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Chapter 1

Azeroth sat astride his black stallion as it strolled down the stoned path towards the town ahead. It was a small town that sat a few miles away from the mountains, beyond which was officially the end of the world.

Azeroth could see the mountains in the distance. Beautiful and green, it was littered with dozens of waterfalls.

There was Hell beyond the mountains. Not official Hell. If you were bad and died, you did not end up beyond the mountains.

But it was Hell.

There were lakes of lava and demons.

That sort of shit.

The town gates came into view, as did the wall that surrounded it. All the towns this far out had walls around them. They had to in case some of those demons beyond the mountains decided to cross over for some fun.

Azeroth tapped his foot against the side of his stallion. His horse picked up the pace, slowing as it approached the town gates.

A man stood atop the gate and stared down at him. “What do you want?” he asked gruffly.

“To come in?”

“Why?”

“Seriously?” Azeroth asked. “You want to know why I want to come in?”

“I asked the question, didn’t I?” the guard retorted.

You did, but you are a dumb fuck, Azeroth thought. “To find a place to stay and something to eat,” is what he said out loud.

The guard stared at him for a moment. And then, he pointed his spear towards him. “You’re not going to cause trouble, are you?”

“No, sir,” Azeroth replied.

“I’ve got my eyes on you,” the guard continued.

“As you should,” Azeroth said. “Job well done, sir,” he added, his voice airy.   

The guard continued to stare at him. Azeroth supposed some of it was his own fault. He had an enormous black stallion. Horses like that weren’t cheap. What would a fellow with such a magnificent beast be doing in a backwater town like this?

His dress code was on the mysterious side too. He wore a black hooded cloak that hid most of him from sight. Except for his sword. That rested in a scabbard by his waist, ominously visible.

Azeroth’s hand was on the pommel.

It was out of habit. There was a time not so long ago that he needed to constantly have his guard up, to always be ready to battle some stupid oversized fucker. That was a common theme, he’d observed. The big ones were usually stupid.

Azeroth removed his hand from the pommel and smiled up at the guard.

Finally, the man relented and the gates opened.

* * *

Azeroth sat by the bar in the Bull’s Eye, a mug of beer before him, he stared at the bartender. She was a pretty woman in her late twenties or early thirties. She had long black silky hair and tanned skin. She was dressed wearing a short leather skirt that hugged her bottom and a white tank top.

A silver bracelet adorned her left wrist.

“How long have you been owned?” he asked.

“Ten years,” she replied. “I gave myself to Jim,” she added. “He owns the bar. He’s a good guy. So long as I don’t fuck up, he leaves me to myself,” she added with a smile. “What about you?” she nodded at the golden bracelet wrapped around his left wrist. “How many do you own?”

Azeroth glanced down at the golden bracelet on his wrist. He’d won his first duel when he was eighteen. The metal was infused into his arm shortly after.

He opened his mouth to respond to the bartender but was interrupted by a bearded man with an enormous belly. “Sunita,” he growled at her. “I want to fuck you tonight. You free?”

Sunita, the bartender, let out a sigh. “Yes, James. I’m free tonight. Remember, payment first. You can only touch me after.”

“Whatever, slut,” James grunted as he turned and waddled back to his table. 

Azeroth glanced at James as he left. Wearing shorts and a t-shirt, he was a large and hairy man. Each step seemed to be an effort and he grunted every time his foot moved.

“That cannot be fun,” Azeroth commented as he took a swig of his beer.

“It’s not,” Sunita mumbled. “But I’ll have to fuck him,” she added, before her eyes settled on him. “Unless you want to take me tonight?”

Azeroth stared at Sunita.

She was a pretty girl. Silky black hair, button nose, cute smile. She had a good figure too, which she displayed by stepping back and tightening the fabric of her top, pressing the soft cloth against her breasts.

“How much do you cost?” Azeroth asked.

“The cheapest Jim will accept is a silver coin,” Sunita said.

Azeroth continued to stare at Sunita. She was attractive, but being owned, only her owner would fuck her for free. Every other person would have to pay, and the money would go to her owner.

Azeroth wasn’t against paying for sex in principle. He just didn’t have a huge amount of money on him.

“I can give you free dinner, a place to spend the night and breakfast in bed tomorrow?” Sunita asked, hope in her voice.

It was a good deal.

Managing the pub for her owner gave Sunita some responsibility. If this Jim guy asked her how many men she fucked, she couldn’t lie. Slaves were incapable of lying to their owners. And after telling the truth, she would have to cough up the money and most likely take a severe beating.

But free meals and a place to spend the night for casual visitors, it seemed like this Jim fella didn’t ask those questions.

But still, Azeroth was undecided.

He didn’t have much coin and he wanted to keep a low profile. He needed his money to last him.

At that moment, Sunita lifted up her top to show her breasts. “They’re still pretty good,” she said, desperation in her voice.

Azeroth had to agree. She did have nice breasts.

“Fine,” he said reluctantly. “A silver coin for dinner, a bed, a cunt and breakfast.”

Sunita nodded quickly; the relief palpable on her face.

“Is he that bad that you’re willing to take your chances with a complete stranger?” Azeroth asked.

Sunita’s eyes flitted to the sword by his waist. “You’re not going to kill me, are you?”

“Not planning on it,” Azeroth said.

“What’s your name?”

“Azeroth.”

“Azeroth?” her lips spread into a smile. “That’s an old name.”

“I’m an old person,” Azeroth replied.

“You’re a strange person,” Sunita said. “But you’re very handsome so… I think I’ll risk it.” She leaned against the counter. “James,” she called and when the large man turned to look at her, she pointed at Azeroth. “He’s got me for tonight so… I’m afraid we can’t,” she created a circle with her thumb and index finger, before using her other index finger to drive it in and out of the circle.

James stared at her like a man whose brain did not operate at normal speeds. After what was at least an actual minute, he grunted, “You stole my girl?”

Azeroth looked back over his shoulder. “I think she belongs to some guy named Jim?”

“I had her first, mate,” James said. “You can’t do that.”

Azeroth shrugged his shoulders. “When her owner isn’t present, I think she gets to decide who she wants to fuck?”

“I could smash your face in.”

Azeroth chuckled. “I would love to see you try.”

James, who had managed to reach his seat at the table with his equally sized buddies, once more climbed to his feet with some effort. Azeroth watched with mild interest as the burly man walked towards him. He turned on his stool by the bar and brushed his cloak aside to ensure his sword was clearly visible.

James glanced at it and came to a slow stop a few feet away. “Do you know how to use that thing?”

“I’ve swung it around a few times,” Azeroth said.

“She’s been owned for ten years. You know how many guys have fucked her in that time? Every whole has been poked and prodded,” James said, his brows furrowed. “You really wanna start a fight for that whore?”

“I’m not fighting for her,” Azeroth said. “But if you threaten me, I will cut you.”

James looked back at his buddies by the table. There were three of them. One was even larger with a bald head. He wore a V-neck t-shirt that showed off his muscular arms. He climbed to his feet and pressed his enormous knuckles against the table.

“That cunt bothering you, James?”

“Ralph,” James nodded at him. “This fucker’s taken my whore for the night. He thinks he’s a big man cuz he’s got a sword.”

“Got a sword, huh?” Ralph grunted. He walked around the table and came to stand by James. “You know how to use that thing?”

Azeroth sighed. It was like being intimidated by dumb and fucking dumber.

“He looks weak,” James said, feeling brave now that his buddy was beside him. “He’s a wannabe.”

Azeroth was tempted to stand up and pull his sword out, to demonstrate his prowess.

But there was no glory in cutting down two stupid men.

Plus, blood tended to splash about when flesh was cut. He did not want to get his clothes dirty.

There was also the thing about keeping a low profile. 

He’d just arrived in this town. A stranger killing two locals on his first day – that was the sort of news that travelled quickly in tiny backwater towns like this one.

He turned back around, now facing Sunita, he emptied his mug of beer and pushed it across the counter towards her. “Fill it up,” he announced.

Sunita grabbed the mug, but rather than fill it up, she remained on the spot and stared at the space behind him.

“Dumb and dumber are going to do something dumb and stupid, aren’t they?”

Sunita nodded, then moved back until she came up against the wooden shelf stacked with liquor.

A hand grabbed Azeroth by the shoulder. It was a firm grip and there was strength behind it.

It had to be Ralph.

The hand lifted Azeroth off his stool.

“James is fucking Sunita tonight,” Ralph said. “And you’re going to pay for it.”

Azeroth turned and swiped his arm against Ralph’s hand, freeing his shoulder from the man’s grip. He raised his fists and struck the man twice on the nose. They were hard strikes. Ralph took two unsteady steps back. And then, he collapsed, taking an empty table with him as he hit the ground.

James looked back at his buddy now lying on the floor. His eyes shifted nervously towards Azeroth. And then, he turned and moved towards the door with as much speed as his body was able to muster. 

“That was… about as easy as I’d expected,” Azeroth said with a grin.

“Can you check if he has any money on him?” Sunita asked.

“What?”

“Someone has to pay for the damaged table,” Sunita said nonchalantly. 

“Bar fights must be a regular thing in this town,” Azeroth muttered as he watched Sunita rest her knees on Ralph's chest as she rummaged through his pockets for money. 


Chapter 2

Day one in a new town, and Azeroth had already knocked a guy out cold. He’d hoped to have gone a little longer without smashing skulls or breaking bones. Unfortunately, despite his best efforts, trouble just seemed to follow him around.

Ralph lay on the ground for two hours before he finally stirred. In that time, Sunita had gone through his pockets and found enough coin to pay for the table and keep a tip for herself. When Ralph came to, she expertly guided him towards the door and booted him out. Literally. With her foot up his arse.

Being Owned was a strange concept to Azeroth.

Sunita had no real freedom. The silver bracelet around her wrist was more than just jewellery. It created a bond between her and her master, Jim, who would have a golden bracelet on his wrist.

The silver bracelet compelled her to obey every one of Jim’s commands. Her body was forced to submit. If she tried to resist, and sometimes newly Owned did try to resist, the result was painful.

And yet, despite being completely owned by Jim, Sunita had the confidence to boot Ralph out, after having stolen money from him.

What was she even going to do with the coin? It wasn’t like she could purchase new clothes or jewellery. Her Owner would notice that.

It wasn’t Azeroth’s concern.

It was getting late and he was hungry.

Sunita delivered on her promise of a meal.

After a hearty supper, Azeroth followed her up to the first floor. She had a small room at the end of the corridor. There was a single bed and a wardrobe pressed up against the wall.

“Will this do?” Sunita asked.

Azeroth wasn’t fussy. He’d slept in much worse. He slipped out of his cloak and placed it on top of the wardrobe. Sitting on the bed, he took off his boots. He unbuckled his scabbard and placed it under the bed.

Sunita stood by the door, staring at him with nerves.

“What’s the matter?” Azeroth asked.

“Nothing,” she smiled.

She pulled off her tank top and wiggled out of her skirt. She was completely naked. Most Owned girls did not have panties.

She stood by the edge of the bed. Her knees pressed against the mattress. Azeroth noted with a hint of surprise that Sunita was blushing.

She was shy?

An Owned girl for ten years that worked in a bar, it was likely every free man in town had fucked her. 

He took off his clothes and walked up to Sunita. She stared at the ground as he circled her. She had a cute bottom and a slender frame. Azeroth came up behind her and pushed his naked body against hers. He enjoyed her warmth as his cock brushed up against her ass cheeks.

Sunita turned to face him. Her eyes downcast, they fell on his cock. She took it in her hand and stroked it gently.

Azeroth placed his hand on her chin and raised her head. As she looked up, he kissed her on the lips. It was a deep kiss. He breathed in her scent. Their lips parted as Azeroth pushed Sunita onto the bed.

She shuffled back on her bottom and spread her legs apart. Azeroth took in the view. The girl had perfect skin and a slim figure with nice breasts that showed little wear. Her pussy lips were extended some and he wondered if they were naturally like that or if it were due to the abuse it had taken.

Azeroth climbed onto the bed. He kissed her on the lips and then moved down, taking her left breast into his mouth first, before sucking on the right one. Sunita took his cock in her hands and rubbed it against her pussy.

It was wet.

Azeroth pushed it in gently. Her pussy was tight, warm and wet. Wrapping his arms around her back, he held her body against his as he drove his cock in and out of her pussy. Sunita started to moan. He could tell she was close. He matched her rhythm until they came together.

Azeroth pulled out and lay on his back. The bed too small, Sunita lay on her side and rested her leg on his waist, her hot and wet pussy rubbed against his hip.

“You got any siblings?” Azeroth asked.

“A sister. She’s going to turn eighteen next week.”

“Is she going to give herself to someone?”

“She’s dating this guy called Marcus. I don’t like him,” Sunita said. “He’s been at the bar a few times and…” her sentence trailed.

“He’s fucked you?”

Sunita nodded. “He’s rough.”

“What does he do?” Azeroth asked conversationally.

“Slaps me, spits on me, chokes me. Once he stuck a bottle up my butt and told me to shake my ass until it fell out.”

Azeroth glanced at Sunita. She had a distant look in her eyes. “I meant, what does he do for a living?”

“Oh,” Sunita’s cheeks coloured. “He’s a mercenary. He fights beasts and collects money.”

Azeroth could see why a girl would want to be owned by a guy like that. It was a cruel world out there. 

It hadn’t always been. 

Once upon a time, the world had been much more civilised. There were no golden and silver bracelets that bound one to another. Humans had done away with slavery and made great progress on human rights.

But that world changed when enormous holes opened up in the ground and demons climbed out from Hell. They brought with them all manners of mythical beasts, from werewolves to dragons. After a disastrous war, humanity managed to push back the demons. But life never returned to normal.

“Are there many beasts to fight in this area?” Azeroth asked. He could do with some money.

“Loads actually. They keep coming down from the mountains.”

The mountains at the end of the world. “Is the pay good?”

“Depends on what you kill,” Sunita said. “Is that what you do? Are you a mercenary?”

“I suppose so,” Azeroth said without conviction.

“Do you uh… would you be interested in owning my sister?”

Azeroth raised an eyebrow. “You want me to own your sister?”

“She’s really hot. Amazing legs, curvy ass, great pair of tits,” Sunita said eagerly.

Azeroth wasn’t tempted. Owning someone here would tie him down to this place for longer than he would like, or he would have to have a travel companion. There was some benefit to the latter, of having a travel buddy on the long journey between desolate towns. But a random street girl was unlikely to make a good companion. 

“Not interested,” Azeroth said.

“She’s really hot,” Sunita protested. “Just have a look at her tits and-”

Azeroth grabbed Sunita by the hair and moved her head down to his cock. “Suck,” he commanded. It was the quickest way to shut her up.

Azeroth closed his eyes as Sunita took his cock in her mouth.

He’d lived a long life.

He was tired.

The days of saving damsels in distress were over for him.


Chapter 3

Azeroth opened his eyes to find a girl standing by the door with her arms folded across her chest. She was a pretty girl. Thick and luscious black hair, smooth brown skin, large almond eyes and a button nose. She was dressed wearing skinny black jeans and a fitting red top.

Azeroth was lying in bed, naked.

Sunita was lying on top of him, naked.

He glanced at the blanket.

Nope.

It did not cover an inch of their naked bodies. He thought of reaching for it, but decided against it. It was too late to cover his modesty. Plus, he didn’t really care much to hide his body from this girl.

“Who are you?” he asked.

“Jasmin,” the girl replied. “That’s my sister,” she nodded at Sunita’s sleeping body.

“Cool,” Azeroth. “What do you want?”

“I’m here to see my sister,” Jasmin said. “As a free woman, I get to do that,” she added, her eyes falling on the golden bracelet on his wrist. “How many women do you own?”

Azeroth shrugged his shoulders.

“You don’t know?”

“Don’t really care about that stuff.”

“Pig,” Jasmin grunted. “Are you done with my sister?”

“She still owes me breakfast in bed,” Azeroth said.

He nudged Sunita with his elbow. She opened her eyes and sat up.

“What time is it?” she asked tiredly.

The light shining in from the single window was dim. “Early morning,” Azeroth said. “You owe me breakfast. Your sister’s here too.”

Sunita stretched her arms and yawned. She climbed to her feet and walked towards the door, completely naked.

“There’s a crowd downstairs,” Jasmin said. “You might want to put some clothes on.”

“A crowd at this time?”

Jasmin nodded. “The mayor’s here too. I think he wants to see you,” she pointed at Azeroth.

* * *

Azeroth wasn’t surprised the mayor was here to see him. Having been around for so long, very few things surprised him anymore.

However, he was in no rush to hurry down and meet an egotistical mayor of a small random town bordering the end of the world.

And the mayor was definitely going to be egotistical. They all were.

So he remained in bed and waited for Sunita to bring him the breakfast she had promised. The girl had dressed quickly and hurried down when she heard the mayor was there. She returned now with a tray in hand, which she placed on his lap.

“The mayor um… he wants you to eat quickly and umm-” she stopped before adding in a mumble, “He doesn’t like to be kept waiting.”

“I’ll go down when I want to go down,” Azeroth said.

He grabbed the fork and dug it into the sausage, watching as little wisps of steam shot out.

“You don’t want to piss off the mayor,” Jasmin said. The girl was still standing by the door, a position she had occupied since the moment she’d arrived. “You’re new in this town so maybe you don’t know how it works?”

Azeroth bit into the sausage. It was good. Crisp on the outside, succulent on the inside. “You’re a good cook,” he commented.

“Thanks,” Sunita flashed him a hesitant smile. “Jim um… Jim’s here too,” she added.

“Who’s Jim?”

“He owns the pub and… me,” she said, her cheeks colouring. “There’s lots of important people downstairs.”

Sighing, Azeroth dropped the fork on the plate.

He’d only been here a night.

So much for laying low. 

He moved the tray onto the bed and climbed to his feet. He stretched his arms out and tilted his head back.

Sometimes he felt so fucking old.

“You’re… you’re naked,” Jasmin said.

Azeroth frowned. His nakedness shouldn’t have been a revelation to Jasmin. He’d been naked the whole time.

It was then did he notice Jasmin's eyes staring at his cock.

His erect cock.

“Morning wood,” he muttered.

Jasmin continued to gawk.

“Have you never seen a cock before?”

“Not one that big…” she mumbled.

“Um… Thanks, I guess,” Azeroth said.

He was reluctant to clothe himself and head downstairs.

What he wanted to do was go back to bed.

And take Sunita with him.

He’d enjoyed her company last night.

The feeling of warmth, of a woman’s naked body brushing against his, of the heat between her thighs, he’d forgotten how much pleasure could be derived from such simple things.

Sunita was a pretty girl.

A nice, sweet and simple girl.

He walked up to her and grabbed her by the hair.

Her body stiffened, her back arched as she looked up. Azeroth kissed her on the lips. When he pulled back, he stared into her large dark eyes as his hands rested on her waist.

“I think you should dress me,” he told her.

Sunita nodded her head multiple times, her brown eyes lost in his piercing blue eyes.

·       * * * *

When Azeroth finally made it down, he found there was indeed a small crowd waiting for him in the common room. The mayor was instantly noticeable. He was a large man with an even larger gold-coloured chain around his neck.

And Azeroth knew instantly that it was gold coloured and not the real thing. 

His chin up, his legs spread apart to take far more space than needed, his back straight and his arm resting on the empty chair to his right, he sat with an air of assumed importance.

All eyes followed Azeroth as he walked down the stairs. He stopped a couple of feet away from the mayor. “I hear you’ve been waiting for me?”

“Sit,” the mayor said, removing his arm from the chair.

Azeroth had grown accustomed to being told what to do. That’s what happened when he travelled alone to small towns dressed like a mercenary.

What he wasn’t accustomed to was actually listening to the orders egotistical blowhards barked at him. It took some effort on his part to stop himself from telling the mayor to fuck off. Instead, he forced himself to sit down.

There was an equal split of men and women seated around him. The difference was in bracelets. All the men wore golden bracelets. The women all wore silver bracelets, save for one.

Her hair dirty blond, she was dressed in a blue cloak. She stared at him with an intensity that showed grit. Her hand rested on the grip of the sword by her waist.

“What’s this all about?” Azeroth asked.

“Is it true you knocked Ralph down with a single punch?” the mayor asked, getting straight to it.

Azeroth tried to recall what had happened the day before. How many punches had he thrown? “It was in self-defence.”

“But you did it?” the mayor persisted. “Ralph is a big man. You took him down in a single punch?”

“Am I being charged with something?” Azeroth asked.

The mayor shook his head. “We’ve come to you for assistance with a demon problem.”

Ah. They weren’t here to mete out justice. They were here to ask for his help.

Stranger rides into town on a big black stallion, is dressed in a cloak, carries a sword, and is alleged to have knocked down one of the largest men in town with a single punch. Something like that happening in a small town and the rumours start to run wild.

“You seem to have plenty of perfectly capable men here that can deal with a demon,” Azeroth said, before adding, “and a woman.”

“We’re going on an expedition and we need someone experienced to lead the way,” the mayor said. “There’s good coin in it for you. And any woman you want.”

“You know nothing about me,” Azeroth said. “But you want me to lead?”

“That’s what I said,” the woman in the blue cloak grunted. “The stupid men of this town want a man to lead the expedition. But they’re all too cowardly to do it themselves so they pick the first random guy that walks into the town,” she added, her lips curling in distaste.

“Oh, shut up, Betty,” a man with blond hair shouted.

“You going to make me, Jim?” Betty asked as she climbed to her feet.

It seemed Jim was not going to make Betty shut her mouth. He remained seated, though he did glance at the woman by his side. A woman with a silver bracelet on her wrist and a sword by her waist.

So this was Jim, the fella that owned the bar and owned Sunita. He wasn’t much to look at. A short blond man with a beer gut and a scraggly beard.

“What do you say, man?” the mayor asked. “How many coins and women will it take?” he added with a smile.

“If I do this,” Azeroth began, and he had a feeling he was going to regret it. “Will you guys leave me the fuck alone for the remainder of my stay in this town?”

“Yes, of course,” the mayor said quickly. “How much will it cost?”

“What type of demon is it?”

“A red one,” Jim said. “He’s about ten feet tall.”

A red demon. 

Azeroth struggled to prevent himself from rolling his eyes. Most demons were red and about ten feet tall. He wondered if it really was just a single demon. One shouldn’t have been enough to frighten off a whole town.

Unless the town was full of pansies. 

It was possible. 

With the threat from demon invasion having subsided for a few hundred years, had the men in this town become soft?

“Where is this demon?”

“We’ve got a coal mine to the north of the town, near the foothills. The demon’s in the mine. He’s frightened off all the men working there,” the mayor said.

Their desperation was making more sense now. It was a coal town. With a demon occupying the coal mine, their livelihoods were at stake. No wonder they were offering any owned woman and money.

If Azeroth were to defeat this demon, he would be in the good graces of a lot of people in town. That would not be a bad thing.

“Fine. I’ll do it.”

“That’s great,” the mayor said. He placed a bag of coins on the table. “This is the most we can afford. It’ll be yours when you bring the demon’s head. And any woman you want too,” he added with a nervous smile.

Azeroth opened the bag and glanced inside. There were a few silver coins, but most of it was copper. He sighed. Still, he supposed if money were a real motivator, he wouldn’t have left the wealthy cities to travel to a backwater town by the border to Hell. 


Chapter 4

It was not an expedition.

The only other person that would be going with Azeroth was Betty. The men of the town were content to stay within the confines of the town walls. Bunch of cowards.

After the crowd dissipated, Azeroth headed upstairs for a wash. The bathroom was on the opposite end of the corridor to Sunita’s single room. There was an old, enamelled cast-iron tub in the centre. Azeroth turned on the tap and began to undress.

As the tub filled midway, he turned off the tap. He ran his fingers through the water. It was cold. There was a time when he had enjoyed cold baths. But with age, his preference was definitely for warmer waters and the steam that came with it.

He sat on the edge and waited for Sunita to bring up the hot water.

But it was her younger sister, Jasmin, that came with the large bucket of steaming water. As she entered, seeing him naked for the second time, her eyes fell on his manhood. She seemed annoyed by it.

“Are you a lesbian?” Azeroth asked.

“What?” Jasmin’s eyes narrowed.

“You seem offended by my cock.”

“I’m not offended,” she muttered as she poured the hot water into the tub. “It’s just typical of men. They walk around with their cocks out as if they own the world.”

Azeroth ran his fingers through the water once more. It was nice and warm. He climbed in and lowered himself. Resting his head against the rim, he stared at Jasmin.

“If you hate men so much, why are you giving yourself to one?” he asked.

“How do you know about that?”

“Sunita mentioned something about some Mark dude?”

“Marcus,” Jasmin corrected him. “It’s not like I have much choice.”

“You could learn to use the sword and protect yourself.”

“Learn to use the sword,” Jasmin repeated, her tone mocking. “You think I could learn to fight off guys that have years of experience?”

Azeroth shrugged his shoulders. “Wash me,” he told her.

“Excuse me?” Jasmin asked, her eyes wide. “I will not be washing you, thank you very much!”

“Fine,” Azeroth said. “Tell your sister to do it.”

“She’s busy.”

“Then you do it,” Azeroth said, his voice hardening.

Jasmin’s lips curled. She stared at him with defiance. But it would only be a matter of time before she caved.

“Let me guess,” he began. “Two sisters, parents died when you were young? Sunita gave herself to Jim. He has a bar. She can work there. That’ll put food on her plate. But what about you? Jim can’t own you. You’re too young. He’s not going to pay to put a roof over your head if he’s not going to get something in return. Sunita’s been doing that. By giving you free meals here and there, stealing and scrimping any bits of money wherever she can. Sounds about right?”

Jasmin didn’t reply. She didn’t have to. The expression on her face gave it away.

“You’ve cosied up to this Marcus guy in the hopes that he will protect you. He’s a mercenary, from what I hear. But for now, you’re indebted to Sunita. So either you wash me, or your sister does. Seeing as she’s made you bring the water up; I’d say she’s unavailable. Which means you have to do it,” Azeroth said. “Not only do you have to wash my body, but you would also have to provide any service I would require from Sunita. Am I right?”

Jasmin looked down at the floor. She gave a quick nod of the head.

“Get over here and scrub my shoulders,” Azeroth said.

Her head down, Jasmin walked over with speed and placed her hands on his shoulders.

She did a good job of washing his body once she dropped the attitude.

Azeroth felt some guilt at bringing her down to earth. But she needed to hear it. She was going to turn eighteen soon and give herself to Marcus.

If he was nice to her now, that was going to change once he owned her. Mercenaries were not known to have a soft tolerant side. Jasmin needed to adjust her expectations.

·       * * *

With his cloak on and sword sheathed by his waist, Azeroth mounted his black stallion. Two days at this stupid town, and he was back out on the hunt. Trouble always followed him around. Sometimes he wondered if he had been cursed at birth.

But those thoughts did not last long. Despite living in a world full of demons and other magical kinds, Azeroth was not the superstitious type.

Joining him on the hunt was Betty. She appeared by his side on a white horse. She wasn’t alone. There was a black girl on a chestnut horse. Azeroth spotted the silver bracelet on her wrist.

“Yours?” he asked.

“Tasha,” Betty nodded. “Collected her three years ago.”

“Is it wise to bring her along?”

“She goes wherever I do.”

Azeroth glanced at Tasha. She wore a short skirt that was hiked up to her waist, and a white crop top. There was no weapon on her.

“This could be dangerous,” Azeroth said.

“That’s why we’re paying you, isn’t it?” Betty snapped. She tapped the horse with her foot, causing the animal to break off into a trot. Tasha followed her.

They set off towards the mining caves, moving at a steady pace. The sky was clear and the sun shone brightly. The town began to fade into the distance as they came to the edge of the fields and entered the forest. The path narrowed as the tree branches blocked most of the sunlight.

Azeroth rested his hand on the grip of his sword.

It didn’t go unnoticed by Betty.

“Relax,” she smirked. “The demon is by the mining caves. It’s not roaming around in the forest.”

“You can’t be too careful,” Azeroth said.

“Mhmm,” came Betty’s response. “So what’s your story?”

“Mercenary,” Azeroth said.

“Yeah? Where are you from?”

“London.”

“London? That’s… that’s far. Why the hell would you come here all the way from London?”

Azeroth shrugged. “Needed a change of scenery.”

“You got any slaves back in London?”

Slaves. Azeroth wasn’t fond of that term. “I have a few.”

“You just left them?” Betty asked, her lips curling. “What if they get hurt?”

“They can look after themselves.”

“Ha!” Betty chuckled. “How does that work?”

“I own them, which means no other man or woman can own them. The worst they can do is try and hurt them. But my girls are capable of looking after themselves. I’m not worried.”

They rode in silence after that.

Azeroth’s thoughts turned to his girls in London, Birmingham, Manchester and the other cities and towns. He had trained them and left them in groups of two or more. He’d given them safe houses to stay in. He’d done his part.

They rode deeper into the forest. Some of the low hanging branches obstructed their way. Betty, who rode in front, sliced at them with her sword. Her blade was sharp and she knew how to strike, cutting them down with ease.

The forest came to an end as the hills began.

Betty pulled at the reins, bringing her horse to a standstill, she dismounted. “We should leave the horses here. The cave is not far.”

Azeroth stared up at the hills and the mountains beyond.

The End of the World was beyond those mountains.

Images of giant demons with burning blades two meters in length walking through the streets of London, roaring in laughter as they sliced humans in half popped into his mind.

He tied his horse to a tree and followed Betty and Tasha as they circled around the hill. The cave entrance came into sight, nestled between two hills, the white stone exterior contrasted against the lush green hill that rose above it.

“Demon is in there,” Betty said.

“Has anyone seen it?” Azeroth asked sceptically.

“Loads of people,” came Betty’s response.

“And they all lived to tell the tale?”

“Yes,” Betty said. “Now if we’re done talking, how about you go inside and do what you’re getting paid to do?”

With his hand resting on the grip of his sword, Azeroth walked towards the cave entrance. Betty and Tasha followed closely behind.

Something wasn’t right. 

In addition to being a bit of a bitch, none of what Betty said made sense. Why would a demon come and take residence in a cave? If humans came face to face with a demon, it was usually the last thing they saw. How was it possible there were so many witnesses?

Still, he was here now.

If it were a single demon, there was not much for him to worry about. Securing the demon’s head would let him lay low in town and relax for a while. It would solve his money problems too.

The inside of the mine was lit by large glowing stones that had been embedded along the walls. They gave enough light for him to see where he was going without tripping. The corridor was held up in parts by large wooden beams. Other parts had been cut away with no support structure.

A mile in and the corridor opened up to a large room thirty feet wide. From there, three entrances led into further corridors.

But Azeroth didn’t need to figure out which one to take.

He spotted the demon almost immediately.

She lay on the rocky ground by the entrance to the middle corridor.

“Is it dead?” Betty whispered.

The demon’s eyes were closed. Its chest did not rise and fall as a sleeping demon’s would. The body was completely still. 

“It’s dead, isn’t it?” Betty said. She drew her sword and stepped towards the demon. Azeroth grabbed her by the arm. “What?” Betty asked, annoyance flashing across her face.

“It’s alive,” Azeroth said.

Betty stared at the demon. “How can you tell?”

“It’s not my first demon rodeo.”

“Whatever,” Betty rolled her eyes. “I’m going to kill it,” she added as she pulled free from his grip.

“Wait,” Azeroth said. He stepped in front of her, and despite his reluctance, he turned his back to the demon to face Betty. “We need to ask her questions,” he insisted.

“Her?” Betty frowned. She looked past him at the demon laying on the floor. “Oh, right. You can see her tits,” she laughed. “Is that your type, huh? Disgusting demons? Are you a bit of a freak, Azeroth?”

Having been around for a long time, Azeroth had seen it all. He’d experienced his fair share of complete and utter bitches. But Betty was really beginning to piss him off.

“Let me talk to her,” he said, his voice firm.

“Fine. But if she tries anything, I’m going to slice her head off.”

Azeroth doubted Betty could slice the demon’s head off in a fight. He was beginning to doubt the girl’s abilities. He was beginning to doubt the entire town. A single demon, not even a big one, and they couldn’t handle it themselves?

His hand resting on the pommel of his sword, he approached the demon and stopped as he stood two feet away from her. She was a young demon, red in colour, she had two small horns protruding from her forehead. She was dressed in battle armour. A chainmail bra and skirt adorned her body.

But it hadn’t been enough.

There was a nasty gash just above her waist.

She was injured.

“I know you’re awake,” Azeroth said.

There was no response from the demon. Her body remained completely still as if she were dead.

“My companion wants to kill you,” Azeroth continued, his tone conversational. “And she will if you don’t start to talk.”    

Azeroth expected her to keep the pretence going for a little longer. But the demon opened her eyes. Even in the dimly lit room, Azeroth could see the fear in them. Her chest started to rise and fall rapidly as she compensated for having held her breath.

“Hi,” Azeroth gave a wave of his hand. “Watcha doing here?”

“I don’t want trouble,” the demon said. “I just need a place to hide for a while.”

“Hide from who?”

“Baal,” the demon said.

The name meant nothing to Azeroth. But he waited patiently for her to continue.

“He’s the demon lord of-” she stopped. “He rules over some land on the other side of the mountains.”

“And why are you on the run from him?”

“He killed my family… he’s going to enslave me.”

Azeroth took in the demon girl before him. She had softer features than most demons. She looked almost human, but with red skin and two little horns. The chainmail skirt and bra she wore was made of a shiny black metal. Though plentiful in parts of actual Hell, it was rare on earth.

“You’re demon royalty,” he observed. “Your family lost its feud with Lord Baal and now you’re on the run, hiding out in human territory?”

The girl nodded. “Are you going to kill me?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

It was at this point did Betty appear. She had her sword drawn and pointed it at the demon. “Shall I cut her head off, or do you want the honours?”

“There is no honour in killing an injured demon seeking refuge,” Azeroth said.

“Mhmm,” Betty said. “She can’t stay here.”

Azeroth had expected more resistance from Betty. He raised an eyebrow as he glanced at her direction. 

Betty wore a fierce and focused glare as she held the sword before her. It seemed to be the appropriate response to seeing a demon for the first time. 

His attention returned to the demon. “My companion is right. This town relies on the coal that comes from here. You’re going to have to leave.”

The demon nodded in understanding, her eyes on Betty’s sword, she knew her options were limited.

In her state, she could not fight them. It was an effort for her to just sit up. Leaning against the wall, she pushed herself up onto her feet. Her breathing was haggard now as her face was crunched in pain. She pressed a hand against the wound above her waist.

Azeroth stepped and wrapped his arms around her as she fell forward. Her body sagged and he held her steady.

“Look at you,” Betty whistled. “Right gentleman, aren’t you?”

Azeroth ignored Betty. With one arm around the demon’s back and the other beneath her knees, he picked her up.

“What the actual fuck are you doing?” Betty asked. “She’s not some damsel in distress. She’s a fucking demon, you inbred savage”. 

Inbred Savage? “You don’t have to be here. You know you can just fuck off, right?”

Betty’s lips curled, but she bit back her response. 

It should have been a warning for Azeroth.

He should have known Betty would try something. She’d wanted to kill the demon. But when he’d suggested otherwise, she had agreed much too quickly.  

Back in the day, his instincts were sharper. But now, he was getting old. Metaphorically.

So it was a surprise when Betty struck him on the head from behind with the handle of her sword.

Azeroth’s knees buckled and the demon slipped out of his arms. He turned to face Betty. She stood over him with her sword raised.

“Night night, fucker,” she grinned.

Betty brought the pommel down and struck Azeroth on the head once more.


Chapter 5

Azeroth opened his eyes to find his legs and arms bound tightly together. He was still in the mine, still in the large opening space that led into the three corridors. The demon girl lay beside him. There was blood on her head, but she was still breathing.

“You’re a tough one,” Betty said. “Two blows to the head, and only out for a few minutes. Nice,” she whistled.

Betty held his sword in her hands. Her own sword, she had passed to her slave, Tasha.

“Are you going to kill me?” Azeroth asked.

“Aww. Why would I do that?” she asked. “You’re much too handsome to waste.”

“You want to own me,” Azeroth grumbled. “You had this planned all along, didn’t you?”

“Why else would I come along to this stupid mine?” Betty chuckled. “The plan was to wait till you killed the demon, and then knock you unconscious and make you my slave.”

Azeroth glanced to his left at the demon laying on the ground, blood trickling from the injury on her head.

“What have you done to her?” he asked.

“Same as I did to you. She’s just less resistant. Imagine that. You’re tougher than a demon,” Betty said. She dropped to her knees, bringing her face close to his. “There’s something about you. Secrets,” she grinned. “Once I own you, I’ll know all of your secrets.” She held her golden bracelet against his. “Do you want to give yourself to me now, or shall I torture the demon?”

“You think I care enough about the demon’s wellbeing to sacrifice my freedom?” Azeroth asked.

Betty shrugged her shoulders. “I’m going to kill the demon,” she said. “Her death can be quick, or it can be painful. That choice is yours. And if that’s not enough, I will torture you until you beg to be my slave.”

Azeroth glanced at his sword that Betty held in her hand. The pommel and crossguard were green, the grip red and the blade black.

Betty noticed his glance and held up the sword for inspection. “I’ve never seen a black blade on a sword before. I thought it was blunt and a bit crap.” She slashed at thin air. “It’s actually a pretty good sword.”

“It’s not too late,” Azeroth told her. “Release me and we can forget this ever happened.”

Betty frowned. “What makes you think you’re in a position to negotiate?”

Azeroth sighed. It had been a while since he’d had to use some of his talents. The rope that bound his arms was thick and tight. Betty had done a good job of tying him down.

Problem was, she had no idea who he was.

Azeroth closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He held it in, before slowly releasing it. He could feel the power within him, feel it coursing through his blood. He concentrated the feeling on his arms and legs. Sparks flew as the ropes that bound him withered away.

Betty jumped to her feet, her eyes wide, she held his sword pointed at him. “What the fuck man? What are you?”

“The wrong person to fuck with.”

“Get him,” Betty said to Tasha.

The poor slave girl stared at her owner; her eyes wide in fear.

She didn’t want to do this.

But she had no choice.

Tasha had to obey her owner.

Though she held a sword in her hand, Azeroth could tell Tasha had little skill when it came to weilding one. She charged at him, roaring equal parts rage and fear, the sword by her side. As she came within touching distance, Azeroth punched her in the face.

It was just hard enough to knock her out cold.

She hit the ground with a thud, where she remained.

It really was that easy for him.

Azeroth turned his attention to Betty. “You fucked up.”

“Come any closer and I will cut you,” she warned, the sword trembling in her frightened hands.

“With what sword?”

“What?!” Betty asked. “This sword in my hand, fuckwit.”

“That’s my sword,” Azeroth said.

He extended his hand. The sword moved towards him. It pulled Betty along, sending her tumbling to the ground before freeing itself from her grip.

As Betty raised her head, the sword was back in his hand. He held the blade against her throat.

“What are you?” she asked.

“Heard of the Defenders?”

“They… they’re just a myth.”

“I’m one of the last, but we’re definitely real,” Azeroth said.

“If you’re a Defender… what are you doing in this town?”

“Taking a break,” Azeroth said.

“What are you going to do to me?” Betty asked.

Azeroth applied pressure against her throat. “First, I’m going to own you.”

Betty looked up in resignation. “If I don’t surrender, are you going to hurt me?”

“I’m going to hurt you regardless,” Azeroth told her.

“Why would I give myself to you then?”

Azeroth shrugged his shoulders. With his free hand, he gripped her head. His fingers began to glow. The power from his fingers seeped through her skull and wrapped itself around her brain. Soon, Betty was going to feel more pain than she could imagine.

The energy probed at her nerves and sent bolts of anguish shooting throughout her body. Betty opened her mouth to scream. But the pain overwhelmed her vocal cords.

No sound came out.

Her mouth open, her body vibrated as if an exorcism was being performed.

Azeroth let go of her head and watched her body collapse. Betty took deep and heavy breaths. Her lips quivered as her body convulsed.

“P-PP-lea-a-ase…” she whispered. “Please… no m-m-mo-ore.”

Azeroth approached her with his sword in hand. He pressed his golden bracelet against hers. “Say the words.”

“I give myself to you,” Betty whispered. “To obey you and to be owned by you.”

The words uttered by each individual varied, but the effect was the same. Her golden bracelet changed in colour to silver.

It was done.

She belonged to him now, as did her slave, Tasha.

“Sit up,” Azeroth commanded.

Betty had no choice but to obey. Despite the pain her body suffered, she sat upright.

“Tell me,” Azeroth said. “If the roles were reserved and I had betrayed you and tried to own you, but failed. What would you do to me?”

Betty had no choice but to speak the truth. “I would hurt you.”

“What exactly would you do?” Azeroth asked, his lips spreading into a grin.

Betty’s lips trembled as she tried to resist the urge to answer truthfully. Being owned was a new experience for her. Suddenly discovering her body no longer obeyed her commands was terrifying.

“I w-would stretch your naked body across poles and whip your cock and balls,” Betty said.

That was tamer than what Azeroth had expected.

“I would burn your nipples and wait for it to heal, before burning them again,” she continued.

That was more like what he was expecting from her.

“I would cut out your tongue and render you mute,” Betty said.

“Fucking hell,” Azeroth muttered. The bitch was darker than he had expected. “You can stop now.”

He ordered Betty to tend to Tasha as he did the same to the demon. He placed a hand over the wound on the demon’s stomach and another on the cut on her head. The energy from within him flowed through his fingers and healed the wounds. He gave her a gentle tap and shot a small amount of energy along with it.

The demon opened her eyes and sat up. “What happened?” she asked.

“Betty over there must have knocked you out after knocking me out,” Azeroth said. “How are you feeling?”

“Good,” the demon said. Her hand shot to her stomach, where her wound should have been. “Great… I feel great. How did-”, she stopped, staring at him in confusion. “Did you heal me?” she whispered.  

“You’re free to go,” Azeroth said. “But you need to head back to the land of the demons. You’re not going to be welcome on this side.”

“I can’t do that,” the demon said softly. “All my family are dead. The only thing waiting for me is a life of humiliation and torture.”

Azeroth stared down at the demon and sighed. So much for living the quiet life. He held his hand out for the demon to take. “How much do you trust me?”

“Well, you haven’t killed or tortured me yet, so…” she gave him the thumbs up and flashed a cute smile before taking his hand.

Azeroth pulled the demon to her feet. He had a feeling he was going to regret this.


Chapter 6

It was a quiet evening at the Bull’s Eye. Sunita wiped the tables and pushed in the chairs. After that, she headed up the stairs to clean the rooms. Two of the rooms were occupied. Sunita cleaned the other rooms and made her way to her own tiny box room to catch her breath before the busy night would begin.

Men would come at some point looking for a warm cunt to fuck.

“Jasmin,” Sunita frowned as she spotted her sister sitting on the bed. “When did you get here?”

“About an hour ago,” Jasmin said. “I walked past when that guy was groping your ass.”

“What do you want?” Sunita asked, annoyed about being reminded of the ass abuse she’d endured.

Jasmin shrugged her shoulders, a pout across her lips. “I’m going to lose my freedom in a few days…”

Freedom. Having control of her body, being able to choose what she wanted to do, it was a distant memory for Sunita. Almost a dream.

“Are you having doubts about Marcus?”

“How do I know if he’s the right one?” Jasmin asked, her eyes glazed. 

There was no way of knowing. Most guys Sunita knew treated their girls badly. Jim was okay for the most part. There were occasions when he’d drink too much at his bar, take her upstairs and beat her. There was that one time when he didn’t bother to take her upstairs. He stripped her naked, hoisted her onto a table and beat her in front of a crowd.

“Sunita?” Jasmin grumbled. “Some help would be great?”

Sunita sat beside her sister on the bed and took her hand, squeezing it. “You could do worse than Marcus,” she said. “He’s cute.”

That cheered Jasmin up. “He is cute,” she smiled.

“Look what I ended up with,” Sunita smiled. “His belly is so big, he can’t see his own cock,” she laughed.

“What’s it like sleeping with so many different guys?” Jasmin asked, her smile fading.

Sunita worked hard to hold back a shudder. Sleeping with random men that walked into her bar, having their hands pull at her breasts and pussy lips, grab her by the throat as they fucked her cunt, it wasn’t fun.

What was worse was having to see her tormentors every single day. Every man that drank at the bar had seen her naked.

She feared a similar fate awaited Jasmin. Marcus would pimp her out at some point. But she couldn’t say that to her little sister.

“It’s not so bad,” Sunita said, putting on a brave face. “Some of the guys are hot,” she laughed.

“Like Azeroth?”

“Oh god, he’s fucking amazing. Have you seen his body and the size of his cock?”

“I have,” Jasmin’s eyes sparkled.

“Yeah… I wish he’d been around when I was eighteen,” Sunita sighed.

“He’s around now….” Jasmin said softly. “Do you think I should give myself to him?”

“Uhh…” Sunita stopped.

“You don’t think he’s good?” Jasmin asked.

“I don’t know him… he’s only been in the town for one day. He’s gone off to battle a demon. Who knows if he’ll even make it back.”

“Oh… right,” Jasmin’s face fell. “Maybe I should run away…”

“Don’t do that,” Sunita told her. She rubbed her sister’s leg in what she hoped was a comforting gesture. “It’s better to stick with the devil you know.” She opened her mouth to say more, but then tilted her head to the left. “You hear that?”

She climbed to her feet and strode to the window. What she saw outside was unexpected.

“He’s back,” Sunita murmured. “And he’s got a demon with him!”

·       * * *

Sunita worried about having left the Bull’s Eye unattended to join the crowds that thronged the town centre. If Jim were to find out, he would be displeased. But, looking at the size of the crowd that had gathered, she wondered if Jim would find out. There wasn’t going to be anyone in the Bull’s Eye because the whole town was here, children included. 

“What’s he doing?” Jasmin whispered.

Sunita had absolutely no idea.

Azeroth had ridden through the town on his enormous black stallion. Nothing unusual there. Except for the demon that had ridden in with him.

A demon.

Sunita had never seen a demon before.

She had heard about them.

Fierce beasts that had crawled out from Hell, they were twice the height of men or more. They had black wings and metre-long horns. Some had six eyes, others had two faces. Their teeth were shark-like, but black.

The demon sitting on the stallion, her arms wrapped around Azeroth’s waist, did not look anything like that at all.

The demon was cute…

Sunita felt shame wash over her.

How could she think a demon was cute? What the hell was wrong with her?

“The mayor’s here,” Jasmin said.

Sunita spotted the mayor making his way through the crowd towards Azeroth.

Azeroth who now had his sword in hand. The blade was black. Sunita had never seen a black sword before. Weren’t they supposed to be shiny and sharp?

It didn’t matter what colour Azeroth’s sword was, he held it like a pro. Right this moment, Azeroth looked like the most dangerous person there.

“What’s going on here?” the mayor demanded to know. “Why have you brought the demon here?”

His voice was loud and his chest puffed. Beside him were two women with their swords drawn. Compared to Azeroth sitting atop his massive black stallion, they looked like mice before a lion.

“The demon has given herself to me,” Azeroth said. “She is incapable of harming anyone in this town. She is under my protection, and like any woman under my protection, if you hurt her, you will answer to me.”

The demon raised her left hand to show the silver bracelet that adorned her wrist.

The crowd that gathered began to talk amongst themselves. Some were outraged at the appearance of a demon in their town, others marvelled at the fact a demon had been captured and brought to their town.

The mayor demanded silence. The crowd ignored him.

It was when Azeroth raised his voice did they quieten.

“I’ve captured the demon. She’s harmless now and not a threat to anyone,” he said, his voice deep. “But I'm sure you will have lots of questions,” he added, dryly. “Who would like to go first?” 

“You can’t bring a demon into my town,” the mayor said, his voice sounding almost squeaky in comparison. “There are rules and protocols.”

“Do tell,” Azeroth said, his tone dry. “What are these protocols?”

“Well,” the mayor shook his head gruffly. “You can’t just-” he stopped. “Demons are-” he stopped once more.

“Do you want to go home and make some protocols?” Azeroth asked, his lips twitching. “You don’t have to think of them on the spot.”

“No, I… we have protocols in… a book. I just need to brush up on it,” he finished.

“Great,” Azeroth said. He turned his attention to the crowd. “If there aren’t any further questions?”

“The demon belongs to you then?” Jim shouted out.

Azeroth nodded, and as if to concur, the demon raised her wrist once more to show the silver bracelet that adorned it.

“What are you going to do with her?” Jim asked.

“I haven’t decided yet.”

“I’ll buy her off you,” Jim said. “Five cold coins.”

Sunita’s brows furrowed. Why on earth would Jim want to buy the demon? And where the hell did he get five gold coins from.

Jim wasn’t the only one that was interested in purchasing the demon.

A bidding war started amongst the gathered crowd. They reached thirteen gold coins before Azeroth put an end to it.

“The demon is not for sale,” he announced.

And with that, his stallion was on the move. The crowd parted to let them pass. Sunita watched with annoyance. Thirteen gold coins for a demon? She wondered if she could fetch half that much at an auction.

She knew the answer.

She wouldn’t get anywhere near that figure.

Sunita’s opportunity to wallow in her sadness was short lived.

“I think Azeroth might be heading for the Bull’s Eye,” Jasmin said. “And I think the crowd is going to follow him there.”

It was a fair assessment. The guy had only been in town for a day. He had nowhere else to go.

“Fuck,” Sunita cursed as she ran down the road. She needed to get back before Jim realised she had left the place unattended.


Chapter 7

The common room of the Bull’s Eye was full to capacity. They had all come for one reason and one reason alone.

The demon.

She sat at the corner table with Azeroth, Betty and her slave Tasha.

Sunita was behind the bar with Jasmin, who’d stuck around to help.

“What do you think happened in the mines?” Jasmin asked. “How did he capture a demon?”

Sunita shrugged her shoulders. Azeroth was a mystery that kept growing. One his first day here, he defeated Ralph, an enormous man, with his bare fists. The following day, he captured a demon and brought her back alive. At this rate, in a week’s time, was he going to rule the world?

“She’s sort of cute, isn’t she?” Jasmin continued.

Sunita glanced at her sister, eyebrows raised. “What’s wrong with you?”

“What?” Jasmin muttered. “Get rid of the horns and she’s basically a red human.”

Sunita’s eyes fell on the demon. It was an accurate assessment. The only clothing the demon wore was chainmail. It covered her waist and breasts, but it hid no part of her body. Sunita could see the demon’s nipples poking out through the meshed metal.

They were very human-like.

Her eyes shifted to Azeroth.

Sunita felt a longing deep inside her. She wanted to be seated at that table with him. Hell, she’d be happy to sit on the floor by his feet.

Despite him sitting at the other end of the room, and despite that room being full of punters, Azeroth seemed to notice her stare. He turned his head, their eyes met. He climbed to his feet and walked towards her.

Sunita felt her cheeks begin to burn as she looked away. She busied herself, moving the used mugs away from the counter, she placed them in the large bucket by the floor.

“Go wash these,” Sunita said.

Jasmin glared at her.

“Do it!”

“You can’t make me,” Jasmin said. “I don’t belong to you,” she added with a pout.

Sunita didn’t get the chance to admonish her younger sister. 

Azeroth stood by the bar.

“Can I get a beer?” he asked.

Sunita moved quickly to fill a mug with beer. She passed it to Azeroth.

But he didn’t move on. He remained by the bar, sitting on the stool, he took a gulp of his beer. “How’s it going?”

Sunita didn’t know how to respond to that.

Why was he talking to her when he could have basically anyone in town? Literally. The mayor had made that as part of the deal. A bag of coins and any woman he wanted to fuck.

“Hello?” Azeroth waved a hand at her. “Anyone home?”

“It’s going good.” She nodded at the demon sitting in the corner. “I’ve never seen one before.”

“What do you think?” Azeroth asked.

Jasmin leaned over the counter. “She’s kinda cute,” she said, a sparkle in her eyes.

Azeroth glanced at her with mild curiosity.

Sunita knew what was going on. Jasmin was trying to figure out if Azeroth would be interested in owning her. By saying the demon was cute, she was hoping Azeorth would picture the demon and Jasmin together, doing cute stuff. Or sexual stuff. 

It was an unusual situation. Normally, any guy would love to own a girl without having to battle the girl or battle other men for said girl.

But Azeroth was not a normal man.

He was clearly a capable man. He knocked out Ralph with ease. He ventured out into the mines and came back with a captured demon. He could have his own empire of women. He could work for Lords and Ladies. She imagined men like him were in demand in proper cities.

But here he was, in a town the furthest away from civilisation.

“Do you think she’s cute?” Azeroth asked.

Sunita didn’t get a chance to answer. Jim appeared by the bar, a drink in hand, he plunged himself onto a stool.

He was drunk.

Out of habit, Sunita stepped back. A drunk Jim was one that usually hurt her.

He leaned towards Azeroth. “How much for the demon?”

“Not for sale.”

“I have assets,” Jim said, lurching closer. “Let’s make a deal.”

Azeroth did not reply, but the look in his eyes was warning enough. Problem was, Jim was too drunk to notice. And even if he weren’t, the guy was too much of an idiot to know when to shut up.

“You know I own this inn,” Jim said. “It could all be yours in exchange for the demon. I own the bitch behind the bar too,” he continued. Jim turned on his stool to face Sunita and almost slipped off. He held onto the bar to steady himself. “Get over here,” he barked at her.

Sunita approached the counter, her nostrils flaring in anticipation.

“What do you think of her?” Jim asked.

Sunita looked away as Azeroth faced her. She knew what was to follow. This had happened many times before. Jim would get drunk and try to sell her in exchange for something that was worth much more.

Jim grabbed her vest and pulled at it. He was trying to take it off, but being too drunk, he was doing a terrible job.

“Get this thing off,” he growled.

Sunita was used to taking her top off at the shortest notice. She lifted it above her arms and let the white vest hit the ground. Her cheeks coloured as she stood with her chest bared. Many eyes turned to take in her exposed breasts.

But Sunita only cared about one pair of eyes.

Azeroth.

He had seen her naked before, had fucked her pussy. She’d sucked on his cock. She should not have felt any shame. But she did.

Sunita did not want Azeroth to see her like this – a piece of meat to be used and abused.

Fuck.

She had fallen for Azeroth.

The first guy in ten years to be nice to her and it took her all of one day to fall in love with him.

Jim leaned forward and grabbed her breasts. Sunita shuddered at his touch and closed her eyes.

“These tits are still good,” Jim said. “Come on man… You can have her and the bar for the demon whore.”

Sunita opened her eyes and forced herself to glance at Azeroth. He was looking at her. Their eyes met. What was he thinking?

“Okay,” Azeroth nodded. “I’ll take the bar and the barmaid.”

Sunita felt a spark inside her chest. Was this happening? Was she going to belong to Azeroth? He was going to exchange a demon for her?

“You won’t regret it,” Jim said, slapping Azeroth on the back.

Azeroth smiled at Jim. There was no warmth in it. “I’m not proposing an exchange. We’re going to duel.”


Chapter 8

It had been a long and exhausting day for Azeroth. He had spent most of it travelling to and back from the mines. Whilst there, he’d been knocked out cold by the betraying Betty. On his return, he’d engaged in conversation with far too many of the townsfolk.

The same boring conversation.

Didn’t know you could own a demon.

Take away the red skin and horns and she looks like a human.

Do demons have the same lady parts as humans?

You could get a lot of money whoring her out.

Do you want to trade? I have a couple of girls I can offer.

He was beginning to wish someone would strike him on the head once more and knock him out cold just so he wouldn’t have to talk to these fuckers when he’d noticed Sunita staring at him. He’d made his way to the bar only to be followed by Jim.

Jim, who was being a complete and utter cunt.

Azeroth could tell by the look in Sunita’s eyes that she had fallen for him.

It was a harsh world. One where most men owned a female slave or two.

Slaves had been dehumanised. They were used and abused with consistent regularity.

Azeroth hadn’t been particularly kind to Sunita. But he hadn’t abused her. And that was enough for the poor girl to fall for him.

The truth was, despite himself, Azeroth found he did care for Sunita. Or at least, he cared that Jim was being a cunt. So he challenged him to a duel.

Jim had a few options.

He could be a man and face Azeroth in a duel.

He could use the girls he owned to duel on his behalf.

He could form an alliance with others in town and have a small army on his side.

There was also the option of running away in the middle of the night.

Azeroth was betting on the second or third option.

Jim would not fight him. There was no one in town stupid enough to single-handedly duel an out of town stranger that had just captured a demon.

The question was, would Azeroth face a few of Jim’s girls tomorrow, or would he wake to find a little army ready to battle him?

It was a worry for tomorrow.

Right now, Azeroth needed sleep.

Following a mini tantrum, Jim, who owned the inn, left with two other girls he owned. Following his outburst, the common room quietened before the remaining punters slowly filed out.

It was unsurprising.

Who wanted to be left alone with a stranger that was challenging people to duels rather than proposing an exchange?

“I’m going to need rooms for the night,” Azeroth said to Sunita.

“Rooms?” Sunita asked. “Like… one for you and one for the demon?”

“I’ll share with the demon. I need a room for Betty and Tasha.”

“Why do you need a room for Betty and her slave?” Sunita asked, frowning.

“They’re both my slaves now,” Azeroth said.

* * *

Azeroth and his motley crew followed Sunita up the stairs towards the sleeping quarters of the inn.

The rooms were simple.

A double bed pushed against the wall. A chair beside it. A table in the corner and a small wardrobe.

“That’s the best we have,” Sunita said.

“It’ll do nicely for me and my little demon,” Azeroth said. He stepped into the room with Himari, the red-skinned demon.

“Do I get to sleep on the bed?” she asked, her eyes staring at the shabby thing as if it were a precision crafted four poster bed.

“Sure, if you don’t mind sharing it with me,” Azeroth said. He wasn’t going to do the gentleman thing and sleep on the floor. He needed a good night’s sleep.

“I would be honoured to share a bed with you,” Himari said solemnly.

“When you say share a bed, what do you mean exactly?” Azeroth asked, an eyebrow raised.

“To sleep beside you on the bed,” Himari said as she looked up at him, her eyes locked onto his. “To spread my legs for you and give safe refuge for your human cock.”

Safe refuge for your human cock.

Azeroth decided now was a good time to go and check on Betty and Tasha. “I’ll be back,” he told Himari as he made a hasty exit.

Sleeping with a demon? It had been a while since he’d last made love to a demon. Kikachi, her name was, and it had not ended well.  

Betty’s room was smaller than his own. It had no desk in it, nor did it have a wardrobe. Just a bed and a single chair.

Betty was seated on that chair, her feet extended, they rested on Tasha’s knees as the black girl massaged Betty’s feet.

“What’s going on here?” Azeroth asked.

“She’s just-” Betty stopped, her eyes widening, she looked like a startled and cornered dog.

Azeroth walked into the room and closing the door behind him, he stood with his arms folded across his chest. “You realise Tasha is no longer your slave, right?”

Betty nodded, her cheeks colouring. She removed her feet from Tasha’s knees and climbed to her feet. “I’m sorry, master,” she mumbled.

“You will be,” Azeroth said. “Take off your clothes.”

Having no choice in the matter, Betty did as she was commanded.  

Betty slid off her cloak and pulled down her jeans. Her white blouse was next. She wore black panties, but her breasts were free from the constraints of a bra. She had perky breasts.

Azeroth grabbed her by the hair as she bent down to pull off her panties. Her body froze, her hands on her hips.

Azeroth tightened his grip on her hair and pulled her head up before pushing her against the wall. His hand wrapped around her hair, he pulled up, causing her to stand on her tippy toes.

His face was inches away from hers.

He could feel her warm breath.

But Betty did not make eye contact.

She was afraid.

And for good reason too.

Betty had betrayed him.

And now, she was his slave, at his complete mercy.

“First off,” Azeroth began, “You will never ever mention my use of magic. Is that understood?”

“Yes master,” Betty whispered.

Azeroth let go of her hair. His hands moved down to Betty’s breasts. He took a nipple each between his fingers and squeezed hard. Betty flinched.

It wasn’t that he got a kick from hurting women, but Azeroth’s cock rose. He didn’t feel any sympathy towards her. Betty would have done worse to him if the roles were reversed. She would have stripped him naked and tortured him. He wasn’t planning on doing nearly as much damage to her.

Stripping her naked and giving her ass and pussy a hard spanking seemed about right.

Except, he was still a man.

And now he was turned on.

“Fuck,” Azeroth muttered.

Betty, who had her eyes down, spotted his cock pressing against his trousers. “Did you want me to do something about that?”

“No,” Azeroth grumbled. “What I want is to torture you for being a little bitch.”

“It would be torture for me to suck your cock,” Betty said. “I’m a lesbian.”

It was a nice try, but Azeroth knew it wasn’t true.

He let go of her tits and stepped back, sighing.

Looking at Betty’s body, naked save for the black panties, he wasn’t in the mood to torture her. What he wanted to do was pick her up, throw her on the bed and fuck her hard.

But she would like that.

He wasn’t ready to give her pleasure.

What he needed to do was fuck something else and get it out of his system. Then, he could return to the important task of torturing Betty the betraying bitch.

His eyes fell on Tasha.

Tasha, Betty’s former slave, now owned by him.

He felt no malice towards her. Back in the cave, she was obeying her owner and nothing more.

She was a pretty girl. Her hair was cut short, her black skin was smooth, her lips thick, as was her ass. “Take off your clothes,” Azeroth said.

Already used to being owned, Tasha did as she was commanded quickly and quietly. She slipped out of her green tunic, letting it hit the floor by her feet, she stepped out of it. She spread her legs apart two feet and held her hands behind her back, chest jutted forward to display her breasts.

She had nice tits.

The nipples were big. Her legs spread apart, a little pink poked out from her pussy lips, contrasting against her dark skin.

Without being requested, Tasha turned around and leaned forward. Her ass in the air, she grabbed her butt cheeks and pulled them aside to show off her butthole and pussy.

And then, she turned to face him. “Which of my holes would you prefer, my lord?”

It was the first time she had spoken in his presence.

She had a soft tone.

“Come,” Azeroth beckoned.

As she came close, he grabbed her by her thick hair. But his touch was gentle. He pulled her in for a kiss. Their lips pressed together before their tongues met.

As they kissed, Tasha relaxed. Her warm and naked body pressed against his. Azeroth felt her pussy.

It was wet.

He dug a finger in whilst his thumb played with her clit, rubbing against it. Tasha’s lips pulled away, but her tongue was out, licking at his, moaning at the same time.

The girl was close to an orgasm…

Azeroth dug another finger into her pussy, his thumb continued its circular motion, rubbing at her clit. As her back arched, he leaned down and took her left breast in his mouth, sucking on the nipple. Tasha’s body shuddered as she orgasmed.

Azeroth wrapped his arm around her waist to stop her from falling as her body continued to shudder. When she was done, he carried her to the bed and laid her down gently.

“What the fuck was that?” he wondered out loud, before he turned to face Betty. “If I didn’t know better, I’d guess Tasha’s never orgasmed before.”

“It’s not her first ever orgasm,” Betty said quickly. “Just uh… her first in like… a few years,” she mumbled.

It wasn’t often Azeroth was genuinely surprised. “What now?”

“That was her first orgasm since I’ve owned her…” Betty said sheepishly.

“Why?” Azeroth asked. “Why?” he repeated. “Like… why? Why wouldn’t you let her orgasm?”

Betty shrugged her shoulders. “I was cruel,” she mumbled.

“Was?” Azeroth asked. “You don’t change as a person once you become owned. You just have no control over your body. What else did you do to her? Tell me everything.”

It was a command.

Betty had to obey.

So she told him everything she had done to Tasha.

Betty had whipped the girl, slapped her face, pulled at her tits. She’d stuffed Tasha’s asshole, pussy and mouth with large objects. She poured hot wax on her nipples and her clit. She loved to watch Tasha in a bathtub and observe as the girl obeyed her command of staying under the water, her mind fighting her body as it struggled to breath. And when she was on the verge of drowning, Betty loved to pull her out by the hair, spread her legs and kick her in the pussy repeatedly until the girl’s knees buckled.

It was at that point did Azeroth stop her from talking.

“Jesus fuck man,” he muttered. “You’re quite something, aren’t you? Did you have shitty parents or something?”

Betty looked up at him, frowning. “It’s what everyone does to their slaves.”

“How do you know that?” Azeroth asked. “Do all the slave owners in this shitty town get together every evening and talk about who tortured their slaves the most?”

“Yes,” Betty nodded. “We drink at Jim’s bar and talk about our slaves…”

Azeroth shook his head in disgust. “Fucking small towns.”

He glared at Betty, his desire to hurt her returning.

She was a complete bitch.

He was still horny.

He decided to combine the two.

Azeroth grabbed her by the hair and dragged her towards the bed. He pushed her onto it and reached for her black panties, ripping it off with a single pull.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered as he pulled down his trousers.

Betty did as commanded. She spread her legs apart to reveal her pussy. The lips were long but parted slightly to reveal a small gape.

Azeroth pulled his trousers down, freeing his cock, he was about to mount the bitch when the door opened.

It was Sunita.

“Oh,” she mumbled. “Sorry. I didn’t-” she stopped as her eyes took in the sight.

And what a sight it was.

Azeroth stood over Betty, her legs spread apart, his cock an inch away from her pussy. Laying on the bed beside her was Tasha. Completely naked, Azeroth noted the girl was now playing with her cunt as low moans escaped her lips. She was on the verge of another orgasm. Who could blame her? She’d been deprived for years.

Sunita remained by the door, watching with glazed eyes.

She was a naturally pretty girl.

But tonight, she looked radiant.

Her hair was brushed and tied back in a ponytail. Her lips were glossy, her skin perfectly even. She wore a white crop top and a black mini skirt that hugged the curves of her ass.

“You’re wearing make-up,” Azeroth announced.

Sunita’s cheeks coloured and Azeroth immediately felt like an idiot.

He knew the girl liked him. Having been owned since the age of eighteen, it must have been forever since she’d last gone on a date or had someone be romantic towards her.

With his cock sticking out, Betty’s legs spread apart, and Tasha playing with herself, Azeroth felt bad for Sunita. Aware of the fact he was naked, and ignoring it, he walked towards Sunita and kissed her on the lips.

“You’re in charge,” he told Tasha, before turning to Betty, he added sternly “You’re to obey her until I come back.”


Chapter 9

Azeroth lay on his back in Sunita’s room. It was a single bed and much too small for them both. But they made it work for now. Sunita’s naked body was pressed against his as she lay on her side, her leg rested over his, her wet pussy pressed against his thigh, and her breasts squashed against his shoulder.

A moment of de javu. 

There was one difference.

Last night, they lay like this after he had fucked her.  

Tonight, they lay like this after he had made love to her.

That was the only way to describe it.

Azeroth had carried Sunita into her room and placed her onto the bed gently. He’d kissed her on the lips as his hands removed her skirt. Their lips still locked together, he tugged at her top and tore it off. 

As her breasts spilled out, he moved down her body, taking a breast in each hand, he suckled on the left first before taking in her right breast. His hand moved down to play with her pussy, two fingers dug in whilst the thumb rubbed the clit as he passionately kissed her once more. It was a simple technique, one that worked on pretty much every woman.

As he felt her body begin to shudder, knowing she was close to an orgasm, his hand left her pussy. Not wanting it to stop, Sunita thrust her hip forward, trying to hump his hand. 

Azeroth moved down her body, kissing her neck, sucking on her breasts, licking and biting her body until he came down to her thighs. He paused to breathe in her scent before parting her legs, he kissed her inner thighs. 

As his lips moved to her pussy, Sunita’s body began to squirm as soft moans escaped her lips. Her thighs pressed against his head and she pushed her clitoris against his tongue.

It was her first orgasm of the night.

Her second came as Azeroth parted her legs and gently slid his cock into her now dripping pussy. Kissing her on the lips, he drove his cock in and out of her cunt at a slow pace. Sunita matched his rhythm, thrusting her hips forward as he pushed his cock in.

They came together.

And now, they lay in bed beside each other.

“I can’t wait till you own me,” Sunita murmured.

“It might not happen,” Azeroth said.

“Why not?” Sunita asked, lifting her head from his shoulder in alarm.

“Jim might not want to duel,” Azeroth said. “He could sneak away in the middle of the night with his girls.”

“Isn’t that good?”

Azeroth reached for Sunita’s wrist that bore the silver bracelet. “To own you, I need to either kill Jim in a duel and claim all his slaves or have him surrender you to me. I can’t do either if he runs away.”

“Oh…” Sunita’s face fell.  

Azeroth didn’t think there was much chance of Jim running away. But he did not want to get Sunita’s hopes up. 

Right now, it was likely Jim had sobered up real quick and was making the rounds, going to every house that had a sword, making alliances and promises. 

It seemed the townsfolk had never seen a demon before. Himari did not much the description of the demons from lore. She looked human, save for the red skin and horns.

And now the men in town all wanted a piece of her.

Question was, how many would want it bad enough to form an alliance with Jim and face Azeroth in a fight to the death?

·       * * *

Azeroth left Sunita asleep in her room and returned to his own. Himari lay on the bed, her eyes opened as he walked in and she jumped to her feet.

“Can’t sleep?” Azeroth asked.

She shook her head. “This bed is too soft.”

“What did you sleep on back in… demon land?”

“Our beds were made of wood,” Himari said.

“Right,” Azeroth nodded. He’d half expected her to say rocks, or lava.

Himari stared at his naked body. There was nothing subtle about it.

“Humans are so… soft,” she said, her eyes firmly planted on his cock.

“It’s not always like that…” Azeroth muttered.

“What do you mean?”

“Sometimes it gets hard and… big. Well, bigger.”

Himari approached him, her eyes still on his cock. She dropped to her knees and took it in her hands. It stirred at her touch and grew as she stroked it. Her eyes were drawn to it, her lips parted, she leaned in. Azeroth felt the warmth of her mouth before the wetness.

She took his cock in her mouth and sucked on it once before she let go and climbed to her feet. Himari moved back and stopped as she came up to the wardrobe.

Azeroth watched her with curiosity. That was a very unexpected interaction. Normally, girls didn’t suck his cock and then shirk away.

But then again, Hiamri wasn’t a normal girl. She was a demon.

“What’s going to happen to me?” she asked.

It wasn’t something Azeroth had given a huge amount of thought to.

“Well, you belong to me now,” he said gently. “I’ll take care of you.”

“What if you lose your duel tomorrow?”

“If I lose, then you will belong to someone else,” Azeroth said. And life would be intolerable for the demon if that were to happen. “But I’m not going to lose.”

“How can you be so sure?” Himari asked.

“I’m pretty good with the sword,” Azeroth said. He was pretty sure most of the men in town were useless when it came to fighting based on the fact that no one in this damned town had the guts to go and fight a single demon in a cave. Except for Betty, who he now owned. “I’ll win.”

There was some relief on Himari’s face. Her eyes fell on his cock once more. Azeroth found himself in the peculiar position of wondering what demon cocks were like. Why did Himari keep looking at his cock like that?

Maybe he should put some clothes on.

“You should get some rest,” Azeroth said. “And I should find some clothes,” he added.

“You don’t have to…”

“Don’t have to what?” Azeroth asked.

“You don’t have to put clothes on if you don’t want to,” she said softly. “I’ve always wanted to try a human.”

Himari, who was still wearing her battle armour of a chain mail skirt and bra, now slipped out of both. She stood before him, naked. Her skin red, her breasts were firm and gravity defying. The skin around her pussy was a darker shade of red, but poking out of her puffed pussy was a glimpse of pink.

She walked towards him with a confidence Azeroth did not see in many human girls. She grabbed him by the balls, her grip firm. Azeroth raised an eyebrow as she led him by the balls onto the bed. Placing a hand on his chest, she pushed him onto the bed and climbed on top of him.

“Suck on my tits,” she commanded.

Azeroth wasn’t used to a woman taking the lead. Least of all one he owned. But he supposed it made sense. Himari was the daughter of a demon lord. He imagined she was used to bossing demons around and having her way with them.

Curious to see how this went, Azeroth took her breast in his mouth and sucked on it. Himari still had his balls in her hand. She rubbed them against her pussy. Strangely, it felt good. But the demon tired of that quickly.

She let go of his balls and pulled her breast out of his mouth. She grabbed him by the hair and leaned in to kiss.

It was a deep kiss. A passionate one.

Azeroth wrapped his arms around her back, his chest brushed up against her breasts.

Climbing to his feet, he picked her up. She wrapped her legs around his waist. He turned and dropped her onto the bed before climbing on top. Himari took his cock in her hand and guided it into her pussy.

Azeroth held her breasts as he drove his cock in and out of her pussy. His grip tightened on them. They were so damned firm and soft at the same time. Himari grabbed him by the hair once more and pulled him in for a kiss.

“Fuck me hard,” she whispered.

That was something Azeroth could do.

His cock still in her pussy, pushing down on her thighs, he spread her legs apart. He pounded her pussy, driving his cock all the way in. Himari’s body squirmed beneath him as he thrust away. He was close to coming inside her.

Azeroth grabbed her breasts and bit into the left one as he shot load after load inside her. And when he was done, he collapsed on top of her.

“Not… not bad, human,” Himari said, her voice weak.


Chapter 10

Kilmorack was a small town and the one closest to the end of the world. It bordered the mountains that separated it from the land of the demons. Once upon a time, the entire mountain range would have been fortified with soldiers from all of the human nations.

But after hundreds of years, the war between demons and humans came to an end. Partly due to a stalemate on the battlefield, and partly because the demons had splintered into many factions that had begun to fight each other. 

There wasn’t much going for the town. Its only source of income were the tired coal mines. 

And you could see that in the town centre. 

It was small. There was a fountain. The wall around the basin had several large cracks. There was no water sprinkling out from the lion that had its mouth open.

A crowd had gathered in the town centre. They kept their distance, lingering by the buildings that create the square. Their eyes focused on the man sitting atop the black stallion.

Azeroth surveyed the crowd. A few hundred had gathered to watch.

It seemed Jim had managed to get a few supporters on his side.

The local powerful men formed a line in front of the fountain. The women they owned stood beside them with swords drawn.

Azeroth noticed immediately that Jim was missing. As was the mayor.

He glanced up at the slated roofs on the buildings. His eyes scanned the doors and windows on the first and second floors.

Nothing.

Not a single arrow was aimed at him.

The corners of his lips twitched. It was nice not to have to worry about being caught by an arrow while he battled a bunch of dudes. Just as Azeroth began to wonder how many in the line that had formed to battle him actually knew how to use a sword, they arrived.

The crowd parted to let through the mayor and a small group. Azeroth recognised Jim and his two slaves. There was Ralph too, who had a single slave. He could see why Ralph felt the need to pay for Sunita’s body. 

It would be unkind to say his slave resembled an ogre.

Unkind to the ogre.

There were two other men and four women that he did not recognise.

The mayor stood in front of the line of armed men and women with what appeared to be his own entourage. They were all dressed for battle. Jim and Ralph wore chainmail armour. The mayor had managed to squeeze into a full metal suit of armour, helmet included.

The visor was raised and Azeroth could see the sweat that had formed across the mayor’s brows.

“You managed to raise a small army to face me but couldn’t find a single person to go and beat off a wounded demon?” he asked.

“We didn’t know the demon was wounded,” the mayor replied gruffly.

“Yeah,” Jim chipped in. “We didn’t know she was hot either.”

“Right,” Azeroth nodded. “What’s the plan here?”

“You’re going to hand over the demon,” the mayor said. “And you’re going to leave.”

“What if I don’t?”

“You can’t defeat us all,” the mayor said.

Azeroth took in the sight before him. A small army of men and women, all armed and with varying degrees of ability. The women were usually more skilful. It was funny how women gave themselves to men they knew for protection, only to then be turned into the protection.

He could charge at them with his horse, trample half of them to death and send the rest fleeing in a panic. But what would be the fun in that? 

Azeroth slid off his horse and landed on his feet with a firm and substantial thud. He removed the clasp from his clock and let it slide off. He drew his sword and stared at the sun reflecting off it. 

He wasn’t the only one admiring his weaponry.

“A black blade…” the mayor murmured. His eyes narrowed as he took it in. “I’ve never seen a sword with a black blade.”

A black blade was renowned in many parts of the world. But apparently not here in this backwater town. And that was why he’d travelled to this shithole. To blend in and live a quiet life. He’d managed to squander that in the space of a couple of days.

Azeroth’s lips curled into a smile. He couldn’t help but smirk at how badly wrong his plans of a quiet life had gone.

“What’s funny?” Ralph asked.

Azeroth ignored him. He surveyed the few hundred that had gathered to watch. People in small towns like this probably had never witnessed even a moderately skilled swordsman. To them, he would seem like the greatest. A hero out of a book.

And the few that left the town to ship the coal to bigger towns, they would talk about him. Brag about witnessing the greatest swordsman ever. Word of his residence would spread into the towns and cities and eventually, fuckers would start to come around sniffing to see if money could be made from killing him. 

“What the fuck are you smiling at?” Ralph asked once more.

The smile left Azeroth’s lips as he stared at Ralph. 

He moved quickly, his feet almost gliding across the stone-paved town centre, he reached the mayor and slammed the hilt of his sword towards the mayor’s face. The visor raised on his helmet, the hilt slipped through and smashed into the mayor’s nose.

There was a horrible crunch as metal crushed bone.

The mayor fell back and hit the ground with a clatter. He remained on the stone, unable to get up, his steel armour now a hindrance.

The mayor’s lips moved as blood formed around the corners.

Ralph, who appeared too stupid to be in shock like the rest, leaned down, bringing his face close to the mayor’s. “What?” he asked. “I can’t hear you.”

Jim’s face filled with rage. He raised a hand and pointed a finger at Azeroth. “Kill him!” he yelled.

The group of armed men and women formed a circle around Azreoth. And then, they came at him, slashing their swords, trying their best to do just that - kill him.

Azeroth ducked under blades and parried strikes as he whirled amongst the attackers. He kicked, punched and struck with the flat side of his sword, knocking down his opponents with relative ease until only Jim and Ralph were left.

Ralph was still leaning beside the mayor, trying to catch the words coming out of the man’s mouth.

“Who… who are you?” Jim asked, his eyes wide in disbelief. “How did you…” he stopped, unable to continue talking, he stared at the bodies that lay on the floor.

“They’re not dead,” Azeroth said. “And neither are you,” he added, as he neared Jim, his sword by his side. “I want Sunita and the Bull’s Eye. And I want you to fuck off.”

Beads of sweat dotted Jim’s forehead. He wiped them away with his chainmail sleeve and then winced at the pain. He swallowed nervously as he glanced at his two slaves that lay on the floor, unconscious.

“You’re going to let me keep them?” he asked.

Azeroth looked at the girls that lay on the ground. Most men in his position would have killed Jim, the mayor and all the other fuckers. They would have taken the girls as their own. They would have taken control of the town and declared themselves a lord or some shit.

But Azeroth didn’t want that.

Whenever you declare yourself a lord, you attract the attention of other lords who send over spies to see if there was anything to be concerned about, or if there were any opportunities to take advantage of. It became an endless game of cat and mouse. And if the cat grew too fat, it caught the attention of a Queen.

That’s right.

A world where there were Queen’s at the top, ruling over men that owned most women as slaves.  

“Yeah. You can keep them. But I want you out of town today. Fuck off. Don’t come back,” Azeroth said. “Take them with you,” he nodded towards the mayor and Ralph, who was still leaning over him.

Jesus, was that guy a fucking retard? Why was he still standing over the mayor?

Jim moved quickly. He pressed his golden bracelet against Azeroth’s and relinquished his hold over Sunita. He then dashed to his fallen girls and pressed his golden bracelet against their silver ones. The girls sat up with a jolt, eyes wide, mouths hanging open.

“Asshole,” Azeroth muttered.

Jim could have woken the girls in so many other ways. Instead, he chose the quickest and most painful way of doing it. By pressing his bracelet against theirs, he basically knocked on every nerve in their bodies. With a fucking hammer.

Deciding the more he watched Jim, the angrier he was going to become, Azeroth turned away and jumped onto the outer wall of the fountain. It wasn’t a very high wall, but it would have to do. The crowd that had gathered to watch the spectacle were now murmuring amongst themselves.

Azeroth slammed the flat end of his blade against the fountain three times. The noise caught the attention of the crowd. They fell silent, all eyes on him.

Fuck, Azeroth thought. He should have had a speech prepared for this moment. It wasn’t like he had anything else to do last night, or this morning. He sure as fuck wasn’t training for battle.

“Right,” he began. “The mayor is out. In some towns, that would make me the new mayor. I don’t want that title. You guys do you, I’ll do me. Just don’t cross my path and we will be fine,” he said, before adding. “I mean, you can cross my path. Just don’t-” he stopped, wondering when he’d become so shit with his words. 

It was probably all that travelling alone that had done it. When you had no one to talk to for months, it had an effect on your ability to talk eloquently at great lengths. 

“Don’t piss me off!” he finished.


Chapter 11

It should have been the lunch hour rush, or whatever was considered as rush hour in a small sleepy town. But the Bull’s Eye was empty of customers.

Sunita stood behind the bar. Her sister Jasmin, who seemed to be hanging around a lot more recently, sat on a stool to her left.

“Why are you here?” Sunita asked, frowning.

“What do you mean?” Jasmin asked innocently.

Sunita’s frown deepened. Jasmin hardly ever hung around the inn during the daylight hours. The girl was too busy with Marcus, giving the boy all her attention so that when she finally gave herself to him, Marcus would be nice to her.

It was a smart thing to do, invest in her future.

But that had changed since Azeroth’s appearance. Now, Jasmin was here in the inn during the day. She was wearing a short black leather skirt that hugged her curves and a low cut top pressed against her breasts. Her hair was straight and shiny, her lips red, her lashes thick.

“You’re waiting for Azeroth,” Sunita muttered.

“Do you think he will win?” Jasmin asked, not even bothering to deny it.

Sunita shrugged her shoulders. She knew little about the man. He had only been in town for a couple of days. In that time, he’d spanked Ralph as if he were a five-year old and gone off to the mines and captured himself a demon.

Sure, he was capable.

But Sunita knew it wasn’t going to be a fair fight. There were some rules, even out here at the end of the world. The mayor had the final say on all duels. Letting a random man walk in and challenge one of their own, kill him and take his girls would not set a good example for others.

There was a good chance the mayor would try and dissuade Azeroth from duelling.

If Azeroth refused and decided to go ahead anyway, it would not be a fair fight.

But if he did win… she would belong to him.

Sunita’s eyes fell on Jasmin. The girl was dressed to attract attention. Azeroth’s attention.

“I thought you were going to give yourself to Marcus?” she asked.

“I haven’t fully committed…”

“Yes, you have. You’ve spent the past five years fawning over him and following him around like a little puppy.”

“Yeah, well, now there’s a new-” Jasmin stopped. “Should I call him master?”

“You shouldn’t call him anything!”

“What?”

“I don’t want you to be owned by Azeroth,” Sunita muttered.

“You seemed fine with it just yesterday,” Jasmin said pointedly.

“Things have changed.”

“Like what?”

“I might be owned by him,” Sunita said.

“So?” Jasmin asked, confused.

Sunita glared at her younger sister. The girl could be really ditsy sometimes. “I don’t want us to be owned by the same man!”   

“Why not?” Jasmin scowled, her arms folded across her chest. “Oh.” Understanding dawned on her face. “Because he might make us do things to each other?”

“Yes,” Sunita said, her cheeks colouring.

It’s what most men wanted, to own a couple of sisters and make them do things to each other. It was one of the reasons Sunita hadn’t minded too much when Jasmin aligned herself with Marcus. The boy had a reputation for being able to handle himself and he’d never frequented the inn to pay for her services.

“You’ve seen me naked before,” Jasmin said softly. She climbed up off the stool and tugged at the hem of her skirt, pulling it down as much as she could. Which wasn’t very much. The skirt was so short, all it did was cover her pussy. “I don’t see what the big deal is,” she added.

“Seeing you naked isn’t the same as sucking on your pussy,” Sunita snapped.

“Is my pussy that bad?” Jasmin asked.

“What?”

“You’ve sucked on other pussy,” Jasmin said. “I know you have.”

Sunita couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “It’s not the same.”

Jasmin tugged at her skirt and pulled it down to her feet. Stepping out of the bit of leather cloth, her naked bottom rested on the stool once more. She lifted her legs and spread them apart.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Jasmin growled, averting her eyes.

“Just look at it,” Jasmin said.

“Fuck off.”

“Oh my god, it’s just my pussy. Look!” Jasmin snapped. “You’re not going to die.”

“I know I’m not going to die,” Sunita snapped back. She turned her head and stared at her younger sister’s pussy. “Happy?” she asked.

“Well?” came Jasmin’s response.

“Well, what?”

“Is it bad?”

Sunita frowned. “Are you asking me if your pussy is bad?”

“Yeah,” Jasmin said, nodding her head. “You’ve seen loads before. Does my pussy repulse you?”

Despite herself, Sunita found herself looking at her younger sister’s pussy. Like, really looking at it. The slit was small. The lips were pressed together and tight. Cute. That’s how she would describe it.

“You’ve not had much sex, have you?” Sunita asked.

“I’m holding back on Marcus. I want to keep some mystery for him,” Jasmin said with a grin. “So?”

“So what?”

“Do you think you could suck on my pussy?”

Sunita looked around the bar for something to throw at her sister. She picked up an empty wine bottle and held it up threateningly. She was in the process of making a suitable threat when she felt it.

It was only for a brief moment.

A frosty breeze pushed through her body. She felt lightheaded. The bottle fell from her hand as she leaned against the counter.

Jasmin jumped to her feet and rushed over, her hand rested on Sunita’s shoulder. “What’s wrong?”

Sunita had never felt the cold breeze before. But she had heard of it from other slaves. Slaves that had lost a master and been replaced with another.

“He won,” she said softly.

“Azeroth?” Jasmin asked.

Sunita nodded. Ownership of her soul no longer belonged to Jim. She had a new master now.

Azeroth.    


Chapter 12

Azeroth sat upon his black stallion, striding through the narrow streets of Kilmorack feeling suitably pleased with his afternoon of work. He’d managed to beat back the mayor and his little gang without killing anyone or hurting himself. Now, he owned a little inn and a few girls that would look after him.

Retirement.

That’s what this place seemed like. And after the life he had lived, retirement was beginning to sound wonderful.

As he rode through the narrow roads, Azeroth took in the few townsfolk he passed. Men, women, children. They were dressed in simple clothes. Grey tunics with matching trousers or skirts. Some wore shoes, others walked barefoot.

There was only one inn and it served the entire town. Azeroth briefly wondered what the difference was between a town and a village. He didn’t know the answer and he didn’t dwell on it. He was here in Kilmorack. The quietest, smallest and definitely remotest town in the land. 

The most boring of places to be. Full of peasants who did not have ideas above their station, or energy for adventurism.

The perfect place to retire.  

Once at the Bull’s Eye, Azeroth dismounted and led his horse around the back to the stable. His was the only horse there. Not surprising considering not many visitors came to this backwater town so small it could pass for a village.

Leaving his horse chewing away at the hay, he entered the Bull’s Eye. It was completely empty of customers. Sunita was behind the counter. She stared at him with obvious nerves.

Sunita knew she belonged to him. Slaves could tell when they were passed from one master to another. Apparently a breeze of some sort washed through their bodies.

Being owned by him made the poor girl nervous. He needed to do something about that.

Azeroth joined her by the bar. “Can I get a beer?”

Sunita poured beer in a mug and placed it before him on the counter. He noted the slight tremble in her hand. Azeroth drained the mug in a single gulp. Nothing better than a cold beer after a battle. Though it was hardly a battle.

“Um… so, you belong to me now,” he mumbled. “Um… I’m a nice guy,” he added.

Fucking hell, Azeroth cursed mentally.

It had been a long time since he’d taken on a new girl as a slave. 

Well, that wasn’t exactly true. He’d taken on Betty as a slave. But Azeroth didn’t feel like being nice to that bitch. He wanted her to suffer for a while, to know what it felt like to be owned, used and abused the way she’d been using and abusing Tasha.

But it was different with Sunita.

The girl worked in a bar in a shitty dying mining town. Her customers came not only for beer, but for her too.

Because Jim made her part of the service.

Men, old and young, handsome and ugly, fat and skinny, they all used and abused her.

And Azeroth knew she had been used and abused. Not just because life in this hard world made men cruel, but because he had seen the signs on her body. Her beautifully smooth brown skin had been littered in faint purple patches.   

He reached across the counter and took her hands in his. Their eyes met. As time passed, he felt her hands relax. “It’s going to be okay,” he told her. “You’re going to be okay.”

Sunita nodded. “Thanks,” she mumbled. Her eyes widened suddenly. “I mean, thank you Master Azeroth.”

“You don’t need to call me master.”

“What… what shall I call you, Mast-” Sunita stopped.

Azeroth could see the fear had returned. It was going to take more than just words for Sunita to really trust him, to relax around him, to be herself around him. It would happen. He just needed to be patient.

“Umm… can I call you master?” a voice said to his left.

Azeroth turned his head to see a young and attractive girl standing by the corner of the counter. She was dressed in a skirt so short, if she moved, Azeroth was certain the line of her pussy would show. She matched it with a low cut top that hugged her breasts.

“I don’t remember you looking this hot before,” Azeroth said, apparently forgetting to think in his head and not say the words out loud.

Jasmin’s eyes lit up. “Is that a yes?”

Fuck, Azeroth thought. Owning two sisters, it was something he’d always thought about. Hadn’t most guys?

To his right, Sunita glared at her younger sister, arms folded across her chest.  


Chapter 13

It had been many moons since Azeroth had spent time with a company of girls he owned. He was a little rusty when it came to managing them. And he had never owned girls in really small towns. In the big cities, it was rare for women to hand themselves over to complete strangers.

That’s what he was to Jasmin.

A complete stranger.

She had seen a glimpse of him and had formed an opinion based on that. He’d come to this small town and saved it from the demon. In her eyes, he was a hero straight out of the history books.

And now she wanted to be owned by him.

It was late at night. The Bull’s Eye remained vacant of customers. Azeroth imagined they were afraid of him, or at the very least, uncertain of what to make of the new owner. The vast majority of usual punters were men. It was possible they came to fawn at Sunita and if they’d saved enough money, pay for her services. But with a new owner of the inn and of Sunita, it was likely the men were staying away until they could be certain of how he was going to operate.

Azeroth had sent Sunita up earlier. There was no point in her standing behind the counter. He helped himself to a final mug of beer and gulped it down. It had been a long day. He wanted to go to bed.

But it wasn’t over.

He was now the owner of a bunch of girls. He needed to check on them.

Azeroth made his way up the stairs to the first floor. He opened the door to the demon’s room. She lay on her back facing away from the door. Completely naked, Azeroth had a view of her slender back and heart-shaped buttocks.

Himari turned to face him. “I’m bored,” she announced. “I’ve been stuck in this room all day. I want to go out and have fun.”

It seemed like a fair request. But there was an obvious problem. “You’re a demon.”

“So what,” Himari scowled.

“You can’t just walk about the town. You’ll terrify the people.”

“I’m terrifying?” Himari asked. “I thought I was hot.”

She was right. There was no doubting her hotness. “Yeah, I mean… no complaints here,” he gave her the thumbs up as he ogled her breasts.

“So what’s the problem? I want to go out and play.”

Play? Azeroth frowned.

And then, it dawned on him.

She came from a prestigious demon family. She was part of their nobility. And one thing nobility had in common across time and space was a sense of entitlement and childish wonder.

“Just fucking great,” Azeroth muttered.

“What’s great?”

“I’m stuck with a royal bimbo.”

Himari’s eyes widened as she sat up in bed. “What did you call me?”

“You heard,” Azeroth muttered. “You’re like one of those princesses that wants adventure, gets lost and ends up somewhere unpleasant, and then demands everyone go out of their way to accommodate them.”

“I’m not here because I wanted adventure,” Himari said through gritted teeth. “I’m here because my family was murdered by Lord Baal who now wants me as his sex slave.”

Azeroth had heard the story before. And he knew enough about demons to know they had feelings much like humans did. So, he had a question. “Shouldn’t you be in mourning and shit?”

“Excuse me?”

“Your whole family was murdered. Shouldn’t you be too sad to go out and play?”

“I am sad,” Himari said as she thumped her fists onto the mattress. “But demons don’t die in the same way you humans do.”

That was news to Azeroth. From his end, which was usually the pommel side of a sword, humans and demons died in equal fashion. They bled, their bodies spasmed, their eyes closed, they became still.

He sat on the bed beside Himari. “Explain,” he commanded.

She didn’t have to obey. The bracelet around her wrist was fake. He had no real control over her.

Himari leaned against him and rested her head on his shoulder. She took his hand in hers and placed it in her lap. Perilously close to her pussy, Azeroth could feel the heat emanating from it.

“We demons originated from Hell. When we die, we simply go back to Hell,” she said. “I’ll miss them. But they’re not gone forever. I’ll see them one day,” she sighed. “Plus, you know how demons are. All kill and no play. It’s a bit of a relief to have them gone, if I’m going to be honest.” Himari raised her head to stare at him. “You’re staring at my breasts,” she said pointedly. “Did you even hear anything I said?”

Azeroth knew he’d had a few drinks downstairs. But he was only now realising he was a bit drunk. Because he was still staring at Himari’s breasts.

He also realised he was amazing at multitasking. Despite being drunk and having his attention taken by her sumptuous red breasts, he’d heard every word she had spoken.

“Azeroth?” Himari snapped.

“I was listening,” he told her. “You said something about hating your parents and that demons live forever cuz… Hell or something.”

Maybe he wasn’t so good at multitasking…

“I want to have fun!” Himari scowled. “I’m a Lady and I wanted to be treated like one. I need servants!”

Her voice raised, it was loud. No shit, Azeroth thought. It was distracting him from the important task of ogling her breasts. What he needed was for her to shut up and stay still so he could examine the red breasts.

That’s what it was.

Red breasts. They were exotic.

Azeroth took them in his hands. They were soft and firm in equal measure.

“What are you doing?” Himari asked.

“Breasts,” he told her.

He leaned in and took one in her mouth. He sucked on the nipple and sighed. Breasts. He definitely liked them.

Himari ran her fingers through his hair. She gripped it in both hands and lay back on the bed, pulling Azeroth on top of her. Her breast in his mouth, Azeroth pulled his trousers down. Himari’s legs spread apart, Azeroth’s cock found her pussy with ease.

The demon was wet between the legs. Himari arched her back as his cock slid in. Azeroth gave her breast a little bite before he moved up her body, pressing his lips against hers as his cock slid in and out of her warm wet pussy.

They kissed passionately, tongues probing before Azeroth raised his head to take in her beauty. Her lips parted, she stared up at him with lust in her eyes. Her perfect breasts, her smooth skin, her hips wide as her legs parted.

Azeroth rubbed her clit as he thrust his cock in and out of her pussy.

“Come,” she whispered, beckoning with her hand. “Kiss me… your lips are so soft.”

Azeroth pulled his top off and lowered his chest onto her naked breasts. He kissed her on the lips as she wrapped her legs around his back, his cock now deep in her cunt. Their warm bodies locked together, Himari grinded her hips as he thrust in and out, their rhythms matching.

It was a wondrous moment, the warmth of her body, her breasts squished against his chest, the tightness between her legs. Azeroth could have stayed there forever. But he noticed the signs coming from her body.

The moans increasing, the grinding more intense, the arching of her back. She was going to orgasm soon. Azeroth drove his cock in and out of her pussy with greater intensity. He wrapped his arms around her back and pulled her in for a tight embrace, squeezing her slender frame against his muscular one.

They came together. As her body relaxed, he continued to pump cum into her pussy until he was drained. His cock slid out of her pussy as he lay beside her. Cum dripped down her inner thigh.

“Humans are good at fucking,” the said softly.

“I mean… I’m sure they are but… I’m above average,” Azeroth told her.

“Where are your servants?”

Servants? “I don’t have any servants.”

“What about those girls? The ones with the silver bracelets,” Himari said, raising her hand to display the fake version he’d made for her.

“Oh. They’re not servants. They’re sl-” Azeroth stopped. Servant was a better word than slave. “Why do you need them?”

“My pussy needs cleaning,” Himari announced.


Chapter 14

In the end, none of his slaves came to clean Himari’s pussy. Azeroth certainly wasn’t going to go and fetch one for the task. He’d just exploded inside the demon and he was partly drunk. He was far too tired to get out of bed. He also didn’t know how he felt about encouraging Himari’s sense of entitlement.

He didn’t own her and she was a demon. There was uncertainty abound. It played on his mind as he fell asleep.

Naturally, he dreamt of demons.

The landscape was red. The sky, the ground, the trees, the lakes, and of course, the demons. Himari was there. She sat on a throne made of human bones. A red carpet led up to the throne. A demon guard of honour stood on either side. They were naked. Female demons on one side, male demons on the other.

Azeroth walked down the carpet towards Himari. The demons on either side were massive. At least ten feet tall. And as he approached Himari, he realised she was the tallest of all. She climbed to her feet as he reached the throne.

She was so tall, her pussy was at the same level as his face.

He knew what he had to do. He leaned forward and kissed her gigantic pussy. And then, parting the lips, he dived in, probing with his tongue and sucking away.

When he awoke, Azeroth wasn’t sure if it was a good dream or a bad one. He liked pussy as much as the next guy, but a giant demon sitting on a throne of human bones, an honour guard of naked demons?

It was a bit much, he decided.

Himari was asleep beside him.

He left her in bed and walked into the bathroom. The water was cold and it jolted him awake. After washing himself quickly, he returned to his room, dressed himself and headed down to the common room of the inn.

Sunita was behind the bar. She was dressed in a white blouse and a red skirt. “Would you like some breakfast?” she asked.

Azeroth was famished and nodded eagerly. He joined her in the small kitchen behind the bar. There was a table pressed against the corner opposite the cooker. He pulled a chair out and watched as she prepared his meal.

Sunita was an expert at efficiency. She fried his eggs, cooked his sausages, heated beans and toasted his bread all at the same time. She topped it up with freshly squeezed orange juice. Azeroth would have preferred a cold beer, but fresh orange juice was a nice touch.

He demolished the food and gulped down the orange juice. And when he was done, he beckoned Sunita over and pushed a chair for her to sit.

“So,” he began, his tone conversational. “How do you feel about me owning your sister?”

“I-” Sunita stopped, confusion in her eyes. “I don’t understand the question,” she said slowly.

“How do you feel about it?” Azeroth repeated. “It could be a little weird, couldn’t it?”

“I guess I-” Sunita stopped once more. “I’m still not sure I understand the question…”

“Jesus Sunita. I’m asking for your opinion. How can you not understand that? For fucks sake, stop being such a bitch!” Azeroth sighed. He’d forgotten how much patience was needed with girls that had former masters. “I’m sorry,” he muttered. “I didn’t mean any of that. I mean, I meant some of it but… like. Imagine I said all of that, but in a nice way. Do you understand?”

Sunita gave him a slow nod of the head.

“So, would it be weird for you if I owned your sister?” Azeroth said, trying one last time.

“Yes.”

“Yes?”

“Yes. I think it would be very weird for me if you owned my sister.”

Azeroth had thought as much, but a really small part of him had hoped Sunita would be fine with it. The small horny part that wanted to fuck two sisters at the same time.

“I guess I’ll have to say no to her,” he muttered.

“Thank you,” Sunita gave him a small smile. “You’re very kind,” she added.

Yeah. He was very kind. He could have been the emperor of the fucking world. Instead, he was lying low in this shithole of a town. Because he was too kind. Azeroth climbed to his feet and turned towards the door.

Jasmin was there, standing in between the doorframe, she glared at her sister. “What the fuck was that?!”

“What?” came Sunita’s response, her tone defensive, her shoulders caved as she scowled.

“You’d rather I be a slave to Marcus for the rest of my life just because it’s a bit weird for you to have to share the same master?” Jasmin growled. “You’re such a selfish bitch!”

Azeroth, who had climbed to his feet to leave, decided to sit back down on the chair. Not because he was particularly invested in this conversation, but because Jasmin was blocking his exit route. And because he didn’t really have much else to do that day.

“I thought you liked Marcus?” Sunita asked. “You’d go on and on about how amazing he is. I couldn’t get you to shut up.”

“Marcus was the best the town could offer. Azeroth is so much better. He’s asking for your opinion. Have you ever heard of a Master asking one of his slaves for their opinion?”

Sunita sat with a pout on her face, her arms folded across her chest, she looked like a sullen child. “It’s weird,” she said. But there wasn’t much conviction behind it.

“You want me to potentially live a life of utter misery because ‘it’s weird’?” Jasmin asked, her brows furrowed as her lips pressed together.

Sunita stared up at her younger sister, looking very much like a brooding child being told off by a parent. “Fine,” she muttered.

Jasmin’s face lit up. She gave her sister a sweet smile and practically danced into the kitchen. She grabbed her sister by the hair and kissed her on the lips.

Sunita’s eyes widened in shock. When she got over it, she pushed Jasmin away and wiped her lips, trying to rid the taste of her sister.

Like a bunny on speed, Jasmin hopped over to Azeroth and held her wrist out. “I’m ready,” she said.

Azeroth looked up at her and frowned. “What makes you think I want to own you?”

Jasmin’s face dropped. “But… but I’m… I’m a girl that’s giving herself to you?”

“That actually happens to me a lot,” Azeroth said.

“But… I’m hot!”

She was hot. Jasmin had the tight body only an eighteen year-old could have. She had smooth skin, silky hair and curves in the right places. The red top she wore squished her breasts together. Azeroth wanted to rip it off to free her breasts. And to see what they looked like. But he wasn’t done yet.

“I already own a few hot women,” Azeroth said. “Your sister’s pretty hot.”

Sunita’s cheeks reddened at the compliment.

“Tell me why I should own you. You’ve got two minutes to convince me.”

Jasmin stared at him in horror. Her mouth hung open, but no words came out.

“Time’s ticking,” Azeroth said, tapping on his wrist at the non-existent watch.

“I…i… I’m hot,” she stammered.

“You’ve already said that,” Sunita pointed out unhelpfully.

“Please. I’ll do anything. I’ll be a good girl!”

Azeroth worked hard to keep his smile in check. But his eyes sparkled in delight. It was fun to watch Jasmin squirm. In his line of work, it was rare for him to have the opportunity to tease. His line of work being a lone traveller trying to get away from it all…

“He’s teasing you…” Sunita said, as she watched him with a keen eye.

“Five points to you,” he pointed at her.

He took Jasmin’s hand in his. “You know what to say?”

She nodded and closed her eyes. Her chest rose and fell as she took slow deep breaths. She whispered the words, and then opened her eyes. Silver metal began to emerge on her arm. Three inches wide, it formed a complete circle around her wrist.

“It’s done,” she whispered. And then, looking him directly in the eyes, she asked, “Shall we fuck now?”


Chapter 15

It had been a week since Jasmin had given herself to Azeroth. Sunita still wasn’t comfortable with the idea of having the same master as her younger sister. But she knew it was the right thing for Jasmin.

Azeroth was a good guy.

And good guys were in short supply these days.

In the week that he’d owned her, Sunita hadn’t slept with a single guy in town. She was no longer Jim’s whore pimped out for cheap change.

She’d forgotten what it felt like to not have to wipe cum out of her pussy every night. Forgotten what it felt like to wake up clean. Forgotten what a week of rest could do to her body and mind.

Mind you, Azeroth had pushed her body more than any man had done so far.

But it was different.

Azeroth was training the girls. All of them. Two hours every morning, two hours in the evening, she trained with a sword and shield. Her hands ached from holding one, as did her arms from swinging the metal blade.

And she had plenty of bruises from when her younger sister had gotten a little carried away.  

But Sunita enjoyed the training. She was getting the hang of it, of wielding a sword. She was not anywhere near being considered an expert, but now with sword in hand, she fancied her chance against some of the men in town that had sexually abused her body.

Despite loving the training, she was glad it was Sunday. Officially their rest day. It was still early. The sun yet to rise, a dim glow greeted her window.

Sunita sat up and stretched, wincing as the aches in her body increased their complaints. She climbed to her feet and approached the mirror attached to the door. She stared at her naked reflection. Her hands moved to her breasts. They were perky and of average size. Smaller than Jasmin’s, but still good.

In her opinion, at least.

And it seemed to just be her opinion for now.

Azeroth had yet to use her body since being her owner. He spent most of his time with the demon girl, Himari. He hadn’t even fucked Jasmin.

After being used by so many men, Sunita was glad to have her body to herself. But she did want Azeroth’s attention.

Sighing, she slipped into a flowery dress and walked out into the corridor. She was the only one awake at this time of the morning. Taking light steps, she entered Jasmin’s room. The girl was asleep.

And it seemed Sunita was not the only sister to sleep naked.

Jasmin lay on her back, her legs parted, her body on full display.

Despite herself, Sunita took in the naked figure of her younger sister as she walked into the room and stood over her bed.

The girl had a voluptuous body. Perfect breasts, flat navel with an inverted belly button, wide hips and long legs. Her skin was smooth and tanned.

Jasmin kept a clean shaven pussy, and Sunita found herself staring at it.

She had sucked on pussy before.

Not by choice, but as a participant in Jim’s sex games.

Sunita discovered she did not mind pussy so much. She had an element of control over it, compared to having a cock in her mouth, where the guy thrusted it in deep with wanton joy.

But sucking another girl’s pussy wasn’t the same as sucking her own sister’s opening.

“Hey…” Jasmin said, her eyes flickering as she woke. “What are you doing here?” she turned on her side towards the door, her eyes closed as she drifted.

Sunita sat on the bed by Jasmin’s feet. “Wake up.”

“Go away,” Jasmin said, extending her foot and gently kicking Sunita in the ribs.

“We need to talk,” Sunita insisted.

Jasmin opened her eyes and glanced at the window. “What time is it?”

“Early.”

“Go away,” Jasmin closed her eyes once more.

Sunita slapped her younger sister’s bottom. It was not a soft and playful spank.

Jasmin’s eyes flung open. “Ow!”

“We should talk,” Sunita said softly.

“Oh my god. What’s wrong with you?” Jasmin asked as she sat up. “You know you always do this. You overthink shit and work yourself up. What is it now, huh? What’s got your panties in a twist?”

“Azeroth.”

“What about him?”

Sunita told her younger sister her fears. 

Azeroth was a mysterious man. It was obvious he’d been around. He’d probably lived in one of the great cities, maybe even fought for some of the royal houses. He must have had so many adventures. And during those adventures, he must have had his fill of women. Gorgeous women that the men of Kilmorack could only dream of.

And now he had the demon girl with him. Himari was exotic. Even Sunita was curious to know what the demon tasted like. But she didn’t mention that part.

“We’re boring to him,” she finished.

“Talk about yourself,” Jasmin said huffily. But the worry was written across her face. “I thought he’d have slept with me by now…”

“I have an idea,” Sunita said. “But…”

Jasmin waited patiently and expectantly.

Sunita took a deep breath and opened her mouth. 

But no words came out. 

She was afraid to speak of her plan. For good reason too. It was outrageous and weird… She wanted to say it was disgusting too, but as she looked at her sister’s breasts, her hips, the long legs, she knew that would not be the right word.

“What if we slept with each other?” she blurted out.

Jasmin’s brows furrowed. “I… I don’t understand.”

“I thought it might be a way to get Azeroth to notice us…” Sunita muttered.

“It’s not a bad idea,” Jasmin mused. “Can you do it?”

“Well, I’m here, aren’t I?”

Jasmin, who was seated on the bed, completely naked, now spread her legs apart. “Go on then.”

Sunita glanced at her sister’s pussy. “What am I supposed to do with that?”

“Suck it,” Jasmin said without hesitation.

“Fuck off.”

“Knew it,” Jasmin said. She closed her legs and lay back in bed. “I’m going to get some sleep now. Thanks for waking me up for nothing.”

Sunita glared at her younger sister. It did no good. Jasmin had closed her eyes. Another two minutes, and she would probably be asleep. The fact that her older sister had just dropped a bombshell on her, Jasmin was far too cool to care about stuff like that.

Let’s see how fucking cool you really are, Sunita thought.

If anyone was going to suck pussy, it was going to be Jasmin. Sunita was the older sister, the more experienced sister, the one that Azeroth had duelled Jim for. Jasmin on the other hand, had to beg to be owned.

Sunita slipped out of her flowery dress.

Her sudden confidence faltered as she stood naked in her sister’s room. She began to wonder how much she really craved Azeroth's touch and feel. She’d only known him for a few weeks. Why was she so desperate for his attention?

Probably because no guy had ever been nice to her before.

So she fell in love with the first nice guy. It helped that he was tall and handsome. And amazing with a sword. Good in bed too.

In love?

Was she in love with him?

Fucking hell. How was she supposed to know what love felt like?

What she did know was that she wanted Azeroth’s attention badly enough, she was willing to do stuff to her own sister.

Sunita’s cheeks coloured at the thought. She climbed onto the bed and stood over her sister, a foot either side of Jasmin’s head. She decided to dive in before she chickened out.

Sunita lowered herself, bringing her own pussy until it was inches above Jasmin’s mouth.

It was at this point did her younger sister open her eyes. “What’s going on?”

“You’re going to use that big mouth of yours to suck on my pussy,” Sunita said with determination.

Jasmin stared at Sunita’s pussy. Her eyes narrowed as her lips curled. “I don’t want to,” she said sullenly.

Sunita raised an eyebrow. “Why not?”

“Because you’re my sister… it’s weird,” Jasmin weird.

“Now it’s fucking weird? You didn’t seem to mind only moments ago when you told me to suck your pussy.”

“I was bluffing… I don’t want to do this.”

Jasmin turned her face sideways and stared at the door. She reminded Sunita of when she was a little girl, stubbornly refusing to eat her vegetables. Her pussy wasn’t as healthy as broccoli and carrots. But Sunita had committed to this.

She grabbed her sister by the hair and turned her head to face her. She lowered her pussy and pressed it against Jasmin’s mouth.

Her younger sister didn’t verbally protest.

But her lips remained shut.   

Sunita’s free hand moved down Jasmin’s naked body. It rested on her breast as her fingers took hold of the nipple. She knew how much having her nipples squeezed hurt. It was something the men loved doing to her.

“I’ll twist if I have to,” Sunita warned.

Jasmin closed her eyes and opened her mouth.

Her tongue came out.

She licked Sunita’s pussy.

Despite it being her sister’s tongue, Sunita enjoyed having a warm and wet tongue probe at her opening. She began to ride her sister’s face, pushing her cunt down, trying to find the right spot that would press against her clit. In the process, she began to smother the girl.

“Have you ever sucked on a pussy before?” Sunita asked, her grip tightening on her sister’s hair.

Her tongue working away on Sunita’s pussy, Jasmin wasn’t able to answer. So she shook her head.

“I can tell,” Sunita laughed.

She guided her younger sister, told her how to probe past the lips and find the clit. That was the pleasure point. She closed her eyes and rode her younger sister’s face as Jasmin moved her tongue up and down, trying to keep up with Sunita, trying to keep applying pressure on the clit.

Little moans escaped Sunita’s lips as she felt the tingling pleasure grow in her clitoris. It expanded across her body. The sensation overwhelming, she cried out in pleasure as she grabbed Jasmin’s head with both hands and pushed her pussy down hard.

Sunita orgasmed on her sister’s face.

When she was done, she leaned forward, her head rested on the headboard, her pussy still on Jasmin’s face, her thighs pushed against the girl’s ears. Finally, she climbed off her and lay beside her sister.

“That was gross,” Jasmin said sullenly. “You don’t taste nice…”

Sunita’s lips spread into a smile. She rested a hand on Jasmin’s chest. A hand that found her younger sister’s breasts.

“That wasn’t so bad,” she mumbled. Her eyes closed as her body relaxed.

“Maybe not for you.”

Jasmin was right. It wasn’t bad for her. In fact, it was one of her best. She was in control. She orgasmed. That was a rare thing to happen when she wasn’t using her own hands.

All she had to do was not think about the fact that Jasmin was her younger sister.  

“Are you going to suck me off now?” Jasmin asked tentatively.

Sunita turned to look at her sister. She bit back a giggle.

“What’s funny?”

Apparently she didn’t hide it as well. She reached for the strands of sticky hair that covered Jasmin’s face and pushed it back. There was more of the sticky stuff on her nose, lips and cheeks.

“How was it for you?” she asked.

Jasmin shrugged. “It helped that I didn’t think about it much…”

Sunita smiled. Jasmin was cute. And sexy. She wasn’t bad to sit on either. She loved the girl. Her only family. Both their parents died when she was young. For many years, it had been just the two of them, doing their best to survive in a cruel world.

Sunita leaned in and kissed Jasmin on the lips.

Her sister’s eyes widened some. There was brief hesitation before she kissed back.

It was a soft and passionate kiss.

And when Sunita pulled back, she smiled at her younger sister, feeling warm and fuzzy inside.


Chapter 16

Azeroth stood in the shade by the barn and watched the girls as they trained with swords. They’d come a long way. Especially Jasmin and Sunita. A few weeks ago they barely knew how to hold a sword. Now, they battled as if they were putting on a performance.

Sure, some of their moves were a little exaggerated. Especially the way Jasmin swung wildly with her sword, leaving her body open. A seasoned pro would duck under her strike and drive his sword right into her cute belly.

Someone not as good would be cut down by her strike. The girl had speed.

Sunita did neither as Jasmin went at her. She backed away, and then tripped over her own feet and tumbled to the ground. Jasmin dropped her sword and rushed over to her sister. Azeroth stepped into the sunlight to check on Sunita. The sun shining brightly, he shielded his eyes and blinked.

And then, he blinked again.

“What the fuck…” he muttered.

Sunita and Jasmin… they kissed. And not a peck on the cheek. Full on mouth to mouth. It was a passionate kiss too.

Jasmin helped her sister up and then turned her around. She dropped to her knees and brushed the dirt from Sunita’s bottom. That could have been innocent. Except, Jasmin was caressing Sunita’s butt cheeks.

The girls resumed their training.

Azeroth returned to his spot by the barn.

He rested his hand on his horse before stroking its crest. His gaze returned to Sunita.

Her face was a picture of concentration as she trained with her sister. But amidst that focus, there was a calm. More than that, she was happy.

What had caused the change?

And what the fuck was all that business about with her sister?

* * *

After a morning of training with swords, Sunita showered and began her shift in the Bull’s Eye. Business was returning to normal. It turned out men would come to a place to just drink even if they couldn’t fuck the bartender.

As noon approached, Betty came down to take over. Azeroth had them working shifts. Sunita had never had so much free time before. At first, she didn’t know what to do with it. But she was learning to appreciate the luxury. She’d started going for walks around the town. Who knew there could be so much joy in something so simple as walking?

It helped that everyone in the littlest town in the world knew who she belonged to.

“Why are you so happy?” Betty asked, wearing her signature scowl.

Sunita shrugged. “Life’s good, I guess,” she smiled.

“What would you know about a good life?” Betty scoffed. “You’ve been a slave for pretty much all of it.”

Sunita’s brows furrowed as her lips pursed. Before becoming Azeroth’s slave, Betty was like the men in this town. She owned a slave, drunk in the bar, got into fights, and generally behaved like a bit of a bitch.

Betty had paid for Sunita’s services once. It had not been a pleasurable experience. Betty was mean and a little on the sadistic side. She was a slave now. But that hadn’t humbled her. She was still a bitch.

“Well go on then,” Betty growled. “Fuck off.”

Sunita did not fuck off.

She slapped Betty across the face. Her heart thumping, she stepped back and folded her arms across her chest to stop them from trembling.

Betty stared at her in horror, her face pale, her eyes wide. “How dare-”

“Shut up!” Sunita snapped, her body now shaking. “You’re not better than me.”

“I’m so much better than you,” Betty spat. “You think life was easy for me? You think I couldn’t have given myself to some prick? I worked hard for my freedom. I would have owned Azeroth if he hadn’t-” Betty stopped talking and grabbed her throat.

Her face turned purple as her eyes bulged.

The girl was suffocating herself.

Sunita slapped her across the face again, this time to help the girl.

It worked.

Betty let go of her throat. Now on her knees, she coughed her guts out as tears streamed down her cheeks.

“What was that all about?” Sunita asked.

“I can’t talk about it… Azeroth forbade me,” Betty said, as she now sat on her bottom, looking defeated.

Sunita was intrigued. “Forbade you from talking about what?”

Betty stared up at her as if she were an idiot. “I can’t talk about it, idiot. He forbade me.”

“I should have let you choke yourself to death,” Sunita muttered. “You know what Azeroth said about you? He said you belong to us…”

For some reason, Azeroth wasn’t fond of Betty. He’d made that clear to all his girls. He’d told them to treat her as their slave. Imagine that. Sunita having a slave of her own. His only rule was that no permanent damage be done to her.

“He said what?” Betty asked, appearing to be shocked.

But there was no conviction behind it. Which meant Azeroth had made Betty aware of her new place.

Sunita wasn’t one to kick a woman when she was down. So she didn’t literally kick Betty. But she did extend her foot.

“Kiss it,” she commanded.

Sunita expected some resistance.

So she was surprised when Betty took her foot and kissed it. As she moved her foot away, the girl remained on the floor, her head down. She was defeated.

Sunita felt some sympathy for Betty. But not enough to pick her up and comfort her.

“Get up,” Sunita said. “You’re on shift.”

* * *

Sunita had planned to go for a walk. There was a lake towards the north wall. Ancient trees ten floors high grew on its banks. It was a quiet space with not many visitors.

Since being given the freedom to roam by Azeroth, she had frequented the place almost every day. Sitting on the grassy bank and leaning against a tree trunk, staring into the water, listening to the birds and insects, she’d contemplated her good fortune.

Life was good, thanks to Azeroth.

But today, rather than head for the lake, she climbed the stairs to the first floor of the Bull’s Eyes in search of Jasmin. Her heart pounded as adrenaline thrust through her veins. All because she put Betty in her place.

And that was why she was rushing upstairs. To tell her younger sister, who she knew was probably in bed, sleeping off the work out.

Except, Jasmin’s room was empty. She tried her own bedroom next, and that was empty too. Finally, Sunita approached the room Azeroth shared with the demon Himari. She pressed her ear against the door.

She could hear faint voices. Not enough to make out who was inside. It could be Jasmin with Azeroth. Or it could be the demon, Himari.

Sunita was no longer excited to tell Jasmin about how she’d managed to stick up for herself. She was suddenly nervous.

Nervous to knock on Azeroth’s door and know for certain who was on the other side.

What if he was in there with Jasmin and he wanted to be alone with her?

What if it were the demon?

Sunita was a little afraid of the demon.

For starters, she was a demon.

Growing up, Sunita had heard the stories about them. Fierce creatures that lived to kill and cut, to torture and maim, to rape and eat.

Yes. There were stories of demons raping women before eating them.

Mustering up her courage, Sunita knocked on the door and hoped it was Jasmin with Azeroth.

“Come in,” came her master’s voice.

Sunita opened the door and stepped in.

Her heart sank at the sight before her.

Himari lay on the bed naked. Her legs were spread apart, her cunt and butthole on display, her hands squished her breasts together. Azeroth wasn’t naked. But it looked like he was in the process of undressing. He stood by the edge of the bed, trousers on, but shirtless.

“What’s up?” he asked.

“Uh… I uh… I thought Jasmine was in here,” Sunita mumbled. “Sorry for interrupting.”

She turned on the spot to leave and even managed to get a foot back out in the corridor before the demon spoke.

“Wait, human girl,” Himari said. “We need you.”

“We do?” Azeroth asked. “For what?”

“She is going to clean the cum from my pussy.”

Azeroth let out a deep sigh. “For the last fucking time,” he muttered, “That’s not going to happen.”

“I need someone to clean your cum from my pussy,” Himari insisted.

Sunita, who had turned once more to face the room, glanced at Azeroth. He rolled his eyes at her and shook his head. “I don’t know how many times I need to explain to her that things work a little differently on the human side.”

Sunita smiled politely.

He was her master, her owner.

She wasn’t going to disagree with him, even when he was obviously so wrong. A slave girl sucking the cum out of another girl was pretty much a standard thing in the human side of the world.

But Sunita didn’t say that.

She didn’t want to suck cum from Himari’s pussy.  

What she wanted to do was leave. But she didn’t know how to do that, what with Azeroth watching her with a keen eye. So, she continued to smile awkwardly.

“What’s wrong with her face?” Himari asked.

The demon’s legs were still raised, her cunt and asshole exposed. Azeroth suddenly turned and slapped Himari’s cunt. The demon’s eyes widened in shock. Azeroth slapped her cunt once more, and a third time. The demon’s eyes narrowed, her lips pursed, but she remained quiet. Azeroth slapped her pussy another four times in quick succession, each strike harder than the one before.

And when he was done, Himari lowered her legs and closed them, covering her pussy, she lay on her side, now wearing a scowl across her pretty face.

Azeroth rubbed the demon’s ass cheek before grabbing a fistful of it and pulling up enough to make the demon’s butthole wink. He chuckled as he let go and walked towards Sunita.

“Let’s leave her alone,” he said.

“Right. Sure,” Sunita nodded, very pleased to be able to leave the room. Once in the corridor and with the door closed, she couldn’t help but ask, “What just happened?”

“Uh… she needed some discipline,” Azeroth said, smiling. “It’s this thing I learnt about demon girls. If you slap them in the pussy enough times, it kicks in their submissive hormones. That, or they kill you.”

He took her hand and led her down the corridor to her bedroom. She joined him as he sat on her bed. She hadn’t been this close to him in some time. High cheekbones, strong jawline, deep blue eyes, he was really damned handsome.

“Hi,” he said.

“Hi,” she said back.

“So… you and your sister?”

“What about us?”

“Are you guys dating?”

Sunita’s cheeks reddened some as she averted her eyes. “Um… I’m not really sure what we’re doing…”

“Hey, no judgement here,” Azeroth said, holding his hands up. “I think it’s kinda hot.”

“You do?” Sunita asked hopefully.

“Yeah. I mean, every guy dreams of having two sisters, right?”

Right.

Except, Azeroth hadn’t acted on that dream.

He owned both Sunita and Jasmin. As their master, it was his right to have them, to do with as he pleased. She knew he wasn’t gay. So, the question was, why hadn’t he enjoyed what he owned?

“You’re strange…” Sunita said. Her eyes widened in shock as she realised she had called her master strange. “I’m so sorry,” she gasped.

“It’s fine,” Azeroth said, wearing an easy smile. “I guess in today’s age, I am a bit strange.”

“You speak like you’re from a different time,” Sunita said, chuckling. “Like, from a different age,” she added.

“I have been around for a while.”

That wasn’t the answer she was expecting. “How long?”

“A while.”

“Like… forty years?”

“Much longer than that,” Azeroth laughed.

Sunita stared at him. Like, really stared at him. And then, she shook her head. There was no fucking way he was more than thirty years old, forget being forty. He was pulling her leg. He had to be.

Sunita couldn’t help but smile. It was nice to be in his presence. Just sitting on her bed and chilling. As if they were friends and not master and slave.

Oh, god.

She wanted to kiss him so badly.

“Hey,” Azeroth said, his eyes on the door and the girl that stood between the frame. “We were talking about you.”

Jasmin entered the room and leaned against the wall beside the door. Her arms folded across her chest, she wore a guarded look. “It’s not nice to talk about someone behind their back.”

Sunita’s smile faded as she glared at her sister. Being a pretty girl, life hadn’t been too hard on Jasmin. Being eighteen, she only became an owned girl a few weeks back. So she still had that entitled way about her.

An entitled way that could get her into trouble.

Apparently, Jasmin realised it too. There was some worry written across her face as her eyes shifted between her toes. “I mean… like… what were you saying about me?”

“About how you might be dating your sister,” Azeroth said, apparently not the least bit offended.

“We’re not dating,” Jasmin said.

“Oh,” Azeroth’s face fell.

“I mean… we fucked a few times,” Jasmin said hastily.

“You did what?”

Since that morning, when Sunita rode her sister’s face and kissed passionately, they had spent more time exploring each other’s bodies.

Sunita became comfortable with the idea of making love to her sister. And now, she had Azeroth’s attention.

So why did she suddenly want her sister to disappear?

Was she jealous?

“Sunita would say ‘making love’,” Jasmin sniggered. “But really we’re just fooling around.”

“How very… interesting,” Azeroth said.

He wore a strange look across his face.

Unreadable.

What was he thinking?

Sunita reached for his hand and took it in hers. She leaned in and brought her lips inches away from his. And when he didn’t move back, she kissed him. His lips were warm. His tongue was gentle as it played footsies with hers. He smelt good. And as he wrapped his powerful arms around her, she’d never felt safer.

Naturally, her sister had to ruin the moment.

“Can I get in?” Jasmin asked.

She stood by the foot of the bed, completely naked, her legs a foot apart.

Sunita felt a pang of jealousy as she took in her sister’s naked figure.

Jasmin had the body only an eighteen year-old could have. And those breasts were so much bigger than her own.

Azeroth held his hand out for Jasmin and pulled her in close. He kissed her on the lips as his hands ran down her body, coming to her ass, he took a cheek in each hand. His fingers moved as they searched for her pussy.

Sunita watched sullenly as Jasmin’s back arched. It was evident Azeroth had found the girl’s pussy and was doing wonderous things to it. Her back curved, her eyes closed, lips parted, Jasmin was experiencing pure ecstasy.

Just as Sunita was beginning to feel like the third wheel, Azeroth grabbed her dress and tugged at it.

“Take it off,” he mumbled as she raised an eyebrow.

Sunita did as she was told. Azeroth was her owner after all. She slipped out of her dress and stood awkwardly beside Jasmin. As Azeroth stared at both girls. Sunita had never felt so conscious of her body before. Her sister had larger breasts and wider hips.

So it was a surprise to her when Azeroth took her breast in his mouth. Feeling protective over him, she stroked his hair as he sucked her breasts. She stared into his eyes as he moved up and kissed her on the lips, breathing in deeply as he took in her scent.

Sunita’s gaze moved down to his manhood as Azeroth took off his trousers. He had a nice cock. Clean and shaped eloquently. Big but not so big that she would struggle to accommodate. Sunita wanted to drop to her knees and kiss it.

But Azeroth had other ideas.

“Kiss,” he commanded, his voice deep.

Though he mentioned no names, Sunita knew who she had to kiss. She turned to face Jasmin. Her fingers ran through the girl’s hair as she pulled her in for a kiss. Jasmin had soft lips and a small tongue. She smelled good. Flowery.

Sunita pressed her body against Jasmin’s. She liked the warmth. She liked Jasmin’s breasts pressed against her own. Their lips locked, her hands trailed down her sister’s back until they came to rest on Jasmin’s buttocks. Her fingers dug into the soft flesh as heat emanated from Jasmin’s pussy.

Losing herself in the moment, Sunita dug a finger into Jasmin’s butthole. It was the first time she had done that, the first time she had probed her little sister’s little rosebud.

Jasmin stared at her with concern and Sunita giggled. She got a sudden urge to turn her sister around, bend her over and play with her butthole.

But Azeroth had other ideas. He grabbed both girls by the hair and turned their heads towards him. He kissed Jasmin on the lips first, before kissing Sunita. He continued to kiss her as he pulled Jasmin down onto her knees.

Jasmin was new to being a slave. But when her face was brought down to face a cock, she knew what to do. She took it in her mouth and sucked. Azeroth fingered Sunita’s pussy as they kissed. He knew his way around a vagina, that was for sure. She felt the tingling sensation begin to build.

But then, Azeroth stopped and pulled away. He glanced at the window, his brows furrowed. “What is that?”

“What?” Sunita asked. She couldn’t hear anything. She glanced down at Jasmin, who still had the tip of Azeroth’s cock in her mouth. She shrugged her shoulders, and then resumed the sucking of Azeroth’s cock.

But he barely noticed.

His eyes were still focused on the window. He grabbed Jasmin by the hair and pulled her back gently. Her mouth remained open, though cock-less, she stared up at him. For a moment, Jasmin had Azeroth’s full attention. Naked, sitting on her bottom, back arched, shoulders pressed inwards to squeeze her breasts together, she was a sight to see.

But then, Azeroth walked towards the window and stuck his head out.

“Can you hear anything?” Sunita asked.

“I miss his cock…” Jasmin said, apparently not hearing Sunita either. “They don’t usually taste so good…” she continued, a distant look in her eyes.

Sunita kicked Jasmin on her hip. It was a gentle kick. Just enough pressure applied to get the girl’s attention.

“What was that for?” Jasmin yelled, as if she’d really been kicked.

“What’s he doing?” Sunita hissed.

But then, she heard it. A faint rustle at first. And then a scream. And then the rush. She joined Azeroth by the window and stared out.

With the population so small in the town, there would never be a crowd large enough for a stampede. But dozens of individuals ran past the Bull’s Eye, heading away from the town gates. One man rode on a horse.

“What the hell’s going on?” Azeroth asked.

“Demons,” the man shouted. “It’s an invasion. They’re at the gates!”


Chapter 17

Azeroth stood outside the town with his back to the gates that were locked shut. A single man standing against a small army of demons.

If he had to guess, he would say about a hundred demons.

These demons were not like Himari.

These were proper demons.

The tallest demon stood fifteen feet tall. He was an ugly fucker. A blue demon, he had two horns curled inwards and mean yellow eyes.

Azeroth should have been scared.

A part of him did fear things would go wrong and he would be cut down. He wasn’t afraid of death. All living things had to die. But that didn’t mean he wanted it to happen right this moment. He had a good thing going on here. He’d found a nice quiet little town and a few good girls.

If he died, those girls were going to get raped. And the men would be murdered. Azeroth didn’t have particularly strong feelings about the men in town. But he was going to do everything he could to stop his girls from being raped.

So he stood outside the town wall, rather than cowering behind it like everyone else. His girls stood on the wall armed with swords. If he fell, they were under no circumstances to come to his aid. He’d ordered them to stay on the walls and do their best to prevent the demons breaching the gates.

There was one demon that stood out from the rest. He sat atop a hellhound and wore black armour that gleamed in the sunlight. His hellhound was bigger than Azeroth’s stallion. Hellhounds looked like mutated hyenas. Except they were so much fucking bigger.

The demon on the hellhound broke away from the rest and strode towards him at a slow pace. It came to a halt a few feet in front of him. The hound bared its teeth. They were black, metallic and sharp.

“You’re brave for a human,” the demon said, his voice suitably menacing.

“I’m pretty brave for a demon too,” Azeroth grinned.

The demon stared at his sword. “A black blade. Like the Defenders of old. But they’re all dead,” he said, now watching Azeroth with mild interest bordering on amusement.

“You’re not supposed to cross the mountains,” Azeroth said.

“I am Lord Baal,” he growled. “No human tells me what to do!”

It was true. Officially, humanity did not have a treaty with the demons. But after the devastating War of Species between humans and demons, the two sides unilaterally decided to keep to their side of the mountain ridge that acted as a barrier on the landmass that was Europa.

“What do you want, Lord Baal?” 

“I’m going to kill you. Then I will kill all the men and boys in town. Then I will rape the women first and then kill the uglies.” 

Azeroth would have admired the demon’s honesty. But sometimes it was not honesty. It was just stupidity. Some demons literally thought out loud. 

“I’m challenging you to a duel,” Azeroth said. “If I kill you, your demons fuck off.” 

Baal stared at him, his face naturally fierce, he suddenly broke out into roaring laughter. “You know who I am, boy?” 

“Lord Baal,” came Azeroth’s response.

“What?” the demon frowned.

“You asked if I knew who you were. You’re Lord Baal,” Azeroth said, in what he hoped was a helpful explanation. 

“But do you know who Lord Baal is? Do you know what he has accomplished?” 

“Conquered Himari’s family land.” 

“How do you know that?” Lord Baal asked, now looking a tad spooked. 

“Their daughter’s over there,” Azeroth nodded over his shoulder towards the town wall.   

Lord Baal scanned the wall. He bared his teeth as he spotted Himari. “What is she doing here?” 

“Chilling.” 

Lord Baal stared at Azeroth for a long time. And then his nostrils flared. “I’m going to kill you,” he threatened.

Azeroth bit back the temptation to point out to the demon that he had already threatened to kill him. “So, we’re duelling? If I win and you die, will your demons fuck off?” 

Lord Baal nodded. “It is the way of the old and there is honour in that.” 

Azeroth didn’t agree with that sentiment. Throughout history, people had done some dumb shit. Generally, the older something was, the wackier it was. It did not mean there was honour in that. Point in case - he could offer to duel a demon and if he wins, the demon’s army could fuck off. The demon had nothing to gain and everything to lose, yet he agreed to it. 

Lord Baal tugged at the reins on his hellhound and set off towards his demon army. Azeroth watched him with mild interest, trying to figure out if Lord Baal was one of those demons. The kind that could grow in size, power and strength. 

After a brief conversation with his demons, Lord Baal climbed off his hellhound and began the walk back. As he came within a hundred feet, he reached behind and pulled out two swords from his back. 

The blades were black. 

“Fuck,” Azeroth cursed. 

This Lord Baal could be the real deal.

The metal used to forge blades of black could only come from Hell.

Earth’s greatest magicians created a metal cage to capture Satan. They managed to trap the devil inside it and opened a portal to Hell. The devil was returned to whence he came from, trapped in what the humans hoped would be an eternal prison.

Satan broke out eventually, but only by bursting into flames and expelling the darkness within him.

That darkness fused into the prison bars, melting it away.

And when the prison bars cooled, the metal turned black.

It was the strongest of materials. It made for amazing swords and it was almost weightless. Anyone with a genuine black blade was to be feared.

“Your fake blade is going to break and I will eat your heart,” Lord Baal said.

The demon certainly had a way with words. Really direct and to the point. With his blades held out inches above the ground by his extended arms, he leaned forward as he charged. 

It was a strange way to charge. It looked like the demon was trying to build momentum. But for what?

It’s not like he was a bulldozer.

This was going to be a sword fight.

Another few seconds, and the demon would be in range to strike with his swords. 

Azeroth readied himself. 

And then, almost died. 

The demon came within striking distance and strike he did with both swords. One blade came from the left side, aiming for his feet, the other blade came from the right side, aiming for his neck. It was a sticky position to be in. 

Azeroth could block one blade with his sword and lose either his head, or his feet. Not really much between the two. Lose his head, instant death. Lose his feet, lose the fight and be tortured to death. 

So he did what any other incredibly talented duellist would do. 

He tilted his body to the left whilst raising his feet off the ground to the right. The black swords whizzed past his body. Azeroth tumbled to the ground, rolled forward and jumped to his feet. He turned to face the demon, his sword raised, he pointed it at Lord Baal.

“That was good,” the demon said. 

“It was,” Azeroth nodded. “But I’d rather not do it again.” 

Lord Baal watched him with newfound respect. “Is your black blade the real deal?” 

“It’s black and it’s a blade,” Azeroth said. “If that’s what you’re asking?” 

“I am not. A true blade of black is forged in the fires of Hell. The metal is seeped in the soul of our great lord, Satan.” 

Azeroth knew that.

He was surprised to learn Lord Baal also knew.

It wasn’t common knowledge amongst demons. There was a chance Lord Baal was the real deal. A proper demon, one worthy of battling, one he needed to be wary of. 

“Satan’s soul is in a sword?” Azeroth asked. 

Lord Baal bared his teeth. A low growl squeezed through his sharp teeth. 

And then it happened. 

It started with his shoulders. There was a cracking sound as they rose and widened before snapping into place. It was followed by his arms. They doubled in width and were covered in purple veins an inch thick. His chest and legs were last. And when he was done, Lord Baal stood six feet taller than Azeroth. 

“Fuck,” Azeroth muttered. 

“Yes. You are fucked,” Lord Baal said. 

Azeroth looked back at the wall that surrounded the town of Kilmorack. It wasn’t just his girls that stood on it and stared out. The entire town seemed to have gathered to watch. 

He turned to face the towering demon and sighed. Azeroth was a sorcerer. He was possibly the last sorcerer. Most had died during the War of the Species, when they had captured Satan and thrown him back into Hell. 

If he were to use his magic now, he could defeat the demon.

But his secret would be out.

The whole town would know.

Word would spread to other towns, and before you knew it, the kings and queens of the world would come after him. Either with gifts to win his favour, or with soldiers to capture and own him.

Azeroth did not want to spend the rest of his life looking over his shoulders.

He would have to defeat this demon using only his skills and abilities with the sword. Which were formidable. 

Except, he was a tad rusty. 

Lord Baal came at him, swinging his swords with all the flair of a fucking hippopotamus. He was about as dangerous as one too. Which was a problem. Because hippopotamuses were fucking dangerous. 

The strength and speed behind Lord Baal’s strikes were immense as his hands moved in a flurry. Azeroth just about managed to keep up, moving out of the way, ducking underneath, turning sideways and blocking with his sword. 

But it was only a matter of time before Lord Baal found a way through. And it came much sooner than he’d hoped. 

Azeroth blocked a strike that came from the right. As Lord Baal’s other blade came from the left, he stepped back and moved to block with his sword. But his grip was weak. As they clashed, his sword left his hand. It flew ten meters into the air before it hit the ground. 

Dazed and defenceless, Azeroth was exposed. 

Lord Baal kicked him in the chest. 

It was a hard kick with the force of a proper demon behind it. 

Azeroth’s feet left the ground as his body hurtled back. He hit the ground clumsily, where he remained, suddenly tired. He took a deep breath and winced. His chest hurt like fuck. 

A cold blade rested on his shoulder, the tip brushed against his neck. 

Azeroth looked up to see Lord Baal standing over him. From his point on the ground, the demon looked like a fucking giant. 

“You fought well,” Lord Baal said. “There is no shame in your death.” 

Azeroth nodded. It was true. Were he to die here, those humans standing on the wall, the ones that managed to survive, they would tell stories of him. Of the human who bravely battled a monstrous demon. 

In the stories, Lord Baal would be twice as tall as he stood now. His hellhound would have three heads. 

It would make for a good story.

Not a bad way to go out. 

Except, Azeroth wasn’t ready to go out. He had a good thing going here in Kilmorack. He’d grown fond of his girls. Especially Sunita and her sister. The demon girl was sort of cool too, if a little exhausting. 

He let out a deep sigh. “You should go,” he said to Lord Baal. “You should leave while you still can. Cross the mountain range and return to your side.” 

Lord Baal stared at him in confusion. And then, he rolled his head back and roared in laughter. “I don’t like threats,” he said. “I am going to kill all the women in town.” 

“Why?” Azeroth frowned. “Because I threatened you?” 

“Yes,” Lord Baal said. 

The demon wasn’t one for many words. Azeroth believed Lord Baal fully intended to kill all the women in town. And if he was killing all the women, he would definitely kill the men and children. Invading hordes of demons had no use for them. 

Azeroth held his hand in the general direction of his fallen sword. It twitched on the ground for a second before it shot towards him. He caught it deftly and slammed the blade against Lord Baal’s own sword, pushing it away from his neck. Azeroth jumped to his feet and took a couple of steps back. 

The demon stared at him in shock. “Magic,” he said. “Magic,” he repeated. “You’re…” he pointed his sword at Azeroth, shaking his head. “You should be dead. All sorcerers should be dead.” 

Azeroth smiled grimly. “I did tell you to leave and never return. Instead of listening, you thought it would be better to kill everyone in town.” 

Lord Baal continued to stare at him in shock. And then, he did something that was quite shocking. 

He turned and ran. 

“What the fuck,” Azeroth murmured as he watched the giant of a demon run away like a coward. “What the actual fuck,” he repeated.

He had never in his life seen anything like that before.

Demons did not run.

No matter what the fucking cause, they did not run. They believed death in this world meant a return to Hell. So, what the fuck was a proper demon like Lord Baal doing running like a little bitch? 

As Azeroth watched him run away, he realised his mistake.

If the fucker managed to reach his demons, he would renege on the terms of their duel. Correction. By running away like a coward, he had already reneged on the terms of the duel. It was supposed to be to the death. If Azeroth won the duel, his demons would turn around and leave. 

But if Lord Baal managed to reach them, he sure as hell wasn’t going to turn around and flee. No. He was going to come back with his little army and hunt down a human sorcerer. 

“Fuck sake,” Azeroth grumbled.

He broke into a run. On average, demons were stronger and faster than humans. And Lord Baal was tall and strong for a demon. There was no chance of catching him. So Azeroth did the only thing he could do. 

He threw his sword. 

He was a sorcerer and an experienced and talented swordsman. Naturally, he found his target. Lord Baal was far too busy trying to reach his demon pals that he didn’t care to look behind him. 

Even if he had, there would not have been much he could do about it. 

Azeroth had infused his sword with magic. The black metal burned molten red as it sped towards Lord Baal like an arrow. 

It struck Lord Baal in the centre of his back. The pointy end slipped in with ease. The rest of the blade followed, stopping only as the cross guard pressed against the demon’s back. 

Lord Baal dropped to his knees. He remained still for a moment. And then, his body fell forward. As it hit the ground, the sword protruding from his chest slipped out of his back and lay on the fallen demon. 

Azeroth, who had been running after the demon, now came to a halt. He rested his hands on his hips as he panted for breath. He’d forgotten how fucking hard running was. Jesus. He was out of shape and out of practice. He should have been able to defeat Lord fucking Baal without resorting to the use of magic. 

He’d killed the bastard, but Azeroth wasn’t sure if he’d won the duel.

What would the demons think of seeing their Lord killed from behind?

Would they turn and leave because their Lord was dead?

Or would they charge in fury and attempt to kill everyone because their Lord had been killed in ways that weren’t so conventional in a duel? 

“Fuck,” Azeroth cursed. 

It was the latter. 

The demons were charging towards him. 

It had been some time since he’d seen a demon horde charge.

It was a sight to see.

There were colours of red, blue, green, black, some an albino white. Some had single horns, some double, some triple. They came in all sizes and shapes. Some slim, some thick. They were all tall though. At least for human standards. 

And they all had shark-like teeth. Sharp and many, those teeth were on display as they charged. The ones that rode on the hellhounds would be within striking distance in moments.  

It was one way to go out, Azeroth thought. Fighting off an entire demon army on his own. He held his hand out and broke into a run towards the charging demons. 

His sword rose up just as the hellhounds reached the body of Lord Baal. 

It glided across the field towards him. Azeroth caught it deftly. He breathed in deeply, reaching for the magic that was stored within him. He felt the power flow through his veins. It had been a long time since he’d last touched the source and reached for it in such quantities. Azeroth felt reinvigorated. 

“Good day to die,” Azeroth smiled as he leapt into the air, sword at the ready as the demon army swarmed around him. 


Chapter 18

Azeroth was surrounded by demons. They came at him like fierce wild beasts. Ones that knew how to use swords. 

Azeroth fought like the days of old. He ducked under strikes, spun around demons and rolled on the ground. He attacked with his feet, his hands, he attacked with the pommel and blade of his sword. 

He lost count of how many demons he had cut down. 

But it mattered not. 

It was a losing battle. He could not duck and dodge forever. Sooner or later, someone was going to catch him. 

A red demon with a single horn much like a rhino slashed at him with two swords. From behind, Azeroth was aware of another demon trying to impale him. At the same time, two more came at him, one on the left, another on the right. 

He waited until the demons were committed, and just as he was about to be turned into a human shish kebab, he leapt up. 

With magic flowing through his veins, he rose up high. He wrapped his legs around the demon’s head and grabbed the horn with his left hand. With his right hand, he drove his sword through the demon’s neck. At the same time, the three other demons stabbed at the space where his body had been only moments earlier. 

The ones that came from his right and left stabbed each other. The demon that came at him from behind, his sword was now stuck in the chest of the demon upon whose shoulder Azeroth sat on. Azeroth did a backflip and landing behind the remaining demon, he drove his sword into its back. 

He didn’t get a chance to celebrate his achievement. 

A hellhound dug his teeth into his right arm and knocked him down. It proceeded to drag him along the ground, his teeth digging deeper into his flesh and grazing his bones. 

Azeroth punched the hellhound in the face. 

It was a good punch. 

He was a strong man with magic flowing through his veins. 

But hellhounds were built differently. 

Literally. 

The hellhound had a face that was as hard as stone. Hitting it was like punching a castle wall. It hurt like fuck. But Azeroth had no other option. His sword hand was firmly in the grip of the hellhound’s teeth. 

So, he punched the beast once more. 

He pissed the animal off more than he damaged it. It stopped dragging him along like a ragdoll and glared at him. And then, it let go of his arm and came for his stomach, possibly with the intent of eating his insides. 

And it would have succeeded too, if Azeroth were a normal human. He turned sideways and as the wolf’s face hit the dirt, he drove his sword into the hellhound’s neck. It was a softer area. His blade had no problem penetrating in. 

As the hellhound sprouted fountains of blood, Azeroth rested on the ground and stared up at the sky. He’d lost count of how many demons he had killed, but he was sure it was a substantial amount. If he could take a few more before his death, his girls would have a fighting chance with what remained of the horde. 

As he lay on the ground, he wondered where the demons were and why they hadn’t tried to saw his head off and play football with it.

As he sat up, an arrow whizzed over him. He turned his head to see it protruding from the eye of a demon that now stood on the spot, frozen and dead. 

Where the fuck were arrows coming from? 

And then, he realised why the demons weren’t clamouring over him.

Of the ones that remained alive, a substantial number were running towards the mountains.

Azeroth frowned as he watched them flee. He didn’t remember demons being so cowardly. Maybe they had spent too much time on earth. 

Getting soft. 

What he couldn’t figure out was why they were running.

He was on his last legs.

And where the fuck had that arrow come from? 

And then, Azeroth spotted them. Five girls. One wore a long white cloak, the four others wore black cloaks. The girls in black were down on their knees, bows in hand, they fired arrow after arrow at the approaching demons. 

The girl in white stood before them, sword in hand, she cut down any demon that managed to make it through. With most demons deciding to flee, the battle was over as the girl in white beheaded the last remaining demon.  

Azeroth climbed to his feet and trudged towards them. Concentrating, he directed the flow of magic towards his hellhound bitten arm. He winced as he felt the fibres begin to heal. Soon, he would be good as new. At least physically. His wounds had healed, but he was exhausted. 

He blamed his exhaustion for not noticing what the girl in white was doing. She sat on the ground, leaning over a girl dressed in black, her hand on the girl’s chest. 

Her hand, which was glowing a light red. 

“Witch,” Azeroth murmured. 

Witches had super hearing and she turned to look at him. The woman climbed to her feet and approached him. She was tall. The top of her head came up to his eyes. 

She was pretty too. She had luscious long blond hair and piercing blue eyes. She was dressed in battle armour. Silver plates covered her breasts, her arms, her waist and her knees. Just enough to protect her vital organs and stay light. 

Her sword, which she sheathed, was a thing of beauty. The blade was silvery, the pommel red, the grip white. 

“What happened here?” she asked. 

“Demons,” Azeroth said. 

“I can see that. But why did they come here?” 

Azeroth wasn’t entirely certain why Lord Baal had crossed the mountains to come to the land of humans. It may have had something to do with Himari. Maybe he’d come over for her. Then he remembered that Lord Ball had seemed surprised to know Himari was in town. If he had not come for her, what the hell was he doing on this side?

“Hello?” the woman waved her hand before him. “Are you okay?” 

Azeroth nodded. “I’m fine.” 

“Why were the demons here?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “Fuck knows.” 

“Why were you not behind the safety of the town wall?” 

Azeroth frowned. “I was fighting the demons.” 

“Yes, we saw that. You’re not bad,” the woman commented. “But it would have been sensible to stay behind the wall where you would have had an advantage.” 

Azeroth’s frown deepened. “Not bad?”

The woman noted his annoyance and patted him on the shoulder. “It was exceptional,” she said, smiling. “Now, take me to your leader.” 

“We don’t have a leader,” Azeroth grumbled. This woman was treating him like a child. He didn’t appreciate it. “By the way, who the fuck are you?” 

“Fuck?” the woman asked, an eyebrow raised. “That’s not a very pleasant word to use in front of a Queen, and the woman who just saved your life.” 

Queen? 

No way. 

“Fuck off,” Azeroth said, his lips spreading to break into a smile. “You’re not a queen.” 

He took in her appearance. Her armour and sword were definitely expensive. He glanced back at the four women she’d come with. All wore equally expensive looking armour and bows that were fashioned from expensive metals with springs in the right places.  

But still, he wasn’t convinced. 

“No queen would come all the way to the end of the world with just four guards,” he told her. 

“A man convinced he knows more about myself than I do after having just met me,” the woman smiled sardonically. “How refreshing. I am Queen Scarlett,” she gave a nod of the head. 

“Never heard of you,” Azeroth said. 

“Charming,” Scarlett’s lips pursed. “Can you take me to your leader?” 

“We don’t really have one,” Azeroth said. “But if we did, why do you want to meet him?” 

“Who is the most senior person in town?” Scarlett asked. “You must have some unofficial person the townsfolk listen to? Or at least are afraid of?” 

“That’s probably me,” Azeroth said. He had disposed of the town mayor for being a bit of a dick. By default, that made him the leader, didn’t it? Also, the townsfolk were probably afraid of him. 

“Of course it’s you,” Scarlett rolled her eyes. “I’m going to need a place to stay. I can pay.” 

Azeroth decided he wasn’t much of a fan of Scarlett. But she had saved his life. And the life of his girls, and the entire town. 

“Come on,” he beckoned at her as he walked towards the town gates. “You can crash at my inn.” 


Chapter 19

It had been one hell of a day for Sunita. It began with her making love to Azeroth and ended with a Queen sitting in the common room of the Bull’s Eye. And in between those two events, a horde of demons had attempted to invade. 

Naturally, Azeroth thought it fit for him to face them alone.   

She couldn’t believe his courage. Or was it something else? What kind of man walked out alone to face an entire army of demons? 

A suicidal one… 

Sunita shook her head, trying to rid that thought.

She liked Azeroth.

No.

It was more than that.

She loved him. 

But…

Sunita had seen things.

Standing on the wall, watching him battle the demons, she saw an extraordinary man. 

Was he a man? 

She had seen the sword lift off the ground and fly towards Azeroth. 

Sunita had heard the stories of men who could do such things. 

Sorcerers.

They were supposed to be extinct. 

And if they weren’t, if Azeroth really was a sorcerer, what on earth was he doing in this little backwater town? 

Sunita stood behind the bar, resting her elbows on the counter. Her eyes rested on Scarlett, the woman who claimed to be a queen, the woman who eventually saved them from the demons when Azeroth finally tired.

Scarlett was gorgeous. She was tall and thin, but with curves in the right places. She had long shiny blond hair that was thick. 

The clothes she wore were incredible.

Her cloak was a brilliant white. There was not an inch of dirt or blood on it. Which was absurd. She had sliced many demons with her sword. She should have had at least a few drops of blood on her. 

Sunita stood up straight as Azeroth walked down the steps and into the common room. He stopped at the bottom, his hand resting on the banister, he stared at Scarlett. She noticed him and raised her mug, smiling. 

Azeroth walked over to Sunita and sat on a stool. “I don’t like her,” he announced. 

“Um… okay,” Sunita said, not knowing how to respond.

She wasn’t used to her former owner sitting with her just to vent. Actually, Jim did vent. But it wasn’t to her. It was on her. She shivered at the memories of cowering in the corner as Jim whipped her with his belt. 

“She thinks she’s a queen,” Azeroth said sullenly. “Do you think she’s a queen?” he asked. 

Sunita had no reason to not believe Scarlett. “She looks like a queen. Look at the way she’s dressed…” 

“You only say that because you’ve never left this shitty town. Like, literally thousands of people in cities dress like her. Don't make them queens.” 

“Rude,” Sunita frowned. Though it was true. She had never left this town. There could be thousands of people out there that wore expensive clothes and had guards with fancy looking bows, arrows and swords. And then, she noticed Azeroth smiling at her widely. “What?” 

“You called me rude,” he grinned. 

Sunita’s eyes widened. “Oh my god,” she gasped. “I’m so sorry!” 

“Don’t be,” Azeroth said. He reached over the counter and wrapped his arm around her waist. Pulling her in close, he kissed her on the lips. “It means you’re beginning to relax around me. Which is good. It’ll make it easier to have sex with you.” 

“What?” Sunita asked, confused. 

“Yeah,” Azeroth nodded. “It’s kinda hard for me to have sex with women I just own. They are usually timid and… slave-like. You know. They’re like mindless robots.” 

Sunita was surprised to find Azeroth had managed to insult her. Which was strange because he was right about slaves. They had to be mindless. It was the only way to protect themselves from the cruel whims of their masters. 

“What’s a robot?” Sunita asked. 

“What?” 

“You said slaves are like mindless robots?” 

“Oh… yeah it’s this machinery thing humans used to make a long time ago.” 

“What does it do?” Sunita asked, intrigued. 

“Not important. But I’m glad you’re coming out of your shell,” Azeroth said. “I’m going to go and talk to our Queen,” he added. “Going to find out what someone like her wants in this corner of the world.” 

Sunita watched Azeroth saunter off towards the gorgeous woman.

A short conversation with Azeroth had left her with lots to think about. But one thought took precedent over the rest. He had left to wonder what Scarlett was doing in this corner of the world. The pressing question for her was, what was someone like him doing in Kilmorack. 


Chapter 20

It had been a long few weeks for Scarlett. She’d snuck out of her own little kingdom in the middle of the night with only a small number of her slaves. From there, she set off on the long trek towards Kilmorack, the remotest town in the land, the furthest town away from civilisation, the closest town to the end of the world. 

The journey to this place had not been a pleasant one.

Sneaking out of her kingdom, she had opted to leave behind her trusty steed. Instead, she had purchased five war horses from a town in the neighbouring kingdom. 

That same night, the men she had bought the horses from thought it would be a good idea to come and take them back in the middle of the night. And make her a slave in the process. It had not ended well for the men. She killed every single one. But in the chaos, the horses were freed and ran away into the dark night. 

It was only the beginning of her troubles.

It seemed every man in this cursed land saw her as a weak piece of thing to own. They found out the cost of being wrong. Scarlett did not hesitate. She did not show mercy. She killed every man that came at her. 

The past few weeks of travelling through the lands taught her much about men. They were weak. They were cruel. They were evil. 

So when she finally came to Kilmorack and found Azeroth battling a horde of demons on his own, she didn’t know what to make of that. 

Why was he outside the town and not cowering behind the safety of its walls? 

Was he stupid? 

Scarlett had watched him fight the demons like a man possessed. She had never seen anyone fight like that before. Never in her hundred years of being alive.

But he was still only a man.

The demons overwhelmed him and would have killed him had she not stepped in. 

Her girls peppered the demons with arrows as if they were bullets leaving a machine gun. The bravest of the demons changed the focus of their target. Riding on their hellhounds, they came for her. 

Being a witch, having access to the source, Scarlett cut them down with ease. It wasn’t long before most of the demons, the ones with any sense in their thick skulls turned tail and fled. 

She’d been surprised to see Azeroth had managed to remain completely unscathed. She’d decided instantly to keep an eye on him, to keep her guard up. She wasn’t sure if it was a good thing she was staying in his inn. Easier to keep an eye on him, but easier for him to make his move since it was his home turf. 

As he walked down the stairs and stopped to look at her, Scarlett raised her mug and smiled. And now, as he walked towards her, she did the same. 

She smiled. 

But her hand rested on her lap, inches away from the grip of her sword. If this man made the wrong move, he would have only brief moments to realise it before his head slid off his neck. 

Azeroth pulled out a chair and sat opposite her. “Why are you here?”

He was direct. Not like the other men that began the conversation with flattery and deceit. Scarlett wasn’t sure how she felt about that. 

“I’m looking for someone who knows the mountains around this area,” she said, still smiling. 

“Why?” Azeroth asked. “Why would a supposed queen want to come all the way to the end of the world to explore the mountains?” 

Azeroth claimed not to be the mayor of the town. But it was obvious he was in charge. He could make life difficult for her if he wanted to. Of course, she could kill him and take over this town. She doubted there would be much resistance. It was the smallest town she had ever seen. Barely larger than a village. 

“I know you can fight,” Scarlett said, her smile now cold. “But if you think you can intimidate me, you’re going to be unpleasantly surprised. I am a witch. You are just a man. And you are alone.” 

Azeroth glanced at the girls that sat surrounding her. She noted how he did not seem to care about them. Was he incredibly brave or just really stupid? Maybe he was suicidal? 

“I’m not here to intimidate you,” Azeroth said. “You saved the life of all those living in this town, mine included. So you know… I’m sure you’re not a total cunt. If you need a guide, I can ask around tomorrow.” 

“Not a total cunt,” Scarlett couldn’t help but grin. When she introduced herself as a queen, every man behaved in a what they imagined was courtly manner. But not Azeroth. “You’re not drunk,” she observed. 

“I need to fix that,” Azeroth said. He grabbed one of the mugs that rested on the table and drained it. “More,” he grumbled. 

And with that, he climbed to his feet and walked towards the bar. 

* * *

In the eyes of Scarlett, Kilmorack was a quaint little town. Surrounded by a stone wall on all sides, it must have once been a military outpost. But there was no sign of that remaining. The paths were built of faded brick and covered in cracks and holes. The houses were built of the same, and had as many cracks too, though they contained less holes. 

The townsfolk were much like those she had met on her way here through the various little kingdoms. They were a tired bunch. Most worked in the mines and would stream into the Bull’s Eye come evening to drink away. 

There was a lot of drinking, which was normal. 

What there wasn’t much of was fucking. 

Scarlett had been through many a town where women were treated like bits of meat to swing about, to spread open, to use, to abuse, to humiliate. 

The men in this town seemed kinder to their women. There wasn’t even a whorehouse. 

Which was surprising. Even in the smallest of towns, there was usually one woman to fuck for a bit of coin. Normally, whoever owned the bar, owned the girl that ran the bar. That girl worked as a bartender and a whore. 

But not here in Kilmorack. 

Sunita was the bartender. She was owned by Azeroth. She most certainly was not a whore. In fact, she was a curious slave. 

Scarlett had been in Kilmorack for a week now. She was searching for someone who would be able to guide her through the mountains and beyond, into the land of the demons. Naturally, there wasn’t exactly a queue of volunteers forming at her door. 

Staying at the Bull’s Eye, she had spoken to Sunita on a few occasions. The girl knew something. But she was afraid to talk in the bar. So Scarlett watched and waited. Most days, she hung around the inn, training with swords in the morning, the rest of the day was spent tending to the bar, or cooking in the back, cleaning the place along with her sister, Jasmin.

As Scarlett watched them both, she felt an urge to own the two girls. She’d never owned a pair of sisters before. It was more of a man thing to do. She never understood it from a sexual point of view. All women had tits, vaginas, a mouth, an anus. Those of two sisters were not automatically better. 

But Jasmin and Sunita were different.

They were both pretty and had that tanned and smooth brown skin with silky black hair. The girls seemed to have chemistry too. Scarlett had caught Sunita stare at her younger sister on more than one occasion. She had seen them kiss and cuddle, not like sisters would do, but like lovers. 

Two sisters voluntarily loving each other was about as common as unicorns. And growing up, Scarlett had always wanted a unicorn. 

So, one day, when after lunch, Sunita left the Bull’s Eye and went for a walk, Scarlett followed.

She went alone.

Her slave-guards were not needed.

There was only one man who had any chance of hurting her, and he didn’t seem to care much about her. After his initial suspicions, Azeroth had barely paid her any attention. 

Sunita walked through the town at a casual pace. She stopped on a couple of occasions to speak with the locals before continuing on. The town was small, and they reached the other end in a short time. 

There was a lake there.

One bank was pressed against the town wall. Ancient trees grew along the sides. Sunita sat on the grass and leaned against one such tree. She had a distant look in her eyes as she stared at the water. 

Scarlett approached her from the front. She did not want to startle the girl. “Hello,” she said.  

Sunita looked up and smiled. It was a polite smile, no warmth behind it, but no malice either. “How can I help you?” 

Slaves. Always eager to help. At least they pretended to be on the surface. Question was what lay beneath the façade? 

Scarlett sat beside Sunita on the grass. She leaned against the same trunk. Their shoulders brushed together. 

“Azeroth. He’s quite something, isn’t he?” Scarlett asked. 

“He’s my master.” 

“You were owned by Jim before?” 

Sunita turned to look at Scarlett, concern written on her face. “Yes…” she said with unease. 

“But Azeroth defeated him in battle and took ownership of you and the Bull’s Eye. He let Jim leave with the other girls he owned. In fact, he let every other man that stood against him that day simply leave,” Scarlett said with a sardonic smile. 

Since being in town, Scarlett had done some research. Azeroth wasn’t from around these parts. He’d come in and taken over the town at an incredible pace. He even had a demon as his slave. Or so the story goes. 

Scarlett was a queen and a witch.

That gave her more knowledge than the average Joe.

And she knew you couldn’t own a demon.

Demons did not have in them the elemental parts that formed the silver or gold Bracelets. 

So the question was, why was Azeroth pretending to own a demon? Why had Azeroth taken over the town? Why was he training the girls, teaching them how to use swords? 

None of it made any sense.  

If he wanted to form his own army, like some skilled men did, he would have killed every man in town and taken over all of the women. But Azeroth didn’t do that. He only owned four girls and had a demon on his side. Hardly a force for any king, queen or lord to worry about. 

So what in God’s name was he doing? 

Sunita didn’t strike Scarlett as the type of girl to just spill the gossip. She would have to offer her something in return for information. 

“What do you want?” 

Sunita stared at her in confusion. “What… what do I want?” 

Scarlett nodded. “Try and remember back to the time before you were a slave. You must have held out hopes of some future that didn’t involve you working in a bar and fucking the townsfolk for cheap change?” 

There was hesitation on Sunita’s pretty face. Scarlett placed her hand on the girl’s cheek as their eyes met. Her hand warmed as her magic flowed to the tips of her fingers. Just a little nudge was all she needed. 

Sunita began to blink rapidly before her head slumped back against the trunk. 

“Sunita?” Scarlett stared at the girl with concern. Maybe she had nudged too hard.

“I wanted someone to worship, to please all their needs. But I wanted that someone to love me and treat me with respect,” the words came out quickly. 

“What?” Scarlett asked, frowning. 

“You asked me what I hoped for before I became a slave. Well, that’s what I wanted. Someone to love and have someone that loves me back.” 

Scarlett wasn’t surprised. It was why men ruled the lands. Because most girls wanted a knight in shining armour. “Is that someone Azeroth?” 

“I don’t know,” came Sunita’s reply. 

That did surprise Scarlett. The state she was in, Sunita could not lie. Scarlett was expecting her to say no, that Azeroth did not love her. 

“How can you not know?” she asked, annoyed. 

“He’s been my master for a short period of time. He has never struck me, or hurt me in any way. He has only ever been nice to me. But I don’t know if that means he loves me… or even cares for me. Azeroth is a strange man.” 

That was one thing Scarlett could agree on.

Azeroth was definitely a strange man.

She had imagined his whole public persona of benevolent leader was a façade. Were that the case, he would have had no need to be nice to Sunita in private. In their personal space, in the bedroom and away from the watching eyes, he could have abused her. 

But he had not done that… 

The more she thought about it, the more Scarlett wondered if Azeroth really genuinely was a nice guy. 

And then, she began to wonder why she cared. 

Her purpose of coming to his town was not Azeroth. She needed to focus on her target. There was a lot at stake. 

“There’s supposed to be a tunnel that runs through the mountains and leads straight into the land of the demons,” Scarlett said as she stared at the greenish lake water. 

“I know.” 

“Did Azeroth tell you?” 

Sunita, who was still resting her head against the trunk of the tree, squinted at Scarlett. “Did Azeroth tell me what?” 

“Did he tell you I want to cross over to the land of the demons?” 

Sunita shook her head. 

Scarlett frowned. “What is it that you know?” 

“I know where the tunnel is,” Sunita said. “The one that’s supposed to lead to the land of the demons.” 


Chapter 21

It was just past midday. Still the peak of summer, bright streams of sunlight mixed with floating bits of dust shone in through the windows of the common room in the Bull’s Eye. Having just finished his meal, Azeroth sat at the table in the corner with a mug of half drained beer. 

Being in this town at the end of the human world, owning an inn and a bunch of girls, it should have felt like retirement. 

A comfortable retirement. 

God knows he would have deserved it. 

Except, it was far from that. 

Azeroth felt uneasy. 

Lord fucking Baal. Why had the demon crossed the mountain range? They were not supposed to do that. The War of the Species had been so devastating, it had convinced both demons and humans to keep to their side. 

Something must have changed dramatically for Lord Baal to have risked igniting another War of the Species. 

What was that something? 

Azeroth sighed, unable to enjoy his well deserved temporary retirement. 

Instead of worrying about demons and a potential second War of the Species, he should have been enjoying the simple things in life. 

Like Betty and her former slave, Tasha.

Azeroth owned them both now.

But he’d hardly enjoyed the pleasures Tasha’s body could provide. The girl had exotically dark skin and a curvy bottom. Azeroth remembered fondly of the pink pussy that shone out so invitingly between the darkness of the black girl’s inner thighs. 

He hadn’t yet punished Betty for her betrayal either.

It was on his to-do list. Betty needed to be punished. He needed to break the girl and rebuild her. Because right now, Betty still thought she was better than his other slaves. Right now, Betty was probably plotting revenge and fantasizing about what she would do to him once she was free from his ownership. 

Well, technically, right now, she was standing behind the bar, a pout on her face, staring at him with clear discontent. 

Azeroth frowned. It wasn’t like slaves to wear that sort of face so publicly. Normally, they tried to keep themselves as innocuous as possible, usually head lowered, eyes on the ground, shoulders hunched. 

Betty was getting the wrong idea about him. 

Azeroth climbed to his feet and walked towards the bar. Betty continued to watch him, her lips curled. But as he neared, there was a flicker of uncertainty in her eyes. 

“Take your clothes off,” Azeroth said. 

“What?” 

Azeroth reached over the bar and struck Betty across the face. It was a hard strike. Her face bore a reddish print of his palm and fingers. 

Betty stared at him in shock.

Azeroth felt some guilt.

He didn’t particularly enjoy hurting defenceless girls. And that was what Betty was at this moment. A defenceless girl who belonged to him.

But this needed to be done. Betty needed to be broken and remoulded into a decent human being. 

“Are you going to strip naked, or do you want to be really hurt?” Azeroth asked, his voice calm but cold. 

Betty stared with eyes wide open. Her face was pale save for the red handprint. Seeing Azeroth raise his hand to slap her again, Betty jumped into action. She pulled down her skirt and panties in one go. Her blouse was next, and then her bra. 

She stood before him, naked and shivering. No. She was trembling. That was a good start. 

Azeroth slapped her across the face again. Harder this time. Betty grabbed the counter for support to prevent herself from hitting the floor. Her chest rose and fell rapidly. A few seconds passed before she managed to straighten herself.

Betty looked down at her feet, her head lowered.  

She was learning quickly, Azeroth thought. But he didn’t want her to learn how to behave and still be a cunt deep inside. He wanted her to change. 

She needed to be broken. 

There was a simple way to do that. 

Azeroth glanced around the counter, looking for something to use to mark the girl with. He found nothing. So he jumped over the counter and grabbed her by the hair. He dragged her naked butt to the kitchen. Azeroth reached into the stove and pulled out a bit of wood, the tip black with soot. 

Azeroth pushed Betty against the table and stopped to take in her naked body. “Where best to mark you?” he wondered. 

“M-mark me?” Betty stammered. 

Azeroth grabbed her left breast and squeezed hard, causing the girl to flinch. He let go and slapped her across the face hard, once, twice, and a third time. He grabbed her by the throat and hoisted her up until her bottom rested on the table. 

He let go of her throat and as Betty coughed, he spread her legs apart. His fingers rubbed her pussy. 

It was dry. 

That was good. If she were to enjoy this, it would have been so much harder to break her down. 

Azeroth drove two fingers into her pussy. Despite the resistance her dry pussy gave, he pushed a third finger in. 

It was at this point did the tears start to stroll down Betty’s cheeks. 

“I thought you’d be tougher,” Azeroth commented. 

“Give me a sword and I’ll show you how tough I am,” Betty growled. 

Azeroth smiled. The girl was far from being broken. “You had a sword, remember?” 

“You used magic,” Betty muttered. 

“I did use magic. How did that make you feel?” 

“I was scared. Sorcerers weren’t supposed to exist anymore. The stories said they all died during the great war with Satan.”

“Was scared?” Azeroth asked. “You’re not anymore?” 

Betty shook her head with fierce determination. “You’re just a man. If I drive my sword into your heart, you will bleed out like every other man.” 

Azeroth couldn’t help but smile. “Are you sure about that?” he asked. “Have you ever seen me bleed?” 

There was brief hesitation from Betty before her jaw stiffened. “I knocked you unconscious, remember? You’re nothing special.” 

Azeroth continued to smile. And then, he leaned in, his face inches away from Betty’s. “I own you,” he whispered. “Your body is compelled to obey my command, even when your mind screams for you to rebel. You think you know what pain and humiliation is, but you’re going to find out that you have no idea.”

Azeroth leaned in and kissed Betty on the lips. His fingers still in her pussy, he drove them in and out. And then, he stepped back, withdrew his fingers and held them before her. “Suck them clean,” he commanded. 

Azeroth could see the resistance in Betty’s eyes. But it counted for nothing. She belonged to him. Her body had to obey. 

Her lips parted, her mouth open, she took in his fingers and sucked them clean. When she was done, Azeroth slapped her across the face. He pulled on her tits. He slapped her pussy. And then, with the partially burnt wood in hand, he wrote the word ‘CUNT’ across her stomach. 

“That’s what you are,” he told her. “You’re a cunt. From now on, you will remain naked. You will fuck every man that comments on your body. You will be a walking whore. A piece of meat to-” Azeroth stopped as he spotted Scarlett standing by the door to the kitchen. “Well, hello. How long have you been standing there?” 

“Long enough to know you’re an asshole,” Scarlett said. She walked into the kitchen, sword drawn. “I’m going to have to kill you,” she announced. 


Chapter 22

Scarlett wondered why she was surprised. All the men she knew were cruel to the girls they owned. Why would Azeroth be any different? Because he was tall and handsome? Because he was brave and fearless enough to fight an army of demons all on his own? 

That had been impressive to see.

A single man taking on an army of demons. From there on, Azeroth seemed to be different. He didn’t go around killing people. He treated his slaves well. He wasn’t pretentious. He spoke his mind. 

But in the end, it was all for nothing. Deep down, he was just like the rest. A cruel and sadistic man. 

Scarlett entered the room, sword in hand, fully intending to kill Azeroth. It would make life easier. Sunita knew the location of the tunnel that led through the mountains and into the land of the demons. Without the tunnel, she would have to risk a long and treacherous journey through the mountain range. 

“You know, I came here to ask for the help of one of your slaves. But if I kill you, they’ll belong to me,” Scarlett said, her sword drawn. 

“I’m happy to let you borrow one of my girls for your mysterious mission,” Azeroth said, smiling broadly. “Which one did you want?” 

“It’s too late for that.” 

“Oh, come now. It’s never too late to talk things out. It’s only too late when someone loses a head,” Azeroth said. 

A grin was spread across his smug face.

The prick wasn’t taking her seriously.

“I’m going to decapitate you,” she informed him. 

“I don’t even get a choice to like… give up?” 

Scarlett’s eyes narrowed. “You want to surrender?” 

“Nah,” Azeroth said, grinning. 

Scarlett’s lips pursed. He was mocking her. She did not like to be mocked. She glided across the kitchen floor and thrust her sword forward. 

The pointy end should have been buried in Azeroth’s chest. 

Instead, it was stuck into the wooden beam he had been casually leaning against. 

“How?” Scarlett gasped.

She pulled the sword free and turned to face Azeroth. He continued to wear that smug grin on his handsome punch-able face. Handsome? Why was she thinking of him as handsome when she wanted to kill him?

“You should be dead.” 

“You don’t sound too disappointed. How about you put the sword down and we go for a drink?” Azeroth asked cheerfully. “I know a great bar. It’s just through that door,” he pointed towards the kitchen exit. 

He was handsome. And a little charming. That’s why she was holding back. But no more. With determination, Scarlett moved forward. She swung her sword, aiming for his head. Azeroth ducked beneath her blade. His feet moved quickly as he glided around her, his hands rested on her hips briefly before he pushed her forward. 

“What is going on?” Scarlett muttered. 

“You’re trying to kill me,” Azeroth chipped in. “But not doing a very good job of it.”

“That should have worked,” Scarlett mumbled. “Why didn’t it work? How did you move so fast?” 

Azeroth shrugged his shoulders. “People can do extraordinary things when they’re threatened with death.”

He reached across and grabbed Betty, who was still perched on the table, naked, legs spread apart, looking very much bewildered. Azeroth held the girl before him, his arm around her neck.

“Betty,” he whispered in her ear, his eyes on Scarlett, “The next time she comes at me with her sword, I want you to throw yourself at the pointy end.” 

“You fucking asshole,” Scarlett growled. 

“That’s not very princess-y,” Azeroth said, eyes wide, feigning shock. 

“I’m not a princess, asshole. I am a queen. And if you think taking a hostage is going to stop me from cutting you into little pieces, you’re going to be in for a fucking shock.” 

Azeroth watched her for a moment. And then, his lips broke into a wide smile. “Go on then. Kill her.” 

Scarlett frowned. “I’m not bluffing.” 

“Oh. Now I’m convinced,” Azeroth retorted. 

Truth was, Scarlett really wasn’t bluffing. She might have been a queen, but she hadn’t lived a pampered life. She had been in battle before. She had faced off against demons. Whilst she didn’t enjoy killing, she appreciated the necessity of it. And, sometimes, for the greater good, innocent bystanders had to be sacrificed. 

So why was she hesitating? 

And, why hadn’t she used her magic?  

Scarlett’s eyes fell on the pans attached to the hooks on the wall. With a twitch of her free hand, a stream of her power flowed towards the largest pan. It came off the hook and flew towards Azeroth. Its trajectory was aligned to strike him on the head. 

But that did not happen. 

Despite the pan coming from behind him, despite the noise being minimal to non-existent, and despite it moving at a fast pace, Azeroth ducked his head in time. 

The pan struck Betty squarely on the back of her head. 

She slumped against Azeroth’s chest, his arm was still around her neck. 

He managed to hold her for a few seconds before deciding it wasn’t worth it. 

He stepped back and let Betty hit the ground somewhat unceremoniously. 

It wasn’t what Scarlett had intended to do. But there was still a small victory. “You’ve lost your human shield.” 

“That’s true,” Azeroth nodded. His eyes fell on her sword. “I always thought I would die in battle,” he murmured. 

Scarlett’s eyes narrowed. “What’s that supposed to mean? Is this not a battle?” 

“I’m unarmed,” Azeroth said flatly. 

That was true. Azeroth didn’t have a sword in his hand. He was defenceless. 

But he was an asshole. He didn’t deserve a fair fight. 

So why did she feel bad at the thought of killing him unarmed? 

“You wouldn’t stand a chance even if you were armed,” Scarlett said. 

“I guess we’ll never know…” Azeroth smiled. 

He had a nice smile. Straight and perfectly white teeth on a strong jawline with just the right amount of stubble. 

Scarlett scolded herself for being distracted by Azeroth’s looks. And then, an idea popped into her head. She didn’t have to kill him. It would be better to own him, wouldn't it? 

Owning men wasn’t a thing Scarlett did. All of her slaves were women. It’s what she preferred. They were softer and more obedient in nature.

Owning a man and his ego would be exhausting.

Even as slaves, they had some control over their bodies. It was mostly the face. The pouts, the frowns, the hatred in their eyes as their bodies obeyed. 

But owning Azeroth could be interesting.

She would have his girls. Sunita would lead her to the tunnel. And Betty could be in charge of dealing with Azeroth. He wouldn’t like the tables turned much. 

And so, she smiled back at him and sheathed her sword by her waist. “Let’s get you a sword and have us a duel, shall we?”


Chapter 23

Azeroth wasn’t really sure what his game plan was. Sure, he had beaten Jim, the mayor and their motley gang with ease, but duelling Scarlett would be a completely different story. 

For starters, he was rusty. And Scarlett’s sword skills were on par at the very least. 

Secondly, she had magic and wasn’t afraid to use it. 

Using magic wasn’t an attractive option for Azeroth. Unlike witches, sorcerers were supposed to be extinct. If word got out about him, life could become quite uncomfortable. Every king and queen from the world's end to the ocean would want a piece of him. 

Thirdly, even if he could beat her without using magic, he wasn’t sure if he wanted to own her. There was a chance Scarlett really was a queen. At the very least, she was part of the nobility in one of the kingdoms. 

She had that air of importance and confidence about her. Just the way she walked and talked screamed privilege. Owning someone like that was usually an invitation for trouble. Her powerful friends would eventually come looking. 

Azeroth stood in the small garden behind the Bull’s Eye that had been converted into a training ground. He had his trusty black sword in hand. Facing him was Scarlett, her stunning blade a contrast in colour. She was dressed for battle, wearing shiny plates that covered her arms, her breasts, her waist and knees. 

In attendance and standing by the barn were his girls and the demon alongside the four girls Scarlett owned. All had been instructed to not interfere. 

The duel began in earnest. 

Scarlett did not hold back. In the blink of an eye, she closed the ten metre gap between them and struck with her sword. Azeroth barely managed to block it when he felt something tugging at his feet. 

It was like a thick rope had been fastened around his ankles and was being pulled by an elephant. 

There was no chance of resisting that. 

As he hit the ground, Azeroth realised Scarlett was using her magic as she used her sword. This bitch was all in. He moved his head back just in time to avoid the metal plating on her shin from smashing his jaw. 

Azeroth rolled on the ground and jumped to his feet, spinning in mid-air with his sword out to prevent Scarlett from gaining on her advantage as she charged after him. It did the trick. She swerved back to avoid his blade, giving him time to be ready to face her. 

It wasn’t much time. Scarlett was back on the move. Her blade was a shiny blur as she attacked viciously. She came at him from all angles. Her sword slashed left and right, her magic pulled at him back and forth, trying to throw him off his game.

It almost worked. 

She slashed at his stomach, possibly hoping to literally spill his guts. But at the last moment, she used her magic to pull his feet forward. As Azeroth’s bottom hit the ground, his neck was suddenly level with her approaching blade. 

He tried to move his head back, but something held it in place. 

That something was her magic. 

He tried to bring his own sword to block. But his hand could not move. 

The bitch was basically holding him in place while she decapitated him. 

Azeroth had two options. 

He could use his magic, free himself from this position and punch a hole in her fucking stomach. 

Or, he could try something that, if it worked, would be ridiculous. 

Azeroth decided to try the latter. 

Whilst Scarlett had restrained most of his body, his fingers were still free. His fingers that gripped his sword. Not being able to move his arm, he placed a finger behind the pommel of the sword and with a deft flick, sent it flying towards the witch. 

It was a good flick.

Scarlett’s eyes widened as his sword flew towards her pretty face. Her concentration slipping, Azeroth broke free from her magic and pressed on, following after his sword as it flew through the air. 

Scarlett batted his blade away, but she wasn’t able to stop his punch. 

And it was a good one too. 

Azeroth really put some effort behind it. 

He punched her in the stomach.

And as she caved in, he grabbed her by the hair and slammed his knee into her face, smashing her nose in the process.

Azeroth dropped her onto the ground and looked up at the four slaves Scarlett owned. They stared at him with fury, hands on their blades. 

But as the seconds passed, they continued to stare at him, unable to help their owner. They had been commanded by Scarlett to not interfere regardless of what happened. 

Azeroth smiled. 

He had won. And without using magic. Maybe he wasn’t as rusty as he had thought. 


Chapter 24

Scarlett opened her eyes to find herself tied to a chair in one of the bedrooms in the Bull’s Eye. It was a small room. There was a bed pushed against one wall and a wardrobe in the opposite corner. Dim light shone in through the narrow window. 

“You’re awake,” a voice said. 

It was Sunita. She stood by the door, her hands folded across her chest, she did not look happy. 

“What happened to me?” Scarlett asked, her memory a little fuzzy. Her stomach hurt like hell and she was sure her nose was broken. 

“You duelled Azeroth and lost,” Sunita said flatly. 

“Lies,” Scarlett said instantly.

“He punched you in the stomach and knee’d you in the head,” Sunita said flatly. 

Ah. 

It was coming back to her now. Whilst she held Azeroth in place with her magic, her sword approaching his neck, Azeroth had somehow managed to throw his sword at her. It had caught her off guard.

Flicking his sword like that was quite something. He was talented, she somewhat reluctantly accepted. 

And then she wondered what a talented guy like him was doing in this backwater town. More importantly, what was he going to do to her? 

“Why hasn’t he turned me into his slave yet?” she asked. 

Sunita didn’t reply instantly. She walked into the room and sat on the bed. Leaning forward, she rested a hand on Scarlett’s knee. 

“What’s wrong with you?” Sunita asked. 

“What do you mean?” Scarlett asked, frowning. 

“I tell you what a great guy Azeroth is and your first instinct is to come and kill him?” 

“We were duelling,” Scarlett muttered. “I wasn’t going to kill him.” 

“So when you wrecked the kitchen, you weren’t trying to kill him?” 

“Ah,” Scarlett nodded. “I did not know you knew about that,” she mumbled. “But Azeroth isn’t a great guy,” she said with more force. “I didn’t go to the kitchen to kill him. I went to talk to him. But I found him abusing Betty!” 

Scarlett expected Sunita to be surprised by that news. The girl looked up to Azeroth as if he were some sort of benevolent God. But he was not. Azeroth was like the rest of them. Only, for whatever reason, he was pretending to be nice. 

“Betty deserves to be abused,” Sunita retorted. 

“What?” 

“Betty is evil. She treated Tasha badly when she owned her. She used to abuse me,” Sunita said fiercely. “Betty tried to make Azeroth her slave when he was busy trying to catch the demon. She failed. Now she’s a slave. But she’s still a horrible human being.” 

“Okay…” Scarlett mumbled. “I’ll admit some of that is news to me.” 

“I thought you were so smart and beautiful. But you’re not. You’re an idiot,” Sunita said with frustration. 

“Hey…” Scarlett protested. 

“What?” came Sunita’s fierce response. 

“I’m still beautiful,” Scarlett said, her lips twitching. It was hard not to smile in the presence of Sunita. She was a pretty girl, and oh so sweet. On top of that, it turned out she did have some feistiness in her. “I should have tried harder to win that duel,” she muttered. 

“After all I've just said, you still want to kill Azeroth?” 

Scarlett shook her head. “I don’t want to kill Azeroth… anymore,” she said. “If I’d won the duel, then you would have belonged to me.” 

“Oh,” Sunita’s face softened. “Why do you want to own me?” 

“Because you’re adorable,” Scarlett laughed. “I just want to sit on your face!” 

“You want to sit on my face?” Sunita looked perturbed. 

“Yes,” Scarlett said, smiling. “It may not seem very queenly, but I want to ride your face until I explode all over it.”

She leaned back in her chair and closed her eyes. Her stomach and nose still ached. She was tired, hungry and dirty. Tied to a chair, she was at the mercy of Azeroth. 

Her mind returned to their duel. 

Scarlett knew Azeroth would be good. He’d faced off an entire army of demons all on his own. Sure, they would have killed him had she not arrived, but he was making a pretty impressive last stand. 

Had she underestimated him? 

No. 

He should not have been able to defeat her. She had magic on her side and it held him in place. She had him immobile. Her sword was inches away from slicing his throat. 

He should not have been able to defeat her. 

Scarlett opened her eyes to find Sunita staring at her, lips parted, a longing in her eyes. “It’s nice to know the attraction isn’t one way,” she said. 

Sunita’s lips closed quickly as her cheeks reddened. 

“How about you scoot over and let me go?” 

“I can’t do that,” Sunita said. 

“Why not? Did Azeroth explicitly forbid you from freeing me?” 

Sunita nodded. 

“Fuck,” Scarlett muttered. She was hoping Azeroth would slip up somewhere. Apparently not. “What happens now?” 

“He wanted me to call him when you wake up,” Sunita said. 

“Well, go on then,” Scarlett said. “Let’s get this over with.” 


Chapter 25

After the duel, after knocking Scarlett unconscious, Azeroth carried the girl upstairs to Sunita’s bedroom. Using metal chains he found in the barn, he fastened her ankles to the chair’s legs and her wrists against the armrests. He wrapped the metal chain around her waist and the backrest. 

Azeroth stood back to assess his work. Finally satisfied that he’d done a good enough job to stop her from freeing herself using magic, he headed off to have a bath. Along the way, he wandered off to collect Betty. 

He found her in the kitchen. 

She was cleaning. 

He hadn’t told her to do that. Which meant, what little free will she had, she was using it to clean. 

It was an attempt to get into his good graces. Was it genuine, or was the girl planning something? 

Azeroth frowned as he watched her scrub the floor. 

She was wearing clothes.

He walked up to her and grabbing her by the hair, he pulled her up. Betty shuddered as he tore her dress off. She stared at the ground as he pulled on her tits. He slapped her across the face and waited for a reaction. There was none. No defiance. 

Azeroth didn’t buy it. No one changed that quickly. Deep down, he was certain Betty was still a bitch. 

He dragged her up the stairs to the bathroom, where Jasmin had prepped the tub. It was a large tub, one of the few changes Azeroth had made since taking over the Bull’s Eye. 

As he stood by the bath, Jasmin approached him. She took off her blouse, then her skirt. She stood naked before him, her legs open. He could feel the heat coming from her body as she gazed into his eyes, her lips parted.

She unbuttoned his shirt first. Her breasts brushed up against his chest as her hands unbuckled his belt. His cock plopped out as his trousers rested around his ankles. Jasmin took it in her hands and rubbed it gently.

Azeroth grabbed her ass cheeks. His fingers dug into her soft flesh and edged close to her openings. As he kissed her on the lips, he could feel the heat radiating from her pussy. His fingers edged closer until one found her pussy, another found her anus.

“Ooh,” Jasmin squealed as his finger dug into her asshole.

“Does it hurt?” Azeroth asked.

“…no,” Jasmin said uncertainly. “Just never had anything in my butt before.”

“Never?”

“Not often… It feels strange.” Jasmin wiggled her butt. “I think I like it…”

Sometimes Azeroth forgot how young Jasmin was. Living in this backwater town had sheltered her somewhat from the cruelties of big city life.

In the big cities, some men did not care if you were under the age of eighteen and could not be legally owned. 

He put his hands on her waist and lifted her up with ease. He placed her in the tub and climbed in himself.

They lay next to each other, heads resting on the edge. Jasmin played with his cock, stroking the end as she massaged his balls. It was a nice feeling and Azeroth felt relaxed.

As he lay there, his hands exploring Jasmin’s young body, his eyes fell on Betty.

He’d forgotten about her.

She stood naked, legs pressed together, head lowered, eyes on the ground.

Azeroth felt guilt when he tortured women. But at the same time, he would be lying if he said he didn’t enjoy the feeling of absolute power when he broke down a stubborn girl. It was a power most men that owned girls exercised on a regular basis.

“Come,” Azeroth beckoned.

Betty, who had been staring at her feet, looked up at him with terror in her eyes. It was obvious she did not want to come. But her feet moved nonetheless, bringing her to the tub, her pussy level with the top.

“Spread your legs,” Azeroth commanded.

Betty did as commanded. Her legs spread, her pussy lips parted to reveal a small gape. Azeroth dug two fingers into Betty’s pussy. His hand wet, they slid in with ease.

“What do you think?” Azeroth asked.

“About her… pussy?” Jasmin asked.

“Sure. Her tits too. Do you think she’s fuckable?”

Jasmin leaned over Azeroth and rested her arms on the edge of the tub, bringing her face inches away from Betty’s pussy. She stared at it for a moment, before looking up at the girl’s breasts. “She’s definitely umm… fuckable,” she commented.

Azeroth’s hand trailed up Betty’s naked body. It came to rest on her left breast. He squeezed it for a moment before his attention turned to her nipple. He gave it a pinch and noted with satisfaction as Betty flinched.

He was going to pull her down by the nipple and bring her face to the edge of the tub before shoving his cock in her mouth when he noticed Sunita standing by the door.

“Scarlett is awake, master,” she said, her head lowered, eyes downcast.

Master? Azeroth frowned. He hadn’t asked any of his girls to call him master. And Sunita had been doing so well recently. Was she sliding back? 

He watched her with interest as he climbed out of the tub. Her head remained lowered, but her eyes took in his naked body as her nostrils flared.

“Can I get the towel?” Azeroth asked.

“Right,” Sunita’s eyes widened in panic. She rushed over to the towel rack and returned promptly, holding it out to him.

Azeroth took the towel and wrapped it around him. He paused at the door and glanced back at Jasmin. She was sitting up in the bathtub, her breasts visible above the water, she stared at him with disappointment.

“Do you have to go right now?” she asked glumly.

Azeroth couldn’t help but smile. He much preferred Jasmin’s level of confidence over Sunita’s submissiveness. Jasmin was never owned by someone who whored her out to every man in town and beat her occasionally. It definitely made a difference.

“Betty can keep you company until I’m back,” he told her. “Come on,” he said to Sunita, his voice gentle. “Let’s see what we can do about Scarlett.”

Azeroth sighed as his eyes fell on Sunita’s bottom as she led him down the corridor. Let’s see what we can with you too, he thought. Whenever he seemed to be making some progress with Sunita, something happened that made the girl snap right back to her subservient self.


Chapter 26

Alone in the room while Sunita ran off to fetch her master, Scarlett gave her best shot at using magic to free herself. She reached into the source that resided in the centre of her body and felt its power flow through her.

She could have easily directed it towards the chains that bound her and torn them to little bits.

Except, she didn’t do that

“Fuck,” she cursed as she struggled against her bonds using nothing but her human strength.

Azeroth had done a good job tying her in place. He had used metal chains and fastened them tightly around her body. If they were broken by magic, the metal would shatter into small bits and half of them would embed themselves into her flesh.

There was no way to do this without seriously hurting or possibly killing herself. She would have to wait and see what Azeroth planned to do with her.

Own her.

He was going to own her, wasn’t he? He’d won the duel fair and square.

“Fuck,” Scarlett cursed.

How could she have been so stupid? It wasn’t just her life at stake. The life of all those she owned would be transferred to Azeroth. The lives of all those that lived in her kingdom was at stake. Why had she risked duelling Azeroth in single combat? She could have easily overpowered him with her girls.

It was because of that smug smile on his handsome face.

She had wanted to punch it in.

The door to the bedroom opened and Sunita walked in. She was followed by Azeroth.

He was wearing a towel.

He had a chiselled chest. Like the statues of Greek gods.

“Let’s get this over with,” Scarlett said, her jaw setting in determination. She wasn’t going to beg to remain free.

“Get what over with?” Azeroth asked as he settled on the bed.

His legs parted just enough for his cock to peek out from between the towel.

Was he doing that on purpose? Did he want her to see his cock? Of course he did. Who didn’t know their cock was showing?

“I’m ready,” Scarlett told him.

“Ready for what?”

“To be your slave?”

“Flattered,” Azeroth smiled. “But I’m not sure I want you as a slave.”

Scarlett did not understand. She stared at Azeroth, thoroughly confused, trying to understand. And then, finally, she said it. “I don’t understand.”

Azeroth laughed, showing beautifully straight white teeth. “Really? And I thought I was the one with an ego.”

Scarlett glared at him. “Firstly, fuck you,” she said. “Secondly, fuck you. Why are you playing mind games with me?” she demanded to know. “If this is your idea of torturing me, you can do so much worse to me once I belong to you.”

The words slipped out of her mouth in anger. Scarlett realised instantly how idiotic it was to tell Azeroth he could hurt her more once he owned her. She pressed her lips together and stared at him, waiting for him to talk.

But Azeroth did not speak. He sat there all relaxed, comfortable and confident.

As the minutes ticked away, Scarlett felt her anger grow. She was a queen. Who the fuck did this guy think he was?

“What do you want?” she growled through gritted teeth.

“An apology,” Azeroth said.

Scarlett frowned. “For what?”

“You attacked me for no reason.”

“You were torturing Betty!”

“Betty is a bitch,” Azeroth said flatly. “She betrayed me up in the mountains. Whacked me on the head, knocked me unconscious and tried to have me as her slave. I managed to flip the situation and now she belongs to me.”

Azeroth leaned forward. His towel parted more to now reveal the entirety of his cock. Scarlett was into women. But she knew what a nice cock was and Azeroth certainly had one.

“Betty is evil,” Azeroth said. “Like… she’s a proper little bitch. I asked her what she would have done if the roles were reversed and I’d betrayed her, but ended up being owned by her. Do you know what she said?”

Scarlett shook her head, suddenly curious to know.

Scarlett was aware that Betty had owned a slave once. Slave owners having sadistic sides was as common as muck. There was something about the way Azeroth spoke that made generally mundane topics intriguing.

“I think she threatened to cut off my cock,” Azeroth said, suddenly frowning. “It was something along those lines. And she meant it to because you know… being my slave, she couldn’t lie to me. What I’m doing to her in comparison is very generous.”

It was true, Scarlett had to admit. Were she in his shoes, Scarlett could see herself tying Betty to a pole naked and whipping her publicly until her body was covered in red welts.

“I’m sorry,” she murmured softly.

“What did you say?” Azeroth asked, leaning in even closer and turning his head, his hand now cupping his ear. “Didn’t quite catch that.”

“I said I’m sorry,” Scarlett said, annoyed.

Azeroth smiled. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

“What happens now?” Scarlett asked.

“You tell me why you’re here and why you want to cross the mountains and head into the land of the demons and I’ll decide if I want to help you.”

Scarlett saw his lips move and heard the words come out of his mouth. These were words that she understood individually. But as a sentence, she could not comprehend.

“I… I don’t…” she shook her head, not wanting to believe. “You’re not going to take ownership of me?”

Azeroth shook his head.

“Why not?” Scarlett asked, genuinely confused.

“I only take in girls that I can help,” Azeroth said calmly. “You’re a capable woman. You don’t need my help.”

Scarlett felt a sudden weight lift off her shoulders, a weight she hadn’t realised she was carrying. She slumped in her chair and stared up at the ceiling, tears forming in her eyes as her lips spread into a relieved smile.

So happy was she, Scarlett barely noticed as Azeroth left the room. He returned with his black sword in hand and brought it down on the chains that bound her to the chair. His movement was incredibly slick, his aim and application of force perfectly accurate and his sword razor sharp.  

The chains that fastened her to the chair were now cut into pieces and lying on the floor. His blade had not even scratched her skin, let alone cut into her flesh.

“That was incredible,” Scarlett said.

Azeroth sat on the bed, his sword by his side, his cock out once more. “So tell me, Scarlett. Why do you want to cross the mountains?”

Scarlett worked hard to keep her eyes up and not stare at Azeroth’s cock. She wanted to tell him to either take the towel off and sit naked, or use it to cover his modesty properly. This halfway thing was very distracting.

But she didn’t do that.

Scarlett composed herself.

And then, she told Azeroth why she wanted to cross the mountains.


Chapter 27

Azeroth sat on the bed and listened as Scarlett spoke. She had her eyes on his face for the most part. There were occasions when she would glance down at his cock, before hurriedly looking up again. It was amusing to see.

Scarlett was clearly a capable woman and possibly a queen. At the very least, she was rich. She must have had her pick of cock wherever she came from. But the way she kept looking down at his, you’d think she’d never spent company in the presence of one before.

Eventually, Azeroth forgot about his cock sticking out. He was too engrossed in what Scarlett had to say.

She was queen, she announced, of a little kingdom in the north named Althenia. It wasn’t a kingdom Azeroth had heard of, but the world had changed beyond recognition since demons poured up from Hell. Where there were large countries once upon a time, now there are hundreds of little kingdoms. Where there were continents before, now there was one enormous land mass. 

Life was good in Althenia, until a volcano erupted and demons poured out from within. There was a battle. Gathering her armies, Scarlett led the charge. She managed to repel the demon horde and drive them back towards the volcano. 

But just as victory seemed to be in her grasp, she was betrayed by her cousin, Jenna. As she tried to beat back the surprise attack from her left flank,  demons twenty feet tall leapt up from the volcano and attacked her forces. 

The demons tore through her forces, cutting them down as if they were made from straw. Scarlett had no choice but to retreat. Her forces were almost decimated as they fled. She regrouped in her castle and planned to fight to the death.

And it would be a fight to the death. She would not win against a horde of demons and her betraying cousin’s army.

But then, one of her advisors gave her a solution. 

She could challenge the leader of the demons to single combat. If she won, the demon would leave. 

Her plan wasn’t without flaw. 

She doubted the demon leader would say no to her challenge. If he did, he would be considered a coward in the eyes of his fellow hell-spawn. 

But getting to the demon would be difficult. And even if she managed to make it past the many human and demon guards to challenge the leader, there was still the matter of defeating a demon so formidable.

If she were to win, her cousin Jenna would not agree to such a duel. She would have to figure out a plan for that traitorous whore. 

By now, it was likely Jenna had mostly swallowed up Scarlett’s remaining forces, either by killing them, or taking them in as her own. 

One problem at a time though. 

She needed to kill the demon first. 

Which brought her to the town of Kilmorack. 

On the other side of the mountain was the land of demons.

And in the land of demons, there was magical weaponry. 

“This plan of yours is so bad,” Azeroth commented. “I mean, I've heard of shitty plans, but yours really takes the biscuit.” 

Scarlett’s eyes narrowed as her lips pursed. 

“Like… seriously,” Azeroth said, not able to contain himself. “It’s just horrendous.”

He was about to say that maybe it was for the better that Scarlett had lost her kingdom, if her planning was anything to go by. She would make a terrible queen. But he managed to hold that in. 

“Do you have a better idea?” Scarlett said through gritted teeth. 

“Any idea is a better idea. No idea is a better idea. If the land of demons was full of incredible weaponry, don’t you think they would have won the war with us humans?” 

“You’re an idiot,” Scarlett announced. 

“Bit harsh coming from you,” Azeroth said, his lips twitching. 

“I’m going into the land of the demons for a very specific weapon, idiot.” 

“What sort of weapon?” Azeroth asked, intrigued. 

“Like I would tell you, idiot.” 

That was the third time she had called him an idiot. “It’s not going to catch on,” he warned her. 

“What’s not going to catch on?” Scarlett asked, confused. 

“You calling me an idiot,” Azeroth said. “It’s not going to catch on.” 

“You are such a child,” Scarlett grumbled. “Are you going to help me or not?” 

Azeroth didn’t reply instantly. He had a lot to take in. If the kingdom of Althenia was far north, it was a long way away from Kilmorack and the land of the demons. Despite what many thought, including Scarlett it seemed, volcanoes did not lead to hell and demons did not climb out of them. So how did the demons really reach Althenia? 

Unless there were no demons and Scarlett was lying? 

But that didn’t make any sense either.

Why would she lie about demons attacking her kingdom?

Whether she was telling the truth or not, Scarlett’s plan was full of flaws.

Even if she were to find this magical weapon, there was no guarantee she would even be given the opportunity to duel this demon leader to the death. Then there was the problem with her cousin Jenna. Humans did not duel to the death to decide things when the odds were in their favour. Killing the demon would not get Scarlett her kingdom back. 

It was probable Scarlett was aware of the flaws in her plan. Despite that, she wanted to press ahead with it. When everything was crumbling around you, the determination to continue, to not give up - Azeroth could relate to that. 

“Were the demons really twenty feet?” he asked. 

“Give or take,” Scarlett said. 

“Like take ten feet off?” 

Scarlett frowned. “They were huge.” 

Azeroth didn’t doubt they were big. Demons were definitely bigger than humans. But twenty feet was a stretch. There were very few demons that could grow to such heights.

Azeroth did know of one.  

His name was Satan. 

Thankfully, that fucker was dead. Or, as dead as the devil can be… 

“Fine,” Azeroth said, as he climbed to his feet and stretched. “I’ll help you.” 

“You will?” Scarlett’s eyes lit up. “Thank you so much.” 

She jumped to her feet and wrapped her arms around him. 

And when she stepped back, the edge of the plate of armour that covered her arm caught on his towel and pulled it free. 

“Ohh. Sorry!” Scarlett squeaked. 

As Azeroth stood naked in her presence, he noted she did not look very sorry.


Epilogue

The following morning, after a quick breakfast, Azeroth bid farewell to his girls and set off Scarlett. The destination was not the mountain range and the Hell that lay beyond. 

Sure, he had heard more from Scarlett about this very specific weapon she had come in search of. A weapon with a long history that dated back to the angels. It would make her very powerful and able to defeat all that came her way. 

It sounded fanciful. 

And Azeroth didn’t care how old the book was that contained this story of the mythical weapon. He was not going to cross over to the land of demons looking for it. Instead, he came up with a more realistic plan. 

He was going to help Scarlett by returning to her kingdom and battling by her side. Along the way, he was going to pop in and check on his many girls and see how they were doing and if any fancied joining in a battle against demons. 

Scarlett had resisted his suggestion to forgo the mountains and the weapon that lay beyond them. She did not believe he was good enough to defeat the demon in single combat. Nor did she think they could overthrow Jenna and retake the kingdom.  

But Azeroth had persisted. A small party of highly skilled swordsmen and women could sneak in and kill both the demon lord and Jenna. He was sure of it. 

Especially when one of those highly skilled swordsmen was a Defender. 

Or, more accurately, the Last Defender. 
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