of her, she could see the two blond twins. She didn’t know their names, but she did know they were close to Oliver. She watched as they took the door to the left of the courtyard. She wondered where they were going, if they were headed for the treehouse to see Oliver.  
 
    She felt that pang in her heart again. She knew her and Oliver could never be, and until very recently, she didn’t even know she saw him like that. But now, if the rumours were true, any little hope of them being together was completely gone. He was moving on with his life while hers was crumbling around her.  
 
    Taking a deep breath, Melisandre decided to head back to her dormitory, planning to spend time with her two chambermaids, and possibly torture Janine some more. For the past few weeks, every day, she had abused that whore’s body, taken out all her frustrations on the former leader of the Black Leopards.  
 
    As Melisandre climbed up the steps to her quarters, she instinctively gripped the staff within her white cloak. It had become a habit of hers. If her father sent men for her, the first place they would be waiting for her is her living quarters. For the past few weeks, she’d had to always watch her back, and when she slept at night, Filipa and Celsk took it in turns to keep an eye out.  
 
    So far, nothing had happened, which had surprised Melisandre a little. Her father was the angry vengeful type. The sort that couldn’t sleep at night until they’d exacted their vengeance. Sure, it had been a hectic few weeks, what with the revelation of an existing Zarlock, but still…  
 
    As Melisandre stepped onto the landing, she knew immediately that something was wrong. For starters, it was much too quiet. She should have heard something, anything. Normally, at this time, Filipa should have been whipping Janine’s cunt. She should have heard the whore crying for pain. But she heard no sounds.  
 
    Melisandre pulled her staff out and filled it with magic. She held it to her side as she stepped into the corridor that led to her quarters. She didn’t spot any movements or any sounds. If her father did send for her, he would have sent more than one person. The last time, he sent a column of Black Leopards, this time, he would send more. So where were they?  
 
    As the bedroom came into view, Melisandre knew why it was so quiet, and why she didn’t spot any of her father’s troops, or even notice any carriages in the front of the school. Rasputin hadn’t sent another column of troops to capture her.  
 
    Melisandre stood by the door, her staff’s glow disappeared as she stared at the man sitting on her bed beside the blond whore Janine. Janine who was no longer bound by ropes, her legs spread apart, her cunt being whipped.  
 
    The man on the bed stroked Janine’s hair, whispering comforting words, he noticed her presence and looked up at her.  
 
    “Hello, little sister,” Arthur said, a smile on his face.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
    Arthur was Melisandre’s older brother by only two years, but sometimes it felt like he was much older. Where she felt like a girl, he seemed like a man. She figured it might have had something to do with her father raping her, breaking down her confidence, making her withdrawn, cold, cruel.  
 
    Arthur on the other hand, he never experienced any such thing. Their father favoured Arthur, discussed the state of affairs with him, gave him responsibility in managing their kingdom. Her on the other hand, until she was given the task of shadowing Oliver, before being ordered to kill him, the only use Rasputin had for her was her body.  
 
    “How have you been, little sister?” Arthur asked, the smile still on his face.  
 
    They had never had the conventional brother sister relationship. She didn’t grow up with him. She saw him around, sure. But they never played together. 
 
    “What do you want?” Melisandre asked, as she remained standing by the door.  
 
    “Father sent me to collect you,” he said. His eyes returned to the naked Janine lying on the bed, asleep. “We thought this one was dead, killed by Lord Zarlock,” he looked up at her once more. “Who would have known, the boy from the Other Side is Wilfred Zarlocks only child.”  
 
    “Yeah, it’s quite something,” Melisandre said flatly. Her staff was still in her hand, and she began to fill it with magic once more. “I’m not going with you.”   
 
    Arthur laughed as he saw the staff begin to glow. “I’m not here for a fight, Melisandre,” he said. “I was hoping you might want to come back with me.”  
 
    “And why would I want to do that?” Melisandre asked.  
 
    “Because you know our father,” Arthur said, his voice even. “You know that he feels slighted by your betrayal. And you know what he will do to exact revenge. If you come with me, I can plead for mercy on your behalf. But if you refuse to come, and he sends someone else for you…” Arthur left the sentence trailing.  
 
    Melisandre knew what he meant. And part of her was afraid. The other part was angry, and not just at her father, but at Arthur too. Their mother had died at a young age. Arthur should have been there to protect her, but he wasn’t. And now, he’d come to plead mercy for her? As if she had done something wrong?  
 
    “He sent a column of his Black Leopards last time,” Melisandre said through gritted teeth. “Tell him to send more next time,” she added.   
 
    Arthur stared at her for a long time, and then he stood. “I’m going to be taking Janine with me, if you don’t mind,” he said.  
 
    Melisandre knew he wasn’t really asking. She could see his black staff hanging inside his cloak. He was better with a staff than she was, much better. Melisandre’s eyes fell on Janine’s naked and limp body as Arthur surrounded it with his magic. Her body floated off the bed and followed after him as he walked past her.  
 
    When he was gone, from the chambermaid’s room, Filipa and Celsk tiptoed in, their faces full of concern.  
 
    “It’s nothing to worry about,” Melisandre reassured them.  
 
    It was a lie. There was a lot to worry about. Her father would send for her, and it was unlikely he would send a column of Black Leopards again. No, now that Lord Zarlock was in the same school, sending in an elite force could end up creating a massive conflict with House Khan, who had their Soaring Eagles protecting Oliver.  
 
    And her father wasn’t ready for that conflict, not yet at least. He would be soon, she was sure of it. But for now, she didn’t have to worry about the Black Leopards. What she did have to worry about was the many other ways her father could send for her. She needed to find a safe place to hide out. And the School of Merlin wasn’t that place.  
 
    In fact, there was only one place she could think of where she could be safe from her fathers many spies. Melisandre set off for the tree house and in search of Oliver.  
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     A week later, Oliver sat at the back in Master Hickey’s class, staring out the window, not listening to a word he was saying. It wasn’t just his own life that seemed to have a lot of shit going on. It seemed Atlantean history in general was full of a lot of shit going on.  
 
     Law Lords Nightingale and Bastion were supposed to vote in his favour. That Bastion hadn’t came as a shock to lot of people. According to Sambit, it was unfathomable as to why Lord Bastion would suddenly switch to the Le Fays, now that he, Lord Zarlock, had returned. Even with his betrayal, the Le Fays were still outnumbered by eight houses to five.  
 
    Apparently, this betrayal was only a temporary setback, because- And that was where Sambit had stopped. At a “because”. Because he wasn’t supposed to know. He had been eavesdropping when the other lords had come to visit his mother. He wasn’t supposed to hear what they were discussing. Sulkily, he had explained that Katrina thought he couldn’t keep secrets, so he was going to prove her wrong by keeping this one…  
 
    Katrina… she was his wife now.  
 
    He had only seen her once since he married her. She came to visit him in the treehouse. He’d hoped she’d come for sex. What with having Dalits around, Oliver had become used to sex. And Katrina, she was like no girl he had ever met before.  
 
    Emily, the Dalits, the shape shifters, they had all been submissive in nature, always trying to please him, letting him dominate them, letting him fuck them hard the way he liked it. He did that with Katrina too. But after he came inside her mouth, she mounted him, rode his face as she held onto his cock and balls.  
 
    It hurt.  
 
    Having your cock and balls grabbed like that, it really did hurt. But strangely, he enjoyed having her dominate him. And that really surprised him.   
 
    “Oliver?”  
 
    He looked up to see two pairs of blue eyes staring at him. It was the twins, Fiona and Felicity, and they stood uncomfortably close to him. He should have been used to having his personal space invaded by now. These two did it so often. But he wasn't.  
 
    “What?” he asked as he leaned back in his chair.  
 
    It didn’t help. They leaned forward.  
 
    “The class has finished,” they both said.  
 
    Oliver looked around. They were right. The class was empty save for Sambit and the twins. Had he just daydreamed away a two-hour lesson?  
 
    “What were you thinking about?” Fiona asked.  
 
    Oliver stood up and grabbed his bag. “Nothing,” he said as he walked towards the door. 
 
    “You were thinking of naked women,” Fiona said.  
 
    Oliver paused to look at her. “Why would you say that?”  
 
    Fiona pointed at his lap. Oliver looked down and sighed. His cock was erect. Again. Was this normal, he wondered. Was his cock supposed to be erect every time he thought of a girl? Sure, he knew how erections worked, but surely his clothing was supposed to do some sort of job in covering his erection and not making it damned visible for every girl to point at.  
 
    “Were you thinking about Katrina?” Fiona asked.  
 
    “What about Katrina?” Sambit asked, as he joined them as they stood by the door of the class room.  
 
    “Oliver’s thinking about fucking her,” Fiona said.  
 
    Oliver’s eyes widened as he turned to look at Sambit. “Dude, I wasn’t,” he said hastily.  
 
    Sambit frowned. “You don’t want to fuck my sister?” he asked, hurt in his voice. “You don’t find her attractive?”  
 
    “He definitely finds her attractive,” Fiona said, pointing at Oliver’s lap.  
 
    Sambit joined Fiona and Felicity in staring at his groin area. Luckily, Oliver’s erection was fading, thanks to the three fucking weirdos in front of him. It still wasn’t fun having his private area ogled at by the three, and he definitely did not want to talk to Sambit about Katrina. 
 
    “Did you want something?” Oliver asked Fiona.  
 
    Fiona nodded. “We’d like to go to the House of Zarlock.”  
 
    Oliver groaned silently. It was that again. “Go on then. You know where it is. Camelot. Can’t miss it. Keep flying until you crash into a mountain. The house is at the top.”  
 
    He turned away from the three, his hands still on his groin area, and walked out of the door. He didn’t get far before Fiona grabbed him by the arm.  
 
    “You have to come with us,” she said. “We can’t go alone. The House won’t let us in.”  
 
    It might have sounded stupid, that a house wouldn’t let them in, but it was true. The House of Zarlock was a strange place. Oliver wasn’t sure if the house was alive because, well… It was a house. It shouldn’t be alive. But it was definitely something.  
 
    “Sorry, can’t help,” Oliver said. “Can’t leave the School of Merlin.”  
 
    “Lord Zarlock can’t leave the school?” Fiona asked sceptically.  
 
    “You’ve seen the guards they’ve posted around school. It’s dangerous out there for me.” 
 
    “Like that’s ever stopped you before,” Fiona muttered.  
 
    “Also, the Soaring Eagles will follow you around wherever you go,” Sambit chipped in. “Where did you girls want to go?” Sambit asked.  
 
    Fiona glared at him. “To go to the House of Zarlock,” she fumed. “We just told you! Like, literally seconds ago.” 
 
    “Why do you want to go there?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “Calacian’s diary,” Fiona said. 
 
    She began to explain who Calacian was, but Sambit raised his hand and covered her mouth, and then told her he didn’t care. Fiona’s eyes widened so much in fury, Oliver was afraid her eyeballs were going to fall out.  
 
    “I think you should move your hand from her mouth,” he advised Sambit.  
 
    Sambit did, but not before Fiona bit him. They stood facing each other, glaring. And then, Sambit leaned in, kissed her on the lips before pushing her against the wall.  
 
    As the two began to make out furiously, Oliver looked away, and noticing Felicity standing there awkwardly, he nodded at her and said, “Hey.”  
 
    She didn’t nod back. She stared at Sambit and Fiona making out aggressively, a pout on her face. If Oliver didn’t know better, he would have said she was jealous.  
 
    Sambit was really getting in there. Brushing aside her cloak, his hand was on her chest, squeezing her left breast first, it moved down her body, coming to her waist, their lips locked together, he grappled with her black leather pants, trying, and succeeding in pulling them down and revealing her pale skin.  
 
    Oliver was about to turn and walk away when Fiona pushed Sambit away, pulled her pants up, and then flew at him in a rage, hitting him with both hands. Oliver watched astonished. Sambit did the same. Even as she hit him, he stared at her, his eyes wide.  
 
    Eventually, his shock passed, and he grabbed her by the wrists and held them down. “What are you doing?” he asked, confused.  
 
    “I’m not one of your whores to fuck whenever it pleases you,” Fiona said, as she struggled to free herself.  
 
    Still holding her wrists, Sambit pushed her back against the wall roughly. He spread her arms up, pressed his body against hers, stifling her movement, he leaned in and gave her a kiss.  
 
    “I never said you were one of my whores,” Sambit said.  
 
    Fiona glared up at him. “Let go of me,” she demanded.  
 
    Sambit did. He released his grip on her arms and stepped back cautiously. Fiona didn’t try to attack him again. She brushed down her clothes, smoothed her hair, then turned to look at Oliver.    
 
    “Are you going to take us there or what?” she asked, her face still full of rage.  
 
    “How do you know the diary is even there?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Where else would it be?” Fiona asked, and then added, “The House of Zarlock has one of the largest libraries in the world. There’s bound to be books on werewolves that-” 
 
    “They have pretty big libraries in the Land of the Wanderers you know,” Oliver interrupted.  
 
    “What?” Fiona asked, confused.  
 
    “You said it has one of the biggest libraries in the world. You wouldn’t say that if you had seen some of the Wanderers libraries.”  
 
    It wasn’t like Oliver to be pedantic. But he wasn’t in the mood for a trip to the House of Zarlock. 
 
    “Lord Zarlock told you to beware of the wolves. He knew they were coming. In the Werewolf Wars, the Zarlocks and Le Fay’s were at the forefront of the battle. Surely, if anyone knows anything about a werewolf king, it would be them.”  
 
    Oliver nodded. “Let’s go to the House of Le Fay.”  
 
    Felicity’s mouth curled unpleasantly. “You’re an idiot.”  
 
    “You don’t talk much,” he told her. “That’s the only way I can tell you two apart,” he pointed at Fiona. “You talk far too much.” 
 
    “Just drop us off, you big sack of fairy dunk,” Fiona said.  
 
    “Fairy dunk?”  
 
    “It smells really bad,” Sambit told him.  
 
    Fiona punched him on the arm. “Take us!” she almost roared.  
 
    “Oh, now I’m convinced,” Oliver said.  
 
    “Good,” the twins said simultaneously. “We’ll go Friday night,” and with that, they turned and walked down the corridor.  
 
    Oliver watched them go, deciding not to protest. They weren’t going to leave him alone until he took them. They were remarkably and annoyingly persistent. And, it wouldn’t be the worst thing to go back to the House of Zarlock. Shera, the tiger, had decided he didn’t much fancy the tree house, and buggered off back to Camelot.  
 
    There was one thing he really had to know though, so he didn’t make the same mistake again in future.  
 
    He turned to Sambit. “Do you guys not know what sarcasm is?”  
 
    “I don’t see why you’re so reluctant to go to the House of Zarlock,” Sambit said, as they walked down the corridor, heading for the Merchant’s Tail. “You’re going to have to move in there eventually.”  
 
    “What?” Oliver asked. “Why would I have to do that?”  
 
    Sambit stopped walking and turned to face him, a curious look on his face. “You’re married to my sister,” he said. “You don’t think she’s going to live in the tree house with you, do you?”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was Friday evening. Oliver and Sambit sat on the front porch of the tree house and watched as the twins trekked down the hill, brooms in hand. It was a windy evening, with the occasional strong gust that caused the girls cloaks to flail about wildly.  
 
    “I want Fiona,” Sambit muttered.  
 
    “Just Fiona?” Oliver asked conversationally.  
 
    “Oh, I’d want them both,” Sambit said feverishly. “But I don’t think Fiona would be up for that.”   
 
    Oliver turned to look at Sambit. “Didn’t you already do that once?” he asked.  
 
    “Yeah, and Fiona didn’t like it.” 
 
    The twins had reached the bottom of the hill, four brooms in hand, they stood ten feet away from the treehouse. Oliver had the staff of Zarlock in hand, and he filled it with magic. The magic inside him, it felt like it had always been there. This feeling of warmth, of power radiating through every cell in his body.  
 
    Standing up, he stretched, then jumped off the porch. The magic from his staff expanded out, causing his fall to slow, almost like a buffer, and his knees bending, he landed comfortably on his two feet, his purple cloak floating upwards.  
 
    Oliver stood up and grinned at the twins. They in turn, rolled their eyes before Fiona handed him a broom.  
 
     Oliver took the broom and was about to mount it and kick off when he spotted the three figures walking down the hill. The one in the centre, she wore a black cloak and had very distinct white hair. Melisandre. But who were the other two women? 
 
    As they came closer, Oliver got a good look at their faces. He’d never seen them before. They weren’t the two girls Melisandre had beside her when she’d kicked his ass right at this very spot a few months back.  
 
    “Lord Zarlock,” Melisandre called out to him.  
 
    “Hey,” Oliver replied, his face colouring slightly.   
 
    The last time he’d seen her, she’d come to remove the shadowing spell from him. Oliver had still been on a high from facing the shapeshifters and having spent much of his time with the Jinns naked, when she’d told him of the two ways to remove the spell, Oliver hadn’t hesitated before pulling his trousers down. What with the alternative way of having the spell removed involving her beating him with the staff, Oliver would have still chosen to have her suck his cock, but perhaps he wouldn’t have shown so much eagerness about it. 
 
    “Going somewhere?” Melisandre asked, her eyes on the wooden broom he held in his hand.  
 
    Oliver nodded. “The girls want me to take them to the House of Zarlock. Something about some diary written by some dead Zarlock that might help figure something about the werewolves.”  
 
    “Some dead Zarlock?” Fiona muttered. “Have some respect!” 
 
    Oliver shrugged. He didn’t really care much for the Zarlocks. Sure, they had done it to save his life, but at the same time, they’d killed an innocent child to do it, and while he was grateful to be alive, he didn’t respect them much.   
 
    “I’d like to come,” Melisandre said.  
 
    “Okay,” Oliver nodded. The more the merrier, he supposed. He wondered if Melisandre was becoming part of their crew, if she was going to hang out more with them. Aside from being useful to have around, he did like her.  
 
    Oliver glanced around, his eyes on the four brooms that they had. “I don’t think we have enough brooms,” he said. “Your friends can go with the twins and you can ride with Sambit?” he asked, before adding, “Or you can take mine and I’ll climb up behind?”  
 
    Oliver wasn’t ashamed to admit he sucked at flying a broom, that the thought of getting on a wooden stick and shooting off into the sky terrified him.  
 
    Melisandre reached inside her cloak and pulled out a metal stick roughly a foot in length and about as wide as the handle on a cricket bat. The stick began to glow as Oliver assumed it filled with her magic. It began to grow in width and length. It was an odd-looking staff, and Oliver did wonder why she was bringing her staff out. He briefly wondered if he should be concerned. Melisandre had tried to kill him once…  
 
    And then he realised what the metal object was. It had grown to full length, and Melisandre placed it between her legs. It was a broom. A very cool looking metallic broom.  
 
    “Or, you could use that,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    Melisandre grinned at him as she hovered above his head. Oliver mounted his wooden broom, closed his eyes, took a deep breath, opened his eyes, then kicked off from the ground. To his surprise, it wasn’t as terrifying as the last time he flew. He wondered if it had something to do with being freed from the spell that had bound his magic. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
      
 
    Flying over the forest beyond the school, they set off for the House of Zarlock, escorted by a squad of Soaring Eagles, a strange gathering of people in Oliver’s opinion. He still didn’t understand why Melisandre wanted to come along, or why she’d brought her two… he wasn’t sure if they were Melisandre’s maids of her slaves, but from their demeanour, he knew it was one or the other.  
 
    Filipa and Celsk, their names were. Standing with their heads down, eyes on their feet, the two girls hardly spoke. And when Melisandre told them to climb aboard on the twin’s brooms, they moved silently, meekly.  
 
    Melisandre flew beside him now. Oliver glanced at her as the wind swept back her long white hair. She noticed his stare and turned her head, her eyes narrow.  
 
    “I like your hair,” Oliver said.  
 
    “What?” Melisandre shouted at him.  
 
    He was so glad the wind had drowned that out. What the fuck was he thinking saying he liked her hair? Was that the best chat up line he had? And why was he trying to chat her up? He was in love with Harmony. And married to Katrina. He did not need any more women.   
 
    Thankfully, a wizard flew up beside him to save him from what was surely going to be a dreadful conversation. She was wearing a red cloak to match her red hair, her red eyes, her red lips.  
 
    Oliver groaned silently.  
 
    It was Lucinda, another of the women who he had feelings for. But, unlike his feelings for Harmony and to a lesser extent, Melisandre, all Oliver felt for Lucinda was the urge to fuck her. It wasn’t his fault, he told himself. Usually wearing nothing underneath her cloak, Lucinda dressed like a slut. And he was Lord Zarlock now. He could have her, couldn’t he?  
 
    With some difficulty, Oliver pushed the thought out of his head.  
 
    “Lord Zarlock,” Lucinda said. “May I ask where you are going?” 
 
    Oliver sighed. Being called Lord Zarlock still annoyed him. “You may.”  
 
    Lucinda smiled politely. “Where are you going?”  
 
    “Camelot.”  
 
    “Oh. What’s in Camelot?”  
 
    “A big old house. Apparently it has a library in it. One of the world’s largest,” he turned his head towards her. “Lucinda, have you been to the libraries in the Land of the Wanderers?”  
 
    “I have.”  
 
    “They’re quite big, aren’t they?”  
 
    “They are, my lord.” 
 
    Oliver nodded satisfactorily, then realised the twins hadn’t been around to hear it. “Why are you here?” Oliver asked, realising he hadn’t actually seen much of Lucinda lately.  
 
    “Lady Khan asked me to be a part of your guard of Soaring Eagles,” Lucinda replied.  
 
    Oliver thought Lucinda was referring to Sambit’s mum at first. Then he realised it could be Katrina too. “Which Lady Khan?”  
 
    “Your wife, my lord,” Lucinda replied.  
 
    Ah, so she had heard of that too. Oliver didn’t know why he felt slight disappointment at that. It wasn’t like he and Lucinda were even in the slightest way a thing. Well, he might have had a thing for her, but then, so did pretty much every other guy. And in Atlantis, probably most other girls too.  
 
    They continued in silence, Sambit leading the way, Lucinda dropped back, and the Soaring Eagles covered the flanks. The sun had set, and down below, he could see the lights of a town. As they passed over it, the Soaring Eagles flew in closer on either side. There were other brooms in the air, as well as carriages, and at one point, Oliver thought someone was following them.  
 
    Apparently, Lucinda thought the same. She dropped further back until she and the wizard in the dark hooded cloak flew side by side. A short conversation took place, the wizard turned and flew away.  
 
    “What was that?” Oliver asked as Lucinda returned.  
 
    “A curious old man who had never seen a Soaring Eagle before,” Lucinda replied, not sounding convinced. 
 
    They left the town behind and passed another before the ground beneath rose up as hills. The skies were clear, the moon was shining, and up ahead loomed the mountain upon which was the House of Zarlock.  
 
    As they reached it, Oliver leaned forward, his broom surged upwards, flying just over the tallest trees the mountain grew, the ones that had black leaves. They didn’t stop for the Nagruki’s this time. Oliver doubted their existence, but that didn’t stop him from glancing down warily every so often. 
 
    They reached the top of the mountain and the familiar sound of rushing water greeted them. The air was colder up here, and Oliver paused to wrap his cloak around him. The others fell in behind, sensibly cautious of the house.   
 
    Oliver still found this idea the hardest to digest. It was silly, he knew. He was a wizard flying on a broom in Atlantis, an enormous island hidden from the rest of the world by a thin veil of… something. But a living house was where he apparently drew the line.   
 
    The trees began to thin out before completely disappearing as the rivers converged, the water crashing down onto the lake, creating a perfect circle of a waterfall. And on that lake, surrounded by mist, was the island on which sat the House of Zarlock.     
 
    Oliver landed his broom in front of the Sleeping Unicorns and dismounted. He had done this before, and although they had only once come alive and almost trampled him to death, he was nervous. 
 
    The Sleeping Unicorns were made of some sort of metal, and they came alive if they sensed danger, or a threat, or… something. No one was sure how they really worked. Apparently the only people who really knew were his biological parents, the currently deceased and former lords of Camelot.   
 
    Oliver walked up to the gate, the two Sleeping Unicorns stood proudly on either side, their front legs up, their eyes open but dark. He placed his hand on the lock, his hand warmed and the lock clicked open. He glanced up at the unicorn to his right. Those dead eyes had lit up and shone red once, easily becoming one of the creepiest images stored in his brain.  
 
    Oliver pushed the gate open and stepped onto the covered bridge, the others hesitantly followed. Once at the other end, they climbed down the set of steps and set foot on the island. Oliver stared up at the house.  
 
     So far, coming back hadn’t been as bad as he thought it would be. He was looking forward to seeing Shera. The only thing he cared for left behind by the Zarlocks was the big cuddly tiger.    
 
    Oliver climbed up the long stone steps. The doors to the House of Zarlock opened as he passed under the archway raised by the silver and green pillars. Somehow, Shera always knew when he came to visit. The tiger was already halfway across the hall, his black and white stripes reflecting gloriously off the green marble.    
 
    Oliver dropped to his knees, his arms spread open. Shera charged into them, knocking him to the ground and winding him in the process. The Soaring Eagles behind him tensed, one even reached for his staff. Shera began licking him, the tigers tongue larger than his face.  
 
    Oliver pushed Shera’s enormous head away and climbed up. The tiger rubbed against his leg like a dog would as he walked down the hall. Tom dug his fingers in and scratched roughly behind Shera’s ears, the tiger responded by climbing onto two feet and licking his face.  
 
    The Soaring Eagles remained by the door. Lucinda, Sambit, the twins, Melisandre and her maids stood in the hall.  
 
    “What now?” Oliver asked, using his cloak to wipe the saliva off.   
 
    “We need to find his diary,” Fiona said.  
 
    Oliver knew why they were here, but he was hoping they had more than that. “Seriously? That’s all you have? You need to find a diary, so let’s look in the House of Zarlock? Do you have any idea how big this house is?” 
 
    Fiona glared at him. “Well, maybe if your father had just told us where to find the diary instead of leaving a vague clue about it, this would have been easier.”  
 
    “My father?” Oliver fumed. “He’s not my-” 
 
    Melisandre placed a hand on his chest. “As much fun as it is watching you two bicker,” she paused. “Actually, it’s not that fun,” she said dryly. “Me and the girls are going to take a look around.”  
 
    And with that, Melisandre strolled down the down the hall and disappeared from sight, followed by her two chambermaids. Oliver watched her go, not wondering for the first time why she was even here. He knew she wanted something, but what that something was, he wasn’t sure. 
 
    “Maybe Shera will eat her,” Fiona said distastefully.  
 
    Oliver turned to look at her in alarm. “What the hell, Fiona?”  
 
    “What?” she asked, pouting. “I’m only saying what everyone else is thinking.”  
 
    “Whose thinking she should be eaten by Shera?” Oliver asked, hands raised, exasperated.  
 
    “Sambit is,” Fiona said.  
 
    “No,” Sambit shook his head.  
 
    “Well, your sister probably is,” Fiona said. “Remember your sister? The one that Oliver married? I bet she wants Shera to eat Lord Dragonoski’s daughter.”  
 
    Sambit opened his mouth to retort when Felicity raised both hands. “You two can bicker another time,” she said. “We didn’t come here just to find the diary. The House of Zarlock does have one of the largest libraries in the world. It might have something on this werewolf king. We can start there.”  
 
    Felicity stared at him curiously. “You don’t know where the library is, do you?”  
 
    “No idea,” Oliver said, shrugging. He didn’t even know there was a library until the twins told him it was supposedly the biggest in the world.   
 
    “You’re Lord Zarlock now,” Fiona said crossly. “You’re going to have to start knowing things.” 
 
    Oliver didn’t care much for the name, but he did wonder how having a stupid title was supposed to suddenly make him knowledgeable about random things. Like where a stupid library would be in a house so big, he would in all likelihood never set foot in half the rooms it held.  
 
    Then there were the other buildings on the island, separate from the main house. There was every chance one of those housed this library of epical proportions…  
 
    “No chance it’s just somewhere that way?” Fiona pointed in a vague direction past the hall.  
 
    Oliver was about to shrug again, but he could feel Felicity’s eyes on him. 
 
    “We could-” Oliver stopped talking suddenly.  
 
    An odd thing happened. He turned slowly, staring at the hall, looking for someone… something… He did a complete turn, and he found nothing.  
 
    “We could what?” Fiona asked. 
 
    Oliver stared at her, his eyes wide. “I know where the library is…”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The tip of his fingers brushed against the wall as he led them down the corridor. The smooth stone should have been cold. But it was warm, and the warmth pushed back, heating his fingers like a campfire did on a winter’s night.   
 
    He had led them past many rooms, through many halls, down many corridors, up and down flights of stairs. He should have been lost, but there was something guiding him, like a string attached to his finger, tugging away. 
 
    They came to a narrow tunnel and Shera who had been following him, suddenly made a whimpering sound, turned and galloped off. Oliver watched him go, wondering what that was all about. The others stared at him nervously. They were still in the House, and Oliver couldn’t sense any danger. He stepped into the tunnel.  
 
    It was dimly lit, the surface of the wall was still warm but rough, and as they stepped out into the large opening, the usual purple marble flooring was replaced by uneven grey stone tiles. A large wooden door rising at least twenty feet stood before them, two enormous metal rings attached to it. Unlike every other door in the House, this one did not open for them. 
 
    “I think this is it,” Oliver said.  
 
    A single flaming torch burned on the wall beside the door, and it did not light the area well.  
 
    Fiona’s head turned suspiciously. “Are you sure?”  
 
    Oliver nodded. As sure as he was ever going to be. He stepped up and grabbed hold of one of the large metal rings. He pulled. The door creaked as it moved an inch. He glanced over his shoulder at the others. “Help?” he asked, annoyed.       
 
    Lucinda jumped forward and grabbed hold of the other ring, and together they pulled. The door made the loudest creaking noise ever. And worse, it echoed down the corridor and came back sounding like the haunted cries of a ghoul. Were his hands not occupied with pulling the ring, he would have used them to cover his ears as Sambit and the twins did.  
 
    Oliver let go off the ring, a second later, Lucinda did the same. He turned sideways and squeezed through the gap they had created.  
 
    “The door isn’t opening anymore,” he said as none followed him in. He turned to face the library and his mouth opened slightly as he took in the sight before him. “Wow.”   
 
    He had definitely found the library.  
 
    And it was big.  
 
    The rows of shelves stacked with books extended hundreds of meters in front, to his left and right, and they rose up before disappearing into the dark ceiling. Somehow, a birds-eye-view image of the room appeared in his mind.  
 
    The room was a perfect circle. At the centre underneath a single chandelier burning thousands of candles was another circle with chairs, sofa’s, and tables. The shelves of books separated by aisles expanded from that circle, going in every direction.  
 
    Oliver stepped into the aisle and looked up. Far ahead, he could see the burning candles. He began to walk in their direction.  
 
    Fiona walked beside him. “It’s big, isn’t it?” she whispered.  
 
    “It is,” Oliver whispered back.  
 
    “Bigger than those the Wanderers have?”  
 
    Even in the dim lighting, he could see the satisfied told-you-so smile on her face. It didn’t bother him. People always told him things he didn’t know. And she was right. This was by far the largest library he had ever seen.  
 
    It was also the dustiest.  
 
    They reached the centre of the library, and little clouds of dust burst out like a mini explosion as Oliver plucked a book off a shelve. With his cloak, he wiped the dust off the cover. The Settled Dust, it read. Aptly named, Oliver thought.  
 
    The library was still in the House of Zarlock, but there was something different about it. A House so big, it should have needed hundreds of staff to keep it clean. It had none, but the rooms were spotless. Apart from this library, which was dusty and dimly light, and the door had to be pulled open…      
 
    Sambit sat down on a big red chair right beneath the chandelier. Lucinda stood alert, as she always seemed to be, and the twins disappeared between the aisles. They returned shortly, empty handed.    
 
    “There might be over a million books here,” Fiona said glumly, collapsing onto a sofa. “And they’re not organised very well.”   
 
    Oliver didn’t like the library much. There was just something about it… he noticed another peculiarity. It was colder in here than it was in the rest of the House. He felt a shiver crawl up his spine. He did not like this place at all, he decided.  
 
    “Well, it was worth a try. Shall we go?” Oliver asked hurriedly.       
 
    Fiona’s eyes narrowed. “No. We’re not giving up. It’s still the best idea we have. We’re just taking a moment to let the enormity of the task sink in…” 
 
    She stood up and began to pace, and Oliver was impressed by how quickly she had let the enormity sink in. “It may seem unorganised, but there has to be a system, and all we have to do is understand the system, and then we will find the books we need.”  
 
    “So…” she stopped pacing in front of a shelf and picked up a book. She blew the dust off the cover, read the title and silently placed the book back. She turned abruptly to face everyone. “Any ideas?”  
 
    Oliver tilted his head to the right and strained his ear. He thought he heard something. A faint echo. To his left, there it was again. This time he heard a thud, followed by the echo.   
 
    “Guys…”  
 
    There were more thuds, and they came from every direction. Sambit stood up, Lucinda’s staff came out, and the twins huddled next to each other. A loud thud came from the aisle before Oliver, he saw dust rising from the spot where it landed, and then he heard a screeching sound.  
 
    “Lucinda,” Oliver grabbed hold of her arm.  
 
    She had seen it too, her staff hung by her right ready to strike, she stepped into the aisle, and they fell in line behind her. The dust had settled, and the faint outlines of what lay underneath appeared.  
 
    It was small, its front was sharp and pointed, its body expanded like a rectangle, and as the dust cleared off its back, its leathery skin appeared, showing bright colours and… writing. 
 
    “…it’s a book,” Fiona said.  
 
    She stepped past Lucinda and stood over the object. It lay flat on the ground, opened. The spine of it suddenly rose up, pushed by the back cover. And then the front cover moved forward, dragging with it half the pages of the book.   
 
    It was a book, and it was crawling its way towards them. Fiona picked it up and read the cover.  
 
    “It’s about wolves,” her eyes lit up and she rushed past them, coming into the centre of the library, she disappeared through another aisle. They followed after her and as they reached the centre, she had returned with another two books, a huge smile on her face. “More wolves!”    
 
    “Where?” Sambit asked as he darted around.     
 
    “The books are all about wolves! I think I know how this library is organised. You just think what you want, and it sends it your way.” She dropped onto a chair, placed two of the books onto the table, and opened the third.  
 
    The thudding continued as more books fell off shelves. The first book emerged from an aisle, and dragging itself, it came to a stop on the floor beside Jenna’s chair. Another book appeared and as it reached the same spot, it climbed on top of the other book. The fifth book that came struggled to climb onto the others. 
 
    Sambit gave it a helping nudge. “They seem so weak.”     
 
    “Like the rest of the library,” Lucinda said softly. “Cold… dark… dusty… as if it’s dying.”   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 12 
 
       
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It turned out there were a lot of books on wolves. They came like little baby turtles rising from beneath the sand, heading towards the sea. The books formed stacks, surrounding the twins, engulfing them.  
 
    Lucinda had asked ever so politely if they could go and check out the armoury. Oliver thought it an odd request. He had stared at her suspiciously, but her face was completely still and unreadable, giving away nothing.  
 
    Sambit had jumped at the suggestion, whispering quietly into Oliver’s ear that it might be wise to get away before the twins made them read. Fiona had rolled her eyes, the whispering apparently not having achieved its intended purpose. But she said nothing. And they rushed out before Felicity could speak up.     
 
    For the second time that day, Oliver knew where to go. He was beginning to understand the House better. He simply had to think of where he wanted to be, and much like a string tied to his finger, the House would gently tug him towards it.  
 
    The House of Zarlock had two armouries, and they were close to each other. One was the room where lay the wand, shield and chainmail armour of Zarlock, the room with the men in armour standing on either side, the room where he had fucked the three-breasted witch.  
 
    There was another armoury further down the corridor, the main armoury. Oliver sensed instantly that that was wrong. Further down was a larger armoury. The main armoury lay in one of the outer buildings.  
 
    The torches flared as they stepped into the room. The walls were shelved and stacked with metallic brooms, staffs, shields, and body armour. At the far end, placed on holders attached to the wall were the expandable metals. There were only brooms and staffs, no shields or wands, and there were only a few.  
 
    “Here we are,” Oliver held his hands out.  
 
    Lucinda spun around on the spot, the silver metals sparkling in the torch-lit flames. “There’s a lot of stuff here…” she smiled awkwardly. “Um, can I borrow some of it, my lord?”  
 
    Oliver wouldn’t have noticed it before. But his eyesight was much better now. She was blushing, ever so lightly. He wondered why she was asking him, it’s not like he cared for any of it. But then it was his house, he supposed, which meant everything inside it was his too.  
 
    “Sure,” he couldn’t see why not. “Help yourself to whatever you like.” Take the whole house too, if you want, he thought.    
 
    “Thank you, my lord,” Lucinda beamed. 
 
    She immediately made a beeline for the end of the room and the expandable metals. She pulled off a staff from its holder on the wall. Her eyes lit up as it expanded in her hand. She spun it around a few times before slashing at thin air. Oliver would have whistled if he could.  
 
    Whatever she was doing with the staff looked very impressive. 
 
    In fact, Lucinda as a specimen looked fantastic. Her red cloak fitted on her body perfectly, the slit through the centre once more revealing her generous bosom. For a long time now, Oliver had wanted to pick Lucinda up, throw her on her back and fuck her.  
 
    “My lord?” Lucinda asked, her eyes wide with confusion and a hint of fear, she dropped the staff from her hand.  
 
    “It’s okay,” Oliver told her, as he stood inches away from her.  
 
    He reached for her cloak, and grabbing it by the left shoulder, flung it off her. Lucinda’s body shuddered as the cold hit her, as she stood naked before him. Even as her body trembled, as she stood with her shoulders hunched, her legs pressed together, she was so damned beautiful. Oliver grabbed her by the left nipple, and pulling her close, he kissed her on the lips. His other hand felt her pussy.  
 
    He pulled away from her and stared into her red eyes. “It’s dry,” he told her. “I thought you were a whore. Why is your cunt dry?” 
 
    “I’m s-sorry, m-my lord,” Lucinda said, her body shaking.  
 
    Oliver couldn’t believe it. Why was her pussy dry? Did she not find him attractive? How could she not? He was Lord Zarlock, he was the most powerful man in the world. And he was tall, dark and handsome. How could she not like him?  
 
    And then it hit him. Maybe she did like him, but maybe her vagina had stopped working. If that was the case, Oliver was certain he could fix it. Still holding her by the nipple with one hand, he told her to open her legs. With some difficulty, Lucinda obeyed his command, opening her legs, making visible her beautiful pussy. 
 
    Oliver slapped her cunt with his free hand. It was a hard slap, and a gasp escaped her lips. But her pussy was still dry. He would have to hit it harder. Oliver gave Lucinda’s cunt another three hard slaps, and when he was done, her eyes were wet, but her pussy was still dry. It didn’t make sense.  
 
    Letting go of her nipple, he stepped back to take in Lucinda’s nakedness properly and at the same time, assess what could be done to wet the whore’s cunt. From the corner of his eye, Oliver spotted a golden object fly towards him. He turned and deftly caught the expandable broom Sambit had thrown.  
 
    “Want to fly?” Sambit asked, apparently completely oblivious to what Oliver was doing to Lucinda.    
 
    The metal was cold, but Oliver could feel the warmth spread into it. Was that his magic? The broom began to expand, the metal clicking as the ends lengthened and the handle thickened.  
 
    Flying did sound like fun. Sparing Lucinda a final glance, Oliver mounted the broom and shot out of the room. Sambit zoomed in next to him, grinning. They flew side by side, each egging the other to fly faster. Luckily, the doors seemed to anticipate their speed and each opened in time. Oliver took a left, climbed up a set of steps and shot towards a balcony, Sambit right behind him. 
 
    He flew out into the open, loving the feel of cold air hitting his face. There was no doubt, metal brooms were much better than wooden ones. Not only were they sturdier, but he felt more in control, and less afraid of falling off one and dying.   
 
    They circled the house, and as they flew over the front steps, two Soaring Eagles hastily mounted their brooms. Once in the air, they trailed after him, keeping their distance. Oliver wondered if that was what his life was going to be like from now on, always being watched, always being followed. 
 
    Attached adjacent to the main house were large gardens enclosed by high walls. Beyond that, the terrain changed as small hills rose, and past that were lakes and forests. Oliver was only beginning to realise how big the island really was. And dotted around it were buildings of all sizes, from small wooden sheds, to large stone buildings rising up four floors and more.  
 
    The skies were clear, and the moon shone brightly, but the sun had set, so it was dark. And the dark did wonders to the imagination, making you see a great many unnatural things. That was what it had to be, the movement he saw below of what looked like four-legged beasts. It had to be his mind playing tricks on him.   
 
    Nagrukis’?  
 
    He shook his head.  
 
    It couldn’t be, could it?  
 
    He turned his broom around and headed for the House of Zarlock. He had done enough flying for one night. The first open balcony he spotted, he shot into it, Sambit following closely behind. They weaved their way down flights of stairs, through empty halls and corridors until they came to the dimly lit tunnel. 
 
    They found the twins sitting in exactly the same seats, their posture unchanged, backs straight. The only difference being the pile of books beside them which had grown considerably.  
 
    “Hey,” Oliver said. “Found anything?”  
 
    “Yes. We’ve found exactly what we were looking for. We’re just sitting here going through the rest because we’re enjoying this so much,” Felicity said moodily.  
 
    Sarcasm when it suits them, Oliver thought. He grinned. “Brilliant. That means we can go?”  
 
    Felicity snapped her book shut and glared at him.  
 
    “There are too many books, and we don’t really know what we’re looking for, aside from books on wolves, that is,” Fiona said glumly. “We might be here awhile.”  
 
    “I’m bored,” Sambit said.  
 
    “Where’s Lucinda?” Fiona asked, ignoring him. 
 
    Lucinda.  
 
    Oliver’s eyes widened in alarm as he recalled what he had done to her. What had that been all about? It wasn’t the first time he’d done something like that. Hannah, the girl in the House of Lords, he’d slapped her cunt too. It was like he had an inability to control himself sometimes. He wondered if it was something he should be worried about?  
 
    He was about to rush out of the library to go and find Lucinda when she appeared from behind a book shelf.  
 
     “Oh, hey,” Oliver said sheepishly, his face colouring. 
 
    “My lord,” Lucinda bowed her head slightly.  
 
    Oliver wanted to say something, to apologise for his behaviour. He even opened his mouth to do so, then stopped, hesitating. Maybe he should do it when they were alone. If she would ever be alone with him again. Although, Lucinda did look perfectly normal. There was no sign of the tears that had swelled up in her eyes. She had her cloak back on. And in one hand, she held the shield of Zarlock, and in the other, she held a sparkling silver top? At a second glance, Oliver realised it was a chainmail top.  
 
    Lucinda held up the chainmail vest. “I hope you don’t mind, my lord?” she asked, her voice flat.  
 
    Oliver shook his head. He didn’t mind at all. After what he’d done, he owed her big time. He still couldn’t understand why he’d done that. It wasn’t the first time he’d thought of fucking her. Not only was she incredibly hot, but she pranced around wearing nothing but a cloak. And every time there was a gust of wind, or she moved, she basically flashed every bystander. But despite that, Oliver had never made a move on her in the past. What had come over him in that brief moment of insanity? 
 
    “I also thought you might want this, my lord,” she said, holding the shield up. “It has helped you in the past.”  
 
    She threw the shield at him. Oliver caught it deftly. The shield was heavy, but not in the way that made you want to put it down. He stared down at circular shield, the purple centre surrounded by gold. It was heavy in a good way. Holding it made him feel powerful, it made him feel confident.  
 
    Sighing, Fiona stood up. “You will bring us back, wont you?” she asked.    
 
    Coming back to the House of Zarlock hadn’t bothered Oliver as much as he thought it would. He still didn’t love it here, but the strong feelings attached to his bad memories of the place seemed to be fading. And he had missed Shera, the loveable and fierce tiger that was afraid of a library.  
 
    “You don’t have to bring us back,” Felicity said and when both he and Fiona stared at her in surprise, she added, “Just tell the House to let us in. We can come on our own.”  
 
    “Tell the House to let you back in?” Oliver repeated, staring at her stupidly.  
 
    “Yes,” Felicity said, as if it were the most obvious thing ever.  
 
    “Okay…Sure,” Oliver said. “House,” he raised his voice and looked up. “Please let Fiona and Felicity,” he paused, suddenly realising he didn’t know their surname. Deciding this was not a good time to ask, he continued, “into the house… whenever they want to come…” his eyes returned to Felicity.  
 
    She was either going to glare at him, or ignore him. It was the latter. That meant she was satisfied with what he had just done.  
 
    “Let’s go,” Fiona put her book down and shot to her feet. 
 
    Oliver was up for leaving. This house was literally the place of his nightmares. It was a long house, and instead of walking out, he decided it would be easier and quicker if he flew his way out. He mounted his broom, zoomed through the shelves and came to the door when he stopped.  
 
    Melisandre.  
 
    She had come with him to the House of Zarlock, along with her two maids, or slaves, he still wasn’t sure. And then, she’d quite abruptly left him and everyone else to wonder off.  
 
    He liked Melisandre. She’d saved his life and sucked his cock too. But, she’d also tried to kill him once, attacked his cock more than once, and she was the daughter of Lord Dragonoski.  
 
    When she appeared at the bottom of the treehouse, wanting to come to the House of Zarlock with him, he thought it might have been because they were sort of friends. It wouldn’t have been the first time she’d tagged along with him. Sure, she had her two girls with her, but he didn’t think much of it. There was so much weird shit in Atlantis, you never really cared about the little things.  
 
    But once they arrived, she ditched him, walked off with her two girls. And now he began to doubt her just a little. Why was she here? 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver knew where Melisandre was. It was an odd feeling, as if the House could read his mind, then speak to him, as if it were in his mind. He didn’t like it. It brought memories of the shapeshifter, Talasha. He shuddered, remembering how she had entered his mind once, how she had seen images of Harmony.  
 
    Oliver flew most of the way on his broom. Melisandre was in a room near the front of the house, to the left. As he came to the corridor outside the bedroom she was in, he dismounted. Her door was open, but Oliver still knocked before walking in. It was a large bedroom lavishly furnished and with a door leading to a balcony. It was in the balcony that Melisandre stood, her hands on the railing, she stared out at the water gushing down the mountain, crashing into the lake below, steam rising.  
 
    She glanced back as Oliver joined her on the balcony. She looked so beautiful, so stunning and exotic with her white hair…  
 
    “We’re going to leave now,” Oliver told her.  
 
    “I’m going to stay, if that’s okay,” Melisandre said.  
 
    “Stay?” Oliver asked, confused. “Stay here?” he asked, and when she nodded, he added, “in the House of Zarlock? Like, spend the night? All by yourself?”  
 
    “I won’t be alone. I have Filipa and Celsk,” Melisandre said. “I would like to stay here for more than a night, if that’s okay with you?” 
 
    It was a strange request that completely threw Oliver off. He couldn’t see anything wrong with her staying here, but for the life of him, he couldn’t imagine why she would want to.  
 
    “I need a safe place to stay for me, Celsk and Filipa,” Melisandre said, as she returned to staring towards the waterfall. “My father will send for me again, and there are very few places where I can escape his reach. This is one of those.” She continued to stare ahead, not meeting his eyes, she asked, “You don’t have a problem with me staying here, do you?”  
 
    Oliver nodded his head instantly. She’d saved his life more than once. He owed her. And the whole reason Melisandre needed to hide from her father was because she had saved his life. The least he could do was let her stay here. He wondered how safe the place really was though. It was a big empty house at the top of a mountain, with nobody around fore miles and miles.  
 
    “What if he sends men to come for you here?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “He won’t,” Melisandre said knowingly. “He’s not stupid enough to send his men to charge the House of Zarlock. Not yet, at least.”  
 
    Oliver supposed that was a fair point. Not only was the House sort of alive, it would be a pretty risky thing to do to attack another lord’s house. Tantamount to a declaration of war, he imagined. Sure, he was new to this lord thing, but that didn’t mean he was completely oblivious to the politics.  
 
    Celsk and Filipa appeared, standing by the door that led to the balcony. They were both of a similar age to Oliver, early twenties. Both wore simple grey cloaks, their hair tied back, their faces pale, their eyes round.  
 
    “Your bath is ready, my lady,” Celsk said.  
 
    Melisandre stepped away from the edge of the balcony and entered the room. Celsk and Filipa came to stand behind her. Melisandre raised her arms, the two maids slipped off her silky white gown. He should have noticed it earlier. Melisandre was wearing a cloak when she flew here with him. In the time he’d spent with the others, Melisandre had changed into a gown. He didn’t recall her bringing a bag of clothes, and was going to ask about that, if she had brought her belongings for a prolonged stay when he realised that, underneath the gown, Melisandre was completely naked.  
 
    Oliver had seen Melisandre naked once before, the night she came to the treehouse, drugged him, then threw him into the Killing Pits. His eyes trawled down her pale body, taking in her breasts, her flat stomach, her shaven cunt, her long legs…  
 
    “If you’ll excuse me, my lord,” Melisandre said. She turned and headed towards the door to the left of the room, the one that led into the bathroom.  
 
    Oliver watched her go, his eyes firmly on her ass. She’d called him “lord”. She’d never done that before, had she? Something Sambit had said suddenly popped into his mind. He’d mentioned how Oliver would have to move into the House of Zarlock because Katrina sure as hell wasn’t going to live in the tree house.  
 
    Katrina, his wife, she was not going to be very impressed to learn that he had allowed Melisandre to move into the House of Zarlock.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A week passed, and Oliver still hadn’t told Katrina about Melisandre moving into the House of Zarlock. To be fair, he had only seen her once, and the opportunity to talk about things like that hadn’t really risen.  
 
    Katrina, his wife, was a busy woman, it seemed. Oliver was on his way back from school, which for some reason, he still attended. Not that school wasn’t important, but it just seemed like there were more important things to do. And, school wasn’t the same anymore. Classes were half empty. A lot of the students had dropped out because of the werewolves attach.  
 
    As he climbed up the steps, he knew she was in the tree house. He could smell the scent of rose flowers, her signature scent. She was sitting on the bed, looking as beautiful as ever. The gorgeous green blouse she wore, Oliver wanted to rip it off.  
 
    He made to do as much, raising his hands to grab her chest, when she held his hands and standing up, she pushed back. Turned out she didn’t have time to fuck. Apparently, she’d come to scold him.  
 
    Yup, his wife, who he’d only slept with once, and that too because she wanted to consummate the marriage, was far too busy for sex, but had time to fly out all the way to the School or Merlin just to scold him.  
 
    “Is it true Sambit sent men to the Borderlands to search for Harmony?” Katrina asked, a frown on her face.  
 
    He better had, Oliver thought. It was one of the reasons he had married Katrina in the first place. He knew his wife wasn’t jealous of him being with other women. She had pretty much said as much on their wedding night, that for wizards and witches, marriage did not mean monogamy. So why was she annoyed with Sambit? Oliver asked as much.  
 
    “I don’t care if you find Harmony and bring her back. It would actually make me happier to see you stop moping around like a sullen little child and-” 
 
    “I don’t mope,” Oliver said, his voice sullen.  
 
    “Actually be Lord Zarlock,” Katrina continued, completely ignoring him. “What I am worried about is of you doing something stupid, like dashing off to the Borderlands to save Harmony,” Katrina’s brown eyes bore into him. She took a step closer, her hands reached down and sliding inside his jeans, her fingers brushed past his cock. She held his balls gently in her hand. “Promise me you’ll speak with me before you do something stupid,” Katrina said. 
 
    Oliver didn’t promise, because he knew deep down that if word came of Harmony’s whereabouts, he would probably dash off to save her. Katrina’s hand tightened around his balls, causing him to squirm. 
 
    “Let go you psychotic bitch,” Oliver yelled.   
 
    “Promise!” Katrina said back.  
 
    “Fine,” Oliver said, grunting. “I promise I won’t do anything stupid.”  
 
    Satisfied, Katrina released her grip on his balls. “Thank you,” she said before she leaned in and kissed him on the lips.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver sat on his bed in the tree house, staring down at his left arm, confused. The last time he’d picked up the shield of Zarlock, it had helped him defeat Diana Balan in the House of Zarlock. He remembered the shield expanding around him as the wolf charged.  
 
    And then, after that, in the House of Zarlock, Lucinda passed him the shield. It felt good to hold it in his hand. He didn’t know when, or if any of Sambit’s men would come with news of Harmony. But he figured it would be good to have the shield of Zarlock with him were he to suddenly rush off to save Harmony.  
 
    Oliver was supposed to meet with Sambit soon, to train with his staff. He’d picked the shield up and put his left arm through the holder.  
 
    And then something unexpected happened.  
 
    The shield began to shrink, the metal shot under his shirt sleeve, coating his arm elbow down in gold, the purples metals extended towards his hand.  
 
    Oliver pulled his sleeve back and held up his left arm. It was like armour, but incredibly thin, not restricting his movement at all. His arm was gold; his hand was purple. Oliver tapped his fingers together and heard a faint clink. His hand and part of his arm was metallic. It felt strange, it felt wonderful, powerful too, as if his magic was already flowing through the shield.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver trudged up the hill, staff in his right hand, the shield merged with his left hand. Sambit was to come and meet him at the bottom of the tree house so that they could train with their staffs. Oliver was pretty keen on learning how to use the damned thing. The staff of Zarlock was intuitive, but practice made everything better, he assumed.  
 
    Except, Sambit never turned up.  
 
    Which wasn’t a huge surprise. Sambit was the sort of guy to forget about things and instead head off for a drink or a fuck. He’d changed for a bit, after saving Harmony and Bella from the Fengi, Sambit seemed to not fuck or drink as much. But old habits die hard. He was back to his old ways.  
 
    Once inside the school, Oliver headed straight for Sambit’s dorm, running up the steps, his staff and shield both golden, both sparkling. He caught a lot of stares, a few smiles from girls. As he reached the landing at the top of the stairs, a green-haired girl stood before him.  
 
    “My lord,” she said, and then she slid out of her robe and stood before him, completely naked.  
 
    Oliver stared at her, his eyes wide, not because she was naked, but because he was sure he knew her. And then he noticed the hint of blond pubic hair on her mostly shaven cunt.  
 
    “Bellatrix?” he asked, and she smiled. It was her. “What did you do to your hair?”  
 
    “I dyed it green, my lord,” she said. “Do you like?”  
 
    Oliver had seen Bellatrix naked before, in Sambit’s room. She was tall for a witch, taller even than some Dalits, and with the green hair, her firm breasts, the nipples perky in the cold, Bellatrix could pass for a Dalit. Question was, why did she want to? And why green?  
 
    Oliver’s face tightened. “You dyed your hair green,” he said, his voice cold.   
 
    “I thought-” Bellatrix paused, her eyes faltered. 
 
    Oliver took a step towards her. “You thought what?” he snarled. “That I’d fuck you just because your hair was green?”  
 
    Bellatrix took a step back, fear in her eyes, her lips quivered, but no words came out. Oliver didn’t feel sympathy for her. He was angry, and his anger boiled over.  
 
    “You want to replace my Dalit, do you?” he asked, growling. “You want to be a green-haired whore?” Oliver asked, his voice rising. “Because that’s all Dalits are, right? Just whores to be used and abused.”  
 
    The staff fell out of his hands as Oliver grabbed Bellatrix by the cunt, his fingers tightening, the colour drained from her face as she held back a cry. He pushed her against the wall, then slapped her across the face. He didn’t know where this rage was coming from, but Oliver really wanted to hurt the girl, to use her sexuality against her. 
 
    With his hand around her neck, he pushed her to the ground, animalistic rage flowing through every vein, he pulled his trousers down, bringing his cock out, he roughly pulled aside Bellatrix’s legs and drove his cock inside her pussy. He could see the tears dropping down her suddenly pale cheeks, could see her lips trembling as he continued to fuck her cunt. But he didn’t care. The bitch deserved to be treated like this. She wanted to be a Dalit, be his Dalit, so he was going to treat her like a Dalit.  
 
    Oliver grabbed her nipples and squeezed them hard, finally making the whore scream as he came inside her.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
        
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     Oliver wondered the halls in shock at what had just happened. He knew he wasn’t a perfect guy, but he never expected to be capable of such a despicable act. Part of him wished he had run after Bellatrix to apologise for his behaviour, even though no apology could ever be enough. The other part of him worried what he might do if he did catch up to her. Would he turn violent again? Where did this sudden rage come from? Oliver knew it was unhealthy to let things build up, but that didn’t mean he should explode like that…  
 
    After wondering around aimlessly awhile, the shock began to pass and Oliver decided to make his way back to the tree house. He was hungry but heading to the cafeteria wasn’t an option. He couldn’t face anyone right now. No, he needed a place to hide in shame for what he had done. And after that… Oliver had no idea what he was supposed to do after that…  
 
    As he made his way down the path that led to the tree house, Oliver’s eyes fell on the trees broken by the werewolves as they charged out of the dense forest. He felt a pang as he thought of Harmony being dragged away by the beasts. The need to bring her back never diminished, but for the first time, there was some hesitation.  
 
    He needed to figure out what had just happened. After what he’d done to Bellatrix, was Harmony safer away from him? Was his rage a one of thing, or was it a constant? He thought back to the time he’d hurt Hannah in the House of Lords, and when he’d de-robed Melisandre in the House of Zarlock. Was that a pattern emerging?   
 
    Oliver climbed up the tree house, and then froze on the front porch. Fiona was sitting in the tree house, on his bed, a book in hand. He didn’t want to see her right now. He wanted to be alone.  
 
    But it was a bit late for that. She’d seen him, had placed her book away and was now staring at him.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asked.  
 
    Sighing, Oliver walked into the tree house and slumped on the sofa opposite the bed. “Nothing,” he said, not very convincingly. 
 
    “What happened to your hand?” Fiona asked.  
 
    “My hand?” Oliver asked, glancing at his hands. And then he remembered, his left hand was purple because the shield of Zarlock had somehow merged itself with his flesh. He told Fiona about it, happy for the distraction.  
 
    Fiona nodded as he spoke, and once he was finished, she said, “So, it’s not the hand. What is it? Did you do something?”  
 
    Oliver frowned. She wasn’t going to let it go. If there was one thing those twins were good at, it was being annoyingly persistent. Actually, they were good at a lot of things. They were brilliant at being annoyingly persistent.  
 
    Oliver decided to tell Fiona. He had to own up to what he had just done. He deserved repercussions, thought he doubted there would be any what with him being Lord Zarlock. When he finished telling Fiona everything, she didn’t seem that taken aback by his debauchery. In fact, she nodded knowingly.  
 
    “Why are you not shocked?” Oliver asked, annoyed, wondering if she thought so little of him that she wasn’t the least bit surprised to hear of what he’d done. “When someone tells you they raped another person, you’re supposed to be surprised. Even in fucking Atlantis.”  
 
    “It’s not unheard of,” Fiona said.  
 
    “What isn’t?” 
 
    “When the binding spell is removed from a person, it does things to the brain. Sometimes it can remove a few of their filters, their inhibitions, other times, it gives them moments of madness. The binding you had…” she shrugged. “I’m surprised you haven’t done much worse.”  
 
    It took a while for Oliver to process what she had just said. And then, he stared at her, his eyes wide. “This can be fixed, right?” he asked desperately.  
 
    “There are some witches you can visit, but…” Fiona shrugged.  
 
    “But what?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Sometimes the damage is too much,” Fiona said. “But yours doesn’t seem so bad.”  
 
    “The damage or what I did?”  
 
    “What you did isn’t so bad,” Fiona said. “The damage is probably horrendous. Those bindings you had,” she shuddered. “You really should be grateful you’re not a complete madman right now.”  
 
    “If that’s supposed to be comforting, it really isn’t,” he muttered. “How am I-” 
 
    Oliver stopped talking as he heard feet clambering up the wooden planks that had been hammered into the trunk of the tree. They both turned towards. It was Sambit.     
 
    “They found her,” he said.  
 
    “Found who?” Fiona asked.  
 
    “Harmony,” Sambit said.     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    This was precisely the sort of thing Katrina had told him not to do, to fly off in a mad rush to save Harmony. He was a little surprised at how accurate her foretelling had been. He was literally flying off to the Borderlands to save Harmony.  
 
    Sambit had sent many men in search of Harmony and the other Dalits. Some had flown past the Line of Control and into wolf territory, others had searched the Borderlands in case Harmony had managed to escape.  
 
    Askan was one of those. He had moved from village to village, following up every lead of any woman that had managed to escape from the werewolves. The Line of Control was supposed to hold the wolves back, but it was a vast wall, and rumours persisted of wolves breaching the wall, grabbing mostly witches, and then taking them back to the mountains where they were used as sex slaves.  
 
    The way Askan described her, it did sound like Harmony. A green-haired Dalit that had just escaped from the werewolves. She was resting in a farmhouse close to the Line of Control. Injured, she was being cared for by the farmer and his wife. The green-haired girl Askan had seen did meet the description, but he hadn’t been able to ask her if she really was Harmony. The girl had been unconscious. The farmer found her close to the wall, weak. He’d heard her mumble something about wolves and getting back to “Olier”. In Oliver’s mind, there was no doubt that it was Harmony. The farmer must have misheard. She was saying his name.    
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver felt pretty confident as he set off with Sambit. Sure, they were heading for an area that had strange customs and strange people. But he’d been there before, had fought off the Fengi, and that was before he knew how to use a staff, or had the shield of Zarlock attached to his arm. All in all, he was much more fit for battle this time, should a need for that arise. He was hoping it didn’t.  
 
    Harmony had managed to escape from the wolves, to cross the Line of Control and re-enter wizard territory. She’d done her bit. It was time for him to do his bit, to go to her, tend to her.  
 
    It was already late afternoon when they set off on their brooms. Sambit had wanted time to gather more men in case there was trouble. But Oliver was insistent that they leave immediately. He was so close to getting her back. He wasn’t going to wait around for Sambit to gather a small army, and in the process, alert Katrina to what was going on. He didn’t have the patience or the time to deal with his wife right now.  
 
    Sambit led the way as they flew towards the Borderlands. Beneath them lay the vast continent of Atlantis, green and sparse. It was a long journey. Oliver didn’t want to stop, but Sambit insisted they do. Askan had been flying since the morning, and he had spent the night before following rumours that eventually led to the finding of Harmony. Although he said nothing, Oliver could tell that if they didn’t stop soon for a break, the guy was going to fall off his broom.   
 
    Midway through, somewhat reluctantly, Oliver agreed to stop for a break. They zoomed out of the sky in a small town and found an inn to grab a bite to eat and drink. It was a similar in size to the town near the School of Merlin, but it was dirtier, much like the ones he had passed on his way to the House of Lords. Most of the people in the inn wore grey cloaks, torn in parts, some had smudges of dirt on their bony faces. Then there were the few that were immaculately dressed, beautiful shiny cloaks and lots of gold and silver round their necks and hands.  
 
    Oliver and Sambit raised a few eyebrows as they walked into the dark and dusty inn, but so did the next person to walk in who wasn’t dressed like a beggar. Oliver, Sambit and Askan ordered bread, meat and drinks, and after gobbling them down, they set off once more for the Borderlands.  
 
    Feeling more refreshed, Askan led the way, and they flew past the last major town before the Line of Control. The Line of Control that Oliver could now see in the distance. It was a massive wall made of redbrick that rose over a hundred feet high and stretched as far as the eye could see. And beyond the wall was the mountains west, the place where the werewolves came from.  
 
    They were only a few miles away from the wall when Askan began to drop. They were so high up, at first, Oliver wasn’t sure where they were landing. And then he spotted it. It was barely a town. Just bigger than a village. There were about six or seven two storey buildings in the centre of the town and littered around it were a few small cottages.  
 
    They landed in the centre of the town on the rough cobbled square. Askan led them to the only inn. Once inside, Askan excused himself, going off to find his contact, the one that had led him to find Harmony in the first place, the same man who knew the farmer who had taken Harmony in.  
 
    As they waited, Sambit sauntered off towards the bar. Oliver wasn’t in the mood for drinks. He felt anxious, impatient. Sambit returned with two mugs, and when Oliver declined, he gulped them both down.   
 
    “You olrite?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Just a little nervous,” Sambit said.  
 
    “Why?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “This close to the Line of Control… the werewolves breached that wall,” he muttered. “I don’t like it.”  
 
    The door opened and Askan walked in, followed by another man.  
 
    “I am Janus, my lords,” the man bowed.  
 
    He was an old man, frail, with a hunched back.  
 
    “Have you seen Harmony?” Oliver asked immediately. “Are you sure it’s her? Describe her to me.”  
 
    “A Dalit with green hair,” the old man said.  
 
    Oliver frowned. That wasn’t a great description. The werewolves had taken three Dalits with green hair. Harmony, Bella and Esmeralda. How was he to know which one had managed to escape? He knew it was wrong to have favourites amongst his three Dalits, but he’d known Harmony the longest. He would be disappointed if it were Esmeralda…  
 
    Oliver stood up. “Take me to her,” he said.  
 
    The old man nodded before bowing once more. He had a bag in hand, and he reached inside it. “But you must wear these first,” he said.  
 
    They were old torn and tattered cloaks. Oliver stared at them quizzically.  
 
    “You must blend in, my lords,” the old man said. “This close to the Line of Control, the locals do not care much for the nobles.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver never really cared much for cloaks or clothes in general. Back in the Land of the Wanderers, he had never been the fashionable type. Baggy jeans, a t-shirt and a jumper depending on the weather. And now, being Lord Zarlock, not much had changed there. He still wore the same clothes that he brought from the Land of the Wanderers, mostly. He had a few cloaks now, and some of them were quite nice. Very comfortable.  
 
    This cloak the old man Janus had given him to wear, it wasn’t uncomfortable. It did smell a little though, and it looked terrible.  
 
    It was dark as they set off from the small inn in the centre of the smaller town. Janus led the way down the dark cobbled path. Harmony, or the green-haired Dalit was supposedly a mile or two away in a small farmhouse, her leg injured from a wolf attack, and with a high fever, she was between consciousness’s and in the care of the farmer and his wife.  
 
    Oliver had asked why they were walking and not flying there. To keep a low profile, Janus had said. Apparently, brooms weren’t as common as he thought they were. It was expensive to charm a broom to fly, and not many Borderlanders had brooms. By flying, they would stand out, more so considering the type of brooms Oliver and ambit were flying - shiny metallic ones. Those types of brooms would be very suspicious in this part of Atlantis, and very easy for any wolf on the ground to spot, what with their sharp eye sight. The last thing you wanted was to have a wolf fly at you just as you were landing, Janus had said.  
 
    Oliver knew they were close to the Line of Control. He had seen the enormous wall as they flew here. And even know as they walked in the dark, he could spot the wall through the gaps in-between the branches, looming large. He also knew that wolves had breached the wall before, when they came for him. But it still did surprise him somewhat to hear Janus speak casually of werewolves roaming this side of the wall.  
 
    The Furthest Town, as the locals had so prosaically named it, was nestled amongst the hills just before the Line of Control. The path through the hills was a bumpy one. Oliver was not accustomed to walking in the dark through narrow paths with branches poking at him from all side. But it was better than the alternative - flying over the forest, having a werewolf jump at him out of nowhere.  
 
    And he knew werewolves could jump really high. He’d seen it with his own eyes.   
 
    They left the small town behind, walking silently, Oliver, Sambit and Askan holding their staffs under their cloaks, ready for a sudden attack. The path led them across a narrow-slit in-between the hills. On the other side, the trees and hills gave way to flat farmland.     
 
    Oliver’s heart skipped a beat as he spotted the little farmhouse in the distance, a light shining from it.   
 
    Harmony.  
 
    His pace quickened, and he was about to break into a run when he felt a hand grab hold of him. It was Askan.  
 
    “What?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Askan tilted his head, the way people did in movies to show they were listening out for a sound barely audible.  
 
    “Do you hear that, my lords?” he whispered.  
 
    Oliver didn’t hear a thing. And neither did Sambit. Askan stared into the distance, as if seeing something. Beyond the farmhouse, the wall loomed large and silent. There was nothing there.  
 
    Except…  
 
    Oliver thought he could hear it now, a faint pounding of… 
 
    “Werewolves,” Oliver whispered.  
 
    He could see them now, beyond the farmhouse, a dark swarm rapidly approaching them.  
 
    Sambit placed a hand on Oliver’s shoulder. “We need to get out of here.” 
 
    Oliver stared at the farmhouse and the werewolves beyond. The wolves were still some distance away from it. He was so close to finding Harmony. He couldn’t give up now. Oliver reached inside his cloak and pulled out the golden metallic broom. He squeezed the centre tightly and could feel as this warmth from within him moved down his arm and into the broom.  
 
    It began to glow and expand. Beside him, Sambit did the same. The old man Janus, he turned and fled back towards the town. Oliver wondered what good that would do, but Janus wasn’t his worry.  
 
    Askan was already high up in the air, fearful of wolves leaping up at him. Oliver mounted his broom, but instead of flying back, he shot towards the farmhouse. He wasn’t going to turn back without trying to save her. He was confident he could make it to the farmhouse before the wolves.  
 
    Oliver leaned forward, the broom whizzed ahead, picking up speed, the rushing wind caused the farmhouse to become a blur. As the blur quickly grew in size, Oliver straightened his back, slowing the broom down. He’d made it to the fence around the farmhouse.    
 
    Oliver felt a twitch in his left arm, the arm that had merged with the shield of Zarlock. That was all the warning he received, but it was enough to save his life. The shield sprung up, and there was a loud clatter as the wolf jumped at him, knocking him off his broom.  
 
    Oliver hit the ground with a thud. Rolling over, he sprung to his feet, his shield up, his staff out, he stared at the wolf. It wasn’t the largest wolf he had ever seen. But it was still a big wolf. Oliver didn’t know where it came from. It shouldn’t have been here. It was so much farther ahead of the pack.   
 
    It wasn’t Oliver’s first time battling a wolf. He’d sort of managed to hold his own against Diana Balan, the leader of the wolf pack that had attacked him in the School of Merlin, the same wolf pack that had then kidnapped Harmony. He felt confident. Diana was a much bigger wolf than this one.  
 
    The wolf glanced at his shield, and then sprung at him. He recalled how fast wolves were from his time battling Diana, from watching Lucinda battle the same wolf. This wolf was no different. He was a good twenty feet away when he sprung at Oliver, and then, in the blink of an eye, his jaw was open, his sharp teeth about to rip into Oliver’s throat.  
 
    It was his shield that saved him. He felt it jitter, and he raised it up in the nick of time. The wolf crashed into it, knocking him back to the ground. Oliver had the staff of Zarlock in hand, and he swung it at the wolf, catching it on it’s hind leg.  
 
    The wolf howled and retreated as Oliver climbed back to his feet once more. The wolf stood with a limp as it watched him from afar. Oliver hoped that would be the end of it. 
 
    “You don’t have to die here,” he said, hoping the wolf would run away.  
 
    It was the wrong thing to say. The wolf growled, it bared its teeth, then charged at him, half limping, it was still fast. Oliver was prepared, but so was the wolf. As he struck with his staff, the wolf jumped over it, its mouth open. Oliver’s shield came up, but the wolf was prepared, and instead of crashing into it, it landed on his shield.  
 
    The weight of the wolf baring down on his left arm caused Oliver to drop to his knees. He was in an odd situation. It seemed like the wolf was sitting on his shield, waiting for him to make the move. And Oliver had to make the move, because the wolf was really weighing down on him.  
 
    With the shield covering his view of the wolf, Oliver struck out blindly with his staff, trying to knock the thing off him. It was a mistake. The wolf was expecting him to do as much, and it caught his staff in its mouth.  
 
    Oliver tried to pull it free, but when it came to natural strength, despite being a wizard, he was no match for the wolf. The wolf snatched it out of his hand and threw it aside. Having a free hand did help somewhat. Using both hands, Oliver pushed his shield up, throwing the wolf off.  
 
    He held his arm out, hand open, expecting the staff of Zarlock to fly into it, because… because that was what it did. And when it didn’t, he looked around, wondering what the hell had happened to it. And then he spotted it and knew immediately why it wasn’t in his hand.  
 
    The staff was lodged into the trunk of the large tree beside the fence.  
 
    Oliver groaned, and he could have sworn the wolf grinned. Behind him, he could hear the wolves howling. They had made it to the farmhouse. He glanced around, looking for his broom. It was out of his reach, behind the wolf. Unlike the staff, the broom did not fly into his hand. He would have to retrieve it if he were to get out of here.  
 
    And he hated to admit it, but that’s what he was thinking now, of escaping. If Harmony really was in the farmhouse, the wolves had her now. They had taken her prisoner once, he hoped they would do the same and not harm her.  
 
    His shield up, Oliver charged at the wolf, hoping to take it by surprise.  
 
    It did not work.  
 
    The wolf was not surprised at all.  
 
    As he came closer, it simply jumped over him, then biting into his back, it ripped off his cloak. Oliver screamed in pain as he felt the teeth dig into his back. He spun around, aiming to strike the wolf on the head with his shield. The wolf was one step ahead again and it moved back and out of the way, before charging at him.  
 
    Oliver could feel the twitch of his shield, and he knew it wanted to come up, but being tired, he wasn’t quick enough. The wolf crashed into his chest, knocking him to the ground, it stood over him, one large paw on his chest, it growled, baring teeth.  
 
    It was going to eat him, Oliver was sure of it. This was how he was going to die, eaten by a werewolf.  
 
    And then, there was a loud thud, and the wolf fell on top of him. Standing behind it was Sambit, staff in hand, he stared down at the wolf, a satisfied grin on his face.  
 
    Oliver pushed the wolf off him and scrambled to his feet. He reached behind and felt his back. There was blood, but not a huge amount. He was going to live, or at least, not die from the bite to his back.  
 
    He glanced down at the body of the wolf. It lay on the ground, still. Sambit held his staff over it, a strange look on his face. 
 
    “What uh… what are you thinking?” Oliver asked. 
 
    Sambit looked up at him, uncertainty on his face. “We should kill it, shouldn’t it?”  
 
    The wolf had tried to kill him, and given the chance, Oliver figured it would do it again. Oliver had killed before, but usually, when he did it, the beasts were alive, and trying to actively kill him. He found it was a little harder to kill something that was unconscious.  
 
    And then, the wolf began to change. Its fur began to recede as it’s body began to shrink, until all that was left was the naked body of a girl. And that was what she was, a girl of about seventeen, maybe eighteen. A tall girl, as tall as Oliver, if not taller. Those wolves were damned big.  
 
    Sambit put his staff away. “Can’t kill her now,” he muttered.  
 
    Oliver was about to make a joke. He wasn’t sure what the joke was going to be, something along the lines of Sambit and naked women. He was confident once he opened his mouth, the words would have flowed out correctly.  
 
    Except, he didn’t get a chance to open his mouth. A blood curdling scream came from the direction of the farmhouse. Oliver glanced up. From where he stood, he could see the wolves. Any moment now, they would see him too. Oliver ran up to the tree and grabbing his staff with both hands, he pulled it out. He was about to run towards the farmhouse when he felt a hand grab him by the arm.  
 
    “It’s too late,” Sambit said.    
 
    Oliver knew Sambit was right. He could barely fight off one wolf without needing Sambit’s help. There was no chance of him fighting the entire pack back. He should turn and flee while he still had the chance. But… he was so close to reaching Harmony.  
 
    “Maybe it’s not her in there,” Sambit said. “Or, even if it is, if they didn’t harm her once, maybe they wont a second time. Maybe you’ll get another chance to save her. But to do that, we need to get out of here now.”  
 
    Oliver could see the wolves circling the farmhouse, some had their noses to the ground, searching for something. Possibly any wizards or witches that were hiding elsewhere. If they didn’t look up and see him, they would probably pick up his scent. And the speed they moved at…  
 
    Oliver turned and picked up his broom, and then, with staff in hand, he whacked the naked wolf girl on the head.  
 
    “You are brutal,” Sambit commented. “Hitting an unconscious naked girl, especially one with such proportions. She’s bigger than Dalits.”  
 
    “I’m not abusing her,” Oliver said. “I just want to make sure she doesn’t wake up soon,” he added.  
 
    “Why do you care when she wakes up?” Sambit asked. “We’re leaving right now.”  
 
    It was true. They were leaving right now. But Oliver was planning on taking the wolf girl with him. He was going to come back for Harmony, even if it meant flying into the heart of werewolves’ world, way past the Line of Control.  
 
    But before he did that, he was going to learn everything there was to learn about wolves. And this naked unconscious girl was going to tell him everything there was to tell.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue   
 
      
 
    It wasn’t easy flying back with an unconscious werewolf. Luckily, Askan, who had earlier shot up into the sky at the first mention of wolves, re-joined them as they flew out and away from the wall. The first town they reached, they dropped down on the outskirts, staying behind the trees as Askan went off to buy rope. What we came back with could only be described as sadistic. It was really thick metal rope with spikes all around it.  
 
    “If she tries to struggle, the spikes will dig further into her body, my lord,” Askan said.  
 
    Sambit thought it clever. Oliver didn’t. He sent Askan away with strict instructions to find rope that was tough, secure, but not sadistic. Askan returned some time later with thick wire once more, but this time it did not have spikes imbedded in it.  
 
    The wolf girl was still unconscious as they tied her arms and legs together, and after that, they spun the wire around her body too, pretty much mummifying her in case she tried to transform into a werewolf. Neither Sambit nor Askan had any idea if it would hold. The only thing either of those two knew about wolves was that they were strong. Both were strongly in favour of not flying her back to the House of Zarlock. Askan wanted to kill the unconscious wolf girl. Sambit suggested they tie her to a tree and leave her there.   
 
    Being Lord Zarlock did have some advantages. They did neither of those. Instead, they tied the wolf girl once more, this time to Askan’s broom. He didn’t seem overjoyed about it, but Oliver was beyond caring. Emotionally, he wasn’t in a good place. He felt like he’d failed Harmony, and not for the first time.  
 
    Having secured the wolf somewhat, they set off towards the House of Zarlock. They didn’t have many troubles along the way. Once, Askan suddenly dropped down towards the ground. Sambit and Oliver followed him down to find Askan’s broom on the ground, the wolf still tied to it and unconscious, but Askan standing over her, whacking her on the head.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “I thought I felt her twitch, my lord,” Askan said.  
 
    Oliver stared at the girl. Her naked body was completely still. Not a sign of a twitch anywhere. He glared at Askan, who was still whacking her on the head.  
 
    “Dude,” Oliver said, his voice sharp. “What the fuck man. Stop hitting her!” 
 
    Askan did stop immediately, though he did glance at Sambit curiously.  
 
    “She’s a wolf,” Sambit said. “You can hit them a few times here and there,” he added. “They heal extraordinarily quickly.”  
 
    He did have a point, Oliver noticed. The girl’s face had a few visible bruises from being whacked repeatedly. But those bruises were vanishing in front of Oliver’s eyes. It was extraordinary. And a little terrifying too. Had he made a mistake bringing the wolf back with him?  
 
    “You still sure you want to take her back to the House of Zarlock?” Sambit asked, as if reading his mind.  
 
    “It’s too late now to back out,” Oliver said.  
 
    “No it’s not,” Sambit replied almost immediately. “We can tie her to that tree over there and fly off,” he pointed to the large tree about three feet away.  
 
    He was right again. But Oliver didn’t want everything they had done to this point to be a complete waste. He’d come so close to finding Harmony. He didn’t know if he would ever get another chance like that. He needed every bit of information and help he could get his hands on. An actual wolf was too valuable to let go.  
 
    They set off for the House of Zarlock. Once there, Oliver met with an old acquaintance.  
 
    The Three-Breasted witch.  
 
    He was dragging the unconscious werewolf towards the dungeons when the witch made a surprise appearance and nearly gave him a heart attack. When he asked her where the hell she had been this whole time, sleeping was what she had said. And after Sambit pointed out that the Three-Breasted witch did indeed have three breasts, they continued towards the dungeons.  
 
    They threw the unconscious wolf into one of the cells, undid her unbinds, then fastened the clasps on the metal chains that were attached to the wall around her neck, wrists and ankles.  
 
    Sambit and Oliver stood behind the closed metal door with bars that were thicker than his thighs, staring in at the unconscious wolf.  
 
    “The werewolves are back,” Sambit said quietly.  
 
    Oliver turned his head towards Sambit to see him with a dazed look in his eyes.  
 
    “That wolf pack…” Sambit continued, his voice distant. “The wall was only a few miles behind them, but there wasn’t a single Border Guard about,” he turned to look at Oliver, confusion and fear in his eyes. “Where were they?”  
 
    Oliver had wondered the same. The Line of Control was supposed to the final barrier between the werewolves and the wizards. He knew it was supposed to be difficult to manage, to keep the wolves at bay. But that was because the wall ran into the mountains where there were gaps.  
 
    Before the farmhouse were the hills, and past the farmhouse was flat land that came up against the wall. And beyond that part of the wall was more flat land before the mountains began. The wolves shouldn’t have been able to breach it so easily. There should have been a battle of some sort, at least a Border Guard or to flying overhead to warn the villages. But there had been nothing.   
 
    “What are you going to do with her?” Sambit asked, nodding at the still unconscious werewolf.  
 
    Oliver planned to gather information from the werewolf. He wanted to know where Harmony was, he wanted to know what wolves did to the wizards and witches they kidnapped. He also thought she could provide valuable information on the werewolf king. The wizarding world seemed to know nothing about him, or why he would send a wolf pack to capture Oliver.  
 
    But now that she was here, Oliver had no idea how to get the information out of the wolf. It wasn’t like she would volunteer the information readily.  
 
    Oliver placed his hands on the metal bars and stared at the wolf thoughtfully. Sambit was right. Though quite young in age, the girl was bigger than Dalits. She had long dark hair, large eyes, a sharp nose, enormous breasts, long legs. She was taller then him, he was sure of it.  
 
    And then Oliver had that feeling. The urge to go in to the cell and grab the wolf by the hair, hold her up, kick her cunt, slap her face, bite her breasts. He knew the feeling now, recognised it as the same one he had felt when he’d grabbed Hannah by the cunt, when he’d disrobed Lucinda, when he threw Bellatrix to the ground and raped her. 
 
    It was a strange surreal feeling, like nothing mattered but what he wanted, what he needed. It should have terrified him that he was capable of such sadistic thoughts. But it didn’t. Oliver smiled. He was going to have fun making the wolf girl talk.     
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Battle for Camelot 
 
    


 
   
  
 




 
 
    The Land of Debauchery  
 
    


 
   
  
 




 
 
    Book 10 
 
    


 
   
  
 




 
 
    Patrick Stewart  
 
    


 
   
  
 




 
 
    All rights reserved.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Foreword  
 
      
 
    This is a work of fiction, and in addition to that, it is fantasy. In no way does anything occurring in this book reflect the views of the author. If you are offended by writing of a sexual and violent nature, please do not read this book!   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver sat with his back resting against the metal bars that formed part of the door to the cell, a manic grin on his face, his eyes on the werewolf. Her name was Celina. She was seventeen years of age. She had black hair that came up to her shoulders, large round brown eyes, and a pale face. She looked so innocent. And beautiful too with her naked body stretched by the chains clasped around her wrists, her ankles and her neck.  
 
    The dungeon in the House of Zarlock was incredibly intuitive, the chains that came out of the wall pulled her limbs as he wished them to. Right now, she was strapped on her bottom, her back pressed against the wall, her arms and legs stretched out, her breasts and cunt perfectly displayed to be both used and abused.  
 
    And Oliver had abused them so much.  
 
    It was a good thing werewolves had amazing healing powers, otherwise her body would have been completely ruined by now. 
 
    Somewhat lazily, Oliver climbed to his feet, the staff of Zarlock in his hand, he sauntered towards her, still grinning manically. Celina raised her head, and seeing him approach, she struggled against her bonds, her pale naked body squirming frantically. Oliver came up to her and pressed his staff against her left breast. Celina stopped struggling.  
 
    “Please,” she whispered, as she stared up at him, the desperation clear in her eyes. “Please…”  
 
    Oliver brought his foot to her cunt and pressed down against her pussy. Celina’s face showed her pain, her eyes closed shut tightly as she held back a cry.  
 
    “Where’s Harmony?” Oliver asked, increasing the pressure with his foot on her cunt.  
 
    Celina didn’t reply. Her eyes remained closed as she began to breathe heavily and quickly. Oliver watched her chest rise, marvelling at the size of her breasts and the nipples. Werewolves in their human forms were on average a head taller than wizards, and their bodies equally proportioned. But it seemed Celina had large breasts even for a werewolf. 
 
    The warmth that constantly flowed throughout Oliver’s body, he felt it shift slightly as it poured down his right arm and filled the staff of Zarlock. The golden staff began to glow brilliantly and he pressed the circular end down against her right breast. 
 
    Oliver heard the sizzling as the werewolf’s skin burned. A second later, Celina’s eyes flung open as she screamed in agony. Her body struggled against the bonds as she tried to free herself. Fur began to spout out of her skin as her body grew in size. Oliver kept the staff pressed against her breast, his eyes marvelling at the sight before him.  
 
    She was in so much pain, she was trying to transform into a werewolf. Oliver’s smile widened. Any moment now, her body would begin to grow, to expand. But the metal bonds that held her back would not grow, and the chain around her neck would choke her. 
 
    And then it happened. There was a click as Celina’s nose snapped and a snout appeared. Her eyes bulged as her neck, having grown in size, struggled against the metal collar around her neck. Taking his staff off her now hairy breast and removing his foot off her cunt, Oliver stepped back.  
 
    He watched as her body convulsed, as the fur began to recede, as the snout disappeared. Celina was a human once more, her face a nasty purple colour as she coughed, breathing heavily. He waited for her to calm somewhat, and then he approached her once more.  
 
    Celina stared at his feet, her eyes wide in fear, her body trembling. Oliver dropped to his knees and felt for her cunt. Finding her clitoris, he grabbed it in-between his thumb and index finger.  
 
    “No…” Celina said, her voice haggard. “Please, no!” she begged.  
 
    Oliver squeezed her clitoris as hard as he could.  
 
    Celina screamed.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver had an inkling that something was wrong. What that something was, he couldn’t quite tell. For a while now, his days and nights felt strange, passing like a blur. It had been three weeks since he’d brought Celina back to the House of Zarlock. It had been the right thing to do. He was getting so much information from her. Soon, he would be ready to head out to the land beyond the Line of Control, into the heart of wolf territory where he would battle their king and win back his Harmony.  
 
    With his fingertips brushing against the cold stone, Oliver walked down the dimly lit corridor, heading for the dungeon once more. Celina, the werewolf, she deserved to be punished. She had played her part in kidnapping Harmony. His Harmony, the girl that loved him so much, the girl he loved so much. The wolves were torturing her. He knew it. And for that, Celina was going to pay.  
 
    Oliver came to the spiral staircase that led down to the dungeon. As he walked down his thoughts turned to the events of three weeks earlier, when he’d flown to the Borderlands. Harmony had been so close, and yet, this wolf, Celina her name was, this wolf had stopped him.  
 
    He felt the anger rise within him as he came to her cell. Holding onto the bars, he stared inside. Celina stood in the centre of the room, the metal collar around her neck hung from a chain dangling down from the ceiling. Her eyes were closed, her body was limp. But Oliver knew she was awake, at least partially. If she were asleep, her body would have sagged completely. Her neck would have felt the pressure against the collar that was fastened around it. She would begin to suffocate and then she would jolt awake.  
 
    She had been like this for the past three days, unable to sleep at all.  
 
    Seeing her naked body hung like that, Oliver’s cock rose. He still despised her, but there was such a thing as hate fucking. Opening the cell door, he walked into the room. Hearing the sound of the door opening, the sound of his footsteps, Celina raised her head. Her eyes had dark circles around them. She stared at him with tired eyes.  
 
    Her parched lips parted as she tried to talk, but no audible sound came out. Three days of being forced to stand by the neck with no food or drink took it out of even werewolves.  
 
    Oliver pulled his jeans down, bringing his cock out, he grabbed her by the breasts and pulled down. Her neck struggled against the collar tied around it before the intuitive dungeon extended the chain, allowing her to fall to her knees.  
 
    Oliver pressed his cock against her dry lips. Celina resisted, keeping them shut. Oliver grinned. He liked that after all the torture he had put her through, she still had some pride left in her, still some fight. 
 
    He kicked her in the cunt hard. Celina’s eyes flung open as she fell back. She stared at him in confusion, as if suddenly being forced awake from some sort of slumber. And then, she climbed to her feet and charged at him.  
 
    The chain from the ceiling was loose, and she was able to come within touching distance of him. The wolf took a swipe with her right hand. Oliver felt his shield twitch. He brought it up, her fist collided into solid metal and she cried out in pain.  
 
    Oliver smashed his expanded shield into her jaw. Celina staggered back before collapsing on her bottom, she stared up at him, dazed, blood trickling down her chin. Oliver’s cock softened at that. He wasn’t a masochist. He liked rough sex, sure. But he wasn’t into torture or blood. He wasn’t hurting her because he enjoyed it. No, Celina deserved this for what she had done. He had been so close to saving Harmony before she leaped out of nowhere and attacked him. 
 
    Pulling up his jeans, Oliver returned to his favourite spot on the ground. With his back leaning against the metal bars, he watched Celina as the blood stopped flowing down her chin, as the cut on her lip began to heal.  
 
    It was extraordinary how quickly these damned beasts healed… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver lay on his back on the double bed in the tree house staring out through the window opposite. The weather outside seemed to reflect his mood - cold and miserable. He missed Harmony the most in the mornings. And it wasn’t because she would always wake him up with a blowjob. Of late, it felt like mornings were the only times when his mind seemed… free. As the day would progress, other thoughts would begin to occupy his mind.  
 
    Strange thoughts…  
 
    It was like a permanent fog resided in his head, expanding as the day passed. Celina. He’d been torturing her for weeks now. She hadn’t given him anything useful. She claimed to not know anything. Oliver believed her… the torture he’d put her through, had she known anything, she would have spilled a long time ago.  
 
    Oliver felt his head begin to ache. He raised a hand and pressed down against his soft temples. Why did he continue to hurt her? Some of the things he’d done to the poor girl, it was beyond belief.  
 
    Oliver didn’t get much chance to dwell on his actions. There was a loud clank outside. He turned his head and glanced at the door. It flung open and in walked Katrina, a metal broom in hand. She did that often, come in the mornings to visit him.   
 
    Thoughts of Celina and Harmony left Oliver’s mind fairly quickly as he stared at his wife, Katrina. She was such a beauty. Today, she wore a green dress that was cut waist down through the middle, revealing her beautifully natural tanned legs. Throwing off her black cloak, Katrina climbed into bed beside him.  
 
    Despite the cold outside and in the tree house, Oliver still slept naked. And having not had sex for weeks on end now, his cock rose at the feel of her bodily warmth. He pressed it against her bare leg, the tip began to leak precum as he rubbed it up against her thigh.   
 
    “Hello,” Katrina said, her eyes sparkling as she ogled his cock. She took it in her hand and rubbed the tip. And then, looking up at him, she leaned in and kissed him. “My husband,” she said, as if announcing it.  
 
    “When are we going to fuck?” Oliver asked grumpily.  
 
    “Whenever you want, my lord,” Katrina said.  
 
    “I want to fuck now,” Oliver said as his hand trailed up her leg, pushing aside her dress, he wiggled his fingers past her panties and felt her cunt. It was disappointingly dry.  
 
    Katrina pushed his hand away from her vagina. “We can’t do it here, my lord,” she said.  
 
    “Where then?”  
 
    “The House of Zarlock,” Katrina said. “Or we can go to Ravenscourt?”  
 
    Ravenscourt. That was Katrina’s family home. Oliver had been there a couple of times. It was big. Possibly bigger even than the House of Zarlock, although, it wasn’t on an island at the top of a mountain, surrounded by a waterfall.  
 
    Oliver didn’t like going to Ravenscourt much. Samira Khan, his mother-in-law, she was a bit strange. She didn’t behave like a normal mother-in-law should. The last time Oliver went there, she’d asked him quite casually, when she could be expecting grandchild. Oliver had laughed, as you would if someone said something like that. The question in itself wasn’t weird. What followed after was very strange. Samira began to query him on his sex life, wondering how often they did it, asking what his favourite position was, telling him the positions she thought were best for impregnating her daughter.  
 
    And then, she told him that if he ever needed any advice on sex, he could always ask her as she was more than happy to teach him a few tricks. Oliver had no idea what she really meant by that, and what this “teaching” would entail, but he wasn’t keen to find out either.  
 
    It wasn’t that Samira wasn’t attractive, in fact, quite the opposite. For a woman of her age, she’d looked after herself well. But, as strange and hedonistic as Atlantis was, and despite having embraced some of it himself, Oliver was not going to sleep with his wife’s mother, if in fact that was what she was offering.  
 
    Katrina’s hand moved down the shaft of his cock and came to his balls, she squeezed them tightly, causing Oliver to snap out of his day-dream with a groan.  
 
    “What were you thinking about?” Katrina asked.  
 
    “Do you have to squeeze them so hard?” Oliver asked, grimacing.  
 
    “I like it,” Katrina tightened her hand around his balls even more. “It gives me control over you.”  
 
    “That’s a load of shit,” Oliver said. “I could grab you by the throat and squeeze the life out of you quite easily. No amount of hurting my balls would save you from that.”  
 
    Katrina’s hand around his balls loosened somewhat as she stared at him warily. “That’s a strange thing to say, my lord,” she commented.  
 
    She was right. It was a strange thing for him to say. Oliver didn’t know why he’d said it. It was like sometimes; his tongue had no filter. And other times, it felt like his brain had no filter, or something worse. He remembered the conversation he’d had with Fiona about his sudden violent tendencies. She had linked it to the bindings that had held his magic back for years. The removal of said bindings often caused damage to the wizard, and Oliver’s bindings were so much more intense than any binding anyone had ever seen before, apparently.  
 
    Fiona had mentioned witches that could fix it, and it was something Oliver planned to do soon, to visit a witch doctor and seek help. But for now, he needed to lose his filter, he needed that violent streak to torture Celina, the werewolf. He was gaining so much knowledge from her, learning so much about the wolves. Soon, he would be able to set off for the Line of Control once more, but this time, he would go beyond the wall and into wolf territory. This time, he would bring Harmony back.  
 
    “My lord?” Katrina said, staring at him with concern in her eyes. 
 
    “Sorry,” Oliver mumbled. “I didn’t mean to say that-” he paused, trying to remember what it was that he’d exactly said to her.  
 
    “It’s okay, my lord,” Katrina, said, still eyeing him cautiously.   
 
    Her hand left his balls and returned to his now semi-erect cock. She rubbed the tip, causing it to rise, and at the same time, it seemed to bring Oliver back into the moment. He was lying in bed, naked, his beautiful wife beside him.  
 
    His hands worked its way up her body once more, coming to her chest, he pulled at her green dress, exposing one breast, he leaned over and took it in his mouth, his cock pressed against the cloth covering her cunt.  
 
    It felt good to suck on her nipple, and at the same time, the tip of his cock rubbing against her silky dress, breathing in her scent…  
 
    Katrina pushed him back, then pulled up her dress, covering her breast. “Not here,” she said, her voice almost scolding.  
 
    Oliver was getting a little fed up with this. “Fine,” he said grumpily. Climbing out of bed, he stood by the edge, his hands of his hips. “Let’s go to the House of Zarlock.”  
 
    “Now?” Katrina asked.  
 
    “Why not?”  
 
    “I can’t now,” Katrina said. “I have things to do.”  
 
    “Like what?” Oliver asked, annoyed at how busy she seemed to always be. “What are you always doing?”  
 
    Katrina sat up in bed, her eyes sparkling, she reached out for Oliver and taking him by the hand, she pulled him close. “I’m planning a war, my lord,” she said.  
 
    “War?”  
 
    “We’re not going to let the Cullens and Mobridges have Camelot for another ten years, my lord,” Katrina said. “We’re going to take it back from them, and in the process, we’re going to raze their houses to the ground.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sambit sat by the bar in the Merchant’s Tail, staring at the drink before him. The ambiance of the place seemed to fit his mood. It was dark inside with few torches burning, and cold too. The room was mostly empty, with only one table occupied by an old man.  
 
    Olga came to stand by him on the other side of the bar, placing her hands on the counter, her fingers brushed against his. She wore a low-cut white top, showing a generous amount of cleavage. But staring down at her breasts didn’t give Sambit the joy they normally did.  
 
    “It’s the third night, Sambit,” Olga, the barmaid said.  
 
    Sambit looked up at her face and the large round eyes. “Third night?”  
 
    Olga nodded. “Three nights you’ve been here, had a few drinks, then left glumly without even trying to fuck me, or at least grab me by the ass.”  
 
    Sambit’s lips twitched slightly. “You miss that, huh?” he asked.  
 
    “Shockingly, yes my lord, I do miss your unwanted advances,” Olga said matter-of-factly. “What’s the matter?”  
 
    Sambit shrugged his shoulders. “I guess I’ve got a few other things on my mind.”  
 
    Olga lowered her white top to completely expose her large breasts and the erect pink nipples. “Wouldn’t you rather these were on your mind, or in your mouth?”  
 
    Sambit stared at her breasts. It wasn’t the first time he’d seen them. He came to the bar often, for the drinks, for the few witches that frequented the place, and for Olga. He liked the barmaid and the sexual banter they had. But now, as he stared at the breasts, he let out a sigh.  
 
    “That has literally never happened before,” Olga said as she covered her breasts. “I don’t like seeing you like this, my lord,” she said. “Is there anything at all I can do to lift your mood?”  
 
    Sambit shook his head. Sadly, there was nothing Olga could do to raise his spirits. There was one person who might be able to help in that field. Sambit reached inside his cloak pocket and pulling out his pouch, he threw some gold dust at Olga for her troubles, and then he stepped away from the bar and headed for the door.  
 
    It was dark and cold outside, and Sambit hugged his cloak as he walked along the cobbled foot path. The roads were empty. It was either the cold that kept everyone in, or the thought of werewolves roaming around.  
 
    Werewolves.  
 
    There were rumours of new wolf sightings every day. Sambit would have been sceptical of those reports had he not been to the Borderlands himself only recently. He had seen the wolf pack tearing apart the farmhouse. The Line of Control was only a few miles away. It stood tall and proud, and yet, not a single Border Guard came to push the wolves back. Something was seriously wrong.  
 
    Sambit left the little town behind and climbed up the path that led up the hill and into the School of Merlin. As he headed towards Fiona’s chamber, his thoughts turned to Celina, the wolf girl Oliver had captured and brought back. He hated to admit it, but, the wolf girl did turn him on slightly. Part of him wanted to fly over to the House of Zarlock and fuck the wolf. The other part of him wanted to stay away from that place and the wolf.  
 
    And Oliver.  
 
    Lord Zarlock had been acting very strangely of late. Sambit had seen plenty torture in his time. His mother had even made him torture a girl once, to toughen him up. Sambit didn’t enjoy it much, but he understood the need for it. Sometimes, you had to torture the enemies to get the desired results to survive, to win.    
 
    But what Oliver was doing to the wolf girl was too much. It wasn’t torture. It was pure unfiltered rage of some sort. Oliver had changed. He was no longer the same guy that came to Atlantis and raved on about how all wizards were horrible and evil. No, now, Oliver had become worse than them all.  
 
    And that Oliver was the one married to his sister…  
 
    But that wasn’t why Sambit was so glum. He reached the top of the hill, hugging his cloak and wishing he had drunk more to keep warm, if for nothing else. Sambit hurried under the grey archway and pulled at the large wooden door, entering the school.  
 
    The empty corridors were lit by flaming torches placed on wooden holders on the walls. The school was a hull of its former self, with almost half the students having left from fear of wolves attacking. It was a sensible thing to do, Sambit supposed. The wolves were on the move, and he doubted they were done with Oliver. It would only be a matter of time before they came for the young Zarlock once more.  
 
    Sambit climbed up the large staircase that led to Fiona’s quarters. He hadn’t seen her in three days, but it seemed a lot longer than that to him. As he walked down the narrow corridor that led to her room, it did occur to him that he didn’t really have a plan, other than to see her.  
 
    He made it to her room and opened the door. Seeing her sitting in bed, a book in hand, her blond hair loose and bouncing off her shoulders, his chest felt heavy. And then she looked up at him with those deep blue eyes.  
 
    “What do you want?” Fiona asked, her eyes narrowing.  
 
    “You,” Sambit said almost instantly.  
 
    It was the truth. He wanted her. And not in the way he wanted every woman that was sexy. He really wanted Fiona to the point where his heart ached when he thought of her. He wanted to grab her, pull her in for a hug, take in her scent as he ran his fingers through her hair. He also wanted to tear off her clothes, pin her to the bed and fuck her hard.  
 
    “You want me?”  
 
    Nodding, Sambit entered the room and came to stand by the edge of her bed.  
 
    “I told you already, I’m not going to be your sex slave,” Fiona said, her eyes returning to her book.  
 
    “Not sex slave,” Sambit’s voice came out husky. “You mean more to me than that…” 
 
    Fiona looked up at him in surprise. “What about Tara?”  
 
    It was Sambit’s turn to be surprised. “You know about Tara?”  
 
    “Tara, daughter of the Lord of Night, the Altakha that you’re betrothed to?” Fiona asked, her voice mocking. “Yeah, I know about her.”  
 
    Sambit had been betrothed to Tara since the age of seven, when his mother needed a favour from the Lord of Night. What that favour was, Sambit had no idea. At the time, he hadn’t cared much about that. At the age of seven, his understanding of betrothed meant that he had a friend for life.  
 
    As he became old enough to understand the true meaning, he still didn’t care much. Tara was a gorgeous girl with an amazing body. And she was an Altakha. The way he saw it, she would be a wife that would always be up for having sex. And, just because he married her didn’t mean he would have to stop fucking other women. His only restriction would be other noble women. Commoners and Dalits were free game. Sambit planned to own a lot of Dalits to tend to his every need.  
 
    Sambit did like Tara. She was fun. But he didn’t feel for her the way he felt for Fiona. Just seeing her sit on the bed, a white shawl draped over her shoulders, a purple dress underneath that covered her legs and came up to her toes. Fiona was dressed so simply, but Sambit had never wanted a girl more.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Fiona asked warily as Sambit climbed onto the bed.  
 
    “I want you,” Sambit mumbled.  
 
    Now on the bed, he pinned her down underneath him, his cock already hard and pushing against his trousers, he kissed Fiona on the lips. She kissed him back, their tongues meeting. And then, she kneed him in the balls.  
 
    Sambit let go of her and backed away, his eyes wide. “What the fuck!?”  
 
    “You can’t have me,” Fiona said. “I’m not going to be one of your Dalit whores.”  
 
    Sambit stared at her moodily, his hand rubbing his balls. He did not enjoy having his balls kicked one bit, although his cock was still surprisingly hard. Fiona sat apprehensively, her knees up, a scowl on her face as she stared at him.  
 
    Sambit approached her once more, this time determined to have her. He came up to her knees, and as Fiona tried to kick him away with her left foot, he grabbed hold of it and pulled. A small cry escaped Fiona’s lips as her ass slid forward, as her back hit the bed.  
 
    Sambit climbed on top of her and pressing his knees down on her legs, he grabbed her dress by the collar and tore it apart, exposing her pink bra underneath. Fiona’s fists came up, and she managed to strike him on the chest a few times before Sambit was able to grab her wrists. His knees still digging into her legs, he pushed her hands down as he knelt forward, bringing his lips once more to hers. It was a passionate kiss as their tongues met.  
 
    Sambit expected as much. She wanted him, but it was her womanly stubbornness that was causing her to resist. He had to break down that stubbornness. And just as he was thinking of doing that, Fiona bit his lip.  
 
    Sambit pulled his lips back grinning. He let go of her left wrists and slapped Fiona across the face. It was a hard slap, and she stared at him, her eyes wide in shock.  
 
    “Fuck you,” she said, apparently getting over the shock quickly.  
 
    Sambit shook his head, still grinning. “No,” he told her. “I’m going to fuck you.”  
 
    Fiona began to struggle once more, trying to free her legs from underneath Sambit’s knees. And when that didn’t work, she began to slap him with her free hands. In response, Sambit slapped her once more, harder this time. Fiona’s eyes widened as she stared at him in shock, her body freezing.  
 
    Sambit took the opportunity to tear her purple dress more, managing to expose her pink panties. He pulled down his trousers, bringing out his erect cock, he reached for her cunt and pulling aside her panties, he shoved his cock inside her warm and wet cunt.  
 
    Having a cock deep inside her seemed to wake Fiona from her shock. As Sambit began to fuck her, she closed her eyes, her lips parted, she began to moan. Sambit reached down and pulled off her bra, exposing her pale tits, the nipples perky.  
 
    Sambit watched as her body shuddered with every thrust of his cock, smiling. Fiona was going to belong to him, not as a whore, but as an equal to Tara, the girl he’d been betrothed to. He just had to find a way to tell Tara.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver sat in Master Hickey’s history class, wondering why the hell he was there. He was lord-fucking-Zarlock now. He should be out there with Katrina, in the thick of it, planning for the war with the Cullens and Mobridges, planning to deal with the werewolves. They were everywhere, the werewolves, apparently.  
 
    Oliver had seen first hand the destruction the werewolves were capable of, and not just when they attacked him in the School of Merlin. He’d seen them burn down the farmhouse, heard the screams coming from inside. Harmony had been inside that house…  
 
    The girl sitting to his left was smiling at him. She had been doing it for a while now. Oliver had been doing his best to ignore her, but his best was no longer good enough. Not now that the girl had turned to face him, and lifting up her skirt, she’d spread her legs open.  
 
    He glanced down at her cunt, then looked up at her. A curvy girl with large breast, she had a round face with chubby cheeks. Her black hair was cut short, the tips highlighted a dark red colour. The girl’s name was Monica. He didn’t really know her, but he’d seen her around. She was the sort of girl that was always happy, always smiling.  
 
    It didn’t seem right to him that a girl should always be happy, not when so many other women were suffering. Oliver kicked his chair back and climbed to his feet. Monica’s smile widened as she looked up at him, her hand now playing with her puffy vagina.  
 
    Taking long strides, Oliver stood over the girl, then reached down and grabbing her by the throat, he pulled her to her feet. It was probably the first time he’d seen Monica not smile. Being curvy and slightly short, she stared up at him with wide eyes. With his other hand, Oliver reached down and felt her puffy cunt. It was wet. With his hand still around her neck, he brought her down, her back on the table, her legs up in the air.  
 
    Oliver gave Monica’s large and puffy vagina three hard slaps before he became aware of every eye in the classroom on him. He released his grip on Monica’s throat. She tipped over the table and hit the ground, coughing horribly.  
 
    As calmly as he could, Oliver walked towards the door, staring straight ahead, he avoided making eye contact with anyone. Once outside, he dropped to his knees, his head in his hands, only one thought going through his mind.  
 
    What the fuck is happening to me?        
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver wandered the school halls aimlessly, his mind on Celina, the werewolf he had trapped in the dungeons back at the House of Zarlock. It had been a few days since he’d last been to see her, to pump her for information. He felt this urge inside him, to torture the next person he saw. No. Not the next person. The next female he passed, there was a good chance he would grab her, tear her clothes off, and either fuck her like the piece of meat she was, or abuse her naked body.  
 
    It seemed he found equal amounts of pleasure in doing both.  
 
    He suspected these new desires of his might have something to do with the removal of the bindings that had held back his magic for years. Fiona had said as much. The bindings should have killed him. Instead, all it did was loosen a few wires in his head. He would have to sort it out at some point, visit one of those witches that could fix him. But right now, he needed to have a few wires loose in his head if he was to save his Harmony. He needed to be able to torture Celina for information without having to worry about the guilt.  
 
    Oliver walked through the open courtyard in the centre of the school, deciding to head for the treehouse to grab his broom and fly to the House of Zarlock. He could take out this rage on Celina, pump the werewolf whore for information. And while he was there, maybe he would see Melisandre too. He’d always wanted to fuck the white-haired bitch. He wondered what colour her pubic hair would be. If she had any, would it be white or black?  
 
    He made it across the courtyard and down the corridor that led to the back of the school without hurting anyone. Oliver opened the large wooden door and held his arms out to embrace the cold that was to come.  
 
    “I was in search of you, my lord.”   
 
    “K-Katrina,” Oliver said, a little startled. “When did you get here?”  
 
    A silky green cloak draped off his wife’s shoulders, and underneath that, she wore fitting black leather trousers and a white blouse. She reminded him of those posh bitches that went horse riding. As he stared at her chest and fantasised about the luscious breasts hidden underneath, his face tightened. He’d been married to her for months now, and yet, somehow, he’d only slept with her once. She was his to fuck by right. And he would exercise that right this very moment. Oliver was about to grab her by the hair and drag her down to the tree house to fuck when he noticed the woman standing beside her.  
 
    She was tall, almost as tall as he was. She had long blond hair and blue eyes that stared at him curiously. He had seen her once before, in the House of Lords.  
 
    “You’re that woman,” Oliver said.  
 
    “Scarlett Notaries, my lord,” she gave an elegant low bow.  
 
    Oliver turned to look at Katrina, confused. “What’s the wolf hunter woman doing here?”  
 
    “She’s more than a wolf hunter,” Katrina said stiffly, eyeing him with a mixture of apprehension and worry. “She was Commander of the Southern Border Patrols.” 
 
    “Was,” Oliver noted, nodding, he turned to look at Scarlett once more, a frown across his face. “Until you let the wolves through to come and attack me.”  
 
    Scarlett met his eyes, not blinking. She had powerful blue eyes, and staring into them, Oliver felt a tingle up his spine. And, for the first time in weeks, his mind suddenly cleared. He became aware of everything he had done, of how much he had tortured Celina, how close he was to hurting pretty much any woman who crossed his path. And then, Scarlett blinked, and just as quickly as his mind cleared, the fog reappeared.   
 
    “It was pretty shit of you to let the wolves come after me,” Oliver said, as he blinked. “What’s up with that?” he asked.  
 
    He remembered seeing her in the House of Lords. She was tall and she had presence. When she spoke, the entire house listened. What he didn’t remember was her being so damned hot. She was the dictionary definition of a milf. That was, if she was a mum. She was old enough to be. Definitely in her late thirties, Scarlett possessed a generously proportioned bosom. She had long legs too, and he imagined she had a great ass. He was tempted to grab her by the arm and turn her around to examine it when Katrina took his own hand in hers.  
 
    “What’s wrong with you?” she asked, eyeing him warily.  
 
    Oliver pulled his hand free of hers. “Nothing,” he said sullenly. “What do you want?” he asked, his voice rising. “If you’re not here for a fuck, I have things to do,” he told her.  
 
    “Oh? Like what, my lord?” Katrina’s eyes challenged him.  
 
    Oliver almost told her that he was on his way to the House of Zarlock to torture Celina, the werewolf he had captured. And then he remembered that she didn’t know about the werewolf, didn’t even know he had gone off to the Borderlands to save Harmony, or that in the process of his heroics, he had almost been killed by the werewolf.  
 
    “I thought so,” Katrina said, taking his silence as admission that he really didn’t have much going on. “As you know, Scarlett is out of a job. And you,” she pointed at him, “are in dire need of training. Scarlett here will teach you how to use a staff.”  
 
    Oliver stared at Scarlett, wondering what she might look like naked, wondering what her squeal would sound like if he tied her hands and hung her from the ceiling naked, slapping her pussy, holding her legs apart, fucking her cunt.  
 
    “What is it now, my lord?” Katrina asked, frowning. 
 
    “Nothing,” Oliver replied. “Why do you always think there’s something?” 
 
    “That look on your face. You’re either unhappy, or you’re horny,” she muttered.  
 
    Oliver glared at her. In return, Katrina leaned in and kissed him on the lips. As she pulled back, Oliver wrapped his arm around her waist and held her close.  
 
    “When are we going to destroy those fucking Cullens?” he asked, his voice low. 
 
    “I’m making arrangements, my lord,” Katrina whispered back. “It will be soon.”  
 
    “I want to know what you’re doing. I want to be a part of it. I don’t want to stay in this shitty school anymore. It’s my fucking land,” Oliver growled.  
 
    “You will be a part of it, my lord,” Katrina said. “You will be at the head of the army, leading the charge, and leading us to victory.” She reached behind and holding his arm, pulled it away, freeing herself. “But in the meantime, you need to train and be better with a staff,” she added. 
 
    Oliver nodded in agreement. It was true that he could do with some staff training. He wasn’t nearly as good with one as he thought he was. Celina had pretty easily taken him down. Had it not been for Sambit, Oliver would have been dead by now.  
 
    He turned to Scarlett. “When can we start?” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    It turned out Scarlett didn’t have much going on either. When Oliver asked when they could start, he didn’t expect her to say immediately, as in, literally that moment. After mulling it over a while, Oliver asked Katrina once more if she was free for a fuck, and when she said no, he decided he had nothing better to do either. Well, at least nothing explainable. Going off to the House of Zarlock to torture Celina wasn’t a conversation he wanted to have with Katrina. There would be too many questions from his wife. Questions that might being with what the fuck a werewolf was doing in the house’s dungeon and end with what the fuck the other woman was doing in their house. 
 
    The other women being Melisandre.  
 
    Lord Dragonoski’s daughter had been in the House of Zarlock for weeks now, if not months. She was there because she considered it a safe place to hide out from her father. That it might have been, but Oliver feared it might not be as safe as Melisandre thinks it to be once Katrina finds out.  
 
    And sooner or later, Katrina would find out. She was keen to move in there. And Oliver was coming around to the idea of living there too, if only because his posh bitch of a wife wouldn’t fuck him in the treehouse.  
 
    Oliver made sure to check up on Melisandre whenever he visited the House of Zarlock. She seemed to have settled in well with her two… he still wasn’t sure what the relationship was, if the two women, Filipa and Celsk, were maids, or if they were just lovers.  
 
    The last time Oliver had gone to see her, Melisandre was lying in bed, naked, her legs spread open, her eyes closed. Celsk was naked too, her round ass up in the air, her pink cunt glistening as she buried her head in between Melisandre’s twat.  
 
    Oliver had to use every ounce of his resistance to not walk in there, take his cock out, grab Celsk by her curvy ass cheeks, and shove his cock down her cunt. He didn’t do that because he knew what would follow. After fucking Celsk, he would turn his attention to Melisandre. He didn’t think she would be able to handle him in his current state.  
 
    Oliver was aware of his current state, that some of the wires were loose in his brain. But he needed them to be lose so that he could torture Celina, gather information on the werewolves, and then head off back to the Borderlands and beyond to save his Harmony.  
 
    It was a good thing Katrina had arranged for a tutor to train him in the art of using the staff. It would be handy soon, he was sure of it.  
 
    Oliver picked up his golden staff and stared down at it as it began to glow. The staff of Zarlock was a powerful thing. It was able to sense danger around him and alert him to it with gentle nudges. He was sure the staff had other powers. He couldn’t remember who had said it, that the better the metal, the more conducive it was in storing their magic and unleashing it.  
 
    The staff of Zarlock had to be made of the best metal around, Oliver was sure of it. To test his theory, he felt an urge to smash a few things, see how much damage he could do. He fought back that urge. Although the tree house wasn’t exactly fit for a lord in its current state, smashing things would definitely make it worse. Oliver jumped off the balcony and comfortably landed on his two feet. He headed up the hill, looking forward to his lesson with Scarlett, who was waiting for him in the hall where he’d had his first duelling lesson.   
 
    He remembered that lesson well. Mistress Kava had challenged him to a duel, then struck him with her staff before he had a chance to fully appreciate what the hell was going on, and what exactly he was supposed to do. And as a result, he was flung into the air, before crashing hard onto his back. That had not been fun.  
 
    The lamps flared in the empty corridors as he made his way to the hall. The sudden decline in students was noticeable. The ones that had stayed back were a mixture. Some that stayed were students like the twins, Fiona and Felicity. Not from a rich or powerful family, they needed to graduate from school with good results. Those students spent most of the time in the library.  
 
    The other students that stayed were part of the aristocracy, the ones that didn’t need to study, the ones that hung around to stay with their friends, or to get away from their parents. Those students spent most of their time at the brothel in the small town beside the school. It surprised Oliver to learn there was a brothel there, and that Sambit didn’t frequent it every day. But then he learnt that Sambit liked to fuck women without having to pay them. Something about it being more challenging.  
 
    The School of Merlin had a common room too. Oliver had been there once, a long time ago, just to check it out. He hadn’t stayed long on count of Melisandre being there too. This was back when he was afraid of her. She’d sat surrounded by adoring wizards and witches, pulling on a pipe, purple smoke gushing out of her mouth.   
 
    Melisandre was no longer in the school, and he doubted if she did come back, those wizards and witches would still sit around her, as if worshipping her. Melisandre had fallen a long way down the pecking list. He wondered how she was holding up, what she planned on doing. The woman always seemed so determined to succeed, to win, he couldn’t see her as just giving up, as if almost retiring.  
 
    The torches shone brightly in Mistress Kava’s hall, and Scarlett Notaries stood in the centre, a long and powerful looking staff in her hand. It was red, with both ends black. She bowed as he entered, and once more, Oliver took in her figure. He felt his cock steer slightly, but he pushed away any thoughts of fucking this woman. For now, at least. He did want to learn, to be better with his staff, to be able to defeat wolves. And who better to learn from than the former commander of the Southern Border Patrols?   
 
    “Lord Zarlock,” Scarlett said, her voice clear, commanding. “It is an honour to be able to-” she paused, her eyes shifted behind him to the door.  
 
    Oliver turned to see Mistress Kava standing there, her red hair loose, she wore a fitting black leather suit that looked like something straight out of a superhero movie. Her face was tight, the anger obvious in her eyes.  
 
    “What’s going on here?” Mistress Kava asked.  
 
    “Lady Khan appointed me to train the young lord in the use of the staff,” Scarlett said.  
 
    Scarlett wore a friendly smile on her face, but Oliver thought he saw a glint in her eyes that was anything but. Mistress Kava took long strides into the room, coming right up to Scarlett, she straightened her back, trying to make every inch of her height count. Scarlett still towered over Mistress Kava, looking very much like an Amazonian.  
 
    “Lord Zarlock deserves to be trained by the best,” Mistress Kava said.  
 
    Scarlett nodded politely, though her eyes laughed. “He does deserve to be trained by the best, but I could not refuse Lady Khan’s request. If you wish to-” 
 
    “Duel me!”  
 
    “And what would that achieve?” Scarlett asked, raising an eyebrow.  
 
    “Duel me, coward,” Mistress Kava hissed.  
 
    Scarlett glanced past Mistress Kava in Oliver’s direction, no longer seeming amused. She loosened the straps around her neck, letting her cloak drop to the ground. Scarlett took a few steps back, then she pulled off her red dress.  
 
    As in, literally pulled it off.   
 
    Oliver’s eyes widened. He had not been expecting that. Underneath her dress, Scarlett wore a silver skirt made of chainmail that just about covered her ass and showed off her long beautiful legs. From her skirt up, her flat stomach was bare as Scarlett wore only a silver chainmail bra. She reached for a silver pin that was attached to her skirt, and with pin in hand, she collected her long hair, spun it around, then pinned it back in a bun.  
 
    Holding her red staff by her side, Scarlett gave another bow as she faced Mistress Kava. Oliver’s cock stirred some more as he took in the tall leggy blond beauty. 
 
    Mistress Kava held her hand out. The cupboard at the end of the room flung open and a staff flew out into her outreached hand. The dull grey metal began to glow furiously as she filled it with her magic. Mistress Kava did not bow. She held her staff angled across her left side with the bottom a few inches off the ground. And then she took off, flying into the air as she charged toward Scarlett.   
 
    Oliver’s mouth dropped open. He had not been expecting to see that either. 
 
     Mistress Kava wasn’t flying, technically, but it was still some impressive shit. She had used the magic built up inside her staff and concentrated a burst into the ground that flung her up in the air - flung her up elegantly.  
 
    Scarlett raised her staff as Mistress Kava, still in the air, swung hers forward. The two staffs clashed. Mistress Kava’s barely touched the ground before she rose again, striking furiously. Scarlett blocked the strikes, but each time she was forced to move back. Her posterior came up against the wall as Mistress Kava continued her assault. This time, instead of blocking, Scarlett stepped aside. The staff skimmed past her face. Oliver was sure she had been hit, but there was no blood, nor any signs of damage.  
 
    Mistress Kava’s feet touched the ground again as she turned to face Scarlett. Her staff moved beside her leg, the tip touched the ground as she dragged it along, creating an ominous sound before she suddenly rose into the air. As she struck, Scarlett turned aside, her staff moved behind her back, switching from her left hand to her right, she tapped Mistress Kava on the shoulder. It was a gentle strike, but enough to knock Mistress Kava to the ground.  
 
    As she staggered to her feet, Scarlett held her staff pointed at Mistress Kava. “Do you surrender?”  
 
    “Surrender?” Kava repeated, pure hatred on her face. “To a whore like you?”  
 
    Again, the changes to Scarlett’s face was subtle, but Oliver was sure he saw a certain steely coldness set over it. Her staff moved to her side, and it was Scarlett that shot up into the air this time. Mistress Kava, still recovering from the strike to her shoulder, staggered back as Scarlett descended on her, her red staff glowing.  
 
    It was suddenly a very short battle.  
 
    Mistress Kava managed to block the first strike as Scarlett came down on her. But her grip on the staff was weak, and it slipped out of her hand, landing with clatter as it hit the ground.  
 
    “Do you surrender now?” Scarlett asked, her gaze steely, but her voice even.  
 
    “Never, whore!” Mistress Kava spat out.  
 
    She stretched her arm out, hand open. The staff lifted itself off the ground and shot towards her open hand. But Scarlett was a step ahead. Using her own staff, she whacked the staff away, then stepping forward, she stood a foot away from Kava. Raising her red staff, the tip glowing, she pressed it against Kava’s left breast.  
 
    Mistress Kava screamed as a small red dot appeared on her left breast. A red dot that was expanding rapidly, turning her tightly fitted leather cat suit into ash. Oliver watched, his mouth open in horror and amazement as Mistress Kava’s clothes burned off her body, leaving her cowering naked, her exposed skin now glowing bright red.  
 
    “You seem to have a fondness for the word whore,” Scarlett said, almost conversationally. “Why is that?”  
 
    Mistress Kava didn’t respond. Still cowering as Scarlet stood over her, she stared up, her eyes wide, her mouth open, her arms crossed over her chest, covering her breasts.  
 
    “I asked you a question, Kava” Scarlett said, her voice much like that of a scolding teacher, or a stern mother. “You should answer it.” And as if to encourage her, Scarlett lifted her staff, the tip still glowing red, she poked Kava on her naked thigh.  
 
    Kava shuddered as the staff touched her, more afraid of what it could do than what it actually did too. It was a gentle poke, but following it almost immediately was a second poke that went for Kava’s exposed cunt. The latter was not a gentle poke. 
 
    Kava’s knees buckled, she dropped to the ground, a cry escaping her lips, she remained seated on her bare bottom, staring up at Scarlett, for the first time, fear in her eyes.  
 
    “You really should answer the question, Kava,” Scarlett said, as she circled around the naked woman. “Why do you use the word whore so much?”  
 
    “I-I d-don’t know,” Kava stammered. “It’s a word lots of people use,” she continued. “It’s just a word…”  
 
    Scarlett didn’t seem very satisfied with the answer. The red glow faded from her staff as she placed it on Kava’s bare back, the poor girl shuddered as it touched her skin. She lowered herself, sitting in a squatting position beside Kava.  
 
    “You can do better than that,” she whispered. “I think you like the word whore because-” Scarlett paused. 
 
    Her eyes flitted down towards Kava’s chest and the arms that covered the breasts underneath. As afraid as Kava was, noticing Scarlett’s stare, with some force, she managed to move her arms away. Her large breasts dropped down, sagging only slightly.  
 
    With her free hand, Scarlett grabbed Kava’s left nipple and squeezed. “You want to be treated like a whore, don’t you?”  
 
    It was a question, but there was only one acceptable answer. Mistress Kava gave a fearful nod of the head.   
 
    So mesmerised was Oliver by the scene before him, of watching a woman dominate the other by force, a while passed before he realised his cock was up, hard and throbbing. It had pressed against his trousers where a wet patch had formed, curtesy of his apparently uncontrollable precum.  
 
    Mistress Kava sat on her bottom. Her legs were parted slightly, giving a perfect view of her cunt, and with her arms by her side, she was now completely exposed. And the way Scarlett was sitting in a squatting position and wearing an extremely short skirt that was now hiked up, Oliver was sure her cunt could be viewed too, if only he could get into the right position to see it.  
 
    He was about to approach her with the intention of grabbing her by the arse, pulling her to her feet, bending her over, and feeling her cunt when Kava suddenly screamed. Scarlett had just stung her in the back with her staff. She glanced up, noticed Oliver staring, her blue eyes sparkled, and for a second, Oliver thought he saw a knowing smirk in there somewhere.  
 
    He blinked, and it was gone. She continued to stare at him, a serene look in her eyes, she climbed to her feet. “My lord,” Scarlett said. “I do apologies for this scene before you. I just think it so rude for people to not answer questions. Don’t you?”  
 
    For a moment, Oliver wasn’t sure what he thought about people not answering questions, but then, staring into Scarlett’s blue eyes, he found himself agreeing with her. 
 
    “She should have answered,” Oliver mumbled.  
 
    Scarlett smiled, obviously pleased. She came to stand beside Oliver, as they both now stared down at the naked Mistress Kava, still on the ground.  
 
    “What do you think we should do to her, my lord?” Scarlett asked.     
 
    Oliver stared down at Kava’s naked body, his cock still hard. Before he bumped into his whore wife, Oliver had been planning to visit Celina, the werewolf. He was going to torture her for information, and at the same time, possibly shove his cock down her throat.  
 
    It wasn’t like an epiphany or anything. But Mistress Kava had holes to shove his cock in. And she was already naked. Oliver smiled as his eyes fell on her messy and un-shaven cunt with its red pubic hair. Yes, Kava would do nicely.  


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Tara lay on her back on the white silk sheets, her legs up and resting against Sambit’s shoulders while his cock rested inside her warm and wet cunt. He’d just brought her to her third orgasm, and she would probably have a few more before they were done.  
 
    Not that Sambit was complaining. His hand brushed up her ribcage as he reached for her right breast. Taking it in his hand, he squeezed it gently. Who could ever complain about bringing this gorgeous woman to multiple orgasms. She had such beautifully tanned smooth skin, her breasts were the perfect size, fitting easily in his hands, and her nipples, dark and always pert.  
 
    Tara was perfect in herself. But she could do with an addition. Sambit imagined another naked body lying beside Tara. A naked body with white pale skin to contrast against Tara’s tan. And blond hair for Tara’s black, blue eyes for Tara’s green.  
 
    Tara’s foot found its way to his lips. Sambit pushed it aside, frowning. And then he noticed the look on her face. He’d done it again. His mind had wondered, he hadn’t listened to a single word she’d said, words which probably ended with a question. It was happening to him more and more, this zoning out day dreaming thing.  
 
    “What?” Sambit asked, as he pulled his cock out and lay beside her on the bed. 
 
    “You never were one for much conversation, Sambit,” Tara said, her voice dreary. “But recently, you seem to have regressed that ability further. It’s like talking to a five-year-old sometimes.”  
 
    “Me?” Sambit asked, his voice rising. “I’ve never been one for much conversation? Are you fucking kidding me?”  
 
    “Okay, I take that back,” Tara said evenly. “Not a five-year-old, a ten-year-old.”  
 
    She wasn’t even mocking him, Sambit knew. That’s what made it worse. In that moment, she found conversing with him genuinely similar to talking to a ten-year-old. He couldn’t even be angry with her. She was right. He hadn’t been a great conversationalist of late. It was as if Fiona had taken permanent residence in his head - a Fiona that constantly kicked other thought out of said head so he could focus solely on her. That was who he was thinking of laying naked beside Tara - Fiona.  
 
    “You’re doing it again,” Tara interrupted his thoughts.  
 
    Sambit sighed. He really needed to stop thinking of her. It was easier said then done. He’d fucked her a few nights back. It had been one of the best fucks of his life… Sure, at first, he’d had to force himself on her, hold her down while he drove his cock inside her. But after a while, Fiona stopped resisting, her hips grinded in perfect sync as he rammed his cock deep inside her, and as their lips locked together, it- 
 
    Tara clicked her fingers in front of him, snapping him out of his day dream. “It’s a girl, isn’t it?”  
 
    “No,” Sambit lied instantly.   
 
    “What’s her name?”  
 
    Sambit stared at Tara cautiously. They’d known each other for many years now, had been betrothed to each other for even longer. And in that time, Sambit had slept with a lot of other women. He’d slept with Tara too. Sex with her was usually better than the sex he had with other women. There was more foreplay with her, more of a connection.  
 
    Tara knew he slept with other women. It was the norm, and Sambit never felt guilty about doing it. It was just sex, nothing more. And he imagined, were Tara to sleep with other women, or even men, he would be okay with it too, so long as it was just sex.  
 
    But now, with Fiona, it was different. It was more than just sex. He had fallen for the girl. Her pouty demeanour, the sharp tongue, who the hell knew that was something he would find enticing?  
 
    “You love her…” Tara said softly.  
 
    Sambit met her green eyes. Unreadable, he stared, wondering what she was thinking. Tara had never been an open girl. He rarely knew what she was thinking, if she was thinking anything. She was an Altakha, she had these bursts of energy that was followed by a sap. With her, he was either having insane sex, or doing something crazy, or, he was sitting beside her as she mellowed down. Neither were great times to actually talk about stuff, about her feelings. Not that Sambit was big on talking about feelings.  
 
    “Say something, dip shit,” Tara said, her tone sharp.  
 
    Sambit’s eyes widened. Dip shit? “I don’t know if I love her,” he said, knowing instantly that was a lie.  
 
    “What’s her name?”  
 
    “Fiona,” Sambit mumbled out in-between coughs.  
 
    Tara raised an eyebrow. “The blond twin that attends the School of Merlin?” 
 
    “You know her?”  
 
    “Not personally,” Tara’s eyes bore into him. “But I do listen when you talk. And you talk a lot about her.”  
 
    “I do not,” Sambit said defensively. “You talk a lot about her,” he added, childishly.  
 
    “She’s a commoner,” Tara said, ignoring him. “What do you plan to do about that?”  
 
    Sambit stared at her, confused. “What do mean? Why do I have to plan to do something about that?”  
 
    “You’re in love with her, Sambit,” Tara said, her voice like that of an adult explaining something to a child. “Knowing you, you’re going to want to marry her. Your mother isn’t going to be very happy when she learns of your intentions to forgo the alliance that was supposed to be created by our marriage. Especially if you’re forgoing it for a commoner.”  
 
    Sambit’s eyebrows furrowed as he glared at Tara. He hated that tone of hers. It was similar to one he heard often from his mother and from Katrina too.  
 
    “You don’t know me that well,” Sambit said gruffly. “I’m not going to marry her.”  
 
    “No?” Tara raised an eyebrow.  
 
    “I was hoping to make her a Bandi,” Sambit said quietly.  
 
    Tara burst out laughing. Sambit glared at her. “Whore,” he muttered.  
 
    Tara composed herself, then smiled. “Do you even know what a Bandi is?”  
 
    “Of course, I know,” Sambit said angrily. “I’m older than you. I actually go to a school too, unlike you. There’s more to me than whores and drink,” he said, annoyed.  
 
    “Clearly,” Tara responded, her face straight now, but her eyes still sparkling. “Do you know anyone who can do the Band?”  
 
    “What do you mean?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “It’s a rare thing nowadays. Men don’t like to share their soul, to merge it with another, not when they can pierce the nipples of Dalits and own them outright. You do the Band with Fiona, that gives her some power over you.”  
 
    “It does?” Sambit asked, a little startled.  
 
    Tara rolled her eyes. “You don’t know what a Band really is. Why am I surprised. You’ve just got the romantic version in your head, haven’t you?”  
 
    Sambit almost nodded but managed to stop himself just in time. It was true though. His knowledge of the Band wasn’t much. As far as he knew, it was something noblemen or women did when they fell in love with commoners. They could never marry them, so they did the Band. It was some sort of romantic linking of the souls, or something. The Bandi would live with the nobleman or woman, not as wife but as a Bandi. She wouldn’t enjoy the same rights as a wife would, but she would have personal and intimate rights. 
 
    He knew there was some sort of linking of the souls, but he never imagined it to be anything like that which happened to Dalits. Sambit was not keen on any exchange of power. Before he began to dwell on that too much, he realised something else.  
 
    “Wait, you don’t mind if she becomes my Bandi?” he asked. It had been one of his fears, amongst others, that Tara might object to such a thing.  
 
    Tara shook her head. “I like women as much as men, maybe even more,” she said. “But, if you’re linking your soul with another woman, you’re doing it with mine too.”  
 
    “You want to be my Bandi, too?” Sambit asked, his eyes wide.  
 
    Tara rolled her eyes again. She seemed to do that a lot with him. Getting to her knees, she climbed on top of him, her wet vagina rubbing against his stomach, she reached down and grabbed his cock. “No sweetheart. I just want our souls to be linked so that I can control you too,” she said the words sweetly. 
 
    Sambit was about to protest. He was even ready to admit that he didn’t know what the Band was when he came up with it. The thought of one woman owning him was bad enough, but two? No fucking way. But then, Tara took his cock in her mouth. Deciding to not interrupt her, Sambit closed his eyes and enjoyed the pleasures of Tara’s warm mouth.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sambit felt pretty good as he flew towards the School of Merlin, Fiona once more on his mind. He came twice in Tara already, once in her mouth, and the other time, in her sweet little pussy. But his cock rose, suddenly energised by the thoughts of having both women together.  
 
    The conversation with Tara regarding turning Fiona into a Bandi had gone much better than he’d expected. Sure, it turned out he didn’t fully know what a Bandi was, but he’d been expecting more resistance from Tara. On the contrary, she seemed quite excited about the idea of having another woman in their lives. Sambit didn’t know that about her, that she might be more into women than men. He wasn’t quite sure how he felt about it. On the one hand, it was incredibly hot to fuck two women at the same time. On the other hand, when he was fucking those two women, he would want them to give him some attention too and not be focused on each other…  
 
    The fact that she might want to be his Bandi alarmed him a little.  
 
    He wasn’t keen on the whole giving someone else power of him thing. Tara had explained it some more after he came in her mouth, as she waited for him to recover enough to fuck her cunt. The Band was a two-way street. A merging of the souls, it bound both together, giving each some power of the other. Given the choice, Sambit would much rather just pierce Fiona’s nipple with a Dalit ring. That was a one-way street. He would have all the power.   
 
    Not that Fiona would let him do it.  
 
    As the hill on top of which the school rested came in view, Sambit lost that good feeling he’d had. The conversation with Tara didn’t seem like it went that well anymore. There was one thing he knew pretty well about the girl he’d been betrothed to for ever - she was damned stubborn as fuck. Once she got an idea in her head, there was no getting it out. And unfortunately for him, it seemed like she really wanted to be his Bandi.  
 
    Sambit flew over the forest that surrounded the north side of the school. As he came over Oliver’s tree house, he momentarily hovered over it, wondering if he should pop down to see him. Sambit had been so caught up in his own affairs, it had been a while since he’d last had a proper catch up with the young lord. And truth was, he needed a proper catch up with the guy. Someone had to Oliver that he had to hold back a little with his sudden found rage.  
 
    But that would have to wait for another time. Deciding he missed Fiona a lot more than he did Oliver, Sambit leaned forward and whizzed school-wards.  
 
    As he came towards the hill, he tilted his broom up, rising higher, he flew over the grey stone wall and curved around one of the turrets before coming to the open courtyard in the centre. From there, he swerved right, passing over the slanted black slate roof, he dived down and shot ahead, only slowing as he came to a long strip of open corridor attached to the side of the building. Sambit ducked his head and flew over the low grey stone pillars. A startled girl threw the book in her hand up into the air as Sambit narrowly avoided flattening her.  
 
    The corridor came to an end. Sambit dismounted coolly, shrunk his broom and placing it inside his green cloak, he pushed open the dark double doors and stepped inside. On either side of the hallway were doors that led into bedrooms. At the end was a staircase that led both up and down. Blue carpet covered the floor. Three small chandeliers hung off the ceiling and four lamps burned from each, lighting the space brilliantly. 
 
    Sambit felt purpose as he walked to her door. And he felt Déjà vu as he opened it and stepped inside. Fiona was on the bed once more, with her knees up, her back resting against the headboard, a book in hand.  
 
    She looked up and upon spotting him, she broke the moment of Déjà vu. Fiona calmly placed her book by her left side. And then, from her right side, she picked up a metal rod of about four feet in length.  
 
    “You stay away from me,” she warned, pointing the rod at him.  
 
    Sambit blinked, confused. “What is that?” he asked, staring at the rod. “And why are you pointing it at me?”  
 
    “My dad warned me about men like you,” Fiona said, her voice high pitched and shaking. “You come near me, and I’ll whack you on the head with this.”  
 
    Sambit approached the bed and grabbing the rod from its other end, he pulled it off her quite easily. “Where did you get this from?” he asked. “And why were you threatening to whack me on the head with it?”  
 
    Fiona’s head turned frantically as she searched the room looking for something to use as a weapon. Not finding anything, she picked up her book and climbed to her feet.  
 
    “A book?” Sambit asked, unimpressed. “You’re going to hit me with a book?”  
 
    “Stay away from me,” she warned, her eyes wide. “You try and rape me again, I swear, I’ll cut you!” 
 
    “You’re going to cut me with a book?” Sambit asked. “How soft do you think I am?”  
 
    “Very soft,” Fiona said, a little satisfaction in her voice. “You think you’re amazing with a staff, but I bet you’ve never been cut before!” 
 
    “And the girl threatening me with a book, how many times has she been cut?” Sambit asked dryly.  
 
    Fiona glanced at the book she was holding up, and then, as if suddenly realising she was threatening Sambit with a book, her cheeks coloured rosy red. She lowered the book, then stared at Sambit, a mixture of coyness and apprehension in her eyes.  
 
    Sambit stared back at her, confused. He couldn’t understand why she was threatening to hit him. He’d come here with good news, to tell her that Tara would accept Fiona as a Bandi, that they could be together. He thought she would be pleased to see him. What he did not expect was to find her threatening him with a metal rod, and then a book. 
 
    And then he remembered what she’d said only moments earlier. She’d used the “rape” word.  
 
    “Is that what you think it was?” Sambit asked, his voice quiet. “You think what happened the other night, it was rape?”  
 
    “What else could it be?” Fiona replied. “I didn’t want your cock inside me, but you still forced it in.”  
 
    “But you enjoyed it… you stopped resisting… your cunt was wet… you came,” Sambit said, partially in shock. “I thought we had a thing. Was that just me?”  
 
    Fiona stared at him for a long time before replying. “I did enjoy it,” she said, her voice quiet as she broke eye contact and stared down.  
 
    Sambit stepped and climbed onto the bed. “What’s the problem then?”  
 
    Fiona looked up and met his eyes once more. “I’m not going to be your whore,” she said defiantly. “You can say what you like, you know your mother’s never going to accept me. You’re betrothed to Tara.”  
 
    “I spoke to her today about you,” Sambit said, as he took Fiona’s hand in his. “She doesn’t mind the thought of you being around. In fact, I think she might be more into women than men,” he added as an afterthought.  
 
    “I’m not going to be a whore,” Fiona repeated determinedly.  
 
    “Not a whore,” Sambit said. “I was talking to her about you being a Bandi.”  
 
    “You want me to be a Bandi?” Fiona raised an eyebrow. “Do you even know what that is?”  
 
    “Why does everyone ask me that?” Sambit asked, annoyed. “Of course, I know what a Bandi is.”  
 
    “Okay,” Fiona smiled. “I didn’t know you would want something so intimate, an exchange of power like that...”  
 
    He’d hoped Fiona would tell him that being a Bandi didn’t involve him giving up power over his self.  
 
    “Dammit,” Sambit muttered. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sambit lay on Fiona’s bed and stared at her naked body as she lay beside him. He’d fucked her again. This time, she hadn’t struggled at all. She’d been almost submissive. As he took her clothes off and stood back to admire her naked body, Fiona stared down, her hands by her side, her cheeks colouring. And then, she looked up and met his eyes. Stepping up to him, she kissed him on the lips before dropping to her knees, she pulled down his trousers and took his cock in her mouth.  
 
    Her small and tight mouth. If he was going to be honest, Fiona’s wasn’t the best mouth he’d driven his cock down, but she tried so hard to take as much of it down her throat as possible, Sambit couldn’t help but smile proudly.   
 
    As they continued their love making, Sambit wasn’t forceful at all, which was different for him. Normally, he would ram his cock down the whore’s throat. But this wasn’t a whore. This was Fiona. He stroked her hair instead, letting her suck his cock at her pace.  
 
     And then, when she took it out to gasp for air, he picked her up easily and laid her on her back on the bed. Her hand reached down for his cock. She guided it to her tight little fuck hole. With a little effort, it slid into her warm and wet cunt. Again, rather than fucker her hard, Sambit gently pushed his cock inside her until his tip hit her abdominal wall. His cock buried deep inside her, their lips locked together.  
 
    Sambit could have stayed like that for ever, but Fiona had other ideas. She began to grind her hips, and Sambit responded, driving his cock in and out of her. She came first, which was another thing Sambit wasn’t usually mindful about. He held her breasts as her body arched, as her eyes closed and her mouth hung open slightly. He felt her body tense as she gasped, as she had her first orgasm.  
 
    Sambit watched her lie there, naked and exhausted. He still hadn’t come, but it didn’t matter. It wasn’t about him. A while passed before Fiona opened her eyes, her lips twitching on either side as she held back a smile. And then, she slid up, letting his cock out of her cunt, she hunched down, dropping to her knees, she lowered herself, ass in the air, she took his cock in her mouth once more.  
 
    Just watching her beautifully naked body, Sambit wasn’t far from coming. And with her now sucking the cock, he reached for her ass cheeks, his fingers brushed against her little anus. Sambit fingered her dripping cunt as his cock exploded in her mouth.  
 
    She tried her best to swallow his load. But it was a large load, enough to have filled her up and then dripped down her leg were his cock inside her cunt. Fiona coughed as she swallowed some of the cum, the rest dripping down her chin. She wiped it with her fingers, then licked them clean.  
 
    Sambit pushed her back onto the bed, then lay beside her, his arm around her, he ogled her beautiful body in silence. It was a perfect moment, one that didn’t require speech.  
 
    The door opened and in walked Felicity. Spotting the two of them naked in the bed, her lips formed into a pout.  
 
    “So, you ended up sleeping with him, huh? Thought you weren’t a whore?” she asked.  
 
    Sambit sighed. The moment was ruined by speech. Sometimes he wondered if it were possibly to jinx himself just by thinking.   
 
    Fiona made to reach for the blanket to cover her body, but Sambit grabbed her hands and held them back. Her naked body, it was much too beautiful to be covered by a simple blanket.   
 
    “She’s not a whore,” Sambit said.  
 
    Felicity glanced at him, her eyes narrow, they trailed down his naked body, coming to rest on his limp but large cock. And then, folding her arms across her chest, she turned to Fiona once more.  
 
    “Thought you were going to whack him on the head with the metal rod?” 
 
    Sambit grinned. “She wanted to,” he said, “but she found me too irresistible.”  
 
    Fiona turned her head to glare at him. In response, Sambit kissed her on the lips. His hand brushed over the smooth skin on her flat belly as he reached for her cunt. He dug three fingers roughly into her cunt and muffled her squeal by pressing his lips hard against hers. 
 
    And when he pulled back, grinning, she continued to glare at him, before her hand reached down to her cunt, she grabbed his own hand and tried to pull it away. Sambit held strong, keeping his fingers in her cunt. No, it was his cunt now. Fiona stared at him, a fiery look in her eyes, before eventually relenting, she stopped trying to pull away his hand and turned to her sister, her cheeks rosy.  
 
    “What-” she coughed to clear her throat. “What did Oliver say?”  
 
    Felicity, who was already wearing a deep frown, managed to deepen it some more. “He’s behaving strangely,” she said, before muttering, “more so than you.”  
 
    Fiona ignored the muttering. “Behaving strangely how?”  
 
    Felicity told them what had happened, how she went to seek Oliver to ask him if he would go with her to the House of Zarlock. Fiona and Felicity had both been by themselves to search for Calacian Zarlock’s diary without much luck. But, having heard of the reappearance of the Three-Breasted witch, Felicity went to find Oliver alone, because, and she turned to look at Sambit for this part, because Fiona was too conflicted in her feelings for Sambit and not in the mood to do anything productive. On the one hand, Fiona wanted to smash Sambit’s head in with a metal rod, something Felicity thought was a great idea. On the other hand, Sambit was a lord…  
 
    “That’s it?” Sambit asked. He turned to look at Fiona, a little disappointed. “That’s the other hand? That I’m a lord? You don’t like me for who I am?”  
 
    “She does like you for who you are,” Felicity said, as she stared at him densely. “You are a lord,” she scoffed. 
 
    It wasn’t that Sambit had never been hurt before, because he had. Once upon a time, his mother hurt him plenty emotionally. But since he outgrew her jabs, he was generally immune to feelings when it came to women. Sambit still had his fingers in Fiona’s cunt, but he didn’t feel like keeping them there anymore.  
 
    He withdrew his fingers, then shuffled away from her, coming to the edge of the bed, he folded his arms across his chest and stared ahead. He could feel Fiona’s eyes on him, but he ignored her.  
 
    “What happened when you went to see Oliver?” Fiona asked, no longer looking at him.  
 
    Sambit turned to look at her, surprised that she’d not even bothered to try and make him feel better. And then, he surprised himself more that he cared so much. Falling for a girl was new territory for him. In a normal situation, he would have fucked Fiona, then left, or, he would have fucked Fiona, then asked her to leave.  
 
     “Oliver was in the tree house,” Felicity continued. “Mistress Kava was there too. They were both naked.”  
 
    Sambit didn’t see anything strange about that. Mistress Kava was an attractive woman, and there was something about fucking that authoritative teacher-like figure. Oliver was Lord Zarlock now. If he wanted to fuck a teacher, he could fuck a teacher.  
 
    “She was tied up,” Felicity said.  
 
    Sambit raised an eyebrow. “Tied up how?”  
 
    Felicity told them what she had seen as she walked into the tree house. There was Oliver, naked, his cock in Mistress Kava’s mouth, his hands pressed against the back of her head. Mistress Kava was naked too, her legs had been stretched apart, her cunt touching the wooden flooring of the tree house, rope was tied to each of her wrists, holding her arms apart.  
 
    “He tried to fuck me, too,” Felicity said, her voice flat. “Walked up to me, told me he wanted me and my sister naked, said he wanted to fuck my ass, then shove that cock down Fiona’s mouth. His exact words. And then he grabbed me by the breast,” Felicity’s hand rose as she felt her left breast, a grimace appeared on her face as if remembering a painful memory.  
 
    “Seems a bit extreme for Oliver,” Sambit murmured. 
 
    He was a little offended. Sure, he hadn’t told anyone how he felt about Fiona, but Sambit was sure Oliver knew. He had to know. And if he did know, why would he want to fuck Fiona? That was just wrong.  
 
    “It’s getting worse much quicker than I thought it would,” Fiona murmured. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “I know why Oliver’s suddenly trying to fuck everyone and everything, why he’s suddenly so vicious. His magic was bound, remember?”  
 
    “What does that have to do with anything?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “He came to me a month or so ago,” Fiona began, before telling them what had happened, how Oliver had freaked out after attacking and then raping a girl in the school.  
 
    Felicity nodded knowingly as she explained how the breaking of the bind that had held back his magic occasionally caused damage to the wizard.  
 
    “How do we fix him?” Sambit asked, a little worried. It wouldn’t do to have a crazy Zarlock running around. Not now that his sister was planning for war.   
 
    “There are some witches that can work on his brain, but…”  
 
    “But what?” Sambit asked.  
 
    Fiona shrugged. “The witches are… strange… and it doesn’t always work.”  
 
    Sambit opened his mouth to say something. What that something was, he completely forgot as he spotted the woman standing by the door behind Felicity. She was tall and beautiful. She had long dark hair and she wore a lowcut green dress underneath the purple cloak.  
 
    “Katrina,” Sambit said. And then he remembered that he was naked. His hands casually moved down his body, coming to his cock, he did his best to cover it. “What uh… how did you know I was here?”  
 
    “It wasn’t hard. Everyone knows you like Fiona, although I did go to see Tara first,” Katrina said before she nodded at Fiona. “Going to turn her into your Bandi, I hear?”  
 
    Fiona stared down at her chest, blushing furiously, she did her best to cover her modesty with her hands.  
 
    Sambit swallowed. “Uh, when you say everyone knows…”  
 
    “No, mother doesn’t know yet,” Katrina said, her voice stern. “But she will soon, and I don’t think she will be too impressed.”  
 
    “Why not?” Sambit asked, his voice sounding sulkier than he would have liked it to. “I’m still marrying Tara. Mother gets what she wants.”  
 
    “You’re planning on turning a commoner into a Bandi,” Katrina said. “Do you even know what Bandi means?”  
 
    Sambit was getting real tired of hearing that question. True, he may have underestimated what it actually entailed. The whole exchange of powers the Band gave, that was a bit of a shock. Maybe he would have to reconsider the whole Band thing, but he wasn’t going to admit that to his sister.  
 
    “Yes, I fully understand what the Band is all about,” he said sourly. “Why would mother have a problem with it? I’m marrying the girl she wants me to. She will have her influence over Tara’s father, the Lord of the Night. So what if Fiona’s a commoner? Isn’t the whole purpose of a Bandi to have the connection with someone you can’t marry?”  
 
    “In books, sure,” Katrina said, her dark eyes boring into him. “Oh god,” she murmured. “You came up with the idea from reading a book, didn’t you?”  
 
    “No,” Sambit said quickly, lying.  
 
    Truth was, he had learnt of the Band from reading books, or more specifically, one book. Kameo and Halite. The two loved each other, but couldn’t be as Kameo was a lord, and Halite a simple farmers daughter. In the end, they both died quite tragically, so not a great story to want to emulate… 
 
    “Mother’s not going to be happy,” Katrina repeated, her eyes now on Fiona. “Stand,” she said.  
 
    Fiona, who was still blushing furiously and staring down, didn’t realise Katrina was talking to her. Sambit gave her a gentle nudge.  
 
    “Me?” she asked, as she looked up, startled.  
 
    “Yes, you,” Katrina said dryly.  
 
    Fiona glanced at Sambit, who gave what he hoped was a reassuring nod. He wasn’t sure what Katrina wanted from Fiona, but knowing his sister, he was sure it wasn’t anything malicious.  
 
    Fiona climbed to her feet, a hand still covering her cunt, her other arm was pressed against her breasts.  
 
    “Remove the hands,” Katrina said sharply. “I want to see what it is my dear brother is willing to risk upsetting mother over.”  
 
    With some difficulty, Fiona moved her hands to her side, letting her breasts drop and revealing her vagina. Katrina came up to the bed and inspected her naked body, feeling her breasts, feeling her cunt, even making Fiona bend over and spread her ass cheeks.  
 
    And when she was done, she returned to her position of standing by the door, looking much like the disappointed teacher. “Is she really good in bed?” Katrina asked. “Because she isn’t much to look at.”  
 
    Sambit glared at his sister. “Are you fucking-” 
 
    “She’s not ugly,” Katrina interrupted him. “But she’s no Dalit.”  
 
    Sambit was about to open his mouth and retort that neither was Katrina a Dalit. But his sister gave a shake of the hand and changed the subject.  
 
    “What’s wrong with Lord Zarlock?” she asked.   
 
    “Oliver?” Sambit asked, a little relieved Fiona was no longer the topic of conversation. He reached forward and grabbing her hand, he pulled her down. Fiona, grateful for not having to stand and be examined by Katrina, buried her head in his chest. “Nothing’s wrong with him.” 
 
    “Is he fucking other women?” Katrina asked.  
 
    Sambit stared at his sister curiously, before nodding slowly. “You don’t have a problem with that, do you?”  
 
    “No,” Katrina said a little too quickly. “I know he likes his Dalits but… does he have affections for other women?”   
 
      “I don’t know,” Sambit said, shrugging his shoulders. “Why are asking?” 
 
    “We’ve only slept together once. That was on our wedding day. He doesn’t like coming to Ravenscourt, and I am not going to fuck in that tree house. I suggested to him that we go to the House of Zarlock. He gave the impression he didn’t like that place much, but recently, he seems to be going there a lot.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t worry about it too much,” Sambit said absently. “I think he goes there to see the werewolf.”   
 
     “The what?” Katrina asked.  
 
    Sambit realised immediately that he’d let something out. Judging from the look on her face, Katrina did not know anything about him and Oliver heading off to the Borderlands to save Harmony, and instead returning with a werewolf that had almost killed her husband.  
 
    It was too late to take it back, so Sambit decided to go with playing nonchalant. “Oh, he didn’t tell you?” he asked innocently.  
 
    “I think I would remember if he mentioned anything about having a werewolf in the House of Zarlock,” Katrina said, her voice a little high pitched.  
 
    It was the first time Sambit had seen her unnerved. Normally, his sister was as cool as they came, always reacting to everything as if it were inconsequential. He couldn’t help but smirk. It was the wrong thing to do.  
 
    “Does something amuse you, Sambit?” she asked, her eyes narrow, her voice back to its normal self.  
 
    “It’s not a big deal,” Sambit said, frowning. “The wolf is locked up in the basement, secure behind bars. He visits her to gather information about the werewolves so he can go back and save Harmony.”  
 
    “Go back?” Katrina asked, her voice rising. “Go back where? And how did he manage to capture a damned werewolf in the first place?” 
 
    Not really seeing a way out of having this conversation after his second slipup, Sambit decided to tell Katrina what had happened. He began by telling her of how he had offered to help Oliver find Harmony in exchange for marrying Katrina, and ended it by telling of how they flew to the Borderlands to rescue a girl that might have been Harmony. He instantly regretted saying that, that it might have been Harmony. Which although true, he was sure his sister would pick on, that they had flown off with such little information, not knowing if it even was her. She was going to tell him how he was an idiot, that he didn’t even consider if it could have been a trap.  
 
    But strangely, his sister didn’t pick on that. Nor did she say anything when he told her how the werewolf managed to knock Oliver off his broom and would have ripped into the young Zarlock’s neck had Sambit not arrived and knocked her out. Again, after the words escaped his lips, he wished he’d not told her how close they’d come to dying horrible deaths.  
 
    But again, strangely, Katrina said nothing. She simply listened. And when he was done talking, she stood silently, her lips pursed, a distant look in her eyes. A while passed, and Katrina remained frozen to the spot, completely silent.  
 
    Beside him, Fiona whispered in his ear, “Is she okay?”  
 
    “I think so,” Sambit mumbled, though he wasn’t sure.  
 
    He imagined it was a lot to take in for her, but Katrina was good at processing information quickly. She should have gotten over it by now, already decided what she was going to do, and half way through doing it. Sambit raised a hand and waved it at her.  
 
    Katrina blinked. And then she took a deep breath, before letting it out slowly. “Is there anything else I need to know?” she asked.  
 
    Sambit shook his head, but beside him, Fiona raised her hand a little nervously. “Melisandre Dragonoski is also staying at the House of Zarlock,” she said.  
 
    Her voice came out quiet, but not quiet enough. Katrina’s eyes widened in rage. Sambit feared she was going to attack him, or attack something. But she didn’t. She didn’t stand still in shock either like she had the last time. Katrina turned and fled out of the room. Sambit hoped she wasn’t going to see Oliver. It wouldn’t be great if she confronted him now, what with his brain being all muddled and him exhibiting signs of a penchant for debauchery.  
 
    That was another thing they forget to tell her about… The fact that her husband was slowly losing the plot. Come to think of it, by Felicity’s description of events earlier, it probably wasn’t a slow descent.  
 
    If Katrina wasn’t going off to confront Oliver, she was probably off to the House of Zarlock, either to confront Melisandre, or the werewolf. Sighing he turned and stared at Fiona and her naked body. It didn’t matter that his sister thought she was only “average”. To him, Fiona looked amazing naked.  
 
    Pushing her onto her back, he climbed on top of her, sitting on her stomach facing away from her, he parted her legs and stared down at her pink cunt, noticing just the little specks of blond pubic hair. Signing again, Sambit raised his hand and slapped Fiona on the cunt.  
 
    It was a hard slap.  
 
    Fiona’s body reacted by trying to hunch over. Something she was unable to do as Sambit pressed his weight down on her. He glanced back at her, satisfied with the pain showing on her face.  
 
    “What was that for?” Fiona asked, her voice high-pitched, her eyes wide.  
 
    “For telling my sister about Melisandre staying at the House of Zarlock,” Sambit replied, his voice even.  
 
    “She would have found out eventually,” Fiona protested.  
 
    “True,” Sambit said. He reached down and feeling her breasts, he gave the left nipple a squeeze, using his thumb and index finger. “But it wasn’t your place to tell her.”     
 
    Fiona grimaced, but she made no attempt to stop him from hurting her. Instead, she stared up at him defiantly. Sambit laughed. She was so cute when she was angry. Letting go of her nipple, he turned his back on her once more to focus on her cunt. Her legs had closed, but that mattered not.  
 
    Grinning, Sambit filled his hands with magic, and as his fingertips began to glow red, he gave her a slap on each inner thigh, causing her to curse, but at the same time, to open her legs, exposing her pussy.  
 
    Apparently, Sambit hadn’t quite understood what the Band was, but in Fiona, he was sure he’d picked the right girl to be by his side. He just needed to tame her a little. And it was going to be so much fun doing that. Sambit raised his hand and aimed for her cunt.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Melisandre stood in the centre of the hall in the House of Zarlock, her eyes on the white tiger as it walked past her, its black and white stripes shimmering off the purple marble flooring. She had been at the House of Zarlock for a few months now, and in that time, she had crossed paths with Shera, the white tiger, many times. And not once had it paid her any attention.  
 
    It was something she was grateful for. But, she still couldn’t relax in the tiger’s presence. A single swipe of its paw would be fatal. What made it worse was that the damned thing seemed to be everywhere. Every time she left her quarters, she would cross paths with the tiger. She began to wonder if the beast was following her, if Oliver had ordered it to keep an eye on her.  
 
    She couldn’t be sure if that was something he was able to do, if Shera could follow commands like that, but she wouldn’t put it past Oliver. Ever since he learnt of his true heritage, Oliver had begun to change. The were slow at first, the changes, but they were there. And now, his confidence had transformed to arrogance and beyond, behaving almost as if he thought he was invincible. The last time she had seen him, he’d walked up to her, placed his hands on her breasts, squeezing them, he’d muttered to himself, before turning and walking away.  
 
    That wasn’t like the Oliver she knew. When she thought of moving to the House of Zarlock, it was partly to find a safe place away from her father. She hated to admit it, but the other reason for her wanting to come here was because of Oliver. Ever since she’d admitted to herself that she harboured feelings for him, she couldn’t keep him out of her mind. She wanted to be close to him. And even though he was married, and to the daughter from a House that directly rivalled her own, she had a childish fancy that maybe moving into the same house as Oliver would kindle some sort of relationship between the two.  
 
    And it was a childish fancy because Oliver barely spared her a glance. He came to the house often. From the balcony in her room, she could see the front of the house, the direction from which Oliver often flew in on his broom. Every time she saw him fly by, her heart would skip a beat. She would sit anxiously, waiting for him to make an appearance. Other times, she would do the things that she hoped would entice him if he were to pop up for a visit, like lay naked on the bed, her legs spread open, her chamber maids pleasing her.  
 
    Guys liked that sort of thing, she knew.  
 
    But it mattered not what she did, because Oliver rarely came to see her. And the last time he did, he’d grabbed her breasts, before muttering to himself and walking off. She hadn’t minded, except… him touching her, it should have felt great. But it didn’t. Oliver’s body language was all wrong, and the look in his eyes, it didn’t seem like she even registered as a human to him.  
 
    Melisandre let out a sigh of relief as the tiger disappeared from sight, its tail the last thing she saw as it vanished beyond the doors. Melisandre blinked, then set off down the hall, her feet silent as they stepped on the purple marble. She gazed up at the large pillars of purple and gold as she walked past them. It was a simple hall, without the lavish furnishings other houses had, but there was something powerful about the simplicity of the place. It was as if it knew it was the Hall of Zarlock, and that automatically meant it did not have to compete in grandeur with others.  
 
    Melisandre reached the end of the hall and as she placed a hand on the wooden door, it began to part open. A slow parting. The sunlight beyond shone in through the gap. It struck her face and irritated her some. She was sure the House was doing it on purpose, taking its time to open for her.  
 
    She knew it was strange to think of the House as having some sort of vendetta against her, but she knew the House was alive. And she had seen it open doors much quicker for others. As the doors finally parted enough for her to slip through, Melisandre stepped outside. 
 
     She stood still, her eyes closed as the cold hit her face. Taking a deep breath, she opened her eyes and walked down the large stone steps. It was a beautiful sight, seeing the surrounding water gushing down all around. But it was a sight she was beginning to appreciate less and less.  
 
    Being in the House of Zarlock felt great at first, but now it was beginning to feel like a glorified prison. No, this was worse than a prison. She was all alone here, but for her two chamber maids. Oliver frequented the House often, but he rarely came to see her. She wasn’t sure what the purpose of his visits were. She supposed it might have had something to do with the Three-Breasted witch.  
 
    Melisandre had caught a glance of the witch once. Much taller than any witch Melisandre had ever seen, the Three-Breasted witch pranced around naked. Add to that the fact that she had three breasts, it was impossible to compete with.  
 
    Melisandre stood by the bridge that crossed the lake that surrounded the house, her eyes on the water and the mini waves that crossed it, caused by the encircling waterfall. The beauty of this place was unparalleled, and it was the safest place for her maids, but… This wasn’t where she expected her life to be at this point, hiding away from the world.  
 
    Melisandre glanced up as she heard the noise. A broom whooshing through the air, she expected to see Oliver, or maybe even Sambit and the two twin girls. They came to visit sometimes, on the hunt for some dead wizard’s diary.  
 
    But it was neither. To her great surprise, and horror, it was Katrina Khan, Sambit’s sister and Oliver’s wife. Her broom landed a few meters away from Melisandre, and Katrina dismounted. Melisandre felt a pang of hurt as she watched the woman married to Oliver approach her.  
 
    Katrina was beautiful. Her brown skin was flawless, her black hair shiny, full and straight, her large dark eyes enchanting. And to top it off, she had an amazing figure. Katrina was taller than Melisandre, and today she wore fitting black leather pants, a blue shirt that showed off her generous bosom, a silky green cloak and brown leather gloves.  
 
    “Melisandre Dragonoski,” Katrina said, as she came to stand before her. “I don’t think we’ve ever met before.”  
 
    “No, I don’t think we have,” Melisandre said, though she had seen Katrina many times in the House of Lords, they had never spoken once.  
 
    An awkward silence followed as neither Melisandre nor Katrina seemed to know what to say to each other. For Melisandre, seeing Katrina here was a surprise, though it should not have been. She was after all Oliver’s wife, and this was the House that they should be sharing together. That being said, this was the first time she had seen Katrina come here, and she noted how she had come alone and not with Oliver.  
 
    “Our Houses don’t usually get along,” Katrina said, apparently having found a topic of conversation.  
 
    Melisandre was inclined to agree. Historically, and currently, House Khan and House Dragonoski held opposing views on pretty much everything. Melisandre remained silent though, deciding that if this conversation was to go in a possibly confrontational direction, she wasn’t going to assist Katrina in leading it that way. 
 
    “How long will you be staying here at the House of Zarlock?” Katrina asked.  
 
    “As long as you will have me, my lady,” Melisandre replied.  
 
    It wasn’t the answer Katrina was expecting, and Melisandre could see the surprise in the Khan’s eyes. It was only there momentarily before it disappeared. It wasn’t like Melisandre to be diplomatic, but life had changed quite drastically for her in the past few months, and spending a lot of time mostly alone with her thoughts had given her plenty opportunity to contemplate on the new reality.   
 
    And the new reality was that she no longer had the backing of House Dragonoski behind her. It was a strange feeling, terrifying but also almost liberating, not having that weight behind her. When before every decision she made, her every action, she was representing her House. But now, that didn’t matter. She could do whatever the hell she wanted without having to worry about her actions. Admittedly, being stuck in the House of Zarlock negated some of that freedom…  
 
    “I will admit, I was expecting this conversation to go differently,” Katrina said. “I was led to believe you had a-” she paused, a curios look in her eyes.  
 
    “A fiery temper?” Melisandre asked.  
 
    The left side of Katrina’s lip twitched as she held back a smile. “That would be one word to describe it.”  
 
    “I did have a temper, my lady,” Melisandre said. “But that was before, when I had the House of Dragonoski behind me. I have been here at the House of Zarlock for months now, alone with my thoughts. It has given me time to think things over, to appreciate the new reality.”  
 
    “I see,” Katrina said. 
 
    Their conversation had reached an impasse as Melisandre had no more to say, but Katrina still remained standing before her, an unreadable expression on her face. Seconds became minutes as they both remained standing, each staring at the other. 
 
    Eventually, after feeling the cold begin to bite, Melisandre asked, “Will that be all, my lady?”  
 
    “You have feelings for Oliver,” Katrina said.  
 
    Melisandre was about to deny it when she realised Katrina hadn’t asked a question, but rather stated what was in her opinion, a fact. And not just in her opinion. Melisandre did have feelings for Oliver. She had anticipated this, that at some point, she would be approached by Katrina. She had always imagined she would deny it, say that she only saw him as a friend, if that. But standing before her now, she found she could not lie.  
 
    Her cheeks colouring, Melisandre gave a slow nod of the head.  
 
    “What do you plan to do about your feelings?” Katrina asked.  
 
    “Nothing,” Melisandre said softly. “He is married to you, and I no longer have anything to offer him.”  
 
    It was another realisation that she had tried to suppress, that no longer having the House of Dragonoski behind her, Melisandre had little to offer Oliver. 
 
    Katrina stepped up to her and placed a hand on her cheek. “I wouldn’t say you have nothing to offer,” she murmured.  
 
    The thought had crossed Melisandre’s mind, that she did have one thing to offer. But it wasn’t something she had felt comfortable with. She may no longer have had the backing of her House, but she was still raised a Dragonoski. Offering her body to Oliver would make her little better than a Dalit. The thought became more depressing when she did compare herself to Dalits – they had much better figures.  
 
    But now, with Katrina standing a foot away, her body heat radiating, her hand tenderly caressing Melisandre’s cheek, she felt the same humiliation she had when she compared herself to the lowly status of Dalits, but at the same time, she felt a strange sense of excitement.  
 
    She was no longer bound to uphold the prestige of House Dragonoski… she could do whatever she wanted to without worry of the reputational damage it would cause House Dragonoski.  
 
    “You can’t be with Oliver,” Katrina said softly. “You may not see yourself as of House Dragonoski any longer, but that doesn’t change the truth. You cannot take away your birth right simply by renouncing it,” she added as the tips of her fingers trailed from Melisandre’s cheek to her lips. “Oliver is allowed to be with Dalits, and commoners, but I am the only noble woman who he can be with.”  
 
    There was a pause as Melisandre met Katrina’s dark eyes and saw the lust in them. Melisandre enjoyed the company of women as much as men, and Katrina was an attractive woman. But she hesitated, not fully understanding what the relationship would be. In her experience, being from House Dragonoski, her role in relationships with other women and men was usually a dominant one.  
 
    This would be the first time she would enter into a relationship with a woman who would have been her equal had she still belonged to House Dragonoski, but was now much more powerful. Was Melisandre to be the submissive?  
 
    Lowering her hand from Melisandre’s lips, Katrina leaned in and kissed her. It was a gentle kiss, and Katrina’s lips were soft. Melisandre kissed her back, enjoying the soft lips and the warmth they brought in this cold day. 
 
    Katrina pulled back and their eyes met once more. The lust was still there, but this time, that lust was mixed with a hunger. A hunger Melisandre recognised. She knew then what her role in this relationship was going to be.  
 
    She would have to follow Katrina’s commands.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Melisandre walked with her eyes on the ground as Katrina led her by the hand down one of House Zarlock’s many corridors. Come, Katrina had said, as she grabbed hold of Melisandre’s hand and led her inside the House of Zarlock.  
 
    Melisandre knew what was going to happen. Katrina would lead her to one of the House’s many bedrooms, and there, they would… She had almost thought of it as making love, but that wasn’t what it was. Making love is something that happens between two equals. Melisandre and Katrina may have been equals once, but they no longer were.  
 
    Katrina belonged to House Khan, and was married to Lord Zarlock, the most powerful man in Atlantis, nay, in the world. She on the other hand, was a fugitive wanted by House Dragonoski, arguably the second most feared house, behind House Zarlock, now that it was back, and joint second with House Khan.  
 
    As if operating on sensors, the torches that were attached to the corridor walls only flamed as someone approached, making it so that the long corridor was dark in the distance. But having spent months in the house with not much to do, Melisandre knew what lay at the end. A curving staircase that led both up and down. She had once followed after Oliver as he came this way.  
 
    He had gone down to the basement. She had stopped by the staircase, not wanting to follow him any further. There was something there in the basement, something that made Oliver behave very strangely indeed. He would always head down to the basement, a look of pure focus on his face, and he would return from there wearing a lopsided smile.  
 
    As they came to the staircase, Katrina paused as she stared down the large steps that led down. The torches attached to the golden bannister flamed, lighting the way only so far, leaving the bottom ominously dark.  
 
    “Are we… are we going down there?” Melisandre asked.  
 
    Katrina glanced back at her, surprised. “You’re afraid?”  
 
    It was a sudden realisation for Melisandre of how much things had changed. Now that she no longer saw herself as a Dragonoski, she didn’t feel the need to hold onto that shielded state of mind where she feared nothing and no one. Again, it was that odd feeling of being liberated but afraid at the same time. 
 
    “A little bit,” Melisandre admitted.  
 
    Grinning, Katrina’s fingers tightened around Melisandre’s hand as she began climbing up the steps. They came to the first floor, and Katrina led her to the first door on the left of the corridor. Most of the rooms on the north side of the House were bedrooms, and so was this room that Katrina had led her to.  
 
    Once inside, Katrina let go of Melisandre’s hand, she closed the door and walked towards the bed. Turning, she sat on the edge of the bed facing Melisandre who stood awkwardly in the centre of the room between the bed and the door.  
 
    “Take your clothes off,” Katrina said.  
 
    Melisandre was expecting this. On their walk up, she had been mentally trying to prepare for this. Being a Dragonoski, she was not accustomed to being told what to do by others, and definitely not stripping for another’s pleasure. But it wasn’t just her pride she had to contend with.  
 
    There had been one person who had stripped her naked and treated her like a piece of meat. Her father, Rasputin Dragonoski. Her experiences with her father had made her the girl she was to most - the cold and ruthless Dragonoski girl, at least on the outside. 
 
    This was a new experience, being told to strip by a person Melisandre did not despise. She still wasn’t sure how she felt about this. Part of her screamed at her to turn and run, another part of her tried to raise her old defences of defiance, to roar like a Dragonoski. And yet another part of her felt strangely aroused. This feeling of letting go, of giving up her freedoms, of giving up her choices, of submitting, it was strangely intoxicating.  
 
    Melisandre’s hand rose, and finding the latch on her left shoulder, she unfastened it, letting her black cloak fall to the ground. She reached back and unzipped her lacy white dress. Melisandre shivered as the dress brushed against her skin as it slid to the ground to rest by her ankles. With her hands by her side, Melisandre stood naked before Katrina. And that was when she noticed her fingers shaking. Was she afraid?     
 
    Katrina’s dark eyes took in her naked paleness as the Khan girl remained seated on the bed. And then, she stood up and took slow steps towards Melisandre, her eyes taking in every inch of Melisandre’s naked body.  
 
    Melisandre’s long white hair draped down her shoulder, covering her left breast. Katrina brushed the hair aside, and Melisandre shivered again as Katrina’s fingertips brushed against her bare skin. With her eyes still on Melisandre, Katrina did a full circle around the naked girl.  
 
    “You have an enviable figure,” Katrina said, her voice soft and alluring, she came to stand before Melisandre. She reached down and placed a warm hand on Melisandre’s exposed cunt. Rubbing the cunt, Katrina slid a finger in, causing Melisandre to visibly stiffen.  
 
    Katrina let out a small laugh. “You’re not used to this happening, are you? Of being made to stand naked for the pleasure of another?”  
 
    Melisandre didn’t want to think about her father, but she couldn’t help but have the memories flood into her brain. One particular memory stood out more than the others. It was a late winters night. She was sixteen years of age. Her father had returned from dining with one of the lords, she could not remember which one.  
 
    He came home late, and surprisingly sober, he opened her door and marching into her room, he grabbed her by the hair and pulled her out of bed. By that time, Melisandre was used to his abuse and did not make a sound as he made her stand in the middle of the room and ordered her to strip. Once she had complied, he circled her, then came to stand before her.  
 
    Melisandre shuddered. Katrina’s finger was still inside her cunt when the Khan’s other fingers clasped her pussy lips and pulled, causing Melisandre to squirm.  
 
    “You need to answer me when I ask a question,” Katrina said, her voice still gentle.  
 
    Melisandre blinked. “I don’t remember the question-” 
 
    She almost added the word mistress. Was she supposed to? Was that what she was now, living in House Zarlock as a concubine for the fancy of Katrina and Oliver? Melisandre’s face coloured as she imagined Oliver being here, seeing her this weak and submissive.  
 
    “You have nothing to be ashamed off,” Katrina said, noticing Melisandre blush furiously. She leaned in and kissed her on the lips, then withdrew her finger from Melisandre’s cunt and held it up to her lips.  
 
    Melisandre knew what to do. She sucked Katrina’s finger clean, tasting her own juices. With a satisfied grin, Katrina stepped back, then disrobed. She had a beautifully tanned body, and the excitement of earlier returned as Melisandre thought of being free from choice, of being submissive and pleasing that gorgeous body.  
 
    Katrina lay on her back on the bed, her legs spread open. Melisandre knew what was expected of her. She took a first hesitant step forward; her eyes fell on the glistening pink pussy lips that stuck out from Katrina’s tanned labia.  
 
    Katrina raised her head off the bed. “Come,” she said encouragingly. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, Melisandre strode forward, climbed onto the bed, dropped to her knees, lowered her head and buried her face in Katrina’s cunt. Her tongue pushed past the labia, she found the clitoris and probed it with the tip of her tongue. It was intoxicating, having her head buried in Katrina’s cunt, and the frame of mind she was in, being so submissive to another woman, Melisandre found it a massive turn on.  
 
    She reached down, her hand found her own cunt. It was warm and wet, and she began to play with her pussy as she continued to lick away. Soon, Katrina began to moan, and Melisandre used that as encouragement to work harder, knowing she was pleasing her mistress. She felt Katrina’s hips grind, felt a hand grab her by the hair and hold her head down. Melisandre stopped playing with her own cunt and instead focused solely on Katrina’s pleasure.  
 
    She drove her fingers inside Katrina’s now dripping cunt, her tongue pushed harder against the clitoris. Katrina’s moans grew as did the ferocity of the movement of her hips. And then, her body tensed, and she came. It wasn’t quite an explosion, but there was suddenly so much more of her juices flowing out of her cunt. Melisandre remained where she was, her head being held down by Katrina, she lapped up the juices.  
 
    “You did good,” Katrina said.  
 
    She released her grip on Melisandre’s head, then pushed her away with her feet. Melisandre sat up on her bottom by Katrina’s feet and stared at the beautiful woman. She couldn’t help but feel envy. Where her skin was pale, Katrina had a beautifully natural tan. And those breasts, the dark nipples, they weren’t enormous like some women had them, but they were bigger than Melisandre’s, who had what she thought of as little dots for nipples.  
 
    As if reading her mind, Katrina raised a foot and pressed it against her left breast, her toes coming together to pinch at the nipple.  
 
    “I don’t mind you staying here,” Katrina said, as her foot continued to play with Melisandre’s breast. “But, you have to know your place. You have to simultaneously forget that you are from a noble house and at the same time, you must remember your nobility. Do you understand?”  
 
    It was a trick question, Melisandre was sure, and she was afraid to answer. Seeing the panic stricken look on her face, Katrina laughed.  
 
    “When you are with me, you must forget that you are a Dragonoski. I want you to submit to me, to let me be your mistress,” her toes tightened around Melisandre’s nipple. “Will you do that?”  
 
    Melisandre nodded numbly. She had come too far to back out now. And there was something strange about the situation she was in. She recognised it for what it was. That deep place of lust, where a person being dominated will agree to almost anything. She was in that state.  
 
    “Good,” Katrina said, as her grip on Melisandre’s nipple loosened. “But you must also remember that you are a Dragonoski when my husband is around. I don’t mind him sleeping with Dalits and commoners, but he cannot sleep with you. Is that understood?”  
 
    Again, Melisandre nodded, but this time, she felt a sharp pang inside. She sniffed and blinked to hold back her tears. Despite her best efforts at hiding her feelings, Katrina seemed to noticed. She sat up, then pulled Melisandre in for a hug, their bodies naked, their breasts squished together.  
 
    “You will get over him,” Katrina whispered.  
 
    Melisandre said nothing, but she wondered if she really would get over Oliver. It was new territory for her, to fall for someone. As a result of the abuse from her father, she had learnt to close herself off from everyone, to always have her guard up.  
 
    When she first saw Oliver, he was such an awkward looking guy, she never imagined in a million years that she could fall for him. And maybe that was why she did, because her guard was lowered. He was the first guy she had ever fallen for, and she didn’t want to give him up.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver woke with a jolt, his eyes wide open, he glanced around at his surroundings feeling dazed and confused. It was awhile before he got his bearings, before he realised that he was in the tree house at the bottom of the hill by School of Merlin.  
 
    Pushing the blanket aside, Oliver sat up, his legs swung out, and his feet tenderly touched the ground. He was naked, which was a common thing for him now, even in this cold. And it was cold in the tree house.  
 
    His eyes fell on Mistress Kava and a cruel smile spread across his lips. She definitely knew it was cold. Mistress Kava stood naked in the centre of the treehouse with a metal chain dangling from the ceiling wrapped around her neck. Her naked body was paler than usual, possibly due to the cold. Her nipples were erect. Oliver frowned as he noticed the bruising on her cunt, curtesy of last night’s punishment. It annoyed him that she didn’t heal as well as the werewolf did.     
 
    Oliver held his hand out, and from the far corner of the room, the staff of Zarlock flew into his open hand. He filled it with his magic, enjoying the feel of heat radiating through his arm as the golden staff began to glow. 
 
    Leaning forward, he prodded Mistress Kava with the tip of his staff, first on her left breast, then her right. They were gentle prods. It was too early in the morning to work on her. But when she did not stir, Oliver jammed the tip of his staff against her abused cunt.  
 
    Mistress Kava’s eyes flew open. They scanned the room frantically before they settled on him.  
 
    “Morning,” Oliver said, smiling. “You look beautiful today,” he said, meaning it. She did look beautiful. Her pale white skin bruised, her pink nipples perky, her curvy waist, her long legs… Oliver felt his cock stir, and he chuckled as Mistress Kava stared down at his lap, worry in her eyes.  
 
    “You must be hungry,” Oliver said. He pointed his staff at the chain that hung from the ceiling. A blue ball of magic burst out from the tip, the chain snapped in half, and finally free from the burden of having to stand all night, Mistress Kava fell to the ground in a heap.  
 
    “Thank you, my lord,” she murmured as she rested on the ground.  
 
    Seeing her crumpled naked body on the ground, Oliver’s cock rose further. She was his now, completely and utterly. Over the past few weeks, he had reduced her to nothing but a piece of meat who accepted that her sole purpose of existing was to please him as nothing but a piece of meat could.  
 
    “Come,” Oliver said.  
 
    He placed his staff down on the bed and rubbed the tip of his cock as Mistress Kava crawled towards him. As she came closer, she rose to her knees. Oliver grabbed her by the hair and pulled her head down. Her mouth opened and he shoved his cock down her throat. She was a good cocksucker by now, and she took his big cock all the way down her throat without gagging.  
 
    He held his cock there and watched as her face began to change to a shade of purple as she struggled to breath. Her eyes widened, and just as he was sure she would faint, he pulled his cock out of her mouth. Mistress Kava’s body shuddered as she gasped for breath. Deciding to give her time to recover, Oliver reached for her breasts and grabbed her by the perky nipples. As he twisted her nipples, his foot came up to her abused cunt, and he probed a toe inside her stretched vagina.  
 
    He was pleased to feel that she was a little wet down there, and even more so when, after having recovered, she voluntarily lowered her head and took his cock back in her mouth, this time, sucking on the tip. Oliver continued to play with her nipples as his toe fucked her cunt. He felt the build-up, and just as he was about to come, he let go of her nipples and grabbed her by the hair once more, shoving his cock down her throat, he exploded.  
 
    With her head held in place, his cock down her throat as he came, Mistress Kava’s body contorted as her instincts urged her to pull back. But Oliver held her head down roughly until every last drop of come was drained from his cock, and then he released her and watched as she gasped for breath. Lifting his foot, Oliver kicked her in the chest.  
 
    Mistress Kava hit the ground on her back, where she lay, her body still but for the rising of her chest as she took haggard breaths. It was a beautiful sight for Oliver, to see Mistress Kava on the ground, his little piece of fuck meat, lying on her back, her legs fortunately spread to reveal her abused vagina, and her breasts rising and falling as she continued to take deep breaths.  
 
    Oliver stood up, fully intending to pull her to her feet by the hair and see if he could get his cock up to fuck her anally when he noticed the woman standing by the door.  
 
    “Scarlett,” Oliver mumbled, confused, he stared at her, and then he blinked.  
 
    He suddenly felt faint. Oliver staggered back, reaching behind, he placed a hand on the bed to steady himself. “What’s going on?” he asked. He spotted Mistress Kava lying on the ground, her naked body abused. “Is she okay?” he asked.  
 
    Scarlett strode into the room and standing before him, she placed a hand on his shoulder. “My lord,” she said.  
 
    Her voice was commanding, and Oliver looked away from Mistress Kava and stared up at her. He met her eyes, and as he stared into them he began to feel calm once more.  
 
    “Scarlett,” he said her name with more certainty.  
 
    He looked away from her face, his eyes trawled down her body. She was wearing a black cloak with golden borders, and underneath that, she wore fitting black leather pants and a tight purple corset. Oliver imagined what she would look like naked. He had wanted her ever since she came to train him.  
 
    He was about to reach for her pants, planning to dig his fingers down her waist when he glanced up at her. There was something about this woman, he couldn’t quite put his finger on, that made him excited, but nervous at the same time.    
 
    “What are you thinking, my lord?” she asked, her voice commanding, and yet alluring.  
 
    In contrast, Oliver’s voice was weak as he replied, “I want you.”  
 
    “Oh?” she raised an eyebrow as she stared down at his cock. “And how would you like me?” she asked.  
 
    Oliver hadn’t gotten that far yet in his thinking. He had wanted her for as long as he could remember, but for some reason, he hadn’t been able to muster the courage to grab her and have his way with her, like he had been doing with most of the other women of late. There was just something about her that made him feel- 
 
    “You do have an impressive cock, my lord,” she cooed as she reached down and held his now erect cock by its head.  
 
    “Thank you,” Oliver mumbled.  
 
    He felt a sense of pride at being complimented. He wanted to please this woman, wanted her to like him.  
 
    Her hand drove down his cock coming to the shaft, she released her grip and felt his balls before cupping them in her hand. She gave them a squeeze. It wasn’t the most gentle of squeezes, and Oliver grimaced, which caused her to laugh.  
 
    “Oh, my little lord doesn’t like his balls being hurt, does he?” she asked.  
 
    Oliver wasn’t sure if he was supposed to answer, and he wasn’t sure what he was supposed to answer with. He didn’t like his balls being squeezed, but if it was something she enjoyed, then he did like it, because he liked what she liked. 
 
    “I think we should practice with our staffs, my lord,” she said, letting go of his balls. “Maybe after that… if you really impress, you can have me,” she said, her voice sultry.  
 
    Oliver’s face lit up at the thought. Eager to please and impress, his mind already thinking ahead of seeing her naked on his bed, his head buried in-between her legs, her moaning in passion as she came on his face, as he brought to orgasm after orgasm.  
 
    He reached for his clothes of last night that he had thrown on the chair and was about to pull his trousers up when she reached for his cock once more. Oliver stopped in his tracks as her index finger poked at his pee hole.  
 
    “Oh, I think you should train naked, my lord,” she said.  
 
    It sounded like a brilliant idea to Oliver. He dropped his trousers, letting them fall to the floor, he picked up his staff and followed after her, naked, his eyes on her curvy behind.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A week later, and Oliver still hadn’t made any progress in being able to please Scarlett sexually. He’d been training with her for weeks now, and in that time, he had learned a huge amount, how to position his body depending on whether he was attacking or blocking, how to anticipate a person’s next move based on their body language, and perhaps most importantly, how to hold the damned staff so that it didn’t go flying out of his hand when struck well by his opponent.  
 
    Which was what happened the first few times he trained with Scarlett. With a single strike, she would knock the staff out of his hand.  
 
    In his last battle with her, Oliver managed to last an entire three minutes before she brought him to his knees. And in those three minutes, he even managed to strike her squarely in the back with his shield, a move that caught her by surprise. He figured after that, he was surely deserving of having her for the night.   
 
      But it turned out Scarlett was not easily impressed.  
 
    She did allow him to come in her presence though, which he supposed was something, though the way it happened was somewhat… different… After training, they’d come back to the tree house. Scarlett sat on the sofa and stretched her long legs out. She made him drop to his knees, his legs apart slightly, she played with his cock using her feet before she told him to come on her feet.  
 
    Oliver took his cock in hand and rubbed. It took surprisingly long for him to be able to come, but when he did, he exploded on her feet. Part of him feared she was going to make him clean it up, and not with a sponge. He would have done it, had she asked him to, but thankfully, being back in the tree house, Mistress Kava was around to lick it off Scarlett’s feet.  
 
    The whole thing had been quite unsatisfying for Oliver, and ever since, he’d been restless, needing an outlet for his built up sexual frustration. An outlet that Mistress Kava no longer seemed to satisfy. He did briefly consider finding Katrina and fucking her. She was his wife, and rightfully his to fuck how he pleased.  
 
    But then, he’d been married to her for months now, and in that time, not once had he been successful in fucking her when he wanted. Katrina was a strong willed woman, and despite his advances in staff play, he feared she might still best him if it came down to a fight.  
 
    It occurred to him then that whilst Katrina might be brilliant with a staff, there were plenty women out there that didn’t have a fucking clue what to do with one. Oliver grinned as Fiona and Felicity popped into his mind. Fucking a pair of twins, now that sounded like something that could help ease his frustration. And those two girls, as brilliant as they were with books, they were equally awful with staffs.  
 
    Now armed with a plan and his knew fighting skills, Oliver felt much better. He grabbed his trousers and slid into them before grabbing a cloak and wrapping it around his bare chest. He knew it was cold outside, but he didn’t seem to feel it so much. Oliver headed for the door, and on his way out, stepped over Mistress Kava’s naked body lying on the floor by the bed.  
 
    With one foot out the door, he turned, held his hand out and waited for the staff of Zarlock to fly into it, which it promptly did. He gave a last glance at Mistress Kava’s bruised body. It was a shame she didn’t heal like the werewolf did. Oliver wasn’t sure how much longer her body could last under the continued abuse it was taking.  
 
    His last thought as he turned and left the tree house in search of the twins was how much of a shame it would be were he to lose Mistress Kava. He’d sort of grown fond of abusing her body.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    With his cloak flapping in the wind, his pale skin underneath glowing in the moonlit night, Oliver walked up the path that led into the School of Merlin. The fallen trees had been cleared from the pathway, but on either side of the stone paved lane, there was still evidence of the werewolves’ destruction in the form of trees snapped in half. He was grateful for the daily reminder. It helped him stay focused and not lose track of what he needed to do - save Harmony and permanently destroy the werewolves. The savage beasts did not deserve to live.  
 
    Oliver made it to the back entrance of the school when he stopped to think. He had planned to go and find the twins and relieve some of his sexual frustrations, but as he stood by the entrance, he realised he didn’t actually know the school very well. He had no idea where the twins stayed. He barely knew the way to Sambit’s room.  
 
    He wasn’t in the mood of getting lost, so he decided against going to the school and instead headed for the small town beyond. The Merchant’s Tail was usually a good place to find women. And if that flopped, he could fuck Olga, the barmaid with the large tits.  
 
    It was another walk in the dark, his cloak flapping about against the wind, he attracted a few strange glances as he emerged from behind the tree-covered path and strode into the town. It was a short walk down the cobbled streets to reach the Merchant’s Tail, and Oliver hurried on, taking the shortcuts through the narrow alleyways until he came to the town square.  
 
    Normally, there were at least a few people milling about outside the square, but tonight it was completely empty, the cold possibly keeping everyone in. The cold that Oliver knew was there as he could see his breath, but a cold that he didn’t feel. As he opened the door to the Merchant’s Tail, he realised why it was completely empty outside - the inn was fully packed. 
 
    Oliver didn’t mind a full house, but he did need a place to sit. And by a place, he meant an entire table for himself. He was Lord Zarlock after all. Problem was, there didn’t appear to be a single seat free, let alone a table. It was a good thing he’d brought his staff along. He might need it.   
 
    He stood by the door, a scowl on his face as he wondered which table he should evict the unfortunate sods from. To the left of the room, a roar of laughter suddenly erupted as the five dirty men slammed mugs together before draining them empty. Oliver suddenly became aware of how loud it was in here, and despite not being able to feel the cold, it turned out he could really feel the heat. 
 
    Pulling his cloak off, he threw it aside and with staff in hand, he walked past the bar and towards the table in the centre of the room. There were three attractive dark-haired women sitting at that table. They could have been friends, or cousins, or even sisters. He hoped it was the latter.  
 
    The three women weren’t alone, but Oliver cared not one bit about the four burly men that sat at the same table, drinking and laughing with the women. As he arrived at the table, having weaved his way amongst the crowds without attacking anyone, Oliver placed his shield hand on the largest man’s shoulder.   
 
    “I want to fuck the three women,” he told the man.  
 
    It was supposed to have been a confident and commanding statement, but there was a lot of noise in the inn, and most of his words were drowned out by the continuous laughter coming from the table to the left of the room. Annoyed, Oliver gave them another glance, making a mental note to deal with the thin, scraggly men later.   
 
    “What did you say, boy,” the burly man asked, a good-natured smile on his face. 
 
    The man seemed to have a loud voice without even trying, and that annoyed Oliver even more. “I want to fuck your women. All three of them!” he spat out.   
 
    The smile vanished from the man’s face. “My three daughters?” he asked. “Did you just say you want to fuck my three daughters?” 
 
    Oliver nodded. “How much do you want?”  
 
    “You’re going to pay me to fuck all three of my daughters?” the man repeated, a look of incredulity on his face, he visibly took stock of Oliver’s appearance. “You think you’re a lord or something, boy? How about you piss off and buy yourself some clothes before I break your nose, eh?” the man added as he pushed Oliver’s hand away from his shoulder.    
 
    A little offended, Oliver stared down at his trousers. They weren’t the fanciest pair of trousers he had. In fact, they were quite simple dark brown trousers. He wore them because they were comfortable. And his cloak, it was actually quite nice, a gift from Katrina, it was purple with a golden border. Although, the guy couldn’t see him wearing his cloak on account of Oliver having taken it off and thrown it away… 
 
    Oliver straightened his back and stood tall, trying to make himself look as imposing as possible. “I’m Lord Zarlock,” he announced.  
 
    Clearly, he was doing something wrong, because the man burst out laughing, as did the two other men and the youngest of the three girls. To say Oliver was furious was an understatement. The golden staff he held in his hand was in its shrunken form, but it began to grow as he filled it with his magic. And as his staff grew, the laughter around the table died down.  
 
    “Where did you get that from, boy,” the man asked, his voice wary.  
 
    “Stop. Calling. Me. Boy,” Oliver said through gritted teeth.  
 
    “Metal staffs that expand… it’s a rare thing, boy,” the man murmured. “If you stole it, they’ll have your head.”  
 
    Oliver didn’t know what pissed him off more. The fact that the man still didn’t believe who he was, or the fact that the man continued to refer to him as boy. Either way, he was pissed off at the man. So he supposed it didn’t matter which infuriated him more, the fact was, this man was going to pay.  
 
    “Get up,” Oliver said. “Let’s battle you fuck face.” 
 
    Around him, people suddenly seemed to be aware of what was going on. And rather than step in to deescalate the situation, chairs and tables were quickly moved to arrange a circle around them, forming a sort of arena. Oliver took a step back and held his staff raised, pointing it at the burly man first, then moving it along to point at the other three men on the table.  
 
    “I’ll take you all, fuckers,” he growled.  
 
    They were quite big too, the three other men. All with thick beards and wearing dark cloaks, the men were mean looking, like they worked hard in the mines, but were fed enough so weren’t scrawny. Oliver briefly wondered if he could actually take on the four men singlehandedly.  
 
    But it was a very brief thought.  
 
    He was trained by the gorgeous and amazing Scarlett Notaries. He was Lord Fucking Zarlock. He had the staff of Zarlock in his right hand, the shield of Zarlock on his left arm. He was practically undefeatable. And these four men, sure they were big, but there was a chance neither had ever used or even possessed a staff. 
 
    Just that very moment, the burly man pulled aside his clock to reveal the long black staff hidden within. “I don’t want to hurt you, boy,” he said.  
 
    Yup, Oliver was sick and tired of hearing the word boy. “After I beat the shit out of you, I’m going to fuck the shit out of your daughters,” he told the man.  
 
    That seemed to do the trick. The man rose to his feet, his staff came out from under his cloak, and he swung it at Oliver. For all his training, and his progress with Scarlett, Oliver quickly discovered that being in an actual fight was quite different. His spasticated brain decided this was the perfect moment to freeze. Oliver could see the staff coming at him, almost in slow motion. But he seemed incapable of doing something about it.  
 
    Just as it seemed he was going to die from being hit on the head with a black staff, his shield, attached to his left arm, twitched. That broke him from his spasticated trance, and he raised his left hand just in time. There was a loud clang as the black staff hit his expanded shield.  
 
    The loud clang did the trick, fully breaking Oliver from his slumber, his training kicked in. Oliver moved his shield back and swung low with his staff, aiming for the guys legs, and at the same time, kept his shield hand ready in case the guy tried to counter attack on his exposed back.  
 
    The guy didn’t. He seemed to be in shock, his eyes still on the shield that had expanded out of Oliver’s arm, he didn’t see the staff coming for his legs. There was a loud crunch as metal crashed into bone. The man screamed as he fell to the ground.  
 
    The three other men on the table jumped to their feet, all brandishing black staffs. Oliver grinned as they took slow and hesitant steps towards him. This was more like it, he thought. With his shield in a defensive position by his side, and his staff glowing with magic, Oliver moved towards them confidently, his eyes somehow on all three, watching their every movement, looking for the little signs that would tell him if they were about to attack.  
 
    It was the one to his left that gave the first sign - a gritting of the teeth.  Oliver was ready as the man suddenly charged at him, roaring. A second later, the one in the centre did pretty much the same thing - make an angry face before he charged. As the man to his left swung his staff, Oliver blocked it, then turned sideways to avoid the man in the middle’s strike. He slid in-between the two and ended up behind them, whacked one on the head with his shield, and as the other turned, he brought his staff up, making it connect with the guys jaw, he knocked them both out cold.  
 
    The third guy stared at him in horror, then took a hesitant step back.  
 
    “Don’t be a coward,” Oliver warned the guy. “Fight me.”  
 
    As if afraid to come close, the guy chucked his staff like a spear. It brought a smile to Oliver’s face. He’d done something similar once back in the Borderlands. He was duelling Chrissie and when she charged at him, in fear, Oliver threw his staff at her. It had sort of worked. She was so shocked by his stupidity, she paused to stare at him, delaying his eventually beating by a few seconds.  
 
    Oliver pointed his staff at the man, a blue burst of magic shot out from the end, hitting the guy squarely in the chest, it sent him flying back. He crashed into the table behind, knocking it over, his limp body hit the ground, which was where it remained.  
 
    Oliver felt pumped as he stood bare chested, surrounded on all sides by men and woman. He spun around, eying every person, wanting to see if there were any other challengers amongst the crowd. He wanted someone to step up and take a swing at him. The magic flowing inside him seemed enraged, and Oliver wanted to fight more. But none stepped forward, no, the crowd stared back at him in silent awe. 
 
    So, he turned his attention to the three women still seated at the table.   
 
    Oliver’s shield shrunk back until it was no more than a thin layer of metal-coating on his arm. He placed his staff on the table and grinned at the three women. Sisters. Lady fortune was smiling down on him today. He’d left the tree house planning to find the twins, and instead, he’d stumbled upon three sisters.  
 
    The three girls looked positively terrified, their faces pale, they stared at him with fearful eyes. Oliver grinned widely. The more terrified they were, the more fun this was going to be. He’d learnt recently the fun in dominating someone. The thrill of overpowering someone with his sheer strength off force was intoxicating. 
 
    Which one to start with, Oliver wondered. The three girls looked quite similar, as sisters sometimes did. All had long dark curly hair that came up to their waists, with dark round eyes, pale cheeks and red lips - they nailed the goth look perfectly.  
 
    Oliver had always wanted to fuck a goth. 
 
    Of all the girls, the youngest looked to be about seventeen. Oliver decided to start with her. Grabbing her by the arm, he pulled her up and ignoring her protests, he reached for her dress and pulled at the black cloth, tearing it down the front, he pulled down her bra, exposing her pale tits, he grabbed her by both nipples, and squeezing hard, he pulled down, brining the girl to her knees.  
 
    “Take my cock,” he ordered her.  
 
    There were tears running down her eyes now, but she must have been a perceptive girl, realising that resisting would be fruitless, she reached for his belt, her hands shaking, she managed to pull his trousers down. Oliver’s large and erect cock flopped out. Her lips shaking, she opened her mouth. He let go of her breasts and held her head as he drove his cock down her throat.  
 
    With the youngest sister gurgling as she struggled with his cock, Oliver turned his attention to the older two sisters. “Take your clothes off,” he said, his voice husky.  
 
    He expected them to obey instantly, especially after seeing him dispatch the four men they had been with, but neither girl did anything. Both simply stared at him, their mouths open, their eyes wide. Oliver made to reach for his staff when the older of the two sisters jolted awake. She stood up and hurriedly pulled off her black dress. Underneath she wore a red bra and panties, and she paused briefly before pulling them down too.  
 
    She was naked now and quivering, he noticed. It was either from the cold, or from fear. He didn’t really care. What he did care about was her waist. A little shorter than her sisters, she was a curvy one, the kind of girl that needed to be held down and sodomized. 
 
    Oliver frowned as he noticed the third girl to still be wearing clothes. Luckily for her, her older sister noticed his frown. Hurrying over, she pulled her younger sister to her feet and set about taking her clothes off. There were very few things more sexually pleasing than watching a girl be stripped naked. Oliver was about to come inside the youngest girl’s mouth when he felt a tap on his shoulder.  
 
    Annoyed at being interrupted just as he was about to explode in what may possibly have been a virgin throat, Oliver turned to look back with with half a mind on smashing the person’s head in with his staff.   
 
    “Sambit?” Oliver said.  
 
    “Hey, buddy,” Sambit said. “What have you done to my favourite inn?” 
 
    Oliver stopped fucking the girl’s mouth. As if noticing it for the first time, Oliver felt his head spin as he noticed the destruction he’d caused. He pulled his cock out of the girl’s mouth and released his grip on her head. For a brief moment, he felt shame and then horror at what he had done, what he had become.  
 
    But it was a brief moment.  
 
    And then he felt it again, that urge to do whatever the fuck he liked.  
 
    “Fucking these three sisters,” Oliver said, grinning. “You want to join in? I know you like sisters.”  
 
    “I don’t think they want to be fucked, Oliver,” Sambit said quietly, his face betraying no signs of emotion.  
 
    “Your loss,” Oliver laughed.  
 
    He reached for the girl and grabbing her by the hair, he pulled her to her feet and slapped her across the face. The girl squealed which delighted him further and he slapped her once more before spinning her around, he pushed her against the table and bending her over, he felt for her cunt.  
 
    As Oliver was in the process of shoving his large and hard cock down her tight and somewhat dry cunt, he felt a hand once more on his shoulder.  
 
    Oliver was a bit more than annoyed when he turned to face Sambit. “What the fuck, man,” he growled.  
 
    “I think you should let her go,” Sambit said, his voice quiet but firm.   
 
    “I think you should move your hand,” Oliver warned. 
 
    For once, Oliver’s cold hard voice matched his feelings. There was a brief moment of hesitation on Sambit’s part as he blinked uncertainly before moving his hand away.   
 
    “Good,” Oliver growled. “Now get the fuck out of here. You’re ruining my night.”  
 
    Sambit did go away. But only a few feet. He then reached inside his cloak and pulled out his staff. Filling it with magic he took another two steps back and held his staff across his body diagonally.  
 
    Oliver laughed. “You want to fight me?”  
 
    “Don’t really have much of a choice, do I?” Sambit replied, his jaw set.  
 
    Oliver turned and stared down at the girl’s ass. She had a cute little ass, and in this moment, he would much rather have been fucking her cunt and then her asshole. But instead, he was going to have to teach Sambit a lesson. Sighing, Oliver pulled the tip of his cock out of her cunt, gave her ass cheek a hard slap, and then pulled his trousers up.  
 
    Turning to face Sambit, he held his right hand out. The staff of Zarlock that had been resting on the table flew into it. Oliver’s left hand tingled, and his shield popped out in a perfect circle a foot wide.  
 
    With his mind still partly on the young whore he was about to fuck, and her two sisters that he’d yet to abuse, Oliver charged at Sambit, the idea in his head that, the quicker he could defeat this guy, the quicker he could go back to fucking the three girls.  
 
    But there was one thing Oliver had forgotten. Sambit wasn’t a random guy in an inn. He came from one of the most powerful houses in the land. Sambit had been training in the use of staffs since the age of five. And he had been trained by some of the best. Sambit blocked his first three strikes, then ducked as Oliver swung his shield across with the hope of striking him on the head and possibly knocking it off.  
 
    “You’re just delaying the inevitable,” Oliver roared. “You can’t beat me.”  
 
    “Take off the shield of Zarlock and see how quickly I bring you to your knees,” Sambit replied.  
 
    Oliver glanced at his shield, then decided he didn’t need it to beat Sambit. The shield shrunk back into his arm, returning to being nothing but a thin layer of metal. In the time it took him to do that, Sambit had charged at him. Oliver just about managed to block the first strike. But his staff slipped down his hand, and as the second strike came, the imbalance meant that when he turned his arm to block the second strike, his staff wasn’t there.  
 
    It was a hard strike, and it hit him across his arm. Oliver tumbled back, crashing into an empty table, he struggled to his feet as he felt the pain sear across his body. It was one thing he hated about duelling with staffs. Not only did it hurt on the spot you were hit, but the magic from the staff entered the body and spread across it. It was like being electrocuted, but more painful.  
 
    Sambit pressed his advantage and leaped across the room, his staff raised. Oliver decided he didn’t particularly care about it being a fair fight. His shield sprung up and blocked Sambit’s strike. Lowering his shield, Oliver stepped back to see Sambit doing the same, the young Khan cautious once more.  
 
    Oliver took a deep breath to calm himself, and then, he focused on the matter in hand. He imagined he was battling Scarlett, knowing how amazingly talented she was, he charged at Sambit. He swung high first, then low, and both were blocked by Sambit. Then Oliver’s staff slid forward. Sambit leaned backwards to avoid having it smash him across the face. His hand touched the ground as he tried to keep his balance. Oliver pulled his staff back in and then aimed for Sambit’s legs.  
 
    Seeing it coming, Sambit raised his legs and with one hand on the ground, he did a back flip. It was exactly what Oliver expected him to do. There wasn’t much space for a back flip, and Sambit crashed into the table behind. That was all the advantage Oliver needed. As Sambit steadied himself, Oliver slid across the distance between them and punched him across the face with his shield arm.  
 
    It wasn’t the hardest he could punch. A small part of him resisted against him using full force. The result was that instead of dying on the spot, Sambit fell back on the table.  
 
    “Next time I want go easy on you,” Oliver said.  
 
    Sambit raised a hand and felt his mouth. There was a lot of blood there. “I’ll have to make sure there isn’t a next time,” he said, grimacing. “Behind you.”  
 
    “What?” Oliver asked.  
 
    As if to answer, his shield twitched. Oliver turned, but he was too late. The young girl whose mouth he had fucked, she stood behind him, her father’s black staff in hand, she swung with all her might.  
 
    It hit him squarely on the centre of his head. Oliver’s last thought before his body crumbled was how being hit on the head didn’t actually hurt that much. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    He was wrong. Being struck on the head with a staff hurt like fuck. Oliver regained consciousness to find himself lying on the ground, a huge bump on his head. A bump that throbbed like it was a fucking volcano.  
 
    The last thing Oliver recalled was turning to see the girl, angry, she had a staff in hand. It turned out not knowing how to use a staff wasn’t an uncommon thing. Had the girl actually filled the metal with her magic, his head would have surely exploded.  
 
    He was grateful for that. But his feelings quickly soured. The bitch had struck him from behind. It was a sneaky attack, something only cowards and commoners would do. She was going to pay for this, the stupid whore. Oliver imagined holding the whore by the throat whilst tearing her ass with his cock. It was a pleasing thought.  
 
    But that pleasure soured quickly too.  
 
    Looking around, he realised he was back in the treehouse and on the floor, his body wrapped in chains. He wasn’t alone. Sambit, Katrina and the twins stood by the door, deep in conversation.  
 
    At first, there seemed to be a buzz about their words, and Oliver couldn’t make out what was being said. And then he realised the “buzz” was his head ringing on account of it having been struck. The sound faded somewhat and Oliver realised they were talking about him.   
 
    Something about him being insane due to the Binding. They were going to take him to see a witch doctor, to have him fixed. Oliver didn’t think there was anything wrong with him, anything that needed fixing. And even if there was, this wasn’t the way to go about it.  
 
    He was fucking Lord Zarlock, the most powerful man in Atlantis, nay the world. And here, they were talking about him as if he were a madman, right in front of him. They might not have known he was awake, but that didn’t matter. This was disrespectful. And disrespect deserved punishment. He would tear their throats out for this.  
 
     The only problem was, in his current state, there wasn’t much Oliver could actually do. He was lying on the floor of the tree house between the bed and the sofa, unable to move. His wrists had been bound with metal chains thicker than what had been used on that whore werewolf, Celina. Using the same thick chains, they had bound his arms together, then, they had wrapped his entire body from the chest down. He was basically a mummy, with the difference being, they had used chains instead of bedsheets.  
 
    Sure, he figured they were afraid of him, and rightly so. Oliver was Lord Zarlock, the most powerful man in Atlantis, nay, in the world. But this was still a bit excessive.  
 
    “Untie me,” he growled from his position on the ground.  
 
    They all turned to look down at him.  
 
    “Is he supposed to be awake?” Sambit asked.  
 
    Fiona shook her head. “I dosed him with enough sleeping potion to keep him out for days.”  
 
    Oliver let out a laugh. “I’m fucking lord Zarlock you stupid whore. I can’t be kept down with sleeping potions. Let me out!” 
 
    “This is for your own good, Oliver,” Katrina said. “We’re going to take you to see a witch doctor. She’s going to fix you.”  
 
      “I don’t need fixing,” Oliver said through gritted teeth. “This is your last chance to untie me,” he growled.  
 
    Oliver meant it. They were his friends, and Katrina was his wife. He was going to give them a final chance. If they didn’t let him out, he would soon break out anyway. They couldn’t stop him. He was lord Zarlock.  
 
    “Not going to happen,” Sambit said, grimacing, he rubbed his jaw in the spot Oliver had punched him earlier.  
 
    Oliver grinned. He had to admit that they had done a good job of tying him up. And earlier, he might have thought it excessive, but truth was, it wasn’t enough for the simple reason that being Lord Zarlock, the shield of Zarlock was merged with his left arm. And right now, that shield was itching to go.  
 
    Oliver felt the rush of warmth flow through his body and towards his left arm. A second later, there was a clink, followed by a much louder clanging as the chains that bound his left arm snapped, along with the chains that had bound his body. Climbing to his feet, with his free hand, Oliver pulled the now torn chains off him.  
 
    “You’re all going to pay for this,” he warned as he took a step towards them.  
 
    “Sorry,” Sambit said.  
 
    “It’s too fucking late to apologise,” Oliver growled. “You’re all going to pay.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m apologising for hitting you on the head again,” Sambit said. “Especially considering how apparently you’re not right in the head to begin with.”  
 
    “What?” Oliver asked.  
 
    And it was then he noticed Sambit’s staff coming down on him. He tried to raise his shield to block it, but whatever potion Fiona had given him, it might not have been enough to keep him down, but it was certainly enough to make him slow and groggy.  
 
    Oliver closed his eyes as he felt the staff hit him on the head once more. Before he collapsed on the ground, he promised himself that next time, he would be prepared for this, that the next time he woke, they would pay a much heavier price.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    The chains wrapped around him once more, Oliver woke to find himself sitting upright in a carriage. Opposite him sat Katrina, a staff in hand, she watched him warily. She was a beautiful woman, and Oliver’s first thought was of how much he wanted to fuck her. She was wearing a simple green dress underneath a thick maroon-coloured cloak.  
 
    Oliver knew what she looked like naked, even though they had only fucked once, he still remembered her body, the smooth olive skin, the dark nipples, the little pink peeking out from underneath her labia. He wanted her, and he would have her in this flying carriage.  
 
    Yup - he was in a flying carriage, possibly heading towards this witch doctor that was to “cure” him. Oliver didn’t need curing. There was nothing about him that needed fixing. He was perfectly happy the way he was. He preferred this version of him, the one that took chances, did what had to be done, and enjoyed life much over the previous version.  
 
    Though it seemed like a distant memory, another life even, Oliver did remember his previous self. As far as he was concerned, he used to be a whiny piece of shit. There was no way he was going back to being that. Oliver sat expectantly, waiting for his shield to break through the chains. He would then leap at Katrina, take her staff away from her, fuck her in the carriage, and then… he hadn’t really thought beyond that yet.  
 
    Oliver tsked impatiently, wondering what was taking his shield so long. And then his eyes widened in panic as he felt it, or rather, noticed its absence. Not the damned shield. That was still there. But his magic, the constant rush of warmth that flowed through his body, it was gone.    
 
    He stared at Katrina in horror. “What the fuck have you done?” he roared.  
 
    “We bound your magic,” Katrina replied casually.  
 
    “Why the fuck would you do that you stupid whore?”  
 
    “I don’t appreciate being called that, Oliver,” Katrina said, her tone scolding.  
 
    “Are you fucking kidding me?” Oliver fumed. “You think I give a shit about what you appreciate, you stupid whore. Why the fuck did you bind my magic?” 
 
    “I know you’re not to blame for your tongue as you are mentally compromised, but you are still going to pay for your words later,” she told him. “We bound your magic because that was the safest way to transport you. Fiona could concoct a stronger sleeping potion, but there’s a chance you might not wake up from one of those. We don’t know how to remove the shield of Zarlock from your arm, and as for knocking you out with a staff,” Katrina stared at his forehead, “I just don’t want them to damage your pretty head anymore.”  
 
    Oliver felt the throbbing. There was not one but two now. Two fucking aching spots on his head, and it didn’t help that he was fuming with rage to the point where it felt like his head was going to explode. He really had to calm himself and think of a plan.  
 
    Escape.  
 
    Oliver needed to escape before the witch doctor worked her spells on him. He had to find a way to free himself from these binds. After that, he could find a broom and fly Scarlett Notaries. She would help him, he was sure of it. Scarlett would unbind his magic, and after that, he would return to unleash terror on Katrina, his whore wife, and her entire family. Yes, Oliver smiled manically. It was a perfect plan.  
 
    “Why are you smiling like that?” Katrina asked, frowning.  
 
    “No reason,” Oliver said quickly.  
 
    “You look demonic,” Katrina commented.  
 
    Oliver did his best to pull his lips in together. He couldn’t have them know of his master plan to escape. He glanced out through the window to distract himself. They were flying a few hundred feet in the sky. He noticed ahead and behind their carriage were other carriages.  He noticed brooms too in the distance, the shining silky brown cloaks signalling that they were from the House of Khan and not random stragglers. 
 
    “Where are you taking me?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Ravenscourt,” Katrina replied.  
 
    Ravenscourt was home to the Khan family. Oliver had been there before. It rivalled the House of Zarlock in size and grandeur. And it was also where Samira Khan, Katrina’s mother, lived. Oliver shuddered. She was an intimidating woman. Sort of like Katrina, but with more experience and confidence.  
 
    “The witch doctor is already there waiting for you,” Katrina added.  
 
    Oliver stared out through the window once more, his mind racing. Below him, he could see the River Meghna. It was the river that separated Ravenscourt with the neighbouring Amshish. They were officially in Khan land now, but it was still a way yet before they would begin their descent. 
 
    Thick jungle grew on either side of the river, giving way to green fields which would then give way to orchards and farm houses and after that, they would pass the first town, its name he could not remember.  
 
    The road would widened as other roads merged with it and eventually that road would lead to a high-walled structure, within which would be the House of Khan, built beside a lake, its red minarets and cream coloured domes reflecting off the crystal water.   
 
    Oliver had been to the fortress that Sambit called home a few times. He had taken a carriage on all those occasions. Carriages that rode on the ground and not flying ones. He wondered why they were flying this time. He supposed it was quicker to do so.   
 
    They hadn’t passed the fields when from both sides, all of a sudden, the Soaring Eagles, House Khan’s elite fighting division closed in around the carriage.  
 
    Pulling the window down, Katrina stuck her head. “What is it?” she asked, her voice somehow clear and audible over the rushing wind outside.  
 
    What the Soaring Eagle said in response was not clear. At least, not for Oliver. Katrina pulled the window back up and sat back. And then it hit Oliver. The reason he didn’t hear the man’s response was because his magic had been bound once more. His hearing was back to being of the quality of a mere Wanderer.  
 
    “What did he say?” Oliver asked, annoyed.  
 
    “Werewolves have been spotted on the ground by the river Meghna,” Katrina replied.  
 
    “Wolves?” Oliver asked surprised. “This far away from the Borderlands?”  
 
    Katrina nodded solemnly. “Werewolves have breached the Great Barrier. They’ve been spotted pretty much in everywhere from the Borderlands to the Death Maze in the north. No one knows what they’re doing, or where they’re going, but the wolves are on the move. Sometimes they attack a village here and there, but they seem to do that more because they’re hungry and not as a vicious attack.”  
 
    “How long has this been going on for?” Oliver asked, surprised.  
 
    “A month or so,” Katrina replied.  
 
    “I had no idea,” Oliver said.  
 
    Katrina nodded. “We’ve all been so busy with other things, no one’s had time to notice your slow descent into madness,” she muttered.  
 
    Oliver glared at her. His shock at hearing of the wolves roaming across Atlantis freely overcome, he was furious once more with what they were doing to him. “Let me out,” he said. “You can’t take me to the witch doctor. She’s going to turn me back into my old self. This war with the wolves, you need this version of me for it. You need a fearless, brave and strong Zarlock. Not the pansy piece of shit Zarlock that worries about every little thing!” 
 
    “The witch doctor better fix you,” Katrina muttered. “I don’t want to be known as the wife of the Mad Zarlock.”  
 
    “Let me out!” Oliver shouted.  
 
    He tried to force himself up, and did manage to stand briefly. But with the chains wrapped tightly around his entire body, Oliver felt himself tilt forward. It was a losing battle with gravity, trying to stay upright. He hit the ground with a thud, and to add insult to injury, Katrina smiled down at him, seeming genuinely pleased.  
 
    “I think I’ll use you as a footrest,” she said, as she lifted her feet and rested them on his chest.  
 
    Oliver opened his mouth to protest, but Katrina apparently anticipated as much as she slipped off her shoe and shoved her toes in his mouth.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver was still on the carriage floor when it began its descent. As angry as he was, he kept his lips sealed. Foot fetish was a thing, but not for him. Katrina had only just taken her foot out of his mouth. He wasn’t keen on having her shove it back in.  
 
    From his position on the ground, he could see out through the window and the yellow trees beyond that grew ever five meters apart. From memory, Oliver knew where they were. They had left behind the towns and villages. From this point, it was a straight road that led all the way to Ravenscourt.  
 
    And then, Oliver spotted it. The wall of red, it rose over a hundred feet high. The carriage continued for a while longer before it came to a stop before the black gates. The carriage doors opened and Katrina stepped out. Two Soaring Eagles placed their hands on him and were in the process of dragging him out when Katrina whipped out her staff and gently brushed one on the arm.  
 
    “Careful,” she warned. “He may be insane, but he is still Lord Zarlock,” she said, before adding reluctantly, “and my husband.”  
 
    Oliver knew he should be thinking about escaping before the witch doctor cut his balls off and turned him back into the pansy that was his former self. But in that moment, looking at Katrina’s face, and the way she had said those words about him being her husband, it seemed like it wasn’t something she was proud off.  
 
    Which didn’t make any sense to him. Why would she not be proud of being the wife of the last Zarlock?  
 
    The two Soaring Eagles dug their fingers in-between the gaps in the chains that were wrapped around him and pulled him to his feet before helping him hop out of the carriage. This whole thing was humiliating, and Oliver did his best to recognise the faces of the Soaring Eagles, in his mind, vowing to avenge this humiliation.  
 
    Once outside, he stared up at the black gate that led into Ravenscourt, the sprawling fortress of the Khans. Up on the wall, he spotted the wizards and witches on the parapet, some stared down, others stared into the distance, all held bows and arrows.  
 
    It had seemed strange to Oliver when he first saw the guards of Ravenscourt with bows and arrows. It seemed far too primitive a choice of weaponry. But then he saw one fire a shot, and it all made sense. The arrows were more like rocket launchers.  
 
    The black gates creaked as they opened. Wizards in shiny brown chainmail armour stood on either side of the road with staffs held by their sides, staring straight ahead. Oliver rolled his eyes as Katrina walked before him, as the two Soaring Eagles essentially carried him along.  
 
    “It’s a bit much, don’t you think?” he muttered at Katrina. “I’m not going to try to escape,” he lied.  
 
    “There not for you,” Katrina said.  
 
    “They’re not?” 
 
    Katrina shook her head. 
 
    Oliver didn’t recall seeing them the last few time’s he’d been here. They did have guards on the walls, but again, not as many as they had now. And by the black gate, there were a few guards milling about mostly talking to each other. There certainly wasn’t a hundred or so of them standing at attention.      
 
    “Who are they for then?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Wolves,” Katrina said. “Le Fays,” she added. “Maybe something else. Things have been tense lately. It feels like the calm before the storm.”  
 
    “What else?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “There have been rumours of something going on in Avalon,” Katrina said darkly.  
 
    Whatever that word was supposed to mean, it went completely over Oliver’s head.  
 
    Katrina let out a sigh. “You know nothing of Avalon, do you?”  
 
    Oliver shook his head.  
 
    “Sometimes I forget how ignorant you are,” Katrina said, before continuing, “Avalon is the home of House Le Fay. It was burnt to the ground by Merlin Zarlock during the War of the Wanderers. The island is supposed to be uninhabited now, but there have been rumours of ships heading there, of factories being rebuilt. The rumours kept persisting, so I went to see it for myself.” 
 
    Katrina stared into the distance, as if reliving a horrifying experience. From the black gate, with gardens on both sides, the stone path led towards the main entrance to the house, but along the way there were many smaller paths joining that led to different parts of the house. 
 
    They turned left at one such intersection. And when they reached the end of that path, instead of it being a grand entrance like the one Oliver normally entered through, this path had led them to a small door to the side of the building.  
 
    Katrina still had that look on her face, the one of reliving horror as she stared into nothing. She had yet to say what it was that she found on Avalon.   
 
    Annoyed at how long it was taking for the stupid whore to snap out of it, Oliver wanted to kick Katrina. But what with his legs being wrapped around by thick chains, that wasn’t an option.  
 
    “What did you see?” he growled.  
 
    Katrina turned to look at him, the hazed look in her eyes disappearing. “On Avalon?” she asked.  
 
    “No, on the fucking moon,” Oliver said sarcastically. “Yes, on fucking Avalon. What did you find there?”  
 
    “Nothing,” Katrina said. “The place was covered in mist. It was impossible to see anything.”  
 
    “That’s it? Mist?” Oliver began to laugh. “You’re terrified of mist,” he cackled. 
 
    Katrina smiled at him sweetly. “I hope the witch doctor doesn’t hurt you… too much.”  
 
    If that was supposed to scare him, it did not work. Oliver’s laughter increased. Sighing, Katrina pulled open the black door to reveal a dark tunnel. The two Soaring Eagles dragged him inside. Torches on the wall flamed on, lighting the way.  
 
    It was a long and narrow tunnel, and Oliver had no idea where it led to. But he didn’t care.  He was much too busy laughing his head off at the thought of Katrina. Oh, the mighty Katrina - afraid of the mist.  
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    They dragged him through a series of dark corridors, then down some steps until they brought him to house Khan’s dungeon cells. The corridor was a long, dark and dirty one with wisps of straw on the floor. As they led him past the cells, Oliver glanced in, trying to gauge the type of occupants they housed here.  
 
    The walls were made of solid grey stone, and the cell doors were metallic. There was a small fraction in a curved shape consisting of metal bars through which Oliver could see inside. He spotted a few of the locked occupants. They looked like the standard nasties. Big, ugly, dirty…  
 
    “Cell twenty-four?” one of the Soaring Eagles asked.  
 
    Katrina, who walked beside him, nodded. The door to cell twenty-four was opened. They carried Oliver in and placed him carefully on the bench before walking out quickly and locking the door behind them. It was a simple cell. There was no bed, just the bench. And hanging off the wall and dangling from the ceiling were chains. There was also a lot of straw on the ground, some of which looked wet. 
 
    Oliver had only seen one other dungeon - the one he had thrown the werewolf Celine in. That one was much cleaner. He made a mental note to pay Celine a visit once he was out of here. Just after he murdered everyone who had disrespected him in the last day or so.  
 
    Katrina stood outside the cell, her face visible through the bars on the door. “It won’t be long now, my husband,” she said. “The witch doctor is on her way.”  
 
    Oliver’s plan to escape was not doing so well. He should have tried something before they brought him here to this secure cell. He could have made his move whilst being dragged through the gardens. A sudden attack, catch the Soaring Eagles by surprise, then hop away and hide behind the trees…   
 
    “Don’t do it,” Oliver said, his voice quiet. “Please…”  
 
    “Please?” Katrina repeated. “You’re going to beg? Does that mean if you’ve changed your mind about killing everyone?” she asked dryly.   
 
    “You don’t understand,” Oliver said, desperation in his voice. “I need to be like this. I need to torture the werewolf. She has all the information I need to be able to rescue Harmony.”  
 
    Her hands now holding the bars, Katrina watched Oliver with a completely still face. “You must really love that girl, if she’s still on your mind even during your insanity,” she said quietly. “I went to see the werewolf,” Katrina added, her voice louder.  
 
    Oliver’s eyes widened. “You didn’t let her go, did you?”  
 
    “Let her go?” Katrina asked. “Why would I let her go? She’s a werewolf. I was thinking of killing her, but she looked so pitiful, lying on the ground in a heap. You’ve completely broken her.”  
 
    “That was the plan,” Oliver said, grinning manically. “She’s going to tell me everything.”  
 
    “You’ve gone so far into your madness, I can’t believe I didn’t spot it earlier,” Katrina whispered. “What do you think she’s going to reveal to you? The secrets of the werewolf king? The place they’re keeping Harmony? You’re lord Zarlock, and yet you seem to know absolutely nothing. She’s just a foot soldier! Why do you think she would know anything?” she fumed.  
 
    Oliver didn’t care a single jot for any of the words that came out of Katrina’s mouth. In his mind, Celine was a werewolf, and as a werewolf, she was responsible for the abducting of Harmony. He was going to torture her until the spoke the truth. And for that, he needed to stay as he was and not let the witch doctor ruin his drive and his determination to win at all costs.  
 
    “She’s going to tell me everything,” he muttered.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It had been a strange twenty-four hours for Sambit, which was saying something. In the last year alone, he had battled a minotaur, the Fengi and a werewolf. And not once had he come as close to dying as he had last night.  
 
    Sambit had initially gone to Fiona’s room, but as she wasn’t there, he headed to the Merchant’s Inn. It had been a while since he’d last been there, and he was actually looking forward to a few drinks and maybe a woman or two to fuck.  
 
    When he pulled open the door to the inn, what he didn’t expect was to find a crowd formed in a circle around a man, watching him violently rape a girl while threatening two other girls. What was even more surprising was that man turning out to be none other than the young lord Zarlock.  
 
    Sambit had never seen Oliver like this before. He seemed a man possessed, holding the poor girl by the head, his cock in her mouth. And the crowd of wizards and witches sitting around watching, not a single one intervening to help the poor girl. On the contrary, some even had their hands down their trousers.  
 
      When Sambit placed his hand on Oliver’s shoulder, he was not expecting a fight. He imagined Oliver to be drunk. But the young lord was completely sober. And very angry. Sambit had never backed down from a fight before, not when he was in the right. And it would be no different this time, even if it were a fight against his friend, against his sister’s husband, against the last Zarlock.  
 
    Sambit had grown up with a staff in hand. He was good with one. Oliver had only a few weeks of training with that woman his sister had recruited to train him. He should have been at best, competent with a staff. But as Sambit quickly learnt, Oliver was much more than competent. The young Zarlock nearly killed Sambit… 
 
    He knew Oliver wasn’t right in the head, that the removing of the bindings had messed him up slightly, but Sambit had no idea Oliver had travelled so far down the path of insanity in such a short time. Admittedly, of late, Sambit had been a little preoccupied with his own problems to notice his friend’s descent into madness. 
 
    His problem being Fiona.  
 
    The girl was constantly on his mind. And that’s where he was heading now, after having had a quick breakfast, he rushed off to find the blondie. Sambit smiled as he thought of her fondly. He needed a bit of her bodily warmth after having had a near death experience. 
 
    Sambit had never intended to fall for Fiona. He’d known Tara forever, and he liked the girl. He was content with the knowledge that she would be his wife. Tara was fun in the bedroom, and even if she weren’t, Sambit could always turn to Dalits or commoners, so long as he didn’t plan to marry them. 
 
    It was just his luck that he fell for the one commoner that refused to behave like every other commoner. At first, Sambit had tried to fight back his feelings for Fiona, but he’d really struggled with that. Every time he saw her, he wanted to grab hold of her, rip her clothes off, and take her body.  
 
    He did take her a few times too…  
 
    But it was different to what Oliver was doing to the poor girl in the Merchant’s Tail. Sambit was in love with Fiona, and she loved him back. It was her stubbornness that was holding her back, causing her to fight with him.  
 
    A stubbornness he had managed to breakdown recently with his suggestion of the Band. It was a suggestion he was becoming less and less keen on. He didn’t like the idea of anyone having any control over him. Sambit made a mental note to actually read up on the Band and find out exactly the sort of power Fiona might have over him were she to become his Bandi.  
 
    And it wasn’t just Fiona.  
 
    Tara wanted in on the whole Band thing too, just so she could exercise control over him. Sambit did not like that one bit. That wasn’t the purpose of the Band, to give the women control. No, it was supposed to be a way for noble men to fulfil their obligations by marrying into the right house, but also to be able to live with the woman who they loved, the woman who would hold second to the noble man’s wife, but because of the Band, would not be a common whore.  
 
    As Sambit climbed the steps that led Fiona’s quarters, he decided to focus on the bright side. He had broached the idea of having a Bandi, the idea of him loving a woman another woman, and Tara seemed to be okay with that. In fact, she seemed excited about having a playmate. Sambit’s cock stirred at the thought of having both Tara and Fiona together.  
 
    Fiona who no longer resisted his advances, Fiona who no longer struggled but instead welcomed him with open arms. As he reached her door, he began to wonder if he could get away without doing the Band. She was his now, wasn’t she?   
 
    Without knocking, Sambit walked into Fiona’s room. She wasn’t alone. Both sisters sat on their beds, both with their knees up, both with books in hand. Sambit stood by the door, a smile on his face.  
 
    That smile turned sour as Fiona continued reading, not even bothering to look away from her book for a single second to even acknowledge him. Frowning, Sambit walked over to her bed and dropped beside her. Fiona continued to do an impressive job of pretending he wasn’t there as her eyes remained glued to the book.  
 
    Annoyed, Sambit pulled her green dress up, exposing her legs, he pulled down her pink panties and shoved a finger in her cunt.  
 
    “You’re fucking kidding me,” Sambit muttered as Fiona continued to read. Now really annoyed, he pulled his finger out of her cunt and snatched the book from her hand. “Why are you always fucking reading?” he asked. “The Mysteries of the Werewolf” he read the title of the book out loud, then glanced at Felicity. “Is she reading about wolves too?” he asked, and when Fiona nodded, her face stony, Sambit shook his head. “You two have an unhealthy obsession with werewolves.”  
 
    Fiona snatched the book back from him. “While Oliver loses his mind to insanity, and you lose yours to your cock, the werewolves are already here,” she muttered. “We were warned by Lord Zarlock of their coming, and yet, you stupid lords still seem to only care about fighting each other.” 
 
    Sambit’s jaw set at Fiona’s comment. She’d just lumped him in with the other lords. He liked to see himself as different and better than the other lords. Fiona should have known better too. He’d professed his love for her, a simple commoner.  
 
    She stared at him now, her face as stony as his, unrepentant.    
 
    Sambit pulled down her dress and exposing her breasts, he grabbed the right nipple and squeezed it hard. 
 
    Fiona’s left eye twitched as she glared at him. “I spoke the truth!” 
 
    Sambit really didn’t give a shit if she thought she spoke the truth. Her stubbornness was pissing him off. With his other hand, he felt for her cunt, and finding it, he dug two fingers in roughly and pressed his thumb against her clitoris.  
 
    Fiona’s body tensed, and he could tell she was struggling to hold her composure. Sambit twisted her nipple, and then, grinning, he let go of both her breast and her cunt. He couldn’t stay mad at her forever. Just as Fiona’s body relaxed, he gave her cunt a slap and chuckled as she let out a yelp.  
 
    “Asshole,” Fiona muttered.  
 
    Sambit grinned at her fondly before trying to pull her in for a hug. But Fiona was not in the mood. Using pretty much all her strength, she pushed him back.  
 
    “We really need to know more about these werewolves,” Fiona said seriously. “It’s not an exaggeration to say that the future of our race could depend on it.”  
 
    It sounded like a bit of an exaggeration to Sambit. Sure, the wolves were dangerous, but if there was a war, then he was confident the wizarding world would put its differences aside and join forces to beat the wolves back. And this time, the war would not be like the previous War of the Werewolves where they had almost lost. 
 
    In the previous war with the werewolves, the wizarding world was caught by surprise. Werewolves were unknown creatures of immense strength and speed. Sure, they still had the speed and strength, but they were no longer an unknown force. Every house had a wolf division trained specifically to deal with these bastards. Sure, it would be a costly war, but the wizarding world would emerge triumphant. He said as much out loud too.  
 
    “What if Lord Dragonoski sides with the werewolves?” Fiona asked.  
 
    “Preposterous,” Sambit said immediately. “No wizard would ever side with the werewolves.”  
 
    “What about what Lucinda saw?” 
 
    Sambit shook his head. He’d heard of what Lucinda had seen in the cauldron that held the shadowed water. Lord Dragonoski submitted to a shadowy figure of smoke. The same figure promised to deal with Oliver, to remove the heir of Zarlock. And then, immediately after, the werewolves attacked the School of Merlin. They’d come specifically for Oliver, something about their king wanting him. It was too simple to think of the thing that appeared before Lord Dragonoski as being the werewolf king. 
 
    Sambit refused to believe that any wizard would ever kneel to a werewolf, even if it were the king of the wolves. And Lord Dragonoski would be the last person to kneel to any other species. He was much too arrogant. Sambit himself had looked into the cauldron of shadowed water to see the thing that Lord Dragonoski had knelt to. It was covered in mist for the most part, but there was a brief moment when the mist partially cleared and you could see the thing. It was a man. A tall man, but a man nonetheless, and certainly not a werewolf.  
 
    The two were unconnected, in Sambit’s opinion.  
 
    Fiona wasn’t as convinced. “They’re all linked somehow,” she said. “Lord Zarlock warned the wolves would come for Oliver, and they did. He knew something. And you can’t deny this is all somehow linked to Lord Colborne’s betrayal.”  
 
    “What does it have to do with that?” Sambit asked, frowning.  
 
    “Think about it,” Fiona said. “Why would Lord Colborne suddenly side with the Le Fays and vote against the Cullens and Mobridges giving Camelot back to Oliver? The Le Fay supporters are still outnumbered in the House of Lords, and now, with Oliver being revealed as a Zarlock, it makes no sense to switch allegiance to the Le Fays. Something here just doesn’t add up.”  
 
    That was one thing Sambit could agree on. It made no sense for Lord Colborne to switch sides and join the Le Fays, not now that Oliver was back. He had to admit there was more going on…   
 
    “What can we do then?” he asked sullenly.  
 
    “We can find Calacian’s dairy. We need to learn more about this werewolf king,” Fiona said.  
 
    “How?” Sambit asked. “You already tried that once.”  
 
    Fiona nodded eagerly. “But that was before we knew the Three-Breasted witch was still in the house.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sambit wasn’t entirely sure why he’d agreed to this. He supposed it might have something to do with him not being able to say no to Fiona when she asks for something. He told her she owed him one, and that when he came to collect, she would have to do whatever it was he wanted without complaint. She’d agreed far too readily for his liking. It made him think she hadn’t actually thought it through properly.  
 
    But then, it wasn’t like he was actually going to do anything extra to help. The twins could have gone without him and searched for the Three-Breasted witch in the House of Zarlock. Sambit had only seen her once, when he and Oliver returned from the Borderlands with the unconscious werewolf. It wasn’t like he was best friends with the naked boobs…  
 
    Mounting their brooms, Sambit, Fiona and Felicity set off from the School of Merlin, heading for the House of Zarlock. They flew in silence, Sambit’s mind preoccupied with something Fiona had said earlier. The werewolves were coming, and the wizarding world was too busy fighting each other to notice. She was right on that. The wizarding world was on the brink of war.  
 
    Having lost the vote in the House of Lords to reinstate the House of Zarlock and force the Cullens and Mobridges to vacate Camelot, his mother and sister immediately began making war plans. Sambit knew only a little of the plans. Both his mother and sister saw him as something of an unserious character. In their eyes, all he cared for was women and wine. And with wine came a loose tongue.  
 
    Sambit wasn’t supposed to know that they were both planning for an attack that would not only take back the land in Camelot, but also bring about the fall of House Cullen and Mobridge. It was an ambitious plan, to take out two entire houses in a single day. It was something that hadn’t been attempted in Sambit’s life time. If it went wrong, it would be a gigantic clusterfuck. And even if it did work well, and the battle is won easily, what would follow surely wouldn’t be so easy. The Le Fays would see it as a declaration of war, which is what it essentially would be. How they would react to such a thing, only time would tell.  
 
    On the one hand, the Le Fays were outnumbered in terms of pure numbers. If it came to another war between supporters of the Le Fay ideology, and those that stood behind the last Zarlock, the Le Fays would experience a bruising defeat. On the other hand… Fiona was right. It didn’t add up. Lord Dragonoski had made an alliance with someone, or something… the figure he had been kneeling to, could Fiona be right? Could it actually have been the king of the werewolves?  
 
    As they approached the mountain upon which rested the House of Zarlock, Sambit turned his mind to the task at hand. It was another cold evening, and the mountain was covered in thick fog with only the tips of the tallest trees emerging from underneath the vapour. Sambit flew close to the mist, weaving around and over the taller trees, his broom leaving an indented trail in the mist.  
 
    He noticed Lucinda in the distance, flying with her were four other Silver Cloaks. Her normal responsibility was to track after Oliver, but seeing as the last Zarlock was now at Ravenscourt, she’d taken it upon herself to provide him with security, though nobody had asked her to. It was strange for a Dalit to use initiative like that. Most just waited around to be told what to do, what to suck, where to lie, which hole to ready for a fuck…  
 
    Sambit continued on, flying past the bridge and over the lake, he landed at the foot of the large stone steps that led up and into the house. The doors opened as they passed under the arch. Thankfully, Shera the flying tiger did not coming bounding down the hall as he did sometimes. Sambit was secretly terrified of the beast. Any sane person should be too, especially if they’d seen the tiger tear apart a werewolf.  
 
    Once inside the hall, Sambit paused, then turned to face the twins and held his hands out. “Now what?” he asked.  
 
    “Find the witch?” Fiona suggested.  
 
    “How?” Sambit asked, frowning.  
 
    Fiona’s eyes narrowed. “You realise the whole reason I agreed to do whatever you want me to do without complaint is so that you could find the witch, right? If I knew how to find the damned whore, I wouldn’t need to have agreed to anything now, would I?” 
 
    “Whore?”  
 
    “Yes,” Fiona said. “She walks around naked, shoving her three breasts in everyone’s faces.”  
 
    “She didn’t shove her breasts in my face,” Sambit muttered. “She’s just so damned tall, her breasts are level with my face…”  
 
    “Just find her,” Fiona grumbled.  
 
    Sambit turned and began walking down the hall.   
 
    “Where are you going?” Fiona asked conversationally as she walked beside him.  
 
    “The dungeons. That’s where the witch appeared the only time I ever saw her,” Sambit said.  
 
    Both Fiona and Felicity stopped walking, their faces a little pale.  
 
    “What?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “The werewolf is in the dungeon, isn’t she?”  
 
    “Yeah, so?” Sambit asked, confused. “She’s locked behind bars. She’s not going to harm you.”  
 
    “True,” Fiona said, though she didn’t seem convinced.  
 
    They set off once more, Sambit led the way, the twins following somewhat reluctantly. Sambit had been to the House of Zarlock often in recent times, but never without Oliver. It felt strange walking down its empty corridors. He couldn’t shake the feeling that something was watching him.  
 
    Sambit came to the staircase that led both up and down. It was down they needed to go. That was where the dungeons were. Sambit paused with one hand on the golden railing.  
 
    “Why have you stopped?” Fiona asked.  
 
    “No reason,” Sambit lied.  
 
    He couldn’t exactly tell the truth when the truth was that the staircase led to the basement where a werewolf was kept captive. A werewolf he hadn’t seen in months. What with Oliver going insane and doing crazy shit to people, what had he done to this caged wolf? Was Sambit going to go down and find a mutilated corpse?  
 
    “Ah, Sambit,” the Three-Breasted witch said.  
 
    She stood a foot away from him, having apparently materialised from out of thin air. She was taller than him, so much so that her breasts, all three of them, were level with his face. Sambit took a step back.  
 
    “See,” pointing at her breasts, he looked back at Fiona. “I told you her breasts were level with my face,” he said, before turning to look at the purple-haired witch. “What are you?” he asked, annoyed. “A fucking ghost?”  
 
    “No,” the Three-Breasted witch said, smiling. “I am the living embodiment of this great house.” 
 
    Sambit stared at her, trying to process what she had just said, before muttering, “I wish you were just a ghost.”  
 
    Behind him, Fiona cleared her throat loudly. He glanced back at her to see her do something strange with her eyes. She was making them really wide, and then tilting her head. “What?” Sambit asked, frustrated.  
 
    “Ask her about the diary,” Fiona hissed.  
 
    “Right,” Sambit nodded. “Um… Do you happen to know where Calacian Zarlock’s diary might be?” he asked.  
 
    “Of course,” the Three-Breasted witch nodded, still smiling.  
 
    “Oh,” Sambit said, surprised. “Um, would you mind telling us where it is?”  
 
    “I can do better,” the Three-Breasted witch said. “I can bring them to you.”  
 
    “Great,” Sambit said, smiling. 
 
    “Yes,” the Three-Breasted witch agreed, still smiling. “Now Fiona will submit to Tara in a night of passion,” she added.  
 
    Sambit’s eyes widened, and behind him, he heard a little squeal, which he imagined came from Fiona. Sambit cleared his throat. “What uh... what did you just say?”  
 
    “You had a deal with Fiona. You will help her find the three-breasted witch, and in return, she will do anything you want her to do. And what you want most from her is for her to submit to Tara for a night of passion,” the Three-Breasted witch said, her voice cheery, as if discussing how nice a day it was.  
 
    Sambit had an uncomfortable feeling in his throat. He raised a hand and placed it on his neck as he coughed. “How uh… how do you know all of this?” he asked, too shocked to even dispute it to be the truth.  
 
    “I can see your past memories and I can read your minds, your thoughts, your feelings,” the Three-Breasted witch said. “You know Felicity is jealous of your relationship with Fiona? She has wanted you since the time you fucked both sisters in your room in the School of Merlin.”  
 
    There was a muffled cry from behind. Sambit turned to see Felicity with a hand clasping down on her mouth, her face bright red, her eyes so wide, he feared they might fall out.  
 
    “You like me?” Sambit asked.  
 
    Felicity didn’t get a chance to answer. There was something coming towards them. It sounded like wind hurtling down a corridor, growing louder as it came closer. Sambit stared down the empty corridor. Though he could hear it, there was nothing to see. Not knowing what else to do, he reached inside his cloak and felt for his staff.  
 
    He suddenly remembered this being the very house the Zarlocks had been murdered in. This thing that was hurtling towards them, there was every chance the beast that killed the Zarlocks was back. Sambit pulled out his staff. He filled it with magic, ready to face the beast. Sure, he was going to die, but he would die with honour.  
 
    He could feel it now, the rush of the wind as the beast came at him. Even though he couldn’t see anything, Sambit braced himself as the howling grew louder, and trusting his instincts, he struck out with his staff when he was sure it was upon him.  
 
    But he struck thin air.  
 
    And then the howling stopped as the wind died down.  
 
    And then he noticed them. The four books stacked neatly by his feet. Sambit leaned down and picked one up. He opened the book and flipped through the pages. The writing struck him as being particularly difficult to read. Calligraphy?   
 
    He passed the book to Fiona. “More books for you,” he muttered. 
 
    She read the first page, then her eyes widened. “It’s Calacian’s Diary,” she whispered.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver was still sitting on the bench in the cell in Ravenscourt. To say he was unimpressed would have been an understatement. Oliver was furious, but more than that, he was exhausted. He’d been sitting on this bench for hours now with the heavy chains wrapped around him. What with his magic being bound once more, the chains felt extra heavy, and he felt tired, annoyed, and weak.  
 
    And on top of that, the witch doctor had arrived.  
 
    She was beginning to piss him off even more.  
 
    “Open your mouth,” she said.  
 
    Oliver wanted to tell her to fuck off, but to do that, he would have to open his mouth. And if he did open his mouth, she was going to shove her wand down his throat. At least, he hoped it was a wand and not some sort of strange stick insect. It was about a foot in length and a couple of inches thick. It was a dark colour, and it looked slimy, like it had just been pulled out of a swamp. There was no fucking way that was going in his mouth. And if she came any closer, he was going to lean forward and head-butt the bitch.  
 
    The witch turned to look back at Katrina. “I can’t do this if he doesn’t open his mouth,” she said.  
 
    Katrina stood leaning against the wall by the door, her arms folded across her chest. “Open your mouth, Oliver,” she said.  
 
    What with the witch still with her back turned to him, Oliver saw his chance to talk without having something shoved down his mouth. “Fuck you both,” he said.  
 
    Katrina grinned. “Cooperate, and maybe we’ll let you.”  
 
    It wasn’t what Oliver had meant when those words left his mouth. But now that Katrina mentioned it, it wasn’t such a bad idea, having both of them. The witch-doctor didn’t look like what he thought she might look like – wrinkly skin, crooked chin, long dirty nails, basically old and ugly.  
 
    She was actually quite young, probably eighteen or nineteen. She reminded him a little of Lucinda, mostly because of the red hair. She certainly wasn’t a Dalit. She had blue eyes, and did not have the height nor the figure of a Dalit. That being said, she was still attractive. And her pale skin would contrast so well with Katrina’s tan.  
 
    Katrina let out a mirthless laugh. “You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?” she asked, as she walked towards him. Coming to stand a foot away, she leaned forward, bringing her face inches away from his. “Cooperate, Oliver, and you can have me in any way, in any place, with anyone,” she whispered.  
 
    Katrina and Scarlett together. That was the first thought that popped into his mind. Oliver’s cock began to throb under the weight of the chains. The only problem with Katrina’s plan was that he didn’t need to cooperate to have what he wanted. He was Lord Zarlock. He was entitled to have whatever or whoever he wanted without having to compromise.  
 
    With her face still inches away from his, Oliver was tempted to slam his head against her lips. If only those lips weren’t so damned luscious…  
 
    Katrina stared into his eyes, then straightened her back. “Fine,” she said. “Looks like I’ll have to beat your mouth open.”  
 
    Oliver started to laugh. The whore thought she was going to beat his mouth open? Who did she think she was? Did she not know who he was?  
 
    Katrina reached inside her cloak and pulled out her staff. It was a sleek mahogany-coloured staff with golden circles on either end. As she filled it with magic, those circles began to glow bright red like lava.  
 
    Oliver stopped laughing as Katrina raised the staff. “Hold on a sec-!” Oliver closed his eyes as Katrina swung her staff at him, fulling expecting to be dead or so badly hurt, he wished he was dead.  
 
    He heard a loud clang and felt the heat that emanated from the staff. But when he opened his eyes, instead of feeling immense pain and seeing blood gushing out of the wounds he should have had, Oliver found himself free. The chains that had bound him tightly were now on the ground, having been sliced off by Katrina’s staff as if they were butter.  
 
    Oliver climbed to his feet uncertainly. “Why would you do that?” he asked suspiciously.  
 
    “Well, it’ll be easier to hurt you if you don’t have a layer of metal around you,” she said.  
 
    “But I’m free now,” Oliver said. “I can destroy you?”  
 
    Katrina grinned. “You can try to, but with your magic still bound, I think you’ll find it difficult.”  
 
    Oliver glanced down at his left arm. The shield was still there, attached to his arm like a thin layer of metallic skin. But that was all it was at the moment. Metal armour for his arm. There was no warmth inside him, none of the magic he’d become accustomed to feeling constantly flowing through his body.  
 
    And there was no twitch from his shield as Katrina raised a foot and kicked him in the stomach.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver lay on the floor of the cell on his back, beaten and naked, his mouth wide open as the witch doctor knelt beside him and probed his mouth with the wand stick thing. Katrina was once more leaning by the door of the cell, her arms folded across her chest, a smug smile on her pretty fucking face.  
 
    Katrina had absolutely dominated him in their battle. And to make it worse, she’d done it using her bare hands. Turned out the sexy whore knew some form of karate. Oliver hated that despite his wife having kicking him in the stomach, the chest, the face, despite her having torn his clothes off, then punched him in the balls, he still couldn’t help but think of her as sexy.  
 
    The fucking whore had amazing legs. Katrina was wearing a short black skirt, and from his spot on the ground, it was unavoidable for Oliver to not gawk. 
 
    “He’s damaged pretty badly,” the witch doctor said. “It’s really… strange,” she muttered.  
 
    With her arms still folded across her chest, Katrina sauntered over and dropped to her knees beside the witch doctor. “What is it?” she asked.  
 
    Now that she was within touching distance, wearing a manic grin, Oliver raised a hand and grabbed Katrina’s ass. “Whore,” he told her. 
 
    Katrina rolled her eyes, then grabbed his now erect cock and rubbed the tip. “Is he fixable?”  
 
      “I think so,” the witch doctor said. “It’s just that the damage is so much more extreme than it should have been. I’ve seen this once before. But in that case, the wizards damage was deliberately exacerbated by his mistress. She was a pyscho who kept encouraging his insanity.”  
 
    “I don’t think anyone’s been encouraging his behaviour,” Katrina spoke slowly, her hand still rubbing Oliver’s cock. “His bindings were pretty bad… maybe it’s just that?”  
 
    “It could be,” the witch doctor said, though she didn’t seem convinced. “I’ll have to get the fairy to fix him,” she added as she climbed to her feet.   
 
    “Ouch,” Katrina said. “The damage is that severe?”  
 
    “Ouch?” Oliver repeated. “Why is it “ouch”? What’s the fairy going to do to me?”  
 
    “It’s okay,” Katrina cooed as she increased the speed with which she stroked his cock. “Just relax and… it’s going to hurt but…”  
 
    “But what?” Oliver asked, panic in his voice.  
 
    “I was trying to think of something comforting to say,” Katrina said. “But you’ve been an asshole. So, I’m just going to be honest. It’s going to really fucking hurt.”   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver stood underneath the enormous cream-coloured dome, his hands resting on the red railing, he stared down at the lake and the reflection it projected of the Khan’s palace. He wore a thick green velvety cloak, and he hugged it tightly as the sun began to set in the distance.  
 
    For two weeks, the fairy worked on him every day, repairing his body. Katrina had not exaggerated. On top of hurting like fuck, the whole experience was terrifying. The “fairy” was a naked woman of about nineteen. Her skin was grey, her eyes were black, and she had enormous feathery dirty-grey wings.  
 
    Her methods of healing were messed up. She overpowered Oliver, then stung his cock with her nails which were needle sharp. That kept his cock erect even though he was not turned on at all. And then, she made love to him, taking his cock inside her as she kissed him passionately.  
 
    That was the worst part - being kissed by the fairy. Her tongue shot down his throat and explored every inch of his insides. He could feel the tongue moving around in his brain, in his stomach, in his arms…  
 
    Oliver shuddered at the memory. He was glad wizards couldn’t dream, because that fairy was the stuff of nightmares. On the plus side, it was over. He was back to his old self, at least mentally. Physically, he felt broken. The witch doctor explained what the fairy had done, how she had merged her body with his, using her cells to repair those of his which had been damaged. The fairy had worked on every fibre in his body, and a week later, Oliver could still feel it. Every muscle in his body felt sour.    
 
    He had spent the past week mostly consigned to bedrest. That gave him a lot of time to think about all the horrible things he had done. It wasn’t his fault, Katrina had said. He couldn’t blame himself for what he had done during his insanity. The fact that he hadn’t killed anyone was quite something considering how far he had gone. They were Katrina’s words. Oliver didn’t feel the same.   
 
    He could remember in excruciating detail the hurt he had caused. The abuse he’d dished out to Celina and Mistress Kava, the men he’d beaten up in the Merchant’s Tail, the poor girl he had raped in the same inn. He’d even attacked Sambit with thoughts of killing him.  
 
    Oliver turned away from the lake as he heard footsteps approaching. It was Katrina. “Hey,” he said, his voice soft as his wife approached him, looking as radiant as always, wearing a long white dress that showed off her amazing figure.  
 
     She came to stand by his side, and staring out towards the lake and the setting sun, she placed her hand on his. “I think you should rest a few more days before you go back out there,” she said quietly.  
 
    “I don’t think rest is going to help me,” Oliver said determinedly. “I need to make amends for what I have done...”  
 
    “And how are you going to do that? How are you going to make amends?” she asked, a hint of bitterness in her tone.   
 
    Oliver had given that some thought. There really was no way to truly make up for what he had done. “I thought I’d start with saying sorry,” he said. “And then…”  
 
    Katrina looked up at him. “And then?”  
 
    Oliver turned and met her eyes. “Well, I have some money, don’t I?”  
 
    Katrina’s lips twitched. “Yes, you do have some gold stored in a vault in the House of Zarlock.” 
 
    Oliver didn’t actually know about gold being stored in a vault in the House of Zarlock. He didn’t even know the place had a vault, so that was definitely a bonus. Having a lot of gold would be immensely helpful for what he had planned.  
 
    “What are you thinking?” Katrina asked.  
 
    “I know it’s not enough, but I could start by giving Mistress Kava some gold,” Oliver said.  
 
    Katrina nodded thoughtfully. “And what about the werewolf? Are you going to give her gold too?”  
 
    Oliver swallowed uncomfortably. “You uh… you know about the werewolf?”  
 
    “I do,” Katrina said dryly. “I went to see her. Celina, her name is? Lovely girl. For a werewolf, at least. And while I was there, I bumped into Melisandre.” Katrina tightened her grip on his hand. “Apparently, she’s been staying at the House of Zarlock for a few months now.”  
 
    Katrina’s grip on his hand was tight now, and what with his whole body still feeling quite sore, it was really hurting. He said as much too.  
 
    “It’s supposed to hurt,” Katrina said through gritted teeth as her eyes bore into him. “This is where you give me a very good reason for allowing another woman of nobility stay in our house.”  
 
    Oliver did have a good reason for Melisandre staying in the House of Zarlock. He just didn’t do a very good job explaining it, mumbling something about her not really asking him about staying there, he then talked about her abusive father, before coming back to explain that she’d saved his life and that he owed her one.  
 
    None of it seemed to impress Katrina much as her hand remained firmly pressed against his, her finger nails digging into his skin. 
 
    “Do you love her?” Katrina asked.  
 
    “What?” Oliver asked, bewildered. “Where is that coming from?” his tone came out more defensive than he would have wanted it to. 
 
    “Answer the question, dip shit,” Katrina grumbled, her eyes narrow.  
 
    “Dip shit?” Oliver repeated. “What happened to referring to me as “my lord”?”  
 
    “That was before I learnt of you fucking Melisandre,” Katrina said.  
 
    “Never fucked her,” Oliver protested.  
 
    “Before I found out you let her move into the House of Zarlock. That’s OUR house, and you let her move in before me?”  
 
    “I didn’t let her,” Oliver said. “And ow! You’re really hurting me hand,” he added sourly. 
 
    Katrina glanced down at their hands on the railing. She released her grip on his, her finger nails digging out of his flesh, leaving a nasty sting. She turned away from him and stared out towards the lake. The sun had dipped in the horizon, but there was still enough light to see the wavy reflection of the dome in the water, and although Katrina seemed to be staring at it, Oliver doubted she was really looking at it.  
 
    He watched her carefully, all the while rubbing his hand. He’d noted the change in her, from referring to him as “lord Zarlock”, to calling him a “dip shit”. It would have been difficult to miss. Truth was, he didn’t know Katrina very well. Their marriage had been a quick one, and after that, Oliver had spent most of his time slowly losing his mind.  
 
    He’d know Melisandre for much longer than he had known Katrina. And admittedly, he did have feelings for the Dragonoski girl. He was sure he wasn’t the first guy to have feelings for more than one girl, and by that, Oliver was referring to Harmony and Melisandre, and not his wife, Katrina.   
 
    It wasn’t that he didn’t have feelings for Katrina. He just didn’t love her like he loved Harmony. Nor did he feel for her what he felt for Melisandre. Oliver wasn’t exactly sure about what he felt for Melisandre. It wasn’t love. At least not love in how he felt it for Harmony. Shaking his head slightly, he decided this was not the time to think of how he felt about Melisandre.  
 
    Oliver placed a hand on Katrina’s shoulder. “Hey…”  
 
    “What?” Katrina asked sullenly, still staring out towards the lake.  
 
    “I do like you,” he said.  
 
    Oliver knew instantly it had been the wrong thing to say. What kind of dumb idiot tells his wife he “likes” her? It’s made worse that he said it after she asked him if he loved another girl.  
 
    Katrina turned to look at him, her eyes wide. “You’re fucking kidding me, right?” she asked. “You like me?”  
 
    “Well, it’s not like I know you that well,” Oliver protested. “I married you a month after we met!” 
 
    Katrina opened her mouth, but then, she turned to her right and stared at the dozen or so Soaring Eagles standing at the other end of the dome. They were here to escort him back to the School of Merlin as per Oliver’s request. His request to leave and go back to the school, to resume some form of normality. Staying here at Ravenscourt and wallowing in his sorrows was not doing him any good. He needed to get out there and start making amends.  
 
    The guards stared straight ahead into nothing, their faces unreadable. Oliver was sure they were listening, and Katrina thought the same too as she turned away from him and stared ahead at the lake once more.  
 
    “Can we talk about this later?” Oliver whispered.  
 
    Katrina let out a mirthless laugh. “Oh, we will definitely be talking about this later, husband,” she said.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was a strange feeling being back in the tree house. Oliver stood on the balcony by the door and stared inside, his memories of the past few months vivid, but somehow distant as if they’d occurred during another lifetime. Taking a deep breath, he stepped inside the tree house.  
 
    Where ever he looked, he remembered painful memories, mostly involving Mistress Kava. He’d tied her to the chair, to the bed, from the ceiling. He’d beaten every part of her body and mused how weak it was compared to the werewolf’s. Celina. Oliver collapsed on the bed wondering what he was to do with Celina. Aside from apologise to her, he couldn’t make it up to her by throwing gold at her, could he? Did werewolves even use gold?  
 
    It didn’t even matter if she used gold or not - Oliver could never let her out. She was a fucking werewolf, and apparently, during his insanity, the wolves had been on the move, appearing in almost every land, attacking villages and small towns before disappearing again.   
 
    “They said you’re feeling better, but you don’t seem like it,” Sambit said. He stood by the door leaning against its frame, behind him were the twins, Fiona and Felicity. “You’re far too young to be talking to yourself.”  
 
    Sambit walked in and sat on the sofa opposite him. The twins followed, but they pulled out chairs from under the table and plonked themselves down.  
 
    Oliver’s face coloured as he met Felicity’s eyes. “Sorry about…” he stopped, unable to finish his sentence. 
 
    “Sorry about what?” Felicity asked.  
 
    Oliver couldn’t tell if she had genuinely forgotten or if she was forcing him to say out loud what he had done wrong. If it were the latter, she had every right to.  
 
    “Sorry for sexually assaulting you,” Oliver said. “Even though I wasn’t myself, I still have no excuse,” he lowered his head in shame, unable to meet her eyes.  
 
    “When did you sexually assault me?” Felicity asked.  
 
    Oliver looked up in surprise. “When you came to see me for something… I can’t remember what it was… I had Mistress Kava here? You were standing by the door?” he said, and still, Felicity stared at him, apparently oblivious to such an incident. “I pushed you against the wall and grabbed you by your-” 
 
    “By her what?” Sambit asked, leaning forward.  
 
    “You know what, I’m sorry for what I did, even if you can’t remember,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    “Oh, I remember,” Felicity said casually. “You tore my dress at the top and played with my breast. You wanted to fuck me in the ass. And Fiona. You wanted her too, you said.” 
 
    Oliver swallowed nervously. Turned out he didn’t actually remember the incident that well. He did remember pushing her up against the wall and touching her up a little. “I am so sorry for doing that…”  
 
    “I would like to be compensated for the tearing of my dress,” Felicity said.  
 
    “Yeah, of course,” Oliver said quickly. “I’ll buy you hundreds of dresses and-” 
 
    “I don’t need hundreds of dresses, Lord Zarlock,” Felicity said curtly. “I am not a whore to be compensated after being used by you.” 
 
    “Of course,” Oliver said quickly, his face turning a furious red. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean-” 
 
    Felicity burst out laughing. “I’m just pulling your leg,” she said.  
 
    “You are?” 
 
    Felicity continued to laugh while Oliver watched in bemusement. And then, when she finally calmed down, she smiled at him and nodded her head.  
 
    “What uh… what just happened?” Oliver asked, turning to Sambit in shock. This wasn’t the Felicity from before. That Felicity did not make jokes, or pull legs, or howl with laughter. That Felicity rarely smiled.  
 
    “She’s a changed woman,” Sambit said, before adding with a wide grin. “My cock changed her.”   
 
    Oliver didn’t know how to take that, so he turned to Fiona, the person he considered the sanest out of the three.  
 
    “As you know, me and Sambit are a sort of thing,” she said. “Turns out my sister likes him too. We’re still figuring things out at the moment…” 
 
    “I didn’t know you and Sambit were a… thing,” Oliver said. He raised a hand to his head and rubbed the temple. “A lot of shit happened while I was going insane, huh?”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    His first night back in the tree house, Oliver struggled to sleep. And it wasn’t because of the comparatively small and uncomfortable bed. Being back here in the place where much had happened brought back painfully vivid memories of everything that had happened.  
 
    Well, almost everything.  
 
    There were a few hazy moments. Most involved Scarlett Notaries. He could remember spending a lot of time with her training, and he was sure his skills had improved, but… he didn’t actually remember the training sessions themselves, aside from the fact that he was naked a lot. He wondered if he’d abused Scarlett too. He must have… If he could remember being naked during training, he must have abused her sexually in some way or other.  
 
    Oliver did finally fall asleep as his mind tired of wondering who else he might have hurt.  
 
    The next morning, he trawled his way up the hill and made it to the main hall in time for breakfast. The place was half empty what with a lot of the richer students, those that came from merchant families and those from the nobility having decided that staying at the School of Merlin, or more specifically, having their children around Lord Zarlock wasn’t safe. Rumour had spread around the school of how he was going insane. The few that he did cross paths with scuttled around him, their heads down, trying to look inconspicuous.  
 
    Oliver felt horrible as he sat down to eat. Sambit came to join him, holding hands with Fiona and Felicity. Oliver still couldn’t quite get his head around that, but then, he had slept with Harmony and her sister, Bella...  
 
    Harmony… he hoped she was oaky. If that had really been her at the farmhouse… the farmhouse that the werewolves had burnt to the ground… Oliver didn’t want to think about it, about what might have happened to her. He had to believe she was okay, that she was still alive.  
 
    He turned to his food for distraction and had a spoonful of porridge. It didn’t taste great. But then, porridge never did.  
 
    Oliver finished half his bowl, then left Sambit and the twins behind in search of Mistress Kava. He had damaged her so badly, they had to send her to a witch hospital. She had only returned to the School of Merlin less than a week ago.   
 
    Oliver walked through the school corridors, his head down, his eyes on the ground. It didn’t matter hugely how inconspicuous he tried to make himself, other wizards and witches still noticed him, and they still did their best to avoid him, some abruptly turning and walking away fast, others suddenly disappearing into classrooms.  
 
    Oliver was struggling a little with his memory of the time. He thought he remembered most of what he had done, but that was clearly wrong as he didn’t recall doing anything to terrorise the entire school.  
 
    He wrapped his cloak around him as he stepped out of the corridor and into the open courtyard at the centre of the school. The cold had been around for months, but Oliver only seemed to feel it now. He walked briskly across the courtyard and back into a corridor, walking straight down, he climbed the large stone steps, taking two at a time.  
 
    He reached the teachers staying quarters and then paused to think. He was nervous about seeing Mistress Kava. After what he had done, what was he supposed to even say to begin to apologise? But apologise he had to… this wasn’t something he could back out of… 
 
    Taking a deep breath, Oliver pushed open the large wooden door and walked into the corridor. His eyes on each door he passed, he stopped at the one with Mistress Kava’s name. It was written in silver and encircled by what looked like a curved staff.  
 
    Oliver knocked on the door, and then waited. When he heard no response, he knocked again, and a third time. Finally, just as he was about to leave, the door opened. 
 
    “Of course, it’s you,” Mistress Kava said. “You still have those Wanderer sensibilities of knocking on a door and then waiting. 
 
    Oliver was relieved to see she looked well. Physically, at least. “How are you?” he asked.   
 
    “I’m better now,” Mistress Kava said, her eyes narrow. “But you did hurt me, Lord Zarlock.”  
 
    “I am so sorry. I will do-” Oliver stopped as Mistress Kava raised a hand and placed it over his mouth.  
 
    “You are not responsible for what you did during your insanity,” she said.  
 
    Oliver gently lowered her hand from his mouth. “I have to make it up to you,” he told her. “Please, what can I do?”  
 
    Mistress Kava stared at him curiously. “You know, when you first subjugated me, I hated it. The humiliation of losing to Scarlett and then being used as a piece of meat… but after a while, I began to enjoy the freedom of not having to prove myself, of just sitting there, being a piece of meat to be used and abused…”  
 
     “You can make it up to me by occasionally coming over here and… treating me like a piece of meat,” Mistress Kava said.  
 
    Oliver’s eyes widened. “Huh?”  
 
    “But less sadism!” 
 
    “You what now?” Oliver asked as he gulped nervously.  
 
    “You heard right,” Mistress Kava said, her cheeks colouring slightly. “You can go now. I’m sure you have plenty of other people to apologise to. But do remember to visit me at least once a week!”  
 
    And with that, Mistress Kava slammed the door shut in his face. Oliver stood there, stunned at what had just happened. He’d meant it when he’d said he would do anything to make it up to her, but when he’d said that, he was thinking more along the lines of giving her money and being punished in some form.  
 
    The door to Mistress Kava’s room remained closed, so still feeling a little dazed, Oliver set off to apologise to the other people he had hurt.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    After wandering the school a while longer, apologising to the few he clearly remembered hurting, Oliver set off for the House of Zarlock. As he flew over the forest that surrounded the school, he spotted the brooms that followed after him. Six wore the colours of House Khan’s Soaring Eagles. The seventh wore a red cloak that flapped in the wind, reminding him of little red-riding hood.  
 
    It was Lucinda.  
 
    He didn’t remember hurting her, which he hoped meant he hadn’t. Lucinda had been his first crush after Emily. She was the first witch he had seen, and she was hot for a Dalit too. A part of him had always wanted her, so it surprised him that during his month or so of insanity, he didn’t actually go seeking for her.  
 
    Unless he did?  
 
    Oliver blinked rapidly as he rubbed his forehead. The blanks in his memory were giving him a headache…  
 
    It was late afternoon when Oliver left for Camelot, and he arrived just as the sun was setting. Bringing his broom down at the front of the house, Oliver climbed up the large stone steps, and as he walked under the archway, the large doors to the half of Zarlock opened.  
 
    Somehow always knowing of his approach, Shera came bounding down that hall. Oliver dropped to his knees and opened his arms as the tiger leapt into them, knocking him back. Oliver tried to wrap his arms around the tiger to give it a hug, but Shera was so big, it just wasn’t possible. Giving up, he dropped his arms and lay back, his eyes closed and a smile on his face as Shera covered it in his saliva.  
 
    Strangely, it felt good to be in the House of Zarlock. It might have had something to do with seeing Shera. Or, it could have had something to do with the School of Merlin now being tainted with equally bad memories that this place didn’t bug him so much.  
 
    With some effort, Oliver pushed Shera away and climbed to his feet. As he walked down the hall, the tiger fell in beside him. As Oliver came to the staircase that led both up and down, he decided to head for the dungeons first. Oliver’s memory on Melisandre was a little fuzzy. He could remember seeing her naked, which he supposed must mean he’d hurt her in some way.  
 
    With Celina the werewolf, the memories were vivid. He’d tortured her more than he had tortured anyone else. More than it was possible to torture a wizard or witch on account of her healing abilities.  
 
    Oliver jogged down the steps. Once at the bottom, he turned left and followed the path until he reached the cells. Celina lay on the ground against a wall, her eyes closed, she appeared to be sleeping. She was naked, as she had been from day one. It was cold in the dungeon, and Oliver was sure she felt it.  
 
    He placed a hand on the metal bars. The door slid open. The creaking sound caused Celina to wake. She spotted him, her sleepy eyes widened and she sat up hurriedly before trying to back away to the far corner. She managed to move about three feet before the chain around her neck reigned her in.  
 
    “Hey,” Oliver raised both his hands. “I’m not here to hurt you,” he said. “I actually came to apologise...”  
 
    Celina stopped struggling against her bonds and stared at him.  
 
    “I’m really really sorry for what I did to you,” Oliver said. “Apparently I was insane. I’ve been cured now. Mostly, I think. I’m just so sorry… the things I did… it was inhumane and… sorry.” 
 
    Celina continued to stare at him suspiciously. A while passed, and she still she remained silent.  
 
    “It would be great if you could say something… anything?” Oliver pleaded.  
 
    “I don’t get it,” Celina said.  
 
    “Which part?” Oliver asked, relieved she had finally spoken.  
 
    “You were insane?” Celina asked.  
 
    Oliver nodded. “Something to do with my magic having broken free from its binds, it damaged my soul or brain or something...” he mumbled.   
 
    “You’re not insane now?” Celina asked.  
 
    “Well… I don’t think I am… I hope not,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    “So… you’re going to let me go?”  
 
    “I don’t know if I can do that,” Oliver said.  
 
    “Why not?” Celina asked. “Aren’t you the most powerful man in the entire world?”  
 
    Oliver stared at Celina curiously unable to tell if she was mocking him. “You’re a werewolf… I can’t just let you go.”  
 
    “What are you going to do then?” Celina asked.  
 
    “I haven’t really thought that far ahead,” Oliver admitted. “You’d have to stay in the dungeon but, I’ll make it more comfortable. I’ll bring you down a bed and-” 
 
    “I don’t need a bed,” Celina said. 
 
    “Oh, wolves don’t use beds? I suppose that makes sense,” Oliver said.  
 
    “No,” Celina said firmly. “How does that make sense you idiot? Of course, wolves use beds. What do you think we are, savages?”  
 
    Oliver almost said yes because that’s what he’d learnt in history class at the School of Merlin, that wolves were savages. And after that, pretty much every time the topic of werewolves rose, at least once person mentioned how savage they were.  
 
    “I don’t need your pity, Lord Zarlock. You can either let me go, or you can kill me, or you can continue to torture me,” she added, and then she folded her arms across her chest defiantly.  
 
    Oliver stared at her in surprise. He had vivid memories of torturing her in exceptionally cruel ways. And during that time, more than once, Celina had begged for mercy, begged him to stop. When he came to see her, he expected to find her broken. That she wasn’t he was grateful. But he did not expect her to be like this.  
 
    “What are you going to do?” Celina asked, challengingly.  
 
    “I think I’m going to get you a blanket to start with,” Oliver said. “And maybe some good food too.”  
 
    And with that, he turned and walked away, the door of metal bars sliding shut behind him.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    With help from the Three-Breasted witch, who made a sudden appearance out of thin air and almost gave him a heart attack, Oliver managed to drag down to the dungeon a mattress, bedsheets, pillows and a blanket. He placed them in Celina’s cell, then stood by the door and watched as she remained seated on her bare bottom on the cold hard floor of the cell, glaring at him. Oliver left her there, after telling the Three-Breasted witch to procure some good hot food for the wolf, he set off to find Melisandre.  
 
    Being in the House of Zarlock was always a strange feeling for him. He’d come to accept that the house was strangely alive in its own way, and that he had this connection with the house. But it was still weird how he knew exactly where Melisandre was, what she was doing.  
 
    Oliver walked up the enormous staircase, coming to the third floor, he turned right and came to the library that Melisandre was supposed to be in. It was a much smaller library than the one he had been to before. And unlike that library, this one did not seem to be dying.  
 
    He spotted her immediately, sitting beside a stain-glassed window she held a book in her hands but did not seem to be reading it. No, Melisandre was deep in thought, a distant look in her eyes.  
 
    Seeing her, he was reminded of the conversation he’d had with Katrina, about his feelings towards Melisandre. Walking towards her now, a part of him wanted to pick her up and hold her tightly. It had been an awful few months for him, and all he wanted was some comfort from a person it turned out he quite liked.  
 
    “Hey,” Oliver said, as he stood a few feet away from her.  
 
    Melisandre turned her head towards him. “Lord Zarlock,” she closed the book shut. “I hear you are feeling better.”  
 
    “Much, thanks,” Oliver said, not the least bit surprised she’d heard of his temporary insanity. It seemed everyone else knew, so why not her?  
 
    “That is good to hear,” Melisandre said. “How can I help you?”  
 
    “I was uh… I came to apologise for anything I might have done wrong to you during my… insanity,” Oliver said sheepishly.  
 
    “You have done nothing to wrong me,” Melisandre said.  
 
    “Really?” Oliver asked, again surprised that he hadn’t seemed to go for the women he really liked. Melisandre nodded in response. “That’s great!”   
 
    He stood there sheepishly, not knowing what else to say or do. Melisandre continued to stare at him silently, and after a long awkward silence, Oliver clumsily gave her the thumbs up and then left. He felt some sadness as he walked down the stairs. He missed the old Melisandre, not the mean one that had assaulted him in the headmistress’ office, but the Melisandre who flew to the Borderlands to save him, the Melisandre who wasn’t reserved with her words, like she was now.  
 
    As Oliver flew back to the house of Zarlock, followed by Lucinda and House Khan’s elite guards, he reflected on his love life, and how much of a mess it was, what with one girl kidnapped by werewolves and possibly in serious harm or even dead, the other girl taking refuge in his house. And then there was his wife, a woman he barely knew.  
 
    Once back at the tree house, Oliver was ready to crawl into bed and sleep for a hundred years, so drained was he emotionally and physically. But there was a guest waiting in the tree house.  
 
    “Scarlett,” Oliver said, as he spotted her sitting on his bed.  
 
    Scarlett stood up and brushed down her white cloak, “Lord Zarlock,” she smiled. “How are you feeling?”  
 
    “Better, thanks,” Oliver said. “I’ve actually been meaning to come and see you,” he mumbled.  
 
    “Oh?” Scarlett asked.  
 
    It might have been the exhaustion, but for a second, Oliver thought he saw something in Scarlett’s usually completely calm and unreadable face. It wasn’t fear, because he didn’t think Scarlett was afraid of anything. But there was something for a brief second, something akin to nerves, or uncertainty showing in those blue eyes. And then with the blink of an eye, it was gone. That, or it was never there and he imagined it.  
 
    “Yeah,” Oliver said quickly, realising he hadn’t spoken in a while. “I wanted to apologise if I did anything… stupid.”  
 
    “You don’t remember?” she asked.  
 
    Again, for a brief second, Oliver thought her eyes betrayed something. But that something wasn’t nerves this time. It was more akin to a show of triumph. And again, in the blink of an eye, it was gone.  
 
    “I remember somethings better than others,” Oliver said hazily, rubbing his head. “I don’t seem to remember much about my time with you,” he said.  
 
    “It was a little strange, my lord,” Scarlett laughed. “You did insist on training naked.”  
 
    “Yeah, I remember that,” Oliver mumbled as his cheeks reddened. “Um… did I do anything else?”  
 
    “You really don’t remember?” Scarlett asked, and when Oliver shook his head, she smiled. “Under the circumstances, you were very well behaved, my lord.”  
 
    “So, I didn’t try to assault you in any way?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Scarlett didn’t respond. Instead, she headed for the door, and on her way out, she gave him a quick kiss on the cheek, then wished him a good night. Oliver watched her go, a hand on the spot where she had kissed him. Once she disappeared from sight, he took off his cloak and collapsed on his bed, fully clothed.  
 
    Before he fell asleep, he tried to remember if he did do anything wrong with Scarlett. He got the feeling she wasn’t telling him the truth. But it turned out his memories of his time spent with her were the worst ones.  
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    The next seven days past uneventfully, and for that, Oliver was grateful. His body recovered, the sourness and aches faded. He trained with Scarlett every day, this time keeping his clothes on. He went to the House of Zarlock regularly too, to check up on Celina and Melisandre. Celina was still putting on a show of being hard. Oliver wasn’t quite sure of what to do with her. He did wonder if letting her go would be so bad, but at the same time, there were too many stories of wolves running around Atlantis, randomly burning villages down and killing people. There was also the fact that Celina had tried to kill him too, and would have succeeded had it not been for Sambit.  
 
    He’d visited Melisandre a couple of times. She was still behaving strangely towards him, far too formal. It was like she was suddenly a different person, so proper and… stoic. That wasn’t the Melisandre he’d fallen for. The last time he went to the House, it had become so awkward, he didn’t pay her a visit.  
 
    Things were getting back to normal at the school. Ss rumours had spread of his descent into insanity, so had rumours spread of his return to normality. Oliver apologised to Bellatrix, the leggy blond he had raped on the landing by the stairs in the School of Merlin, and the few others he remembered hurting. They were mostly women, which he hoped didn’t mean anything.  
 
    There was a little drama on the Thursday morning. Oliver woke to find Mistress Kava naked in the tree house, standing by his bed, a whip in hand. At first, Oliver feared she had gone crazy, and that she was going to take revenge by whipping him.  
 
    But no, the whip was for him to use on her. Oliver refused, and then suggested she seek help. Mistress Kava literally threw herself at him slamming her bare breasts onto his face. Not the worst thing to have slammed at his face, Oliver had to admit, but that was beside the point.  
 
    The following five minutes were spent with Mistress Kava trying her best to take his clothes off, and Oliver doing his best to keep them on. In the end, Mistress Kava won, which surprised Oliver. He was much stronger than her, he should have been able to keep his boxers on. But during their struggle, she managed to grip one end, and with a simple tug, his boxers came down, his cock came out.  
 
    Mistress Kava leapt at it, trying to take it in her mouth. Oliver turned sideways, she missed her target and crashed into the chair behind. It was a standoff after that, Oliver naked on one side of the room, Mistress Kava naked, standing opposite him, her eyes on his erect cock. Oliver told her his cock was erect because he was a guy and guys woke up with cocks erect. He categorically denied being turned on by any of this. 
 
    But Mistress Kava was relentless to the point of being obsessed. She wore him down. Oliver agreed to let her suck his cock for a bit. And that somehow turned into a rough face fucking. Eventually though, he did manage to get rid of her.  
 
    Oliver’s day didn’t improve much after that. He managed to get through half his breakfast before Katrina showed up and ruined his day and his appetite.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver stared down at his bowl of porridge. He seemed to be having that a lot for breakfast. It wasn’t horrible tasting. It wasn’t great either. It was porridge. He wished the same could be said about his life in terms of excitement.  
 
    “You want your life to be like porridge?” Katrina asked, a frown on her face as she sat opposite him. “I don’t know what that means.”  
 
    “I… I didn’t mean to say that out loud,” Oliver mumbled.  
 
    “You’re weird sometimes,” Katrina told him. 
 
    Oliver nodded in agreement. It was certainly weird to literally think out loud and not realise it. Maybe he needed more time with the fairy. He shuddered at the thought of the fairy sticking her tongue down his throat.   
 
     “What’s the matter?” Katrina asked.  
 
    “Nothing,” Oliver said.  
 
    “Why do you have that look on your face?”   
 
    “What look?”  
 
    “The look of a sulking child,” Katrina said immediately.  
 
    Oliver frowned. “You were waiting to say that, weren’t you?”  
 
    “What’s the matter, precious?” Katrina asked condescendingly. “I thought you would be pleased about this? I have made all the arrangements.” Katrina glanced around at the breakfast hall. It was mostly empty. “We’re ready to crush the Cullens and Mobridges. We’re ready to take back Camelot.”  
 
    Oliver had known for a while now that Katrina was planning on attacking the Cullens and Mobridges to forcefully take back Camelot. He’d never been that keen on the idea. And what with his conscience heavy with the crimes he had recently committed, he felt even less enthusiasm for starting a war. Which was what this was, no matter how Katrina phrased it. He said as much too.  
 
    Katrina stared at him in confusion, which might have been a first. “If you did not wish to take back Camelot, why did you marry me?” she asked.  
 
    It was Oliver’s turn to be confused. “You think I married you because I wanted your armies?”  
 
    Katrina nodded. “Yes,” she said. “If I remember specifically, you and I were to marry to create an alliance and show a strength of force against our enemies. At the time, admittedly, we did not think Lord Colborne would betray us in the House of Lords. We did not think this battle against the Cullens would be necessary, but you specifically married me for House Khan’s army, for her support.” 
 
    Oliver opened his mouth to retort about how inaccurate and insane all of that was. And then he remembered Sambit saying something along those lines just before Oliver agreed to marry Katrina. But that wasn’t why he had married her. The marriage proposal was thrown at him suddenly. He had very little time to think it over. There was peer pressure on a different level.  
 
    And the deciding factor had been Sambit’s promise to help find Harmony were Oliver to agree to the marriage. Looking back now, it didn’t seem like a great exchange, to marry a stranger in exchange for help in finding the woman he loved, but it all happened so quickly, Oliver didn’t really have much time to think it through. Add to that, he was actually intimidated by Katrina’s mother, Lady Khan.  
 
    “Your mouth is still open,” Katrina said sourly. “Do you have something to say?”  
 
    Oliver closed his mouth and stared at Katrina, annoyed. He understood why she had suddenly gone from being nice and polite to sharp, blunt, and mean with him. It had something to do with Melisandre. Apparently, it was okay for him to have fun with other women, so long as they were not from noble families. 
 
    He wondered if Melisandre’s recent strange behaviour had something to do with Katrina. His wife wasn’t the type to shy away from a confrontation.   
 
    “This looks tense,” Sambit said. 
 
    He appeared at the table, an arm around Fiona, the other around Felicity. Letting go of them, he pulled a chair out and sat beside Oliver as the twins sat opposite.     
 
    “What’s going on with you three?” Katrina asked as she eyed the twins sitting beside her suspiciously.  
 
    “I don’t know what you mean,” Sambit replied, doing a terrible job of lying.  
 
    Katrina rolled her eyes. “Does mother know you plan to have two commoners as Bandis?”  
 
    Sambit glared at her. “I don’t-” 
 
    Katrina raised a hand to cut him off. “I don’t have time for this,” she stood up. “We’re going to take Camelot back, husband,” she said, her voice cold. “It would be better if you come along with us willingly, but if I have to tie you to a horse and drag you there, so be it.”  
 
    And with that, Katrina turned and stormed off.  
 
    “That was tense” Sambit said. “What’s going on?”   
 
    Oliver, who was holding the spoon in hand, the tip dipped into his porridge, sighed. He told them why Katrina had come to visit, that she had made all the preparations to attack the Cullens and Mobridges. He told them how he felt about the whole thing, that he wasn’t keen on starting a war.  
 
    “You’re fucking kidding, right?” Sambit asked.  
 
    Oliver wasn’t. The more he thought about it, the more he was against the whole idea of war. He remembered being in the House of Lords and what the Cullens and Mobridges said. They had spent money and men to subdue the people of Camelot, to bring order to the place after the sudden departure of the Zarlocks. They only wanted another ten years from the place to recoup their expenses. That seemed fair to Oliver. He would have Camelot back in ten years. Why start a war?  
 
    He thought it was a fair point but he wasn’t so sure anymore as Sambit stared at him like he was an idiot.  
 
    “Camelot is the wealthiest land in Atlantis, it’s inhabitants the most well-behaved. The Cullens and Mobridges came and ruined the place, raised taxes and ruthlessly subdued any resistance. The people of Camelot went from being happy and free to poor and pitiful. You owe it to them to take back your land,” Sambit said.  
 
    “If you don’t believe him, you should go see for yourself,” Fiona suggested, as she took a bite of her toast. 
 
    It didn’t seem like a bad idea to Oliver. “When can we go?”   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Not surprisingly, it turned out Sambit didn’t have much planned for that day. He was ready to leave straight after breakfast. The twins weren’t. They had classes to attend. Oliver was sure they were literally the only two students left in the school that gave a shit about learning.  
 
    They set off for Camelot that evening, and as was the norm, Lucinda and a bunch of Soaring Eagles followed behind them. Their destination was the Mountain’s Shadow, a small town nearest to the House of Zarlock. Leaving the mountain behind, they flew east. A road emerged as the low hills gave way to bare flat land. They followed the road and it wasn’t long before they came upon the town.  
 
    Even from afar, Oliver could tell it wasn’t going to be pretty. From its southern side, dark smoke billowed up and the wind carried it west, clouding a large portion of the town in black soot. It was a fortified town and a five-meter high wall enclosed three sides while the other side faced a river. They touched down a hundred yards away from the town gates and dismounted from their brooms. The Soaring Eagles remained airborne, and they were joined by Silver Cloaks, Oliver noticed. Security was tighter what with wolf attacks increasing. It was all anyone talked about in school. Well, it was either the wolves or him. 
 
    Lucinda joined them on the ground as they reached the town gates. She was the first witch Oliver had ever set eyes on, and it felt nice to have her around. She was wearing more clothing than usual on account of the cold that had engulfed Atlantis for the past few months. She wasn’t naked underneath her red cloak.  
 
    “My lords,” Lucinda said as they reached the town gates. “The people here, they are quite rough. It would be good if we could blend in and not-” she stopped as Sambit eyed her curiously.  
 
    “You’re not going to tell me what to do, now are you, Lucinda?”  
 
    Lucinda shook her head quickly and Sambit laughed. He reached for her ass and gave it a squeeze. “Relax,” he told her. “I don’t bite.”  
 
    Lucinda visibly did the opposite of relaxing. Her body stiffened, causing Sambit to laugh raucously.  
 
    Oliver looked down at his clothes. He wore a simple grey cloak over a thick blue jumper and black trouser. His shoes were made of leather as were everyone else’s. Apparently, trainers and other types of footwear weren’t a thing in Atlantis.  
 
    Sambit wore a green cloak over a black shirt and blue trouser. His shrunken staff did hang visibly from his belt, but Oliver had seen many others walking around with staffs hanging by their sides. It wasn’t really a sign of lordship.   
 
    “It’s not how you’re dressed that’ll give you away,” Lucinda mumbled, her face red as Sambit continued to play with her ass, his hands now under her cloak and possibly in her pants. “It’s how-” her eyes widened and her body jutted forward as Sambit drove a finger in her ass. “It’s how you… how you behave,” she managed to complete the sentence.  
 
    Point taken, Oliver thought, as he watched Sambit sexually assault Lucinda. “Dude,” he called. “Let her go. And try not to start trouble inside the town, please.”  
 
    Sambit did let Lucinda go. “Worry not,” he said as he brushed past them. “I never do anything reckless.”  
 
    “Didn’t he burn a barn down once?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Apparently, it was the maid's fault,” Fiona muttered.  
 
    Oliver grinned. He knew the story. Sambit was convinced it wasn’t his fault, even though he lit the hay on fire and watched as the flames rose. No, it was the maid's fault. She was heading towards the barn, so being five years old at the time, Sambit naturally bolted, leaving the fire as a nice surprise for the maid. But the maid stopped to chat with another maid. Sambit had protested so earnestly, like he genuinely believed it wasn’t his fault.  
 
    It was the maid's fault! Had she not stopped to talk, she would have reached the barn before the fire became uncontrollable…  
 
    The town was similar to Serpent's Square, the town in the Land of the Free where Oliver had gone to see a Seer. The houses were of brick and stone, mostly two floors, some three. The road was made of cobbled stones. There was no pavement, so they walked amongst the horses and carriages. There was one noticeable difference between the two towns. This one was dirtier. It was the children he noticed first. The faces dirty, the clothes dirty, some torn, the eyes hungry. Then he noticed the long gaunt faces of the men and women as they hurried about, hugging their cloaks as if struggling against a long and cold winter.   
 
    The buildings showed the signs too. Most had damaged brickwork; all were covered in soot. Dirt piled up by the side of the road and even the horses pulling the carriages looked skinny and weak.  
 
    “Where are we going?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Let’s start at the market first,” Sambit said.  
 
    “Here to do shopping?” Lucinda asked hopefully. 
 
    Oliver glanced at her, wondering if anyone should tell her why they were here.  
 
    “Yes, shopping sounds wonderful.” Sambit’s voice hardened. “After all, Camelot does have the best markets, blessed with fertile lands and filled with precious metals.”  
 
    They weren’t far from the market. Another turn of the road and they came across it. The road widened and the brickwork houses were replaced by shops and stalls lined up against each other in the centre. Crowds gathered around some stalls. Others were empty. Some shouted loudly, advertising what they were selling. Others stood quietly. It appeared quite normal to Oliver. In fact, for Atlantis, it seemed a little too normal.  
 
    “It’s sad what’s happened to them,” Lucinda said softly.   
 
    She had a distant look in her eye, as if she could relate to their predicament – whatever that was. Oliver still saw nothing out of the ordinary. He watched as gold and silver dust floated away from customers, as shopkeepers bagged food, animals and metallic objects. The people walked past him, their heads down, busy, occupied.  
 
    “I don’t get it,” he finally spoke. “What’s happened to them?”  
 
    “They look pathetic,” Felicity muttered. 
 
    Oliver still didn’t see it. “They seem fine to me. They’re shopping. It’s not exactly the most exciting of things to do. Plus, they look cold. That’s why they’re hurrying about.”  
 
    “You would know the difference had you seen them before,” Fiona said wistfully. “Everyone in Camelot was wealthy, not just the lords. It was better than the Land of the Free. I haven’t been this way in a while… didn’t realise it was this bad. They look… beaten.”  
 
    Atlantis was a strange place. It was like a continent stuck in the mediaeval era. He had been to other towns. They weren’t much different. People were mostly poor. Although, in this town, they seemed that extra bit poorer. And it wasn’t just the people; the whole town had that feel about it, like it had given up. He pulled his cloak around him. It even felt colder here.   
 
    They walked past the stalls and Oliver noticed the offerings. They weren’t much: the fruits partially rotten, the vegetables under ripe, the metals rusted. Blessed with fertile lands and filled with precious metals. You wouldn’t know that by looking at this market. Atlantis had always struck Oliver as a grim place; poor beaten down peasants ruled over by rich and greedy lords.  
 
    The end of the street opened up to a square with a fountain at the centre. Circled by a two-foot stone wall and hoisted on a pillar was a single head of a tiger. Water spouted out of its open mouth, passing through its four canine teeth. The rest seemed to be missing. A black hole had taken residence where an eye of the tiger should have been and water dripped out of it, as if it were crying. 
 
    Inns lined the sides of the square, but not many people milled outside or seemed to be going in or out of them. Sambit led them into one such inn.  
 
    “Want anything to drink?” Sambit asked. Before anyone could reply, Sambit headed off towards the bar. “I’ll grab the drinks. Find a spot to sit.”  
 
    Oliver glanced around the room. Every table was taken. Except for the large one by the fireplace. Which was odd, considering how it was cold even inside the inn. Why was the warmest spot empty?  
 
    Oliver led the way towards the fireplace, walking through the tables of people. He noticed how they sat silently, their heads low, they watched his feet as he passed them. An audible gasp rose as Oliver pulled a chair out from under the empty table. Every eye was now staring at him.  
 
    “What did I do?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Lucinda shrugged her shoulders uncertainly. “I don’t know...”  
 
    As per habit, her hand reached inside her cloak and gripped her staff. She didn’t bring it out, but Oliver could see the glow as it filled with her magic. 
 
    Sambit returned, his arm around the waist of the barmaid carrying a tray of drinks. He pulled out the empty chair beside Oliver and letting go of the barmaid, he sat down. The girl holding the drinks stared at them like they were ghosts. 
 
    “What?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Y-y-you can’t sit there…” she stammered.  
 
    “Why not?”  
 
    “B-b-beca-because-” 
 
    “You don’t need to worry about us,” Sambit said. He slapped the girl on the ass, causing her to almost spill the drinks.    
 
    A frightened smile appeared on the girl’s round face. She placed the tray on the table, unloaded it of the drinks and left so quickly Oliver didn’t even get a chance to say thanks or find out why they couldn’t sit there.  
 
    Oliver had a bad feeling about the place. He picked up a mug, his eyes on the punters. Thankfully, they had stopped staring.  
 
    “What’s in this?” he asked.  
 
    “Dalim juice.” Sambit took a sip of his. He turned towards the bar, where the girl had returned to. “She’s a bit odd, isn’t she?”  
 
    “It’s not just her. They all gasped when we sat down here,” Fiona muttered.    
 
    Oliver took a sip of the Dalim juice. It was bitter-sweet. He took another sip. More sweet than bitter this time. He took a gulp. It surprised him how quickly he was beginning to like this drink. He emptied his mug and brought it down hard on the table.  
 
    “Sorry,” he said as the others raised their eyebrows. 
 
    “It’s good, isn’t it?” Sambit asked.  
 
    It was good, but not good enough to want to invade the place, Oliver thought. Besides, if he wanted it, he could always buy some. He had tons of gold dust. Literally tons. There were rooms filled with the stuff in the House of Zarlock.  
 
    “What now?” Oliver asked.   
 
    “Talk to the people in here,” Sambit said. “Find out what life is like under their new lords, listen to their stories and see if the Cullens and Mobridges have been as fair and just as they claim.”  
 
    Lucinda sat up straight and cleared her throat. “So, you’re not here to shop?”  
 
    “Oliver doesn’t want to lead the charge to retake Camelot. He thinks the Cullens and Mobridges are doing such a stellar job of running the place that they should do it for another ten years.”  
 
    Oliver glared at Fiona.  
 
    “That is not what I said.”  
 
    Fiona raised her mug to her lips. She brought it down to reveal a thin green line had coated her upper lip. “Oh, I’m sorry,” she said, not sounding at all sorry. “Please tell us what it was you said.” 
 
    Oliver didn’t get a chance to explain. Three men approached the table and stood behind the twins. The one in the middle had a long and skinny face. His curly hair came up to his shoulders. He smiled and pushed aside his cloak to reveal a silver staff hanging from his belt.  
 
    “You must be new here?” he asked.  
 
    “Who are you?” Sambit asked rudely. 
 
    “Nothing rash, please,” Lucinda whispered.   
 
    “My name,” the man stepped forward pompously, “is Jonathan Alfred Alonso Alferi Cullen and you’re sitting at our table.”  
 
    Sambit picked up his mug and took a long and slow sip as the men stared at him, the frustration on their faces evidently reaching its limit, they looked ready to explode in rage. 
 
    “That’s a long name,” Sambit said, having drained his mug. “And I still have no idea who you are, but this table is taken, so... fuck off?” He raised his hand and made a gesture, as if waving them away.  
 
    Jonathan’s face tightened. He adjusted his belt. “Do you know who you talk to, boy?” he roared.   
 
    “I just said I don’t know who you are.” He turned to the twins. “Did I not just say I had no idea who he was?”  
 
    “You did,” Fiona agreed.  
 
    Sambit grinned, as if the whole thing was a big joke. Jonathan did not find it nearly as amusing. His face had changed colour. It was a dark shade of purple now and you could see the little veins on his forehead. They looked ready to pop. He took a step towards Sambit. Lucinda shot out of her chair and quick as lightening, she came to stand in his way.  
 
    “You dare get in my way?” Jonathan fumed. And then, his eyes that were only seconds ago about to bulge out of their sockets, narrowed as he stared at her. “You… You look like a Dalit,” he muttered.  
 
    Ignoring him, Lucinda glanced to her left. Standing by the bar, near the steps that led up into the living quarters above, were quite a few men watching keenly. They hadn’t been there earlier and they weren’t of the same crowd that filled the room. These men wore cloaks thick and clean and from their visible belts hung staffs. 
 
    Lucinda knelt down and whispered in Sambit’s ear, “He’s lord Cullen’s third cousin. Please my lord, he has men waiting by the steps.”  
 
    Sambit glanced towards the stairs and the men that stood their crowding the area.  
 
    “House Cullen,” he said with enthusiasm. “What happened to you fuckers. Aren’t you supposed to be fat? Are you getting poor?” he turned to look at Oliver. “I forget, is House Cullen one of the poorer houses?”  
 
    Lucinda groaned as the man took another step towards Sambit. The room was deadly silent as all eyes turned to watch the table. Sambit placed a hand on Lucinda’s waist and moved her out of the way. He then pulled his cloak aside, revealing his shiny mahogany-coloured staff.  
 
    Deciding shit could hit the fan at any second, Oliver felt for his own staff and simultaneously, his magic began to flow into the shield attached to his left arm.  
 
    Jonathan stood over Sambit uncertainly, his eyes on the staff. “Who are you?” he hissed.     
 
    “Take a guess,” Sambit said, grinning widely.  
 
    Jonathan’s eyes shifted from Sambit to Oliver, then to Lucinda, as if sizing them up. He completely ignored the twins. “You look like common criminals to me,” Jonathan said. “This is a dangerous game you play.”  
 
    Sambit stared down at his clothes, appearing to be offended. “Can you believe this ugly fucker? He dares to criticize my-” 
 
    Sambit didn’t get to finish his sentence. It turned out Jonathan had run out of patience. He reached down and grabbed Sambit by the collar of his shirt and pulled him to his feet.  
 
    “I’ll gut you, you little piece of-” 
 
    Jonathan’s speech was interrupted as Sambit’s staff came out from its shrunken form. Within a second, it expanded to full length and wedged itself in the small gap between Sambit and Jonathan’s chest.  
 
    “Let go of me,” Sambit said, his voice cold.  
 
    Jonathan released his grip on Sambit’s collar. He then took a few steps back, his eyes on the staff. Once a safe distance away, he straightened his cloak, clicked his neck and casually pulled out his own staff. It was a long black one.  
 
    “You’re a thief,” Jonathan said.  
 
    “How do you figure that?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “Staffs that grow are rare. Where’d you steal it from, boy?”  
 
    “Boy? The name is Sambit, you dip shit.”  
 
    “Sambit?” Jonathan repeated, then squinting, he asked, “From House Khan?”  
 
    “No, from your mothers-” 
 
    “Yes, from House Khan,” Lucinda interrupted. She had her staff out too, but unlike the other two, she did not seem keen for a fight.   
 
    Sambit glared at her. “Spoilsport.”  
 
    “What is Lady Khan’s son doing out here, so far away from home?” 
 
    “Well, I was sitting down on a chair, having a drink. You Cullens really are as stupid as they say, aren’t you?”  
 
    “Sambit,” Lucinda begged. “Please.”  
 
    “You should listen to the red head,” Jonathan said menacingly. “You’re a far way away from home, boy.”   
 
    “You’re right,” Sambit said. “I am a far way from home. But you know who isn’t?” he asked and when Jonathan stared at him stupidly, he pointed towards Oliver.  
 
    Oliver raised his shield hand and waved as Jonathan stared at him and when recognition did not come, he turned back to Sambit.  
 
    “And who might he be?”  
 
    “He isn’t any –” Lucinda began. 
 
    Sambit cut her off. “That’s Oliver.”  
 
    Jonathan sighed. “And which house is Oliver from?”   
 
    Sambit smiled devilishly. “You know that house atop the mountain, where the water circles and drops, where the Nagruki live, where the white tiger roams, where the Sleeping Unicorns stand guard? That’s where he lives.”  
 
    Jonathan’s face contorted as he processed Sambit’s words. Oliver could see his lips move as he repeated every word and then his face changed colour again, this time to a pale and sickly white.  
 
    “Lord Zarlock?” he whispered.  
 
    “Well done!” Sambit slammed a fist down on the table. “Yes, Lord Zarlock is here and you’re trespassing on his lands.” 
 
    “The, the Lords g-g-gave it to us,” Jonathan stammered, his confidence suddenly gone.  
 
    Sambit took a step towards Jonathan. “You think they had any right to give it to you? Have you forgotten the might of the Zarlocks? Oliver will take his lands back and crush anyone that stands in his way,” he snarled.  
 
    Yup - this is why your sister and mother don’t like telling you things, Oliver thought as Sambit just revealed what was supposed to be a secret attack. Although, it was still to be seen how much of it Jonathan would believe and how much he would take as just talk.  
 
    In other news, Sambit wasn’t done. With his staff expertly slipped back into his belt, using both hands, he shoved Jonathan in the chest. Oliver had no idea how strong Sambit really was. They’d never arm-wrestled before. But he was surprised to see Jonathan tumble back into the table behind as if struck by the force of an elephant.  
 
    Instead of helping him to his feet, his men pulled their staffs out. Oliver did a quick count. Including those standing by the stairs, there were at least fifteen. If it came to a fight, they would be heavily outnumbered. All eyes turned to the Cullen as he struggled up, waiting to see what he decided.  
 
    “Imposter,” Jonathan snarled as he leaned resting against the table. “No son of a lord would attack another without due provocation.”  
 
    Sambit grinned. “Your mere presence provokes me, you filthy disgusting –” 
 
    “I want him hanged!” Jonathan shouted angrily.  
 
    His men stepped forward. Sambit undid the strap around his neck and let his cloak drop to the floor. He reached for his belt and pulled out his now shrunken staff. Within a second, it expanded fully and began to shine. Cullen’s men stopped, their eyes on the staff and the etched golden eagles that came to life. One turned to look back at Jonathan.  
 
    “My lord,” his voice came out hoarse, “maybe he really is Lady Khan’s son?”  
 
    “Growing metal isn’t as rare as it used to be,” Jonathan said, now back on his two feet, he pulled out his own staff. “Anyone can have one of those, doesn’t make them a lord.” He raised his staff and pointed it at Saafir. “Leave him for me. Kill the others.”  
 
    Oliver felt his left arm tingle. It didn’t matter if he was ready for this fight or not, his shield definitely was. He pulled out his staff, the golden staff of Zarlock. He filled it with magic and as the men surrounded him, the staff responded. Something came back into him. Whatever it was that resided within the metal, he had made a connection. He briefly closed his eyes as the feeling swept over him.  
 
    He felt his left hand move up and heard a clang. He opened his eyes to see his expanded shield raised over his head, having blocked a deathly strike aimed at his head. His staff urged him to strike low and he did, knocking the man to the ground. He pulled his shield back and struck another right on the head. He heard the crunch as metal hit bone and then he pushed straight, his staff struck another in the chest and sent him hurtling into the wooden beam, snapping it in half, covering him and those around in dust falling from the ceiling.  
 
    Oliver felt possessed and he wondered if he was. His training with Scarlett was paying off, but more than that, the staff and shield of Zarlock combined with a clear head, he was freaking awesome.  
 
    He moved at an incredible speed, strike after strike, his shield coming up at the right times, his staff striking mercilessly, the men before him falling down like dominoes, one after the other. The last man fell and those on the ground crawled away from him in agony, their hands empty and raised defensively.  
 
    “How did you get so good?”  
 
    Sambit stared at him incredulously. They both had their staffs raised, standing as if in mid-battle, but suddenly attracted to a lightbulb like a moth. They weren’t the only ones staring at him. Every eye in the room was on Oliver. Eyes that stared in a mixture of wonder and horror.  
 
    It didn’t help that in the dimly lit room, Oliver’s staff and shield glowed fiercely, giving him an angelic look.  
 
    “Y-y-you really are L-L-Lord Z-Zarlock?” Jonathan stammered.  
 
    “No shit, you dumb fuck,” Sambit retorted.  
 
    That seemed to break their trance. They resumed their battle. Sambit blocked two strikes, ducked under the third and then broke Jonathan’s shin before punching him on the face for good measure. It was an awful sounding crunch and Oliver winced. Jonathan dropped his staff and grabbed the bent shin of his right leg, his eyes wide in horror.  
 
    “My leg, my leg!” he wailed. “Y-y-you broke my leg.”  
 
    Sambit nodded, pretty satisfied. He turned to Oliver. “That was amazing. How did you do that?” 
 
    Sambit, Lucinda and the twins stared at him with differing levels of awe. They weren’t the only ones. The men and women in the inn had stood by the side as the fighting started, but now, they stepped closer to him. He saw the change in them. The dreary beaten down look had been replaced by something else.  
 
    Hope.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Later that night, Oliver was back in the tree house. He lay in bed staring up at the ceiling, relieving the events of earlier. The day hadn’t gone according to plan at all. Sambit bragging about the might of Zarlock and taking back Camelot probably wasn’t something Katrina would be pleased to learn of. The attack was supposed to be a secret, which it probably wasn’t anymore.   
 
    Jonathan Cullen was probably telling his third cousin, the Lord of the Redfort, right this very moment about what had happened in that inn. Sambit had suggested they take Jonathan captive and kill the rest. Oliver couldn’t tell if Sambit was being serious or not. It turned out Sambit wasn’t sure either, and was just talking to feel out ideas.  
 
    They didn’t kill the men, nor did they take Jonathan captive. Oliver did try to limit the damage some. He mumbled something about House Zarlock waiting the ten years but not being pleased about it. It wasn’t his finest moment. Making up excuses on the spot wasn’t his forte.   
 
    No, it turned out his forte was exhibited moments earlier. Oliver couldn’t help but smile as he remembered. He wished they had mobile phones in Atlantis. Had he kicked ten dudes assess back in the Land of the Wanderers, at least a dozen people would have recorded it. His training with Scarlett, and having the staff and shield of Zarlock in hand, both combined, he was pretty close to being unstoppable.  
 
    It had done a lot for his confidence. He was a capable wizard, no longer the weak man he had been when he first came to Atlantis. He wished Harmony could see him now. She would be so proud…  
 
    Harmony.  
 
    At times like this, when he was alone with his thoughts, he missed her the most. Oliver was no closer to finding her. After that one trip to the Borderlands, he hadn’t made any real effort to track her down. Admittedly, he had spent most of the time since slowly losing his mind. Oliver had this fear that, with every passing moment, Harmony was moving away further and further. He needed to get her back before she was lost forever.    
 
    One thought led to the other, and it was inevitable that Oliver would think of the werewolves. He had yet to see any, but he’d heard enough of them. They were roaming through Atlantis unchecked, biting and burning before disappearing into the forests. Oliver could see how it would be difficult to track the wolves. Atlantis was enormous and sparsely populated. Most of its land was forests, hills and mountains.  
 
    The wolves are here… and you stupid lords are planning to battle against each other.  
 
    Fiona’s words. She raised a valid point. Unless Lucinda was right. The red-haired Dalit never really expressed her opinions much. But she did say months earlier that Lord Dragonoski was colluding with the werewolves, that he had struck a deal with a mystery figure that then sent the wolves to the School of Merlin to capture him. 
 
    Katrina didn’t buy that, and nor did Sambit.  
 
    Oliver didn’t know what to think.  
 
    Deciding some sleep would be good, he turned on his left side and closed his eyes. He was back in the inn, having just finished off the Cullen men, staff and shield glowing magnificently, he stood like a might warrior. The crowd surged towards him like he was their saviour.   
 
    Oliver opened his eyes and shook his head, his lips spread in a half grin. Was he beginning to believe his own hype? The crowd had stood around him though, staring at him hopefully and then a young woman had stepped forward and dropped at his feet. She was a scrawny thing, but when she looked up, in her face he could see hope. 
 
    “You will fight for us?” 
 
    Not wanting to give away any more than Sambit already had, Oliver didn’t answer the woman’s question. But in his heart, being surrounded by so many desperate and yet hopeful people, Oliver promise to himself that he would help them.  
 
    Now, lying in bed and actually thinking it over properly, he was having serious doubts. Leading an army into battle? And Katrina had been fairly explicit about that. He was going to be leading the army, as in, he was going to be at the front.  
 
    Aside from worrying about his personal safety, this could be the start of a war. And didn’t wars usually end badly for a lot of people? 
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    It was a week later that Katrina came calling. In that time, Oliver was still undecided. He wanted to help the people of Camelot, but he didn’t want to be the person that started a war. In the end, it didn’t matter what he wanted.  
 
    He was in the common room with Sambit, a place he rarely frequented, and for good reason too. Even now that the school was almost void of students, the common room was pretty packed. And on show, it had the very worst of Atlantis.  
 
    There was drink, there were smoking pipes, there were Dalits, and there were rich and spoilt little fuckers doing whatever it was that came to their shit-filled minds. Oliver sat with Sambit in the left corner of the room, a pipe in hand, he pulled at the smoke. This was why he came here. He found the smoking pipes relaxing.  
 
    What he didn’t enjoy was what was happening about twenty feet away from him. Two little shits had tied a Dalit naked to a table, and were taking it in turns fucking and slapping her. The Dalit was an older woman, in her mid-thirties. Oliver took another pull of his pipe; the cold smoke filled his insides.  
 
    “Let it be,” Sambit said. “She’s fine.”  
 
    Oliver turned to see Sambit watching him, a musing smile playing on his lips. 
 
    “You think she’s fine?” Oliver grumbled.  
 
    “They’re just slapping her pussy, pulling on her breasts,” he waved his hand dismissively. “She’ll be fine.”  
 
    “How would you like it if that was you, tied to a table and abused?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Sambit laughed. “Hey, I don’t make the rules.”  
 
    “You’re a lord…. you’re literally part of the rules-making establishment!”  
 
    Sambit smiled, then took a long puff from his pipe. As he blew out, he did this thing that only Sambit seemed to be able to do. And from his smoke, a little blue bird appeared. They both watched as it flew away.  
 
    “Show-off,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    He settled back on the three-piece couch and took another pull of his pipe, his eyes back on the two fucktards abusing the Dalit. The one with the blond hair up to his shoulders, he was on the table on his knees beside the Dalit, his cock in her mouth, he pulled on her nipples while the guy with the black hair fucked her cunt.  
 
    “I see you’re not done with your masochist fantasies?”  
 
    Oliver didn’t see or hear her coming, but there she was, standing in front of him, hands on hips, a smirk on her face. Katrina. He was annoyed with her, and he wasn’t quite sure why. She hadn’t actually done anything wrong.    
 
    “It’s impressive,” she said, her smirk growing.  
 
    “What’s impressive?” Oliver asked. 
 
    “You’ve managed to wear that pout for a week now, is it?”  
 
    Yup, he remembered why he was annoyed with her. “Fuck you,” he told her.  
 
    “Not here, you won’t,” Katrina laughed. She dropped beside him on the couch, her hand rested on his lap. “You want to go and join them?” she asked, nodding towards the Dalit still being abused.  
 
    Oliver turned to look at her in disgust. “No, I don’t want to join them,” he muttered.  
 
    Katrina chuckled. It was a cute chuckle, and she smelt really good. It annoyed Oliver even more. Why did this woman, who was so damned beautiful and… Oliver lost his train of thought as he stared at her chest, the top three buttons of her white shirt were undone, he could see her breasts, and a little of her nipples too.  
 
    Katrina took the pipe from his hand. “It’s time to go,” she said, as she blew out a ton of smoke.  
 
    “Go where?” Oliver asked, still annoyed.  
 
    “War, bitch.”  
 
    Oliver ignored the bitch bit. He’d become accustomed to the change in Katrina, from being nice and referring to him as my lord to calling him a bitch like a Wanderer would say to a friend. She was pissed off at him having feelings for other women. Oliver had an opinion on that. She shouldn’t have had a fucking arranged marriage if she was particular about stuff like that.  
 
    “War?” he repeated.    
 
    Katrina nodded. “We attack in a few hours. All the preparations have been made. We just need you to lead the charge.”  
 
    Oliver swallowed uncomfortably. “Lead the charge?” he asked, feeling a little light headed.  
 
    Katrina nodded before noticing the look on his face, she rolled her eyes. “What’s the problem now?”  
 
    Oliver didn’t know a huge amount of how war was conducted in Atlantis. But the place seemed medieval. And in medieval times, leading the “charge” meant climbing on a horse and literally charging at the opposing force.  
 
    “It’s sort of like that,” Katrina said, as she took another pull of her pipe. “But where other lords might actually lead, we just need you as a figurehead.”  
 
    Again, Oliver ignored the slight in her remark. “So, just to clarify, you want me to get on a horse and lead a charge?” his face now pale as Casper the fucking friendly ghost, he was sure.  
 
    Katrina let out a really loud sigh. “What now you whining little shit?”  
 
    Oliver’s jaw set at that. “Firstly, fuck you,” he told her. “Secondly, when you planned this fucking war, maybe you should have taken into account the fact that I’ve never ridden a horse before?”  
 
    The pipe fell out of Katrina’s hand. “Oh, fuck…”  
 
    Oliver picked up the pipe and took a puff. “That’s right, you dumb bitch,” he said, as he sat back, satisfied at his contribution.  
 
    The satisfaction didn’t last long.  
 
    “I have an idea,” Katrina said.      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver felt lightheaded as he walked down the path that led to the treehouse. Katrina had hurried out of the common room in the School of Merlin to make arrangements for his lack of horse riding prowess. He was to meet her at the House of Zarlock with his staff and shield.  
 
    The shield was a permanent feature of his body now. Oliver had left the staff in the treehouse. As he came to the bottom of the white tree, he paused for thought. Fuck. Yup -that was the thought going through his head right this moment. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. With the battle imminent, shit began to feel real for him. There was no backing out now.  
 
    Not that he wanted to back out. Oliver did want to help the people of Camelot. He figured he would be a good ruler too. Easily better than every other lord in Atlantis just on account of him not being a complete dick still living in the middle-ages.  
 
    Oliver realised he wasn’t afraid of his own safety during the battle, at least not overly concerned. Aside from the horse problem, he felt confident. He felt strong and powerful. And with the staff and shield of Zarlock by his side, he’d taken down a whole bunch of men easily. It didn’t matter what Katrina thought about him. She was just a jealous bitch.  
 
    Oliver climbed up the wooden planks hammered into the trunk of the tree. Once inside the treehouse, he picked up the belt and tied it around his waist, then placed the staff of Zarlock in its holder.  
 
    He placed a lingering hand on the bed as he thought of Harmony. He was going to war, but the way Katrina spoke of it, you’d have thought they were going for a picnic. People died in wars… usually a lot of people. Strangely, he didn’t feel fear for his own life, at least not as much as he expected. It was the thought of Harmony being left all alone in this cruel place that got to him.  
 
    He had to survive this battle for her sake. He still believed she was alive, still harboured hope of finding her.   
 
    Oliver took a deep breath, then grabbed his broom and stepped out onto the front porch. Sambit was already there, floating a few feet above the tree on his broom. Oliver squeezed the metal in his hand and watched it expand. This is it, he thought as he mounted the broom and shot off. 
 
    As they flew over the forest beyond, Oliver spotted Lucinda rise up, ever alert, she and another dozen or so Soaring Eagles trailed after them. Sambit leaned forward, his broom shot forward. Oliver did the same, matching the Khan for speed, a grin on his face.   
 
    With his head clear and his physical aches now gone, Oliver felt great. With the staff and shield of Zarlock by his side, he felt power, confident. But there was something more than that. It was an idea born into his head only moments ago. I would make a good leader… I could improve the lives of many people…  
 
      
 
      
 
       
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Flying at greater speeds, Oliver and Sambit reached Camelot just past midday. It was the House of Zarlock his wife said she would meet him at, and as the mountain came in view, Oliver pulled his broom up, flying towards the sky.  
 
    He closed his eyes. The wind was colder up here and although it hit his face ferociously, he felt at peace. He opened his eyes just as they reached the top. He could hear the noise of water rushing down and crashing into the rocks below. 
 
    Oliver touched down beyond the bridge and in front of the steps leading into the house. Sambit landed beside him as Lucinda and the Soaring Eagles took position around the island. Katrina was already there, and so was another large man holding an even larger sack.  
 
    “I’m here,” Oliver said. “What now?”  
 
    “Where’s your tiger?” Katrina asked.  
 
    Oliver had never needed to summon Shera. The large cat always seemed to know when he came to visit. Usually the door would open and the big cat would run down like an excited puppy. He stared at the door now, waiting for something to happen. Nothing did. Maybe this was one of those times the cat went out hunting. Then he heard it – the thudding of paws hitting marble.    
 
    The door burst open and the white tiger jumped off the top step, heading straight for Oliver. It was a sight, seeing that frighteningly large beast jump at you, its mouth open, its teeth showing, its tongue hanging slightly. 
 
    Oliver smiled and held his arms open. The tiger knocked him to the ground, as per usual. He closed his eyes as Shera licked away with its enormous tongue. After a little struggle, Oliver managed to free himself and climb out from underneath the tiger. He scratched the big cat’s ears, trying to settle it down.  
 
    The man holding the large sack passed it to Katrina. She dropped the sack to the ground and opened it. Clanging sounds emitted from within as she rummaged through the sack.  
 
    “Ah, there it is,” Katrina said. 
 
    She pulled out a green helmet with three sharp golden spikes attached to it. Oliver stared at the helmet. It wasn’t for him, that much he knew. The helmet was much too big for him. No, there was only one head here big enough for that helmet. It was for the tiger. 
 
    “You won’t have to ride into battle on a horse,” Katrina said. “We have a complete set of body armour for Shera.”   
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    Oliver held on to the two metal stumps sticking out of Shera’s armour near his neck as the tiger galloped over the hilly terrain. Sambit, Katrina and the Soaring Eagles that had followed him from the School of Merlin had ditched their brooms for war horses.  
 
    Oliver was a little relieved he had Shera. He had never ridden on a horse before, but he knew enough to know mastering one wasn’t easy and mastering one well enough to ride it into battle was probably much harder. And those war horses, they seemed a little… terrifying. It wasn’t just the armour. The eyes, whether they were black, or white, they had no pupils. Sambit rode beside him atop an enormous one with balls of white for eyes. Oliver found it hard to focus ahead on the road or the lack of a road. Those ghostly eyes of the horse…  
 
    It was an almost pleasant ride considering. Shera had a way of galloping that was more like jumping, but with his landings soft and his take-offs smooth. As the last hill cleared, the land opened up to green fields and they found their first road.  
 
    Surprise was supposed to be the key to their victory, Katrina had said. Oliver wondered if it would really be a surprise as they were taking the most direct and open route to the castle. He let go of one of the metal stumps and reached inside his cloak. His fingers gingerly brushed against the cold metal of his staff.  
 
    He was on a tiger, charging towards a castle to attack it. How fucking insane was this?  
 
    The road ahead came to a bend, disappearing behind a stretch of woodland. Katrina’s horse slowed and Shera did too, keeping pace with her. They turned the bend at a trot. Katrina looked alert, her eyes scanning both sides of the road. 
 
    Oliver wanted to ask her what the hell was going on, why they had suddenly slowed. But she was behaving strangely. She’d gone back to being formal, referring to him as husband, or my lord. But there was a coldness to her words. He figured she was putting on a show in front of her men… and women.  
 
    “What’s she looking for?” Oliver asked as he leaned towards Sambit.  
 
    “No fucking idea,” Sambit said, shrugging his shoulders, before adding, “Wolves, maybe.”  
 
    “Wolves?” Oliver asked in alarm.  
 
    “Yeah, I really have no idea. I’m just guessing,” Sambit said casually.  
 
    Riding into battle, the last thing Oliver wanted was for his nerves to give way. And suggestions of wolves might be something that could set him off. “Maybe don’t guess?” he muttered at Sambit.  
 
    A moment later, Oliver spotted it, just as Katrina did too. Sticking out from within the green of the trees was the face of a white tiger embroidered onto a black piece of cloth, flapping against the gentle breeze. The cloth was attached to a pole and a man in armour astride a horse held it firmly by his side. He gave a gentle tug of the reins and the horse stepped out from within the trees and onto the path. Katrina set off at a trot to meet him.  
 
    After a brief exchange of words, the man turned back to the woodlands, reached inside his cloak, pulled his staff out and held it up. As the staff began to glow, Oliver turned towards the trees and the sudden rustling that came from within them.  
 
    He spotted the flags first before he spotted the men. There were dozens of flags and hundreds, maybe even thousands, of men. They fell in line behind Oliver and he stared at them over his shoulder. 
 
    They all wore armour and sat on war horses. Some had shields while others carried what appeared to be spears. What on earth were they going to do with spears? Oliver was finding it a little difficult to believe that armies in Atlantis were so primitive. If the Le Fays ever managed to break out of this place and try and invade the rest of the world, they were going to be in for a nasty surprise.    
 
    Sambit tapped him on the shoulder. “We’re moving.”  
 
    So they were. Katrina led the way with two men beside her. One carried the flag bearing the face of the tiger. The other, Oliver noticed, carried a flag bearing a golden eagle. As they turned another bend in the road, the trees gave way to flat land and in the distance, Oliver could see Pine Castle. The one towered castle was surrounded by a moat.  
 
    Sambit moved his horse forward by Katrina’s side. Oliver wondered if he was supposed to do that too and when both the Khans turned back to look at him, he gave Shera a little nudge. As Oliver came up by them, Katrina moved a little to his left, giving him the centre. Their pace began to quicken and it was an almost charge. The castle suddenly looked much larger. 
 
    The drawbridge lowered and two horses rode out to meet them. Shera’s pace slowed, coming to a gradual stop. They waited to meet the riders. Oliver recognised the man atop the white horse – Jonathan Cullen. His leg seemed better, though he did have a cut on his lips. Beside him, on the black horse, was a woman with long red hair and black armour with curvy green lines around her chest. Her eyes twinkled playfully.  
 
    “Katrina,” the woman said. “What it is the meaning of this?”  
 
    “My husband, Lord Zarlock, would like you to vacate his castle and his lands, Carla,” Katrina said.  
 
    “My lord Zarlock,” Carla said, smiling widely. “I don’t think we’ve met before,” she held her hand out, palm facing down.  
 
    It looked like she wanted him to kiss it. But Oliver wasn’t sure if that was something he was supposed to do. It just didn’t seem right, kissing another woman’s hand in front of his jealous wife just before they attacked her castle.  
 
    Carla withdrew the hand, a curious look in her eye, she turned to Katrina. “What happens if we don’t vacate the castle, lady Zarlock?”  
 
    “If you decide to remain within the castle, we will burn it down to the ground and every single person inside it,” Katrina said, smiling as if she’d just suggested they all go out for drinks. 
 
    Carla tugged on her horse's reins and came over to Katrina. She leaned forward and whispered something in her ear. Oliver wasn’t close enough to hear, but Sambit made a face, like he was about to throw up. Katrina pulled back from Carla.  
 
    “You have an hour to decide.”  
 
    Carla’s smile faltered, but only briefly. When she turned to look at Oliver, the smile was no longer playful or mischievous. She climbed off her horse and approached Shera, her hand raised.  
 
    “A wrong move and he’ll bite your head off,” Oliver warned her.  
 
    Carla placed her hand on Shera’s head in-between his two large ears. From there, her hand moved down along his neck, she pulled gently on his fur before digging her fingers in and scratching.  
 
    “A majestic creature,” Carla said fondly. “Shame you were brought here to die,” she whispered.  
 
    Shera shuffled nervously and Oliver had to hold on to the stumps to stop from falling off. 
 
    “Go back to the castle, Carla,” Katrina said. “Decide within the hour.”  
 
    Carla continued stroking the tiger. Her hand reached for Shera’s back and then a purple glow circled her fingertips as she touched Oliver’s arm.  
 
    Carla’s eyes sparkled. “See you on the battlefield, young lord.” 
 
    She turned, jumped onto her horse and rode off. Jonathan gave them another look of rage and then followed after her. The drawbridge rose up behind them as they disappeared into the castle.  
 
    Oliver turned to Katrina. “You’re not really going to burn the castle down, are you?”   
 
    “The Cullens aren’t known for their bravery, but we should prepare to storm the castle anyway.” She pulled her horse away towards the men behind. 
 
    The men behind that had begun to disperse, each going about their specific tasks. Oliver spotted two horses dragging a long metal object on wheels. The front was circular and four times the size of a canon, but was completely solid. Attached at the back end of it were long chains.  
 
    “What… what is that?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “A battering ram. The chains are held by as many men as possible. They fill it with their magic, the crystals inside the ram amplify its power and when released, the ram charges forward,” Sambit explained, turning to point towards the castle gates, “and breaks everything in its way.” 
 
    A portion of the men on horses broke away, their horses going both sides of the castle, surrounding it. He saw carriages too, ones he hadn’t noticed before. Large metal objects were being pulled out. One, he noticed, was placed on a metal stand and partially dug into the ground, the sharp narrow end pointing skywards.  
 
    “And that?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Ballista.” 
 
    “Okay… and what does it do?”  
 
    “They place them around castles under siege to fire into them. It can also hit a target trying to flee on a broom or call for help.” 
 
    There was activity all around him. To his left, a large tent had been set up. A man stepped out from it, holding a large scroll, he waited patiently as Katrina spoke with a few others before she made a beeline for the tent and disappeared inside.  
 
    Oliver noticed more Ballistas being dug into the ground. Another battering ram was being dragged by two horses north of the castle. Sambit had climbed off his horse and was leading it by the reins. Not knowing what else to do, Oliver headed towards him. 
 
    “Hey,” Oliver said, as he climbed down from Shera. It felt comfortable to be back on his own two feet. “This isn’t what I expected,” he said.  
 
    “What did you expect?”  
 
    “I thought I was going to lead a charge at the castle,” Oliver replied honestly. “This seems much better.”  
 
    “You thought we were going to charge a heavily defended and fairly impenetrable stone structure with our horses?” Sambit asked, trying hard to keep a straight face.  
 
    “It’s what your sister said,” Oliver replied defensively.  
 
    “It could still happen,” Sambit said thoughtfully. “If the Cullens decide to make a break through by charging at our lines, we’ll have to meet them head on.” Sambit pulled out his staff as he gazed at the castle. “It might be good to get some practice in,” he said softly. “We might actually have to use them.” 
 
    The practice couldn’t hurt, Oliver thought. It might even help calm his nerves. He swung his staff around a few times. They both took a few steps back and they began, going back and forth, striking, blocking, moving in and out.  
 
    Occasionally, Oliver would raise his left arm, his shield would expand to block a strike before retracting again to clear his vision. Oliver willed himself to not sync with the staff of Zarlock. The staff was too violent and he didn’t want to accidently break Sambit’s leg or decapitate him! Instead, he relied on his own skills gained by training with Scarlett Notaries. He was actually beginning to have fun. Turned out he wasn't too bad on his own without the shield and staff trying to control him. Almost as good as Sambit.    
 
    As they picked up the pace, a small crowd gathered to watch. Realising they were there, Oliver had a lapse in concentration and as Sambit came in for a strike, he almost slipped. Recovering just in time, his body glided sideways to avoid the strike. 
 
    There was a sudden eruption of cheers. The small crowd had turned away from them and they were now facing the castle, along with everyone else it seemed. Oliver held his staff against the ground and wiped the sweat off his forehead.  
 
    “What’s going on?”  
 
    Someone pointed towards the castle.  
 
    “They’re surrendering.”  
 
    Sure enough, the drawbridge was coming down and Carla was there, standing beside… 
 
    “What’s that?” Sambit asked.  
 
    It looked like a dinosaur to Oliver. Very much like a Triceratops. It had the horns at the front, the bulky body, the giant frill. Its body was black and its eyes red. Yup, it looked like a Triceratops from hell. Carla held one hand in front of the beast as she whispered in its ear. Oliver could see the purple glow on her finger tips. He had a bad feeling about this.  
 
    Then the creature charged.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver didn’t know much about Triceratops, but if he had to guess, he would say they weren’t the fastest of dinosaurs. This thing looked like a Triceratops, but it ran like a fucking Tyrannosaurus rex. The ground shook under its weight and the first few wizards in its way, it easily brushed aside with the massive horns.  
 
    The beast from hell was coming for Oliver, and it would have impaled him too were it not for Katrina. She appeared on her horse in the nick of time and pulled him out of the way.  What followed immediately after passed as a blur for Oliver. The beast chased after them, knocking aside everything that got in its way.  
 
    Someone tried to fire a Ballista at the thing. They missed. Quite a few threw their spears. They missed too, but at least Oliver knew what spears were good for now. They were like grenade launchers. They hit the ground and caused massive explosions.  
 
    Katrina held Oliver by the chest with one hand, her other hand pulled on the reins, trying to direct the war horse through the chaos that had broken loose everywhere.  
 
    Oliver had the perfect view of the creature as it closed in on them. Those red eyes saw one thing only. Him. He felt his shield tingle. He closed his eyes for a brief second and then he pulled free from Katrina’s grip and landed in front of the beast, his staff raised.  
 
    His left hand came before him, his shield expanded, there was a loud crunch and Oliver was swept off his feet. He landed a good twenty feet away, his vision blurred. His shield retracted as he stood up. His left arm felt like it had just been run into by an elephant. 
 
    As his sight cleared, he became aware of the beast shaking its head furiously. Two of its horns had broken off clean, the third one still hung on – just. The creature was trying to shake it off. 
 
    It must have been a coincidence. No one could aim a throw like that. The loose horn flung off and shot towards Oliver like an arrow. His shield came up just in time and deflected it to the ground where it dug in. The beast stomped its feet and charged.  
 
    Follow your instincts. Trust the shield and staff.  
 
    Oliver would love to have said he felt confident, but the truth was, he regretted jumping off the horse and trying to take this creature on alone. He felt his staff tug away to his left. He swung his body around just in time. Moving out of the beast’s way, he struck it on its side.  
 
     The only thing his strike seemed to do to the beast was piss it off. It turned and charged again, but this time Oliver was ready and feeling a little less terrified. His shield and staff took over; the subtle hints they gave were enough for him to move out of the beast’s way and still stay in range to strike with his staff. 
 
    Oliver struck the beast on its knee as it charged past and it crashed into the ground, but immediately got up, looking only flustered. As it came again, Oliver threw all his magic into the shield and as his body swirled out of the way, he punched the creature right on the jaw. It might have been his imagination, but he thought he saw the beast spit out a tooth and then, it turned and charged again.  
 
    Oliver was beginning to simultaneously tire and run out of ideas. The edge of the beast’s giant frill caught his shield this time and knocked him down.  
 
     “Aim for the knee,” someone shouted.  
 
    Oliver had tried that once already, but he was too tired to argue. He got up groggily, his shield raised before him. As the beast charged again, at the last second, he spun away, his staff glowed a bright yellow, he turned and hit the creature on its back leg.  
 
    It tumbled to the ground, as it had before, but this time, as it rose up and turned to face Oliver, a blue streak of light tore through it, slicing it in half. Standing on the other side of the sliced mess was a furious Katrina. Dug into the ground by her feet was a Ballista.  
 
    “I’m going to burn that castle down,” she said murderously.   
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    They didn’t have to burn the castle down. As soon as the Cullens realised their beast was dead, a long white cloth was hung from the castle's only tower.  
 
    They had surrendered – officially this time. The drawbridge came down and the castle gates loomed ahead, open and inviting, yet somehow ominous. Having cleaned up somewhat, Oliver was back on Shera. Sambit and Katrina were by his side as they slowly marched towards the castle. 
 
    The sun was setting, but the castle seemed to have an additional dark to it, as if a permanent shadow had settled upon it. If the castle was to be his, he would have to do something about that, brighten the place up somehow. 
 
    Oliver didn’t like the slow march much. It meant he had time to over analyse everything. Carla’s men stood in front of the castle gates, their staffs on the ground by their feet. That did absolutely nothing to reassure Oliver. He leaned over to his right.  
 
    “What if they pick their staffs up and attack us as soon as we get close enough?”    
 
    “Look behind you,” Sambit said.  
 
    Oliver did. Over a thousand men rode behind them. He supposed it wouldn’t be the greatest strategy in the world, to give up the safety of the castle walls and instead stand in front of it, weapons down.  
 
    If they did try anything, the men behind him would probably crush them. They didn’t look like men that had just surrendered though. No, they looked angry. Faces grim, eyes defiant, staring up at him mostly, he noticed. It did occur to him that he had never actually seen defeated men before. Maybe that’s what they looked like. 
 
    They came to the gate and as they rode under the archway, Oliver stared up at the black stone. The courtyard beyond was covered in black gravel and not a single plant grew. Oliver dismounted. Walking with Katrina and Sambit, they climbed up the steps. A few of their men followed behind; the others began to collect weapons and lead away the Cullen men.  
 
    At the top of the stairs, beyond the great big wooden doors, at the end of a long table sat Jonathan Cullen. He did not rise as they walked in, nor did he look up from the golden goblet he held in his hand. Carla, who was sat perched by the window, jumped down and smiled at Oliver. 
 
    “My little Lord Zarlock,” she said seductively. “That was most impressive, was it not, Jonathan?” 
 
    “Most impressive indeed,” Jonathan said, his eyes still on the goblet and its reflection.  
 
    Katrina pulled out a chair and sat down. She took her gloves off and with a wave of her finger, pulled a mug and goblet her way. Katrina poured herself a drink and took a long gulp. 
 
    “That beast,” she said to no one in particular. “Where did you get it from?”  
 
    Carla squealed in delight. “She’s a beauty, isn’t she?”  
 
    Katrina turned on her. Her staff came out so fast Oliver didn’t even see it until it was half way across the room. Carla raised her arms protectively over her head and the stuff struck her metal armour. The staff didn’t get a chance to hit the ground. In mid-air, it changed direction and flew back towards Katrina who caught it deftly.  
 
    Jumping off her chair, she marched towards Carla, throwing the staff repeatedly. Carla managed to deflect the staff once more, but three throws later, she’d backed herself into a corner with Katrina’s hand around her throat.   
 
    “I saw you talk to it,” Katrina’s voice came out like barely contained rage. “I am not playing games with you Carla. Tell me where you got that beast from.” 
 
    “The w-w-wolves,” Carla spluttered.  
 
    Katrina released her grip and Carla dropped, hitting the ground, she lay there, her hands massaging her neck as she coughed.  
 
    “You already knew that, didn’t you?” Jonathan asked, still staring at his goblet.  
 
    Katrina didn’t reply. She walked back to the table, poured herself another drink and sat down. Judging from the murderous look on her face, Oliver guessed she was contemplating the most painful ways of killing the pair.   
 
    Carla, who now sat leaning against the wall, suddenly started to laugh. “Oh Katrina, I don’t remember you being that rough.”  
 
    “You’re working with the werewolves?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Jonathan finally looked up from his goblet. The cut on his lip oddly looking nastier in the darkened light. “There’s a war coming, Lord Zarlock,” he said. “You have to pick a side.”  
 
    “You chose the wolves?” Oliver asked. “Why? What do you gain from it?”  
 
     “Our rightful place in this world,” Jonathan said and Oliver stared at him dumbly.  
 
    “Le Fays…” Sambit said helpfully. “The whole breaking out of Atlantis, conquering the world stuff.” 
 
    Oliver turned to him, genuinely confused. “I don’t get it. What do the wolves have to do with that?”  
 
    “Oh, you’ll see soon enough,” Carla said, a mischievous smile on her face, she gave him a quick winking.  
 
    “Maybe we will,” Katrina said quietly, “but you won’t.”  
 
    Carla climbed to her feet a little unsteadily. “What do you mean?”  
 
    Katrina smiled and at that moment, as beautiful as she was, she looked equally terrifying to the point where Oliver made mental note to stay on his wife’s good side. 
 
    “As of today, House Cullen has ceased to exist.” 
 
    Carla, who was still rubbing her neck, turned to Jonathan. “What is she talking about?”    
 
    In return, Jonathan’s eyes searched the room. “Lady Khan isn’t here,” he noted. “And your army… where are the rest of the men?”  
 
    Katrina looked out the window at the setting sun. “Probably burning down the Redfort, if they haven’t surrendered.” She turned to give Carla a chilling smile. “Indeed, war is coming, Lady Cullen, and it seems you chose the wrong side.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It didn’t feel like a victory.  
 
    Oliver, Sambit and Katrina sat by the long table in the little hall in Pine Castle, the mood sombre. They sat silently. Oliver stared at his goblet, much like Jonathan had done earlier. He took a sip of his drink. Wine. It was red wine and not an Atlantis variant.  
 
    “Lucinda was right,” Sambit said, breaking the silence. “The Dragonoskis have aligned themselves with the werewolf king.”  
 
    The werewolf king. They were still no closer to learning anything about him. During Oliver’s madness, the twins had managed to find Calacian’s diaries. He had four. Apparently, the guy really liked to write down his thoughts. So far, neither of the girls had found anything useful.  
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” Katrina muttered. “We will soon learn if mother was successful with her attacks, if the Redfort has fallen. If the Le Fays lose two houses, it reduces their advantage significantly, even with the werewolves on their side.”  
 
    She climbed to her feet, grabbed a jug of wine and turned to Oliver. “I’m going to hate fuck Carla. Come find me if you want to join in.”  
 
    Oliver watched her go, then turned to Sambit. “Hate fuck?”  
 
    “Carla’s a captive of war. She’s fair game,” Sambit said nonchalantly.    
 
    “You’re kidding, right?” Oliver asked, bewildered.  
 
    Sambit drained his goblet. “We can’t beat the Le Fays and the werewolves,” he said. “We are royally fucked.” He climbed to his feet and made for the door. “I think I’m going to find someone to hate fuck too…”  
 
    Oliver watched Sambit stagger away. It brought back memories of earlier times, back in the School of Merlin, before he was Lord Zarlock, before the werewolves were a threat. Sambit used to drink a lot back then, and he used to search for women to fuck. It was a much simpler time.  
 
    Oliver remained seated by the table, now alone. He took a sip from his goblet and stared out through the window at the setting sun beyond.  
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    Prologue  
 
      
 
      
 
    On the day that Oliver retook Pine Castle, smaller forces retook seven other castles in Camelot. But the real battle took place at Redfort, the home of the Cullens. With a large force, Lady Khan surrounded the ancient castle. Phillip Cullen, the Lord of the Redfort, refused to surrender. The fort was built at the edge of the town. And a network of secret underground tunnels led from various parts of that town into different areas of the fort.  
 
    It seemed the Zarlocks and Cullens had a history of bad blood. A thousand years ago, Argon Cullen collapsed every tunnel and secured the fort in preparation of a feared invasion by one of Oliver’s ancestors, Henrik Zarlock.  
 
    There were not supposed to be anymore secret passages leading in to the fort, but Samira Khan, Oliver’s mother-in-law, was able to find one, and at midnight, a small force sneaked in, overpowered the guards and opened the gates.  
 
    What followed wasn’t pretty. Philip Cullen still refused to surrender. He managed to rally his men and they fought to the last. It was a vicious battle that moved from corridor to room to corridor. There were tales of women and children being butchered, of blood flowing across the floors and dripping down the stairs. The battle only came to an end when word spread of Philip Cullen’s death. His decapitated head was stuck to the main gate of the fort.  
 
    The complete opposite happened in Falconwood, the home of the Mobridges. Tara’s father, the Lord of the Night, led that assault. Upon seeing the force surrounding his castle, Gregory Mobridge apparently died of a heart attack. His son Kacey Mobridge managed to flee with a small force.  
 
    Overall, the operation to take back Camelot and bring about the fall of the two houses supporting the Le Fays was successful.  
 
    But now they waited for the inevitable reaction that was to come from the Le Fays, from Lord Dragonoski.  
 
    But a week passed and there was no declaration of war, not even a summons to the House of Lords to protest the attacks. No, there was no official reaction. The silence from the opposing wizarding world was eerie.  
 
    But there had been a change.  
 
    It came in the form of the werewolves that had months ago left their mountainous home to the north, beyond the Borderlands and the Line of Control. The werewolves that now seemingly freely roamed through wizard territory in their little packs.  
 
    Those werewolves had for the most part seemed to only attack when they needed to feed.  
 
    But that changed.  
 
    Their attacks became more vicious in nature. Where in the past they bit a few people in villages, now they rampaged through wizard land burning down towns and causing wanton destruction.  
 
    And this was destruction was more evident in Camelot then in any other land. The wolves had already burnt down three towns. And it was only a matter of time before they burnt another.  
 
    But the next time would be different.  
 
    The next time the werewolves attacked a town, they would find more than just defenceless sleeping families.  
 
    They would find the young Lord of Camelot himself.      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was late in the evening, the sun almost setting when they approached their destination. Oliver sat on Shera’s back, his grip firmly on the metal handles attached to the armour of the flying tiger as it began a steep descent. He caught a glimpse of the ground coming up fast before he forced himself to look ahead. He still hadn’t quite gotten used to riding on the back of the tiger.  
 
    It was still easily one of the more terrifying things he did on a semi regular basis. Flying on brooms was much easier. But the problem with brooms was that they weren’t fearsome tigers.  
 
    And on this day, Oliver needed a fearsome tiger by his side if he wanted any hope of getting out alive. He didn’t have a huge amount of confidence in this plan.  
 
    As Shera stopped his insane drop-out-of-the-sky-like-a-rock thing and instead began to fly straight at a low altitude, Oliver glanced ahead at the hills just beyond the town of Sherwood. This part of Camelot was mostly flat with fields and farmhouses dotted around. But bordering the left side of the town was a cluster of hills.   
 
    A small pack of werewolves were coming this way, having already attacked a defenceless Gants Hill, their next target seemed to be Sherwood, another defenceless small town in Camelot. 
 
    It was all they were, a small pack of wolves, maybe fifteen and definitely no more than twenty. But that was all Oliver dared to tackle for now. This attack wasn’t something Katrina would ever approve of.  
 
    Not that she was cruel, but risking large numbers of soldiers to protect a few commoners wasn’t something she would agree to. Especially if it meant to face those werewolves out in the open, in hilly terrain that was their forte.  
 
    But, luckily or unluckily, Oliver didn’t need her approval to intercept these werewolves. He didn’t need her soldiers. He had his own force now.  
 
    Well, they weren’t exactly his force. They were Laura’s. But she had to obey him… or something like that. Oliver wasn’t a hundred percent sure yet on how it worked.  
 
    After having retaken Castle Pine from the Cullens, they gave the castle back to its former owners. Well, its former owners were dead, but George Pine did have an illegitimate daughter.  
 
    Laura.  
 
    She was a small girl with a pixie-like face and dark hair that was cut short. She was also a certified badass.  
 
    Prior to taking back Camelot, Oliver knew not a single thing about her. She was a local heroine in the same vein as Robin Hood. She’d had a bounty placed on her head since the age of twelve, which was also the age when the Cullens took over the castle, right after her father’s mysterious death.  
 
    Oliver knew more about that death. It had happened at the hands of the same mysterious beast that had killed his own biological parents, the Lord and Lady Zarlock. The mysterious beast that they had identified as the werewolf king.  
 
    Oliver meant to speak to her about that, about the death of her father.  
 
    He just hadn’t found the time yet. 
 
    Okay, the truth was, he didn’t quite know how to approach the conversation, save from walking up to her and saying “Oh hey, by the way, I know what killed your dad,”. Laura had never spoken of her father. He only knew from others that the man had died quite suddenly, and he knew from the memories of his biological father that the werewolf king was killing off nobles in Camelot.  
 
    Oliver supposed Laura was left alive as the werewolf king didn’t see as a threat. The Cullens thought otherwise, but before they took over the castle, Laura managed to flee with a few women in tow. And with those few women, she harassed the Cullens at every turn to the point where they raised the bounty on her head to a whole sack of gold.  
 
    And still, she evaded capture.  
 
    Badass.  
 
    It had been Katrina’s idea to give Castle Pine to Laura. It was where she had grown up, and as Katrina told him, even if Laura was an illegitimate child, she was the best they had.  
 
    Laura moved in to Castle Pine with her twenty-seven women soldiers. That was how many she had three weeks ago. And in the three weeks since, she’d managed to increase their number to well over a hundred.  
 
    They were all women.  
 
    Oliver didn’t ask why she chose only women, though he was curious. Laura handpicked all her soldiers, and she seemed to prefer the more attractive ones.  
 
    Again, Oliver had so many questions, but for now, he kept them to himself. He had other things to focus on, like stopping these werewolves with Laura’s hundred or so soldiers.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The sun had set. It was dark and the ground was muddy. And sitting amongst the trees at the bottom of the hill a few meters away from the dirt track that waded in-between this cluster of hills, Oliver wasn’t exactly feeling like the bravest person in the world.  
 
    It turned out there were a lot of animals and insects in the hills. And these animals and insects made really fucked up noises that creeped him out just a little. Which wasn’t great considering he was a little nervous to begin with.  
 
    He’d never done anything like this before, lying in wait to ambush the werewolves.  
 
    This whole thing had been Laura’s idea. True, it had been Oliver’s suggestion that something needed doing about these murderous werewolves, but when he’d said that, this wasn’t exactly what he’d had in mind.  
 
    Laura said this would be easy, and sure she had the reputation as a badass to back up her gung ho statements, but Laura didn’t strike Oliver as being an expert on strategy. There was one girl he did know who was an expert on strategy - Katrina, his gorgeous wife.  
 
    But he couldn’t go to her for advice. She would tell him to not get involved in something as dangerous as this. He began to wish he had spoken to her. It might have saved him from being in this situation.  
 
    Oliver was to be at the front of the ambush. On the werewolves’ approach, the plan was for him to step out from behind the trees with Shera by his side. This would cause the werewolves to pause, giving Laura’s Bitches a chance to completely encircle them. And after that, they would attack.  
 
    The wizarding world had come a long way since the Werewolf War. Back then, the wolves were an unknow entity. Now, the wizards knew plenty about werewolves, and with that knowledge came methods of trapping the beasts.  
 
    Laura’s Bitches would place tall metal poles on the hills in the shape of a circle, surrounding the wolves. Her Bitches would then hold onto the poles and fill it with their magic, which would then extend all the way to the next pole, creating a barrier and trapping the wolves in.  
 
    The only problem was, this was a method used near the Line of Control by the Southern Border Patrols to trap and kill the stray wolf that somehow breached the Great Wall.  
 
    It was designed to be used by a dozen or so soldiers when trying to capture a single wolf. It was not meant to be used to trap fifteen to twenty werewolves. It was entirely possible that the trap would stop him and the rest of Laura’s bitches from escaping when the werewolves turned violent.  
 
    Oliver saw her before he heard her. He turned his head, and there she was, all five feet of her. Laura was easily the tiniest of witches he had ever met. Today, she was dressed for battle, wearing a short chainmail skirt and a chainmail bra through which her right perky nipple had managed to poke out.  
 
    This is what the women of Atlantis wore to battle. Oliver presumed it was so that the men and women too (because apparently they were all bisexuals here) would be too busy ogling the wearer’s body to actually attack it.  
 
    “Eyes up here, mister,” Laura said. She placed a hand on his chin and raised his head so that he was no longer staring at her right breast.  
 
    “Sorry,” Oliver mumbled. 
 
    “Still not getting any sex?” Laura asked.  
 
    “How-what-,” Oliver paused. “Why would you say that?”  
 
    “Sambit mentioned something about your sex life, or lack of,” Laura replied, grinning like a mischievous little pixie. 
 
    “You talk to Sambit?” Oliver asked, a little surprised.  
 
    “Only the one time at Castle Pine.”  
 
    “Only the one time and somehow my sex life came up?” Oliver grumbled.  
 
    Laura nodded. “He told me to keep you satisfied…” 
 
    Oliver’s eyes widened a little. “He did what now?”  
 
    It was hard to tell in the dark, but it seemed like Laura’s cheeks had reddened some.  
 
    “If that’s something you would like…” she said softly. Her hand reached forward and rested on his lap. “You restored my honour, and for that, my life, my body… it’s yours,” she mumbled.  
 
    Oliver swallowed. “Uh, thanks… but I think I’m okay…” 
 
    He reached down and held Laura’s hand gently before lifting it up and moving it away from his lap.  
 
    Laura let out a nervous laugh. “Well, that’s a relief.”  
 
    “Excuse me?” Oliver muttered, frowning. “You don’t want to sleep with me?”  
 
    There might have been a time when Oliver had low confidence, when he doubted any woman wanted him, but that time was a long time ago. It was back when he was Oliver the lonely Wanderer with a hunch back and an oddly shaped face.  
 
    Not now that he is Oliver Zarlock, standing at over six-feet-tall with a muscular body, wavy dark hair, a strong jawline and deep and dark eyes.  
 
    “Don’t take it personally,” Laura said as she tapped him on the arm. “I just prefer women.”  
 
    “Oh… you’re a lesbian?”  
 
    “Not exclusively,” Laura said. “It’s nice sometimes to be taken by a man, to have him throw me around, to shove his cock down my throat and treat me like a piece of meat… But mostly, I prefer the sensual touch of a woman… Your wife, for example. She’s hot! I would love to bury my head in-between her legs,” Laura continued, her voice rising.  
 
    It wasn’t a bad image to have in his mind of the pixie-like Laura, her head buried in Katrina’s legs, her ass up in the air. Oliver’s eyes trawled down Laura’s body, coming to rest on the short chainmail skirt she wore. It really didn’t leave much to the imagination. Laura had a cute and curvy body.  
 
    “Oh,” Laura said, as she raised a hand to her mouth. “And what are you thinking about, mister?” she asked.  
 
    “What do you mean?” Oliver asked, confused.  
 
    Laura pointed down at his lap where his now semi erect cock was very visibly pushing against his blue jeans.  
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want me to do something about it?” Laura asked. “We need you focused for the werewolves…. Shall I give you a quick blowjob?”  
 
    She reached for his belt, but Oliver held her hands back. “I’m fine,” he told her. “If a guy had a blowjob every time his cock rose…” he muttered.  
 
    “Then what?” Laura asked, as she stared at him patiently.  
 
    “Never mind,” Oliver said. “Where are the damned wolves?”  
 
    “Oh. They should be here soon,” Laura said. “That’s what I came to tell you. One of my Bitches spotted them entering the hills. They’re walking in their human form, taking their time, but they should be here soon.” 
 
    “Bitches?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “That’s what I call them,” Laura said. “I had some rough years out in the wilderness when the Cullens were trying to kill me. I learnt a lot. You can’t trust men. They think with their cock far too much. Women are more loyal. These hundred women are all my Bitches. They’ll do anything for me. That’s how I manged to survive, managed to escape having my head cut off for the Cullen’s bounty.”  
 
    Oliver had so many questions to ask about that, but this was not the time, nor the place. The wolves had entered the hills, and soon he would have to face them. That was what he needed to focus on, and not Laura and her hundred Bitches.  
 
    “Any tips on how to face the werewolves?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Laura laughed again. It was a cute laugh. “Oh, you’re being serious?”   
 
    Oliver nodded. He’d never laid a trap, or been at the front of one. He did have some experience of battling werewolves, but the results had been mixed. Now to face off an entire pack of them, even if it were for a short time just to give Laura’s Bitches time to surround them and raise the poles, it was a little nerve-racking.  
 
    “Well, normally I would tell the person to not stand in front of a bunch of werewolves and demand they surrender,” Laura said thoughtfully. “But you’re Lord Zarlock, so it’s different.”  
 
    Oliver nodded automatically, then his brows furrowed. “Wait… how is it different?”  
 
    “You’re Lord Zarlock,” Laura repeated. “You’re the man that survived the Death Maze, you came out victorious from the Killing Pits, you defeated the beasts from the Borderlands, you defeated a pack of werewolves when they attacked you in the School of Merlin. You captured a werewolf and locked her in your dungeons. You led an assault on Castle Pine and once again defeated a monster from beyond the Great Wall,” Laura paused to catch her breath. “You’ve defeated so many things… what’s another small pack of wolves?”  
 
    Unsurprisingly, Oliver was not comforted by Laura’s words. Everything she had listed wasn’t entirely accurate. He hadn’t defeated a pack of werewolves when they attacked him at the School of Merlin. He fled to the House of Zarlock, then fought back the one werewolf that followed him there. And he didn’t exactly cover himself in glory when they captured Celina, the werewolf.  
 
    The rest, it might have been accurate, but…  
 
    “You know a lot of those things that I did, I had an enormous amount of luck,” he told her. 
 
    “Ah, you’ve got luck on your side too,” Laura said, smiling widely. “These wolves won’t know what hit them.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    In their human form, the small pack of werewolves looked like oversized wizards with yellow eyes. Oversized naked wizards that looked exhausted. Even in the dark, Oliver could see them approaching thanks to those yellow eyes.  
 
    With his hand on Shera’s back, Oliver stepped out from behind the tree and stood at the centre of the path that criss-crossed along the foothills. The werewolves were twenty or so feet away, but they seemed to spot him immediately. The three at the front separated from the others and approached him slowly.  
 
    Oliver stood as tall as he could. Damned lanky werewolf bastards, it still wasn’t tall enough. The thin layer of metal that coated his left arm sprung out in a perfect circle to form a perfectly circular shield. Oliver reached inside his cloak and pulled out the shrunken staff of Zarlock.  
 
    His magic already flowing inside both, the staff and shield glowed brilliantly in the dark night. Oliver was sure he either looked amazing, or completely ridiculous.   
 
    As the three werewolves came within ten feet of him, Shera gave a warning growl, causing the three to stop. Oliver glanced around at the surrounding hills. He could see nothing. Which he supposed was good because, if he could spot Laura’s Bitches, then the werewolves sure as hell would.  
 
    That being said, he really hoped Laura and her women were encircling the werewolves right now and placing the metal poles in the right places, and doing it quickly.  
 
    Of the three werewolves, two were female, one was male. The first thing Oliver noticed was how young they were. The two females were no older than eighteen, and the male was a year or two more at most. He glanced past them, and the story was much the same, the oldest werewolf in the pack no older than twenty-five, the youngest possibly fifteen.  
 
    Oliver cleared his throat. “You’re trespassing in the wrong wizard’s land.”  
 
    For once, his voice came out right. It was loud and clear, and it echoed off the hills.  
 
     “I am Kara. Who are you?” one of the girl wolves asked.  
 
    She had long dark hair and an athletic body with firm breasts. She was taller than him, and she was incredibly hot. Oliver knew he shouldn’t be thinking about how attractive the girl was. She was an enemy, one that had burnt down a town, killing innocent people. But it was hard not to notice her naked form, especially when it was so damned perfect. The three wolves looked tired, but their bodies were damned fine.  
 
    “You caused death and destruction in Gants Hill, and for that you must pay,” he said.  
 
    “It is not normal for a single wizard to stand before a pack of wolves,” the girl said. “Who are you?”  
 
    Oliver glanced up and around at the hills. Laura was supposed to have lit the place up with her metal poles and the magic barrier by now. Her Bitches should have been charging down from all sides right this moment. Where the hell were they? 
 
    “My name is Oliver,” he said, as he turned to look back at Kara.   
 
    “I do not know that name,” the girl said. “I have killed much in the past few days. I do not want to kill anymore. Move.”  
 
    The statement surprised Oliver. Not the fact that she’d admitted to killing a lot of people. That was a given. But the fact that she didn’t want to kill anymore.  
 
    “Surrender now, and no-one has to die,” Oliver said.  
 
    The girl opened her mouth to speak, but beside her, the male werewolf let out a growl. He had blond hair, but it was quickly changing colour as he dropped to his knees, his hands hit the ground, his head lowered. Oliver watched as his human body transformed into a werewolf.  
 
    Oliver’s body tensed as the magic from his staff and shield spread around him to form a protective layer. It wouldn’t stop the wolf, but it would slow down the attacks, making it easier to battle the beast.  
 
    The werewolf raised his head, now in wolf form, he let out a howl, and then he leapt into the air.  
 
    Oliver was ready to meet the beast, but from beside him, Shera jumped forward and crashed into the wolf mid-air. Both beasts hit the ground with a thud. Shera was quicker to pull free and climbing to his feet, he grappled with the wolf, his paws swiping at a ferocious speed. The wolf howled in agony as it fought back.  
 
    The other wolf girl beside Kara, she was a blond too. She gritted her teeth as her body began to expand, as she started to transform. But Kara placed a hand on the girl’s chest, and then shook her head.  
 
    “You are Lord Zarlock,” she said.  
 
    Keeping an eye on Shera, Oliver nodded. “It isn’t too late to surrender,” he told her. “That wolf doesn’t have to die.”  
 
    Kara turned an eye on the raging battle between the tiger and the wolf. Shera was dominating the wolf.  
 
    “You cannot defeat us all alone,” Kara said.  
 
    “I’m up for a challenge,” Oliver said, trying his hand at a cheeky smile.   
 
    And having said that, Oliver stood feeling a little strange. Turned out he actually wasn’t that afraid. Standing here before a pack of wolves who could all transform in any instance, and then charge at him before Laura and her Bitches could come even close, he should have been terrified.  
 
    But he wasn’t.  
 
    Oliver let out a laugh. “I’m not a coward anymore…”   
 
    And then, with staff raised, he charged at the werewolves.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was later that night, and Oliver sat on the steps that led up to the House of Zarlock. Laura sat beside him as they waited for the carriages to bring the now defeated and bound werewolves. The night had been a success. A few escaped, but they managed to capture fourteen werewolves, and they did it without losing a single one of Laura’s Bitches.  
 
    For Oliver, it had been a personal success too.  
 
    He wondered if this was the first time ever that he had gone into battle confident. He’d charged at the two werewolves, and as they changed form, he battled two wolves at once and he was winning too, until another four wolves came out of nowhere. One managed to knock him down. His back was still hurting a little from that knockdown.  
 
    Luckily for him, the surrounding area lit up in a circle as Laura’s Bitches formed their protective shield of magic. And only seconds later, the ones not holding the metal poles came bursting out from behind the trees to aid him. 
 
    For Oliver, that meant he was no longer surrounded by six werewolves. He quite easily defeated the two girls, then helped with taking down the rest. And after that, the chains were brought in, the wolfs were bound, loaded onto carriages, and any moment now, they would be dropped off to the House of Zarlock. He was going to imprison them in the dungeons.  
 
    “That was a little crazy, huh?” Laura asked.  
 
    Oliver nodded. It was the toughest thing he’d had to do, including taking down the beast at the Battle of Castle Pine.  
 
    “You were amazing,” she gushed.  
 
    “Thanks,” Oliver replied. “You weren’t so bad yourself.”  
 
    It was true. Laura was damned good with a staff, and she was bloody feisty too, dropping to her knees, sliding under wolves and witches, the girl was everywhere.  
 
    “I never thought in a million years that I would fight beside a Zarlock,” Laura continued, her voice sounding distant. “I never thought I would be able to go back to Castle Pine. I always imagined my life would end in a gutter somewhere, killed by one of the Cullen’s assassins. But then you came, and you gave me back my home…”  
 
    The skies were clear, and though it was late at night, up above, the moon shone brightly. The mountain water crashed down into the lake that surrounded the island upon which rested the House of Zarlock. The rising specks of water glistened magically.  
 
    Sitting beside him on the steps, Laura rested her head on his shoulder. Glancing down at her face, he could see her watery eyes. It was an awkward moment for him. He didn’t like praise, didn’t feel he deserved it. Especially after what he’d done, how he’d hurt so many.  
 
    In hindsight, the power that came with being Lord Zarlock was not one Oliver had embraced well. He’d been selfish, thinking only about himself and what he wanted. He never considered how such power enabled him to help many others.  
 
    But he didn’t mention any of that. He didn’t want to turn this moment about him and his guilt. What he wanted to do was comfort Laura. He placed an arm around her and squeezed her shoulder.  
 
    Oliver stayed silent, not knowing what to say. Laura wiped away the tears from her eyes. They sat quietly, the silence no longer felt awkward.  
 
    And then, they saw the carriages. BLACK OR PURPLE with the face of a white tiger emblemed on the doors, the five carriages landed on the ground by the bridge. One of Laura’s Bitches, a tall busty blonde lady wearing a short leather skirt and a black bra with her midriff bare opened the door on the first carriage. Holding onto the changes, she dragged out the werewolves. Behind her, more of Laura’s Bitches did the same.  
 
    Oliver climbed to his feet, turned and walked into the House of Zarlock.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As Oliver walked down the corridor that led to the spiral staircase, he became aware of movement within the house. It happened so naturally now that he barely even noticed when the House sort of merged with his mind.  
 
    Melisandre was on her way down. Judging by her speed, she would cross paths with him just as he reached the staircase. He wondered if she had timed it intentionally to bump into him.  
 
    Though he came to the House of Zarlock pretty much every day, it had been a week since he last saw Melisandre. The awkwardness between them, it had only increased. He found he had no idea what to say to her now.  
 
    “You can’t imprison every werewolf you catch,” Laura said, as she walked beside him. “Soon, your dungeons will be full, and then…” her sentenced trailed.  
 
    It wasn’t something Oliver had given a huge amount of thought to, but he was aware of the problem that could arise in the future. The werewolves had crossed over into wizard territory in large numbers. Each passing week, more and more reports were coming in. In the past week alone, Laura’s Bitches had spotted seven separate wolf packs in Camelot alone.  
 
    In the dungeons in the House of Zarlock, Oliver had space for about a hundred or so werewolves. But after that, there would be a problem.   
 
    He decided to cross that bridge when he came to it.  
 
    As he made it to the spiral staircase, he saw Melisandre walk down it. She stepped onto the landing and stood waiting for him.  
 
    Just seeing her, Oliver’s heart skipped a beat. She wore a long sleeveless white dress that hugged her perfect body. Despite the awkwardness between them, he still liked her…  
 
    “Hey,” Oliver said.  
 
    “My lord,” Melisandre replied, before her eyes turned on the naked werewolves bound with chains. “I see you’ve had a busy night,” she said.  
 
    “They were going to attack Sherwood. We intercepted them,” Olive said.  
 
    “You’re taking them down to the dungeon?” Melisandre asked. Oliver nodded. “Can I come with you?”  
 
    “Yeah, sure,” Oliver said, nodding once more.  
 
    Melisandre fell in beside Oliver to his right as Laura walked on his left, the werewolves behind being dragged along by Laura’s Bitches. Once at the bottom, they walked until they came to the dungeon. Laura’s Bitches took the werewolves inside the cells, and made sure to strap the metal collars around the wolves’ necks before removing the chains.  
 
    Oliver already had a werewolf in one of the cells. He’d captured her a few months earlier when he’d flown to the Borderlands in an attempt to save Harmony. Instead of coming back with the love of his life, he returned with an angry werewolf. And during his descent into madness, he’d tortured the poor beast in ways unimaginable.  
 
    Well… not literally unimaginable seeing as Oliver had managed to imagine the torture, and then carry it out.  
 
    He walked up to her cell now, Melisandre in tow, and peered inside.  
 
    Celina sat in a corner, her arms folded over her breasts, she sat on her bottom looking cross. “What’s going on?” she asked.  
 
    “Captured a few more wolves,” Oliver told her. “You not going to use the bed then?”  
 
    The cells were completely bare with nothing but metal chains dangling from the walls and ceiling. The floors were hard and cold.  
 
    After torturing Celina extensively during his madness, Oliver made a promise to himself to look after the werewolf, and any others that might fall under his protection. He had the Three-Breasted witch bring down a mattress for Celina. But the stubborn werewolf refused to use it. Instead, she would sit on her naked bottom on the cold hard floor.   
 
    “You captured more werewolves?” Celina asked, shock in her eyes. “How?”  
 
    Oliver shrugged. “It wasn’t that hard,” he replied honestly.  
 
    “Oh, you think you’re better than us?” Celina asked, her voice rising. “You stupid mother fucker. You have any idea how strong we are? You’re putting a whole bunch of us together? You know we’re going to break out and then tear the shit out of you!”  
 
    Oliver just stared at her, not replying. Celina was getting more and more aggressive with each visit. He wondered if it was his fault, if he’d broken her somehow, and now she was turning into this raging lunatic.  
 
    “And who are you?” Celina asked, as she turned to Melisandre. “Did Lord Zarlock bring you here to show off his captured werewolves? Are you one of his noble whores? You know he thinks about fucking me? I can see it in his eyes.” Celina spread open her legs, revealing her pussy. “He wants me.”  
 
    “Not true,” Oliver muttered as Melisandre glanced up at him, an eyebrow raised. 
 
    At that moment, Laura appeared. “Can we throw a wolf in there?” she asked.  
 
    “Sure, might do this miserable bitch some good to have company,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    Laura returned with Kara, and after attaching a collar around the wolf’s neck, she released the chains. They closed the door, and Oliver was about to walk away when Celina and Kara began what could only be described as a growling match. Both even tried to change into wolves, something that was impossible to do on account of the collar around their necks. 
 
    As the wolves’ bodies began to transform and grow, their necks widened but the metal collar stayed the same size. The wolves could only transform a certain amount before the collar began to suffocate them.   
 
    What the collars didn’t do was stop them from getting at each other. In their human forms, they were still fast and strong. Oliver watch with mild amusement as the two enormous naked girls attacked each other, kicking and punching. Eventually, Kara came out victorious.  
 
    She landed a hard kick on Celina’s cunt, then grabbed the girl by the breasts and pinned her down. What followed was some more growling before, and then there was what looked like a brief standoff. Kara climbed off Celina who then dropped to her knees and lowered her head submissively. Seeming annoyed, Kara kicked the now submissive Celina on the chest. There was a thud as her foot connected with Celina’s breasts, knocking the wolf girl on her side.  
 
    Kara then walked over to the bed and collapsed on it, an angry look on her face.  
 
    “The fuck was that about?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “I am the dominate one of this pack,” Kara growled. “That little bitch had to find out the hard way.” 
 
    Oliver stared at Celina as she lay on the ground on her back. He didn’t know much about wolf packs and how they worked, but he did know that Celina had been through plenty of torture already. The last thing she needed was an abusive cell mate.  
 
    Celina noticed his stare and glared at him. He knew she wasn’t going to ask for help, she was much too proud for that.  
 
    He turned to Kara.  
 
    “Is there going to be a problem?”  
 
    “For you, yes,” Kara said. “We’re like pawns in chess, just the first wave. We’re here to inconvenience you. Nothing more. When the rest come, you won’t be able to hide anywhere, not even in this house of yours.”  
 
    That wasn’t what Oliver had meant when he asked if there was going to be a problem. He meant to ask if Kara was going to continue to pick on Celina. But that wasn’t on his mind anymore. In his whole time of torturing Celina during his insanity, not once did she give away anything, not even a mention of what was to come. 
 
    Oliver grabbed hold of the metal bars of the cell. “What do you wolves want?” he asked. “Why have you come back after all these years?”  
 
    “It’s your fault,” Kara said. “I would have been home, hunting with my wolf pack now if it weren’t for you. Instead, I’m walking thousands of miles to come here to burn down pathetic villages.”  
 
    “How is it my fault?”  
 
    “Because the werewolf king has returned,” Kara said. “And he wants you.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver woke with a groan. His back ached. He reached with his hand and felt the bruising just above his waist. Although the battle with the werewolves was a success, it hadn’t been easy. He had a few other bruises on his body.  
 
    He turned to lie on his back and stared up t the ceiling. There were two wooden beams going across, and above that, he could see the thatched roof. He was back in the tree house.  
 
    It was nice to wake up and not having anything pressing to do. Going to classes wasn’t something he did much of lately.  
 
    He could go and find Scarlett, maybe train a little with her.  
 
    He felt a shiver whenever he thought of her. She was the one woman he couldn’t remember anything about back when he sort of lost his mind. He hadn’t abused her, she’d said. Which surprised him, because he did sort of fancy her.  
 
    Scarlett was a milf.  
 
    Well, he didn’t know if she was a milf technically. He had no idea if she had children or not. But she was an older woman who looked like a mother that he would definitely love to fuck.  
 
    But with his body sore and bruised, he decided against going to see Scarlett. The milf worked him really hard in their training sessions.  
 
    He wondered if he should go and see Sambit and the twins instead. He hadn’t seen them in a few days. It would be good to catch up with them.  
 
    The three of them were in a strange relationship. Oliver didn’t quite understand it, but he was glad that for once, it seemed like someone else had a more complicated love life than his own.  
 
    Not that his love life wasn’t complicated. There was Harmony and the other Dalits that were captive of the werewolves. There was Katrina, his wife, who was a jealous bitch. Admittedly she had good reason to be seeing Oliver also fancied Melisandre.  
 
    On the plus side, his time with Melisandre the night prior wasn’t as awkward as usual. It was almost pleasant. And she looked very pretty.   
 
    There was sudden thud on the front porch as boots landed on it. It was his wife, Katrina. He really didn’t want to see her. She didn’t know about the attack on the werewolves, and there was no reason to tell her, but somehow, Oliver had a feeling he wouldn’t accidentally mention it. And then, she’d shout at him.  
 
    He really didn’t want to be shouted at. 
 
    Oliver groaned as the door to the tree house flung open. He closed his eyes and lay still, pretending to be asleep.  
 
    “I know you’re awake,” a voice said. 
 
    Of course she did, Oliver thought. He opened his eyes to see Katrina standing over him, her arms folded across her chest, a frown on her face. She was still beautiful though. He remembered back to the first time he’d seen her, back when she was only Sambit’s sister. She seemed way out of his league back then…  
 
    The winter had passed for the most part and Katrina wore a short low-cut dress that showed off her large bosom and her long legs.  
 
    “Hey,” Oliver said, acknowledging her casually.  
 
    “Where have you been?” she asked, her frown deepening.  
 
    “What do you mean?” Oliver asked innocently.  
 
    “I came looking for you yesterday. I couldn’t find you.”  
 
    “Where’d you look?” Oliver asked curiously.  
 
    “Here. The House of Zarlock. I checked with Sambit. He didn’t know where you were either.”  
 
    Oliver nodded. “I was out flying… about.”  
 
    “You’re a bad husband, but you’re an even worse liar,” Katrina muttered.  
 
    “What do you want from me?” Oliver asked, sighing.  
 
    Katrina came to visit him often, but their conversations were pretty much always like this. In the past, when she came to visit him, she would lie beside him, they would talk and it was nice. But now, she would either stand in front of him, or sit opposite him. And the talk wasn’t nice.  
 
    “I want a loving husband,” Katrina said. “One that doesn’t have his eyes on other women of nobility. But apparently that’s too much to ask for.”  
 
    Oliver was about to retort when he noticed her staring at him strangely. “What?” he asked. “Do I have something on my face?”  
 
    Katrina suddenly leaned forward and grabbing Oliver by the hand, she pulled him up.  
 
    “What the hell,” Oliver muttered, as he pulled his hand free from hers. He stood a foot away from her, annoyed. “What’s wrong with you,” he muttered.  
 
     Ignoring him, Katrina walked around him, her eyes taking in his body. Out of habit, Oliver still slept naked, and he felt odd standing there, being watched by her as she ogled him fully clothed. Raising a hand, she pressed against his bruise just above the waist. 
 
    “What the fuck is your problem?” Oliver cursed loudly as he pushed her hand away.  
 
    “Where did you get the bruise from?” Katrina asked.  
 
    “I was fooling around with Melisandre,” Oliver said angrily. “I fell off the bed. It was wild.”  
 
    He knew it wasn’t the smartest thing to say, that it was actually a petty and hurtful thing to say, but he was annoyed at her. The past few weeks with her hadn’t been great. Whenever he saw her, if they weren’t arguing, then she was talking down to him, telling him about his responsibilities and all that stuff.  
 
    He had a feeling they were going to have an argument, and after that, she would find out what he had been doing the previous night, because she always seemed to find out. And then she would tell him off.  
 
    Oliver watched her warily, waiting for her to tell him off, or possibly attack him. She’d done that once. It wasn’t a proper attack. She’d sort of very stereotypically attacked him like a woman would, slapping him with her hands, hitting him with her fists. It hadn’t hurt much, which said a lot.  
 
    Because Oliver knew if she wanted to, she could really hurt him.  
 
    Katrina’s face tightened, looking steely. “Where were you last night?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper. “Don’t lie to me, Oliver,” she warned, her voice still quiet. “I asked Lucinda and the Soaring Eagles. They followed you to Castle Pine where you met with Laura. You asked them to stay at Castle Pine while you went off with Laura and her Bitches. And now you’re back with a bruise. What stupid shit did you get up to?” Katrina asked. 
 
    She moved quickly, reached for his cock and grabbed it. “Don’t you fucking dare say you were fooling around with Laura. You mock me like that one more time, and I’ll cut your cock off, I promise you.”  
 
    Oliver was glad he had refused Laura’s offer to suck his cock. He was a terrible liar, and he would have easily admitted to it. “I didn’t sleep with her,” he promised.  
 
    His hand reached down and he held her hand, trying to get her to loosen her grip on his manhood.  
 
    It didn’t work.  
 
    Katrina was really pissed.  
 
    “We went to stop the werewolves from attacking Sherwood.”  
 
    “Stop them how?” Katrina asked, her eyes narrowing.  
 
    Oliver told her what had happened, how Laura had been tracking the wolf pack for days before they laid their trap.  
 
    The whole time he spoke, Katrina listened intently without interrupting once.  
 
    He wasn’t sure what her reaction was going to be like. Sometimes, he found it very confusing being himself.  
 
    On the one side, he got the impression from her and Sambit that he was Lord Zarlock, that he needed to lead people. He had to be brave and inspire people to victory and all that stuff. So, saving a town from werewolves, laying a trap out for said werewolves, a successful trap that worked, Katrina should be proud. 
 
    But he had a feeling she was going to be furious at him for being reckless and putting his life in danger. It seemed like no matter what he did, there was no pleasing Katrina. He knew why.  
 
    She wasn’t happy about his feelings for Melisandre, another woman of nobility. Oliver felt bad sometimes, like now, when he stared at Katrina, such a beautiful woman, yet right now, she looked sad. He wanted to love her… it would be so much easier if he did love her… But love wasn’t something you couldn’t force…  
 
    After staying silent the entire time, he spoke, and then for a while after that too, finally, Katrina spoke.  
 
    “Things are at a very critical point, Oliver,” she said. “This is bigger than me and you. This is bigger than Camelot, bigger even than Atlantis. Of course, I want you to save your people. I want you to lead armies and destroy our enemies. But you need to be careful. You have no idea how dangerous wolves can be. If you die, remember, Lord Dragonoski wins. They will find a way to tear down the Great Barrier. They will conquer the Land of the Wanderers. They will enslave the Wanderers.”  
 
    She released her grip on his cock, then leaned in and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. “I’m tired of fighting with you, Oliver,” she whispered in his ear. “Werewolves are on the rampage, assaulting every land that isn’t a friend of the Le Fays. If we’re not careful, Houses will switch sides. I don’t have the energy to be angry with you anymore. If you want to be with other women like Melisandre and Laura, I don’t care. Let’s just get along, please.”  
 
    Katrina gave him another kiss on the lips, this time there was tongue. And then she walked past him and out the door. Oliver watched her go, surprised by what had just happened.  
 
    And when the surprise wore off, he felt pretty bad about himself. Truth was, he’d been a pretty shitty husband.  
 
    Katrina deserved better.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Later that evening, Oliver sat in the common room by himself, a pipe in hand. That was literally the only reason he came to this place, for the flavoured pipes. The one he was having now tasted of pineapple and strawberry. The smoke was cold and smooth, and oddly addictive. Other than that, the rest of the place was still full of obnoxious little rich shits.  
 
    In an effort to distract himself from his surroundings, Oliver had picked up the book on the table and was staring at it. He had no idea what the damned thing was about. In fact, it took him forever to realise it wasn’t even written in a language he could read. Turning the pages, he came to halt on one that had a picture.  
 
    It was an odd picture - the body of a white horse and the head of a human with a crown of thorns wrapped tightly around it, blood dripping from all sides.  
 
    Gross. 
 
    Oliver snapped the book shut and picked up his pipe as the twins appeared and sat beside him. He took a determined pull, filling his lungs with smoke as he eyed Fiona and Felicity. They literally never came to the common room. He was surprised they even knew it existed.  
 
    They were here for something. Something that only he could give… 
 
    Having filled his lungs to the max, Oliver blew out a ton of smoke, then turned to Fiona, the chattier of the two girls.  
 
    “Sup,” he said.  
 
    Fiona raised a hand and brushed aside the smoke. “We hear you’ve been busy battling wolves?” she asked.  
 
    Bringing up the subject reminded Oliver of the bruise on his back and he squirmed uncomfortably.  
 
    “How’d you hear about it?” he asked.  
 
    Aside from Laura and her Bitches, no one else knew of the plan to trap the werewolves. And he’d only told Katrina this very morning. For a place that didn’t have mobile phones, news did travel exceptionally quickly, he mused.  
 
    “Katrina told us,” Fiona said. “She came to see Sambit this morning. You should talk to her,” she added, her eyes boring into him.  
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” Oliver asked, frowning. “I do talk to her. I talked to her this morning.”  
 
    “Not like that, you idiot,” Fiona grumbled. “You should properly talk to her. Something isn’t right, and it’s more than you betraying her and having feelings for other noble women.” Seeing the look of shock on his face, Fiona rolled her eyes. “Yes, we know about that too.”  
 
    “Does she just talk about everything to everyone now then?” Oliver asked, annoyed.  
 
    “No,” Fiona said firmly. “She talks to her brother about everything, and we just happen to overhear because…” her sentence trailed as both Fiona and Felicity’s cheeks reddened.  
 
    “Oh, right,” Oliver said. “How does that work with you three by the way?” he asked.  
 
    He’d always been curious about the whole two sisters sleeping with the same guy thing. He’d been in a similar situation himself, with Harmony and Bella. Oliver had never suggested sleeping with both sisters. In fact, initially he’d tried to resist the idea. But the sisters persisted, and he relented. He had to admit, sleeping with two sisters was amazing, but he got the impression Harmony and Bella weren’t as comfortable with the idea as they pretended to be.  
 
    “That’s none of your business,” Felicity said firmly.  
 
    It was a fair response. It really was none of his business. Oliver took another long pull from his pipe, wondering why the twins were here. They couldn’t have come here just to tell him to talk to Katrina, could it?  
 
    Both girls sat beside him, staring at him, making him feel a little uncomfortable. They clearly wanted something.  
 
    “What do you want? Just spit it out,” Oliver grumbled.   
 
    “We’ve finished reading Calacian’s diaries,” Fiona announced.     
 
    “Oh?” Oliver sat up. “Find anything interesting?”  
 
    “We need the rest,” Fiona said.  
 
    “There’s more?”  
 
    Fiona nodded.  
 
    “Okay…” Oliver sat back a little deflated.  
 
    He was hoping for some news on the werewolf king, more so since Kara stated the wolf king was specifically after him. Calacian’s diaries had been his only lead on that. He wondered where the rest of the diaries could be. If they were in the House of Zarlock, why wouldn’t the Three-Breasted witch have given them all already?  
 
    “They’re not in the House of Zarlock,” Fiona said, apparently reading his mind.  
 
    “They’re not?”  
 
    “The other diaries are in the Land of the Wanderers,” Felicity said.  
 
    Oliver stared at her. “Where?” he asked.  
 
    “The Land of the Wanderers…” Felicity repeated slowly. “The place you spent most of your life? Surely you remember the Land of the Wanderers?”  
 
    Oliver’s brows furrowed. “I know the Land of the Wanderers,” he grumbled. “Why are the diaries in the Land of the Wanderers?” 
 
     “Of the four diaries, only the final one mentioned the wolves. The war ended, the wolves retreated, but something made them retreat. He mentions the wolf king.  There are hints that something terrible happened between them. But that’s all there is, hints. He returned a hero after the end of the war, but reading the last of the four diaries, he didn’t feel like one.” 
 
    “Calacian Zarlock mentioned in the fourth diary that he was going to spend some time by the River Zooran. They had a house there. It seemed like he wanted to get away for a while. If he continued writing, his diary would be there, in the house by the River Zooran.”  
 
    “The River Zooran?” Oliver repeated sceptically.  
 
    It wasn’t just that he’d never heard of it, it was more that it didn’t sound like the name of a river in England. The name was more akin to places in the middle east. Oliver thought he remembered a religion named similarly.  
 
    Zoroastrian.  
 
    Fiona clicked her fingers in front of his eyes. “Focus,” she muttered.  
 
    “Right,” Oliver mumbled, as he pushed back thoughts of the ancient religion from his mind. “I don’t think the River Zooran is in the United Kingdom,” he told them.  
 
    From within her cloak, Fiona pulled out a scroll and spread it on the table. It took a while for Oliver to recognise the land mass. “That’s a terrible map of England,” he said.  
 
    Felicity’s eyes widened. “How dare you,” she fumed. “This map was drawn by the greatest cartographer that ever lived. You think you can do better than Fabianski Le Fay?”  
 
    “My phone probably could,” Oliver muttered under his breath, before saying louder, “Are you going to show me this River Zooran?” 
 
    Still glaring at him, Felicity pointed at a river near the south of England.  
 
    A very familiar river.  
 
    “The River Thames?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Her eyes still wide, Felicity’s mouth curled. “You renamed the river?”   
 
    “No…” Oliver said slowly.  
 
    “Why would you rename the river?” Fiona joined in, seemingly offended.  
 
    “I didn’t rename shit,” Oliver said hastily. “There’s just no way I could have. It’s been named that since way before my birth.”  
 
    The twins didn’t care. They folded their arms and budged away from him on the red sofa, judging him. Oliver eyed them warily for a bit before his mind wandered off. A trip to the Land of the Wanderers to recover the diary of Calacian. That actually sounded like fun.  
 
    Exploring a ruin without endangering your life? It was much better than what he’d been doing lately what with charging at castles and setting up werewolf traps.  
 
    Oliver had been meaning to meet with Lucinda and ask her to escort him back to the Land of the Wanderers. It had been awhile since he’d seen Emily, and leaving her in the care of Talasha, he felt a little bad. He’d ended his trip the last time on a good note with the Jinns, but that didn’t mean he was pleased with the jinn. The girl had essentially trapped Emily and abused her sexually.  
 
    Oliver rubbed his hands together enthusiastically. “Let’s go find that diary!” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The twins wanted to leave straight away. Going to class was a bit of a joke of late, so much so that even the twins were willing to forgo them to leave immediately. And as Oliver had nothing better to do, he went off in search of Sambit to see if he wanted to come along.  
 
    None of them had ever been to the Land of the Wanderers, and if nothing else came of it, Oliver imagined the trip in itself to be quite fun for the somewhat primitive Atlanteans. 
 
    And the wizarding world was primitive. If you took away their magic, what did they have left?   
 
    Oliver climbed up the stairs that led to Sambit’s quarters, taking two, sometimes three steps at a time. His mind was clear. He felt great again and his body felt powerful, so he began running up the steps. It was unnatural, his speed. Not as unnatural as the werewolves, but he was easily faster than Usain Bolt.  
 
    A goofy grin spread across Oliver’s lips. Back in the Land of the Wanderers, with his strength, speed, his superior eyesight and his magic, he’d be the first actual superhero there. 
 
    And then he collided into someone.  
 
    Maybe his eyesight wasn’t that superior…   
 
    The girl he’d crashed into, she was lying on ground by the wall, something she’d been flung into on account of how fast he’d been running when he crashed into her. Oliver hurried to her side, hoping she was okay.   
 
    “Sorry,” he mumbled, as he helped her up.  
 
    She was a tall girl, almost as tall as him. She had grey hair and grey eyes, a fairly distinct look, and yet, he didn’t recall ever having seen her around before. She rubbed her shoulder as she stared at him, her eyes narrow.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “I’m fine,” she said, as she continued to rub her shoulder in a now exaggerated fashion, looking more offended than hurt. “Why are you running so fast up the stairs? Where are you going in such a rush?”  
 
    “Nowhere… nowhere important,” Oliver replied.  
 
    The girl’s eyes narrowed further as she leaned forward. “Why were you running so fast then?” she asked. “I didn’t even see you until you hit into me.”  
 
    Oliver really wasn’t accustomed to being questioned this much. Normally, he did whatever the fuck he liked, and nobody said anything on account of him being Lord Fucking Zarlock.  
 
    “Don’t you know who I am?” Oliver asked, genuinely curiously.  
 
    “Yes, I do actually,” the girl said. “But this is the Land of the Free, Lord Zarlock,” the girl said, as she prodded a finger at his chest. “You can’t just ram people about because you feel like it. I don’t belong to you. I’m not your property!” 
 
    Oliver stepped back and raised both his hands in a defensive manner. “I didn’t mean that at all,” he said. “I was just curious… look, I’m sorry I bumped into you-” 
 
    “Rammed,” the girl interrupted. “It wasn’t a “bump”. You rammed into me like a bull full of artificially pumped testosterone.”  
 
    Oliver stared at her in surprise. This girl did not speak like a normal Atlantean. She didn’t even speak like Fiona and Felicity, two girls he considered bossy know-it-alls. Normally, girls fawned over him, some literally throwing themselves at him. This was very unusual and alien to him, this experience. 
 
    “Are you going to just stand there like you’ve seen a ghost?” the girl asked. “You owe me an apology.”  
 
    “I’m… I’m sorry,” Oliver mumbled.  
 
    He made to continue on his way up the steps, but the girl came to stand in front of him, blocking his way. “You’re not getting away so easily, mister,” she said, once more pressing her thumb against his chest.  
 
    “What do you want from me?” Oliver asked, his shock at the experience now giving way to annoyance. “I’ve already apologised.”  
 
    “It doesn’t count if you don’t mean it,” the girl hmphed.  
 
    Oliver stared at her. “I meant it,” he said flatly.  
 
    “Lord Zarlock,” the girl said, her eyes wide. “You are a terrible liar!” 
 
    Oliver was definitely over his surprise at being confronted like this. “I need to go,” he told her. He tried to manoeuvre around her, but the girl did a good job of getting in his way. “If you don’t move, I’m going to-” 
 
    “You’re going to what?” the girl demanded. “Going to hold me like a piece of your property and fling me aside?”  
 
    “What the hell’s wrong with you?” Oliver asked. “Why do you keep referring to yourself as property?”  
 
    “Because of men like you. You think every woman is a piece of meat to be fucked, used and abused. You’re disgusting!” 
 
    Oliver was back to being surprised at what the hell was going on here. All he wanted to do was go and see Sambit. In the process, he’d accidentally bumped into a girl. Normally, in Atlantis, the girl would then make a move on him, Oliver would do his best to excuse himself and then make a dash for it. But that was it.  
 
    A similar occurrence in the Land of the Wanderers, and a simple apology for bumping into said person sufficed.  
 
    Never and nowhere did bumping into someone lead to a conversation like this. Another time, maybe Oliver would have conversed with this physcho bitch to explain that he didn’t think he owned her body. But today, he was in a bit of a rush.  
 
    He wanted to go to the Land of the Wanderers. He was going to find Sambit, then find Lucinda, then head off to the Death Maze and the Land of the Wanderers beyond. And he wanted to do this all today, ideally.  
 
    So, Oliver reached forward to grab the girl by the shoulders to move her out of his way. What happened next wasn’t exactly planned, and it did him no favours in the girl’s eyes. Seeing his hands rise, the girl reacted by doing the same. Raising her hands, she grabbed him by the collar.  
 
    Oliver’s training kicked in, and in a defensive move, he slammed her hands down, causing the girl to fall forward.  
 
    It should have been onto him, but again, Oliver’s training kicked in. He moved out of the way, and then seeing her about to hit the ground with a thud, he tried to stop her by grabbing hold of her from behind.  
 
    What he managed to grab was her skirt. It wasn’t an ideal thing to grab when a person was falling. But even then, it shouldn’t have slid down her waist completely and be in his hand.   
 
    That’s what happened.  
 
    He somehow managed to pull the girl’s skirt off completely, leaving her sitting on the ground on her bottom. Her pink panties were visible as she stared up at him, angry and horrified in equal measure, her pale face looked ready to explode.  
 
    “Bye,” Oliver gave her a quick wave, then dashed up the stairs, deciding he really didn’t have time for the girl’s inevitable tantrum.   
 
    It was only when he got to the top did he realise he had her skirt in his hand, having held onto it as she hit the ground. Yup, that girl was going to be mightily pissed off. Luckily, she was not his problem anymore.  
 
    Once on Sambit’s floor, Oliver took the corridor on the right and stepped into the large hall. It had grand pillars supporting arches on both sides, thick red carpet, cushioned chairs and tables that always seemed to have fresh food on them. At the end of the hall was a short corridor that led to four rooms. It was in one of those rooms that Sambit stayed. 
 
    Oliver knocked on his door. As was the norm, no answer came from within. Oliver decided to walk in anyway. Sambit had a large room to himself, and from what Fiona had said, he was most likely sprawled on the bed in a gangly fashion, fast asleep.   
 
    Oliver’s only concern as he opened the door was of walking in on a naked Sambit.  
 
    He was sort of right.  
 
    Sambit was asleep on the bed, lying on his side, the blanket covering up to his waist, he had one arm over-  
 
    Oliver stopped dead in his tracks. Sambit’s arm was over the naked Tara. The naked Tara who wasn’t covered at all by the blanket. The naked Tara who was awake and staring at him.  
 
    Oliver’s lips moved, and he mumbled something he hoped sounded like an apology. He turned swiftly and was in the process of closing the door when Tara spoke.  
 
    “Lord Zarlock,” the voice came out even, not betraying any emotions - no surprise, shock, annoyance. Nothing.  
 
    With his back to her, Oliver stared at the open corridor. “Uh… hello,” he said.  
 
    “Leaving already?” Tara asked.  
 
    “I uh… I didn’t realise he had company,” Oliver mumbled. The twins had made no mention of Tara at all. All they’d said was that he was probably in bed, sleeping like a bum. Or something along those lines. “I’ll come back later.”  
 
    “You should come in,” Tara said.  
 
    Oliver turned his head and glanced in through the open door. Tara was still lying on the bed, having made no efforts to cover her naked body. “Yeah, I think I’ll-” 
 
    He didn’t get a chance to finish his sentence. The door that he had his back to, it suddenly closed with force, causing him to fall into the room. Oliver scrambled to his feet, and as he did, he noticed Tara’s raised hand, and the slight blue glow it had.  
 
    She’d used magic to close the door.    
 
    Grinning, she winked at him, then parted her legs just enough to give a perfect view of her cunt. Oliver swallowed nervously. He had seen plenty naked women in the past year or so, and had been in his fair share of sexual adventures, but this made him nervous. Tara was betrothed to Sambit, and her flirting with him, it didn’t seem right.  
 
    It was at that moment Sambit raised a sleepy head. “Hey, man,” he said, as he spotted Oliver by the door.  
 
    Sambit then turned to Tara, who had closed her legs once more, even though the slit of her cunt and the rest of her body, breasts included was still completely visible. He grabbed her by the left breast and squeezed it before lowering his head back onto the pillow and closing his eyes.  
 
    Oliver really wanted to get out of here. He turned and opened the door, only for it to slam shut on him once more. Glancing back, he saw Tara smirking. She gave him a wink. Oliver sighed. He grabbed the handle and pulled.  
 
    It did not budge.  
 
    He pulled again, using a bit more strength.  
 
    Again, nothing.  
 
    Using as much strength as he could possibly muster, he tried to open the damned door. 
 
    Flabbergasted, Oliver turned to face Tara. “What the fuck…” he muttered.   
 
    “Do you know what an Altakah is?” she asked.  
 
    It sounded like a word he’d heard before, but right this moment, Oliver wasn’t thinking too clearly. His mind was more on getting out of here, and secondly, whilst getting out of here, doing his best to not ogle Tara’s naked body. It didn’t help that it had been awhile since he’d last slept with anyone.  
 
    “Altakah - it’s a condition. It means we have periods of high energy followed by periods of low energy. It’s why you couldn’t open the door, because of my Altakah energy. During my high energy, we also have high sexual energy.” She gave Sambit a fond pat on the head. “He’s exhausted now after four rounds… but I still crave more,” her legs parted to reveal fully her glistening cunt.”  
 
    Oliver swallowed nervously. “Sam-Sambit,” he managed to say, and then much louder, “SAMBIT!” 
 
    Sambit raised his head, his eyes droopy. “Oh, hey man.” He stretched, then sat up. “I am really tired,” he announced, yawning.  
 
    His eyes fell on Tara and her naked body, then he glanced up at Oliver. Sambit grabbed the blanket and covered Tara’s body up to her waist, leaving her breasts exposed.  
 
    Apparently satisfied, he turned to Oliver. “Are we doing something today?”  
 
    Oliver had almost forgotten why he’d come up here. “The uh… Right. Fiona. Fiona and Felicity wanted to go out for a bit. You want to come?”  
 
    Sambit glanced at Tara, a tired look in his eyes, he nodded. “Yeah, let’s go.”  
 
    He climbed out of bed, fully naked and Oliver looked away. “I’ll be outside when you’re ready,” he said to Sambit, before turning to Tara. “It was nice seeing you, I mean-” Oliver swallowed nervously. “I didn’t see all of you… I mean…”   
 
    He gave her a polite smile and then hurried out of the room.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver sat on the stairs, waiting for Sambit and wondering what he was supposed to do with the girl’s skirt. Sitting where he was at the top of the steps, if the girl decided to come up looking for him, he wasn’t difficult to find.  
 
    He was glad she hadn’t though.  
 
    He really didn’t want a conversation with her. After the telling off he got for bumping into her, he didn’t even want to think what she would do to him for ripping off her skirt, then running away leaving her skirt-less, her pink panties exposed. 
 
    Hearing footsteps, Oliver looked up. Sambit trod down the steps, looking exhausted, his eyes barely open.  
 
    “Where are we going?” Sambit asked. “And why are you holding a skirt?”  
 
    Despite how tired he was, of course Sambit noticed the skirt. Oliver climbed to his feet and as they both walked down the stairs, he told Sambit about the girl he’d bumped into. As he described her, Sambit nodded knowingly.  
 
    “Tried to sleep with her once,” Sambit muttered. “She’s an uptight bitch.” He took the skirt from Oliver’s hand and threw it aside. “Always going on about women’s rights. It’s a load of shit. Men and women are treated equally here.”  
 
    Sambit was right. Men and women were both treated equally here. But they were both treated equally shit, Oliver thought.  
 
    They came to the ground floor of the school and made their way down the corridor, out through the open courtyard in the centre, down another corridor that led to the back of the school before Sambit asked again where they were going.  
 
    “The Land of the Wanderers,” Oliver said.  
 
    Sambit stopped walking. His face lit up. “You’re being serious?”  
 
    Oliver nodded. “The twins have finished reading Calacian’s diaries. Turns out he really liked to write. Apparently, there’s more. The twins think the remaining diaries might be found in one of the houses he had near the River Thames. I mean, River Zooran," he said and after a pause, added, "I didn’t rename the river.” 
 
    “Rename the river?” Sambit squinted at him. “What are you talking about?”  
 
    “Nothing,” Oliver said quickly.  
 
    They began walking once more, coming out through the back of the school, they stepped onto the stone path that led down the hill. It was evening time, but the sun was shining. It was warm and winter having given way to spring, a few of the trees on either side of the path were beginning to blossom with beautiful purple flowers.  
 
    Sambit yawned. “I need sleep,” he muttered. “Remind me again why the diaries are so important.”  
 
    Oliver gave him a quick rundown on why the twins thought the diaries were important. His father, William Zarlock, must have chosen to show them Calacian’s diary for a reason. The final diary of the first four chronicled the events just after the end of the War of the Wolves.  
 
    Calacian Zarlock returned a hero, but didn’t feel like one, according to the twins. The diary mentioned the wolf king. Something had happened between him and Calacian Zarlock. After the war ended, Calacian retired to his house by the River Zooran to contemplate on what he had supposedly done.  
 
    The final diary could give them insight into who the wolf king was, what had happened and why he was back and haunting the Zarlocks. He didn’t mention what Kara the werewolf had said about the wolf king wanting him, about her and the other wolves just being the pawns.  
 
    “He killed the wolf king,” Sambit said. “That must have been why the werewolves suddenly broke rank and scattered. They’d lost their leadership.”  
 
    “Except he’s not dead,” Oliver said. “He’s alive and after me, apparently.”  
 
    They reached the bottom of the hill and stood by the white trunk of the tree.  
 
    “You’re right,” Sambit said. “The wolf king isn’t dead, and even if he were, I can’t see why Calacian Zarlock would feel bad for killing him…”  
 
    “Diana Balan said their king had returned. That means he was gone in some fashion or other,” Oliver mused. “Maybe Calacian didn’t kill him. Maybe he put him in a coma, or something like that?”  
 
    “A coma?” Sambit asked.  
 
    It had been awhile since Oliver had done something like that, made a reference to something that anyone back in the Land of the Wanderers would have understood easily, but here it was completely alien.  
 
    “Maybe he used his magic to put the werewolf king to sleep. But now, that magic has worn thin, and the werewolf king has risen. That’s how he returned.” It was a theory he’d just come up with this very moment, but it seemed to make sense to Oliver.  
 
    “Asleep for a thousand years?” Sambit asked, his voice sceptical, his eyes narrow. But then, he nodded as if suddenly convinced. “There’s a book about this princess that slept for a thousand years, waiting for her true to love to kiss her awake.”  
 
    “Sleeping Beauty?” Oliver asked conversationally. 
 
    “Sleeping beauty?” Sambit repeated. “What… what are you talking about?”  
 
    “Never mind,” Oliver said, shaking his head irritably.  
 
    They were going off-topic. Werewolves. That’s what should be on his mind. Whoever this werewolf king was, he seemed to be obsessed with Oliver, and at the moment, their best way to find out why seemed to be Calacian’s diary. 
 
    They had reached the end of the lane, and before them stood the white tree with the little house. Oliver cupped his hands around his mouth. “Fiona!”  
 
    A moment later, the twins appeared on the balcony of the tree house. “What took you so long?” she asked.  
 
    “What took me-” Oliver stopped, annoyed. “What do you mean? I told you to wait for me at the tree house. That was less than an hour ago!” 
 
    “Wasn’t,” Felicity said sulkily.  
 
    Oliver opened his mouth to say “was”, but then stopped, deciding this was a stupid argument to have. He noticed both Fiona and Felicity glaring at Sambit, and decided the reason for their sour mood was not him and his time keeping. Whatever the three of them had going on relationship wise, it clearly wasn’t working.   
 
    “You girls ready to go to the Land of the Wanderers?” Oliver asked, doing his best to don some excitement.  
 
    “It’s not that simple,” Fiona said. “You think we can just get into a carriage with Lucinda and have her take us to the Land of the Wanderers?” 
 
    “Well… yeah,” Oliver said dumbly. That was precisely what he thought was going to happen. “That’s how she’s taken me to the Land of the Wanderers before…”  
 
    “Yes,” Fiona said, her arms now folded across her chest, her voice strained with patience. “But that’s because you haven’t had your blood dropped into the Cauldron.”  
 
    Oliver stared at her blankly. “The what now?” 
 
    “The Cauldron,” Fiona repeated. “We’ve explained this to you before,” she added huffily.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Fiona was right. The Cauldron had been explained to him before. It was coming back now as the two sisters explained once more in monotone voices, their annoyance at his memory lapses obvious.  
 
    In his defence, the twins explained so much stuff to him, most of which was completely irrelevant, the important stuff tended to slip through his mind.  
 
    Though he did recall the Cauldron.  
 
    Merlin Zarlock enchanted the Cauldron to choose who to let through the Great Barrier, the thin wall of translucent blue that kept the magical and non-magical worlds apart. Every wizard and witch on their eighteenth birthday would have their name written on a piece of paper signed in their blood which would then be dropped into the Cauldron.  
 
    Almost all the papers, the Cauldron would spit out immediately. The few that it didn’t, the few that dissolved within the Cauldron, those few became Other Siders. That was the name given to those that were able to pass through the Great Barrier and visit the Land of the Wanderers, sometimes known simply as the Other Side.  
 
    Over the years, patterns began to emerge showing common traits amongst Other Siders. They were always the best of the witches and wizards: the honest, the brave, the trustworthy.  
 
    Lucinda was an Other Sider. Oliver supposed she could be considered brave. She did risk her life to save him when the werewolves attacked the School of Merlin. And he did trust her.  
 
    Sambit and the twins on the other hand, while he did trust them, the Cauldron had spat their names outs, which meant, they could not pass through the Great Barrier, even if Lucinda led them through the Death Maze - a maze that was filled literally with monsters from most of the Wanderer’s myths, the minotaur being one of them.  
 
    But it turned out there was still a way for Sambit, Fiona and Felicity to join him on the quest to find Calacian’s Diary in the Land of the Wanderers. Having met with Lucinda, who was still positioned in the forest behind the tree house, they set off for the Land of the Wanderers.  
 
    Apparently, a Zarlock could allow anyone to pass through the Great Barrier. It had never happened in Lucinda’s life time, and she couldn’t remember what the process was. Although she seemed very confident that it would come back to her soon.  
 
    And on that basis, they set off on their little adventure.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver was sat in-between the twins as the carriage rolled through the Death Maze. Fiona and Felicity had both wanted a window seat. Somehow, that translated into him sitting in-between the two and being occasionally elbowed in the ribs from both sides. It was not a fun journey.  
 
    Sambit was having a better time. He sat next to Lucinda, his hand on her exposed knee. The weather had warmed and underneath her red cloak, Lucinda wore no clothing. Sambit had pulled aside her cloak, keeping her legs exposed, his hand rested on her thigh. It was only a matter of time before Sambit’s hand worked its way up and felt the Other Sider’s cunt.  
 
    Deciding he didn’t want to see that, Oliver glared out the window to distract himself. He had conflicting feelings about Sambit touching up Lucinda. On the one hand, being a Dalit, Lucinda seemed destined to be felt up by other men and women, her body seen as a gorgeous piece of meat for them to abuse.  
 
    But it was wrong, and he wanted to speak up and tell Sambit to stop it.  
 
    On the other hand, Lucinda was the first witch he had ever laid eyes on. She was the hottest witch he had ever seen too. He had a crush on her, and he wished it was him sitting next to her and not Sambit.  
 
    Which didn’t make sense either. Why was Sambit sitting next to Lucinda and not his Fiona and Felicity, the two girls he supposedly fancied?  
 
    Oliver made more of an effort to focus on staring out through the window. They were rolling through the Death Maze.   
 
    The trees that formed the maze were immaculately cut, each and every tree looking exactly like the one before, rising about fifteen feet from the ground, the leaves were a dark shade of green and preened to perfection like a well looked-after hedge.  
 
    The route was an impossible one. Left, left, left, right, right, left, left, left, left - Oliver was sure there weren’t so many left turns the last time he went through the maze. He wondered how Lucinda managed to navigate through the forest and how she kept her bearings. And then they took a turning that led to a dead end. The carriage reversed and they took another bunch of lefts and the occasional right.  
 
    There were fearsome beasts that roamed this place, giving it the very appropriate nickname, “Death Maze”. Oliver had entered this maze alone once in a foolish attempt to escape Atlantis. The trees that were cut so immaculately and formed walls of wood and green parted. Branches crunched and cracked as the beasts stepped out.  
 
    This time though, not a single animal was in sight. Not even a bird. 
 
    Sambit seemed fascinated by the maze, so much so that he stopped feeling up Lucinda. This gave her the opportunity to study the map the twins had with them in a more relaxed manner. She had a frown on her face as she stared at the location where the twins had marked the house to be.  
 
    “Do you know where it is?” Fiona asked.  
 
    Lucinda’s brows furrowed. “I know the location, but I would be surprised if the house is still there,” she muttered.  
 
    Fiona’s face dropped.  
 
    Felicity glared at him.  
 
    “You destroyed the house?”  
 
    Oliver rolled his eyes. “Seriously, why do you think I would have the power to rename rivers and destroy ancient buildings?”  
 
    Felicity shrugged her shoulders, but then said. “You should rename the river.” 
 
    “Again, why do you think I would have the power to do that?”  
 
    “You’re Lord Zarlock,” Felicity said, narrowing her eyes.  
 
    “Yes - but they don’t know that!” 
 
    The carriage came to a stop, and so did their conversation. Lucinda had someone successfully managed to navigate them through the maze. Oliver jumped out and after stretching, he walked past the trees and stood at the edge of the cliff, staring at the ocean beyond.  
 
    He was going back to the Land of the Wanderers.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Standing at the edge of the pier, staring at the seemingly endless expanse of water, Oliver absent-mindedly adjusted his cloak, trying to trap the warmth in. Winter was supposed to be over, but there was a cold wind about.   
 
    He took a deep breath and filled his lungs with the salty air. Sambit, who stood beside him, extended his foot and pushed down on the small rowing boat tied to the pier. The boat bobbed and miniature waves appeared beneath.  
 
    “Lucinda,” Sambit turned to the redhaired Dalit whose cloak was flapping wildly in the wind, revealing her absolutely gorgeous naked body underneath. “Are the Other Siders not adequately funded?” 
 
    Lucinda climbed into the small boat and turned. “Funding is sufficient, my lord. Why do you ask?”  
 
    “This boat,” Sambit gave it another nudge with his foot, “is really small.”  
 
    “It’s not as bad as it looks,” Lucinda said.  
 
    “Considering it looks absolutely awful,” Fiona said stiffly, “that’s not saying very much.”  
 
    Felicity nodded in agreement, frowning. A small smile appeared on Oliver’s face. He remembered being as apprehensive the first time he’d seen the little rowing boat floating at the edge of an apparently endless stretch of water.  
 
    Oliver climbed into the boat and stood beside Lucinda, doing his best to not look down her cloak and those beautifully luscious breasts.  
 
    Even then, just the thought of them was bad enough.  
 
    He could feel his cock responding, pressing against his jeans. He put it down to being easily arousable due to his lack of excitement in the bed. He would have to do something about that later. Once he was back in Atlantis, he would have to find someone to fuck.  
 
    “It’s not just the boat, is it?” Lucinda asked as she eyed the three warily.  
 
    “It all looks a bit shit,” Sambit said, still standing on the peer. “I thought there would be… more. We just passed the Death Maze, and now we’re standing on the edge of Atlantis, about to venture into the Land of the Wanderers.”  
 
    “This doesn’t seem very exciting,” he finished, his voice flat.  
 
    “It gets better,” Lucinda said. She turned to Oliver, and as she did, her frontal body took the full blast of a gust of wind. Her cloak flapped behind her, exposing her entire front body. “Doesn’t it, my lord?”  
 
    “…Yeah,” Oliver said absently.  
 
    It took an enormous amount of willpower to not gawk at her magnificent body. It didn’t help that she was standing so close, he could feel the heat emanating from her body. 
 
     Still unconvinced, Sambit and the twins reluctantly climbed aboard. Once seated, the twins held onto the sides warily. The sea was calm and sparkled blue as it reflected the sunlight. The boat glided forward in a straight line, moving neither an inch to the left, nor to the right, nor did it rock.  
 
    And still, the twins held on as if for dear life.  
 
    Maybe they couldn’t swim.  
 
    “How far is it?”  
 
    “Not far,” Lucinda replied. “Look ahead, my lord.” 
 
    “I am. I can’t see anything,” Sambit grumbled.  
 
    Lucinda was sitting beside Oliver with her back towards Sambit. She let out a quiet sigh. “You will soon… my lord,” she said.  
 
    Oliver could already see it, the thin translucent barrier of blue, it rose up like a wall before curving inwards like a bubble, and then fading completely as it disappeared into the blue sky above.   
 
     The boat edged its way to the barrier. In the past, it would have easily slipped through, and then, out of nowhere, land would have appeared as if by magic. 
 
    But that wasn’t what happened.  
 
    The tip of the boat touched the Great Barrier, and like a minor car crash, it came to a sudden and immediate stop.   
 
    “Was that supposed to happen?” Fiona asked.  
 
    “…No,” Lucinda murmured. 
 
    They had known something like this would happen. On board the boat, they had with them three people whose blood had been rejected by the Cauldron. That meant a no-no for Sambit and the twins in crossing the Great Barrier.  
 
    But there was a work around, one that Lucinda was certain she would remember come the time.  
 
    And the time had come.  
 
    Oliver caught Lucinda staring ahead uncertainly as she bit into her bottom lip. He had a feeling she didn’t know what to do. That feeling was confirmed when she turned to him for help.  
 
    “My lord… uh… do you see anything?”  
 
    It was then that Oliver remembered he was the only one able to see the Great Barrier. For the others, as far as they were concerned, the boat had suddenly stopped in the middle of the largest expanse of water they had ever seen.  
 
    “The boats crashed into the Great Barrier,” Oliver said.  
 
    “It’s there? Just in front of us?” Sambit asked sceptically.  
 
    Oliver nodded.  
 
    Sambit stood up and walked past both Lucinda and Oliver. He then placed a hand on what must have looked like thin air to him. “It really fucking is there,” he said.   
 
    “It’s coming back to me,” Lucinda said. “At least some of it. I have to ensure Lord Zarlock is on the boat himself as he is the key to letting you through,” she said, before she turned to him, and added somewhat sheepishly, “Any chance you might suddenly know what to do, my lord?”  
 
    Oliver’s eyes narrowed as he stared at Lucinda. To him, it seemed a little like she was copping out. 
 
    Deciding to give it a go, Oliver stared at the Great Barrier, and when nothing happened, he shrugged his shoulders. 
 
    “I got nothing,” he said.  
 
    “What have you tried?” Lucinda asked.  
 
    “Well… I stared at it…” Oliver said, realising how stupid that was having said it out loud.  
 
    “You stared at it?” Fiona asked, incredulously.  
 
    “You have a better idea?”  
 
    “I don’t think I could have a worse idea,” Fiona retorted.  
 
    “Perhaps you could try talking to it?”  
 
    Annoyed, Oliver was going to snap at her. And then he realised it was Lucinda who had suggested the idea. He didn’t want to snap at Lucinda. She was already treated badly enough by wizards and witches.  
 
    And, as stupid as talking to the wall sounded, as the suggestion came from Lucinda, it was most likely a serious suggestion.  
 
    Oliver turned to face the Great Barrier. “…Wall?” he called out.  
 
    There was a shimmer passing through the Great Barrier that only he could see, and then, a moment later, the Three-Breasted witch appeared. Or at least, the top half of her did as her waist disappeared into the wall.  
 
    “Hello,” she smiled cheerily. “How nice it is to see you all.”  
 
    “…hey,” Oliver said. “What are you doing here?”  
 
    “The House of Zarlock and the Great Barrier are intricately linked, my lord. You will know more when the time comes,” she said as she continued to smile, flashing brilliantly white teeth. “How can I help?”  
 
    “We wanted to pass through the Great Barrier,” Fiona said.  
 
    “Ah, yes. You have amongst you those the Cauldron deemed unworthy,” the Three-Breasted witch, still wearing that smile. 
 
    “Did you just call me unworthy?” Sambit asked, a frown on his face.  
 
    The Three-Breasted witch nodded, still smiling.   
 
    “Can you help us pass?” Oliver asked quickly, hoping to get a word in before Sambit started arguing with the Three-breasted witch about how she dared to say he wasn’t worthy.  
 
    “Of course,” the witch smiled. “Lord Zarlock need only to ask the wall to let the boat pass, and the Great Barrier will let the boat pass.” 
 
    “That’s it?” Oliver asked, and when the Three-Breasted witch nodded, he glanced to her left and felt exceptionally stupid as he addressed the wall. “Um… Great Barrier? Let us pass?”   
 
    “That was wonderful,” the Three-Breasted witch clapped with her hands. “Only, we have to verify that you truly are a Zarlock first, my lord.”  
 
    “You’re kidding, right?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “No, my lord,” the Three-Breasted witch said. “I can appreciate how this might sound, especially after having slept with you once to break the curse that your father bound on you,” she winked at him. “But I’m afraid this is another procedure set by a much older Zarlock.”  
 
    “Who was that then?” Sambit asked.  
 
    Oliver glanced back at Sambit, a little surprised. Even he knew who the answer to that question was.  
 
    “Merlin!” all four of them said at the same time.  
 
    “Seems right,” Sambit nodded.  
 
    Oliver turned to the witch. “How do I prove I’m a Zarlock?”  
 
    “It’s simple. Just step right to the edge of the boat and then press against the Great Barrier,” the Three-Breasted witch said, before adding very casually, “You’ll have to be completely naked to do this, of course.”  
 
    “You’re fucking kidding me,” Oliver said, his voice a low growl.  
 
    “I don’t kid, my lord,” the Three-Breasted witch said, still smiling. 
 
    Oliver turned to Lucinda. “Let’s turn this boat around.” 
 
    There was immediate uproar from Fiona, Felicity and Sambit.  
 
    “I’m not stripping naked on this boat in front of all of you,” Oliver told them, once they calmed down. “There’s also no pressing need for any of you to go to the Land of the Wanderers. I can find the damned diary with Lucinda.”  
 
    “But we want to come,” Fiona said. “We want to see the Land of the Wanderers,” she added, her voice pleading.  
 
    “Not a good enough reason for me to get naked here right now,” Oliver muttered. 
 
    “What’s wrong with your body?” Felicity asked.  
 
    “What?” Oliver asked, confused. “There’s nothing wrong with it. Why would you even ask that?”  
 
    “Why don’t you want to take your clothes off?” Felicity persisted. “Do you have an oddly shaped cock?”  
 
    “His cock is perfectly shaped,” the Three-Breasted witch chimed in.  
 
    “What’s the matter then?” Fiona asked. “Take your damned clothes off.”  
 
    She moved up the boat and grabbed his belt, trying to take his jeans off. Oliver pushed her back, causing her to tumble onto Felicity. The jostling caused the small boat to wobble, and a little sea water came into the boat.  
 
    “Alright!” Oliver said, as he tried to keep his balance. “I’ll take my damned clothes off! Just keep your fucking hands off me. And don’t stare!” 
 
    Fiona, who was still lying with her back on the bottom of the boat and her head on Sambit’s lap, glared up at him.  
 
    “I’m going to stare,” she told him defiantly.  
 
    Oliver glanced at Sambit, who shrugged his shoulders as if to say, what’s the big deal. Deciding he had no other option but to strip, and realising he couldn’t actually force anyone to not ogle his naked body, Oliver turned away from them and pulled off his black cloak. He then took of his blue t-shirt, pulled down his jeans, stepping out of them, he pulled his boxers off.  
 
    He stood in the nude, and to be honest, it felt good. He had a powerfully built body, and the sun shining on it, along with the cold breeze, it felt good and fresh.  
 
    That being said, Fiona was being very true to her word.  
 
    She was ogling him.  
 
    “What now?” Oliver asked, staring ahead determinedly.  
 
    The Three-Breasted witch grabbed him by the arm and pulled him to the front of the boat. She then moved aside and pushed him against the Great Barrier. In the past, when the boat had moved through the Great Barrier, Oliver felt a sort of wetness wash over him. But now, as the Three-Breasted witch pressed him against the barrier, there was no wetness. It was more like being held against cold water that was wrapped up in a thin layer of plastic.   
 
    “It should work….” the Three-Breasted witch muttered. “I don’t know what’s missing…” 
 
    It was the first time Oliver had seen her uncertain. Even the smile on her face faltered.  
 
    And then she grabbed him by the arm, whipping him around, she made him face the others with his back now pressed against the Great Barrier.  
 
    Fiona whistled. “Nice cock.”  
 
    “Why’d you make me turn?” Oliver asked, his cheeks colouring.  
 
    “I thought maybe the Great Barrier needed a feel of your whole body.”  
 
    “Well?” Oliver growled. 
 
    “It’s still not working,” the Three-Breasted witch said.  
 
    “No fucking shit,” Oliver muttered, pulling his hand free from her grip, he bent down to pick up his clothes.        
 
     “Wait, I remember now,” the Three-Breasted witch exclaimed. “You need to get naked as well.”  
 
    Raising his head, Oliver followed the Three-breasted witch’s hand and found it pointing at Lucinda. “Why?” he asked. “Why does she need to get naked?”  
 
    “Because she’s the Other Sider. It takes a Zarlock and an Other Sider, both need to be verified together before those deemed unworthy can be allowed to pass.”  
 
    “Why?” Oliver asked, “Why do we have to do that?”  
 
    “I didn’t make the rules,” the Three-Breasted witch said. “Your ancestor did.” 
 
    “Pressed together?” Oliver mumbled. “How do you mean?”  
 
    The Three-Breasted witch winked at him. “Oh, you know exactly what I mean, Lord Zarlock. Both your naked bodies have to be pressed together. You can do it full frontal if you like, her breasts pressed against yours, your cock probing against her cunt-” 
 
    “What is wrong with you?” Oliver interrupted the witch. “We just need to let the unworthy pass through the Great Barrier-” 
 
    “Stop calling us unworthy!” Sambit exclaimed.  
 
     “Sorry!” Oliver said, before turning back to the Three-Breasted witch, he continued, “We just want to let the shits pass through the Great Barrier. Why are you making it weird?”  
 
    “Oh, sorry,” the Three-Breasted said. “I didn’t know I was making it weird. I thought this would be fun for you seeing as how you both want each other.”  
 
    “We both want each other?” Oliver repeated, dumbfounded. “That’s not-”  
 
    “She can read minds,” Sambit interrupted him. “No point in denying her words.”   
 
    “You can- you can read m-minds?” Oliver mumbled. 
 
    The Three-Breasted witch nodded wisely, then winked at him.  
 
    Oliver glanced back at Lucinda to see the red-haired girl’s cheeks reddened to match the rest of her. Lucinda pulled off her robe and staring down, she took two steps to join him at the front of the ship, now fully nude.  
 
    “How did you want to do this, my lord,” Lucinda asked, still staring down at her feet. “Front to front, back to back, or…”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    They did it bum to bum. At the time, Oliver thought it better than facing each other where his cock would have pressed against her cunt, her breasts, her nipples pushed against his chest. Not that he didn’t want his cock to press against Lucinda’s cunt… He just didn’t want to do it here out in the open in front of the gawkers - and they were gawking at him, at least Fiona and Felicity both were. Sambit had his eyes on Lucinda and her stunningly perfect form. 
 
    Lucinda was a girl Oliver had wanted for a long time, pretty much since the day he’d laid eyes on her. And now it turned out Lucinda fancied him too. If the Three-Breasted witch was to be believed anyway, which Sambit seemed to do.  
 
    Even when he had been with Harmony and very happy, the sight of Lucinda had stirred his cock. And now, what with being sexually deprived somewhat, having his naked flesh pressed against hers, even if it were back to back, Oliver found it arousing.  
 
    And unfortunately, his cock responded, rising to full erection. 
 
    Fiona whistled.  
 
    When he turned to scowl at her, she blew him a kiss.  
 
    With his and Lucinda’s bodies pressed together and at the same time pressed against the Great Barrier that only he could still see, it worked. The barrier that pushed against the boat suddenly gave way and Oliver and Lucinda, who had been leaning against it both fell into the cold water, much to Sambit, the twins and even the Three-Breasted witch’s amusement.  
 
    Oliver didn’t mind much. At least not after the initial shock of dropping into really fucking cold water. For some reason, Lucinda assumed he couldn’t swim, and as such, she came to rescue him. And basically, their naked bodies pressed together once more, but this time, being in the water, the others couldn’t see. It was a little bit more privacy, and it was nice.  
 
    Once back in the boat, they both sat naked until they came to the small pier on the other side. Having dried a little, Oliver pulled his clothes on, climbed up the steps attached to the face of the cliff and called shot gun as Lucinda’s battered little car came in view.  
 
    “The hell is shotgun?” Sambit asked. 
 
    “The hell is that?” Sambit pointed at the red battered mini parked a few feet away from the cottage.  
 
    “This, my friends, is a car,” Oliver said, grinning widely.  
 
    He knew he was here to find a dead man’s diary, but it didn’t mean he couldn’t have a little fun with Sambit and the twins. He was after all Lord Fucking Zarlock!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver was wrong. Having the twins and Sambit over in the Land of the Wanderers wasn’t that much fun. They just didn’t have the right attitude about anything. For starters, they complained about the car, saying it was too small. Then, they complained it was too noisy. 
 
    Fiona kept asking why the engine had to make the noise, and when Oliver tried to explain how an internal combustion engine worked, they stared at him blankly before Fiona commented on how they should use horses instead because… horses didn’t make that kind of noise.  
 
    And it continued in that vein.  
 
    Rather than being impressed by the television, they seemed bemused by the idea that people sit around and stare at a “box”. Similarly, mobiles phones didn’t impress either. They couldn’t understand why someone would want to have a device that meant they could always be contacted at any time, even when they were asleep.  
 
    The only highlight was his interactions with Lucinda. She grinned at him knowingly every time one of the others said something stupid about Wanderer technology, which they seemed to do at an alarmingly frequent rate. 
 
    As they set off in Lucinda’s little car once more in search of Calacian’s diary, Oliver sat beside her at the front. And though he stared straight ahead, from the corner of his eye, he watched Lucinda. The prettiest girl in the world, the girl he’d had a crush on since the first time he’d seen her, that very girl liked him back.  
 
    If nothing else came out of this trip, it had already been worth it.  
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    It was another thing for them to complain about - the London underground. Having parked the car on a side street, Lucinda purchased tickets and they walked down the steps, coming to the platform. As the train came roaring out of the tunnel, Sambit reached for his staff, ready to battle it, much to the bemusement of the few Londoners who bothered to look up from their phones to see a grown man wielding a glowing stick. 
 
    Having rid their cloaks at Lucinda’s very polite request, Sambit, Fiona and Felicity sat glumly in their seats. But not before Sambit complained about how small said seats were. 
 
    Seeing them here in the Land of the Wanderers, it was the first time Oliver really appreciated their clothing. Atlanteans dressed differently, but the difference was slight, and in this day and age, in London especially, they didn’t look that out of place.  
 
    Sambit had on leather trousers and a blue silky shirt. But it was a tightly fitting shirt, and somehow, it worked with his brown trousers. Fiona and Felicity both wore maroon coloured dresses that showed a generous portion of their bosoms and came up to their knees. Again, they looked nice too.  
 
    In comparison, Oliver had on a pair of blue jeans and a t-shirt. On the plus side, having since lost the binding that held back his magic and sort of deformed his body, he looked pretty good in a t-shirt.  
 
    Sitting beside him was Lucinda. The past few times he had seen her in the Land of the Wanderers, she’d worn nothing but her cloak. But today, she sat beside him in a pair of skinny black jeans and a dark top.  
 
    Both Fiona and Felicity suddenly sat up as the train shot out from the underground tunnel and into the open. Their eyes wide, they turned their heads back and forth, as if looking for a place to hide. Oliver struggled to hold back his laugh, but managed to settle for a smirk instead.  
 
    “We’re getting off at the next stop,” Lucinda announced.  
 
    Oliver climbed to his feet and stood by the doors. Sambit followed. After a few seconds though, he had to hold onto the metal bar for support.  
 
    “How are you balancing like that?” Sambit asked incredulously.  
 
    Oliver grinned. The train came to a stop and they stepped out. Oliver had to nudge Sambit and the twins along. They seemed transfixed by the large crowds, the doors closing as if by magic, the train shooting off with its roar as it disappeared down the tunnel.  
 
    Once at the escalators, Oliver began to walk up. He got to the top and stepped off, turning around to see the twins and Sambit standing and ogling the people on the opposite set of escalators going down. Lucinda reminded them to watch the ground as they reached the top.  
 
    All three jumped like horses on an obstacle course.  
 
    Fiona came and stood an inch away from him. “You didn’t have to walk,” she turned to point at the escalator. “The stairs take you right up.”  
 
    “…thanks. I’ll try to remember that for the next time,” Oliver said, trying his hardest to not roll his eyes.  
 
    They continued along another tunnel, climbed up a set of stairs and came to another platform. Oliver walked up to the electronic board. Their next train was to be in three minutes. He took a seat on one of the benches. Sambit and the twins remained standing, staring at the electronic board, watching as the information changed. 
 
    Out of habit, Sambit reached for his staff once more as the train came hurtling out of the dark tunnel. Lucinda had suggested he keep the thing in the car, but Sambit had asked if she was crazy, and basically stated that no way in hell was he going to be defenceless in this strange land.  
 
    They boarded the train and a few stops later, the train emerged from its underground tunnel and out into the open. Oliver watched as the Victorian era houses, office buildings and parks drifted past. It felt really strange being back in the Land of the Wanderers, seeing how “normal” life was, how no one had any awareness of the possible danger they could be in if the Le Fays ever managed to break out.  
 
    Their destination was to be Kew Station, and from there, it was a short walk to where a former house of Zarlock stood. Oliver doubted it would be there. He had been to Kew before to see the botanical gardens. If there was a house of Zarlock in the vicinity, he was sure that would have been the main attraction in Kew.  
 
    If the house was anything like the House of Zarlock back in Camelot, it would probably have been the main attraction in the whole country.  
 
    “Oliver.”  
 
     Felicity sat opposite him, but she leaned forward as much as possible without falling off her chair.  
 
    “How is it moving?”  
 
    “How’s what moving?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “The train… how’s it moving? Is it magic?”  
 
    It wasn’t the first time she’d asked something like that. There was the television, the car, the microwave, mobile phones… always the same question. Was it magic? And when he said no, she wanted him to explain how they worked, which he could never do to her satisfaction because… well, how the fuck was he supposed to know how mobile phones worked? He knew the basics, but even the basics probably sounded like rubbish to Felicity’s ears.  
 
    The train came to a stop at the next station. Oliver got up and stepped onto the platform. He had his oyster in hand and swiped it on the card reader. The barriers parted for him and he stepped through. The others followed him shortly and once they were at the bottom of the steps, Lucinda held out a fairly ancient map. After studying it thoroughly, she turned it around and then she began to walk. 
 
    They followed after her, walking on the pavement with houses on one side and cars on the other. They came to the end of the road, turned left and came to a set of traffic lights. Sambit was about to step into the oncoming traffic when Oliver stopped him. Lucinda pointed to the red man.  
 
    “It has to change to green.”  
 
    They waited patiently until the green man appeared and the cars came to a halt. The twins stared suspiciously at the drivers within the cars as they crossed. Once on the opposite pavement, they turned right and then left. When they got to the end of that road, Lucinda put away her map and stared up. 
 
    “Is that the house?” Fiona asked.  
 
    “It’s a fair size, isn’t it?”  
 
    “It must be the house,” Felicity said.  
 
    The centre of the building was made of glass that rose up at least three floors high. To the left, stretching past a lake, the building was made of glass and green metal. To the right, the ground floor was made of reflective glass and, above it, rose large cement blocks separated by thin glass ducts.  
 
    Oliver knew it wasn’t the house they were looking for. Two large pillars rose up on either side of the glass doors and they held up a sign that read “Welcome to the National Archives”.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “What now?”   
 
    They were sitting in a fish and chip shop outside Kew Station. Oliver wasn’t hungry, but he chewed on a chip anyway. Sambit and the twins hadn’t touched the food on their plates. From the second they sat down, their eyes had been glued to the television attached to the wall on the top right corner. 
 
    Despite them seeming very apprehensive to Wanderer technology, the television was appearing hard to resist.   
 
    “I have a map of the old house that stood there, my lord,” Lucinda said.  
 
    It was a small fish and chip shop, and the girl that had just served them their food stood only a few feet away. It wasn’t the first time Lucinda had referred to him as “my lord”, and it wasn’t the first time the girl stared at him oddly.  
 
     “I did some research along the way, and my suspicions were right,” Lucinda continued. “The Zarlock library was on the lower ground floor, adjacent to the river. It was said that they had a wall of glass pushed against the river and mermaids would come and press against it as Calacian Zarlock sat to read.”  
 
    “Mermaids?” Oliver asked sceptically. 
 
    “They’re fucking hot.” Sambit managed to briefly tear his eyes away from the television to make that comment.  
 
    “There aren’t as many as there used to be, my lord. But you can still find some on this side.” Lucinda dipped her chip into ketchup. “I’ll dig up some building plans for the National Archives, compare it with the plans for the old house that stood here and see if they overlap.” She took a sip of her fizzy drink. “We can go later tonight if things work out.”   
 
    Fiona pried her eyes away from the television.  
 
    “We’re coming, right?”  
 
    “If you want to.” 
 
    The twins and Sambit nodded. Oliver found he was quite keen to go too. It sounded like fun, an adventure. It also sounded like Lucinda was planning on breaking and entering the National Archives.  
 
    Something like that might sound frightening to the average man or woman, but Oliver was not average. He was Lord Fucking Zarlock. He’d battled werewolves, rescued damsels in distress, fought back a minotaur.  
 
    He wished he could tell the cute goth girl that served them as much. He looked up to find her no longer paying them any attention. She sat on a stool in the corner, her mobile phone in her hands.  
 
    The highlights of an old football game were showing on the television and Sambit and the twins had returned to staring up at it. The conversation was over, apparently. They would all be going…  
 
    He caught Lucinda staring at him.  
 
    As their eyes met, she looked away, blushing.  
 
    Oliver wondered what was wrong with him. The waitress that had served them was cute, but she wasn’t anywhere near as hot as Lucinda. And Lucinda liked him.  
 
    “Have you done this sort of thing before?” Oliver asked. “You know, breaking and entering into government buildings.”   
 
    Lucinda nodded. “Secure ones too.”  
 
    She took a bite of her fish and chewed, suddenly looking thoughtful.  
 
    “What is it with Wanderers and underground facilities?”  
 
    Underground facilities… Oliver opened his mouth.  
 
    “What –” he closed his mouth.  
 
    He decided he didn’t want to know what Lucinda got up to in her own time.  
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    Later that night, they stood outside the gate leading into the National Archives. Oliver wasn’t feeling as confident about this anymore.  
 
    Sure, this was a lot less terrifying than facing down a pack of wolves, or going head to head with a minotaur, or realising that there were beasts that literally looked like the devil.  
 
    But breaking and entering into government property came with its own risks. CCTV. Oliver could see the cameras stuck to the pillars on either side of the gate. Right now, the five of them stood directly in its path. 
 
    And what’s more, even though the sun had set a long time ago, it wasn’t dark. The street lamps saw to that. Oliver glared at them. He knew it was their job to light the streets, but did they have to be so bloody efficient at it? 
 
    What was even more odd was that instead of trying to blend in, they’d done the opposite. Lucinda had given them these ridiculous silvery cloaks to wear. He’d asked the question, whether they were invisibility cloaks.  
 
    They weren’t.  
 
    Apparently, invisibility cloaks weren’t a thing.  
 
    Sambit thought the idea was cool, and Lucinda wore a smirk, probably because she knew why he’d asked.  
 
    Long story short, Oliver wasn’t feeling that confident anymore.  
 
    This was stupid. Standing right in front of the CCTV, just before they were about to break and enter, wearing the stupidest of cloaks - it was the long-term consequences Oliver feared.  
 
    They could have wanted postered of him plastered all over- Oliver stopped his train of thought. It wasn’t exactly the wild wild west here, but still, this was stupid.   
 
    He told them as much. Although he didn’t use the word stupid. He’d wondered what would happen when they were seen. Lucinda didn’t seem bothered by the CCTV much. Maybe he should have actually said it was stupid.  
 
    Lucinda stepped up to the gate and placed her hand on it. She pushed gently and it opened. Oliver wasn’t surprised by that or suddenly inspired with confidence. He had seen the twins open locked doors. It didn’t mean they wouldn’t be caught.  
 
    Beyond the gates to the right was an artificial lake and to the left was a natural one. A path separated the two. Metal railings with oval lights attached on short posts lit that path. In the moonlit night, the National Archives loomed large ahead.  
 
    The building was dark save for the light coming from the front entrance. The front entrance they were heading straight for…  
 
    “Lucinda… You do know what you’re doing, right?”  
 
    She smiled at him.  
 
    “Of course, my lord.” 
 
    Oliver supposed that was good enough. Well, he didn’t really, but it was already too late to make a difference now. They had walked past a locked gate. They were now trespassers. 
 
    Still, the punishments that came with committing a crime in the Land of the Wanderers was much less severe than back in Atlantis. The worst that could happen was the police would come, arrest them and throw them in a prison.  
 
    A prison that they would most likely break out of almost immediately.  
 
    They reached the front entrance of the building. The automatic sliding glass door that led into the revolving doors did not open until Lucinda placed a hand on it. 
 
    She walked in and pushed the revolving door. They followed after her. Once in the lobby, she paused. A large man with a shiny, bald head sat at the circular reception desk, his head down. Lucinda stared at him, seemingly unsure of what to do next and then, with her eyes still on him, she began to walk towards the hallway to the left of the reception.  
 
    When they were halfway there, the bald man raised his head and stared at them. His eyes were sleepy and tired. For a moment, he watched them go and then his eyes widened.  
 
    Realising the security guard was about to panic, Lucinda took quick strides towards him. Coming up to the reception desk, she leaned over, her face inches away from his.  
 
    “Hello,” Lucinda flashed him a wide smile.  
 
    “What… how… the gates are locked, right?” the man looked past Lucinda, as if trying to see if the gates were locked or not.  
 
    Lucinda leaned in and reached for the name badge attached to the security officer’s blue blazer. 
 
    “Lawrence, is it?”  
 
    “The gate-” Lawrence stopped suddenly, as if struck by something. He stared at Lucinda, and then, a dopey smile spread across his lips as he visibly relaxed. “You’re really pretty…” 
 
    Lucinda fluttered her lids. Oliver looked away and stared down the hallway to the left of the reception, the one they had been heading for before the security man spotted them.  
 
    “Hey,” Fiona came to stand right beside him.  
 
    She had a smirk on her face. Which meant he wasn’t going to enjoy this conversation much.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “You’re jealous, aren’t you?”  
 
    Yup, he definitely wasn’t going to enjoy this conversation. “Jealous of...?”  
 
    “The fat bald man, obviously,” Fiona said as she gave a quick tilt of the head towards reception.  
 
    Oliver glanced at the security guard. Fiona’s description of him was accurate. He was fat and bald. “Sometimes, I don’t-” Oliver stopped. “Most of the time, I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he told her. “Why would I be jealous of the security man?”  
 
    “Because of Lucinda, dummy!” Fiona hissed. “She’s flirting with that other man. That must make you jealous because you obviously love Lucinda.”  
 
    Oliver was about to tell Fiona how stupid a comment that was, when he realised that the comment actually was stupid. To the point where, it didn’t make sense for it to have come from Fiona. No, the twins forte was either telling him things he didn’t need to know, or things he didn’t understand.  
 
    And then it hit him. She was here, talking to him, which meant Sambit was with Felicity.  
 
    “How’s it going between the… three of you?” he asked.  
 
    Fiona glanced at Sambit and Felicity, a distant look in her eye. “It’s hard sometimes…” she whispered.  
 
    Lucinda appeared beside them just then. “We should go before he recovers,” she said.  
 
    The security guard sat wearing the dopey smile and staring into nothing.  
 
    “What did you do to him?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “A little flirting,” Lucinda said. “But it was the cloaks mostly. They have an effect on the Wanderer mind. I wasn’t expecting it to be that easy but… his mind was a little on the simple side.”  
 
    With Lucinda leading the way, they stepped towards the dark hallway, and as they entered it, the automated lights switched on. Lucinda had her map out and they quietly followed her. They passed a dark museum and an empty restaurant with the chairs’ upside down on the tables. They passed a large locker room and then they came to their first closed door.  
 
    Oliver recognised the card reader on the door. It was one of those ones that required staff passes to enter. Lucinda simply placed her hand on it. There was a beep. She pushed the door. It opened.  
 
    Beyond it was another set of barriers. Again, she placed her hand on the readers and the glass barriers parted. The lights did not come on automatically in this section. 
 
    Lucinda held her hand out and it began to glow. They were in a dark and long corridor. As they edged forward, Oliver spotted a red glow on the wall. A moving red glow…  
 
    He tugged at Lucinda’s cloak and pointed up at the CCTV.  
 
    “I think they can see us.”  
 
    “They can,” Lucinda said. “But they’ll forget soon.”  
 
    They continued down the dark corridor. As one red dot stopped moving, another started. The door at the end led down a set of stairs. At the bottom, they came to another flight of steps, followed by another door and then three single steps led to a narrow and unlit corridor.  
 
    Oliver wondered how far below ground they were now and how much further they could possibly go. As the five of them continued down the corridor, lit first by Lucinda’s hand and now the twins' too, he suddenly felt claustrophobic. They came to another door beyond which was a large room. Tube lights on the ceiling flickered on.  
 
    The room was empty. A door to one side led into a set of toilets and showers that looked like they had never been used. The place reminded him of horror movies, places where people opened doors to find masked men with chainsaws.  
 
    Unsurprisingly, the thought of masked murderers with chainsaws did not scare him one bit. They would be quite easy for him to defeat.   
 
    Lucinda pulled out her staff and pressed it against the left wall. A gentle vibrating noise emitted from the staff. Cracks began to appear on the wall. A chunk of hardened cement broke loose, hitting the ground with a bang. The noise echoed around the enclosed space.  
 
    Lucinda continued pressing her staff against the wall until the cement and brick beyond it had broken away into little pieces, creating the shortest tunnel Oliver had ever seen. 
 
    A tunnel that led to nothing but soil and the occasional root. Lucinda raised her staff and pointed ahead. The soil parted, the roots burned, the tunnel extended.  
 
    Lucinda entered her self-created tunnel. With her staff pointing ahead, she began to extend the tunnel as she walked forward. Sambit stepped in after her and the twins followed shortly.  
 
    It turned out Oliver had a slight phobia of small spaces. He gave the large room one last glance. Letting out a sigh, he entered the tunnel and followed after them.  
 
    The air was thick and dry, broken roots stuck out from underneath and the roof of the tunnel was burning hot.  
 
    Keeping his head bowed, he hurried along. 
 
    Up ahead, Lucinda had put her staff away. She stood staring at the mud, a thoughtful expression on her face. With her hand glowing red, she parted the mud, and a few inches in, she hit something solid.  
 
    “I think we found it,” she said softly.  
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    Behind the mud was a wall of stone. It took much longer to break through the stone than it had the National Archives wall of brick and cement. Eventually, Lucinda managed to make a hole large enough for them to crawl through and that was what they did, head first, they dropped to their knees and crawled in.  
 
    As luck would have it, they had hit right into what appeared to be the Zarlocks' basement library. It wasn’t nearly as big as the one in Camelot, but it was still fairly large.  
 
    As the twins set off purposefully in search of the diary, Oliver and Sambit wondered around aimlessly. The room had a high ceiling. Metal chandeliers with unburnt candles hung from it.  
 
    With a simple wave of her hand, Lucinda gave life to those candles, lighting the entire room.  
 
    The shelves of books gave way to an open space area. There was only one chair, and it was positioned to face the bare stone wall opposite. 
 
    Oliver rested a hand on the dark-wooden chair with the velvety cushion. This must have been where his ancestor, Calacian Zarlock sat and read his books so many thousands of years ago. Looking around, he wondered how long it had been since another person sat on the chair or even stepped into this room. 
 
    His wonderings were cut short when Sambit jumped onto the seat.  
 
    “It’s really comfortable,” he sounded surprised. “Warm too…”  
 
    Oliver had noted that much when he’d touched it. It didn’t feel like it had lain dormant for thousands of years. No, it felt like an armchair would in front of a blazing fire. Warm. Sambit raised his hand, his index finger pointing.  
 
    “The fuck…”  
 
    He didn’t need to finish his sentence. Oliver had spotted it too. It appeared so suddenly. The stone wall was stone no longer. It began to glow a fluorescent blue. Oliver’s fingers dug into the chair. 
 
    “Lu- Lu- Lucinda,” he croaked. 
 
    She stared at him, her face white, her eyes sunken, her chest bones visible, skin on her arms flayed, thin white cloth draped off her.  
 
    Oliver’s heart began to pound. The sunken eyes… blue eyes. She had blue eyes, and they stared at him, they watched him, they poured into his soul, relieving every moment of his past.  
 
    His head felt like it was going to explode. He felt a searing pain as his forehead throbbed. 
 
    He began to remember memories that he shouldn’t have…  
 
    There were bright lights… he was crying… there was a woman… she held him in her arms… she had tears in her eyes and a weak smile…  
 
    Lucinda came into the open space to find Sambit sitting on the chair and Oliver standing beside him, his hand on the chair, both staring at the glass wall and the dead mermaid’s body that stood beyond.  
 
    Acting quickly, she literally slid into action as she skidded towards the chair, her staff in hand, she aimed for the armchair’s legs.  
 
    Oliver lost his grip on the chair as it toppled over, depositing Sambit on the floor. The fluorescent blue began to fade, as did the skeletal mermaid floating in the water. As the stone wall began to reappear, the blue eyes were the last thing to disappear.  
 
    “What the fuck was that?!” Sambit asked as he climbed to his feet and stood unsteadily. “I saw shit that I never fucking wanted to see!”  
 
    “I saw things too,” Oliver mumbled.  
 
    That woman, the one that stared down at him, tears in her eyes, he recognised her. It was his mother. Not his biological mother… but the one he grew up thinking was his mum. The one that died in a hospital bed, killed by the magic that transported her own child and replaced it with him.    
 
    Lucinda glanced at the chair warily. “That was a mermaid,” she said. “…a dead mermaid.” 
 
    With staff in hand, she poked the chair, and then, satisfied it wouldn’t kill her in some way, she put her staff away in her cloak and picked the chair up. “I’m going to sit on it,” she told them. “If the mermaid appears, don’t look into her eyes.”  
 
    Oliver didn’t get a chance to ask Lucinda why she wanted to sit in the damned chair. As the Dalit placed her perfect derriere on the old wood-framed velvety cushion. The wall of glass appeared again as did the floating body of the mermaid.  
 
    Oliver didn’t need to be told twice to not look at her eyes. Once was terrifying enough.  
 
    Lucinda jumped off the chair. “I think the River Thames is beyond this wall,” she said.  
 
    “A dead mermaid,” Sambit muttered. “Why was she dead?”  
 
    By this time, the twins arrived wondering what the commotion was all about. Lucinda filled them in, adding that mermaids were able to see inside the souls of humans. She theorised that what had happened to Oliver and Sambit, the flashbacks of distant memories must have had something to do with the mermaid being dead.  
 
    “How did she die?” Felicity asked. “They’re supposed to live for ever.”  
 
    “Unless…” Fiona’s voice trailed.   
 
    There was a sudden realisation amongst the group. Oliver wasn’t part of that group. He waited patiently for them to fill him in but no one did. Instead, they stared at the wall in horror or wonder.  
 
    “Unless what?” Oliver snapped.  
 
    They turned to look at him, presumably surprised by his existence.   
 
    “Mermaids only begin to die if they’re sad,” Lucinda said slowly.  
 
    “They’re only sad if they’ve lost their loved one,” Fiona whispered, “their soul mate.” 
 
    It took a moment for Oliver to understand and when he did, he too stared at the wall. 
 
    How often did Calacian Zarlock sit here? How did they communicate? A mermaid living in the water and a wizard sitting in his room, a wall forever separating them.  
 
    He wondered how it had happened. Had Calacian simply died of old age or had he stopped coming to this house of his? He didn’t know much about the lord. How had he died? Was it his great-great-great something grandfather or his great-great-great something uncle? Did the mermaid come here and wait for him? Was that how she died? Waiting and waiting… 
 
    Fiona crouched by the chair. Her fingers gently trailed down from the tip of the armrest. And then, she pulled at something.  
 
    It was a small book with a leather covering. “I think I found Calacian’s final Diary,” she mumbled. 
 
    Oliver felt a tingling sensation crawl up his spine. He glanced around the room and at the dusty library shelves, half expecting someone or something to jump out and reach for him.  
 
    He shuddered.  
 
    It was the damned dead mermaid. He couldn’t get the image of her floating corpse out of his mind. That face, those haunting eyes, he exhaled, suddenly feeling depressed. They had the diary they came for, and this place was giving him the creeps.  
 
    The others seemed to be thinking along the same lines. They all turned towards the direction they had come from. All of them accept Sambit. He seemed fixated on something to his left.  
 
    There was nothing there but a dusty bookshelf.  
 
    “Coming?” Oliver asked.  
 
    A nervous chuckle escaped Sambit’s lips as he continued to stare. “There’s a myth about mermaids, that even true heartbreak does not kill them. Instead, it sucks the soul out of their bodies… they become ghostlike…” 
 
    Fiona, who was walking towards the tunnel they had dug to break into this room, paused beside a bookshelf and glanced back. “I’ve heard that one,” she said. “One Hundred Myths That Aren’t Myths, by Edgar Wilson.” 
 
    “Myths that aren’t myths…” Oliver repeated. “So, it’s not a myth?”  
 
    “Oh, it’s definitely a myth,” Fiona said confidently. “Edgar was found to be a fraud.”  
 
    “He was, wasn’t he…” Sambit laughed again. He raised his hand and pointed towards the direction he had been staring. “That thing sure does look like a mermaid’s ghost though.”  
 
    They all turned to look in the direction Sambit pointed. A blue fluorescent figure floated above the bookshelf.  
 
    Her eyes weren’t sunken. Her blond hair wasn’t thin, not was it scraggly and scarce. Her blue skin glowed, and she wore a see-through white dressed that draped down her shoulders and came to rest just below her waist. Jutting out underneath was a mermaid’s tail.  
 
    She appeared peaceful, even a little hot. Those blue breasts beneath the dress had perky black nipples that pressed against it. She floated forward, a confused look on her pretty face, her eyes moved from Sambit to Fiona, to Lucinda.  
 
    And then she spotted Oliver.  
 
    “You came back,” she pointed at him. “I always knew you would.”  
 
    She floated towards him, smiling, her arms out, she tried to hug him. But the arms passed through Oliver. It reminded him of passing the Great Barrier. Her touch was damp and cold.  
 
    The smile left the mermaid’s face as she tried to hug him again. “What… what is happening?”  
 
    “Someone want to tell her she’s dead?” Sambit asked.  
 
    The mermaid whirled around to face him. “I’m dead?” she asked.  
 
    Sambit nodded, and then he stepped towards the chair and sat on it. As the wall of grey stone disappeared and the river of water beyond appeared, without looking at it, he pointed at the floating corpse of the mermaid. 
 
    “That’s you.”  
 
    There was complete silence as the mermaid stared at her decomposing body. And then, she shook her sadly.  
 
    “He never came back…”  
 
    She began to cry. The tears of a ghost, they rolled down her cheek. And then the little droplets of blue, they floated up.  
 
    Still staring at her corpse, the mermaid wiped away her tears and composed herself. And then she turned to face Oliver.  
 
    “You look so much like him,” she said.  
 
    “I uh… I’m sorry it didn’t work out between you two,” Oliver said. He glanced at the others. “Shall we go?”  
 
    “You’re going to leave already?” the mermaid’s ghost asked. “You look so much like him,” she reached for him once more.  
 
    But this time, rather than the hand passing through like it did before, her fingertips brushed against his left cheek. It was a cold touch.  
 
    “One last time,” she said, her voice a soft whisper.  
 
    “Sorry?” Oliver asked.  
 
    The mermaid ghost lifted her dress over her head and threw it aside, the white cloth vanishing into thin air. Her hands moved to her waist where began the scaly mermaid tail. And then, the mermaid answered a question that Oliver had never really wondered before.  
 
    She pulled the scaly tail down to her knees to reveal a blue cunt.  
 
    “Make love to me one last time,” she said.  
 
    Oliver stared at her blue cunt. Aside from the colour, it looked fairly human. And the way she unzipped her scaly tail and lowered it to reveal a curvy ass and human legs, the mermaid looked more like a woman in a costume than an actual mermaid.  
 
    But she was a dead ghost, and Oliver wasn’t going to make love to that. Sure, he hadn’t fucked in awhile, but that wasn’t because he was desperate. There were tons of girls throwing themselves, sometimes literally, at him back in school.  
 
    “No thanks,” Oliver said.  
 
    “No?”  
 
    The mermaid’s eyes widened as her lips curled. Oliver should have taken that as a warning sign.  
 
    “You’re a ghost. I’m just not into that,” Oliver told her.   
 
    There was only a momentary look of confusion on the mermaid’s face before her eyes flared. She opened her mouth to reveal sharp black teeth. And then she screeched.  
 
    Oliver pressed his hands against his ears and dived to the ground as the mermaid swooped over him. Fiona crouched beside him, her mouth moving. For a second, Oliver feared the screeching sound had deafened him.  
 
    Until he realised his hands were still holding his ears down tightly.  
 
    Some of the mermaid’s screech had passed through his hands and taken residence inside his head. Bouncing from ear to ear, it was like a bell ringing in his head.      
 
    He removed his hands and shook his head and the ringing sound faded. He turned to Fiona.  
 
    “What just happened?” 
 
    “You pissed her off is what just happened,” Fiona grumbled. “Couldn’t you just sleep with her?”  
 
    “Fuck no,” Oliver said. “Did you see her teeth? They were normal, and then they were black and like a fucking shark’s!” 
 
    “You don’t know much about ghosts, do you?”  
 
    “Why do you ask?” Oliver muttered. “The answer’s pretty much always no.”  
 
    “Ghosts can change their appearances,” Fiona said sullenly. “I think this mermaid is going to be trouble. We need to hide.”  
 
    On her knees, Fiona crawled towards the bookshelf. Oliver followed behind her. It was the time or the moment, but Fiona had a cute butt.  
 
    “Where are the other?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Fiona pointed to the bookshelf to her right. Oliver couldn’t see them. Fiona didn’t stop to point them out. She continued to shuffle along on her bottom until she reached the end. There was a gap between the shelf and the wall, and it was in that gap where Sambit’s head popped out.  
 
    “You should have slept with her,” Sambit said, grinning.  
 
    “No fucking way,” Oliver told him.   
 
    “You know she’s going to want to chew your cock off, right?”  
 
    Oliver stared at him, his eyes wide. “No!” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what vengeful mermaids do,” Sambit nodded knowingly. 
 
    “Why would you even know that?!” 
 
    “He has a book titled “How to fuck every fuckable thing”,” Fiona said, her voice flat. “I think there’s a chapter in it on mermaids.”  
 
    “Mermaid ghosts are vengeful murderous bitches that love to eat cock. Literally,” Sambit said. “They also like to-” 
 
    Oliver never found out what else mermaid ghosts liked to do. Sambit didn’t get a chance to finish his sentence. The mermaid had returned and she floated above them, grinning manically. She extended her hands. Sharp claw-like nails emerged and she swooped down.  
 
    Lucinda, who was a few feet away from Sambit, rose up to meet the mermaid, her staff held before her. She released a burst of magic. It passed straight through the charging mermaid and hit the ceiling above, creating a dust cloud and sending down broken debris. 
 
    As the mermaid came within reach, Lucinda struck with her staff and again, it passed right through the blue bitch.  
 
    But then, as the mermaid clawed at Lucinda, its form changed. No longer was it a fluorescent blue and no longer could you see past it. For the brief second that it clawed at Lucinda, the mermaid had turned solid. 
 
    And as Lucinda struck again, its form reverted and her staff passed right through it. The mermaid’s claws came forth as her form changed once more.   
 
    Lucinda staggered back and leaned against a bookshelf. She slid down onto the ground, her face covered in blood.  
 
    The mermaid held her hand out, and a long-curved blade with a silver hilt appeared in it. Her blue breasts bounced as she swooped down, the blade held to her side. She was going to decapitate Lucinda.  
 
    Oliver’s instincts kicked in and he rushed towards them. At the same time, Lucinda pointed her staff into the ground to her left. 
 
    Oliver raised his left hand and his shield emerged and at the same time, Lucinda’s staff glowed brightly and a burst of magic sent her shooting across the room and out of danger’s way.  
 
    The murderous mermaid slammed her sword onto his shield. Oliver reached for his staff. Filling it with magic, he moved his shield aside and swung it, aiming for the mermaid’s heart. His aim was good, and he would have struck it if the murderous bitch had one.  
 
    But instead, his staff passed through the mermaid, leaving a slight ripple, like a knife slicing through water.  
 
    It wasn’t going to be easy defeating this ghost.  
 
    Oliver closed his eyes, letting his instincts take over, letting himself connect with the shield and staff. He opened his eyes. His shield shot up as the mermaid changed into a solid form, her blade swinging. 
 
    Oliver parried the blow and then swung with his staff. He missed her – only just. The next few minutes played as if on repeat. Each time she moved in to strike, Oliver shielded himself and when he struck with his staff, she had either moved out of range or changed form.  
 
    He had to do something different. At this rate, they would continue on forever and, although he wasn’t tired yet, the mermaid looked like she could go on forever.  
 
    Oliver had an idea. It was a risky one that, were it to go wrong, he could end up losing his head. As the mermaid came in for another strike, Oliver raised his shield early, feigning a defensive move, at the last second, he moved the shield away and thrust his staff forward.  
 
    It was a good thing he moved his head back as he pushed his staff forward. His connected, hitting her on the chest. Hers didn’t – the blade passed within an inch of his neck.    
 
    Her face turned red, her eyes opened so wide, Oliver feared they would explode. His staff clung to her chest, as if it had dug in, buried itself amongst her shimmering flesh. Oliver tugged on it, the mermaid jerked forward, black lines extended outwards from the tip of the staff and spread across her chest.  
 
    Her form began to waver. His staff came loose and, as he pulled it out of her, the mermaid collapsed. Her breathing heavy and haggard, she crawled towards a bookshelf and leaned against it. Red liquid poured out from her blue eyes.  
 
    She raised a hand and pointed at him. Her lips moved and she croaked something that Oliver couldn’t discern. She coughed and what looked like blood but with a twinge of blue mixed with it, spluttered onto her naked body.  
 
    She slumped back against the bookshelf, her eyes closed. Her skin began to wrinkle. Black splodges appeared, marking her arms and chest. Her blond hair began to fall out as the meat on her body shrunk. Her skin clung onto her bones.  
 
    She looked awful, as bad if not worse as her corpse that was lying in the River Thames. She took one last haggard breath, and then her eyes closed.  
 
    Oliver’s shield retracted as he stood a few feet away from the mermaid. Lucinda came to stand beside him, the clawed marks that drew blood now gone from her face thanks to Fiona’s skills in healing.  
 
    “You saved my life,” she whispered.  
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    With the diary in hand, they left the Land of the Wanderers that very same day. Oliver’s visit to this place hadn’t been quite as fun as he’d hoped it to be. Sambit, Fiona and Felicity hadn’t been as impressed with Wanderer technology as he’d thought they might be. And when going on a hunt for a diary, never once did he think he would come across a ghost mermaid that first tried to fuck him, and then tried to kill him.  
 
    Oliver did think about Emily, his childhood Wanderer friend, the girl he’d had his first crush on. But he had a feeling going to see her might lead to further complications. She had a strange relationship with a Jinn named Talasha.  
 
    And truth was, Oliver had another girl on his mind.  
 
    Lucinda.  
 
    That had been the highlight of this trip. When the Three-Breasted witch announced that they had feelings for each other. And shortly after, Oliver and Lucinda pressed their naked buttocks together.  
 
    During the trip, Oliver didn’t get much of an opportunity to speak with Lucinda alone. He wanted to be back at the School of Merlin where he could get some free time to speak with her. What he would say, he had no idea.   
 
    And that was what had been on his mind all the way back. Lucinda sat next to him as they travelled in the carriage through the Death Maze. But once they exited maze and jumped onto their brooms, Lucinda, along with a squadron of Soaring Eagles, flew around Sambit, Oliver and the twins in a protective circle.  
 
    And as they flew over the forest on their approach to the School of Merlin, she disappeared from sight.  
 
    Oliver was back in the tree house now, lying in bed, his mind on Lucinda. All he had to do was get on his broom and fly out. Sooner or later, she would appear in the sky, following after him. 
 
     He could then approach her, talk to her, maybe bring her back to the tree house…  
 
    Oliver swallowed. His cock rose as thoughts of Lucinda’s gorgeous body lying naked on his bed filled his mind. But that was the problem. It would be too easy for him to fuck her.  
 
    He was Lord Zarlock.  
 
    She was a Dalit.  
 
    Although compared to others of her kind, Lucinda had a lot of self-worth and ambition. Every other Dalit, even Harmony included at one point, saw themselves as pieces of meat to be fucked whenever and however their owner wished to.   
 
    And despite Lucinda’s ambition and her obvious talent, she was still a Dalit deep down. And even if she weren’t a Dalit, there was a slim chance any woman would resist him. Oliver tried to hold back his grin. He didn’t want to think of himself like that, as irresistible or something. But truth was, he was irresistible on account of his name. Actually, it was his surname. Zarlock.      
 
    Fuck it, Oliver thought. He wouldn’t be taking advantage of her on account of his position. He already knew she liked him. His feet swung off the bed and he sat up, deciding he was going to grab his broom, find Lucinda and wing it.  
 
    There was a familiar thud, and then the door opened and in walked Katrina. Seeing her, Oliver sighed. He wasn’t in the mood for an argument, and that was all they seemed to be doing of late. It was like after marrying, they skipped the honeymoon period and went straight to the arguing at the drop of a pin stage.  
 
    Without saying a word, Katrina strode across the room and came and sat next to him on the bed. Staring down at the floor, she placed her hand on his lap. And then, she began to cry.  
 
    It was awkward. Oliver was awkward. He didn’t know what to do. Here was Katrina, the most confident and dominating woman he had ever met. And here she was, sitting beside him, crying silently.  
 
    And her cry was silent, save for the heavier intake of breaths and the hot tear drops rolling down her cheeks.  
 
    “What uh…” Oliver swallowed uncomfortably. “What’s the… what’s wrong?” he asked, as he placed a hand on her shoulder.  
 
    Katrina didn’t respond. Not immediately. At first, she brought her crying under control. The tears stopped rolling down her cheeks, her breathing calmed.  
 
    “I’m not ready…” Katrina whispered.  
 
    “It’s going to be okay,” Oliver said, rubbing her shoulder comfortingly, or at least, hoping it was comforting. “You’re the most confident and capable woman I know. What ever it is you think you’re not ready for, you’re going to be fine.”  
 
    He was being honest. Katrina was easily the most capable person he’d ever met. And until a few minutes ago, the only thing he thought she might not be capable of was crying.  
 
    “What is it you think you’re not ready for?” Oliver asked, genuinely curious.  
 
    Bringing her crying under control, Katrina brushed aside her tears. “I’m not ready to take over,” she whispered, and then looking up at him with doey eyes, added, “Mother is dying, Oliver…” 
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    Oliver lay naked in bed beside Katrina. She was still upset, but thankfully, she wasn’t crying anymore. Something he was glad she’d not done during sex. It was the second time he’d fucked her. And truth be told, it wasn’t the greatest sex he’d ever had. In fact, he still hadn’t come.  
 
    It was a dumb thing to think about, but Oliver began to wonder if it still counted as sex if the dude didn’t come.  
 
    He was still a little surprised by how it all happened. When Katrina walked in through the door, Oliver had been thinking about going out to meet another girl, Lucinda, the gorgeous red-haired Dalit.  
 
    Sex wasn’t on his mind any longer when Katrina sat down beside him all upset. After telling him her mother was going to die soon, she buried her face in his chest. Oliver wrapped his arms around her, not saying much, he held her tightly. Her tears dried eventually, and after wetting his chest, she looked up at him.  
 
    Her face was so close and her eyes were puffy but she still looked pretty. 
 
    And then, she pressed her lips against his.  
 
    Her little tongue probed inside his mouth. She tasted good, like cherries. She smelt good too. And as her lips pulled back, she unbuttoned her silky blue shirt. Her perfect breasts popped out.  
 
    The moment was wrong. Katrina was vulnerable. He didn’t want to take advantage of her. But at the same time… she was vulnerable, and she needed comforting… rejecting her now, wouldn’t that be the wrong thing to do?  
 
    Katrina took the choice out of his hands. Her eyes faltered, He thought he saw hurt in them, and maybe a sense of rejection. She lowered her gaze and was about to button up her shirt when Oliver grabbed her hands and stopped her.  
 
    “It’s not that I don’t want to,” he said hastily. “It’s just… you’re vulnerable… I don’t want to take advantage of you…”  
 
    “Take advantage?” Katrina stared at him in confusion. “I’m your wife… I need comfort from my husband. I need a distraction.”  
 
    “I’m a distraction?” Oliver asked, pretending to be offended whilst still grinning.  
 
    “Yes,” Katrina said. She freed her left hand from his grip and thumped his chest. “You’re too much of a distraction. More than I ever thought you would be. When mother said I was to marry Lord Zarlock, I never thought-” 
 
    With his free hand, Oliver took hold of her left breast and squeezed it. “Never thought what?” he asked, grinning devilishly.  
 
    “I never thought you would be such a drama queen!” Katrina laughed. 
 
    “Drama queen?” Oliver frowned. “No ones ever called me that before…”  
 
    “I thought you would be more amenable too… But you’re not. You’re a stubborn little fucker.”    
 
    “I’m not stubborn,” Oliver said, his frown deepening.  
 
    “Well, you’re not very agreeable,” Katrina said, her voice rising. “Where were you yesterday? I came looking for you, you know. I couldn’t find you,” her voice lowered.  
 
    “I was uh… I went to the Land of the Wanderers,” Oliver said.  
 
    Katrina raised an eyebrow. “What with everything going on, you decided to take a trip to see your Wanderer whore?”  
 
    “Wanderer whore?” Oliver asked, confused. “What are you talking about?”  
 
    “Emily. I know about her,” Katrina said.  
 
    “Bloody hell, you really are the jealous type. How do you know about Emily?” he asked, genuinely curious. He hadn’t even told Sambit about Emily.  
 
    “Lucinda,” Katrina said. “I do talk to her!” 
 
    “Ah,” Oliver nodded. That made sense. Lucinda did know about Emily. She had actually saved Emily’s life once. 
 
    Oliver realised he had really misjudged Katrina. When he first laid eyes on her, she appeared easily the most confident and self-assured woman possibly exist-able. But as time passed, that façade began to chip away. And now it appeared deep down, she was quite insecure.  
 
    “You’re thinking of her right now, aren’t you?” Katrina asked. She pulled her shirt together, covering her breasts. “I came to find you for your cock, and you had it in Emily.”  
 
    “You came looking for me to have sex?” Oliver asked, surprised. “How come?”  
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” Katrina said sulkily, now folding her arms across her chest.  
 
    Oliver watched her sit there, a childish pout on her face. She still looked hot. He didn’t think he’d ever seen her not look hot. “I didn’t go to the Land of the Wanderers because of Emily,” he said softly. “I went because of Calacian’s diary.”  
 
    “Calacian Zarlock?” Katrina asked.  
 
    She looked up at him, her arms loosened slightly.  
 
    Oliver nodded. He told her about the images that burst forth from the Show-er. They found the shimmering black device in the bedside draw in the room his biological parents had been murdered in, in the House of Zarlock.  
 
    They contained the selected memories of his biological father Wilfred Zarlock. In one of the memories, he was seen reading a book that turned out to be Calacian Zarlock’s diary. He was the Lord of Camelot at the time of the War of the Werewolves.  
 
    They found Calacian’s diaries in the House of Zarlock - at least the first four. The final diary of those four chronicled the events just after the end of the War of the Werewolves. Oliver told her how Calacian returned a hero, but according to his diaries, he didn’t feel like one.  
 
    The diary mentioned the werewolf king. Something had happened between him and Calacian Zarlock. Calacian retired to his house by the River Zooran to contemplate on what had happened.  
 
    And that was why he had gone to the Land of the Wanderers. Because that was where the River Zooran, now renamed as the River Thames, was.  
 
    “It doesn’t make any sense…” Katrina said slowly. “Why would Calacian Zarlock feel bad about killing the werewolf king? If killing their king won us the war, he should have felt great about it. Come to think of it… if Calacian knew they had a king, why did he not tell anyone? Why hide it?”   
 
    Oliver shrugged. It was something that had occurred to him too. Calacian was the only wizard to meet the werewolf king, and he decided to keep it a secret. It didn’t make sense on why he would do that, and it only added to the mystery.  
 
    “He didn’t kill the werewolf king.”  
 
    “You’re right,” Katrina nodded, “because the werewolf king is after you.”  
 
    “It’s only going to get worse too” Oliver muttered. “So far he’s only sent the pawns… there’s going to be a big attack coming soon.”  
 
    “How do you know this?” Katrina asked.  
 
    “Know what?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “You said the werewolf king has only sent the pawns and that there’s going to be a big attack soon,” Katrina said firmly, her eyes narrowing. 
 
    Oliver thought he’d already told her about the werewolves imprisoned in his dungeon. She already knew about him and Laura with her bitches ambushing said werewolves.  
 
    He told her about Kara, the wolf pack’s leader, how she mentioned the werewolf king had sent them as a first wave, that they were only pawns in the war.   
 
    “That was a successful hunt, wasn’t it,” Katrina said slowly.  
 
    Oliver stared at her suspiciously. “What are you thinking?”  
 
    Katrina smiled. “I’m thinking that we’re going to need you to be Lord Zarlock, my dear husband. And as Lord Zarlock, you’re going to have to make decisions and lead attacks. And I’m so proud that you managed to take down a pack of werewolves.” 
 
    “Oh…” Oliver nodded uncertainly. He hadn’t been expecting to be praised like that.  
 
    “I think it’s come at a great time too, what with mother dying…” Katrina’s sentence trailed off.  
 
    Oliver wrapped his arm around Katrina, pulling her in for a hug. His biological parents and his Wanderer mother died within hours of his birth. Oliver grew up thinking Andrew Morley was his dad.  
 
    Andrew was a drunkard.   
 
    Suffice to say, Oliver wasn’t really attached to any of his parents.  
 
    But he wasn’t an idiot. He knew most people loved and were very attached to their parents, or at least some did. And Katrina appeared to be one of those some that did.  
 
    He didn’t really know his Samira Khan, his mother-in-law that well. He’d only met her a few times, but those few times was enough to give him the impression that she was a strong woman, one that certainly carried the House.  
 
    With her gone, Oliver could see how Katrina would struggle. More so seeing how Sambit turned out to be - very into his drink and his women. Katrina would be almost alone in keeping the House going in the face of the considerable adversity they were about to face.  
 
    He didn’t understand the illness at all. Death by goblin heart… that was what Katrina had said. Oliver’s response had been an “oh…”. He had no idea what the hell that meant, but at the time he’d been focused on holding her tightly and trying to comfort her. And now the moment had passed, and truth was, he had a more pressing question to ask. 
 
    “How uh… how long does she have left?” 
 
    It came out a little bit more insensitive than he’d have liked it to.  
 
    “The witch can’t tell exactly but, anywhere between a month and two years,” Katrina replied softly. “I don’t know how I’m going to manage without her… looking after everything, and with war with the werewolves and the Le Fays… and rumours still persisting about Avalon…”  
 
    Avalon was the seat of the former Le Fays, the actual Le Fays that descended from Morgan and not the current imposters that had aligned with the werewolves. Rumours continued to persist of strange happenings on the island.  
 
    Tears were beginning to form once more in the corners of Katrina’s dark eyes. He remembered the twins telling him to talk to her. They’d sussed out something was wrong, that she wasn’t doing so well. Now that he thought about it, he supposed some of the signs were there.  
 
    In a short time, Katrina transformed from a confident woman to an almost needy and desperately jealous woman. She was his wife and despite their differences, he needed to be there for her in her moment of need.  
 
    “It’s going to be okay,” he told her, as he kissed her on the head.  
 
    Katrina buried her head in his chest, and she stayed there for a while. Long enough for Oliver to notice how good she smelt. And then he became aware of her poking at his lap, and more specifically, at his cock.  
 
    Oliver placed his arms on her shoulders and pushed her back. Her eyes were still teary, but she had a mischievous grin. “Well?” she asked. “Are you going to fuck your wife or what?” 
 
    And that was how Oliver ended up driving his cock inside his wife for only the second occasion.   
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    The first-time having sex with his wife after months, it wasn’t great. But it improved very quickly.  
 
    Oliver lay in bed with Katrina, having come inside her for the second time that day. It was only the second occasion he had ever fucked her - the first on his wedding day, and now months later, just when he thought his relationship with his wife was on the rocks.  
 
    She was still naked, as was he. His cock soft from having come twice, it rubbed against her curvy ass as she lay on her side, her back towards him, her head resting on his arm.  
 
    Oliver hadn’t thought of the moment as right to fuck, what with Katrina appearing in a vulnerable state and in tears over her mothers impending permanent departure. But once he took off her clothes, once she took off his clothes and more importantly, took his cock in her mouth, all thoughts of her vulnerability went out the window.  
 
     As he lay beside her now, he lifted his right hand and placing it on her ribcage, he moved it down her side. Coming to her ass, his hand moved forward and finding her wet cunt, he buried a finger in it.  
 
    “That was fun,” Oliver said.   
 
    “It was…” Katrina said softly. “I missed you…”  
 
    “Really?” Oliver asked. “I thought you-” 
 
    Katrina turned to look at him. “You thought what?”  
 
    Oliver laughed. “I uh… our marriage was arranged… and then we sort of got off on the wrong foot when-” Oliver paused.  
 
    “When you fucked Melisandre,” Katrina finished for him. “I don’t even care about that anymore…” 
 
    “You don’t?” Oliver asked, surprised.  
 
    Katrina laughed. “There’s a good chance we’re all going to be dead soon. The wolves are back and they’ve teamed up with the Le Fays.”     
 
    It was a grim thought, and one to be made only grimmer as there was a sudden thud on the balcony. The door to the tree house swung open and in walked Laura Pine. Oliver was about to reach for the blanket and cover his and Katrina’s naked bodies, but he was getting used to being naked in front of other people. There was a slight hesitation from him, and by that time, Laura had walked in and ogled their bodies.  
 
    Actually, she barely glanced at him before her eyes turned on Katrina.  
 
    Oliver stared at Laura, annoyed. “You can stop ogling my wife,” he muttered.  
 
    Laura, who had her eyes glued on Katrina, blinked before she looked at him. “Hey, you know I prefer the women more than men,” she said, grinning mischievously. “Women are just sexier,” she added.  
 
    It was true, Oliver thought. Women were just sexier than men.  
 
    “And Lady Zarlock is just… wow,” Laura murmured. “You’re not bad too,” she quipped.  
 
    “What do you want?” Oliver said, annoyed, his voice flat.  
 
    “I have bad news,” Laura said. She reached inside her cloak and pulled out a scroll. “It’s from Kacey Mobridge.”  
 
    “Who is Kacey again?” Oliver asked as he reached for the scroll.  
 
    There were quite a lot of Mobridges and not nearly enough had died during Oliver’s takeover of Camelot. Save for Gregory Mobridge, who died of a heart attack upon seeing his castle surrounded by soldiers.  
 
    Most other Mobridges, Oliver was told, managed to flee, or surrendered. Some even tried to switch sides, begging to be able to keep their holdings. Oliver didn’t really know what happened to most of them.  
 
    The aftermath of the battle was being taken care of by Samira Khan, his mother in law. The little he knew, she was letting a few of those formerly loyal to the Mobridges keep their holdings whilst others were losing their lands. Lands that she was redistributing to those that had helped her conquer.  
 
    “Kacey is Gregory Mobridge’s youngest son,” Laura said.  
 
    Oliver opened the scroll, his eyes glazed over the writing, and then he looked up at Laura. “Have you read this?”  
 
    She nodded grimly.  
 
    “What does it say?” Katrina asked.   
 
    “Something about me unfairly taking his lands, and a duel to determine justice. And if I don’t agree, he will continue to burn Camelot…” Oliver muttered.  
 
    That had been the gist of the words written on the scroll. Kacey wanted to duel him as they did in ancient times, it said. Oliver couldn’t see any harm in a duel. Armed with the staff and shield of Zarlock, he was fairly confident in being able to take down this Kacey guy.    
 
    “Continue?” Katrina asked, as she stared at the writing on the scroll. She looked up at Laura. “It says he will continue to burn down Camelot unless his challenge has been answered. Why continue? Has he already led an attack?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Kacey had indeed led an attack, and on a target that Oliver thought he had saved. Sherwood.   
 
    It was a small town of only a thousand or so occupants, he was told. Oliver had never been here before, not even as he’d planned and actually saved them from the werewolf attack.  
 
    Staring at the place now, its charred remains, stone houses broken and burnt, there was nothing the wolves could have done to come near destroying this place as much as Kacey and his band of cowards had done.  
 
    “Hey,” Katrina placed a hand on his shoulder. “You’re shaking…” she told him.  
 
    Oliver turned to look at her and nodded in anger. “I’m going to kill him,” he told her. “I’m going to kill that piece of shit.”  
 
    Ahead of him, Laura returned with her Bitches, the women all clad in short leather skirts and leather bras. Showing a lot of skin now that summer was here, they reminded him of Xena the Warrior Princess. 
 
    “He killed the men, took most of the women… there are only children left,” Laura said, her voice calm but cold.  
 
    Standing behind Laura, Oliver could see a small child. A scruffy little girl of about seven, she held onto Laura, her soot-covered face poking out from behind Laura’s maroon-coloured cloak.  
 
    “Take them to House Zarlock,” Oliver said to Laura.  
 
    She nodded quickly, and then turning, she spoke with her Bitches, giving instructions on what to do. They operated efficiently, Laura’s bitches. Almost immediately, some began to fly out on their brooms, some carrying one, others carrying two children each. Others stayed back and continued their search through the charred remains of the town.  
 
    Oliver turned to Katrina, his fists curled in anger. “How do I duel this bastard?”  
 
    “I’ll set the duel up,” Katrina said. “It shouldn’t take long.”  
 
    Katrina explained the tradition as they walked away from the town. She told of how nobles were allowed to request a duel to determine their fate or the fate of their houses. It wasn’t used often, as the requests usually came from obscure descendants from long buried houses, and there was no obligation to accept.  
 
    “I know the perfect person for the duel too,” Katrina told him.  
 
    Oliver stopped walking and grabbed Katrina by the arm. “I’m battling him,” he said. “I’m going to beat the living shit out of him.”  
 
    “While that sounds… strange,” Katrina muttered. “What if you lose? It is to the death.”  
 
    “I’m not going to lose,” Oliver growled. “Have you seen me with a staff lately?”  
 
    Katrina nodded. “I do remember, dear husband,” she said calmly. “But you lack experience. A slight mistake, and that’s it. You’re dead. And I can’t have you die too.”  
 
    It was a low blow, Oliver thought, bringing in her dying mother into this. But he was determined to fight this Kacey himself. Like it or not, Camelot was his, and the deaths of everyone in the town, they were his responsibility.   
 
    “I’m fighting him,” he told her firmly.  
 
    “Okay, how about if you beat my champion, you can duel Kacey?” Katrina asked.  
 
    Oliver let out a mirthless laugh. “Seems fair. Bring him on.”  
 
    “Great,” Katrina smiled. “It’s a girl, by the way.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
    There was no going back to her old life as a Dragonoski. This was Melisandre’s final roll of the dice. She couldn’t spend the rest of her life living in the House of Zarlock as a sex slave to Katrina, and an awkward friend to Oliver, the only man she had ever loved.  
 
    Being a sex slave to Katrina wasn’t the worst thing in the world. In truth, she found comfort and joy in the woman’s arms, or with her head buried in Katrina’s thighs. But recently, the Khan had stopped visiting.  
 
    No, Melisandre couldn’t bare this life anymore. While the world burned outside, she was stuck in this house, bored out of her brains. While wolves ran amok through most of the wizarding world, Melisandre sat in a library reading a book. While an actual battle between wizards and wolves occurred less than an hour’s flight from here, Melisandre lay in a bath of warm water and rose petals.  
 
    She wasn’t made to be locked up in a castle like a fragile princess, wiling away her time reading and walking the gardens. 
 
    Melisandre had been training with a staff for most of her life and she was damned good with one. Maybe not as good as Oliver with his staff and shield of Zarlock, and apparently not as good as Sambit either. She recalled bitterly how the oafish Khan had whacked her bottom during their duel in the School of Merlin.  
 
    But despite that, she was bloody good and better than the vast majority. And she knew about war and tactics. She should be out there fighting… She stopped short of thinking she should be fighting by Oliver’s side. There was no way Katrina would agree to that.  
 
    And that was the problem. She couldn’t volunteer herself to help. Katrina had been quite explicit about that, about how she should forget she was a Dragonoski. Unless it came to flirting with Oliver. In that case, she had better damned remember she was a Dragonoski and that Katrina would not tolerate another woman of noble birth be with Oliver.  
 
    So, this was it.  
 
    Her last throw of the dice.  
 
    A final way for her to be useful.  
 
    His name was Kartik Nakrenji.  
 
    She first met him in Maida Vale, where House Dragonoski sat nestled amongst the mountains. He’d come with his father, Lord Nakrenji. He took an instant and obvious fancy to her.  
 
    He was a shy young man. Aged eighteen when they first met, he was five years her senior. Tall, skinny and nervous, he wasn’t her type. She only spoke with him out of the courtesy one noble owed another.  
 
    Kartik mistook that politeness for something more. He began to turn up at her father’s house whenever the opportunity arose, and sometimes, when there was no opportunity, he would just fly over in search of her.  
 
    Being a typically spoilt and cruel girl, Melisandre took advantage of his infatuation, even led him on to believe he might have a chance. She used him for her fancies, sending him on ridiculous errands to prove his love and devotion.   
 
    Kartik was her final dice.  
 
    He’d come searching for her, as he always did. For a guy who was quite possibly frightened of his own shadow, he did have courage to come to the House of Zarlock knowing the house was alive, knowing there was a flying tiger about, knowing of the stories of the mysterious beasts that roamed the mountain.  
 
    The few Soaring Eagles that permanently resided on the mountain spotted his approach and intercepted him. And it was they that brought her his message.  
 
    Kartik had taken residence in Goblin’s Feet. Melisandre imagined that was the name of an inn. He’d helpfully provided her a map and circled the spot. The name of the place was Ickenham, a small town a few miles south of the House of Zarlock.  
 
    He would wait there for ever, if need be, until she came to see him. Or so the letter said.  
 
    He’d been on her mind ever since his message was brought to her. At first, she had rolled her eyes at the letter and thrown it aside. She had no interest in Kartik, not even the slightest affection for the man.  
 
    But as the days passed, and she grew weary of her situation, being stuck in this great house while the world changed around her, a thought popped into her head.  
 
    Kartik came from a powerful noble house - one of the thirteen houses that had a seat in the House of Lords. He was also Lord Nakrenji’s only son. Influence over him could really help Oliver. 
 
    Melisandre stared at her reflection in the long mirror. She wore a fitting purple corset that pushed up her modestly sized breasts. She had chosen a short skirt to go with it, one that showed off her long legs and barely covered her ass.   
 
    Turning away from the mirror, she glanced at the bed and her two servants, Filipa and Celsk. Walking up to them, she placed a hand on each of their heads as she took in their naked bodies.  
 
    Her hands trailed down their bodies, coming to their breasts, she grabbed each by a nipple and squeezed, the girl’s bodies tensing in response.  
 
    “I don’t know when I’ll be back,” she told them. “In my absence, I want you to behave. No fighting, okay?”  
 
    Both girls nodded quickly, their eyes closed, she could see them processing the pain. She released their nipples, leaned in and gave each girl a kiss on the lips. And then, grabbing the hooded black cloak, she stepped towards the balcony.  
 
    As the sun set over the mountain, she climbed onto her broom and kicked off. She was going to meet Kartik, and she was going to use him to aid Oliver and bring a quicker end to this war.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It felt good to be back on a broom, to be out in the open no longer bound by the walls of the House of Zarlock. As she flew forward, the rush of wind pushed back her cloak. Her white hair flapped wildly. 
 
    It was a warm night and silent night. And wearing so little clothing underneath, the warm air found its way down her top and up her skirt. It felt freeing. An image of standing naked at the top of a waterfall, her eyes closed, falling down into the water below popped into her mind.  
 
    She wondered why she had never done that in the House of Zarlock. Come to think of it, there were many things to do there to keep herself occupied. She could have swum in the lake that surrounded the island, could have taken a horse for a ride from one of the stables. She could have flown her broom and felt free, much like today.  
 
    Melisandre pushed those thoughts out of her mind as down below, she spotted Ickenham.  
 
    It was a small town, surrounded by fields on all sides. Melisandre landed her broom on the outskirts, beside the wide but unpaved road that led into it.  
 
    As she dismounted, she made sure to adjust her cloak and cover her scantily clad body underneath the dark and thick cloth. She pulled the hood up too, covering her face in shadows, she made sure to carefully tuck away every last strand of her white hair.   
 
    It had its advantages, her white hair.  
 
    She was recognisable by anyone who mattered. And usually, she wore it out with a sort of pride. But not today, not ever again. Not now that she was a wanted woman. Now, not only was she recognisable by anyone who mattered, but in addition, by the assassins her father had no doubt sent after her, the assassins that were too afraid to go to the House of Zarlock, but instead hung about in wait around Camelot in the hope that she would do precisely something like this. 
 
    Leave the comfort and safety of the House of Zarlock and venture out on her own.  
 
    The dusty road of loose stones and sand changed to one of poorly laid bricks. With the arrival of spring and the lack of any rain, the road was dusty. Not being used to walking on roads such as this, Melisandre lifted her cloak up so that it didn’t trail on the ground and catch dirt.  
 
    The road was empty, and the lights on the few houses on either side of the road were mostly dark, no lights shining. It was much too early for the occupants to be asleep, if there were indeed any occupants in them. The town for all purposes had a ghost feel to it.  
 
    Camelot wasn’t what it used to be, its once prosperous inhabitants now poor, those able to had fled for the Land of the Free.  
 
    After walking awhile, holing her cloak up, Melisandre became aware of how ridiculous she looked. In a place like this, people didn’t care about their cloaks catching a little dust. It then occurred to her that the cloak she was wearing, it was much to fancy, even if it were one of her more ordinary black cloaks. The velvety shine it had did not help.  
 
    Letting her cloak drop, she picked up her pace. Melisandre did not like this town. She sooner she met with Kartik, the sooner she could leave.  
 
    As she walked further in, she met the town’s first inhabitants. And elderly man walked with a sack floating behind him, a scrawny boy of twelve or thirteen followed behind, both with their heads down, eyes on the ground.  
 
    Oliver may have retaken Camelot, but he had a lot of work on his hands to get these people up.  
 
    The road ahead of her split, going both left and right. Melisandre paused slightly, remembering the message Kartik had given her. He said to turn left, and she did. But then, she paused. She had an earie feeling of being watched. 
 
    Melisandre glanced around as she felt inside her cloak, her fingers brushing against the cold metal of her staff. There was no one about, and again, the houses on either side of the road were dark. Giving the three-story building of stone to her left one more glance, Melisandre continued on her way.  
 
    She took long and quick strides.  
 
    The inn was supposed to be ahead at the centre of the town.  
 
    A few moments later, and she spotted it as the road opened up to a square. She counted the buildings on all sides. Seven. She held back a laugh, wondering if she had ever been to a more pathetic town.  
 
    She spotted the inn almost immediately. It was the only building with light shining out from it. Though it was named The Goblin’s Feet, over the door, or on any other part of the two-story building, it did not have a single goblin-related design, not even a large and hairy green foot.  
 
    What it did have was the skull of a bull hanging over the wooden door. Lazy, Melisandre thought, as she stared at it. One of the bull’s horns was missing too. 
 
    She opened the door and stepped inside. 
 
    It was warm, much warmer than it needed to be. Melisandre was tempted to take off her cloak, but it was the thought of revealing her white hair that prevented her from doing so. Added to that, she was barely wearing anything underneath.  
 
    Inn’s like this would be filled with unclean horny men. And the last thing she needed was to crack a few skulls of the men that would inevitably try to grope her. It wouldn’t really work with the whole trying to keep a low-profile thing.  
 
    As her eyes adjusted to the dimly lit common room, Melisandre became aware of how empty the place was. In fact, save for the innkeeper who stood by the bar, there was only one other man.  
 
    She could tell he was a large man, even as he sat hunched over his drink by the corner. A large and hair man.  
 
    Kartik was neither. He wasn’t large, and his attempts at growing a beard was laughable. Indeed, she had actually laughed at him for that very reason. Kartik was supposed to be here, waiting for her. He’d said as much in the letter. So, where the hell was he? He’d never kept her waiting before… 
 
     Annoyed, Melisandre walked towards the bar. A drink was what she needed to calm her annoyance at Kartik, and equally to calm her nerves too.  
 
    It was a strange feeling, being so at unease. She hadn’t left the House of Zarlock for months. Being cooped up in that great big house had chipped away at her confidence some.  
 
    “What do you want?”  
 
    Melisandre blinked, taken aback by the bluntness of the man. Her lips curled in annoyance, but again, she had to remind herself that he did not know who she was, that quite possibly, he had never met a person of nobility.  
 
    “I would like a Largoui Tapkini,” Melisandre said, her voice cold. “Don’t make it too sweet.”  
 
    The man stared at her blankly. He was a stupid-looking bald man with a thin wisp of moustache that he’d curled at the edges. “A Largoui Tapkini?”  
 
    “You do know what that is?”  
 
    The innkeeper shook his head. “Do you want a beer?”  
 
    Melisandre stared at him, wondering if she should pull out her staff and whack him across the head with it. She decided against it for the moment. If Kartik was a no show, then maybe before she left, she’d have a not so polite word with the innkeeper.  
 
    Deciding to ignore him, Melisandre turned her back to the bar and leaned against the wooden counter. She took in the almost empty room once more. Her eyes came to rest on the man by the corner. 
 
    He had his head down, and his arms hugged the empty mug before him. He was a large man, something she couldn’t help but notice once more.   
 
    “Do you want the beer?” the man behind her growled.  
 
    “No, I do not want the beer,” Melisandre said through gritted teeth, her back still turned towards the innkeeper.  
 
    “You can’t stay in here if you’re not drinking.”   
 
    Melisandre turned to face him in anger. “What?”  
 
    “Paying customers only. We can’t let any poor old rubble in. We wouldn’t have space to fit them all,” the man said, his voice gruff.  
 
    “You’re fucking shitting me,” Melisandre said, staring at him coldly. “There’s one other person in your common room,” she added, through clenched teeth.  
 
    The man shrugged. “We could fill up suddenly.”  
 
    “I’ll leave if you “fill up suddenly,”” Melisandre said. 
 
    In fact, she was tempted to leave right there and then. But before that, she would smack the barman across his bald head.  
 
    She wondered why she had ever agreed to come to this shit place. It was a foolish plan, hers. Kartik was a fucking idiot. Even if she did manage to exert a lot of influence over him, she would still have to convince his father to change allegiances.  
 
    Melisandre didn’t know Kartik’s father that well, but Lord Nakrenji did not strike her as a man easily swayed by the charms of a woman. 
 
    Having decided this was a crazy idea, Melisandre made to walk towards the door when it happened.  
 
    The idiotic and somewhat filthy barman placed a hand on her shoulder. “You have to buy a drink,” he told her.  
 
    Melisandre closed her eyes, took a deep breath, opened her eyes, then raised her right hand and slammed the man’s arm away. She pulled her hood back, letting her white her out. Turning to face the man, she reached inside her cloak and pulled out her staff.  
 
    “You dirty filthy piece of shit,” she fumed. “You dare touch me? You have any idea who I am?”  
 
    “Melisandre Dragonoski.”  
 
    The answer was right. 
 
    She was Melisandre Dragonoski.  
 
    But it wasn’t the barman that had answered.  
 
    Melisandre glanced over her shoulder. There, standing at the door was a young man wearing a glowing cloak. He had long dark hair that came up to his shoulders, and on his fingers, he wore many rings, most with enormous jewels on them.  
 
    “Kartik,” Melisandre said, the annoyance clear in her voice.  
 
    “Melisandre.”  
 
    Kartik remained standing by the door. A smile on his thin face, he held his arms out. Melisandre frowned, wondering if he expected her to run into them for a hug.  
 
    Because if he did, he was going to be waiting a long time.  
 
    He looked ridiculous in his shiny glowing golden cloak.  
 
    But that was Kartik.  
 
    Bad sense of style.  
 
    “Where have you been?”  
 
    “Oh, have you been waiting for me?” Kartik asked.  
 
    Melisandre’s frown deepened. She didn’t like Kartik’s tone. It sounded… almost cocky…  
 
    Kartik walked into the common room and coming to a table in the centre, he pulled out a chair and stood waiting for her. Still frowning, Melisandre walked towards him. She sat on the chair and staring up at his face, she got a proper look at him.  
 
    He still looked the same, the lean face, the long nose, the greasy hair, the slight stubble. She didn’t know why she thought he would look different. It hadn’t been that long since she’d last seen him.  
 
    Kartik sat opposite her. “You look beautiful,” he told her.  
 
    Melisandre wanted to say something nice back to him. It seemed like she should. The whole purpose of this meeting was to charm him, to infatuate him more, and then use him for her needs.  
 
    But staring at him, to her surprise and shock, she found she could not do it. Melisandre couldn’t flirt with him.  
 
    Oliver.  
 
    The young Zarlock was in her mind.  
 
    For some strange reason, this felt wrong. Coming here, wearing the little clothing she did under her cloak, it felt so wrong. She loved Oliver… He was the one that should be enjoying her body.  
 
    Not Kartik.  
 
    Or any other man for that matter.  
 
    Melisandre sighed. “I’m sorry,” she said.  
 
    Kartik leaned forward, and resting his elbows on the table, he placed his hands on her arms. “Sorry for what?”  
 
    “I’m sorry for coming here,” Melisandre told him. “This was a bad idea. I’m sorry for wasting your time, Kartik. I’m sorry for leading you on all those years. I’m not the woman for you.”  
 
    Melisandre pushed her chair back and stood up. She was about to pull her hood over her hair when Kartik grabbed her by the hand.  
 
    “I’m sorry too,” he said softly.  
 
    Melisandre stared at him warily. “Sorry for what?”  
 
    “I’ve wanted you for a long time,” Kartik said. “Since the first day I laid my eyes on you.”  
 
    A fond smile appeared on his face, but it was his eyes that worried Melisandre. Where in the past Kartik had an innocent if somewhat blank look in them, now there was a cold glint that sent a shiver down her spine.  
 
    “What have you done?” Melisandre whispered.  
 
    “I know you don’t love me,” Kartik said. “I know you never will love me,” he let go of her arm and sat back in his chair. “But I still want to be with you. So, this really was the only way.”  
 
    Melisandre reached inside her cloak and pulled out her staff. She filled it with magic as her eyes glanced around the room. It was still empty save for the barman and the other man in the corner. 
 
    “Where are they?” Melisandre asked. “Where are your men?”  
 
    Kartik smiled. In the dimly lit room, it looked truly evil. “Just the one man,” he said.  
 
    And on cue, the man by the corner of the room stood up, his body shaking, he threw aside his dirty cloak.  
 
    She’d known he was large, but now that he was no longer sitting with his hands around an empty mug, she realised he was insanely large. The man’s head almost touched the ceiling above.  
 
    Despite his size, there was something else about the man that worried Melisandre most.   
 
    “His eyes…” she whispered.  
 
    Kartik let out a little laugh. “His name is… ah, I forget his name,” Kartik waved his hand airily. “He was a gift from your brother.”  
 
    Melisandre managed to tear her eyes away from the enormous man to glance at Kartik. “From Arthur?”  
 
    Kartik nodded eagerly. “I don’t quite understand all of it, but it’s been very exciting,” he said, as he rubbed his hands together in relish.  
 
    Melisandre turned to look back at the man once more. He looked human, aside from being oversized. But it was the eyes. They were a dead giveaway. And even though she had never seen one before, she’d heard of them.  
 
    Yellow eyes that glowed… 
 
    “My brother gave you a werewolf?” she asked, as she swallowed uncomfortably. 
 
    Kartik didn’t respond. Instead, he clapped his hands together gleefully. That, or it was some sort of cue for the werewolf.  
 
    It began to transform.  
 
    The man dropped to his knees as his body began to grow, as his clothes began to tear. His head begun to bulge, and then his nose cracked as it became a snout. He tore off his clothes, then raised his head up as fur began to cover his body.  
 
    Melisandre stepped back nervously, holding her staff before her.  
 
    The man was no longer a man. He was a werewolf, and he let out a howl before he turned his eyes on her.  
 
    “You’re not going to take me alive,” she whispered, as the wolf charged.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver sat in one of the many open courtyards in the enormous house that was Ravenscourt. He didn’t like this place much. It held odd memories for him. His time of being treated by the witch doctor was a distant memory and a somewhat blurry memory, but even then, it did cause him to shiver.  
 
    And his other memories of this place, of Samira Khan, his mother-in-law. Those were awkward memories. She’d given him very explicit advice on sex, and on how to impregnate her daughter. Oliver wasn’t keen on that. On being given explicit sexual advice from his mother-in-law, and definitely not keen on impregnating anyone! 
 
    And now, to top it off, she was dying.  
 
    He hadn’t seen her yet, but he would soon, he was sure.  
 
    Oliver sat on a chair made of stripped bamboo, on which were red cushions. It was a comfortable chair, and a nice place to sit. The walls only rose for three floors on either side of the open courtyard, and each floor had open corridors with red railings. The corridors had red pillars, and from each pillar there were curved arches.  
 
    It was a nice spot to be in, a relaxing spot. He was seated on a comfortable chair, and for once, he was drinking something he was a little familiar with. Mint tea. And he had a smoking pipe that was made to perfection.  
 
    He’d become really fond of these pipes.  
 
    Sambit was sitting beside him, pulling on another pipe. He seemed relaxed. Far too relaxed. In fact, Sambit seemed to be his normal self. Which made Oliver wonder if he even knew about his mother dying. 
 
    He didn’t want to ask. It wasn’t an easy conversation to broach. 
 
    “You’re going to lose,” Sambit said, as he blew out a ton of purple smoke.  
 
    That was why he was here, to meet the “champion”. This girl that was to fight Kacey Mobridge. Oliver wasn’t keen on the idea of letting someone else fight his battles. That was what this was, essentially.  
 
    “You’ve met her?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Tried to sleep with her,” Sambit laughed.  
 
    “How’d that go?”  
 
    “Well, she threatened to break my arm,” Sambit said. “She didn’t…” he took a puff from his pipe. “She could have…” he added.  
 
    Sambit was good with a staff. Pretty darn good. If this girl was able to break his arm, he supposed she was pretty darn fucking good. But it didn’t matter. Oliver had the staff and shield of Zarlock. He was confident of beating this girl.  
 
    And after he won, he would duel this Kacey and destroy him.  
 
    Every time Oliver closed his eyes, images of Sherwood, the town Kacey had cowardly attacked, flashed through his mind. Burnt houses, burnt corpses… he’d been to see the children that had managed to survive. They were staying in the House of Zarlock. The youngest was only three, the oldest was seventeen.  
 
    They were being looked after by the Three-Breasted witch. The youngest was asking for her mother. That wasn’t something Oliver couldn’t give back to the little girl. But what he could do was capture the murderous bastard.  
 
    Oliver turned his head as he heard footsteps. It was Katrina, and behind her was a young girl of about seventeen years of age. 
 
    The girl had shoulder length blond hair and a cute pixie-like face with a sharp nose and blue eyes. She wasn’t very tall, barely coming up to Katrina’s shoulder. 
 
    “That’s her?” Oliver asked.  
 
    The words came out with more disdain than he’d wanted it to.  
 
    “She’s the best, Oliver,” Katrina said curtly. 
 
    “She’s a kid!” Oliver said. “She’s not fighting a duel to the death on my behalf.”  
 
    “Her age has nothing to do with any of it,” Katrina said. “She’s easily the best with a staff.” 
 
    “She’s a kid,” Oliver repeated, his eyes bore into his wife. “She’s not fighting my battles,” he hissed.  
 
    “Just duel her,” Katrina said. “Then we’ll talk.”  
 
    Oliver glanced past Katrina at the girl. “What’s her name?”  
 
    “Amy,” Katrina said. “She doesn’t know her last name. She’s an orphan.”  
 
    “Amy,” Oliver said. He climbed to his feet, then paused as he stared at her. She looked even smaller now that he was standing. “Uh… Amy, you don’t have to do this. I don’t know if Katrina is forcing you to do this,” he glanced back at his wife, eyes narrow. It wasn’t something he would put past Katrina. “I’m pretty good with a staff. I can fight my own battles. There’s really no need to go through this.”  
 
    “Katrina isn’t forcing me to do anything, my lord,” Amy said. “I am confident I can defeat this Kacey guy,” she added.  
 
    “I’m sure I can too,” Oliver said.  
 
    “I can do it quicker,” Amy said, her eyes sparkling. 
 
    “I’m really good,” Oliver took a step towards her. “I have the staff and shield of Zarlock,” he held his left arm up, brushing aside the cloak to reveal the shiny thin layer of purple metal that coated it. The metal that in the blink of an eye would burst out in the shape of a shield of thick metal.   
 
    “Yeah, I’m just really good, like awesome fast,” Amy said.  
 
    “Just duel already,” Katrina muttered. She slumped herself down beside Sambit. “It’s a good thing she doesn’t have a cock,” she grumbled.  
 
    “You really want to duel?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “This might be fun,” Amy nodded, smiling.  
 
    Oliver stared at her. She was a confident little shit, that much was obvious. He was still training with Scarlett Notaries. She was the best he’d ever duelled. Oliver wasn’t far from being on her level, which meant he was damned good himself. 
 
    But if this girl really wanted to duel, he supposed it could be fun. He thought back to the time Sambit duelled Melisandre in the School of Merlin. Sambit had toyed with Melisandre, whacking her bottom with his staff.  
 
    Oliver glanced at Amy’s rear end. It was curvy. She didn’t really look like a kid. Just a small but curvy wizard.  
 
    Oliver stepped away from the set of chairs and settees and into the open space of the courtyard. He gave her a low bow, then waited for her to join him.  
 
    Amy followed, a sly grin on her face, as she stood about ten feet away from him. She too gave a bow, then pulled out her staff. It was a simple dull grey staff, nothing special. 
 
    It was his turn.  
 
    Oliver pulled out the staff of Zarlock.  
 
    He filled it with magic.  
 
    The golden staff with the purple tips began to glow. Compared to Amy’s staff, it looked magnificent.  
 
    “Nice,” Amy said.  
 
    Oliver grinned. “Thanks.”  
 
    The staff was more than just pretty.   
 
    It was a special staff that had been in the hands of the Zarlocks for a long time now. And not quite unlike the House of Zarlock, the staff seemed to be alive, able to read situations in a duel and give him gentle nudges. The shield was the same too, able to detect attacks, sometimes it sprung out on its own to protect him.  
 
    Armed with the shield and staff of Zarlock, and with the training he’d been getting with Scarlett, Oliver feared this duel was going to be over soon.  
 
    Not that he didn’t think Amy was good. He was sure the diminutive figure packed a punch, certainly if Katrina spoke of her so highly. But it didn’t matter how good she was, he was better.  
 
    They began their duel.  
 
    And Oliver quickly realised he was in trouble.  
 
    Amy wasn’t a human.  
 
    She couldn’t have been.  
 
    He remembered her saying she was fast, but this speed was unnatural. Almost as fast as the damned wolves. He saw her charge at him, saw her body move, and then, in the blink of an eye, she’d crossed the distance that had been between them, and her staff was inches away from striking him.  
 
    It was his instincts that saved him from losing the duel within the first few seconds. His instincts and the shield of Zarlock that gave him the slightest of nudges. Oliver raised his left hand, the shield sprung out just in time, and Amy’s staff crashed into it.  
 
    It was a hard hit, and he felt the force verberate through his left arm, almost knocking him off balance. Oliver had little chance to recover as Amy pressed her advantage, swinging with her staff, she aimed for his legs, and would have taken them out had he not slammed his shield into the ground just in time, again blocking her strike.  
 
    The duel continued with Amy attacking aggressively, and Oliver doing his best to block, and moving back every time she struck. She was damned good, better than any he had ever duelled with, and that included Scarlett Notaries, his trainer.  
 
    Amy was just so incredibly fast and strong. Every time he blocked a strike, be it with his shield or staff, he could feel the force behind her strikes. How was it possible for such a little fucker to have so much power behind every strike?  
 
    Under normal circumstances, Oliver might have accepted she was better, which she clearly was.  
 
    But he couldn’t afford to do that, not today. The winner was going to duel Kacey, and that winner had to be him. Those children that were now residing in the house of Zarlock, parentless. They were his responsibility. He took back Camelot and forced the Mobridges out. And because of that, those children became orphans.  
 
    Oliver was going to-   
 
    He lost track of his thoughts as he stared at Amy. Meeting her blue eyes, he suddenly became aware of how piercing they were. He felt a strange feeling wash over him. A sudden urge to stop, to lower his shield arm, to put his staff down. And at the same time, he suddenly felt tired.  
 
    And then it happened. Amy struck, and his reflexes weren’t good enough. She caught him squarely on the chest and sent him flying back. He landed on the ground on his back, and before he had a chance to get up, Amy was standing over him, her dull grey staff pressed against his chest.  
 
    It was over. Were it a real duel to the death, she would have slammed her staff into his chest, crushing it. She’d won, and he knew it. He still had his staff in his hand, but knowing it was the right thing to do, he let it roll out of his hand as a signal of his acceptance of defeat.  
 
    Amy held her staff pressed against his chest a moment longer, a curious look in her eyes. And then she moved the staff away and held her hand down. Oliver took it and climbed to his feet, a sour look on his face.  
 
    “Told you she was good,” Sambit said, as he let out a puff of smoke.  
 
    Sambit was right, as had Katrina been. Amy was exceptionally good with a staff. She was faster than he, and maybe even stronger. Though how that was possible, he didn’t know.  
 
    But that wasn’t why he had lost. 
 
    As Oliver took his seat beside Sambit and reached for his pipe, he avoided staring at Amy. He’d lost because of that feeling of giving up, of exhaustion that had come over him suddenly. He didn’t know how it was possible, but he knew it came from her.  
 
    There was something about this Amy that wasn’t quite right.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The day of the duel came and they set off for the ancient town of Kharmund.  
 
    Oliver had never heard of the place, but supposedly, it was quite famous. He wasn’t surprised he’d never heard Kharmund.  
 
    Atlantis was an enormous continent with a lot of history and a lot of weird and wonderful places, many of which he’d had the misfortune to visit. Places like the Death Maze, the Killing Pits and the Borderlands to name but a few.  
 
    Kharmund, a deserted town a hundred miles north of the School of Merlin, it was on the border of the Land of the Free. It was one of Atlantis’ first towns, and was once famous for hosting battles between the fiercest of Atlantis’ beasts.  
 
    And then, one day, one of those beasts chosen to battle decided it would much rather eat the wizards instead. They named that beast the Devourer. Quite appropriate because it pretty much devoured the entire town’s inhabitants.  
 
    Luckily, that had happened almost a thousand years ago.  
 
    The Devourer hadn’t been seen for hundreds of years. The wizards didn’t return to populate the city. The town instead turned into an arena to settle disputes by combat. 
 
    Oliver decided to fly there instead of taking a carriage.   
 
    Spring was surely here as the sun shone brightly, and it felt good to by flying. The skies were clear, and he zoomed over the flat fields with Sambit and Katrina beside him, and ahead, a few squadrons of Soaring Eagles.  
 
    Laura had come too, with her Bitches.  
 
    Oliver still thought it should be him that battled Kacey. But he had lost the duel fair and square. Lost to a witch that was magnificent at duelling. A witch that was so damned fast, it was unnatural.  
 
    Oliver did wonder if he lost the duel fair and square… 
 
    He remembered the feeling that had suddenly washed over him. A feeling that urged him to surrender. It was like someone was telling him to stop. Someone very persuasive.  
 
    It reminded him of Talasha, the jinn that could read his thoughts. It was like someone was in his head, telling him to stop.  
 
    He mentioned it to Sambit, who told him it wasn’t possible for witches to read minds, or use mind control. And when Oliver pressed with the matter, Sambit told him to accept he’d lost. There was no shame in losing to Amy. She was the best, Sambit said.  
 
    Not wanting to sound like a sore loser, Oliver gave up. Though it hadn’t completely left his mind. He decided he’d keep an eye on Amy.  
 
    Laura wasn’t happy about Amy duelling either. Laura wanted to be the one battling Kacey, and when Oliver told her how good Amy was, she scoffed at him, telling him it was probably because he’d been distracted by Amy’s boobs, or her ass. And that was why he lost.  
 
    None of that was true.  
 
    But Laura was fairly certain it was fact. Apparently, it wasn’t his fault he’d been distracted. It was only natural considering he’d not had any sex for a long time now.  
 
    And then, she asked him if she could help, if he wanted some relief. She was more than happy to accommodate him. She then proceeded to place a hand on his cock and squeeze it. 
 
    Oliver politely declined her generous offer, and then gently but firmly moved her hand away from his cock before she noticed it growing. It wasn’t that he wanted her. It was more that the male anatomy tended to respond to touch. 
 
    Laura asked him if she wasn’t his type, and then kindly volunteered her Bitches. Any one would be more than happy to live out any and all of his fantasies, she said.   
 
    Oliver’s eyes had widened at that.  
 
    “I can pick any one of your bitches?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Laura grinned. “You can have more than one, and they’ll do whatever you want,” she bit into her bottom lip.  
 
    Some of Laura’s Bitches were pretty damned hot. But Oliver had to decline once more. He was actually getting a bit of action now, having finally fucked his wife for the second occasion.  
 
    And of course, there was Lucinda too. Turned out they had a mutual attraction that he very much wanted to explore.  
 
    Thoughts for another time, Oliver said to himself.  
 
    They were here now, flying towards Kharmund to battle Kacey, or rather to watch Amy battle the fuck face. Oliver had never seen Kacey, but he was sure the guy was a fuck face.  
 
    They were flying over green fields, and ahead Oliver could see the town in the distance. As they flew closer and he could see the town clearer, he nodded to himself. Yup, the town was definitely deserted.  
 
    The buildings were made of stone and covered in ivy. It was fairly well preserved, with most buildings having stood the test of time. Flying over it, he could see it wasn’t the largest town. A few hundred, maybe a thousand or so buildings. The roads were wide, and the buildings large and detached, most with their own walls. Oliver imagined in its heyday, it was a grand town.  
 
    In the centre, he could see the arena where Amy was to duel.  
 
    It was circular in shape, and rose up from the ground like the colosseum with pillars and archways and thousands of seats that rose row after row, surrounding the arena. Made of red stone, it was the only structure that was completely free of vine.     
 
      On opposite sides were two raised platforms. There were poles attached to the four corners of the platforms, and flags fluttered from each pole. It was obvious which platform he needed to head to - the one with the roaring white tiger against a purple background.  
 
    Oliver still wasn’t ecstatic about being a Zarlock. In his opinion, his biological parents had done a pretty shitty thing, sacrificing an innocent child’s life to save his own. But as he flew towards the flags, he did feel a little pride. The flags looked awesome.  
 
    Oliver landed on the platform, and beside him landed Katrina, Sambit, and a few other nobles from houses aligned with his. He recognised most of their faces, but knew only few of their names.  
 
    Above him were a lot of Soaring Eagles. They stayed on their brooms, floating above him. Katrina had drilled the plan into his head. If something were to go wrong, if Kacey Mobridge and the Le Fays planned to set a trap, he was to fly out of here. There were two squadrons of Soaring Eagles who were ready to sacrifice their lives to see him out from here, along with Laura and her Bitches.  
 
    Oliver was glad Katrina was by his side. She was thorough, if nothing else, having sent men ahead of time to scope the place out, to make sure no traps were set.  
 
    He hoped there wasn’t that kind of trouble.  
 
    He wanted a clean battle between Amy and Kacey.  
 
    Oliver heard horns blaring in the distance, and he turned to look at the platform opposite. There was a swarm of brooms over the other platform, and a great many of the broom riders held poles on which were many different flags.  
 
    “Don’t let them get to you,” Katrina whispered in his ear. 
 
    “Why would they get to me?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Katrina stared at him quizzically. “I thought seeing all those flags opposite you might make you nervous.”  
 
    “I wasn’t even thinking about that,” Oliver said, as he glanced towards the flags. There were a lot of them.  
 
    “You’re worried now, aren’t you?” Katrina asked. 
 
    Oliver turned to her. “They seem to have more flags than we do…” 
 
    “They’re here to show support to House Mobridge because of what happened to them when we took Camelot. That’s why they’re here. We have many more houses on our side, but we don’t have to make a show of it.”  
 
    Just then, a few brooms from the opposite side began to fly towards them, one carrying a green flag.  
 
    Katrina pointed at the flag. “It used to be a sign of peace, but now its mostly used to signal an intent to talk.”  
 
    She set off towards them. Oliver joined her, as did a few Soaring Eagles and Laura. They flew over the arena, and Oliver stared down to see wizards and witches coming out of tunnels and taking their seats. 
 
    “Who are they?” he asked, pointing down at them.  
 
    “This duel was announced at the House of Lords. They’re here to watch.” Katrina stared down at them, then flew closer to him. “You remember the plan, don’t you?”  
 
    “Yes. At the first sign of trouble, I fly out of here without looking back,” he said, his voice dull.  
 
    “That’s right,” Katrina said.  
 
    “Why am I even here?” Oliver said, wondering aloud. 
 
    He wasn’t allowed to duel, and if there was any trouble he was supposed to fly away. What really was his point of being there?  
 
    Katrina ignored him and pointed ahead. “See the guy with the long blond hair? That’s Kacey Mobridge. Don’t attack him, please.”  
 
    “Why not?” Oliver asked, his jaw setting.  
 
    “Because that’s against the rules,” Katrina said firmly.  
 
    “Who gives a fuck?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Obviously not you,” Katrina muttered. “But its better if we can get out of here without trouble. Trouble can lead to deaths, and you don’t want people to die because of you, do you?” 
 
    Oliver turned to look at her. “What the fuck,” he muttered. “That’s a bit much, isn’t it?”  
 
    “Oh, sorry,” Katrina mumbled, her cheeks colouring. “I was trying some of mothers tactics of guilting people into doing what she wants them to. Was it really a bit much?”  
 
    “Just a little,” Oliver said testily.  
 
    Floating over the centre of the arena, Oliver sat on his broom a few feet away from Kacey and his entourage. Even if Kacey hadn’t murdered a whole town of innocent people, Oliver had a feeling he would have disliked the Mobridge. He had that look about him, the playground-bully type look with the slick blond hair brushed back and that insufferably smug smile on his face. He wore a black cloak with diamonds around the collar.    
 
    “Lord Zarlock,” Kacey said, nodding at him, his voice deep.  
 
    “Shit face,” Oliver responded, making his voice even deeper.  
 
    Kacey turned to look at Katrina in surprise. “Did Lord Zarlock just call me-” 
 
    “Let us get this over with, Kacey,” Katrina said, interrupting him. “We would all much rather be elsewhere than here.”  
 
    “I actually quite like this town,” Kacey said, smiling smugly.  
 
    “Yeah, because you don’t have anywhere else to go to,” Oliver said, pleased with himself.  
 
    Kacey stopped smiling. “How very observant of you, my lord.”  
 
    Oliver didn’t feel so pleased anymore. Kacey seemed to act like he was the grownup. Oliver really wanted to punch the guy in the face. It took all his willpower to not fly forward and smash the teeth out of Kacey’s mouth with his shield hand.  
 
    “I was going to duel Lord Zarlock myself,” Kacey said, “but then, I found this most irresistible candidate…”  
 
    “You’re not duelling?” Oliver asked in surprise.  
 
    Kacey’s smile returned. “I planned to,” he said. “But I was convinced otherwise.”  
 
    “Convinced by whom?” Katrina asked.  
 
    “Lord Le Fay,” Kacey said.  
 
    Katrina blinked. “Lord Le Fay?” she repeated, confused.  
 
    Kacey laughed. “He gave me my champion.” He glanced down at the arena below, and then pointed. “There he is.”  
 
    They were a hundred or so feet up in the air on their brooms. But down below, it was easy to spot Kacey’s champion. The guy was enormous, at least three times the size of Amy. And then, the man looked up, and even from that distance, Oliver could see the eyes.  
 
    Katrina looked away from the beast and towards Kacey. “It’s a werewolf…”  
 
    “Not just any werewolf,” Kacey said. “This one is a beast!” 
 
    “They’re all beasts you dumb fuck,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    Kacey frowned at him. “You’re very strange, my lord.” And then, he turned to Katrina, smiled, gave a bow of the head and flew off back towards his platform.  
 
    Oliver watched him go, now very annoyed. The fact that he wouldn’t be able to fight pissed him off, but he consoled himself somewhat on the basis that Amy was amazing with a staff, and that she would literally kill the piece of shit that was Kacey.  
 
    But now, Kacey wasn’t going to die. 
 
    The coward wasn’t even duelling.  
 
    Oliver didn’t even care that somehow the little fucker had managed to get hold of a fucking beast of a werewolf, or that he claimed to have changed his mind about duelling because of a Lord Le Fay. With his eyes on the platform opposite, and more specifically, on Kacey, there was only one thought going through Oliver’s mind.  
 
    It didn’t matter what happened down there in the arena, he was going to kill Kacey today.  
 
    Okay, that was a lie. There was more than one thought going through his mind. There were actually two thoughts.  
 
    Oliver turned his head left towards Katrina. “Did he say Lord Le Fay gave him the werewolf?”  
 
    Katrina nodded, confusion and worry in her eyes.  
 
    “Like, an actual Lord Le Fay?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Again, Katrina nodded.  
 
    “Aren’t they supposed to be dead?” Oliver asked. “Didn’t my great great something Merlin kill off the last of the Le Fays?”  
 
    That was one thing Oliver remembered quite clearly. His ancestor Merlin defeated Morgan Le Fay, the last of the Le Fays in the War of the Wanderers. He sliced her head off and threw it on the battle field.  
 
    That had been over a thousand years ago. And for that whole time, the Le Fays had been presumed dead… 
 
    Katrina stared ahead, worry in her eyes.  
 
    “It would be great if you said something,” Oliver muttered, annoyed.  
 
    “First the werewolf king returns after thousands of years, now there’s an actual Le Fay?” Katrina asked, her tanned skin paling somewhat. “If that were true, if there actually is a Le Fay, that would be so very bad for us,” she said, her voice barely a whisper.  
 
    Oliver’s brows furrowed. “Maybe its better you don’t talk,” he mumbled.    
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver flew down to the bottom of the arena, landing his broom on yellow smoothened rocky surface, he dismounted from his broom, shrunk it and then placed it on the holder around his waist.  
 
    From down here, he looked up and around at the arena. The arena wall rose twenty feet, and above that, in rows were seats carved into the stone. On opposite ends of the arena were two doors over which were metal gates.  
 
    It was very Roman in nature, and Oliver had that feeling. He could see it in its heyday, thousands of people seated around the arena, cheering as the beasts battled.  
 
    Now though, there were only a few hundred spectators at best. They sat scattered around the arena on the seats carved into the yellow rock.  
 
    Oliver made his way to the door on the right, the door that was directly below the platform above where Sambit, Katrina and the others were. As Oliver approached the metal gate, the bars parted inwards.  
 
    Oliver stepped through into the dark curved tunnel. A short walk down and it led to a large room lit by candle light. And that’s where Amy was. 
 
    She stood in a corner, her back towards him, she was naked.    
 
    “Oh, sorry,” Oliver said, as he spotted her behind. “I didn’t realise you were changing.”  
 
    Oliver turned quickly to look away from her.  
 
    Amy laughed. “You can turn around, my lord,” she said.  
 
    “Have you put some clothes on?”  
 
    “I have,” Amy said.  
 
    Oliver turned to face her. Amy stood in the corner, a smirk on her face, and with absolutely no clothes on.  
 
    “I thought you said you’d put clothes on,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    Amy laughed again. It was a cute laugh, infectious. She walked towards him, taking light steps, almost prancing. “Do naked women make you nervous, my lord?” she asked, smiling.  
 
    “No,” Oliver said.  
 
    His voice came out gruffy. His eyes narrowed as he watched Amy came to stand a foot away from him, her naked body fully on display. She was much smaller than he and barely came up to his chest. But she did have large breasts and small pink nipples. Her cunt was shaven, and she stood with her legs parted just a little.  
 
    “Oh,” Amy said, that smirk still on her face. “I thought naked women did make you nervous.”  
 
    “Why would you think that?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “It’s just something you’re famous for, my lord,” Amy said. She took another step closer to him. He could feel the heat emanating from her naked body now. “They say your Wanderer-” 
 
    Oliver grabbed her by her bare waist and pulled her in roughly, pressing her naked body against his clothed one. “My Wanderer sensibilities?” he asked. It was something he’d heard a few times.  
 
    Amy nodded, though she no longer had that smirk on her face. Oliver grinned as he stared down at her large blue eyes. She wasn’t so confident anymore, now that he’d pulled her naked body in tightly.  
 
    With an arm wrapped around her back holding her tightly against him, Oliver’s other hand trailed down her ass before he felt for her cunt. “What else do they say about me?” he asked.  
 
    “They say-” 
 
    Amy gasped as Oliver found her cunt. She closed her eyes as his fingers parted her wet pussy lips and he shoved one in. Amy’s body shuddered as he found her clit with his thumb and pressed against it.  
 
    “What else do they say?” Oliver repeated, whispering in her ear.  
 
    In response, a low moan escaped Amy’s lips. Her eyes still closed, she felt for his waist, and finding it, she pulled his trousers down. Oliver’s large cock flopped out and she rubbed the tip. Oliver released his grip around her waist and took his finger out of her cunt.  
 
    Now free, Amy didn’t back away. Instead, she guided his cock to her cunt as she stared up at him. As his cock rubbed against her wet cunt, her eyes had a distant look in them.  
 
    Oliver lifted his hands and grabbed her breasts. She had perfectly large bouncy tits, and he wanted to suck on them. He wanted to do more too. He wanted to pick Amy up and throw her down on the hard ground and fuck her. 
 
    She was the perfect size to make him feel like a monster. He could imagine her squeal as he drove his cock inside her. He wondered if a cock like his would ruin a small girl like her. He pushed the thoughts aside.  
 
    This wasn’t the time or place.  
 
    He’d come to see Amy for a reason. And that reason certainly wasn’t to fuck her. With both his hands on her arms, he pushed her back.  
 
    “You don’t want me?” Amy asked, confused, her hand still holding his cock. “I’ll do anything you want…”  
 
    Oliver’s eyes twinkled. He could see doing a lot to her petite body. There was some fun in fucking a woman much smaller than himself. That notion of completely dominating a girl, of being a fucking beast in bed- 
 
    And that snapped him back to the matter in hand.   
 
    The beast.  
 
    “Kacey isn’t duelling,” Oliver said.  
 
    “What?” Amy asked.  
 
    “Kacey isn’t-” 
 
    “I heard you, my lord,” Amy said, disappointment in her voice. “It just wasn’t what I was expecting to hear when I offered my body to you.” 
 
    She looked down at the ground, and then, as if suddenly becoming aware of her nakedness, and the fact that Oliver had pulled up his trousers, she placed a hand over her cunt to hide it. Her breasts were still on display though, and Oliver was tempted to take them in his mouth.  
 
    “Who is his champion?” Amy asked, looking up at him now.  
 
    “It’s not so much who,” Oliver muttered. “It’s what you’re duelling.”  
 
    And when Amy stared at him confused, Oliver explained how Kacey had been tempted by a Lord Le Fay to use a werewolf instead as his champion. And Oliver had seen the werewolf. It wasn’t like the wolves he’d met before, who were a mixture of old and young.  
 
    This thing looked like a fucking beast even in its human from, and that too from over a hundred feet up in the air.    
 
    He expected a reaction from Amy, and he was ready to tell her that he’d be more than happy to take her place in duelling the werewolf. Oliver had some experience in battling the beasts.  
 
    But it wasn’t the wolf Amy seemed concerned about.  
 
    “What do you mean a Lord Le Fay gave him a werewolf?” Amy asked, frowning. “What does that even mean?”  
 
    Oliver shrugged. He’d not had much time to think that over. An actual Lord Le Fay? That family had died out thousands of years ago. The last Le Fay was Morgan, and she was killed by Merlin at the Battle of the Wanderers.  
 
    He’d seen a recollection of the event in headmistress’ office back in the School of Merlin. His ancestor of the same name plunged Excalibur into the heart of Morgan, thus bringing an end to the war and an end to her house.  
 
    “Maybe he’s just chatting shit,” Oliver said.  
 
    Amy frowned. “Chatting shit?”  
 
    Oliver was surprised it didn’t happen often, that he didn’t have more issues communicating with the Atlanteans. “Maybe he’s just making things up to scare us,” he explained.  
 
    “Could be,” Amy said uncertainly, not seeming convinced. “How did he manage to get a wolf to duel on his behalf?”  
 
    That was one thing Oliver nor Katrina were surprised by. They already knew the wolves were working with the Le Fay supporters. Carla Mobridge had admitted as much when they retook Camelot. The beast that Oliver battled outside Castle Pine, it was not one from this side of the Line of Control.  
 
    Apparently, from where the werewolves came, the few wizards that had ventured that far always came back with stories of mysterious creatures, beasts that shouldn’t exist. The few wizards that did venture to that side of the Line of Control did so to hunt said beasts. It was a risky venture, often ending with death in a horrible fashion.  
 
    But men still ventured beyond. The rewards of success were high. Come back with something unique and alive, you were rich. Come back with something unique and dead, you could still sell the body to the many witch doctors and alchemists.  
 
    Oliver told Amy what they knew about the werewolves working with the Le Fay supporters, working with Lord Dragonoski.  
 
    He expected her to be more surprised, as most wizards seemed to be. The werewolves were sworn enemies. They built a wall large so large, it was easily the biggest structure in Atlantis by a hundred times, just to keep the wolves out. Not only that, every house contributed men and money to patrol that wall and keep the werewolves away.  
 
    Why then would wolves suddenly team up with the Le Fays? It made little sense to anyone, but it was the reality. And it took most wizards some time to accept that reality. 
 
    Not Amy though. She shrugged her shoulders, then turned and walked back to the corner. Oliver had walked in just as she’d taken off her clothes to change into her battling gear.  
 
    He could see the chainmail skirt and bra on the stone bench by the corner. That was what she was going to wear when battling a wolf?  
 
    “Have you ever battled a wolf?” Oliver asked, his voice conversational as he walked towards her.  
 
    Amy turned her head towards him. “No,” she said slowly. But then, a smile spread across her lips. “How hard can it be?”  
 
    “Very hard,” Oliver said. “They’re stronger and faster than us in their human forms. When they transform into wolves… their speed becomes unbelievable.”  
 
    “Loving the pep talk,” Amy said, her eyes sparkling.  
 
    She turned and picked up the chainmail skirt. Oliver watched as she pulled it up her slender legs. It was shorter than he’d thought it to be, barely covering her ass, it accentuated her curves. Amy reached for the bra, and as she was in the process of putting it on, Oliver made his move.  
 
    His hand had been inside his cloak wrapped around his staff. He brought it out and as quick as he could, he whacked her on the head with it.  
 
    Amy turned, then staggered back. “What the fuck!?” she asked, her eyes wide.  
 
    “It was supposed to knock you out,” Oliver said.  
 
    He took a step towards her, staff raised.  
 
    “Don’t you dare,” Amy warned.  
 
    Her staff was lying by her clothes. She held her hand out, and it flew into it. “Don’t you fucking dare,” she said once more.  
 
    Oliver stared at her hesitantly, unsure of what to do. The plan had been to sneak up and strike her on the head, knock her out, then duel the werewolf in her stead. He’d hit her quite hard on the head. He couldn’t understand why she wasn’t out cold.  
 
    And now, she had her staff, and seemed to have recovered some as she stood straight, her legs not shaking at all.  
 
    “Let me duel the werewolf,” he told her.  
 
    “You hit me on the head!” she fumed. “I have half a mind to-” she stopped suddenly, taking a deep breath, she calmed herself. “It is nice of you to be concerned of my well-being, my lord,” she said through gritted teeth. “But I can handle a werewolf. I know how to battle them. All I have to do is surrounded myself with my magic. That’ll slow it down. I can do this.”  
 
    It sounded easy, to surround yourself with magic like a force field which in effect took away the werewolf’s speed and strength advantage. But the problem was, the more magic you surrounded yourself with, the less you had inside you to fill your staff. And there was only so long you could surround yourself with enough energy to hold back a werewolf.  
 
    It was something Oliver had learnt, that magic was sort of like stamina. He could feel the heat flow from inside him into the staff, could see the staff begin to glow. And at first, it felt like he had an infinite amount of magic inside him.  
 
    But that wasn’t the case. The more magic you used, the more tired you became. And the more tired you became, the weaker your magic was. Oliver had learnt more too. Not all wizards had the same amount of magic inside them. Some could go for much longer - like Scarlett Notaries. She never seemed to tire.  
 
    Others, not so much.  
 
    “Your advice is appreciated, my lord,” Amy said, her face still sour. “But I think I know how magic works at least as well as you do, having fucking grown up with it.”  
 
    She was still annoyed, which was fair, Oliver thought. He had just struck her on the head with his staff. Not the nicest thing to do under any circumstance.  
 
    “Really sorry about the uh…” he raised a hand to his head. “But now that it’s happened, maybe you’re not in the right shape to duel?” he added hopefully.  
 
    “I’d be more than happy to show you I’m perfectly fine to duel?” Amy said, her eyes flaring.  
 
    Her dull grey staff lit up too, as she filled it with magic.  
 
    Oliver decided this hadn’t been his smartest plan, coming down here to stop Amy from duelling the werewolf. And he sort of knew when it was a lost cause. Amy was easily the most stubborn woman he had ever met. 
 
    He reached down and picked up her bra. “Can I at least help you get dressed?”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver sat on the stone bench on the first row, his feet pressing against the wall of the arena. Directly beneath him was Amy, now fully dressed in her chainmail bra and skirt. He hoped her choice of armour did more to protect her from attacks then it currently did her modesty.  
 
    Up above him, the clear skies of earlier were beginning to give way to dark clouds coming from the north.  
 
    The arena was everything Oliver had imagined it to be when he’d heard of a place for noble houses to duel. It was large, made of stone with arched pillars and circular in shape, it had stone benches going around it. The duelling floor was made of the same yellow rock, but was covered in dust.  
 
    Having been too poor to travel back when he was just a simple Wanderer, this arena made him think of the Colosseum in Rome. He imagined that looked something like this.  
 
    The only thing missing was the cheering or jeering crowds. The place was mostly empty. A few hundred wizards and witches had appeared, and they sat scattered on all levels of the arena. For a place that could hold at least fifty thousand, the few hundred that did appear hardly seemed visible.  
 
    There was a broom whooshing about above, going back and forth, probably in search of something. He imagined that something was him, because he could recognise the person on the broom.  
 
    Katrina.  
 
    She spotted him eventually, and made a beeline, flying straight down, she landed beside him and dismounted.  
 
    “I’ve been looking for you,” she announced.  
 
    Oliver nodded. “Yeah, I saw you whizzing about above.”  
 
    Katrina frowned. “Why are you sitting here?”   
 
    “Why not?” Oliver asked. “It’s a good spot, right above where Amy’s going to come out.”  
 
    “You gave the Soaring Eagles the slip,” Katrina said, the frown still on her face, she sat beside him. “Why?”  
 
    “I went to see Amy,” Oliver said absently. “Tried to convince her to let me duel.”  
 
    “Well, I’m glad it didn’t work,” Katrina said stiffly.  
 
    “Not for lack of trying,” Oliver muttered. “I went through with my plan, even whacked her on the head.”  
 
    “You did what?” Katrina asked, her eyes wide. Oliver opened his mouth to answer, but Katrina waved her hand to shush him. “Why the hell would you attack her just before she’s about to duel?”  
 
    “Well, obviously I didn’t think it through properly,” Oliver said.  
 
    Which was true. Not once had he considered the possibility that Amy might be able to take a strike on the head from a metal rod.  
 
    That was what the staff of Zarlock had been, really. Oliver didn’t fill it with his magic. He wasn’t stupid. He didn’t want her head to explode.  
 
    “You can’t intervene in the duel,” Katrina said.  
 
    Oliver turned to look at her. “Now why would you say that?”  
 
    “Just seems like you want to be close to the action in case you need to get in on the… action,” Katrina muttered.  
 
    It wasn’t too far from Oliver’s thoughts. If Amy was in any sort of trouble, he was definitely going to get involved. He really didn’t give a fuck what Katrina thought about that. What he’d learnt about Atlantis was that the rules really didn’t matter that much. Might was right. And right now, what with being Lord Zarlock, Oliver was quite mighty.  
 
    “Just here for the view,” is what he told Katrina.  
 
    It was obvious she didn’t believe him. But there wasn’t much she could do. At least not now. So, with a frown still on her face, Katrina remained seated beside him.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    There wasn’t much fanfare prior to the duel beginning. No man holding a wizard version of a mike announcing the combatants. No drums. No fireworks. Nothing.  
 
    Hell, even the participants seemed a little confused.  
 
    Amy appeared from beneath, and then stepping out into the arena, she gazed around before finding Oliver sitting on the front row.  
 
    “What happens now?” she asked.  
 
    Shrugging, Oliver turned to Katrina, who did the same thing. She shrugged.  
 
    “You don’t know?” Oliver asked incredulously.  
 
    “Hey, the last time something like this happened, I wasn’t even born!” she said defensively, her arms folded across her chest. “It’s a duel. Let’s wait for Kacey’s champion to come and then… they’ll duel.”  
 
    Oliver rolled his eyes before looking down at Amy. He opened his mouth, but she cut him off.  
 
    “Yeah, I heard all of that,” Amy said. “I guess I wait then?”  
 
    Oliver nodded.  
 
    He looked around, wanting to see what the hold up was. He spotted Kacey back up on his high platform to right, surrounded by a bunch of wizards in fancy cloaks. Oliver turned to look around at the other spectators.  
 
    There were a few hundred of them, all scattered around the arena. He wondered who they were and how they even got word of this duel. They didn’t seem to be affiliated with any sides. They actually looked like genuine spectators, come to see a show. Which would have been normal had the arena not been bang in the middle of a ghost town.  
 
    Oliver’s eyes eventually made it back to Amy.  
 
    She stood in the arena in her bra and chainmail skirt that just about covered her cunt. Actually, being chainmail, Oliver could catch a glimpse of her cunt through it. Not that he was trying to look or anything. It was just visible.  
 
    “Shouldn’t she have a shield or something?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Excuse me?” Katrina asked.  
 
    “All she has is a staff, and a terrible one at that,” Oliver muttered, his eyes thankfully away from Amy’s cunt. “She’s going to fight a damned werewolf. Doesn’t she need more than an old staff and-” Oliver pointed at her clothes. “Why is she wearing that?”  
 
    “You don’t like?” Katrina asked curiously. “I think she looks hot.”  
 
    “Yes,” Oliver agreed. “She does look hot, which would have been fine if she weren’t about to duel a fucking werewolf.”  
 
    Oliver didn’t get a chance to go any further with his argument. The werewolf in question had decided it was time to come out of the dressing room and actually enter the arena. And as they spotted him, it was easy to tell what had taken the wolf so long.  
 
    It was the first time Oliver had seen the wolf in its werewolf form. It was enormous. Quite possibly the largest he had ever seen. But it wasn’t the size that had him staring with his mouth open.  
 
    The werewolf was wearing armour.  
 
    And it was proper armour, not the flimsy shit Amy had one.  
 
    Black metal covered its back, its shoulders, and its legs. And it a wore a black helmet that had three spikes at the front. The yellow eyes shining out through the slits looked menacing.  
 
    “How the hell is she supposed to even hurt that thing?” Katrina asked, her voice coming out a whisper.  
 
    It was a good question. Pretty much the entire body of the werewolf was covered in metal that looked thick. And being a werewolf, it wouldn’t feel the extra weight nearly as much as a human would.  
 
    Oliver was ready to jump down into the arena when Katrina grabbed him by the arm. “Don’t,” she warned.  
 
    They both turned to look at the werewolf as it roared. Its howl echoed around the arena, and then, the great big beast charged. Oliver was right. The extra weight of the metal armour seemed to do nothing. The werewolf covered the distance between itself and Amy in the blink of an eye.  
 
    It leapt into the air, and as it came down, it’s claws out, Oliver feared the worst.  
 
    But the wolf missed its target.  
 
    Amy stood behind the creature, with staff raised, she brought it down with a mighty thud.  
 
    “She dented the armour,” Oliver murmured. And then, slightly more loudly, “FUCK YEAH!” he said, pumping his fists up into the air.  
 
    Oliver had battled Amy before, and he knew she was fast, but it was another thing watching her battle something else, it was another thing being a spectator to her mastery. She was incredibly fast, and as strong as the wolf was, it didn’t stand a chance against her.  
 
    It was quite something, watching Amy duel. She was so damned graceful, it was like she was walking on air as she slid away from the werewolf’s swipes before coming back in to strike.  
 
    And it didn’t matter how strong this werewolf was, or how thick the metal on his back was. Amy chipped away at his armour, and with only a few minutes into the duel, it was hard to find a spot that didn’t have a dent in it.  
 
    And then it happened.  
 
    The duel came to an end as the werewolf roared in fury, and that slight moment he took to roar, his guard was down. Amy came up to him, smashed her staff against his chin and knocked his helmet off, alongside smashing his jaw.  
 
    A few teeth flung out as the wolf’s yellow eyes dimmed. He hit the ground with a thud, and Amy stood over him, her staff pointed down, she watched as the wolf’s body began to transform until what remained was a human in oversized armour.  
 
    “She’s insanely good,” Katrina muttered.  
 
    Oliver nodded. “If she’s that good, and I sort of held my own against her, how good must I be?” he murmured.  
 
    Katrina turned to stare at him, a frown on her face. “Seriously? You’re trying to make this about you?”  
 
    It wasn’t what Oliver had been trying to do. But it did occur to him that she was fucking amazing. And he held his own against her for a while, and might have done so for longer had that strange feeling not overcome him…  
 
    He wondered if that really had come from Amy. Sambit didn’t seem to think it possible, but… if there was one thing he’d learnt in his time in Atlantis, it was that Sambit didn’t actually know a lot.  
 
    “What happens now?” Oliver asked, his eyes turning back to Amy and the werewolf.  
 
    “We won the duel. Kacey will not continue with his attacks in Camelot any longer,” Katrina said.  
 
    Oliver turned to his right, staring up at the platform where Kacey sat with his entourage. He imagined the little fucker was disappointed at the outcome, but… So was Oliver.  
 
    “He gets to just walk away?” Oliver asked. “After he murdered a whole town of people, he gets to just walk away?” he turned to look at Katrina, his jaws tightening.  
 
    “It is what it is, Oliver,” she said reluctantly.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver touched his broom down onto the platform hoisted a few hundred feet up into the sky by a large grey pillar. The platform was wide, measuring at least a hundred square feet. Kacey was there, sitting on the yellow throne-like chair curved out of yellow rock, surrounded by his supporters.  
 
    On a second glance, Oliver doubted they were his supporters. More likely, they were his whores. A few were Dalits, but all were women, and all wore chainmail armour much like Amy wore, low skirts and bras that covered not much.  
 
    Kacey sat with his arms resting on both armrests, looking relaxed, even amused.  
 
    “Some girl you have there, my lord,” Kacey said. “If you’re interested in trading, I would be happy to offer you the best five of my girls of your choosing.”  
 
    Oliver frowned. “Amy doesn’t belong to me you fucking imbecile.”  
 
    “Ah, pity,” Kacey said, ignoring the insult, a sardonic smile spread across his lips. “I would have gladly exchanged any of these women for her,” he raised his right hand and indicated at the girls that surrounded him.  
 
    Despite himself, Oliver couldn’t help but look. The girls were damned hot. Especially the Dalits in their barely-there skirts, and the chainmail bras that struggled to hold back their generously proportioned breasts.  
 
     “You lost, Kacey,” Katrina said.  
 
    She stood to his left, Laura to his right, and behind and above them on brooms were a mixture of Soaring Eagles and Laura’s Bitches.  
 
     “I did lose,” Kacey nodded. He climbed to his feet and approached Oliver. “Game well played, my lord,” he said, giving a slight nod of the head. “I suppose I should be leaving then,” he turned away from Oliver and his girls surrounded him as Kacey mounted his broom.  
 
    “This doesn’t feel right,” Katrina muttered.  
 
    “He shouldn’t be able to walk away just like that,” Laura said, the anger clear in her voice. “He needs to pay for what he did. He murdered an entire town of people.”  
 
    “That… that’s not what I mean,” Katrina said. She glanced around at the arena. “This just doesn’t feel right. He should have been more disappointed in defeat. He had a fearsome werewolf that would have torn apart any most opponents. It’s almost like he doesn’t care that he lost.”  
 
    Oliver glanced around at the arena. The spectators that had come to watch, they were dispersing, each taking a different path out of the arena. Having no experience of anything of the like before, Oliver didn’t feel the same unease that Katrina felt.  
 
    What he did feel was rage.  
 
    Kacey had murdered an entire town of innocent people. It didn’t matter what the laws of Atlantis were, the guy was standing only a few meters away from him. Oliver couldn’t change what had happened to those people, but he could at least bring the perpetrator to justice.  
 
    And wasn’t that what being Lord Zarlock was all about?  
 
    Oliver reached inside his cloak and felt for his staff. Filling it with magic, he walked towards the women that surrounded Kacey.  
 
    “Oliver… what are you doing?”  
 
    Ignoring Katrina, Oliver broke into a run. He barged past the women, shoving them aside until he spotted his target. Kacey had his back to Oliver, his blond hair flowed over his dark cloak.  
 
    Kacey had mounted his broom.  
 
    Any second now, and he would kick off.  
 
    Behind him, Oliver could hear Katrina call him. He didn’t have much time. Oliver leapt at Kacey and grabbed him by the shoulders. They both hit the ground, and then rolled to the edge of the platform.  
 
    They grappled by the edge, almost tipping. Oliver still had his hands around Kacey, but the fucker managed to stand half upright. Aiming for his shins, Oliver kicked hard. Kacey screamed as he landed on top of Oliver.  
 
    Already being at the edge of the platform, the fall was enough to send them both tumbling down.   
 
    The platform was on a pillar attached to the edge of the arena that rose up hundreds of feet into the sky. Being at the edge of the arena, Oliver and Kacey fell down towards the rocky ground outside of the arena.  
 
    Oliver had been on a rollercoaster before. Back in the land of the Wanderers, they had a ride that took you up, then dropped you. This was sort of similar, but just a lot more terrifying because you know, he was going to hit the ground and basically die. 
 
    As the ground came up fast, Oliver let go of Kacey and reached for his staff inside his cloak. He managed to fill it with magic just as he was a few meters above the ground. He expanded that magic to surround him only seconds before he hit the hard surface.  
 
    It was enough to save his life, but it still felt like crashing into a brick wall. Oliver climbed to his feet and stood unsteadily. He blinked rapidly, trying to rid the dust and at the same time, rid the stars that circled around his head.  
 
    Leaning back, Oliver rested against the wall of the arena as his head cleared, as the ringing sound inside his head cleared. Having somewhat recovered, he looked up at the platform he’d just fallen from. He got lucky. From the arena wall, the platform was another hundred or so feet above. On his way down, he could have crashed into the arena wall. Had that happened, he wouldn’t have been able to reach for his staff, let alone fill it up and expand his magic.  
 
    Oliver pushed off the wall and stood straight. He dusted his clothes down, and then became aware of the other person lying a few feet on the ground away from him.  
 
    It was Kacey. 
 
    He did not look to be too good.  
 
    The guy lay on his back, staring straight up, blood was dripping down his nose and he was coughing horribly. 
 
    Oliver took a step towards him, and then felt the pain on his left leg. He stopped and felt his left knee. It wasn’t broken, which was good. He took another step and felt the pain shoot up his leg. Oliver winced. There was a good chance he’d dislocated it.  
 
    Deciding it could be dealt with later, he hobbled over to Kacey, who had stopped coughing, though there was blood now dripping out of his mouth.  
 
    “Help… help me,” Kacey whispered.  
 
    Watching him lying there, quite possibly dying, blood coming out of his mouth and nose, some of it staining his blond hair, Oliver felt no sympathy for him.  
 
    “Please,” Kacey said. “I don’t want to die…”  
 
    Neither did any of those people in Sherwood, the town Kacey had burnt to the ground. Those people didn’t deserve to die, but Kacey did. Kacey deserved to die a painful death. Oliver pulled his staff out of his cloak and held the cold metal against Kacey’s chest.  
 
    He pressed it down, and Kacey screamed in pain.  
 
    Oliver watched silently as Kacey, unable to actually move, squirmed, his eyes bulging out as blood spluttered out of his mouth. He managed to raise his hands, and he held the staff pressed against his chest and tried to push it away. But he was weak, and near death. Realising his efforts were futile, Kacey’s hands fell by his side, and his nails dug into the hard rock.  
 
    Oliver found he did not get any pleasure from torturing Kacey. He pulled his staff away from Kacey’s chest and began to walk away.  
 
    He got about three meters when Kacey started to laugh. A laugh that turned into a spluttered cough.  
 
    “You find something funny?” Oliver asked, frowning.  
 
    “You’re-” Kacey stopped to spit blood out. “You’re going to die a more painful death, lord Zarlock.” He let out another laugh, followed by a haggard intake of breath. “You’re all going to die painful deaths. The-” he stopped again, trying to breath, Kacey’s eyes widened.  
 
    Oliver walked back and stood over him. “The what?” he asked.  
 
    But it was too late. Kacey had said his last words, and now his corpse lay still, his eyes wide and bulging, blood on his lips, nose and splattered across his chest. It was not a pretty sight.  
 
    Oliver wondered if it was an empty threat, or a dying man’s curse. Part of him feared it might be more than that. That Kacey really did have a back up plan that involved all their deaths. If he did, it would explain why he didn’t seem to care so much that his champion had lost the duel.  
 
    Just then, a whirling cloak of darkness landed before him. Oliver blinked, then took a step back. 
 
    She dismounted from her broom, and as she raised her head, her black hair flipped back to reveal her face.  
 
    Katrina.  
 
    “Hey,” Oliver said. “He died,” he pointed at Kacey’s still body.  
 
    “We need to hide,” Katrina said, her voice shaking.  
 
    “Hide?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Katrina grabbed him by the arm and pulled him down the road. “They woke the Devourer.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Katrina pulled at Oliver’s arm, leading him down the empty stone paved street and into the first house. It was an old house, as was every house in the entire town. The wooden door had completely given way, no longer existing, but the rest of the stone structure was remarkably well preserved.  
 
    Katrina led him up the front steps and into the house. It was dark inside, and it took a while for Oliver’s eyes to adjusted. But apparently, Katrina’s eyes adjusted better than his, and she pulled at his arm once more, leading him to what he soon realised was the stairs.  
 
    “What are we doing?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “We’re hiding,” Katrina replied.  
 
    Oliver understood that much. “But why?”   
 
    They came to the first floor. Katrina led him into one of the rooms and made a beeline for the window. She stared out through the stained glass, looking both up and down. And then, deciding it was safe, she turned to look at him. “They woke the Devourer,” she said. “Those wizards and witches that came to watch the duel, they weren’t spectators.”  
 
    Oliver knew little about the Devourer, save for the fact that it was a beast that had turned the place into a ghost town.  
 
    “I still don’t understand why we’re hiding,” Oliver said. “Can’t we just get on our brooms and fly away?”  
 
    The way Oliver saw it, having brooms was massively convenient in times of trouble. It was a pretty easy method of escape. Their whole defence plan for this event had been that, in case of trouble, he was to fly the fuck out of there followed by the Soaring Eagles and Laura’s bitches. 
 
    “You don’t know what the Devourer is, do you?” Katrina asked.  
 
    Oliver shook his head. “No fucking idea,” he said.  
 
    “No fucking idea,” Katrina repeated, imitating his tone. “You say that a lot. You’ve got to stop taking pride in being ignorant,” she muttered.    
 
    Oliver frowned. “Tell me why we can’t just fly away,” he said, his voice flat.  
 
    Katrina glanced out the window. “I can do better,” she said. “Come,” she tapped on the windowsill beside her.  
 
    Oliver walked over to the window. Katrina pointed down. There was someone outside on the street. One of the Dalits that had surrounded Kacey back up on the platform.  
 
    “Stupid girl,” Katrina muttered.  
 
    “Why is she-” 
 
    Oliver didn’t get to finish asking why the Dalit was stupid. 
 
    From one of the houses opposite, a swarm of black insects moved towards the Dalit. Seeing them, she tried to run back inside. But the black creatures were fast. The Dalit didn’t stand a chance. She barely managed to make it off the road and onto the sidewalk when the insects reached her.  
 
    The poor girl let out a blood curdling scream as the insects ran up her. Her entire body was covered in them. And then, they ran off her body. Or what remained of it.  
 
    Oliver swallowed nervously.  
 
    He had seen some crazy things in his time at Atlantis, but this was easily the most horrifying thing ever.  
 
    What remained of the Dalit was her bones.  
 
    The insects ate her alive, every part of her flesh and blood, they had digested, leaving only her skeleton. And they did it in mere seconds. 
 
    Oliver stepped away from the window, glancing at the room, he spotted the bed. He took slow unsteady steps towards it before collapsing on it.  
 
    Katrina came to sit beside. She placed a hand on his head. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” she told him.  
 
    “Just a skeleton,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    “I don’t know what to do,” Katrina said. She stood up and paced the room, her lips moving, but no sounds escaping.  
 
    Oliver watched her go from one side of the room to the other at least twenty times before he decided he should probably do something. Somewhat reluctantly, he sat up on the bed. “What are you doing?”  
 
    Katrina stopped in the centre of the room midway through her pacing. She turned to look at him, her face pale, her lips quivering, she seemed surprised to see him there.  
 
    “Hello?” Oliver waved his hand at her.  
 
    Katrina’s brows furrowed in what was a more familiar look for Oliver. “I’m trying to think of a way to get us out of here,” she snapped.  
 
    “Thought of any?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Fuck off,” Katrina responded.  
 
    Oliver smiled. It was better to have this version of Katrina than the terrified version of earlier. He didn’t recall having ever seen her terrified prior to this. She was frequently annoyed, some times angry, a little jealous maybe, but not terrified.  
 
    “How bad can it be?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Do you know the history of this place?” Katrina asked.  
 
    “Sort of,” Oliver said. “This town used to host the games, until someone brought a beast so bad, it devoured the entire town.”  
 
    “Yes,” Katrina said, through pursed lips. “It devoured the entire town. That’s how bad it is.”  
 
    Despite knowing the beast’s somewhat terrifying history, Oliver had gotten over his earlier shock of seeing a human be eaten alive with only the skeleton left. He felt strangely optimistic about being able to defeat this beast.  
 
    He said as much to Katrina too.  
 
    In response, she laughed. It wasn’t a nice laugh. It was very close to sounding like a cackle.  
 
    “What?” Oliver asked, frowning. “Why can’t we defeat it? It’s not the first time I’ve beaten something terrifying,” he muttered.  
 
    “You have… haven’t you?” Katrina said slowly. “Maybe you’re blessed with luck.”  
 
    “Or just talented?”  
 
    Katrina shook her head. “I think you have lady luck on your side.”  
 
    Her face visibly relaxed somewhat, and she came to sit beside him. She placed a hand on his neck and pulled down the collar of his shirt to stare at the devil tattoo. It was mark given to the very few that managed to survive the Killing Pits. 
 
    “You’ve actually done quite a lot,” Katrina said. “Maybe we could make it out of here,” she added.  
 
    Oliver nodded, but he wasn’t feeling as optimistic anymore.  
 
    In the past, his magic had been bound. What that meant was, when the time came, he had enormous reserves of built of magic that he could unleash. That was how he survived against the minotaur, how he defeated the devil.  
 
    Problem was, he couldn’t do that anymore.  
 
    “It would be good to have a plan though,” Oliver said.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It wasn’t the greatest plan. Actually, it wasn’t a plan at all. It was information. That’s what Katrina gave him. Information.  
 
    She told him of the little she knew about the Devourer. It was a hybrid beast, bred in a witch doctors dungeon, it had the form of a human, but it was taller, wider. Its skin was white like paint, and though it had a face, there were no features.  
 
    No eyes.  
 
    No mouth.  
 
    No nose.  
 
    Aside from sounding a little creepy, Oliver didn’t see the big deal in the Devourer. He’d certainly faced worse.  
 
    “It’s what he can do,” Katrina said. 
 
    And what she said was useful, and at the same time, useless too. Katrina didn’t know exactly the powers the Devourer had. He was able to control the insects, and it was useful to know that the insects that could fly.  
 
    Katrina told him what happened as he and Kacey fell down the platform.  
 
    It was Amy who had drawn to her attention the actions of the spectators. Some had left the arena, but the ones that hadn’t, they were visibly bleeding.  
 
    Amongst the confusion, it was one of the Soaring Eagles that put it together. It was said that the Devourer could be awakened by the smell of blood.  
 
    Those in the arena had slit their wrists, letting the blood trickle to the ground, they then tried to fly off. But whatever it was they were doing, it had been too effective. A few managed to get away before the insects crawled out of the ground and ate them.  
 
    Even those on brooms, a few managed to escape, but others were brought down by the insects.  
 
    Sambit, Amy, Laura and her Bitches and the Soaring Eagles dashed for the empty houses that surrounded the arena. She was sure they were safe, but she’d left them to come and warn him.  
 
    “Just the insects?” Oliver mused. “This might seem dumb but… couldn’t we just stop them by surrounding ourselves in our magic?”  
 
    “You think no one’s ever thought of that?” Katrina scoffed.  
 
    “Have they?” Oliver asked. 
 
    Katrina shrugged reluctantly. “No one’s seen the Devourer for hundreds of years, if not more. Who knows what will work against the insects. But that’s not all he can do,” Katrina said. “He didn’t Devour an entire town by using just insects.”  
 
    “What else can he do?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “No one knows,” Katrina said sourly. “He devoured the entire town. There was no one left to tell the tale.”  
 
    Great, Oliver thought. He wondered how terrifying this Devourer really was. Sure, the insects did just eat a Dalit alive within seconds, and then leave behind her body as bones only. But as terrifying as they looked, if they could be repelled by having his magic extended around him, they were essentially harmless.   
 
     Sure, it was entirely possible for the Devourer to have other abilities but… well, it wasn’t like he was completely useless either.  
 
    Oliver stood up off the bed. “I’m going out there,” he said.  
 
     “You’re fucking not!” Katrina said.  
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    Oliver stepped out of the house and into the empty road. His shield already out and in a circular shape, he filled his staff with magic. He felt good as the protective bubble of warmth surrounded him.   
 
    It hadn’t taken much to convince Katrina that this was their only option. They couldn’t stay in the house for ever. They had to venture out at some point, and it was better to do it while he was still strong. 
 
    Oliver did briefly think of Lucinda. The Dalit had this ability to jump, a technique that allowed you to go from one place to another by way of opening a portal.  
 
    It was a rare talent.  
 
    She was a rare girl.  
 
    And this was not the time to be thinking about that.  
 
    As Oliver stood in the centre of the empty road, he became very aware of how he did not have a plan.  
 
    Well, he did have a plan.  
 
    But that plan was to wing it, to improvise and to hope that he really did have lady luck on his side.  
 
    Ahead of him was the high wall of the arena. On either side of him stood the empty houses with their missing wooden doors and broken glass windows. The road, along with the sidewalk, was spotless with not a single weed growing. A strange thing for a town abandoned for so long.  
 
    Above, the clouds that had earlier threatened a downpour, they had cleared, and the weakened glow of the evening sun lit the road in a yellowy haze.  
 
    Oliver wondered where the insects were. He’d been standing here for a while now, much longer than the Dalit that was torn apart by them.  
 
    And then, remembering the Dalit, he turned to look back at her bones. They lay on the ground, her skull face down on the road, her bones dry as if it had happened a long time ago and not just minutes earlier.  
 
    And then he saw them. The insects came crawling out of the ground. The ground which had no cracks in it.  
 
    How were they coming out?  
 
    Oliver didn’t have a lot of time to wonder about that. The insects charged at him, and with their incredible speed, they surrounded him in seconds. And then, he saw the first insect cross into his bubble of protective magic. It visible slowed as his magic pushed back, and he got a proper look at the thing.  
 
    It looked like a cockroach, but with a hardened shell like a tortoise, and two enormous pincers at the front.  
 
    Oliver brought his staff down on it.  
 
    It squashed like a bug.  
 
    And then it happened.  
 
    The thousands of insects charging at him slowed as they came within his bubble of magic, and Oliver fought like never before, his staff filled with as much magic as he could flow into it. It lit up brilliantly and as he spun it around, he squashed the insects in their hundreds.  
 
    But still they came, and still he killed them, until, finally, they stopped pouring out of the ground. The few that still surrounded him, instead of charging, they turned and fled.  
 
    Oliver dropped to his knees, exhausted, the staff in his right hand, he held it for support. With his head down, he took long deep breaths and held them, before letting them out slowly.  
 
    He knew the Devourer was there.  
 
    Somehow, Oliver could sense his presence. Deciding he needed another minute to catch his breath before he faced the fairly fearsomely named creature, Oliver remained on his knees, his eyes closed.  
 
    It was so quiet… not a single sound. No birds, not even the wind whistling. The only thing he could hear was his own breathing, and his heart beating. Yup, he could hear his heart beating. 
 
    He heard nothing from the Devourer.  
 
    But Oliver knew it was there.  
 
    He opened his eyes and looked up.  
 
    The creature stood before him, a hundred or so feet away, its pure white body contrasted against the dirty yellow-coloured rocky wall of the arena. It was tall, almost twice Oliver’s height.  
 
    Katrina was right. 
 
    It had no facial features - not eyes, not a nose or mouth. Nor did it have any ears. And as Oliver stared down its body, he noticed the creature not having hands of fingers. It simply stopped with his arms, looking like it had been chopped off.  
 
    Oliver climbed to his feet. “Sup,” he said.  
 
    “You will die,” the words came out with a rasp.  
 
    “You can talk?” Oliver asked, surprised. The Devourer didn’t have a mouth. Where were the words coming out from?  
 
    “You will die,” it repeated, its voice rasping. “Many like you have died before you.”  
 
     “Come on then,” Oliver challenged, his voice hard.  
 
    Deciding there was no point in waiting around talking, he filled his staff with magic. Oliver felt confident, he felt good. He’d recovered well from his exertions when dealing with the cockroach-like insects. And this Devourer dude did not look nearly as terrifying as he sounded.  
 
    And then it happened.  
 
    All of Oliver’s confidence and feel-goodness left him in an instant as a shot of red burst out from where the Devourer would have had eyes.  
 
    It was a good thing the shield of Zarlock on his left hand had a mind of its own. And a mind that was quicker than Oliver’s. The shield expanded just in time to take the full force of the blast. But the force was strong, and it sent Oliver flying back. He hit the ground, then rolled back.  
 
    It was a nasty hit, and Oliver climbed to his feet unsteadily. With his right sleeve, he wiped away the little blood from his nose. He was pretty pissed off now and ready to charge the white bastard of a plank.  
 
    But the Devourer didn’t give him a chance. It shot at him again. This time, Oliver was a little bit more prepared. He moved to his left. The blast hit the edge of his shield and deflected off, hitting into a wall nearby, knocking a large hole into it.  
 
    “Fuck,” Oliver muttered. 
 
    The Devourer might not look like much, but in terms of sheer blast power, it was fucking powerful. He couldn’t take this fucker on head first. Oliver decided he needed a new plan.  
 
    As the Devourer readied itself for another blast, Oliver ducked into the house to his left. He tumbled through the door, and almost tripped over the jutting floorboard. Oliver’s eyes adjusted to the darkness, he spotted the stairs at the end of the corridor and ran for them.  
 
    Taking three at a time, he made it to the landing and then tiptoed into one of the bedrooms, where he continued to tiptoe over to the window. Staring out through the broken glass, he glanced down at the Devourer.  
 
    It was still standing by the arena wall, though its head did turn left and right. It looked like a confused sock.  
 
    For a creature so harmless looking, it sure did pack a punch. Oliver wondered how the Devourer would react to being smashed across his faceless head with a staff. The only problem with that was being able to get close enough to the damned thing without being turned into ashes by that laser like blast.  
 
    Glancing down the street, Oliver had an idea. 
 
    It wasn’t a novel idea.  
 
    He tiptoed out of the room, walked down the stairs and headed for the back of the house, which for some reason, didn’t have a door.  
 
    Instead, oliver had to scramble out of a window on the ground floor.  
 
    Once out, as quietly as possible, he walked down the empty sidewalk, sticking to the shade. It wasn’t a long walk till he came to the last house. A few meters away began the wall of the arena, and on the other side of the house was the Devourer.  
 
    Unless it had moved?  
 
    Which was entirely possible, Oliver supposed. There was no reason to assume it would just stand still in that one spot like an actual confused sock. If the Devourer moved positions, this could end very badly for Oliver.  
 
    Taking a deep breath, and with his staff filled with magic, Oliver turned the corner.  
 
    There it was.  
 
    The Devourer was still standing in the exact same position. And as Oliver snuck up on it from behind, he was filled with a little optimism. His very simple plan was actually working.  
 
    Until it didn’t.  
 
    Seeing as the Devourer’s head had no eyes, nose or mouth, there really was no way to distinguish what was his front side, or his back side. And the result of that was, Oliver wasn’t sneaking up behind the Devourer. It turned out he was walking towards it.  
 
    He was only ten feet away when the red lava-like stuff was blasted at him. It came again from the Devourer’s face, where its eyes would have been, if it had one. And from what Oliver wrongly assumed was the back of the head.  
 
    Luckily for him, it didn’t catch him completely off guard. Knowing his plan was much too simple, Oliver had a feeling it wasn’t going to be that easy. He was prepared for the Devourer to turn and attack him. He had his guard up, and his shield responded. Oliver turned sideways as his shield blocked the blast. He didn’t end up taking the full force of it.  
 
    And as the Devourer readied itself for another blast, Oliver charged at it. He ducked under the first blast, then leapt forward just as another blast obliterated the spot he had been in. And as Oliver came within striking distance, his shield took the blow of the third blast.  
 
     Oliver raised his staff filled with magic and brought it down as hard as he could on the curved white surface of the Devourer’s head.  
 
    A strike like that, it should have smashed through his head as a hammer would glass. Instead, it felt like he’d struck something solid and immovable. Much like a tank.  
 
    As Oliver moved his staff away, he stared up at the exact spot his staff had struck. There wasn’t even a scratch, let alone a dent.   
 
    “Fuck,” Oliver cursed. “What are you made out of?”  
 
    “Death,” the Devourer replied.  
 
    Despite the severity of his situation, Oliver almost rolled his eyes. The Devourer was not made of death. How could something be made of death? It wasn’t a fucking substance.  
 
    “And now you will die,” it said with that quite frightening raspy voice.  
 
    Oliver’s shield came up in time as the Devourer whacked him with its left arm. It felt like being hit by a tank too. The force sent Oliver flying off the ground and towards the house on the other side. He would have smashed through its door if it had one.  
 
    Instead, that extra space of not having to crash into something gave him time to surrounded himself in magic, and instead of hitting the stairs and being literally flattened, he crashed into the steps and only felt like he’d been flattened.  
 
    Oliver lay there, at the bottom of the stairs, contemplating on how much of a fuck up that had been. The thing was invincible, and to live up to its name of the Devourer, the insects did actually devour everything they found. 
 
    “Whatcha thinking about?”  
 
    Oliver almost had a heart attack. He jumped up off the steps, his eyes wide, he readied his staff and shield.  
 
    And then he spotted the person from whom the question had come. And he took a deep breath, placing his shield hand on his chest. “Don’t do that!” 
 
    “Do what?” Amy asked, her eyes sparkling.  
 
    “Don’t sneak up on me,” Oliver growled. “You nearly gave me a heart attack.” As Oliver’s heart beat slowed to a more normal one, he sat down on the steps beside her. “How did you get here?” he asked, remembering to lower his voice.  
 
    Amy decided to start at the beginning. She began by telling of her duel with the werewolf, how she bested it in a game of speed, how she smashed its head off. Oliver tried to interrupt and tell her that he’d been there, he’d seen the duel, but she shushed him by placing a finger on his lips. 
 
    And then she continued on.  
 
    After defeating the werewolf, she remained in the arena and watched as Oliver tumbled down the platform with his arms wrapped around Kacey. After that, all around the arena, the “spectators” began to cut themselves.  
 
    She knew something was wrong, and she called out to Katrina, who’d realised as much too. Making a quick decision and knowing the history of the place, and of the Devourer, that those that tried to escape were eaten alive, they all decided to hide in the empty houses until they figured out what to do.  
 
    And then it happened.  
 
    The insects came crawling out of the ground and from within the walls. They ate everything that they could see.  
 
    A few of Laura’s Bitches and some of the Soaring Eagles were unfortunate, but most managed to make it into hiding. And that’s where she was, until Katrina turned up. She’d told them about how it was possible to fight the insects, but how only a few would possess the magic to repel the insects long enough to destroy them.  
 
    But there was something else she’d noticed.  
 
    The insects didn’t come after her when she crawled her way to them. Katrina figured it might have something to do with the Devourer’s attention being drawn by Oliver.  
 
    And that was the plan, to keep the Devourer busy long enough to let everyone escape.  
 
    “That’s not going to be easy,” Oliver muttered. “It’s a tough bastard.”  
 
    “That’s why I’m here,” Amy said, her eyes sparkling.  
 
    “He’s tougher than a werewolf,” Oliver muttered. “It’s not going to be easy.” 
 
    “Maybe not for you,” Amy said.  
 
    She climbed off the steps, a smile on her face, she strode out of the room. Oliver watched her go, his eyes fixed on her ass that the chainmail skirt barely covered. Once again, instead of being in a bed somewhere nice and warm with that ass of hers, or another girl’s ass, Oliver was out here, involved in another battle to the death.  
 
    As her ass disappeared out the door, reluctantly, he followed after her. As much as he didn’t want to get whacked again by the Devourer, he couldn’t let Amy go out there all alone. He stepped out of the comfort of the darkness of the house and out into the evening light.  
 
    “What’s the plan?” Oliver asked, as he stood beside Amy.  
 
    “We attack him, distract him till everyone gets out, and if possible, we kill him,” Amy replied.  
 
    “So like, we just charge?” Oliver asked.  
 
    In response, Amy leaned over, rubbing her bare shoulder against his, she kissed him on the cheek.  
 
    Then with her dull grey staff out, she charged at the Devourer.  
 
    Oliver raised a hand to the spot on his cheek where she had kissed him. She was a strange girl. For the most part of the time he’d known her, Oliver had been wary. He had no problem admitting she was the better dueller, and she would have won eventually, but there was definitely something fishy about what had happened, how he’d suddenly felt sleepy, how he’d felt the urge to give up.  
 
    And after that, he’d been suspicious of her. And that was how he’d seen Amy, as someone to be wary of.  
 
    Definitely not as a potential love interest.  
 
    But after seeing her earlier today in the changing room in the arena, he’d had no choice but to see her differently. Amy didn’t dress very slutty. She wasn’t a Dalit by any stretch of the imagination. But with no clothes on, she had a pretty decent figure. She was on the smaller side, but after being with tall and gorgeous model-like women, it would be a nice break to fuck a petite but curvy girl.  
 
    And now she had kissed him on the cheek.  
 
    Was he reading too much into it?  
 
    Atlantis was the sort of place where women weren’t exactly affectionately shy. 
 
    As Amy dodged out of the way of three blasts, then rolled out of the way of the fourth burst and came up on her knees a foot away from the Devourer, her staff raised, Oliver decided this was not the time or place for him to be thinking about stuff like that.     
 
    His own staff raised and filled with magic, Oliver charged towards the Devourer with a roar. He hadn’t meant to roar. He just sort of got caught up in the moment of being heroic, rushing to aid the damsel in distress. Not that Amy was your typical damsel in distress.  
 
    And though he hadn’t meant to roar, it turned out it wasn’t the worst thing to do. What with the Devourer having a round and flat face without any eyes, nose or a mouth, it was hard to tell. But Oliver was sure the Devourer was distracted enough by his roar to forget about Amy a foot away with her staff.  
 
    Oliver made it to about five feet away from the Devourer when Amy struck it right in the chest.  
 
    “What the fuck-” 
 
    “He’s built like a tank,” Oliver said as he leapt into the air, his staff raised. He brought it down on the Devourer’s left shoulder.  
 
    “What’s a tank?” Amy asked, as he dropped to the ground beside her.  
 
    They both ducked together as the Devourer swiped at them. Not that Oliver wanted her be get flatted by the sheer force of the Devourer’s smacks, but he was a little envious that she managed to dodge it.  
 
    Having already been struck once by the long arm of the Devourer, Oliver was expecting it. He had his guard up. Apparently, Amy always had her guard up.  
 
    “A tank is this big machine with thick metal armour that Wanderers use for battle,” Oliver said as he skidded back and out of range from the Devourer. His shield came up, and he turned sideways to deflect the force of the Devourer’s blast.  
 
    “Wanderers seem fascinating,” Amy replied.  
 
    While Oliver had slid back and out of range from the Devourer, Amy had done the opposite. She’d moved closer to the beast, and as it struck with its arm, she jumped onto it, then leapt for its shoulder.  
 
    Oliver stood with his staff by his side, the hilt touching the ground much like an oversized walking stick, his mouth open as he watched Amy standing on the Devourer’s shoulder, whacking it repeatedly on the head with her staff.  
 
    It didn’t seem to be doing the Devourer much damage, for the most part, it just seemed very confused.  
 
    Oliver was just amazed.  
 
    She was fucking brilliant. 
 
    How on earth had he managed to last as long as he did, duelling her.  
 
    “Is it working?” Amy asked.  
 
    “I’m not sure,” Oliver replied uncertainly.  
 
    “What’s it doing?”  
 
    “Nothing…” Oliver replied.  
 
    The Devourer was just standing there, as if suddenly frozen.  
 
    Amy continued to whack away at it, her strikes occurring so fast, it was almost like a blur.  
 
    “Does it look like it’s hurting the Devourer?” Amy asked, her voice slightly strained from the exertion.  
 
    “Well… that’s sort of hard to tell,” Oliver muttered. “It doesn’t exactly have any facial features. Its face is like a circular piece of white paper.” 
 
    “Thank you for all your help, my lord,” Amy muttered as she continued to strike away, perspiration appearing on her forehead.  
 
    “Right,” Oliver mumbled.  
 
    With his staff no longer held like a walking stick, Oliver readied himself to charge. 
 
    And then something very strange happened.  
 
    The Devourer opened up.  
 
    Literally.  
 
    A line appeared in its centre, and then from behind the line, a green hand emerged. And then, as if suddenly the tank like creature was now made of cloth, the hand parted the white exterior of the Devourer, and out stepped…  
 
    Oliver supposed it was a goblin.  
 
    Green hands, green face, quite a lot of muscle.  
 
    Actually, it reminded him of a mini version of the Hulk.  
 
    And apparently, this creature had the anger to match too.  
 
    Oliver wasn’t sure if the words coming out of this green creature’s mouth were words, or if the creature was so angry, it was just making furious sounds. Whatever it was, he suddenly burst out laughing.  
 
    Both Amy and the now green Devourer turned to look at him.  
 
    “Why are you laughing?” Amy asked as she stared at him with her piercing blue eyes, no longer whacking the white exterior of the Devourer.  
 
    “Yeah, why are you laughing, you little fuck face,” the green creature growled.  
 
    Oliver had been laughing because of how hilarious the Devourer in its green form looked to him, but now that he knew it spoke, he stopped.  
 
    And then, stupidly, he asked, “You speak?”  
 
    “You were laughing at me,” the Devourer growled. It turned and began to walk towards him. “I’m going to tear you apart, you little fucker.”  
 
    “Why are you calling me little?” Oliver asked as he rested on his staff. “I’m almost twice your height.”  
 
    “You mocking me, fucker?” the Devourer shouted.  
 
    Oliver shook his head as the green beast stood a foot away from him. It raised its hand, curled it into a fist, and punched Oliver right in the chest.  
 
    Oliver’s eyes widened as he gasped.  
 
    “That hurt!” 
 
    “I punched you, fucker. It’s supposed to hurt,” the Devourer growled.  
 
    “He’s right about that,” Amy chimed in.  
 
    Oliver glared up at her. “Whose side are you on?”  
 
    Her eyes sparkling, Amy blew him a kiss.  
 
    Oliver turned to the little green monster, his staff filled with magic. “I’m going to squash you,” he threatened.  
 
    It raised its fists and hunched its shoulders much like a boxer would. “Come on fucker, come at me,” the Devourer raised.  
 
    Oliver swung his staff, aiming for the little green monster’s fists. The creature might have had his stance much like that of a boxer, but this certainly wasn’t a boxing much. Oliver was going to smash the little shit’s fists, then he was going to smash its head in.  
 
    Any of that actually happening began to look highly unlikely as the little green Devourer arched back down, ducking underneath the staff, it bounced back up, and then aimed an uppercut, going for his jaws.  
 
    Had Oliver’s shield not come up, the little Devourers fist would have connected to his jaw, and it would have been light’s out for Oliver. The little fucker was strong and fast, and Oliver moved back and took up a defensive position, his shield raised before him, his staff by his side.  
 
    Amy settled herself on the exterior body of the Devourer, her bottom on its shoulder, her legs dangling down its chest.  
 
    The battle began, and the Devourer charged at him, leaping into the air. Oliver raised his shield and the creature slammed into it with both his fists. Oliver’s shield retracted, and he swung with his staff just as the Devourer did a back flip and moved out of the way.  
 
    The battle continued, and Oliver’s cautiousness remained in place as he studied the Devourer’s fighting techniques and any habits it might have. The creature was fast, athletic and physically very strong. But it did have a pattern, and as the creature jumped up once more, its hands curled into fists to slam into him, Oliver brought his shield up, but at the last second, he swerved down, retracted his shield and slammed his staff against the Devourer’s little green head.  
 
    It connected well, and the creature hit the ground flat on its back, where it remained. Oliver walked up to it cautiously, both his staff and shield ready for any surprises.  
 
    Seeing his approach, the Devourer grinned. There was blood on his lips. At least, Oliver thought it was blood. It was green.  
 
    “It’s been a while since I’ve been out of the suit,” it said. “I’m a little rusty.” The Devourer closed its eyes. It took a few deep breaths, then opened them once more. “You going to kill me then?”  
 
    “Probably,” Oliver said.  
 
    He’d killed enough things to not be queasy about the thought of killing. And the Devourer did deserve it. Oliver had seen with his own eyes the Dalit being eaten alive by the Devourer’s insects. And not to forget, the creature had tried to kill him too.  
 
    The Devourer’s lips curled as it snarled, “You piece of fucking-” 
 
    Oliver slammed his staff into the chest of the beast, then pressed it down until it pushed past the crunching bones and hit the ground beneath. The Devourer closed its eyes as a last breath escaped its lips.  
 
    Oliver pulled his staff out, then wiped the tip of his staff against the now dead Devourer’s black cloak that lay on the floor beside it, trying to wipe off the green blood.  
 
    “You did good,” Amy said as she jumped off the shoulders of the Devourer’s white exterior body.   
 
       “Thanks,” Oliver said. He looked up at the sky. The sun would set soon. “Shall we get out of here?” he asked.  
 
    “Let’s,” Amy said, smiling.  
 
    Oliver reached inside his belt and pulled out his shrunken staff. As it grew to full length, Amy climbed on behind and wrapped her arms around him.   
 
    And that’s how Oliver set off into the sunset, with Amy on his broom. He didn’t get far out of the town before Katrina swung in behind. And to Oliver’s relief, she was followed by Sambit, Laura and her Bitches and a fair number of Soaring Eagles.  
 
    It hadn’t been a bad day, Oliver decided.  
 
    Kacey was dead, and he hadn’t known the Devourer for long, but that monster was also dead.  
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