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Chapter

Cael stumbled out of the portal like a man stepping off a rollercoaster he never wanted to get on in the first place.

One second he was in Buckingham Palace, the next, he was standing in front of his ground floor flat. His feet unsteady; he staggered forward and crashed into the front door of his flat. 

Feeling exhausted, dizzy and a little nauseated, Cael dropped to the ground and leaned back against his flat’s front door. From his position on the ground, he stared up at Ilaria. 

“What’s happening to me?” he asked. 

Ilaria dropped to her knees beside and ripped off his shirt. Her hands moved to his trousers when Cael grabbed her by the wrists. 

“Seriously, I am not having sex now,” he grumbled. 

“No, babe,” Ilaria said. She freed her hands from his grip with relative ease and pulled his trousers down. “It doesn’t look too bad.” 

Cael looked down at his exposed chest and legs and the long gashes that crisscrossed them. As he rested against the door, he could feel the cuts on his back too. 

They looked horrible. 

“Why am I not healing?” Cael asked as his nose flared. “Have I lost my healing powers?” 

“No babe,” Ilaria said, smiling. “It takes longer to heal when you’re struck by an Aserathi blade. Normal humans would have died from a single cut. But you’ll be fine.” 

Cael felt anything but fine. 

It was like his body was only just catching up to what had been done to it. Now that Moraine was no longer a threat, his brain was able to process reality. His wounds throbbed with a relentless, pulsing ache. His back stung with a raw, dragging burn, as though the blade were still there, sawing him open each time he shifted. 

The air around his wounds felt raw and tender, every brush of fabric or breeze an agony in itself. 

Fatigue pressed down heavier than the pain, a bone-deep weariness that made him shiver with weakness. 

There was a creeping sickness in his gut and he felt hollow, feverish. 

“Are you sure I’m not going to die?” Cael asked. “Because I’ve never felt so crap in my life. And I once had a badly cooked curry…” 

“You’ll live, babe,” Ilaria said. 

And then, she scooped him up in her arms and led him through the front door of his flat. 

Cael wanted to protest at being picked up like an infant.

Ilaria had also been in battle. She had suffered wounds too. Some more severe than his own. He was the man. He should have been carrying her in. 

But he was much too weak to resist. 

And it felt really nice to be carried in someone’s arm… 

He felt safe… 

Ilaria led him down the corridor and into his bedroom. She placed him flat on his back on the bed and sat beside him as she stroked his hair. It felt soothing and his eyes closed instantly. Exhausted, sleep was creeping up when he forced himself to open his eyes. 

His flat was a small one. Two bedrooms, a single bathroom and a kitchen that also functioned as a small dining space. 

His return should not have gone unnoticed by Asha and Sandy. 

And Clarissa, assuming she was still here. 

And the three other women they had found in Malcolm’s farm that doubled as a sadistic lab. 

“Where is everyone?” Cael asked. 

“Who do you mean, babe?” Ilaria asked innocently. 

“Asha, Sandy, Clarissa, the three naked women?” Cael queried instantly. 

“Oh. They’re about, I’m sure,” Ilaria said. “I haven’t killed them, if that’s what you’re worried about.” 

It hadn’t been the first thought on his mind. But now that she mentioned it, Cael worried Ilaria might have killed at least some of them. She had threatened to kill Clarissa on multiple occasions. 

He stared at her now with some suspicion. He decided she was telling the truth. If she had killed anyone, she would have just announced it nonchalantly. The woman was much too blunt to bother denying anything. 

Now feeling at more ease, he closed his eyes. He was about to drift off when the same thought occurred to him again. 

It was a small flat.

As Ilaria carried him down the corridor, he’d passed the kitchen that had its door open. There was no one there. Which meant, if one of the women was in the bathroom, the five other women would have to be in Asha’s room. 

Why would five women just be sitting in Asha’s room with the door closed. It didn’t make sense. 

So he opened his eyes again. 

Unless they had left the flat? 

Except, Ilaria had wanted rope to tie down Clarissa. 

“Close your eyes, babe,” Ilaria said as she placed her hand on his eyes and forcibly closed his eyelids. 

As her hand moved away, Cael opened them again. And then he sat up and groaned as he felt his wounds protest. “I’m going to go and look for them.” 

Ilaria let out a deep sigh. “They’re fine, babe. There in the other room. They haven't come to see you because they’re a bit… tied down.”  

Cael sighed, then regretted it instantly. Sighing definitely hurt more than just breathing. “You mean that literally, don’t you? You’ve got them tied down, haven’t you?” 

Ilaria nodded her head. 

Cael took a deep breath as he closed his eyes.

He really wanted to sleep.

He felt he deserved to lie in bed and close his eyes for a few hours after what he had been through. Hell, he hadn’t even had a chance to properly digest the shit he’d been through. 

He had battled Moraine, who was an Archon… 

Ilaria too was an Archon…

But she seemed so normal.

Human, even. 

Cael climbed out of bed and staggered towards the door. Behind him, he heard Ilaria let out an exasperated gasp.

His hand rested on the wall for balance as he walked down the corridor. Once at Asha’s bedroom door, he turned the knob and walked inside. 

Cael wondered why he was surprised. 

After all the things he had seen in the last few days, his ability to be surprised or shocked should have ceased to exist. 

Cael had met Aserathi for the first time. He’d met powerful Ashbounds, met a Scion, seen a two-head dog, walked through portals, went to London, met not one, but two Archons and saw a bizarre soulless type of Aserathi known as Dreadforged. 

He had seen all of this in the span of a week.  

His ability to be shocked should have vanished completely. 

Yet, as he walked into Asha’s room, he was shocked.

Or stunned.

Or maybe he was surprised… 

“Sooo… what do you think of my handiwork?” Ilaria asked as she joined him by the door to Asha’s bedroom. 

Cael stood silently as he tried to process the sight before him.

The bed in Asha’s room had been lifted onto its side and pushed to a corner, making as much space in the centre of the room as possible. 

Asha, Sandy, Clarissa and the three women whose names he did not know yet were in the centre of the room. Every girl was tied to another girl. Every girl had their mouths stuffed with cloth, held in place by a single bit of rope fastened around the mouth and the back bit of their heads. 

And all the girls were naked. 

“Tada!” Ilaria said and then she thrust her hands forward as if presenting him with a surprise or concluding a magic trick. 


Chapter 1

Six women, all tangled together in a web of ropes, lay on the carpeted floor. Their bodies were twisted in ways that should have been impossible. Each woman was tied to the one next to her, the ropes looping around limbs, necks, and waists in a cruel knot of restraint. They were bound in such a manner that no one could move independently, nor could anyone lift a hand or shift a foot without causing distress to the others. 

And they were naked. 

All six women had their eyes closed. Cael struggled to understand how they could sleep in such conditions, but he put it down to exhaustion. 

Stepping out into the corridor, the closed the door behind him quietly and turned to look at Ilaria.  

The woman looked back at him, a partial smile on her lips. 

“Why?” Cael asked. 

That was all he managed to get out. 

“Well… I didn’t want Clarissa to escape… we don’t know how effective your ability to sleep with women and make them fall in love with you is just yet. It might take a few days or weeks before she stops trying to kill you.” 

Clarissa, he could understand. Though why she needed to be restrained to the ground, naked, was open to debate. 

No. Actually, that was not for debate, Cael decided. There was no reason for Clarissa to be naked. But for now, he had more important things to focus on.

“Why have you tied up Asha and Sandy?” Cael snapped. “And why the fuck are they naked?” 

“Well… The three other women… we should really ask them what their names are,” Ilaria said. 

Cael waited for her explanation. But having suggested they find the names of the three women they had freed from the cages in Malcolm’s farm lab, it seemed Ilaria was done talking.

But Cael wasn’t finished. He felt a need to understand Ilaria. She had saved his life back in Buckingham Palace. She had wanted to do it at the expense of her own life, even. So clearly, she had feelings and stuff.

“Can you please tell me why you felt the need to tie Asha and Sady, onto the floor, naked, with their mouths gagged?” Cael asked as he raised a hand to his temple and squeezed. He felt a migraine coming along. 

“Well… I found out the names of the three other girls… Felicity, Natasha, and Audrey,” Ilaria said. “I couldn’t tell if they’d been given Malcolm’s mixture. But, to be on the safe side, I decided to tie them up. Sandy was being a bit of a sulk, so I tied her up too and well… Asha comes across as a naive goody two shoes. But we all know no one is that good, so I felt like I had to tie her down.”  

Cael leaned against the door, his head now throbbing alongside the wounds his body bore. He supposed in Ilaria’s weirdly operating brain it made sense? 

But did it really? 

No… 

It did not make sense. 

It hadn’t escaped his notice that she had pretended to not know the names of the three naked girls they had found at Malcolm’s lab, only to give up the pretence pretty much instantly.

“Why are they naked?” Cael asked. 

Ilaria’s cheeks turned red ever so slightly. “I like to tie people up naked… I think I just went into autopilot, babe…” 

She went on autopilot.

Cael believed her. Ilaria did strike him as the type to do things like that. She was an Archon after all. 

“Can you free them, please,” he asked, his eyes dreary. 

“All of them, babe?” Ilaria asked. “Or just Asha and Sandy?” 

“All of them, please,” Cael said, trying his best to be patient with Ilaria.

Despite how much she seemed to care for him, she was still an Archon and could kill him with ease, he reminded himself.  

“Fine, babe,” Ilaria said. “But only because I love you…”  

She leaned in and pressing her body against his, she kissed him on the lips. It was a passionate kiss. Her lips were soft, her tongue gentle as it probed his mouth. It felt soothing, but at the same time, her body pressed against his wounds and that really hurt. 

He pushed her back gently and headed to his room. Once inside, he collapsed onto the bed and then held back a scream as his wounds crashed into the firm mattress. Despite the sudden burst of pain that awoke every nerve in his body, he was still bloody exhausted. 

His eyes closed and soon, he fell into a deep dreamless sleep. 

* * *

Cael woke slowly as the warmth of sunlight spilled across his face as it creeped in through the cracks in the curtains. The soft, golden glow pulled him from his slumber, and he groaned, his body still heavy with the remnants of sleep. He squinted against the light and rubbed his eyes with the heel of his hand, trying to clear the fog that seemed to cling over him.

Stretching his arms above his head, he noticed the familiar aches and pains in his muscles.

But something felt different, lighter, almost.

He glanced down at his torso, where the remnants of his wounds still marred his skin. But they had healed more than he expected. The gashes across his chest and legs were no longer angry red slashes but were fading scars, the skin tight but no longer inflamed. The sting was gone, though a dull, lingering soreness remained. The gnawing pain of the day before had gone.

Ilaria was right. He was going to live.

He exhaled slowly, relief washing over him as he shifted to sit up. His eyes flicked towards the edge of the bed.

Asha was sitting there, her posture rigid, back straight as a board, her dark eyes fixed on him. 

“Oh, hey,” he nodded at her. “How long have you been sitting there?” 

“All night,” Asha said. 

“Oh,” Cael mumbled as he rubbed his eyes again. She was clothed, which was good. But it was a bit odd of her to have spent the whole night sitting at the edge of his bed. “Are you okay?”

Asha nodded.  

“Sure?” 

She nodded again. “Ilaria is a bit domineering but… I dunno,” she shrugged her shoulders as she let out a little laugh, her cheeks turning red. 

Cael stared at Asha, frowning. “What?” 

“Ughh… I don’t… um… Ilaria told me to sit here and wait for you to get up,” Asha mumbled. 

“You don’t have to listen to her,” Cael said as he climbed to his feet and stretched. 

“I don’t mind,” Asha said quickly. And then, in hushed tones, she added, “Did you know she’s an Archon?” 

“Yup,” Cael nodded. 

“An Archon!” Asha said excitedly. “Can you believe it? They’re like gods, aren’t they?” 

That part was debatable.

From opening portals, to moving at lighting like speeds, to having strength equal to that of hundreds of men, Moraine and Ilaria were incredibly strong and powerful. 

But they could be hurt, if one had access to an Aserathi sword. So maybe gods like the Greek and Norse ones, Cael supposed. Those were incredibly strong gods, but they could be hurt and they had rivals.  

“Why did Ilaria tell you to sit by the edge of the bed?” Cael asked. 

“Oh… right. She had to leave for a bit to go and check up on stuff. She wanted me to tell you that she let Felicity, Natasha and Audrey go. Uh… Apparently they’re not under Malcom’s spell? And uh.. Clarissa is still tied up because-”

“Seriously?” Cael interrupted Asha, now really annoyed. He had told Ilaria to let everyone go, but Clarissa was still tied up? 

He marched out of his room, walked down the corridor and headed for Asha’s bedroom.

He opened the door to find the bed back in the centre of the room. Clarissa was lying on the bed, her body spread out like a star, arms and legs bound to the bedposts. 

At least she was now wearing clothes, he supposed.

Clarissa was dressed in a large pink t-shirt that came down just beneath her waist. And the gag was no longer in her mouth. 

Her eyes were open and she stared at him, her expression unreadable. “Where’s Malcolm?” 

Ah, fuck.

Cael had killed Malcolm.

Sliced his head off clean. 

Should he tell her? 

“Are you uh… you’re still into him then, huh?” Cael asked. 

“I am not into him. Malcolm is a god in human form. I will go to him once freed. By laying your seed inside me, that will change nothing,” Clarissa said. 

Laying his seed inside her?

It was an accurate description, Cael supposed. But it certainly wasn’t how Clarissa would normally talk. No one their age spoke like that. In fact, no one he knew spoke like that. 

“Malcolm isn’t coming back,” Cael said. 

“I will find him,” Clarissa promised. 

“I killed him,” Cael said. 

"What did you say?"

“I killed Malcolm. Sliced his head clean off,” Cael grumbled. 

Her eyes, which had been dark and unreadable just moments ago, now blazed with pure, unrelenting rage.

Her face twisted, nostrils flaring, her teeth gritted as if she were about to tear someone apart with nothing but her bare hands. She tugged at the ropes that bound her, her body twisting and turning in what looked like uncontrolled animalistic rage. 

Clarissa’s hands, bound tightly at the wrists, jerked as her fingers clawed at the ropes, nails scraping against the rough fibres.

Her feet kicked and twisted, each movement more desperate than the last. The bedframe creaked under the force of her struggling. 

Ah, fuck, Cael thought.

As an Ashbound, Clarissa was exceptionally strong.

Not Archon level, but she didn’t need to be to escape from her current predicament. He shouldn’t have told her Malcolm was dead. But he was getting a little fed up with her fawning over that evil bastard.

Clarissa’s body began to thrash with renewed vigour. Her breathing rapid and ragged, she fought the bonds with a violence only a powerful Ashbound had. 

And then it happened. 

As her body twisted and turned, and her feet kicked, the ropes at her wrists snapped. She sat up quickly and tore free the ropes that bound her ankles. 

Cael had no one but himself to blame. He had literally stood there and watched her strain against her bonds, knowing full well she was going to rip through.

Now free, she did not waste any time.

Clarissa jumped at him, her knees up, they slammed into his chest as she grabbed his hair in fistfuls and pulled. 

Cael staggered back and came up against the closed door, which he smashed through before he hit the ground. As he lay there, Clarissa on top of him pounding away at his face and chest, striking his existing wounds, he did feel pain. 

But he was more annoyed that he had smashed through another door. 

He was tired of crashing through doors. 

Cael grabbed Clarissa by the waist and pushed her off him. 

Except, it seemed he had underestimated his newfound strength. 

He sent her flying back into the room and crashing into the wall behind the bed. She hit it with a thud before she slumped onto the bed, where she remained, her breathing haggard, she stared at him with uncertainty. 

“You were never this strong before,” Clarissa said. 

“Things have changed. I can defeat you with ease, Clarissa. Don’t try to fight me.” 

“Malcolm is really dead?” 

Cael nodded. 

“You really sliced his head off?” 

Again, Cael nodded. With a single strike, he had decapitated the man. 

“Why did you do that?” Clarissa asked, sounding exhausted. 

“Because he was an evil bastard who was being controlled by the Aserathi,” Cael replied. 

“Blasphemy!” Clarissa snapped. “Malcolm would never work for the Aserathi. He was going to free us from them. But you had to kill him. What was it? Jealousy? Because I preferred him over you, Cael?” 

“It wasn’t that at all,” Cael said. 

“Then why did that bitch Ilaria hold me down while you fucked me?” Clarissa snapped. 

“Sorry… what happened?" Asha asked.  

Cael had forgotten she was in the room. He vaguely remembered her following him into the room, but then, he forgot all about her…

He was a little surprised she hadn’t screamed in terror when Clarissa had slammed her body into his. In the past, she would have definitely screamed when Clarissa tore through her bonds and then screamed again when Cael smashed through the door. Asha might have screamed a third time when he threw Clarissa at the wall. 

Now, Asha stared at him with Bambi like eyes that were wide as her mouth hung open. 

“It’s not like that,” Cael said. 

“You mean Ilaria didn’t sit on my face and hold my legs spread apart as you drove your cock in and out of my pussy?” Clarissa growled. “You’re a piece of shit, Cael.” 

And then, she charged at him again. 

She sprang from the mattress with impossible speed. Her bare leg cut the air in a vicious arc as she aimed a kick for his head. He ducked low and managed to avoid the full brunt of her kick, though it grazed his temple and sent a hot stinging sensation through his skin. 

Clarissa continued her attack like a bull on a rampage.

Her fists hammered at him with strength that should have crushed his bones. But as Cael raised his forearms, blocking, deflecting, he was aware of his new strength and the increased durability of his body. It was astonishing how strong he was. 

He took Clarissa’s fury, each blow rattling him, but not in a way that caused him serious harm. 

“Why are you not dying?” Clarissa snarled as her strikes continued at such speed, they were almost a blur. 

Cael’s arms were beginning to feel a little dead from all the blocking. So he slipped aside and ducked under her elbow and then shoved her towards the bed.  

His hand somehow caught on the hem of her oversized t-shirt. The fabric tore with a sharp rip through the centre as she wrenched away.  

For a split second, Clarissa froze as she faced him, her t-shirt torn down the middle completely, her body was fully exposed.

She let the torn t-shirt hit the floor. Now completely naked, her breasts bobbing, her nipples erect, she came for him once more. 

Cael’s muscles burned as he blocked another flurry of claws and fists. Clarissa being completely naked did not help. He tried to not look, but it was hard.

When she kicked, aiming for his head, her foot in the air, it was like she was presenting her shaven vagina to him. It didn’t help that the pink slit seemed to glow invitingly amongst her darker labia. 

Clarissa wrapped her arms around his head and brought her knees up repeatedly, trying to bash his face in. 

Cael managed to block most of those, but one got through and struck him on the chin, causing him to bite his lip. 

His patience snapped. 

He pushed her away from him and as she came again, this time swinging wildly, he ducked underneath it and drove forward, ramming his shoulder into her midsection. 

Clarissa gasped as the air left her lungs and crashed backward onto the bed. The frame shrieked under their combined weight. Before she could gather herself, Cael climbed on top of her and pinned her arms to the bed as he sat on her waist.  

Clarissa glared up at him, her eyes furious and unyielding. 

“Are you going to rape me again?” Clarissa asked.  

“It wasn’t my fucking idea to do that,” Cael snapped. “Malcolm had given you some fucked up mixture that turned you into this angry and mindless slave. Ilaria said I could reverse its effects if I slept with you…” 

Clarissa stared at him in silence. 

Cael kept the weight of his body pressed firmly against Clarissa’s, her wrists pinned against the sheets as he waited for her reaction, which if precedence was anything to go by, would probably be violent.

For a moment, she simply looked at him, eyes narrowed, mouth drawn tight, as though she were trying to process the words that had just come out of his mouth. The silence between them stretched, broken only by the ragged rhythm of her breath.

Then, slowly, her expression shifted.

One brow arched high. Her lips parted, curling upward in disbelief. And in the next heartbeat she burst out laughing, loud, sudden and sharp. Her whole body shook beneath him as if his restraint was nothing compared to the absurdity of what he had said.

“That is the dumbest thing I have ever heard anyone say,” Clarissa said, still laughing. “You’re that full of yourself, you think just by sleeping with me, and not even sleeping with me, by raping me, I’m going to give up Malcolm and fall in love with you?” 

Her head tipped back against the mattress. Wild strands of hair spilled across the pillow as her eyes gleamed with pure mockery when they flicked back to his.

Cael felt his jaw clench. The laughter hurt more than her fists ever had.

From the corner, the weight of another gaze tugged at him. 

Asha. 

She hadn’t moved, but he could feel her watching him. Not mocking, not laughing, just… unsettled. Concern shadowing her eyes, her lips pressed tight, as though she wasn’t sure whether to be horrified, confused, or worried for him.

Clarissa’s laughter rang again, bright and merciless, and Cael forced himself to keep his grip steady. 

“Ilaria said-”

“Oh, Ilaria said. Jesus, Cael, you say I’m completely in thrall to Malcolm but you’re the same when it comes to Ilaria. What’s so special about Ilaria that you seem to want to believe everything that comes out of her mouth?” 

“Ilaria is an Archon,” Cael said. 

“No, she’s not,” Clarissa scoffed. 

“You don’t have to believe me. But I know she is,” Cael said. And then he continued talking before Clarissa could interrupt and mock him.

He reminded her how they had set off to hunt down Malcolm, only to be captured by him. He reminded her of the mixture Malcolm had forced down her throat. It gave her increased powers, but it also made her devoted to Malcolm.

Ilaria, who is an Archon and is hundreds of years old, told Cael of Maelthor the Undying. He was an Aserathi that had the power to sleep with women and make them fall madly in love with him. Ashbound powers were a weak imitation of Aserathi powers, Ilaria had said. 

She had sensed in him the same power that Maelthor had.  

“Ilaria said that if I were to sleep with you, it would reverse the effects of Malcolm’s mixture,” Cael said. “You probably can’t tell, but you were behaving like a complete lunatic.” 

She was still behaving like a lunatic, Cael thought. Which must have meant it hadn’t worked. 

Except, Clarissa had listened to every word he’d just said without trying to break free and attack him. 

And now, she stared up at him, a curious look in her eyes. 

After a long moment's silence, Clarissa sighed. “It doesn’t matter if what you say is true or not, I love Malcolm… knowing he is dead has left a hole inside me, Cael. I want to kill you… But…” 

“But?” Cael asked, an eyebrow raised as he tightened his grip on her wrists in anticipation of incoming violence. 

“But there is a small part of me that wants you to fuck me again,” she said quietly. She stared up at him serenely. “Will you do it?” 

This felt like a trap to Cael.

She wanted him to lower his guard so she could launch an attack. Up until this point, she had shown no sexual interest in him. Why the sudden change?

Cael didn’t want to sit on her naked body, keeping her much smaller frame pinned down. It felt wrong.

“I’m going to let go of your wrists and walk backwards towards the door,” Cael said. “Don’t try anything funny.” 

He waited for her to respond with an acknowledgement. But she continued to stare at him, suddenly at peace.

Cael let go of her wrists and slid off the bed. His hands raised defensively, he walked back towards the door. 

He hadn’t really thought this through.

What was he supposed to do now? Tie her down again? Couldn’t he just let her leave? If he did, would she return later with armed with a sword to avenge Malcolm? 

As those thoughts ran through Cael’s mind, Clarissa remained lying on the bed. She had made no move to attack him.

But she had moved. 

Specifically, she had moved only her legs. 

They were parted now to reveal her slit. 

“Cael… I know that I miss Malcolm, but I also know that right now I want you inside me. Can you do that for me, please? I know you cared for me once, loved me even… Can you please fuck me now?” 

She sounded so sincere, Cael almost believed it was what she wanted. 

But it made no sense. Why would she want him when she clearly stated she missed Malcom. What sort of sick game was she playing? 

He asked her as much. 

“I don’t know the answer, Cael… Maybe Ilaria was right. Maybe you do have the power of that undying man…” Clarissa said. “What was his name?” 

“Maelthor the Undying,” Cael said. 

“But he’s dead now?” Clarissa nodded. 

“Yeah… killed by the Seven Sisters…” Cael responded. 

“Ironic, eh?” she laughed. Her laughter faltered, the brightness in her eyes dimming into something raw; her face twisted, not with fury now, but with a sudden, startling anguish. “I really miss Malcolm… I want to kill you, but killing you won’t bring him back… at the same time, a small part of me wants to be fucked by you… I think maybe you do have the powers of Maelthor and… if you keep on fucking me, I think maybe my feelings for you will increase as they reduce for Malcolm…” 

Cael was beginning to believe her. Either she was telling the truth, or she had gotten incredibly good at lying. 

There was a small problem, though. 

“I do believe you want me to… fuck you,” Cael mumbled. “But I’m just not in the mood for sex right now…” 


Chapter 2

“You don’t want to have sex with me?” Clarissa asked as she stared at him with incredulity. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

“What?” Cael muttered defensively. “I’m just not in the mood… You’re a bit crazy and all this talk about Malcolm is really not doing it for me.”

“I am lying naked in bed with my legs spread apart,” Clarissa said, now seething. “That does nothing for you?”

Cael looked at her legs Clarissa, lying naked on the bed, her legs spread apart, the pink peaking out from the slit between her legs. Yeah, part of him did want to lick it, to see what she tasted like, before he drove his cock inside it to feel her.

But then, looking at her face and the craziness that was written all over it, combined with the actual fear that she was crazy and might try to kill him mid-sex, Cael just couldn’t get it hard.

“Um… if having sex with Clarissa will… help her get better, I’d like to help,” Asha said.

Again, Cael had forgotten she was there. He turned to look at her, wearing what he hoped was a kind smile. In this world of madness, Asha was still the sweet girl she had always been.

“I don’t know how you can help here, Asha,” he mumbled.

Asha didn’t reply.

Instead, she began to strip.

It was her jeans that came off first, followed by her top. She was wearing black panties and a red bra. Not matching, but then again, it was hard to find matching bra and panties in this post Aserathi world.

Still, she looked hot. It helped that her face was cute with not even an ounce of craziness.

Asha’s cheeks burned red as she took off her panties first, then her bra. Her firm breasts spilled out and she stood awkwardly, staring at her feet, before she looked up at him, smiling hopefully.

“What is she doing?” Clarissa asked, frowning. “I need to have sex with you, not her,” she growled.

Cael wasn’t sure what was going on either.

Asha walked towards him, shy, but growing in confidence.

She kissed him on the lips.

She smelt good and tasted sweet.

Cael wrapped an arm around her back as his body began to relax. He could have kissed her forever. It was nice to have that comfort and familiarity.

But Asha pulled her lips away from his and dropped to her knees. She undid the buttons on his trousers and pulled them down, freeing his cock, which was now semi erect. She took it in her hand and rubbed it gently before she brought her mouth to it.

Cael placed his hand on her head and grabbed a fistful of her hair. As he stared down at her body, at her breasts and those erect nipples, his cock hardened in her hand. She opened her mouth as wide as she could.

Which was not very wide.

It was going to be a tight fit.

Asha took in the head of his cock in her mouth. It felt good. The warmth, the wetness, the tightness. Cael began to relax even more as he gently drove his cock in and out of her mouth. She was on her knees, her inner thighs parted, he could see her pussy. He wanted to touch it, to see how wet she was.

But he didn’t want her to stop sucking.

So, he raised his foot and rubbed it against her pussy.

Asha, her mouth full of his cock, looked up at him in surprise, eyes wide. Cael grinned back down at her. Her pussy was dripping and he was suddenly in the mood to fuck her.

Still holding her by the hair, he pulled her up to her feet, his cock plopping as it slipped out of her mouth.

Cael pulled his top off and stepped out of his trousers. Now naked, he wrapped an arm around Asha’s back and pulled her in for a hug, pressing her naked body against his, he kissed her on the lips.

“Seriously, what the fuck are you two doing?” Clarissa snapped.

Asha turned to look back at her. “Hush now. Seriously. We will get to you… don’t worry.”

“We will?” Cael asked, frowning. “I would much rather do you.”

“I can hear you,” Clarissa muttered.

Asha kissed him on the lips once more and then, she turned and walked towards the bed and towards Clarissa, who was still lying naked, her legs spread apart.

Asha climbed onto the bed and pushed aside Clarissa’s legs further. Her knees on the mattress, she leaned forward, moving her mouth towards Clarissa’s pussy, her own ass up in the air.

“I don’t want you. I want him,” Clarissa protested.

But it was a weak protestation.

As Asha brought her lips to Clarissa’s pussy, she turned her head to look back at Cael. “Come…” she called.

It was a call hard to ignore. Despite Clarissa’s craziness, she was still incredibly hot. As was Asha. And now, with her ass in the air, her inner thighs parted enough for both her pussy to be visible, along with her little rose bud, Cael wanted to drive his cock inside her hard.

He walked up to her and standing at the edge of the bed, he took his cock in his hand and guided it to her wet pussy. Asha lowered her head and began to lick Clarissa’s pussy as he drove his cock inside her.

Despite the weariness from battle, the wounds and the exhaustion, Cael’s cock pulsed as it entered Asha’s pussy, as it drove in and out. Soon, Cael was close to coming. But he knew what Asha was doing now.

She was getting him ready to come inside Clarissa.

Not only did she turn him on, but by sucking on Clarissa’s pussy, she had calmed the girl down. Clarissa looked relaxed now, the craziness gone from her pretty face.

Cael wanted to come inside Asha.

But he gently slapped her ass and when she lifted her lips from Clarissa’s pussy to look back, she knew.

Cael’s cock plopped out of Asha’s pussy as she climbed up the bed and sat with her bottom beside Clarissa’s head.

“Cael is going to… he’s going to fuck you now, and… and you’re going to suck my pussy as he does, okay?” Asha asked as she stared at Clarissa intently.

“Fine,” Clarissa said, a pout on her lips.

Asha parted her legs, revealing her pussy. Clarissa closed her eyes as she moved her mouth towards it. Her tongue poked out as she began to lick. Asha stroked Clarissa’s hair with one hand and the other played with the black girl’s breasts.

She looked up at him and smiled.

Cael knew what he had to do. And his cock was still fully erect. Why wouldn’t it be? The sight before him was just incredible.

And Asha… where had she gotten all this confidence from?

A thought for another time. Right now, he was ready to have another go at Clarissa.

He climbed the bed and lowered himself, brining his cock to her pussy, Cael drove it inside Clarissa. She responded by wrapped her legs around him, as if to hold his cock deep inside her.

*  * *

It had been a strange day, to say the least. After coming inside Clarissa, she asked him to tie her down to the bed once more, in case she suddenly got the urge to murder him.

As per her own instructions, Cael did that.

He tied her down to the bed, his cum spilling out of her pussy.

Cael then left the room, walked down the corridor and into the shower. As he washed off the dirt and dried blood from his body, his wounds having healed, he realised he was starving. 

Turning the water off, he dried himself with the towel and wrapped it around his waist. Asha was waiting for him as he stepped out. 

“Can we talk?” she asked, her voice soft, low. 

“Yeah. Can I eat while we talk?” 

Asha nodded and they walked down the corridor and into the kitchen. Cael rummaged through the fridge and found a pot of pasta. He really wanted something meaty, but beggars couldn’t be choosers. He tilted the pot of pasta onto a plate and pushed the plate into the microwave. Once it was ready, he sat at the table and stared down at his food. 

He suddenly felt like Ilaria on her first day in his flat. The Aserathi woman had sat at this very table and looked down literally and figuratively at her bowl of cereal. Cael really wanted some meat… 

He took a bite of the pasta and chewed. 

“What’s up?” he asked Asha. 

“So uhh…” she let out a nervous chuckle and paused, staring at him with cheeks that were now completely red. “So… you really have the power of this undying man?” 

“Well, he’s dead now, but Ilaria seems to think I have one of the powers Maelthor the Undying had,” Cael said, as he continued to chew away at his pasta. He wondered how long it had been in the fridge. It did not taste that good, which it should have, because he was very hungry.

“His power is to make people fall in love with him?” Asha asked. 

“Sort of,” Cael said. 

“Is that why I’m madly in love with you, Cael?” she asked with a whisper. “I mean, I would do anything for you… And I suppose it doesn’t matter why I love you… But I just wanted to know if my love for you was real or…” 

Cael stopped eating and dropped his fork.

He stared at Asha as she sat opposite him, her face crunched, she suddenly looked like she was about to cry. He wanted to scoot beside her and wrap his arms around her to comfort her. But under the circumstances, it didn’t feel right. 

Not before he told her everything he knew about his Ashbound powers. 

“I can only tell you what I know, Asha,” he said her name gently. “According to Ilaria, my Ashbound powers of making women fall in love with me happens only after I’ve made love to the person. If they like me before we… make love… then it means they already liked me.” Or something like that. Cael wasn’t fully certain how the whole thing worked. It was all a bit new and a bit bizarre to him. 

“I’ve liked you for a really long time,” Asha said, grinning shyly. And then, she let out a huge sigh of relief and sagged into her chair. “It makes sense why Sandy went all crazy about you after sleeping with you once, huh?” 

“I suppose,” Cael mumbled. “Where is she?” 

Asha shrugged her shoulders. “She walked out of the front door after Ilaria freed us from…” her sentence trailed, before she added, “Ilaria is a strange person, right?” 

“So strange,” Cael smiled. 

“She’s properly mental, isn’t she?” Asha giggled. 

It was interesting for Cael to see Asha giggle as she talked about Ilaria. The Aserathi had tied Asha to the floor, naked, and left her for a whole day. That would have pissed off most people. 

But apparently not Asha. 

Cael began to eat his remaining pasta as Asha continued to talk about Ilaria and how the Archon was so strange. He listened to some of it, before his mind began to wander.

If he really did have the power of Maelthor the Undying, and this power, though a weak imitation of the Aserathi, as Ilaria had put it, was still strong enough to sway an Archon… he could change the world for the better, couldn’t he? 

He imagined an army of powerful Aserathi women that would fight by his side for humanity. 

And instantly, it reminded him of Malcolm with his mixture forcing Ashbound to be devoted to him. 

That fucker had ruined saving the world, Cael thought, annoyed. 

And then someone knocked on the front door, bringing an end to Asha's tales about Ilaria. You would have thought she’d known the Archon for years, the way she went on and on. 

Cael climbed to his feet and headed down the corridor. He opened the front door to find a woman standing there. 

She was pretty. 

It wasn’t like every girl he came across, he thought was pretty.

But this one had set out be to pretty. If that made sense…

She was wearing a really nice dress that hugged her figure. She had on those shoes that had really pointy bits at the bottom to make herself look taller. She was clean, her lips pretty, her breasts looked firm, like they had been pushed up by something. 

“Hello, handsome,” she cooed. “Are you Cael?” 

“I am…” he replied slowly. “Who are you?” 

“The name is Melissa. I’m here to kill you,” she said with a smile. 

Cael wondered if he had misheard.

She said she was here to kill him.

But she was still smiling at him. Why was she smiling at him?

And, if she were here to kill him, why would she be wearing such nice clothes? Clothes that were expensive to purchase and would surely be ruined. If nothing else, his blood was going to splatter onto them, right? 

“Huh?” Cael mumbled, assuming he must have misheard. 

The woman held her hands up. Her fingers began to merge together, before morphing into sharp pointy ends that were now silver in colour. 

“That is so fucking cool!” Cael exclaimed.

And he meant.

Sure, he had seen some strange things over the past few days, but this was proper magic, right? 

And then the woman stabbed him with her pointy hands. 


Chapter 3

Before Cael had a chance to blink, Melissa’s hands that had twisted and morphed, the skin stretching as her fingers elongated into gleaming spears of bone and metal, came at him with speed. 

The impact hit him like a battering ram. 

The spear-points slammed against his chest. 

Normally, they would have pierced his skin, cut though his flesh and splattered what lay beyond.

His heart, his lungs, his kidneys?

Cael wasn’t sure where his critical organs were located, having never really had formal education. 

But his skin had strengthened. It was much tougher than it used to be. Whilst her spear hands did not kill him instantly, they did send him stumbling back into the corridor floor. 

“Seriously, how did you do that to your hands?!” Cael exclaimed. 

“Why aren’t you bleeding and dying?” the woman growled as she stepped through the door. 

“Cael!” 

That was Asha’s voice. 

She rushed out of the kitchen, eyes wide, hair loose around her shoulders. At the same time, two large men followed the woman into his apartment, each holding swords in their hands long enough to cleave a door in half. 

“Asha, babe,” Cael said, and then wondered why he’d called her babe. It was the sort of language Ilaria seemed to love to use. “Can you please go to my bedroom and climb out the window. Go for a walk, or something.” 

“I’m not leaving you!” she cried.

“You’ll get in the way!” he said, his tone sharper than he meant. 

But it worked. 

Her lip trembled but she spun and bolted for his bedroom door.

That gave him just enough time to square up to the approaching attackers.

The two men came first, blades hissing through the narrow corridor. They swung heavy, wide arcs, the kind that would split him in two if they connected. 

And they were fast. Faster than men their size had any right to be. 

Cael was able to dodge their attacks, their blades missing him by inches as he backed away down the corridor. But the corridor was shrinking. Soon, he would come up against the bathroom door. 

And then, he would either have to attack back or go into the bathroom and… there were no options in the bathroom. He would have to fight back. But Cael was hesitant to attack. Sure, his skin seemed to be much tougher, but he still didn’t want to take a full strike from a sharpened blade being wielded by a giant of a man.  

“Can we talk about this?” Cael asked as he took another step back. 

“No,” the woman said. 

Cael’s bedroom door burst open. Asha stood there, wild-eyed but steady, she held his sword in her hand. 

“Catch,” she hurled it at him before closing the door once more. 

Cael caught it deftly. In his hand, the weight felt right, familiar and grounding. 

Cael rolled his shoulders and raised his sword. “Alright then.”

The corridor rang with steel on steel as the fight exploded. Sparks flew as his blade clashed with theirs. The woman joined in, jabbing her arms forward like spears whenever an opportunity presented itself in the narrow corridor. 

But this time Cael wasn’t just surviving. He was holding his ground. Every parry felt cleaner, every dodge sharper. He deflected their attacks, redirected their momentum and pushed back.

The three paused for half a heartbeat, panting, glaring at him.

Cael was happy to take a break. He leaned his shoulder against the wall and took in the three attackers. If he had to guess, he would say the woman was the leader and the two burly lot were her henchmen. 

But why had they come for him? 

And who were they? 

“Who the hell are you lot?” Cael asked. 

The woman’s lips curled. One of the men spat, “We are Falkor.”

“Falkor?” Cael frowned. He felt like he’d heard that word before, but he couldn’t place where, so he shrugged his shoulders. “Who are the Falkor?” 

That question hit them like an insult. Their faces twisted with fury. 

“You dare mock us?” the woman growled. 

“I would absolutely dare to mock you,” Cael sighed. “But I genuinely don’t know who the Falkor are and what you could possibly want with me.” 

“We are the followers of Malcolm the Magnificent,” the woman snapped. “You killed him. Now we’ll take your life in return!”

Cael blinked, then let out a short, almost incredulous laugh. “Malcolm the Magnificent? You know he was under the spell of an Aserathi, right?” 

“How-” the woman stopped, her mouth open in shock. “How dare you?” she gasped. 

“It’s true. Moraine had him under some sort of spell.” 

“Moraine?” the woman frowned. 

“She’s an Aserathi Archon. She was using Malcolm to create a distraction so she could go back to the Aserathi home world. Apparently the black spire in the centre of Buckingham Palace is a portal of some sort,” Cael said. 

That was the reason Moraine had given to Ilaria, though Cael didn’t buy it. It seemed like a lot of effort to go back to a world that didn’t seem very nice. 

“Your lies are so stupid,” the woman said. “You really think we’re going to believe the crap that you just spouted?” 

“It’s the truth,” Cael said, shrugging his shoulders. “So… we don’t have to do this. You can just turn around and go back to your lives before you met Malcolm. I really don’t want to have to kill you,” he added.  

That was the wrong thing to say. Their rage boiled over. With twin roars, the men charged.

Cael moved on instinct. 

One sidestep, one slash—his blade tore through the first man’s throat. Blood sprayed the corridor wall. The second came in harder, faster, but Cael pivoted low and drove his sword up through the man’s gut, twisting free with a brutal efficiency that left both men collapsing in crimson heaps.

Silence.

The woman froze, her pretty face slack with shock. For the first time, her confidence cracked. She backed away, spear-hands trembling before dissolving back into elegant fingers.

“You’ll pay for this,” she hissed, her eyes blazing. “I’ll be back, Cael. And next time I won’t fail.”

“Or, you could go and live a normal life and forget all about me?” he asked hopefully. 

The woman hissed at him before she spun and darted through the doorway, quickly disappearing from sight.

Cael stared at the two dead men lying in his corridor and sighed. 

They had ruined his carpet. 

It was hard to find good carpet. 

They were so expensive. 

The door to his bedroom opened and Asha stuck her head out. “Is it over? Are they gone?” she asked. And then, spotting the two men in the corridor, she stifled a scream. 

Cael wasn’t the one who got rid of dead bodies. Normally, he would inform the mayor, who would send out a crew to clean up the dead bodies. But the mayor was dead himself. 

A portal opened by his front door and Ilaria appeared. 

“Cael, babe, there are two dead men there,” she said, as she pointed at them. 


Chapter 4

Cael filled Ilaria in on what had happened, how he had been attacked by followers of Malcolm who were out to exact revenge. “I don’t get how they found me so quickly.” 

“He had a pretty large following and you did kill him in front of them,” Ilaria said. “It’s not safe for you here.” 

“I’m not leaving,” Cael said instantly. “You have no idea how hard it was to find this flat.” 

“Really? This place?” Ilaria made a face. 

“Hey, it might not be Buckingham Palace, but the hot water works. Sometimes,” Cael grumbled. 

“I have a place you can stay until we figure out what to do about Malcolm’s followers,” Ilaria said. “We should probably leave soon babe. Did you know human bodies rot and kick up a stink?” 

Cael stared at Ilaria, not for the first time, wondering if she was being serious. “Do Aserathi bodies not rot when they die?” 

“Maybe, after a year or two. But we cremate our bodies, so they’re never left out long enough to smell.” 

“Um… can I come with you, Cael?” Asha asked. “I don’t want to stay with the bodies…” 

“Yes, definitely,” Cael said as he looked back at her, before turning to Ilaria, he added, “I’m not going without her, or Clarissa.” 

“It’s big enough for the lot of them, babe. And Sandy too,” Ilaria said. 

“Right. Good,” Cael nodded, before briefly wondering where Sandy was. And then, he wondered where Ilaria had disappeared to. She’d definitely had a change of clothes. She was dressed in a short leather skirt and a white low cut blouse that was shiny and spotless. 

“I like your clothes,” Asha said, her cheeks turning red as she looked down at her feet now. 

There was definitely something going on between the two of them, but what that was, Cael had no idea. 

“Shall we go then, babe?” Ilaria asked. “Do you have anything to pack?” 

Cael had few possessions. It would take him a minute to throw all of it into a black bin bag. Asha might take a little longer to gather her stuff. But it was Clarissa who might be the biggest obstacle. 

“How’s Clarissa?” Ilaria asked, apparently able to read his thoughts.  

Could she read his thoughts?

Ilaria was an Archon. Cael had only recently found that out. He hadn’t had an opportunity to discuss what that meant. She was one of the most powerful beings on the planet and she cared for him. 

Was it wrong of him wanting to take advantage of that? 

Cael didn’t feel great about the idea of using Ilaria… Maybe she would voluntarily want to help? She was the first Aserathi he had ever met and she turned out to be okay.

What did he want to use her for anyway, Cael wondered. He shrugged aside those thoughts as he told Ilaria what had happened to Clarissa, how she had broken free from her bonds when he told her Malcolm was dead, how they fought for a bit before he subdued her, and how she suggested they have sex. 

“It’s working, babe. You just gotta keep on pumping that pussy,” Ilaria grinned. 

“Pumping that pussy?” Cael frowned. 

“Yeah, that didn’t sound right to me either, babe,” Ilaria said. “I just feel a bit weird,” she suddenly shivered. 

“Everything alright back at Buckingham Palace?” Cael asked, assuming that’s where she had gone. 

“No, not really,” Ilaria said. “Thaleira wasn’t very happy with me and um… something’s not right with the spire,” she mumbled. 

Thaleira was one of the Seven Sisters that now ruled the world. She was supposed to have godlike powers. Just a couple of weeks ago, Cael would have been awed by the thought of meeting a Scion, but now, he knew a bloody Archon, the second in command to Thaleria. It was astonishing how much could happen in such a short period of time. 

“I’m going to pack,” Asha said excitedly. She dashed past Cael and opened the door to her room. It was then did she stop. “Um… Clarissa’s free.”  

Cael stuck his head in through the door. Clarissa was indeed free and she did not look happy. Her hands curled into fists as her jaw tightened. 

“I’m back to wanting to kill you, Cael,” Clarissa said. 

“Really?” Cael asked. “Right now, or sometime in the future?” 

“I’m killing you now,” Clarissa growled. 

“I appreciate you notifying me of your intention to kill me. It’s definitely better than when you attack me without warning,” he said honestly. And then, Cael raised his hand, index finger extended out, “But, if you were to find out Ilaria was here with me right now, would you still try to kill me right this moment?” 

Ilaria, who had been further down the corridor by the front door, joined Cael by Asha’s bedroom door and sticking her head in, she grinned widely. 

“Well, look at you, all naked and stuff,” Ilaria said, laughing. 

Clarissa, who still had her fists raised, her body stiff, stared at them for a few seconds. And then her body slumped as she lowered her hands. 

“Didn’t think she was going to give up,” Cael whispered quietly. 

It wasn’t quiet enough.

“I’m not an idiot,” Clarissa snapped. “I lost to you alone last time. I have no chance of beating you both.” 

“Ah. Okay,” Cael nodded.

He wondered if that was sign of progress. In the past, when she attacked him, she’d had this animalistic rage about her. Now it seemed her common sense was returning. 

“If there isn’t going to be a fight, we really should get going. What with being an Archon and all I do have other things to do, you know,” Ilaria sighed. 

With wary eyes on Clarissa, Asha entered the room and pulling out a suitcase from under her bed, she moved to her wardrobe and began to fill it with her belongings. 

“Are you really an Archon?” Clarissa asked, her eyes on Ilaria. 

“Yes,” came Ilaria’s response. 

“You didn’t seem that strong when you battled Malcolm. Aren’t Archons supposed to have God like powers?” 

“There were too many innocents in the room when I battled Malcolm. If I used all my powers, everyone would have died,” Ilaria said. 

“Lies,” Clarissa scoffed. “Aserathi don’t care about human lives. You kill us for sport.” 

“Some Aserathi do that. I don’t,” Ilaria said. “But to be honest, I don’t care what you think. I really need to go. Asha, babe, how long?” 

Asha, who was filling her suitcase in a somewhat organised fashion, now grabbed her remaining belongings and dumped them into the suitcase. Closing the zip, she gave Ilaria her brightest smile. 

“I’m ready,” she said. 

“Great,” Ilaria said. She gave a wave of her hand and opened up a portal. “Let’s go, people. Places to be.” 

Cael wondered what her sudden rush was. Sure, she was an Archon, but the whole of last week, she had spent around him doing basically nothing. Now, suddenly she was rushed off her feet? Sure, the attack on Buckingham Palace by another Archon was worthy of attention. But that fight was over, wasn’t it? 

And then, Cael remembered Sandy. 

“Wait,” he said. “What about Sandy?” 

“Ugh, what about her, babe?” Ilaria asked. “You’ve already got three hot women here to sleep with. Do you really need another?” 

Cael’s brows furrowed. “No. I don’t need another woman to sleep with. But what if Sandy comes back and we’re gone? How will she know where to find us?” 

“I will come back and leave a sign for her, telling her to wait here and that I’ll popover once a day to look for her,” Ilaria said. 

That seemed like a sensible solution. 

“But Malcolm's lot, the Fallout bunch-” Cael stopped to look at Clarissa, pretty certain he got the word wrong. “What’s the name of Malcolm’s group?” 

“Falkor,” Clarissa growled as she showed teeth. 

“Are you sure that’s what it’s called?” Cael frowned. 

“I so want to punch you right now, Cael,” came her response. 

“Right,” Cael nodded before turning to Ilaria. “What if the Falkor find the sign and lie in wait for you?” 

“The Falkor, humans and Ashbound, lie in wait for me, an Archon?” Ilaria asked. And then, she said a single word. “Babe.” 

It was a fair point. If the Falkor did come back to his flat, see the sign and set up a trap for him, they would be horribly surprised when Ilaria turned up. 

“Let’s go,” Cael said. 


Chapter 5

The world snapped back into place as Cael stepped out of the portal. For a heartbeat, his balance wavered—his body still reeling from the strange pull of the void—but then his boots crunched onto gravel.

Before him, framed by tall pines and the soft glimmer of water beyond, stood a lake house. It had whitewashed walls, a slate roof, and wide bay windows that looked out over the glassy water. Hanging baskets overflowed with flowery plants on the porch. 

For a moment, Cael just stood there, drinking it in. He had never seen anything that pretty in his life. Sure, Buckingham Palace was nice. But this setting was so peaceful.  

“Wow,” Asha breathed beside him. She clasped her hands together; her face lit with wonder. “Cael, it’s beautiful. Like… out of a painting.”

Clarissa’s response was far less poetic. 

The moment her feet hit the gravel, she bolted.

“Seriously?” Cael called. 

He was about to dash after her when it happened. 

Ilaria didn’t even flinch. 

The Archon’s hand lifted lazily as her fingers curled ever so slightly.

Clarissa’s escape came to an abrupt halt. 

She froze mid-stride, feet dragging against the ground as if some invisible hook had caught her. Then, without Ilaria so much as breaking a sweat, Clarissa was plucked from the earth like a doll, hovering a foot off the ground.

Cael’s jaw slackened.

With the barest tilt of Ilaria’s wrist, Clarissa’s body was turned so she now faced Cael, Ilaria and Asha. The Ashbound thrashed uselessly as she muttered curses through clenched teeth. But her resistance meant nothing. 

Cael had felt Ilaria’s power before and he felt it now. It seemed to crackle against his skin like a wave of unrelenting strength.  

Clarissa was floating towards them now. As she reached a couple of feet from Ilaria, she suddenly dropped to the ground. Landing on her feet, her body seemed to struggle to stay upright. 

Her knees began to bend, lowering until they touched the ground, she glared up at Ilaria. “Really? On my knees?” 

“You’ve had so many chances, Clarissa. I don’t have time to play your games anymore,” Ilaria said. 

Her hand turned over, palm out. Blue light bloomed in the air around Clarissa’s wrists, swirling tendrils tightening into glowing shackles that locked together with a hard snap. Then, with another flick, manacles appeared around her ankles, chains running between them.

“Holy shit,” Cael mumbled. 

Cael had seen Ilaria fight before. He knew she was strong and that she often held her true power back. But he had always assumed her power was speed and strength. Ilaria had so much more than that. The ability to create binds out of thin air, to pluck Clarissa up off the ground, flip her around and literally bring her to her knees was extraordinary. 

Cael realised he had barely seen a glimpse of the true power Archon’s held. 

“Bloody hell,” Cael muttered under his breath. “You couldn’t have done that earlier?”

Ilaria glanced his way, the faintest hint of amusement tugging her lips. “There is much I can do, babe,” she said smoothly. “But it’s not fun to show off and overpower everyone and everything before me.”

Right. Fun. That fit the character of Ilaria. She let some random men kidnap her and tie her down in a bathtub because she thought it was fun. Or was it that she was bored?  

“Are you alright to take it from here, babe?” Ilaria asked. 

Cael turned to look at the lake house. “Umm… yeah,” he nodded as he glanced around at his surroundings. He could be comfortable here. 

“Awesome, babe. There is food inside. Help yourself to whatever you want. As you humans say, mi casa es su casa.”

Cael turned to look at her, brows furrowed. “That isn’t something humans say. It’s not even our language.” 

“Aww, babe, it's Spanish,” Ilaria said. “Gotta dash,” she said, blowing him a kiss. 

Ilaria spread her hands. Another portal split reality apart. She stepped through and disappeared. The air sealed shut behind her.   

Cael exhaled, shoulders heavy. His eyes drifted to Clarissa, still kneeling in glowing chains, then to Asha, whose awe at the lake house had given way to something more like nerves.

“Right,” he muttered. “Guess we’re moving in.”

* * *

Cael pushed open the front door of the lake house, the old brass handle cool against his palm.

The entrance opened into a wide hallway lined with oak panels polished to a sheen. A grandfather clock ticked softly against the wall, steady and unbothered, like nothing outside had ever gone wrong in the world. Ahead, a staircase curved upwards, its banister gleaming, the steps carpeted in a deep green runner that muffled sound.

Asha’s gasp filled the air. “Oh my god… Cael, look at this place.”

She spun in a slow circle, taking everything in, the chandeliers that hung like crystal stars from the ceiling, the tall windows dressed in velvet drapes, the sheer space of it all.

Behind them came the scraping shuffle of chains.

Clarissa trudged through the doorway, every step awkward with the glowing manacles binding her ankles. Her wrists bound before her, she glared at the floor as though she could burn through it if she stared long enough.

“Can you take these off?” she asked. 

Cael stared at the glowing chains on Clarissa’s wrists and ankles.

Not only did he not know how to take them off, but he also didn’t even want to touch it. They looked like they might shock him or give him an illness that would lead to a painful death. 

Glowing stuff was never good, he had learnt that much in the little education they had given him at the orphanage. 

Clarissa could read his expression, it seemed. “This stuff isn’t biohazard. At least take a swing with your sword. Or rip them apart with your bare hands. You’re a big strong boy now, aren’t you?” she said with teeth gritted. 

She was mocking him. 

Cael didn’t know what to do with Clarissa.

One moment, she seemed to be getting better, the next moment, she had regressed to wanting to kill him again. He never took prisoners. Back in his former life, when he hunted bounties, he either killed them, or he tied them up and left them for the mayor to deal with. But he never took prisoners home. He was never responsible for their wellbeing.

Staring at Clarissa, who was still naked, Cael sighed. His oldest friend, his first love, he still cared for her. “I’ll have a go later?” 

She gave him a withering look that could have peeled paint.

Ignoring it, Cael moved deeper into the house.

The sitting room opened wide to the right, it was bigger than Cael’s entire flat. Plush leather sofas circled a stone fireplace where logs were neatly stacked, waiting for a match. Shelves lined the walls, filled not with books but ornaments, vases and strange knick-knacks that looked old enough to belong in a museum.

The kitchen, through another archway, gleamed with steel counters and wide windows that looked out over the lake. A long farmhouse table stretched across the centre, enough to seat a dozen people. It smelled faintly of lemon polish and wood smoke.

They continued, room after room. Sitting rooms, studies, bedrooms with four-poster beds draped in heavy quilts. The walls carried paintings of landscapes, all lakes and rolling hills, the kind of peaceful scenery Cael had only ever seen on postcards.

Clarissa dragged her feet behind them, the chains clinking against the polished floor. Every now and then she muttered something under her breath, too low for Cael to catch.

When they finally paused in what seemed to be the main lounge, Cael dropped heavily onto a sofa, rubbing his face with both hands. 

Asha sank beside him, practically glowing. “It’s like a dream,” she whispered.

“Yeah,” Cael said, staring around the room. “It’s nice.” 

“It’s too clean,” Clarissa said. “Doesn’t that strike you as suspicious, genius boy?” 

Cael, who felt very comfortable on the sofa, so much so that he could have had a nap there and then, looked up at Clarissa.

She hadn’t taken a seat. She remained standing. 

Clarissa's chest rose and fell with deep, measured breaths, her eyes never leaving Cael's.

Her breasts, full and pert, quivered slightly with each inhalation. Her pink pussy, shaved bare, stood out against the darkness of her skin, a beacon of sensuality that drew his gaze despite his best efforts to remain detached.

His first thought was that he needed to find her some clothes. His second thought was to wonder what she was talking about? 

“Huh?” Cael asked, frowning.

“I’ve been to many houses in London that were owned by the Aserathi. Every house that was this nice and clean always had help. And security. Maybe we should introduce ourselves to them?” Clarissa asked. 

Now that he had actually processed her words, Cael supposed it was a fair point. The house was much too clean to not have someone around looking after it. And he doubted Ilaria was the type to hoover and dust.  

Cael shot to his feet, alarmed. He’d walked into a house with his guard down. It was very unusual of him. 

“But we searched the whole house, didn’t we?” Asha asked. 

There was a difference between going on a tour of a house and actually searching a house. They had done the former. Now they needed to do the latter. They needed to conduct a thorough search of the place.

Cael had his sword with him, but Asha was unarmed and Clarissa was in chains. If things went wrong, if they needed to fight, it would be difficult. 

He glanced at those chains. Blue and glowing. He didn’t want to touch them, but he supposed if they were already on Clarissa’s wrists and ankles, touching her skin, and she hadn’t exploded in a burst of flames, or turned green and leaked out toxic liquids from her ears, it was probably safe for him to touch. 

“I’m going to have a go at taking your restraints off. If I succeed, and you are free,” he said very slowly as he stared at her face, “What will you do?” 

“My desire to kill you is wearing off, Cael,” Clarissa said. “I think your Aserathi power is actually working.” 

Cael couldn’t tell if she was lying or not. This wouldn’t have been the first time she had seemed to get better, only to regress again. But, he decided he could risk freeing her. If she tried to kill him, he could subdue her with ease. She was no longer a match for him. 

Cael grabbed the chains around her wrists. They felt oddly warm. With a single tug, he broke the links.

“Oh… that was easy…” he mumbled and then wondered why Clarissa hadn’t simply broken free herself.

“Don’t look at me like that,” Clarissa warned.

“I wasn’t,” Cael said, not even sure how he had supposedly been looking at her.

“Those chains were impossible for me to break… You’ve gotten freakishly strong…” she murmured.

Cael decided to take her word for it. He knew he had gotten stronger, of course he knew that. But freakishly strong?

Dropping to his knees, he grabbed the chains by her ankles. Cael was aware his face was right next to her pussy. It seemed Clarissa was also aware of this because she slowly moved her hips forward, bringing her opening closer to his face. 

With a quick tug, Cael separated the links on the chain and climbing to his feet, he took a step back, his guard raised just in case she came at him. 

But Clarissa did not attack him. “Shall we go?” she asked. 

And then, without waiting for a response, she walked down the corridor and towards the kitchen, the manacles still around her ankles, though no longer bound together, they clanked on the floor as she walked. 

“We’ve already checked the kitchen,” Asha whispered. 

They had indeed checked the kitchen. But despite that, Cael and Asha followed behind Clarissa. 

Once in the kitchen, Clarissa made a beeline for the larder cupboard and opening it, she pulled at the shelves. Rather than falling out and hitting the floor, they slid out as one. And behind the shelves was a door. 

“How?” Cael asked. 

“I’ve been around a lot of Aserathi homes when I was with Kane,” Clarissa said, without looking back. 

Ah. Cael recalled her mentioning that part of her life. When Kane had asked Clarissa to use her female wiles to befriend the Aserathi males. Female wiles. 

Clarissa opened the door. There was a set of steps that led down. She turned to look back at him. “Do you want to go first?” 

“Yeah, I probably should,” Cael said, his grip on his sword tightening. 

The stairs were narrow and led down to a door at the bottom. Cael placed his ear against the door but he could not hear anything. He turned his head to look back and almost crashed into Clarissa, who was right behind him.

Her face was so close, he could feel her breath on his face. “You knew exactly how to find this room,” he whispered. “Does that mean you know what’s behind this door?” 

Clarissa nodded, a smirk on her face. 

“Do you want to tell me?” Cael whispered. 

She shook her head. 

For a moment, Cael did not understand. She knew what was behind the door, but she did not want to tell him. 

And then he understood. 

She was being a bitch. 

Sighing, he turned and placing his hand on the doorknob, he pushed it open.

It was a small room. There was a bed in one corner. In the other corner, there was a wardrobe with its doors slightly ajar. 

Lying on the bed was a young woman, barely in her twenties, she had pale skin. Her eyes were wide with terror as she stared at him, her body trembled as she lay there, naked and bound. 

A gag filled her mouth, muffling the desperate pleas, and she squirmed against the ropes that held her in place. 

The ropes that bound her wrists and ankles were tight and dug into her flesh. Her legs were splayed open, leaving her most intimate areas exposed. In her ass, a large dildo was lodged, its dark base a stark contrast to the rest of her pale skin. It looked painful, and she whimpered softly with each shift of her weight, the gag in her mouth muffling any sound she might have made. There was another dildo was tied into place in her pussy, the object thrusting out from between her full, pink lips. 

“What the fuck!” Cael muttered. 


Chapter 6

Cael was back in the living room, sitting on the sofa, his back leaning against the soft cushion, he stared up at the ceiling. Asha sat opposite him, staring at him with concern. 

Well, his eyes pointed upwards, but his mind was elsewhere. 

He had no words for what he saw in that room. 

The woman lying on the bed all tied up, gagged, dildoes in her bottom and vagina… How long had she been there? This was Ilaria’s house. Which meant, Ilaria had done that to the girl. Why?

After seeing the woman like that, Cael had turned and walked straight out of the room. He hadn’t freed the girl. Part of him wondered if she had done something to deserve it. She could have been a bad person, which was why Ilaria was punishing her. 

But then, he wondered if he was making excuses for Ilaria because he liked her. 

Clarissa appeared before him now, a smirk on her face.

“What?” Cael snapped. 

“I didn’t say anything,” Clarissa responded, her lips twitching. 

“You knew there was going to be a girl down there. How?” 

“Most powerful Aserathi have slaves in their houses and hidden away rooms to keep the slaves away until they are needed,” Clarissa said. “I couldn’t be sure Ilaria would have one down there, but considering she is an Archon, it was a safe bet.”

“So the woman down there is a slave and not someone bad that deserves to be punished?” Cael asked. 

Clarissa let out a chuckle as her eyes sparkled. “You like that Aserathi, don’t you? You’re trying to find a reason to deny the fact that Aserathi are inherently evil.” 

Cael didn’t dispute her assertion. Clarissa was right. He wanted to believe Ilaria had a good reason for doing what she was doing because he liked her.

What was he supposed to do now? 

He couldn’t ignore the human in the basement.

But was it his responsibility to sort out every injustice he came across? Even if it weren’t, he couldn’t continue as things were and stay in Ilaria’s house or have anything to do with her. 

Cael thought back to an idea he’d had when things were getting too much. He could just up and leave with Asha. Clarissa could come along if she wanted. 

But could he really leave this all behind?

Not the lake house, but the opportunity?

He had influence over an Archon.

Cael had never fought against the Aserathi, he had never joined the numerous human rebellions that always failed.

But things had changed. For the first time ever, an Archon could be on the side of the human rebellions. Cael was in a position to help all of humanity. He couldn’t just give that up and disappear with Asha, could he?

Cael wondered if he was overestimating his influence over Ilaria. She had risked her life to save his… but did that mean she would go against Thaleria?

With his newfound strength and healing abilities, he could probably live out a comfortable and exciting life on the move. He could find somewhere remote to settle down with Asha. It didn’t matter how appealing it was to simply vanish with Asha, Cael knew he wasn’t going to leave the girl tied up down in the basement.

Cael climbed to his feet. 

“Where are you going?” Clarissa asked. 

Cael ignored her as he walked past her and towards the kitchen. Once inside, he opened the larder cupboard and marched down the stairs. Without a moment's hesitation, he opened the door at the bottom of the stairs and entered the room. 

He approached the bed slowly, not wanting to frighten the poor girl, his sword at the ready, he sliced through the ropes that bound her wrists to the bedposts. With a gentle touch, Cael then removed the gag from her mouth. 

“I’m here to help,” he told her. “You’ve got nothing to be afraid of.” 

The woman did not reply, but she did watch him with wary eyes. 

Cael turned his attention to her ankles and the rope that was fastened to it. With precise and delicate movements, he sawed at the knots until she could pull her legs down. And as she did, the dildo from her bottom slipped out. 

Now free, the woman crawled back towards the corner of the bed, where she sat on her bottom, her back against the wall. 

“Hello,” she said. 

“Hey,” Cael replied, not knowing what to do now. “Um… did Ilaria do this to you?” 

The woman nodded. 

“Why?” Cael asked. 

“She is my goddess and I her slave. She can do what she wants to me,” the woman said. 

Cael had a sinking feeling in his gut. Clarissa was right. Ilaria was evil, wasn’t she? “You don’t have to be her slave anymore. You’re free now.” 

“I don’t want to be free,” the woman said, frowning. “Who are you and what are you doing here?” 

It was Cael’s turn to be confused. “What do you mean you don’t want to be free?” 

“Do you have any idea how many men and women out there would kill to have Goddess Ilaria as their owner?” the woman asked. 

Cael was properly confused now. “Sorry - you’re in this position like… all tied up and stuff voluntarily?” 

“I think I’ll ask the questions here,” the woman said. “Who are you and what are you doing here? If you’re not with Goddess Ilaria, and you’ve broken into this house and think you’re a hero by trying to save me, I am going to fuck you up.” 

Cael stared at the woman, speechless. 

The woman, who had been in the corner of the bed, moved towards him. Cael automatically moved back until he came up against the wardrobe. The woman climbed off the bed and walked towards him, not even bothering to take out the dildo from her pussy. 

She stood right up against him, her perky breasts brushed against his chest as she stared up at him. And then, her eyes widened. “You’re a human!” 

“I am,” Cael said. “Aren’t you?” 

“Ew, fuck no. Do I look like a human?” the woman shouted. 

“Yeah, actually you look human,” Cael said, his tone flat. 

Visibly, there was no difference between a human and an Aserathi. But based on their interactions, this woman before him was obviously an Aserathi who thought humans were beneath her. 

Cael was even more confused now. He’d come down to the basement thinking Ilaria had captured a human and was torturing and degrading her, only to find the woman was here voluntarily, and wasn’t even a human, but an Aserathi. 

“I’ll ask again. What are you doing in my goddess’s house, you filthy human,” the woman said. 

“Okay…” Cael decided he’d had enough of her. 

With his left hand, he placed it on her bare chest in between her breasts and pushed with enough force to send her stumbling back onto the bed. And then, he turned and began to walk up the stairs. 

He made it midway through the flight of stairs when the naked Aserathi leaped onto his back and wrapped her arms around his neck. 

“How dare you touch me, you filthy human!” she screamed in his ear.

She was trying to suffocate him. 

Cael continued up the stairs and when he reached the kitchen, he slammed his back against a cupboard. There was a crunching sound as the cupboard shattered, followed by a yell from the woman. The arms around his neck loosened as the woman fell off. 

Cael turned to look back. The woman was seated on the countertop, her back slumped against the wall cupboard that was now broken. 

She stared at him intently as her chest rose and fell rapidly. “Are you an Ashbound?” 

“I’m a friend of Ilaria’s. There’s no need to attack me,” Cael said, ignoring her question. 

The woman let out a mirthless chuckle. “My goddess does like to spend time amongst humans… I don’t understand why. You all smell funny.” 

“Like sheep that haven’t been sheared?” Cael asked. 

“No…” the woman frowned. “You smell like weakness. Why would you smell like sheep? Do you not shower?” 

“We shower,” Cael muttered. 

Moraine, another Archon, had said humans smell like sheep. Maybe she was speaking for herself and not all Aserathi.

Cael suddenly felt tired. It turned out being angry at Ilaria was exhausting. And he had been angry at her, he realised. Just when he thought she was a decent Aserathi, he found what he thought was a human tied down naked in a small dark room. 

He had been furious at her. 

And now he felt bad because he’d misjudged her, not for the first time. 

It was exhausting. 

“I guess if you’re friends of my Goddess, then I must take care of you,” the woman said. “Even if you are human. Hungry? Sleepy?” 


Chapter 7

The woman’s name was Jessica.

She was an Aserathi and now that she had gotten over the shock that Ilaria had invited human friends over to the lake house, she was perfectly pleasant. She removed the dildo from her pussy and quickly got dressed, although her dress that hugged her figure did not leave much to the imagination, she was no longer naked. 

She even lent Clarissa one of her dresses. 

After that, she gave them a tour of the house, although they had already had one. She showed them Ilaria’s room, which was the largest room and had an ensuite. At the end of Ilaria’s bed was an ottoman. 

“This is where I sleep after I’ve pleased my Goddess,” Jessica said, as she pointed to the ottoman with a glint in her eye. 

Heavy iron rings had been bolted into each corner of the ottoman, thick enough that they would take a hammer to bend. From the rings hung manacles, their inner edges padded with cracked leather. The chains were short, only long enough to allow a restrained person to lie down, their arms and ankles spread out to the four corners of the narrow surface.

The ottoman itself was barely big enough for someone to sleep on—longer than a chair but far smaller than a bed, its width confining. It wasn’t a place of rest, not really. It was a place to keep someone in place, stretched uncomfortably still, through the night.

Jessica then led them to the spare bedrooms, of which there were many. “If you really are friends of my goddess, you can sleep in any of these rooms,” Jessica said joyfully. “But when she returns, if it transpires that you are not who you claim to be, you will be tortured and killed,” she continued in her joyful manner. 

By this point, Cael had gotten used to being around psychos, so Jessica’s words and her tone did not worry him. Asha on the other hand, raised an eyebrow as she gulped, after which, she grabbed his hand tightly. 

With the tour over, Jessica headed back down to the kitchen where she prepared a meal. And what a meal it was. 

Cael imagined this was how humans ate before the Aserathi came and destroyed everything. 

It was a long dining table that had a lace runner cut down its middle. On either side, flanking it were tall candles that threw soft, flickering light across the polished silverware and plates so white they looked like they’d never been touched. 

And the smell... 

The smell hit him first—roasted meats, herbs, buttered vegetables—rich and earthy in a way that no ration tin or bartered scrap could ever capture. His stomach growled before he even sat down.

Jessica moved with an effortless grace as she placed dish after dish on the table. A platter of roast chicken, its skin golden and crisp, juices pooling beneath it. Bowls of carrots glazed with honey, green beans steamed and tossed with flakes of sea salt, roasted potatoes crackling at the edges. There was even fresh bread, still warm, a pat of butter melting slowly into its crust.

Cael sat opposite Asha, who was practically glowing, her eyes wide as she took in the spread. Even Clarissa, who seemed annoyed by the fact Jessica wasn’t being tortured by Ilaria, couldn’t hide the way her eyes darted to the food.  

The first bite nearly broke him. The chicken tore easily beneath his knife, steaming and tender, and the flavour exploded across his tongue—herbs, garlic, something sharp and citrusy. Hunger roared through him like a tide, and suddenly he was eating faster, piling his plate, reaching for the potatoes, the beans, the bread.

He glanced up and caught Asha doing the same, her cheeks stuffed, a smear of butter glistening on her lip as she tore into a piece of bread like she hadn’t eaten in weeks.

Cael’s body relaxed into something that almost resembled comfort. Every mouthful made him think of what life could have been if the Aserathi had never come.

By the time he leaned back in his chair, his plate empty and his stomach heavy with warmth, Cael could barely move, so full was he.

“Humans eat like pigs,” Jessica said. 

Cael glared at her. 

“I don’t mean it maliciously. It’s an observation,” Jessica added with a smile. 

“We weren’t like this before you lot came,” Clarissa growled as she too sat back in her chair. 

“No?” Jessica asked. “Was Earth a paradise before the advent of the Aserathi? No wars, no injustice, no hunger?” 

“It wasn’t as bad as it is now,” Cael said defensively, although he didn’t actually know if that was true. He had no firsthand experience. Just stories of how things were better before the Aserathi came. 

Jessica simply smiled in response.

“What are we supposed to do here?” Clarissa asked. “I’m not happy to sit around and do nothing all day.” 

Cael didn’t plan on doing that either. This was a good place as a base and one where he could keep Asha safe. But with his newfound strength, there were possibilities. Cael didn’t have any grand plans. He didn’t think he could rid the world of the Aserathi. 

But… he had managed to go up against an Archon and survive. Strength like that should be put to good use. 

And then he wondered how strong he really was. 

Cael climbed to his feet. 

“Where are you going?” Jessica asked. 

“For a walk,” Cael replied. 

Asha climbed to her feet and stared at him. “Shall I come?” 

“Nah. Rest up. I’ll be back soon,” Cael said. 

* * *

The forest wrapped around the lake house like a dark, breathing wall. Tall pines and oaks rose into the sky, their crowns whispering with the wind. The smell of moss and damp bark filled Cael’s lungs as he wandered deeper, until the house was swallowed behind him. He was surrounded by silence and shadow, just him and the trees.

This was the perfect place to test his strength. 

He stopped at the base of a thick old oak, the kind that must’ve stood for centuries. Its trunk was wider than he was tall, roots sprawling like knotted veins across the earth. Planting his sword point-down into the soil, Cael rolled his shoulders and tightened his fists. 

“Alright,” he muttered, eyeing the tree. “Let’s see what I can do.”

But Cael was reluctant to punch the tree.

Sure, he had shadowboxed plenty, but to strike a solid object with all his strength - it was daunting. His strength was new. Was it just strength or was his whole body stronger? Like, how did it work? What if he punched the tree and caused an insane amount of damage, but at the same time, broke his bones? 

He was overthinking it, Cael decided. 

He pulled back and swung a punch with all his strength.

The impact cracked through the forest like a thunderclap. 

The trunk didn’t just splinter—it exploded, bark and wood shards flying in every direction. 

The mighty oak shuddered, groaned, and toppled with an earth-rattling crash, sending birds shrieking from the canopy. Cael stumbled back, staring at his fist, then the wreckage, a wild laugh bubbling out of him.

“Bloody hell.”

His knuckles tingled, but there wasn’t so much as a scratch on his skin. He flexed his hand again, disbelief churning with exhilaration in his chest.

“Bloody hell,” he repeated. 

His strength was incredible and to think, Archons and the Seven Sisters were even more powerful. No wonder humanity lost the war. He’d flattened that tree without a scratch on his skin. Did that mean he was sword proof? 

He glanced at his sword dug into the ground. 

Was it stupid to try? 

Yes, it was stupid to try. He could chop his arm off. 

But Cael knew he was going to do it anyway.

He grabbed his sword and held his left arm out.

“Ah fuck,” he muttered and then he tried to slice off his arm. 

Cael felt the blade as it struck his arm. But it did not cut through his flesh and bones. With the amount of power behind it, it should have. Instead, the blade shattered into pieces. 

“Holy fuck!” Cael screamed, his voice echoing off the trees. “I’m sword proof!” 

He couldn’t believe it. It was like he was immortal. 

Was he immortal? 

Cael remembered those black and green blades that both Moraine and Ilaria seemed to be able to produce from thin air. Those blades had caused him injury, even though they had barely touched him. Those blades had hurt even Ilaria, who was an Archon. 

Perhaps there were things out there that could hurt him. He made a mental note to err on the side of caution when he faced the Aserathi. And he had a feeling he was going to be facing them soon. 

Cael counted his newfound abilities. Incredible strength, almost indestructible body. 

What else did he have?

He dug his heels into the dirt, crouched low, and then he ran.

The forest blurred around him.

Trees whipped past in streaks of brown and green, the wind tore at his face, but his vision sharpened unnaturally. Every branch, every stone, every shadow was crisp and clear, like the world had slowed down to let him pass. His feet barely seemed to touch the ground.

Then, without thinking, he drove his momentum upward, running straight up the side of a tall pine.

Cael couldn’t believe it.

He was literally running up a tree.

Once at the top, he kicked off with explosive force and launched himself across the clearing. He soared through the air and slammed into the trunk of another tree twenty meters away, gripping the bark like it was nothing. He couldn’t help but let out a dazzled laugh as he pushed off again, leaping from tree to tree like some wild animal set loose.

Faster, higher, further, he pushed until the forest became his playground, until the only sounds were the rush of air and the crack of branches as he vaulted across the canopy. Finally, chest heaving but body still buzzing, he dropped back to the clearing where he had started.

His powers were incredible. It was unbelievable. Cael couldn’t help but marvel at his newfound strength and speed. Too bad his marvelling resulted in him laughing like a maniac. 

It was a good thing no one was around. They would think he was mad. 

Except, Cael suddenly became aware that he was not alone. 

Ilaria stood behind him, her arms folded across her chest, her long red hair falling in perfect waves over her shoulders. A smile tugged at her lips, equal parts amused and approving. 

“Uh… how long have you been there?” Cael mumbled as he wiped sweat from his brow.

“Long enough,” Ilaria said, her head tilting as her smile widened. “If you’ve finished redecorating the forest, maybe we should head back in?” 


Chapter 8

Ilaria led the way back and Cael fell into step beside her. He felt the brush of her fingers against his, light at first, testing. Then her hand slid into his, deliberate and sure.

Her grip was warm. Firm.

Cael didn’t pull his hand away. It felt nice. Comfortable. As they walked in silence, he could smell her perfume. Roses. He could feel the warmth coming from her body. That was nice too.

Ilaria led him towards the lake house and once it came into view, she rounded to the back of the house where the air carried the scent of woodsmoke. A fire was already crackling in the outdoor fireplace, flames dancing orange and gold against the falling night. 

The space was inviting. There were soft cushioned chairs and benches arranged in a curve around the fire. A table off to the side held a lantern that threw little pools of light over polished wood.

This was all very nice for Cael. And after his earlier exertions, he was happy to sink into one of the seats, the warmth of the fire immediately wrapping around him, easing himself from the strain of testing himself.

Ilaria sat beside him, still holding his hand, her green eyes watched him curiously. 

The door to the back of the house opened and Jessica stepped out, a tray in her hand. Bottles clinked softly against each other as she crossed the patio, her movements practiced and precise, her head low, subservient. She set the tray down on the low table between them. 

“Beers, as you requested, goddess,” Jessica said. 

“You may go,” Ilaria said. 

Jessica gave a bow of her head before she backed away. Once she was gone, Ilaria grabbed a beer and passed it to Cael. 

“I saw what you did out there… to the tree, your broken sword, which I’m guessing you struck on your arm to test how strong your skin was? And the speed you moved with…” Ilaria smiled. “It’s astonishing…” 

Cael couldn’t agree more. It was remarkable how quickly he had grown in power. The signs were there that he had the power of Maelthor the Undying when women began to fall madly in love with him. This was more evidence now that the other part of Maelthor’s power was also present in Cael. 

The ability to gain the powers of those that he slept with. 

And he had slept with an Archon. 

He had so many questions and this was the first time he’d had the opportunity to ask. “How strong will I get?” he asked. “Am I as strong as you now? Do I have the same powers as you?” 

“One question at a time, babe,” Ilaria chuckled. “I don’t know how strong you will get. The stories of Maelthor the Undying say that the continuous act of making love with a woman would give him her powers until he eventually matched her exactly.” 

It took a few moments for Cael to process her words. And when he finally did, his brows furrowed. “So… I have to sleep with you continuously if I want to have your exact powers?” 

“Have to sleep with me?” Ilaria asked, hurt in her eyes. “Is it such a chore to make love to me?” 

“No, of course it isn’t,” Cael said quickly.   

“Do you not find me attractive?” Ilaria continued, her tone now slow, soft. 

“Of course I find you attractive. Who wouldn’t? You’re hot,” Cael said, still feeling guilty over his choice of words. 

“Aww, really, babe?” Ilaria asked, her eyes sparkling, a wide smile on her face. 

It didn’t go unnoticed by Cael how quickly her feelings seem to have changed. She wasn’t hurt by his comment. She was teasing him. 

“Oh, come on babe,” Ilaria said as she squeezed his arm. “Don’t be so serious.” She leaned in and kissed him on the lips. It was a soft kiss. “I don’t know if you will gain powers as strong as mine. You’re not an Aserathi, remember? You have the power of Maelthor the Undying, but as an Ashbound, it would only be an imitation.” Ilaria kissed him on the lips again. “But I wasn’t kidding about the whole sleeping with me continuously to get more powerful, babe.” 

Cael couldn’t imagine getting more powerful. He felt so strong already. But, as he thought about it, he was more than happy to sleep with Ilaria to find out. 

“You can open portals. Will I be able to do that?” Cael asked. 

Ilaria shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe… opening portals is not an inherent power some have. It’s very difficult, but with years of training, any Aserathi can learn to do it. I don’t know if Ashbound can though.”  

“Can you do anything else?” Cael asked. He recalled the Dreadforged burning as their bodies lay on the ground. “Shoot fire out from your eyes or mouth?” 

“Those would be very dangerous places to have fire coming out from, babe,” Ilaria said. She held her hand out before her, palm flat. A flame appeared and rose up a few inches. 

Cael’s eyes widened at the sight. “Wow… will I be able to do that too?” 

“It’s like opening a portal. It’s not a power we’re born with, but one we can learn by years of training,” Ilaria said. She closed her palm and the flame disappeared. “You’ll only inherit speed and power from me.” 

The speed and power he had gained from Ilaria was not to be scoffed at. “What happens now?” Cael asked. 

“Whatever you want, babe,” Ilaria said as she leaned in and kissed him again. 

Having her so close, her lips so soft, his hand moved to her hip where he squeezed gently before his hand moved up her body. He wanted to kiss her hard and rip her clothes off, squeeze her breasts, suck on them, move down her body, licking and sucking. 

But he wanted to finish what he had to say. He pulled his lips away from her lips. His hand had made its way to her breasts and it took him some effort to stop fondling them. 

“I want to help the humans,” Cael said. 

“Okay… sure. Help the humans,” Ilaria said and then she leaned in to resume their kissing session. 

But Cael held her back. “I mean it.” 

Ilaria let out a deep sigh. “Can’t we talk about this later, babe? I’ve had a horrible day and I just want to spend some time with you.” 

Ilaria had been in a hurry earlier in the day. Cael didn’t know the reason why. He wanted to find out what was going on and why her day had been bad, but he also wanted to have a serious conversation about his future. 

He had extraordinary powers. He wanted to use them for the good of humanity, to free them from the Aserathi, and if that wasn’t possible, to at least save as many humans as he could. 

“I want to use my powers for the good of humanity and… I want you to help me,” Cael said carefully as he watched Ilaria. He really couldn’t do as much without her. He wouldn’t even know where to start. 

“Babe… I love you very much but… you know I can’t help you go against my goddess?” Ilaria said, pain in her voice. 

“Your goddess Thaleira?” Cael asked. 

Ilaria nodded slowly, her face crunched. “I am bound to her. I cannot betray her, ever. Archons would gladly die for their goddesses… Please don’t ask me to do anything that would go against the wishes of my goddess.” 

“Even if your goddess is evil and wants you to do horrible things?” Cael asked. 

“It’s not that simple,” Ilaria said. 

There was a pause as Cael waited for Ilaria to explain. But she seemed at a loss and instead, leaned back against the cushion and closed her eyes. Her breathing was heavy, chest rising and falling rapidly. 

“Hey,” Cael placed his hand on hers. 

She opened her eyes and stared at him. 

“You’re a good person. What the Seven Sisters did to humanity was evil. You’ve got a chance to change things. I’m not saying you have to go and fight your goddess, but you can save human lives. You’re an Archon.” 

Ilaria nodded. “I’ll do the best I can…” 

“Good,” Cael nodded. But he wasn’t done. He wanted more than words. “The Scion that was killed in my town, the Aserathi might go on a rampage to avenge him. We need to stop that from happening.” 

“I’ll make sure nothing happens to a single human,” Ilaria said. 

“Thanks,” Cael said. But still, he wanted more. Stopping Aserathi massacres wasn’t enough for him. He wanted to go after the really cruel Aserathi. The ones that enjoyed torturing and killing humans for fun. That would be a good next step, Cael decided. He could be an assassin, killing off the really evil Aserathi one at a time. 

But he didn’t want to push Ilaria too much too soon. 

She’d had a bad day. 

“What happened today?” Cael asked. 

“Ah… I went to see Goddess Thaleira to update her on what happened in Buckingham Palace. She wasn’t happy with me…”

Ilaria’s cheeks turned red. She was wearing a black leather skirt that came down to her knees. She hiked it up now and turned her bottom towards him, revealing her arse cheeks.

There were long, narrow welts striped across her bottom, some darkened to an ugly purple, others edged with yellow-green where the body had begun its slow work of healing. 

“Thaleira did that to you?” Cael asked, his blood suddenly boiling. 

“I deserved it,” Ilaria said as she lowered her skirt and sat on her bottom again, wincing slightly. 

“You did not deserve that,” Cael told her. 

“She is my goddess. I failed her. I deserve to be punished,” Ilaria insisted. 

Cael took a deep breath to calm himself.

When he first met Ilaria, she’d come across as the most confident woman ever to the point of being domineering. He wouldn’t have imagined she could ever be submissive to a woman. 

But Ilaria was submissive to Thaleira, her goddess.

It was a weird place for Cael to be in. He felt protective over Ilaria. But at the same time, he was aware she had her own life away from him. Hell, apparently she was hundreds of years old. He imagined Thaleira was probably as old, if not older. In comparison, Cael had only known her for a week or so… 

Still… He liked her. And she was upset. He reached for her and pulled her in for a hug. Ilaria rested her head on his chest. It felt good to have her this close. He kissed her on the top of her head.   

“I’m going to have to go back soon,” Ilaria said. “My punishment isn’t over just yet.” 

“What else is she going to do to you?” Cael asked. 

“Whatever she wants but I imagine she will whip my whole body so that I cannot move an inch without remembering painfully how badly I failed her,” Ilarie said. 

“Do you enjoy being punished by her?” Cael asked. 

Ilarie, who had been resting her head on his chest, raised it to look up at him. “Of course I don’t enjoy it, babe. Why would you think I enjoy it?” 

“Iunno… I thought maybe you had some sort of kinky relationship with Thaleira.” 

“Kinky relationship?” 

“Yeah. Like the one you have with Jessica?” Cael said. 

“It’s nothing like my relationship with Jessica,” Ilaria said, before asking, “How did you find her, babe? I was pretty sure she was hidden away well enough for you to not stumble upon her.”

“Clarissa knew where to find her,” Cael said. 

“Ah,” Ilaria nodded knowingly. “She wanted to make me look bad in your eyes so she led you to my secret.” 

Cael figured that was why Clarissa had done it. She didn’t seem very happy when she found out Jessica wasn’t some human being kept as a slave to be tortured by Ilaria. Jessica was here voluntarily and wasn’t even human. 

But Cael couldn’t deny he was curious about the way he had found Jessica naked, exposed, vulnerable and restrained. 

“What’s the deal between you and Jessica?” Cael asked. 

“Uh… She’s like my…” Ilaria’s cheeks turned red. “You know… I’m never shy or nervous in front of humans, or even Aserathi… but… With you… I don’t want you to judge me, okay?” 

“Yeah, sure,” Cael said. He wasn’t one to judge people’s personal desires, kinks, fetishes or whatever they’re called. 

So Ilaria explained. But it was a little more than Cael had expected. The Aserathi were a warlike species, constantly fighting everyone and everything before them. Whether it was other species or other Aserathi, they wanted to dominate. And that need for dominance wasn’t just restricted to the Seven Sisters and the Archons. 

At every level, the Aserathi wanted power. 

And sometimes, that power was limited over other Aserathi they had subdued. Powerful Scions would have dozens or even hundreds of other Aserathi they had subdued to become theirs to do with as they pleased. 

“I don’t usually find much enjoyment from subduing those that are weaker than me. Sure, it's a bit of fun to play around, tease a little. Other Archons subdue powerful Aserathi and torture their minds to the point those Aserathi willingly give up their souls to become Dreadforged,” Ilaria said. “Having that sort of power, dominating someone to that extreme never appealed to me. But with Jessica… it was a little different,” Ilaria said. “She came to me and challenged me, confident she would be able to defeat me and take my place as Archon to Thaleira.” 

“I’m guessing she lost, huh?” Cael asked. 

Ilaria nodded. “I told her she can go free, but she chose to submit and… normally I don’t like the responsibilities of having to care for anyone, but Jessica is quite capable. I don’t need to worry about her. I did tell her that if she chooses to submit to me, I would be cruel to her,” Ilaria said with w wicked look in her eyes. “She dared challenge me. Every time I see her, I want to do things to her.” 

The conversation from there on turned light. As Ilaria rested with her head on Cael’s chest, she spoke about her home world and her childhood. It didn’t seem that different from Cael’s own upbringing. Ilaria didn’t know her parents and grew up in an Aserathi version of an orphanage, which sounded so much worse. There were actual monsters in her home world that sounded terrifying. 

Ilaria knew she was a strong Aserathi, and even from a young age, she was determined to be an Archon.

She submitted herself for testing and made Scion. From there on, a hundred or so years later, she had shown enough talent to be interviewed by Thaleria, who gave her the opportunity to duel Lashthria, the former Archon. 

It was to the death, the duel, and Ilaria won, slicing off Lashthria’s head. 

“Fucking hell,” Cael muttered. “So… any Aserathi can challenge you at any point?” 

“Not officially, no,” Ilaria said. “Unofficially, they can, but most Archon’s would have random challengers taken as prisoners and tortured, if they don't have them killed instantly. Officially, if an Aserathi wanted to challenge me, it would have to be sanctioned by Goddess Thaleira.” 

“Isn’t that stressful? Knowing there are always Aserathi scheming to gain favour with Thaleira so they can challenge you and duel you to the death?” Cael asked. 

“Sure, if I were a weak Archon,” Ilaria chuckled. “But right now, I can’t think of any Scion in my Goddess’s empire that could defeat me.” 

“Was Jessica an official duel?” Cael asked. “Was she sanctioned by Thaleira?” 

“No. Jessica was a little brat that wouldn’t stop harassing me, always wanting to duel. See, she has a unique power. Jessica can fly. She thought that made her special,” Ilaria said, before adding darkly, “It did not.” 

“She can fly?” Cael asked, eyes wide. “Like, actually fly?” 

“Yes, babe, like actually fly,” Ilaria chuckled, her tone teasing. 

They continued to talk for what must have been hours but only felt like minutes. Cael told her about his life, which wasn’t nearly as exciting as the Aserathi’s. They laughed about random things. And eventually, as the sun set and the fire died out, they headed inside, holding hands, they climbed the stairs together until they reached the door to Ilaria’s bedroom. 

“My body is hurting from the punishment my Goddess served me, but I still desire you, babe. It’s been so long since we made love… will you sleep with me tonight, babe?” 

After spending the evening with Ilaria, talking to her, laughing with her, kissing and feeling her body, Cael didn’t know how he could refuse such an offer. Ilaria seemed to be able to read his mind as her lips spread into a smile. A hand on his chest, she leaned in and kissed him on the lips. 

Cael kissed her back as his hands rested on her bottom, before reaching down, he hiked up her skirt. Their lips pressed together, Ilaria stifled a moan as he squeezed her ass cheeks, his fingers grazing the welts Thaleira had given her bottom. 

Cael was about to push Ilaria into the room and onto her bed when he became aware of two sets of eyes staring at him. 

With some effort he pulled his lips away from Ilaria’s and turned to look at Asha and Clarissa. Both girls stood by the door to one of the spare bedrooms. Both girls looked worse for wear, hair ruffled, Clarissa had a bruise on her lower lip. 

“What happened to you two?” Cael asked. 

“We need to talk,” Clarissa said grimly. 


Chapter 9

At the far end of the hall, near the door to one of the spare rooms, Clarissa and Asha stood shoulder to shoulder, both had their eyes on him, though Asha stared with worry and Clarissa glared at him. 

They looked worse for wear. 

Asha’s clothes were rumpled and streaked with dirt, her hair tangled as though she’d been dragged through a hedge. Her shoulders were slumped, exhaustion pulling at her frame, though she still tried to stand straight when she saw him looking.

Clarissa was worse. 

Her dress was torn through the middle down to her navel area, her breasts partially exposed, the nipples peaked out. Her dark hair hung loose and wild, and there was a faint bruise on her lower lip that hadn’t been there before. She carried herself with her usual pride, chin raised, anger in her eyes.

“We need to talk,” Clarissa said. 

“Yeah, sure. About what?” Cael asked. 

“About Jessica. She’s a psycho bitch,” Clarissa growled. 

“Oh… what happened?” Cael asked. 

Clarissa told him what happened. After he walked out of the lake house and headed for the forest, Jessica suddenly changed.

Not physically.

She still looked exactly the same.

But she told the girls that they needed to prove they were worthy enough to eat at the same table her goddess Ilaria sat and ate at. 

She took them outside to the training ground.  It was a broad, open field of hard earth that had been flattened and scarred by years of use. 

Simple equipment dotted the field in rough order. A line of upright metal posts, hammered deep into the ground, stood ready for sword drills. A few taller posts were set further apart and were used for balance training and climbing.

At one edge of the ground was an obstacle course that had been laid out in a crude but effective fashion: a crawl pit dug shallow with wooden beams laid across it, ropes dangling from a horizontal bar for climbing, and a low wall of timber. Off to the side, a set of uneven logs formed stepping points for agility work, their tops rounded and treacherous, especially when damp.

“I didn’t do very well…” Asha said quietly. “When I fell off the obstacle course, she grabbed me by the hair and dragged me along the ground and dumped me by the side.” 

“I did fine on the obstacle course. The bitch attacked me without warning, saying I needed to be prepared for anything. She’s crazy,” Clarissa growled. 

None of what Cael heard surprised him. After he freed Jessica from her bonds in the basement, she repaid him by trying to strangle him. Cael put a quick stop to that by slamming her against a cupboard. 

“Ugh, Jessica,” Ilaria grumbled. And then, much louder, “Jessica!” 

The Aserathi scrambled up the stairs quick as lightning. She dropped to her knees and bowed her head before Ilaria. “Goddess, you called?” 

“Babe,” Ilaria turned to Cael. “I’m so exhausted and my goddess will continue my punishment tomorrow. Is it okay if I go to bed and you can deal with this?” And then, without waiting for a response, she kissed him on the lips, told Jessica to obey his every command as if they came from her and closed her bedroom door.

Jessica, who was down on her knees, now climbed to her feet and glared at Cael. “Why is she so nice to you?” 

“Beat her up, Cael,” Asha said. 

He turned to look at her in surprise. She must have been pretty upset if she wanted him to beat her up. 

“Or, if you don’t want to hit a woman, tell her to stay still and I’ll grab her by the hair and drag her around for a bit,” Asha added. 

“I’ll stand completely still. Hit me as hard as you can, human,” Jessica said as she stared at Asha with disdain. 

“I’ll take you up on that offer,” Clarissa said through gritted teeth. 

“You think I can be hurt by Ashbound?” Jessica scoffed. 

Cael glanced at Ilaria’s bedroom door. She’d left him in charge of something he did not want to deal with. What exactly was he supposed to do? Jessica was behaving like a bratty child. Sending her to the naughty corner wouldn’t work. 

And then he remembered what the women in the orphanage did to kids that misbehaved. 

They placed them over their knees, pulled their skirts or trousers down and whipped their naked bottoms. 

Cael didn’t feel comfortable doing that to Jessica. But he could have the girls do it. That would work really well. 

“Why are you smiling like that?” Jessica asked.

Cael hadn’t realised he was smiling. “You have to obey my command, right? Because Ilaria ordered you to?” 

“...yes,” Jessica said, though there was rage in her eyes. 

He turned to look at Clarissa and Asha. “Remember what the women at the orphanage did to us when we misbehaved?” 

Asha shook her head. 

Clarissa, who stared at him with confusion for a brief moment, before her eyes lit up, nodded at him gleefully. 

“What is it?” Jessica asked, concern in her eyes. “What did the stupid human women do to you little runts?” 

Clarissa turned to Jessica, an evil glint in her eyes. “They would pull our skirts down, expose our bottoms, and then give us a good spanking.” 

“Oh…” Asha said, and then, “Oh,” she repeated, now smiling widely. 

“You are not doing that to me,” Jessica said quickly. She looked at Cael in desperation, the anger gone. “You can’t let them spank me…”

“Why not?” 

“Because it’s humiliating being spanked by weak little humans,” Jessica said. 

Those were the wrong words to use. Maybe if she had shown some remorse, Cael might have changed his mind. Or a little humility. But no. Jessica matched the stories of Aserathi arrogance pretty accurately. 

“What do you want to use to spank her?” Cael asked Asha and Clarissa. 

* * *

With strict instructions for Jessica to take her spanking without resisting, Cael left the girls to get on with it and headed downstairs. 

He hadn’t actually had dinner and was feeling quite hungry. Once in the kitchen, he rummaged through the fridge and found the leftovers from lunch. Sitting at the dining table, he was munching his way through a large turkey leg when Clarissa appeared. 

“How’d it go?” Cael asked. 

“It’s hard to tell with Aserathi… I think she might try and hurt us if she gets a chance,” Clarissa replied uncertainly. 

She pulled a chair and sat opposite him. “I’m feeling a bit better but… I’m not fully recovered yet, I don’t think.” 

“You don’t look so bad. A good night's sleep should do the trick,” Cael said. 

“No, Cael. I mean, I’m not fully recovered from what Malcolm did to me. Right now, it’s like there are two voices inside my head. One that wants to kill you for what you did to Malcolm, and one that wants to make love to you…” 

Ah. That’s what she was referring to. Not the minor injury Jessica had caused her. “You haven’t tried to run away for a while, so that’s good?” 

“Maybe… but I don’t think it’s going to get better on its own…” Clarissa said softly. 

“I can ask Ilaria if she has any medicine that could be helpful?” Cael asked as he continued to chew away at the meat. Smashing through that forest had left him famished. 

“Remember when I said that I used to have a crush on you when we were younger, but you didn’t know because you couldn’t read the signals?” Clarissa asked, and then continued, “This is another one of those times.” 

Cael, who had finished the leg piece of meat, placed the bone on the plate. “So… you mean… have sex again?” 

“Yes, Cael. Have sex again,” Clarissa said, frowning as she folded her arms across her chest. “Why are you making this so hard on me?” 

“How am I doing that?” 

“There are two voices in my head. One of them wants me to bash your head in, the other wants to take you upstairs and let you have your way with me… I feel like I need to beg to sleep with you and that’s pissing the other voice in my head, the one that wants to bash you in the head,” Clarissa said. “Why do I need to beg to sleep with you?”  

“You don’t!” Cael said. 

“Then why won’t you sleep with me?!” Clarissa snapped. 

“I was hungry and I didn’t know you wanted to… have sex,” Cael said defensively. 

“Well, now you know,” Clarissa grumbled. “What are you going to do about it?” 

Did she want to have sex right now? Cael couldn’t tell. Her words seemed to indicate as much. But her posture, the anger in her eyes, the annoyance on her face was very misleading. 

Also, he didn’t feel like having sex right now. At least, not with Clarissa, it seemed, because not so long ago, he had been looking forward to taking off Ilaria’s clothes. 

“Hello,” Clarissa waved her hand at him. “Maybe I should bash your head in?” 

“See! That!” Cael said triumphantly. “You can't say things like that and then expect me to have sex with you.” 

“I’m hot and don’t you dare deny it! I’m sitting in front of you, my dress torn, practically naked, asking, almost begging to have sex with you and you don’t want to because I’m a bit angry?” Clarissa snapped. “You’re a man, aren’t you?” 

“Not all men will have sex with whatever has legs you know,” Cael grumbled. 

“Yes, they will! Especially if that thing on legs is hot like me.” 

Cael glared at Clarissa, not sure how they got to this point. One moment, he was sitting and enjoying his turkey leg. The next moment, they were arguing about why he wouldn’t sleep with her? 

It was bizarre. 

She had a point in that pretty much any man would want to sleep with her given the choice. But of late, Cael had been a little spoilt for choice. There was Ilaria, Asha, Sandy and Clarissa. He wondered if he’d forgotten a woman or two somewhere… 

“You don’t like me anymore, do you?” Clarissa asked, suddenly looking like she was about to cry. 

And then it happened. 

Tears were running down her eyes. 

Ah fuck. Cael wondered if he was being a dick. It wasn’t Clarissa’s fault that her behaviour was erratic. She might literally have two voices in her head, one that wanted to kill him, and one that did not.

He climbed up from his seat and walking over to her, he picked her up in his arms. She buried her head in his chest. He wondered what he was supposed to do now. She had wanted to have sex a few moments earlier, but now that she was crying, did she still want that? 

Clarissa pulled her head away from his chest and stared up at him. Her face so close to his, her fuller lips looked so lush. She stared at him with soft eyes. And then she kissed him on the lips. It was a soft kiss. 

“Will you take me upstairs and make love to me, Cael?” she asked softly. 

Having her in his arms, her tone soft, her lips soft, her breasts visible through the torn dress, her nipples erect, the warmth of her body, Cael was suddenly in the mood. 


Chapter 10

Cael stirred awake, the soft morning light spilling in through the curtains, cutting across tangled sheets. The air in the room still carried the faint warmth of the night before and the smell of sex. Beside him, Clarissa and Asha slept soundly, their breathing steady, their bodies curled inwards.  

Yup, he had made love to both Clarissa and Asha last night…

Now, Cael let his eyes linger on their naked bodies. Clarissa shifted in her sleep, her leg sliding down to reveal the plumpness of her pussy, the pink flesh peeking out from between her dark lips.  

Cael pulled himself free from the bed with as little disturbance as he could manage. The cool air brushed his skin as he rose, and he reached for his trousers, tugging them on before slipping into a shirt. 

Cael glanced over his shoulder to see Asha roll onto her side, her breasts swaying gently, and facing away from Clarissa, she scooted back, pushing her naked bottom against Clarissa’s hip, who responded by turning to face Asha, her leg moved to drape over Asha’s thigh as her arm wrapped over her back, her hand grabbed Asha’s breast and squeezed.  

He paused, transfixed by the intimate and erotic scene before him. Cael wanted to take his trousers off and climb back onto the bed. 

But he was also hungry. 

So he stepped quietly into the hallway and headed for Ilaria’s room. It was still early in the morning, the sun barely having risen, he half expected to find her asleep, splayed out on the bed.  

But the room was empty. She was already gone. 

Ilaria was exhausted last night. An Archon drained of power and those bruises on her bottom, what had Thaleira done to her? What was the Seven Sister going to do to Ilaria today? Cael couldn’t imagine voluntarily going back for such punishment.

As he walked down the stairs, the smell of something warm, fresh bread, maybe, struck him first. 

And then he saw her. 

Jessica was in the kitchen wearing a French maid’s outfit, the skirt even shorter than normal, she was bent over, her naked bottom facing the door. 

There was no need for Jessica to be in that position, legs spread apart, ass in the air. She wasn’t wearing any underwear either and Cael got a full view of both her holes. It wasn’t something he hadn’t seen before… 

But why was she standing like that? 

“Morning,” Cael said, deciding he was going to be as normal as possible. 

Jessica turned to look back at him, and then, she stood straight and turned to face him, her eyes sparkling. She seemed in good spirits considering what had happened last night. 

Actually, he didn’t know exactly what happened last night. Did the girls punish Jessica? And if so, how did they do it? He’d just seen her bottom. If she had been spanked, clearly it wasn’t that hard. 

“Would you like breakfast?” Jessica asked. 

“Sure… um… what happened last night?” Cael asked. 

“Your girls stripped me naked and spanked my bottom. They squeezed and pulled on my nipples. The black one put one hand in my pussy and the other in my ass.” 

“She’s got a name. It’s Clarissa,” Cael said, eyes narrowed, before they widened. “Wait… she did what?” 

“Yeah. She fisted me,” Jessica said, a wide smile on her lips. “That black one is a sadistic bitch, I tell you. She really tried to hurt me. The brown one freaked out when that happened.” 

“I… she wasn’t supposed to do that,” Cael mumbled. “I am so sorry…” 

“You should have seen her face when she realised she couldn’t hurt me,” Jessica said. “Oh, she was so angry. Her face looked like it was going to explode,” she chuckled. 

“I am so confused,” Cael said. 

Jessica whipped him up an English breakfast of bacon, eggs, toast, beans, sausage and mushrooms as she spoke of what had happened the night before. 

At first, Jessica was not happy about the situation at all. She was submissive to her goddess Ilaria only. Having to obey filthy humans, having to let their dirty hands touch her pure skin, oh Jessica was not happy at all. 

“We’re not dirty and filthy for fucks sake,” Cael grumbled. 

“Oh you humans really are dirty and disgusting. You hardly wash, your clothes are torn and literally covered in dirt,” Jessica said. 

Cael opened his mouth to disagree. But then he closed it. She did have a point. The clothes he was wearing right now had tears in them. “It wasn’t always like that,” Cael grumbled. “I’ve been told we were cleaner before you Aserathi came and destroyed everything.” 

Jessica continued with her story. After the girls stripped her naked, well, after Clarissa stripped off her clothes and made her get down on her knees, arch her back ass in the air, head on the floor, they spanked her as hard as they could. 

But it didn’t hurt art all. 

Humans were so weak. 

And they knew it. Both Asha and Clarissa knew their strikes weren’t hurting her at all. Clarissa decided to mix it up a little. 

“Clarissa instructed Asha to grab my nipples and squeeze them hard as she drove her hands in my bottom and my pussy,” Jessica said. “Oh, the black one got so angry when even that did not hurt me at all. After a while, it was just funny. That’s when the black one stormed off and left the brown one alone with me. She’s cute, that little Asha. She apologised for hurting me, even though she hadn’t hurt me at all.” 

That sounded like Asha alright. 

Clarissa on the other hand, was she naturally so sadistic or was Malcolm’s mixture partly to blame? He knew it had messed with her head and despite his own powers countering, she was noticeably more angry and violent. 

His breakfast was good. Much better than cornflakes in milk. “Thanks,” Cael said. 

Jessica nodded at him amicably as she took his plate. 

“So, we’re all good now?” Cael asked. “No more drama?” 

“Oh, I didn’t say that. A girl’s gotta have fun and with my goddess away so often, I’ll have to use you humans for entertainment,” Jessica said, an evil glint in her eyes. 

Cael glared at her.  

“Oh you can look at me however you like, human. You can’t hurt me even if you tried,” Jessica chuckled. 

“I think you’ll find I can hurt you,” Cael said. 

“Oh? Shall we go to the training ground and find out?” Jessica asked, eyes sparkling. 

That actually sounded like fun. It would be an opportunity for him to try his speed and power in an actual fight. And Jessica would be a strong opponent. She had challenged Ilaria for the position of Archon. He could go all out without worrying about accidentally killing her. 

“Yeah, let’s,” Cael said. 

* * *

Cael followed Ilaria to the training ground. It was a dirt field with scattered posts, bars and crude obstacles. As she walked ahead of him, her French maid’s outfit bounced with every step, the lace frills swayed over the tops of her thighs.

She wasn’t a shy girl, that much he knew. But he thought she might have at least changed uniform before heading out. 

She turned to look back at him then, her lips curling into a smile. “Shall we make it interesting?” 

“Sure,” Cael said. “What did you have in mind?” 

“If I win, you submit to me as my slave. I want complete devotion,” Jessica said. 

“Nope,” Cael said instantly. 

“Oh come on!” Jessica snapped. “You haven’t even heard what I can offer you if you win.”  

Cael shook his head. There was no way he was going to duel an Aserathi whose powers he did not know and place a bet with so much at stake. 

“Fine. If I win, you need to let me leash you for a day,” Jessica said. 

“Leash me? What does that mean exactly?” Cael asked. 

“I put a doggy leash around your neck, strip you naked, make you crawl around like a little dog, spank you, beat your balls, that sort of stuff,” Jessica said, grinning widely. 

She was a bit crazy, Cael realised. “You don’t get out much, do you?”

Jessica shook her head. “Please please let me leash you. I haven’t done it to anyone in such a long time. Goddess won’t bring me humans to play with!” 

“How about if you can defeat me, I’ll speak to Ilaria about letting you out for a bit?” Cael said. 

“Out like… I can roam free in the human world?” Jessica asked, her eyes wide in awe. 

“For a little bit yeah,” Cael said, before his brows furrowed. “But you have to promise you won’t go on a killing spree or some other psychotic shit.”

“Oh I promise I won’t kill anyone,” Jessica squealed. “Thank you, thank you, thank you! I’d kiss you if men didn’t disgust me!” 

“What?” Cael asked. “You don’t like men?” 

“Nope. They are hideous with their cocks all sticking out between their legs. What’s that all about?”   

“I… I don’t know what that’s all about… I guess evolution decided we-” Cael stopped. He had a more pressing question to ask. “If you don’t like men, why are you like-” he stopped and pointed at her clothes and the way she stood right now, her back arched to accentuate her bottom, she hiked up her dress to keep her ass cheeks fully exposed and not wearing any underwear, she stood in such a way that her pussy lips peaked out just enough to keep him wanting to keep on staring. 

“Why do I dress like a hot sexy goddess?” Jessica asked, eyes sparkling with mischief. “Men should absolutely desire me. I am a goddess. All women are. But ugh, the thought of actually making love to a man,” she made a face. 

Cael sighed. She really was batshit crazy. “Can we just duel already?” 

Jessica blew him a kiss and then held her hand above her head.  A sword shimmered into being, green edged with black, humming faintly as though alive. She let it twirl between her fingers with a practiced grace.

Those were the same blades he had seen Moraine and Ilaria battle with. The type of blades that could hurt Aserathi, even the all mighty Archons. Cael knew it would hurt him too. This was the type of blade that, if it struck his arm, it would cut it off, not shatter into pieces.  

Jessica gave a flick of her wrist and another blade appeared. This one hovered in front of Cael. He grabbed it by the handle and felt powerful as he gripped it.

“Will I ever be able to do that?” Cael asked.

Jessica smirked, tilting her head, her eyes glinting with amusement. “You? Oh, no, darling. Puny little Ashbound don’t get to pull out actual weapons from thin air.” She leaned forward, cleavage spilling, her voice dripping with mockery. “You’ll just have to rely on those pretty muscles.”

Before Cael could respond, she lunged.

Her speed was blinding.

Steel flashed — he barely brought his sword up in time, sparks hissing as their blades kissed. She pressed close, forcing him back, her chest crushing against his as their swords locked. He felt the heat of her breath against his cheek, the brush of her thighs against his legs, her body grinding deliberately against him before she shoved away, skirt flaring up, her bottom on full display.

For a woman who disliked men, she sure had a funny way of showing it. 

It was a strange thing, Cael realised, as his cock hardened. He was suddenly into her because she didn’t want him? Oh fuck.  

Jessica laughed low and wicked. “Oh, this will be fun.”

Fun? Was she trying to kill him? 

She had no idea how strong and fast he was. Had she performed those moves on Clarissa, she would have cut her in half… 

But Cael managed to hold his own. Going up against Moraine, he realised he’d grown stronger and faster. This was more evidence of that. 

Jessica came at him again, strike after strike, she was faster and sharper, her maid’s outfit swirling with each move, floating up, revealing both her openings before coming down again. It was a constant tease as she tried to kill him. And the crazy bitch was trying to kill him. Cael ducked, sidestepped and parried as sweat prickled at his brow. 

Jessica began to throw in kicks to mix it up. She spun high, skirt flying, flashing the bare curves of her ass, her foot came for his head. Cael almost got caught, his eyes momentarily fixed on her bottom and how both her holes briefly appeared. The sight jolted through him, a pulse of heat he hated himself for.

Jessica saw his glance, saw his reaction, and smirked. She pressed her advantage, sliding her body into his again as they locked blades. Her hips rolled against him, deliberately grinding over the bulge in his trousers. 

“Distracted, lover boy?” she whispered, eyes half-lidded. “You know you can never have this,” she chuckled.

Grow the fuck up, Cael scolded himself. Stop looking at her ass like a fucking virgin. This psycho bitch was striking to kill.   

Jessica came at him again, this time she tried to slip her blade under his guard but he twisted, spun and knocked it wide, his speed and strength surprising even himself. 

He wasn’t alone. Jessica stumbled back, her smirk faltering for the first time.

Her eyes sharpened. “You shouldn’t be that fast or strong. You’re only a human. What’s your secret?”

“Exercise. I go on regular runs, push-ups. My diet could be better though…” 

“I want to kill you now,” Jessica said. 

“I thought you were trying to kill me this whole time?”  

Apparently she hadn’t been trying to kill him. 

Because now she came at him harder, her blade a blur, her movements sharper, more power behind the swing, more dangerous. Still, Cael kept pace — parrying, dodging, even driving her back with a sudden counter that forced her to leap aside.

Frustration edged her moans now. She tried everything — arching her back to make her breasts bounce when she lunged, turning her ass into his hip as she spun past, sliding a thigh between his legs during a grapple. Each time, his body reacted, but his sword was faster. He deflected, countered and refused to yield.

“Okay, mister. I see you have some skill,” Jessica said through gritted teeth. “Let’s see how you deal with an aerial attack.” 

With a growl, Jessica leapt into the air.

Her feet left the dirt entirely, her body rising as though the air itself carried her, she rose above the trees that surrounded the training field. Her skirt flared wide, baring everything beneath them in a shameless display, before she dove at him like a bullet, sword swinging with vicious force.

Cael braced, brought his blade up — the impact rattled his bones, but he held. Sparks screamed between them, his boots skidding across the dirt. Jessica landed gracefully, eyes wide, her playful smirk replaced by something else: disbelief, and the tiniest spark of respect?

She hovered a few feet off the ground now, circling him like a predator, sweat gleaming on her skin, her maid’s outfit clinging damp to her curves. “You shouldn’t be this strong,” she breathed, her voice husky, almost hungry. “Why won’t you tell me your secret!” she screamed. 

Cael didn’t answer. His chest rose and fell, his cock still aching from her shameless teasing, his arms buzzing with power. All he did was grip his blade tighter and stare her down.

“You’re so annoying!” Jessica screamed. “Why won’t you tell me your secret? And I know you have one. Humans can’t be this strong!” 

“Do you give up?” Cael asked. 

“Give up? You might have a good defence, but your offense sucks. I’m not giving up to a puny little human,” Jessica said. 

“Right. Okay, time to end this,” Cael muttered. 

He had been studying her this whole time. Her speed, her body movement, her level of skill. It was impressive. But she was massively arrogant. If he tried something stupid, it might work. Except, it was full of risk. 

Cael decided to try it anyway. 

His feet pressed against the dirt, he launched himself forward, leaving literal dust flying up, he charged at Jessica, sword by his side. 

She stared at him as if he were an idiot. There was no fear. As he got within ten feet of her, Cael threw his sword at her.

It was a good throw. 

It would strike her directly in the chest. If she didn’t deflect it. But he expected her to deflect it.

As the sword came at her, time seemed to slow. He could see the look on her face as his blade flew towards her. The pure disdain at his feeble attempt.   

Jessica moved just as he expected — her own blade flashing up to catch it, metal sparking against metal. For a heartbeat she was wide open.

Cael dug his boots into the dirt and exploded forward, the ground cracking beneath him. In a blink, he was on her. His shoulder slammed into her midsection with crushing force, knocking the air from her lungs and sending her sword clattering away into the dust.

Jessica hit the ground hard, back first, a sharp grunt tearing from her throat. Before she could recover, Cael followed through, straddling her stomach with his weight, one knee digging into her side as he caught both her wrists and forced them into the dirt.

Pinned.

Her body twisted beneath him, warm, supple, and maddeningly close. The struggle made her dress shift, the tight fabric pulling free from where it had been neatly fixed in place. The neckline slipped lower, baring more of her chest, the swell of her breasts flushed from exertion, the nipples erect, poked out from the top. 

“Stop struggling! I’ve won,” Cael told her. 

“Never,” Jessica said. And then, she tried to bite his arm. 

Cael let go of her wrists and jumped back, eyes wide. “What the fuck! You tried to bite me!” 

Jessica shot to her feet and wiped off the dirt from her buttocks before she extended her hand towards her sword that lay on the ground. It flew towards her and she caught it deftly. Her teeth gritted, she let out a low growl as she stepped towards him, sword in hand threateningly. 

“No,” Cael said as he took a step back. “Put that down. I won. This is over.” 

“It’s not over until one of us dies,” Jessica said, pure rage in her eyes. 

“If you kill me, Ilaria is going to hurt you so much,” Cael promised. 

“Ilaria is my goddess and I welcome being punished by her. You, on the other hand, are a puny piece of shit human that I am going to kill,” Jessica said. 

Cael believed her. 

She absolutely meant to kill him. 

She was nuts, he realised. 

He glanced at his sword. It lay twenty away from him, the blade dug into the ground, the handle sticking out, waiting to be grabbed. If he ran towards it, Jessica would cut him down long before he got there. And unlike Jessica, he couldn’t just extend his hand and have the thing fly towards him. 

He would have to fight her unarmed. 

But then the light dimmed.

A massive shadow swept across the training field, blotting out the late morning sun in a long, predatory arc. It was so vast it swallowed the dirt arena and half the forest beyond. Both Cael and Jessica froze, their duel forgotten, eyes drawn skyward.

“You… you saw that shadow, right?” Cael asked. 

“I did…” Jessica replied. 

“I don’t think us humans have flying stuff like that anymore…” Cael mumbled. 

And then came the sound — a shriek, metallic and animal all at once, it ripped across the sky like steel tearing in two. It made Cael’s ears ring and his gut twist. He had never heard anything like it before. 

Jessica’s face changed. For the first time since he had met her, there was no smirk, no flirtation, no playfulness, no anger. Just shock — and something dangerously close to fear.

“That’s definitely not human!” Cael said.

“That…” her voice trembled before hardening, “that sounds like a Veydrak.”

The name felt alien on Cael’s tongue, sharp and wrong. “Veydrak? What’s a Veydrak?” he asked, certain he’d never heard of such a creature before. 

Jessica didn’t look at him. Her eyes searched the sky, wide and wary. “It’s a monster from Virelya,” she muttered, half to herself. “They… shouldn’t be here.”

The shadow swept over them again, and this time the shriek split the heavens so violently that Cael staggered back, covering one ear. His eyes darted up and he saw it.

The creature hovered above the treeline, vast wings beating the air with hurricane force. Its body was serpentine but heavily muscled, scales black as obsidian, catching faint glimmers of green and violet where the light struck. Its maw gaped wide, rows of jagged teeth glistening, drool burning as it hissed and shrieked again. Its eyes glowed with a molten hunger, bright as two furnaces set in a skull that looked wrong.

The sheer size of it dwarfed everything around. The lake, the forest, the training ground — all looked like toys beneath the monster’s wings.

“That looks like a dragon,” Cael said, before adding with a chuckle, “If it were massively oversized and terrifying to look at.” 

“Dragon?” Jessica asked as she glanced at him, eyes quizzical. “I’ve never seen one of them before.” 

“They’re not real. Just sort of made up creatures,” Cael said as he continued to stare at the Veydrak. 

“Why would you tell me about a made up monster? And why do you humans make up monsters? That’s so weird. You humans are so weird,” Jessica said through gritted teeth. 

Aserathi are so much fucking weirder, Cael thought. But he didn’t say it out loud. Jessica seemed the type to be up for an argument just for the sake of it even if there was a monster lurking around ready to eat them. 

“Is it dangerous?” Cael asked. “Like… maybe it’s vegetarian?” 

“Do those teeth look like they’re made for vegetables, you stupid human?” Jessica growled, anger in her voice. 

Cael was getting really tired of Jessica’s attitude. One moment, flirty, the next, a lesbian apparently, followed immediately by human hater.  

“How do we kill it?” Cael asked. 

“Kill it? You think a puny little human like you can kill it?” Jessica scoffed. 

Despite the beast lurking above, Cael turned to look at Jessica, seriously annoyed, he was about to snap back at her when he noticed the fear in her eyes, her pale skin, her body literally trembling.  

She was afraid and her fear was coming out as anger towards him. 

“Hey,” Cael waved at her. “Look at me.” 

Jessica turned to look at him. “What?” 

“I don’t want to die. I’m guessing you don’t want to die either, do you?” 

“Of course I don’t want to die, you stupid human. I want to become the next Archon!” 

There was a fair amount to unpick there, but Cael decided now was not the time. He took a deep breath to calm himself. “So, how do we kill the thing?” 

Jessica swallowed hard, her fists tightening. “The only way to kill it…” she muttered, voice taut, “is to take its head.”

Take his head? What was it with the Aserathi? Even their monsters have to be decapitated?

Before Cael could process how exactly he was supposed to decapitate an enormous Aserathi dragon, the Veydrak dipped lower, the shadow swallowing them whole.


Chapter 11

The Veydrak’s shriek rattled the bones in Cael’s chest as it dove, its shadow twisting across the training ground like a tidal wave. Cael’s instinct roared louder than thought—he sprinted to where his sword still jutted from the dirt. His fingers curled around the hilt just as the beast’s claws raked across the earth, carving trenches deep enough to swallow him whole. 

The ground shook, dust rising, metal hung in the air, mangled remains of the obstacle course.

Jessica seemed to have snapped out of her shock induced daze. She was already in motion, her conjured sword shimmering green-black as she darted toward the monster with surprising speed, her French maid outfit fluttering like ridiculous battle banners around her thighs. Despite her earlier moment of fear, Cael had a feeling she had fought such creatures before. 

She looked impressive. The speed, the focus, the dress, but Cael didn’t have time to marvel. The Veydrak swung its massive head low, jaws yawning wide enough to engulf a horse, and lunged straight at Jessica. 

She braced, sword raised high—but she was too close. 

Too slow.

Cael moved. 

He didn’t think, didn’t plan. 

His body seemed to know as he hurtled towards her at incredible speed. He slammed into her side at the last second, tackling her out of the creature’s gaping maw. Its teeth snapped shut where she had stood, the sound like a steel trap. They tumbled across the dirt, dust in his throat, heat in his veins. He barely registered her gasp as his hand, tangled in her dress, ripped fabric apart in a brutal tear.

When they skidded to a stop, Jessica lay beneath him—completely naked, her clothes shredded off by the violence of his rescue. Her bare skin glistened with sweat and dust, flushed with adrenaline, her chest heaving beneath him. Her sword had clattered somewhere into the dirt.

Jessica’s eyes, wide at first, quickly narrowed into that maddening smirk even here, even like this. “Really, Cael? You can’t keep your cock under control even for a moment?” she asked as her hand moved down to his lap. “You know I don’t like men… even if you are cute,” she winked at him. 

“It was an accident,” Cael grumbled. And then wondered why she was touching his cock over his clothes. Wasn’t she a lesbian? And was this really the time to play mind games? 

He yanked himself up, dragging Jessica with him as the Veydrak bellowed again, furious at its missed kill.

Its massive tail swept through the training ground like a whip, splintering the fence posts into matchsticks. Cael shoved Jessica behind him, bracing his sword just in time to deflect the tail. The impact rattled through his arms and nearly tore his shoulders from their sockets, but he held. The ground ripped beneath his heels, dirt spraying.

Jessica recovered quickly. She snatched her weapon back from the ground and fought utterly unashamed of her nudity. She darted left, slashing at one of the beast’s wings, green sparks spraying as her blade skidded against scale. The Veydrak roared in pain, rearing its head, it snapped down toward her.

“Jessica!” Cael shouted, lunging. 

She was trapped, too close to dodge this time. 

His legs burned with speed that startled him and he closed the distance in a heartbeat. Just as the beast’s fangs closed around her, Cael hooked an arm around Jessica’s waist and yanked her out of death’s jaws, spinning them both away in a spray of dirt, her naked body pressed against his as they tumbled together in the dirt.

And when they came to a halt, he was on top of her once more. 

Jessica laughed breathlessly. “You’re a persistent one, aren’t you? But it’s still a no. I just don't like cock,” she said as her hand once more moved to his cock. 

Cael didn’t respond. There was something seriously wrong with the girl. They were about to be literally eaten alive, yet she still had time to tease? And how many times had her personality changed in the last few minutes? From angry, to scared, to man hating lesbian, to horny lesbian? 

He did not need this right now.

The Veydrak’s fury was all around them, its claws tearing trenches, its tail smashing posts into dust. Cael knew they couldn’t keep dodging forever.

He darted forward, sword flashing. This time, he aimed higher. He leapt, his feet kicking off a splintered post, launching him into the air. His blade arced down toward the beast’s eye.

The Veydrak screeched as the blade bit deep, hot black ichor spraying across Cael’s chest, burning like acid where it touched skin. He ripped his sword free and tumbled to the ground, rolling hard, ribs screaming as he crashed.

Jessica darted in, her blade slashing at the exposed joint of the wing, cutting deep this time. The beast stumbled, one wing faltering, but its tail lashed out in blind fury, catching her full across the ribs. She went flying, naked body crashing into the dirt with a sickening thud. She groaned but didn’t get up.

Rage ignited inside Cael. His vision sharpened until he could see every scale, every jagged tooth, every droplet of blood dripping from his blade. His legs burned as he charged faster than he thought possible.

The Veydrak lunged again, jaws snapping, claws tearing at the ground. Cael ducked, then rolled forward and sprang up with the force of his whole body behind his strike. His blade struck across the thick column of its neck and lodged itself in. The beast shrieked, twisting, blood spraying like fire, it burned Cael. 

But he didn’t let go of the handle as he swung from the beast’s neck.

Instead, he swung himself up onto the head of the beast and then pulled his sword free. With a guttural roar, Cael swung again, the blade seeming to glow with his will, his rage. The sword cleaved deep. Cael wrenched it free and with every ounce of his strength, he struck again, aiming to decapitate the monster. 

The Veydrak’s scream shattered the sky, then it cut short.

Its massive head, eyes still burning with molten fury, tumbled free from its body. Cael rolled off its neck as the beast’s corpse collapsed into the dirt with a thunderous crash, shaking the ground so violently Cael stumbled back, breath ragged, chest heaving.

Silence followed, save for Cael’s heavy breathing and thundering heart beating in his chest. 

He stood over the fallen Veydrak, staring at the sheer monstrosity of what he had just killed. 

Its massive body sprawled across the training ground, crushing posts and churning the dirt beneath its bulk.

Black, scale-armoured hide gleamed with an unnatural sheen, like obsidian slick with oil, each plate jagged and overlapping like shards of broken stone. Its wings, vast, leathery things, lay twisted and torn, still twitching in the aftermath of death, their span so wide they seemed capable of blotting out the entire sky. The severed head lay several feet away, its maw gaping open, filled with curved fangs longer than Cael’s forearm.

The silence was cut suddenly by Jessica’s pained groan. 

Cael suddenly remembered she had been smashed by the beast. He dropped his sword, his hand trembling, he ran towards Jessica, his ribs burning from where the monster must have clipped him, though his brain fuzzy, he couldn’t remember the moment. 

She was on her back in the dirt, hair fanned out around her head like dark silk, her legs sprawled, body bare. For a fleeting moment, he caught the sight of her breasts rising and falling with shallow breaths, her skin streaked with dirt and sweat. Relief washed through him. She was alive.

Reaching her, he dropped to his knees beside her.

He tore his own shirt off and draped it carefully across her body, covering her chest and hips so she wouldn’t be exposed to the open sky, or to him. Then he slipped one hand beneath her head, cradling it, he lowered it gently onto his lap.

Her lashes fluttered, and then her eyes opened, bright, hazy, and a little unfocused. She looked up at him, her lips parting slightly, a faint smile tugging at the corner of her mouth even through the exhaustion.

“Did you kill the Veydrak to impress me?” she asked. 

“I did,” Cael said, deciding to play along. She had almost died. “Did it work?” 

“No,” Jessica said as her hand moved down to his lap and felt for his cock. 

“Can you walk?” Cael asked, deciding to ignore her hand. 

Jessica tried to get up, but grimacing, she shook her head. “I think I might need to rest here awhile.” 

Cael placed one arm under her back and another arm under her knees and scooped her up. He began to walk towards the lake house and made it to the rear door when it opened and Clarissa appeared, a kitchen knife in hand. 

“What was that noise?” she asked. 

Cael couldn’t remember the Aserathi name for the monster. “There was a dragon,” he said. “It’s dead now.” 

“Dragon?” Clarissa asked. “What do you mean dragon? Dragons aren’t real…” 

“Well, it’s not a human dragon. It’s an Aserathi one,” Cael said and judging by the look on Clarissa’s face, it probably wasn’t helpful. “Do you want to see it? It’s in the training field.” 

“Yeah… maybe,” Clarissa said, her knife hand lowering. “It’s definitely dead?” she asked and when Cael nodded, she continued, “An Aserathi dragon, huh? Never seen one of those before…” 

“It’s not a dragon. It’s a Veydrak,” Jessica said. “Now if you’re done chit chatting, I’d like to have a hot bath. Carry me inside, human!” 

Clarissa, who had emerged from the lake house, knife in hand, ready to battle whatever monster was out there, either hadn’t seen Jessica, or hadn’t appreciated the sight before her, too concerned about the monster. 

But now, as she looked at the Aserathi, her jaw tightened. “Why is she always naked?” 

“Her clothes got torn off in the battle,” Cael said quickly. 

“Right,” Clarissa nodded. 

“Where is Asha?” Cael asked, hoping to change the subject. 

“She’s hiding under the bed. You need to train that girl, Cael. It’s a rough world out there and she’s way too soft.” 

“Are you still standing here?!” Jessica snapped. 

Cael was about to walk into the house, Jessica still in his arms, when a portal opened up before him and out stepped Ilaria. 

Jessica, who had been resting in his arms, now pushed him away with haste and dropped to her knees before Ilaria, completely naked, Cael’s shirt having flown off her chest. 

Ilaria looked exhausted, red circles under her eyes, she ignored Jessica and Clarissa completely and walked towards Cael. She wrapped her arms around him and rested her head on his chest, her body sagging against his. 

“Hey, you alright?” Cael asked as he held her up. 

“Things are bad, babe. Moraine wasn’t trying to go back to the Aserathi home world. She opened a portal to our home world and now hundreds of monsters are flooding through it.” 


Chapter 12

Ilaria slumped on the dining table chair, red circles around her eyes, her hair a mess, there was a scar on her left cheek. Her normally immaculate clothes were covered in dirt and torn in places. 

Ilaria was an Archon. 

Who on earth had managed to hurt her like that? What on earth had managed to hurt her like that? 

“Moraine wasn’t planning on going back to the Aserathi home world,” Ilaria said as she sipped on the glass of water Jessica had placed before her. “She opened a portal to Drazhenmar that we can’t close from this side.” 

Cael didn’t know what Drazhenmar was, so he asked.

“Drazhenmar?”

So Ilaria explained. 

Drazhenmar was a jagged expanse on the Aserathi home world of Virelya where the earth itself seemed sharpened into blades. Black basalt cliffs rose like the teeth of a beast, shrouded in ash storms that never cleared. The air stank of iron and smoke, and every shadow seemed alive.

Drazhenmar belonged not to the Aserathi, but to another race who rivalled them—creatures known as the Varakthar. Unlike the Aserathi, who possessed elegance and beauty that masked their strength, the Varakthar were brutal and primal in appearance, humanoid but with blue skin and beastly features. Their power equalled the Aserathi in raw strength, and in addition to that, they commanded fearsome beasts known as the Draalhounds. 

The Varakthar fought side by side with their Draalhounds—hulking, four-legged monsters with impenetrable hides, jaws powerful enough to split stone, and a venomous roar that could paralyse foes from hundreds of meters away. In Drazhenmar, packs of these horrors prowled the canyons, loyal only to their Varakthar masters.

“Now the monsters in Drazhenmar are coming through the portal. It won’t be long before the Varakthar discover the portal and come through themselves,” Ilaria said. “I need to close the portal before that happens.” 

“But you said we can’t close it from this side?” Cael asked. 

Ilaria nodded, exhaustion etched across her pretty face. “I need to go to Drazhenmar and close it from their side.” 

“Will you be able to come back if you close the portal?” 

“There will be a small window for me to jump back before the portal closes completely,” Ilaria said. 

“Should be a piece of cake for an Archon, right?” Cael asked. 

“I wish, babe,” Ilaria said. “I think Thaleira is sending me in as punishment…” 

“What happened to you?” Cael asked, nodding at the scar on her cheek. 

“I got into a fight with one of the monsters that came through the portal,” Ilaria said. “I killed the beast but it did have some talent.” 

It wasn’t easy to break skin on an Aserathi, let alone an Archon. It must have been some monster that had come through. And then, Cael remembered the dragon he had killed in the training field. 

“We fought a dragon today. I think that must have come through the portal too,” Cael said. 

“Dragon?” Ilaria looked at him quizzically. 

“It was a Veydrak, Goddess,” Jessica said. She stood with her bottom resting against a kitchen counter, completely nude, she glared at Cael. 

Ilaria turned to look back at Jessica. “Why are you naked?” she asked with a frown. “What happened to your French maid’s outfit?” 

“Cael tore it off me,” Jessica said accusatorily. 

Ilaria turned to look at him now, confusion in her eyes. “Cael?” 

“You are such a lying shit stirrer,” Cael snapped at Jessica, really annoyed now. “I did not rip her clothes off. Well, I did but…” he stopped and sighed. 

Ilaria waited patiently for Cael to explain. So he did. He told her about the Veydrak that attacked them as they duelled in the training arena, and how, during the battle, when Cael saved Jessica’s life, her dress tore off. 

“Seriously, her dress came off really easily. I barely touched it,” Cael said, feeling his cheeks redden even though he didn’t do anything wrong.  

“There was a Veydrak here and you killed it?” Ilaria asked in awe. 

“It was teamwork,” Cael said. 

“He’s being modest. That human has extraordinary talent… It just doesn’t make sense,” Jessica said grumpily. 

Ilaria turned to look back at her again. “Why are you even here? Go to your room and torture yourself,” she snapped. 

“Yes goddess,” Jessica said without hesitation before she rushed off to obey. 

“Torture yourself?” Cael asked. 

Ilaria shrugged her shoulders. “I’m tired, babe. But I don’t have time to recover. It’s like Thaleira is sending me to my death on purpose which… it’s an extreme reaction even for one of the Seven Sisters.” 

Ilaria went on to explain her concerns. Moraine opening a portal Drazhenmar and making sure it could only be closed from the other side made no sense. The monsters pouring into Thaleria’s domain would not stay there forever. They would spread through the whole world, affecting every single one of the Seven Sisters. 

“Thaleria sending me alone to Drazhenmar makes no sense. It’s a suicide mission. I should either go as part of a group of elite Aserathi to close the portal, or I should hunt down Moraine and seek an answer from her,” Ilaria said as she sighed deeply.  

Cael had already met one of the monsters that came through the portal. It was fearsome, and he got lucky he came out of it relatively unscathed. But ordinary humans would not fare so well. That portal needed to be closed. 

“I’ll come with you,” Cael said. 

“Through the portal to Drazhenmar?” Ilaria asked, and then she shook her head. “No, babe. It’s too dangerous for you.” 

“I killed a Devrak,” Cael said. “And without injury,” he added, taking a dig at the scar on her cheek. 

“Devrak?” Ilaria frowned. “Do you mean the Veydrak?” 

“I mean the dragon,” Cael grumbled. “I’m not going to let you go alone,” he added, determinedly. 

Ilaria stared at him for a long time. And then, she said, “Killing a Veydrak is impressive… you must have gotten very strong, babe. And two of us together, we could maybe pull it off.”

“Right,” Cael nodded. “Let’s do this.” 

“Okay, babe,” Ilaria smiled. “But… you have to do one thing before we leave.” 

“Yeah, sure,” Cael said. “What is it?” 

“You need to sleep with Jessica,” Ilaria said.


Chapter 13

Cael and Ilaria sat at the kitchen table in her large house. Cael was feeling a little groggy from his battle with the dragon. Ilaria was looking much worse for wear. 

So it was entirely possible either she had misspoken, or he had misheard. 

Cael stared at Ilaria for a long time. She stared back at him. The silence dragged on. Finally, he said, “Sorry, what?” 

“I need you to sleep with Jessica,” Ilaria said softly. 

Right. So he hadn’t misheard. “Why exactly do I need to sleep with Jessica?” 

“Babe, you have the power of Maelthor the Undying, right?” Ilaria asked. 

Cael nodded slowly. 

“By sleeping with me, you gained my strength and speed, right?” Ilaria continued, talking slowly as if he were a child. 

“Just get to the point,” Cael grumbled. 

“By sleeping with Jessica, you’ll gain her ability to fly. That would be a very helpful power to have in Drazhenmar,” Ilaria said quickly. 

It made sense, Cael supposed. He had seen Jessica fly. She could move quickly and with precision. That sort of power could be very helpful. 

But sleeping with Jessica? The girl was hot. But crazy. And also. 

“Isn’t she a lesbian?” Cael asked.

“She’s my slave,” Ilaria said. “If I have to hold her down while you fuck her babe, I’ll do that.” 

“Yeah, I am not doing that!” Cael said, his hands raised. 

“You did it before,” Ilaria said, pouting. 

“That was very different and you know it!” Cael growled. 

“Okay fine. So you won’t do it because you think she’s a lesbian right? And won’t be into it?” 

Cael nodded. That was one of his concerns. Or at least, his main concern. There was also the fact that she was a crazy bitch. 

“Jessica is here voluntarily as my slave. She’s into submission. The more humiliating the act she does for me, the more it turns her on to show me how devoted she is. She will sleep with you and she will hate it, but at the same time, she will enjoy it very much as I will be watching,” Ilaria said. 

Cael still wasn’t sure how he felt about this. He didn’t like the power of Maelthor the Undying. Sleeping with women to replicate their power and make them fall in love with him? It was such a… what was the word? A dirty power? 

“If I sleep with her, she’s going to fall in love with me. That’s going to be a problem, isn't it?” Cael asked. 

“Too many women loving you is a problem, babe?” Ilaria asked, her eyes sparkling despite her exhaustion. 

“You know what I mean. She’s never going to agree to having sex with me if she knows what will happen to her,” Cael said. 

“I will tell her the truth babe and let her decide,” Ilaria said. 

“The whole truth?” 

“Yes. Sort of,” Ilaria said, before adding. “I can’t tell her you have the power of Maelthor the Undying. That would be a dangerous secret to let out, babe. Every one of the Seven Sisters and their Archons would come after you. But I will tell Jessica as much of the truth as possible and let her decide, promise,” she said as she reached for his hands across the table. 

Cael felt uneasy about it. Having sex with women and making them devoted to him felt wrong. Even if the women had sex knowing this, it still felt wrong. He was gaining power over them. A permanent one. 

Cael weighed the pros and cons of what Ilaria was proposing. Do something morally questionable to potentially save hundreds of thousands of lives? It could even be millions of human lives on the line. If they couldn’t close the portal, monsters would continue to come through. They would ravage towns and kill humans on a scale that would rival what the Aserathi did. 

And if the Varakthar started to come through, well, things would become much worse. How evil must they be that the Aserathi feared them? 

“Fine,” Cael finally said. “If Jessica agrees knowing she will fall in love with me, I’ll have sex with her.” 

* * *

There was no time like the present and Ilaria had a deadline. She was supposed to be heading to Buckingham Palace right this moment. The portal that led back to her home world was in the black spire that had shot out from the courtyard in the palace during the merging of their two worlds. 

Ilaria had come to say goodbye to him. That's why she was here. It was supposed to be a quick detour. She feared Thaleira would know if she did not go through the portal soon. 

“Is she omniscient?” Cael asked as Ilaria held him by the hand and led him down the steps that led to the small room below the kitchen. 

“I think so,” Ilaria said. “She is a goddess.” 

And Jessica calls you a goddess, but you’re not omniscient, Cael thought. And then he remembered Jessica planned on taking Ilaria’s position as Archon one day. Was the girl just pretending to be submissive to lower Ilaria’s guard so she could kill her? 

Ilaria opened the door to the little room under the kitchen. Jessica was lying on the bed, naked, her legs spread apart, there was a dildo in her bottom. She held a whip in her right hand and her pussy was red. 

“Were you whipping your pussy you disgusting little slut?” Ilaria asked, her brows furrowing. 

“Yes, goddess,” Jessica said. “Because you told me to punish myself, goddess.” 

“And do you think this is sufficient punishment?” Ilaria asked as she sat on the bed beside Jessica. 

“No, goddess,” Jessica said. 

Ilaria placed her hand on Jessica’s breasts, she fondled them first, then grabbed her nipples and squeezed hard, causing Jessica to hold back a grimace. Ilaria’s hand trailed down Jessica’s body, past her navel area, it came to rest on her pussy. 

“I don’t think you’ve been hitting yourself hard enough, piggy,” Ilaria said as she grabbed Jessica’s labia and pulled. 

“No goddess, I haven’t,” Jessica said, her body now tense. 

Ilaria let go of Jessica’s pussy and took the whip from the girl’s hand. “I want you to keep your legs open and exposed to me, no matter how hard I strike you,” she said. 

“Yes, goddess,” came Jessica’s reply. 

What followed was brutal. 

Jessica lay on her back, naked, her nipples erect, her legs spread apart, a dildo in her bottom, she was exposed and vulnerable. 

Ilaria had a whip in her hand and she began to strike Jessica’s pussy with it. There was Archon power behind each strike. Cael could see Jessica struggling to obey Ilaria’s command and keep her legs open. Her pussy had turned a dark red, her body jolted with every strike and tears had formed in her eyes. 

It was a strange sight, seeing a woman like that. Part of him felt bad for Jessica, another part of him was turned on. Having such power of a hot woman must be intoxicating.

Ilaria finally relented. But by then, Jessica was a weeping mess. She closed her legs and curled up in a cocoon as she cried silently. 

But Ilaria wasn’t done. 

She reached behind the girl and pulled out the dildo from her bottom. “Open,” she said. 

Despite being curled up, eyes closed as water ran down them, Jessica opened her mouth. Ilaria shoved the dildo into Jessica’s mouth roughly. She made the girl lie flat on her front and lift her ass in the air, legs spread apart once more, she pulled at Jessica’s ass cheeks, her rosebud gaped, the dildo having done its job. 

Ilaria retrieved a cane from the single wardrobe in the room. She then sat on Jessica’s head, facing the girl’s raised bottom, cane in hand. 

Cael knew what was to come next and he watched in horrified fascination. Ilaria glanced at him for a moment, a smirk on her face, she began to whip Jessica’s exposed rosebud. Worse still, as she remained sitting on her head, she commanded Jessica to spread apart her ass cheeks so her hole gaped as it was caned. 

“Um… do I need to be here for this?” Cael asked, a little concerned by how much punishment Jessica was taking. He was still turned on, but at the same time, it felt wrong. 

“I’m done, babe,” Ilaria said as she stopped whipping Jessica’s bottom.

She walked over to him now and dropping the cane, she kissed him on the lips as her hand moved down to his cock. She felt it over his clothes before her hand dug in between his trousers. 

The warmth of her hand felt good against his cock and Cael placed his hands on her buttocks as she explored his mouth. His hands moved up to her hips and then he pulled down her skirt and panties. As it fell down to her ankles, she thrust her hips forward, her pussy rubbed against his hand. She was wet and hot. 

Cael’s cock was raging inside his trousers, struggling against the tight space made tighter by Ilaria’s hand.

He unbuckled his belt and let it drop.

His cock now free, Ilaria guided it to her opening.

As the tip inserted, the warmth and wetness surrounding it, Cael moved his hands up to her breasts. He was about to rip off her blouse when Ilaria stepped back, a mischievous look in her eyes. 

Cael’s cock slipped out of her pussy, it hung erect, throbbing. Ilaria took off her blouse and her bra. She stood naked before him now and then slowly, she spread her legs and lowered her bottom, letting it hover above the floor, she took his cock in her mouth. 

Ilaria was an expert when it came to toying with his cock.

Her tongue swirled around his head and at the same time, somehow probed the sensitive part of his tip. And the way she lowered herself, her bottom hovering just above the floor, her legs spread apart, he had a perfect view of her delicious pussy and her ample breasts. 

As her lips left his cock, she gave it a kiss and then climbed to her feet. “Come, babe,” Ilaria said as she held his cock and led him towards the bed where Jessica lay, once more curled up with her eyes closed, the dildo in her mouth.  

She had stopped crying, which Cael supposed was good. Seeing a woman like that, why was his cock still hard? 

Ilaria let go of Cael’s cock as she sat on the bed. Jessica was facing towards the wall and away from them. Ilaria slapped Jessica’s bottom hard, causing the girl to shudder and leaving a handprint on her bottom. 

“Lie on your back, spread your legs and open your eyes, whore,” Ilaria said, her tone harsh. 

Jessica obeyed instantly. She turned to lie on her back as her eyes flung open and her legs spread apart. Cael’s eyes drifted to Jessica’s pussy, which was now red and puffy. 

Ilaria took the dildo from Jessica’s mouth and shoved it roughly into the girl’s anus. She then grabbed Jessica’s nipples in her fingers and squeezed them hard as she stared into the girl’s eyes. Jessica’s mouth opened in a silent cry. 

“Tell me, whore, what are you?” Ilaria asked, still squeezing the girl’s nipples as hard as she could. 

“I am your slave, goddess. I am your property, goddess, I exist to please you, goddess,” Jessica said, her voice strained.

“Do you love me, slave girl?” 

Jessica, who had been staring up at the ceiling, now turned her head towards Ilaria. “Yes… of course I love you, goddess,” she whispered. 

Ilaria let go of Jessica’s nipples. Her hand trailed down her body. It came to rest on Jessica's pussy. “Keep those legs parted, you little bitch.” 

Was Ilaria going to start torturing Jessica again? 

Yes, was the answer. 

She began to slap Jessica’s pussy, each strike harder than the one before. With each strike, Jessica’s body shuddered, her breasts quivered. But she kept her legs apart even as the tears began to bubble around her eyes. 

Ilaria finally stopped slapping the girl’s pussy. She lowered her head and kissed Jessica on the lips. 

It was a passionate kiss, soft, loving, a total change from earlier. Jessica kissed back as her body relaxed.       

“You’re a good little girl, aren’t you?” Ilaria cooed. 

Jessica nodded. “Yes, goddess.” 

“Your love for me knows no limits, does it?” 

“No, goddess. I would do anything for you,” Jessica said. 

“You don’t like cock, do you, my little slutty whore. But you would suck it for me, wouldn’t you?” Ilaria asked. 

“Yes, goddess, I would suck cock for you,” Jessica said without hesitation.  

“Good little slut,” Ilaria said and then, she reached back for Cael and his cock, which to his surprise, was still hard. Taking it in her hand, she led it to Jessica’s mouth. “Suck, my little slut.”   

Jessica looked up at him, their eyes met. She didn’t have the usual anger or annoyance in them. She looked to be lost in love or lust, Cael couldn’t tell. She had an incredibly attractive body. Clear skin, perfect hips, large but firm breasts, long slim legs. 

Cael found himself conflicted. The whole situation was weird. He was turned on, his cock hard as she took it in his mouth, she seemed to be doing it voluntarily, and having her power would help greatly when he ventured into the unknown. 

Jessica, who had briefly met his eyes as she took his cock in her mouth, now looked away, her eyes on Ilaria’s naked form. 

“Look at him as you suck his cock,” Ilaria commanded as she now gently rubbed Jessica’s sore vagina. 

Jessica looked up at Cael, their eyes meeting again. Ilaria took his hand and guided it to Jessica’s breasts. “Do you like, babe?” she asked, a glint in her eyes. “She can be our little fuck toy to enjoy as we please.” 

At that moment, the thought of having both women was incredibly hot and Cael wanted to shove his cock down Jessica’s throat.

“Will you submit to my man here?” Ilaria asked Jessica. 

A cock in her mouth, Jessica gurgled a response. 

“Nod your head, you little slut,” Ilaria cooed. 

Jessica nodded her head as she continued to suck his cock. 

“Will you submit to his every desire for me? Will you give your body and mind to him the way you have given it to me? Will you learn to love him?” Ilaria cooed. “Will you do all of that to please me?” 

Jessica nodded her head best as she could.

“Good girl,” Ilaria said, her voice soft. “Babe,” she looked up at Cael. “I think it’s time for you to fuck my little slut.” 

Cael moved into position, climbing onto the bed, his cock between her parted legs, he pulled out the dildo from her ass and stared at the gape. 

“Do you want to butt fuck her?” Ilaria asked, an eyebrow raised. 

“Uhh…” Cael didn’t know how to answer that. The truth was, yeah he did want to know what it would feel like to have his cock inside Jessica’s inviting bottom. But would he still gain Jessica’s powers if he did? And how would the girl feel about it? 

“You can put it in, if you’d like, babe,” Ilaria said. “Just don’t come inside her anus. Save it for her pussy.” 

Ilaria joined him by climbing onto the bed, except she was on the other end of Jessica. Her knees rested on either side of the girl’s head as she lowered her pussy onto Jessica’s mouth. 

“Come,” Ilaria said. “Kiss me, babe.” She leaned forward, chest jutted, her breasts displayed themselves invitingly. 

As Cael leaned in to kiss her, his cock rubbed against Jessica’s gaping rosebud without fully entering. As his lips locked with Ilaria's, his hands wandered from her breasts down to Jessica’s. Ilaria took his cock and guided it into the gaping anus. 

Cael was pleasantly surprised as his cock entered her ass. It felt so warm and snug in there. He grabbed Jessica’s tits like they were handles on his motorbike, squeezing them hard as he began to fuck her ass. Hearing Jessica moan in pain and pleasure, the sound muffled beneath Ilaria’s pussy, Cael was about to cum. 

He pulled his cock out of her ass and drove it into Jessica’s cunt where he shot load after load, filling her up. 


Chapter 14

As Cael dressed, he watched as Ilaria remained with her pussy firmly planted on Jessica’s face, she grinded her hips, her moans rising until the orgasmed. A softer side of Ilaria emerged. She kissed Jessica on the lips and stroked her hair as her hand gently massaged the girl’s nipples. 

Ilaria spoke loving words to her slave. She also dug into Jessica’s pussy to fish out his sperm, which she fed to the girl. And after that, Ilaria lay on top of Jessica briefly, their naked bodies hugging together. 

Cael felt his cock begin to grow again… 

“Should we go?” Cael asked. 

“Right,” Ilaria climbed off her slave.

As she went to put her clothes on, Cael approached Jessica, who was still lying naked on the bed, her legs spread apart. 

“Hey, you alright?” Cael asked. 

She looked up at him, a deep submission in her eyes. And then she blinked. “Oh. You,” Jessica frowned. “I can’t believe I sucked your cock…”. 

“Oi, bitch face,” Ilaria snapped as she put her skirt on. “You’re going to treat him like your master, do you understand?” 

“Yes goddess,” Jessica said quickly even as she glared up at him. 

“Babe, her ass is yours to fuck any time you want,” Ilaria said to him sweetly as she slipped into her top. 

“Ah, thanks,” Cael said, deciding he was never going to fuck Jessica up the bottom again. Not because it wasn’t great, because it was amazing. But because Jessica was glaring up at him. 

“You should get a shirt, babe, before we go,” Ilaria said, now fully dressed. 

“Right,” Cael nodded. “See you later, or not,” he said to Jessica before he dashed out to find a shirt to wear. 

* * *

Once fully dressed, Cael said his goodbyes to Clarissa and Asha, telling them he would be back soon, without telling them where exactly he was going. He didn’t want them to worry unnecessarily. 

He was going to another planet. 

Cael had no idea where the Aserathi came from. Was it another world in their universe? Or was it from a parallel universe? 

He supposed it didn’t matter. 

An alien planet in this universe or from a parallel universe was still the same. It was another planet. How many humans could say they had stepped foot on another world?

Apparently just before the Aserathi appeared, some humans had taken a spaceship to the moon. That was pretty cool. But another world? Cael was excited. 

He joined Ilaria at the front of the house, where she waited for him. “Can you feel anything, babe?” 

“Do you mean can I fly already?” Cael asked and when Ilaria nodded, he shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t feel any different.” He ran forward and jumped. It was a good jump. High. Very high. But that came from the strength in his legs. “Not yet. It takes some time for it to kick in.” 

“Hopefully not too long, babe,” Ilaria said as she leaped to join him. She held his hand in hers. “Ready?” she asked. 

“Let’s go,” Cael said, a mixture of nerves and excitement pumping through him. 

Ilaria opened up a portal to London and holding hands, they stepped through together. 

* * *

The world snapped back into focus as Cael stepped through the shimmering slit of Ilaria’s portal. His boots struck broken tarmac that was slick with rain and ash. The stench of blood hit his nose before he even had time to take in where he was.

“What the fuck!” Cael muttered.

They’d emerged a stone’s throw from Buckingham Palace, but the palace itself was almost unrecognisable. 

Where once Buckingham had stood proud, white stones gleaming, wrought-iron gates immaculate, it now looked like the carcass of a building. Whole sections of the outer wall were caved in, the elegant balustrades fractured and jagged like broken teeth. Windows were nothing but gaping holes rimmed with shattered glass, their frames splintered, curtains shredded and flapping like torn sails.

The grand front gates hung half-off their hinges, one collapsed inward, the other cracked down the centre as though some beast had clawed its way through. Chunks of stone littered the ground where the façade had been smashed apart. 

And all around them was chaos.

The area just outside Buckingham Palace was alive with screams. Cars were overturned, lampposts bent at ugly angles, and chunks of marble and brick lay strewn across the streets. Human and Aserathi darted between shattered doorways, desperate to escape from the monsters. 

But the monsters were everywhere.

Cael barely had time to process the first monster that lunged at him. It was a four-legged beast with mottled grey flesh that strained over bones that jutted out like knives, its maw split too wide for its skull, rows of sharp teeth glistened menacingly. 

It moved like a wolf but looked like it had been sketched by a madman.

Cael instinctively reached for his sword by his waist. 

But there was nothing there. 

“Fuck!” Cael cursed. 

Why had he left on a journey to another planet, one that he knew was going to be hostile, without his sword? He knew the answer to that question.

Sex.

He was having too much sex with too many beautiful women in strange and wonderful ways.

That’s why he left for a hostile planet without a weapon. Before all these beautiful women came into his life, he didn’t even leave his flat for a trip to the local pub without his sword. 

Perhaps he could punch the beast unconscious. 

He was much stronger now. 

But then, from the corner of his eyes, he spotted Ilaria lift her hand above her head. A sword black as obsidian with glowing veins of green appeared in her hand. She threw it at him before conjuring another sword for herself.   

Cael caught the sword just in time and swung the blade in a wild arc. It cut through the monster’s head. The creature’s momentum carried the body forward, headless, spraying black ichor across his shirt. Cael stumbled back, staring at the carcass with both disgust and fascination.

And then, another monster came at him. 

Cael ducked and rolled across broken glass, before he came up swinging. The blade sparked against bone and cut deep through muscle. The beast screeched, its claw swiping inches from his face, before he drove the sword upward through its chest. It convulsed once and dropped, twitching.

Cael’s chest heaved, adrenaline coursing hot through his veins. The monsters were fast and vicious but he was faster.

Beside him, Ilaria fought like a seasoned professional.

Where Cael hacked and swung, she flowed. Her sword trailed arcs of green light as she weaved through the monsters, slicing limbs with surgical precision, carving through creatures as though they were paper. She didn’t so much as break stride as she cut down the last of the monster before them.

“I think the monsters coming through the portal have overrun the Aserathi in Buckingham Palace, babe,” Ilaria said. 

Cael had figured as much. He could see the dead bodies of Aserathi lying on the ground, identical to humans, the swords of black blades and green lines etched into it lying beside them a giveaway. 

“We need to shut down that portal immediately,” Cael said, as he stared at the enormous, decapitated head of a beast. The body of the beast lay a dozen feet away. It had dozens of legs and armour plates on its back. It reminded him of a centipede, one that was twenty feet long. 

They rushed towards the palace gates. The front courtyard was littered with corpses. The Aserathi had taken a beating from these monsters. Massacre was probably a better word.  

“I don’t get it,” Cael mumbled. “The Aserathi are supposed to be so strong… Some humans think of you guys as gods… How are you getting decimated like this?” 

“Some Aserathi are incredibly strong. Godlike, as you humans think, babe. But most are much stronger than humans, but compared to these beasts, not so strong,” Ilaria said. “And these beasts have experience killing Aserathi. Notice how they tend to go for the neck?” 

Cael had noticed. All the dead Aserathi tended to have wounds only around their necks, like the beasts knew the only way to kill them was to go directly for the jugular. Very few of the dead bodies had injuries on their bodies, though a few did seem to have arms and legs missing. 

They reached the palace doors that were blasted open and hanging off their hinges. Inside, the grand marble halls were wrecked. There was blood smeared across the gilded columns, chandeliers shattered across the floor and portraits clawed into rags of canvas. 

There were more dead bodies lying on the floor, human and Aserathi. There were a few monsters lurking about, eating the dead bodies. Seeing Cael and Ilaria approach, they lifted their heads and after a brief moment of laziness, where the beast's eyes floated over Cael and Ilaria, they charged.

Cael felt no hesitation as they came. 

When one of the beasts charged at him—a grotesque, four-legged thing with a skull-like head—he caught it mid-leap, drove his sword upward through its jaw, and split it in two as its momentum carried it down on him.

Blood sprayed across his face. He didn’t blink.

Room by room, hall by hall, Cael and Ilaria carved a path of silence through the chaos until only the echo of their boots remained as they finally arrived at the courtyard in the centre of Buckingham Palace. 

There it was, the spire that had ripped through the central courtyard, obliterating fountains, gardens, and flagstones to reach the sky.

A pillar of black stone, it dwarfed the palace around it, stabbing into the clouds like a blade. At its base, the air was alive, thick with the hum of unnatural power.

And there, in the centre, a portal yawned.

It wasn’t like the shimmering portals Ilaria opened. This was rawer, darker. A swirling wound of shadow and emerald fire, edges rippling as if the world itself resisted it. 

Cael felt its pull, like gravity dragging at his chest. Beyond, he thought he saw glimpses of something else, a skyline of black towers, shapes that blotted out the horizon, and creatures too large to comprehend moving in the haze.

He didn’t get time to study what lay on the other side of the portal.

With a scream that rattled the windows, a monster shot out from the portal. It was a winged beast with talons wide enough to gut a bus. It came hurtling straight at them.

Cael reacted instinctively.

He stepped forward, lifted his sword, and swung in one fluid strike.

The blade carved the air and the monster. The creature split clean down the middle before its claws even reached the ground, its body slamming into the floor in two lifeless halves.

Cael stood over the corpse, chest rising and falling, blood dripping from his blade. Slowly, he turned to Ilaria. 

“I think you might be at my level, babe,” Ilaria said, smiling in admiration. Her eyes then looked beyond him and at the portal. Her smile faltered. “I guess we should jump through now…” 

But there was hesitation from Ilaria. 

Looking through the portal, Cael could see why. It was her home world, but it was a dark place. Moraine had claimed to want to go back home. But seeing what lay beyond the portal, it was hard to believe that to be true. 

“What was Moraine’s plan?” Cael asked. “Why did she open a portal to your monster world?” 

Ilaria shrugged her shoulders. “It doesn’t make any sense, babe. If you think the monsters are bad, wait till you meet the Varakthar,” she shuddered.   

The rivals of the Aserathi, strong enough to hold their own, Cael was actually curious to meet the Varakthar. Unlike the Aserathi, Cael didn’t hold any grudges against them. Hell, they could turn out to be allies. 

But the portal did need to be closed. The few monsters that had come through already had caused enough damage.  

Ilaria reached for his hand, her chest rising and falling, she gave him a weak smile. And then, together, they stepped into the portal. 


Chapter 15

The moment Cael stepped into the portal, it felt like his body was being torn apart and squeezed back together all at once. His lungs emptied in a violent rush, as if the air itself had been ripped from him. His skin prickled with fire, then froze as though he’d been dunked in ice water. His stomach lurched, falling and rising, twisted into knots that made him think he might vomit, though nothing came.

For a split second, he was nowhere. 

Not in London. 

Not in himself. 

Just suspended in a storm of crushing weight and blinding pressure. 

His head felt like it had been split wide open, every nerve screaming, eyes seared by flashes of green and black light that twisted like veins across the void.

Cael was hurled forward, his body spat from the other side as though the portal itself had rejected him. 

He hit the ground hard, rolling across blackened soil that reeked of ash and iron. His arms stung, his chest heaved as he fought for air, and every bone ached as if he’d been rattled loose inside his own skin.

It was nothing like using a portal back on earth. 

Above him, the air was heavy and wrong, thick with a taste he couldn’t place, like copper and smoke but with something bitter and thick mixed in it.

Cael groaned as he climbed to his feet, his vision still swimming with darkness. Ilaria, who stepped into the portal at the same time as him, didn’t seem to be experiencing the same things. 

Maybe he hadn’t quite reached the same level as her. 

When his vision finally settled, he looked ahead at the land that stretched out in broken ridges of red and black rock.

Jagged and cruel, the ground split in veins as though fire had once clawed its way to the surface. Dust drifted across the plains in low, restless swirls, glowing faintly in the dim half-light.

In the distance, towers loomed, dark, immense things of stone and metal that stabbed into the sky. They weren’t built so much as torn up from the earth, each one crooked, slanted, but impossibly tall. 

The sky itself was worse. A sun hung there, but it wasn’t the life-giving blaze of Earth. This sun was pale, smothered by a haze of shifting clouds, its light blotted and choked. Everything beneath it looked starved of warmth, the colours muted, shadows stretched long and sharp.

Then Cael’s gaze caught movement above.

Shapes wheeled and glided against the dim sky. At first, he thought them distant storms or smudges of cloud, but the shrieks that followed tore away any doubt. They were beasts. Massive, winged things, like Veydraks but leaner, sharper, their wings ragged as if stitched from shadow and bone. They circled the towers like carrion birds.

“So this is home, huh?” Cael asked. “No wonder you lot wanted ran away from this place and came to Earth…” 

“Earth is definitely prettier… But this isn’t home. This is Drazhenmar. Virelya is the name of our planet. The Aserathi live in Valmyrion. It’s a little nicer than Drazhenmar.” 

Cael knew very little about the Aserathi and their home world. Growing up, he’d never really wondered much about where they came from or why they even came. Others had asked those questions without getting any answers. And now, Cael was here, in the world that the Aserathi came from. 

“Are there any Aserathi left in Valmyrion?” he asked.

“There are still many left here, I believe,” Ilaria said. “Many of my friends, I did not find them on Earth.” 

“How did you find our world?” 

“It was the Seven Sisters that found your world and created the merge. I don’t know how they did it but their powers are great,” Ilaria said.

Cel turned to look at the jagged black spire that loomed impossibly tall, stabbing into the dim skies of Drazhenmar. The portal burned into the spire like a wound carved into its surface, an oval of shifting light and shadow, humming with a low, unnatural thrum. Through its rippling veil, he could still glimpse London on the other side: broken stone, the wreckage of Buckingham Palace, and a sky so different from the one above him now.

“How do we close this thing?” Cael asked. 

“I don’t know exactly, babe,” Ilaria muttered as she stared at it. 

“What?” Cael asked. 

“Opening a portal from one place to another on the same world is very different to opening a portal from one planet to another. There will be a power source somewhere, that much I know. If we shut down the power source, the portal should close,” Ilaria said. 

“Okay… where is the power source?” Cael asked. 

Ilaria turned to look at him and sighed. “I love you babe, but you are very impatient.” 

Cael held his response back. He was agitated. He was on another world, one that he knew to be hostile. He wanted to get the hell out of here before they somehow ended up trapped here for good. 

“If we shut down the power source, won’t the portal close immediately?” Cael asked. “We will be stuck here?” 

“That’s a possibility, babe,” Ilaria said. “We will know more once we find the power source. After that, it might be safer for you to jump through before I close it.” 

“But you’ll be trapped here forever,” Cael said. 

“Aww, will you miss me, babe?” Ilaria asked, her lips twitching, before she smiled sadly. “It’s not as bad for me. This is my world, remember. I know people here. It would be good to see them.” 

Cael didn’t believe any of that. Until arriving here, Ilaria had shown no excitement at all of going back to her home world. Even now, as she said the words, her smile said something completely different. 

This world did not hold any fond memories for her. It was a harsh land where the air was thick with heat and ash, and the land was full of monsters. 

Monsters. 

Cael heard them before he saw them. 

The sound of claws, of many feet tearing across the cracked earth. His head snapped around and he saw them cresting the ridge ahead. 

A horde of monsters. 

They came in waves, a grotesque assortment of nightmares given flesh. Hulking brutes with skin like molten stone lumbered forward, their eyes burning with ember-glow.

Lean, wolf-like beasts, their hides stretched taut over spined bones, bounded with unnatural speed, frothing at their jagged maws. Above them, leathery-winged horrors screeched, their shadows cutting across the dim sun.

“Um… Ilaria,” Cael said, as he gripped his sword tightly, feeling panic creeping up. He was strong, but he didn’t think he was strong enough to take the whole lot on. “What’s the plan?” 

Ilaria turned to look at the horde moving towards them at speed. “Run!” she screamed. 

And that was exactly what she did. 

She turned and ran away from the spire and away from the towers in the distance. 

“Really?” Cael asked, a little surprised.

She was an Archon.

Archons’ weren’t supposed to run away from things. He was certain he’d heard the Aserathi make jokes about humans being good at only one thing - running away. 

“Babe,” Ilaria called as she looked back, still running away. “Why aren’t you running away? Humans are supposed to be good at that, right?”

Cael began to run after her. 

As fast as he was, he couldn’t seem to be getting way from the monsters.

And it seemed he was the target.

As he ran past the spire and continued towards the large black rocks ahead, he wondered where he was going. The land before them was flat, save for the rocks that rose up a few hundred meters away. Beyond the rocks, a few miles away, he could see hills and mountains. Would they find safety there, or would the hills turn out to be full of even more monsters? 

What did these monsters even eat? The entire land seemed dead and barren. How was it sustaining the life of such huge beasts? 

Cael managed to catch up to Ilaria. 

“Babe, how are you so fast?” she asked. 

“What’s the plan?” he asked as he ran beside her. 

“I don’t have one, babe. If it were up to me, I would have fortified the other side of the portal to make sure any monster that came through were killed instantly. I would then have gone in search of Moraine to figure out what she’s playing at,” Ilaria said, her face strained as she ran as fast as she could. 

And they were running fast. So fast, dust shot up in the air behind them. But as Cael glanced back, the monsters were as fast. It was a question of who would tire first. Cael had a feeling it would be him and Ilaria that finally succumbed. 

But he was wrong. 

It wasn’t a question of who would tire first.

Because Cael and Ilaria were running straight into a trap. 

As they reached the rocks that rose up six to seven feet in the air, Ilaria stuck her arm out before him as she came to a complete halt.

With almost no notice, Cael wasn’t able to stop.

He slammed into her arm and would have kept on going had she not grabbed him by the shirt, spun him around her, before bringing him to a halt beside her. 

Cael wasn’t sure how she had managed that, or what even exactly happened. But he didn’t have time to be impressed. 

“It’s a trap, babe,” Ilaria said. 

And then, from behind the rocks they came. 

They looked human.

Two arms, two legs, two eyes, one mouth, normal human teeth. But their skin was blue. And they had tails. 

They leapt out from behind the rocks and landed before Ilaria and Cael, armed with black swords with green lines across the blade. The same type of blade Cael had in his hand, he knew they could hurt Aserathi without needing to slice off their heads. 

“Aserathi scum,” a man said as he stepped forward from the rest of the group. “On your knees now.” 

He was a tall man with bulging arms. His blue skin was covered in armoured plating. The sword in his hand was enormous too, the blade wide and curved with jagged edges. 

Cael expected Ilaria to laugh in the man’s face. He expected her to ask the man if he knew who she was, and that he had a few seconds to drop to his knees and beg for mercy. 

But she did none of that. 

She stared at him, fear in her eyes. 

“Hey,” Cael nudged her. “Why don’t we just kill these… Varakthar?” he asked. He assumed these were the rivals of the Aserathi. But there were only a dozen of them and Ilaria was an Archon, and Cael imagined he wasn’t far behind in strength and power. “We can take them, right? 

“You’re Drokhmar the Unyielding,” Ilaria said softly. 

“You know who I am,” Drokhmar said, his lips spreading into an evil grin. “Kneel, Aserathi scum.” 

“I’m not an Aserathi and I don’t know who you are,” Cael said, his tone firm. “But you’re about to get your head sliced off by Ilaria. She’s an Archon.” 

“What are you?” Drokhmar asked as he turned his attention to Cael. 

“Human…” 

“Never heard of you,” Drokhmar said. “Now kneel before I kill you both.” 

As Cael expected, Ilaria kicked into action. Her sword came out swinging at blistering speed, it aimed for Drokhmar’s neck.

What he didn’t expect was for her to shove him in the chest with her free hand at the same time.

And it was a hard shove.

Cael’s feet lifted off the ground as he flew across the flat hard surface and landed a good hundred meters away from Ilaria. 

Run was the word she had screamed as she sent him flying across the dusty plain. 

Cael hit the hard ground with a thud and continued to slide across the rough surface until he crashed into a rock. Her strength was incredible. His chest ached like hell and his vision was blurry. As he sat on his button, his back resting against the rock, he stared ahead at Ilaria. 

She was battling the man named Drokhmar. 

And what a battle it was. 

Ilaria was so incredibly fast, Cael could barely see her move. As he sat and watched, he realised he wasn’t at her level yet. In fact, based on her speed and the fact she could send him flying with a simple shove, if he battled her and she went all out, she would defeat him easily. 

But Drokhmar managed to block her attacks with ease. He was as fast as Ilaria. Except, he didn’t appear to be trying. 

“What the fuck,” Cael mumbled as he managed to climb to his feet. 

Archons were supposed to have powers of gods. Yet, this man was toying with her. As Drokhmar blocked another of her strikes, Ilaria held her left hand out, pointed towards the man, a blast of fire shot out. 

“Fuck yeah,” Cael cheered as the flames engulfed Drokhmar. 

But his celebration was cut short. As the flames vanished, there was no sight of Drokhmar. Ilaria didn’t appear surprised. She turned and struck at thin air. 

Or at least, what was thin air.

Drokhmar appeared out of nowhere, his sword came up in time to block hers and he smiled. “So, the Archons have some talent. Good. This will be fun.” 

Cael watched the duel unfold; his breath caught in his chest. Dust and grit carried on the wind, scratching at his eyes, but he didn’t dare blink. What he was witnessing was something beyond anything Cael could ever hope to match.

Ilaria and Drokhmar were blurs of violence in the dim light, their black blades streaked with green as they clashed again and again. Sparks burst from every strike, sizzling in the air before dying against the cracked ground. 

Cael’s eyes could scarcely follow Ilaria—her movements were so fast she seemed to bend time itself, her form flickering from one stance to the next. The raw force in her speed was awe-inspiring.

But Drokhmar matched her.

The dark warrior’s strikes landed with such crushing weight that every collision forced her back, her feet grinding furrows into the rocky dust. His speed equalled hers, his strength surpassed it, and the wicked smile on his face told Cael he knew it.

Again, Ilaria thrust out a hand. A roar of fire burst from her palm. It was so much brighter than the previous one, so bright it turned the dim world scarlet for an instant. The flames ripped across the ground like a wave, consuming everything in its path, the air itself warping in the heat. Cael squinted against the glare, heat licking at his skin. 

The monsters that had chased them, but came to a halt, surrounding Ilaria as if under the control of Drokhmar, the other Varakthars that had stepped out from behind the rocks and stood watch as Ilaria duelled Drokhmar, they were all engulfed by her flames. 

All burned to ashes.

But Drokhmar was gone. 

Again, he vanished into nothing as the fire tore past where he’d been standing, leaving only blackened stone and drifting smoke. Then he reappeared behind her, sword already swinging.

Ilaria spun, meeting his blade just in time, the collision shattering the air with force enough to send her sliding across the ground. Dust exploded around her feet as she fought for footing, the muscles in her arms taut with strain.

Bit by bit, his power was wearing her down. She moved fast, but every clash sent vibrations through her body. Her breathing had grown heavier, sweat began to form on her skin, visible even from this distance.

And then it happened. 

Drokhmar flickered again, vanishing into the air only for him to reappear above her, descending with a two-handed strike.

Ilaria brought her sword up in time to block the strike, but the power behind it was such that the impact forced her down onto one knee. She screamed, more in rage than pain, and flung him back with an explosion of flames that hurled his body across the ground in a storm of dust.

Cael’s hand tightened on the hilt of his sword as he began to walk towards them. He doubted he was going to be able to make much of a difference in this battle, but he wasn’t going to sit and watch from the sidelines as Ilaria eventually succumbed. 

And that was going to happen, eventually, Cael could tell. 

Ilaria rose again, defiant. 

But Drokhmar was uninjured by her flames and when he resumed his attacks, he came harder and faster, pressing her with relentless strikes. She parried, she countered, her blade a streak of black and green, but the ground itself testified to his power—every time she blocked, her feet slid back, her legs straining against the pressure. 

He was grinding her down, strike by strike, merciless and unyielding.

Cael broke into a run. 

But he was too late. 

Drokhmar found an opening.

He vanished again. She whirled, expecting him at her flank, her sword slashing through empty air. But he materialized low, behind her, his blade swept across her leg. 

Ilaria staggered, her cry of pain lost in the rush of dust as her knees hit the ground. Blood stained the rocky soil beneath her, dark in the dim light.

Drokhmar stood over her, an evil glint in his eyes, he rested his sword on her shoulder, the blade flat, the sharp edge against her neck. 

“That was fun. But you must have known you didn’t stand a chance against me,” Drokhmar said. “Shall I kill you? Or shall I turn you into my slave?”  

Something broke loose inside Cael.

Anger, desperation, he wasn’t sure which, but he ran as fast as he could, his heart thumping in his chest, his boots tore against the rocky ground as he sprinted toward them. 

He wasn’t going to have much luck with his sword.

Drokhmar was far too skilled. 

No. At times like this, he had to be unorthodox. Cael planned to smash into Drokhmar with every ounce of his body. 

And then it happened. 

His legs burned, not with fatigue, but with something raw.

Energy surged through them, as though fire had threaded itself into his veins. His next step didn’t land on the ground at all. Instead, it hurled him upward, a blast of force kicked him off the ground and shot him high into the air.

Cael flew past Ilaria and Drokhmar in an instant, the rush of air tearing at his clothes, his stomach twisting as the world blurred. He caught a glimpse of Drokhmar looking up at him, lips curling in dark amusement. 

Ilaria’s eyes widened, confusion etched across her exhausted face.

Cael flailed, arms reaching out, desperate for something to grab, to anchor himself, but there was nothing. Just air, just speed, just the terrifying realization that he was flying.

“Fuck fuck fuck!” he screamed. 

He had gained Jessica’s ability to fly at the worst time ever.

He had no idea how to control this power. He rocketed onward as panic surged, his mind grasping for control, for balance. But he found none. The barren mountains loomed ahead, their jagged spines clawing into the ashen sky. 

He was going too fast. 

Much, much too fast.

If he didn’t change course, or slow down, he was going to die by flying into a mountain. 

Cael pushed his hands before him. But that did nothing. 

The speed he was flying at was incredible. 

The mountain was right before him now and he braced for impact, placing his arms over his head. 

He struck it like thunder, causing stone to split as he crashed into the side of the mountain. Pain exploded across every nerve as he tumbled down, bouncing off jagged rocks, spinning helplessly down the slope. He hit ground again and again, each impact a hammer-blow, until at last he skidded onto a flat outcropping halfway down the mountain. 

Cael lay there, broken and gasping, dust choked the air, stinging his throat. His body screamed with pain, every limb aching, blood trickling from cuts he couldn’t count. His chest rose in shallow, stuttering breaths. He tried to move, but his muscles refused.

His death would have been tragic if it weren’t so stupid. He wanted to laugh. But he couldn’t move a single muscle. 

He was going to die all alone on an alien planet… Again, he wanted to laugh. Nobody from his little town in the south of England could have imagined this is how he would go out.

What the fuck was he even doing here? 

Playing hero? 

Was that why he was here? Because he wanted to play hero and close the portal to stop the monsters? 

It wasn’t the worst reason to die, Cael thought. With the arrival of the Aserathi, humans tended to die suddenly and randomly. At least he was trying to do some good before he died. He just wished his death hadn’t been so pointless. If he could have slammed into Drokhmar at that speed instead of the mountain, he could have saved Ilaria’s life.  

He saw Ilaria now, in his mind’s eye, kneeling, blade at her throat. She had shoved him away to save his life and he had wasted it.

The edges of his vision began to darken.

His body grew heavier, the pain turning distant, swallowed by encroaching blackness. As consciousness slipped away, his last thought was not of himself, but of her Ilaria, knees on the ground, that monster standing over her, his blade by her throat. 


Chapter 16

Cael’s eyes opened slowly, as if dragged up from the depths of a heavy, dreamless sleep.

For a moment, all he saw was darkness before the faint flicker of firelight drew his gaze.

There was a small fire burning a few feet away from him, its glow painting the rough stone walls in shades of amber and red. The smell of smoke hung faint in the air, mingling with the cold, dry scent of stone.

Cael’s body didn’t ache.

His ribs didn’t scream with pain, his limbs weren’t broken, and the deep gashes from his crash against the mountainside were gone.

He flexed his fingers, then pushed himself up to a sitting position. His movements were smooth, almost effortless, as though his wounds had never happened. 

Aserathi healing abilities were impressive. How had he recovered from such injuries so quickly?

Unless it hadn’t been so quick. For all he knew, he could have been out cold for days or weeks even.

It was then did he process the fact that he was in a cave and that there was a fire. 

How did he get here and who lit the fire?   

Cael blinked, confused. 

Then he saw her.

Cael’s breath caught in his throat. “Aaaaaaaah!” he screamed.

A woman sat on the other side of the fire, her back rested against the cave wall as she watched him.

Her skin was a deep, iridescent blue, gleaming in the firelight. A long tail curled and uncurled behind her, the movement serpentine, deliberate. Her body was tall, sculpted with an almost otherworldly grace. She was almost naked, her modesty preserved only by pieces of metal shaped into perfect circles, one covered each nipple and another rested on her pussy. 

Her eyes met his, unblinking, calm. 

Cael scrambled backward, his hand instinctively reaching for the hilt of his sword. But it wasn’t there. He must have lost it when he crashed into the mountain. His heart thumped hard against his ribs as he stared at her.

She was a Varakthar. 

So why hadn’t she already killed him? Why did she just sit there and watch him? 

“Hello…” Cael said. 

“Why did you scream like that?” the woman asked. 

“Uhhh… just… wasn’t expecting to see you there all blue and… with a tail,” Cael mumbled. 

“Blue and with a tail?” the woman frowned. “What does that mean?” 

“Uhh… I’m not really from around here. I haven’t seen many blue skinned people that had tails before.” 

“You are not Aserathi?” the woman asked, eyes widening. 

“Uhh… I am not Aserathi,” Cael said slowly, unsure if that would be to his advantage.

On the one hand, the Varakthar were rivals of the Aserathi. Him not being one might count in his favour. On the other hand, she might think he is a liar and that he really is not an Aserathi, or she could believe him and decide she’s found something quite exotic and attempt to sell him on some sort of slave market, assuming they had things like that in this world. 

“What are you?” the woman asked. 

Cael wondered if he should tell the truth. The woman hadn’t given him any reason to distrust her. “I’m a human.” 

“I don’t know what that is. You are from the other world? The one many Aserathi fled to?” 

“It’s called Earth,” Cael said as he nodded, and then he asked, “The Aserathi fled there?” 

“I don’t know how they found Earth, but it is said to be much nicer than our own world,” the woman said. “I am Sylara,” she said. “What is your name?” 

“I’m Cael. What uh… what happens now?” he asked. 

Sylara shrugged her shoulders before asking, “Are you good at hunting?” 

“Hunting?” Cael asked, frowning. He would consider himself fairly talented with the sword for human standards. He had practiced some archery too. “What are we hunting?” 

“Food,” Sylara said unhelpfully. 

“With what?” Cael asked. 

Sylara held her hands out and a sword appeared in each. Blade black with green lines. “Do you know how to use?” she asked. 

Cael nodded as he held his hand out. 

But Sylara hesitated. “Are you sure?” 

“Yeah… I’m pretty handy with a sword,” Cael frowned. “Why the doubt?” 

“You crashed into a mountain. You are a terrible flier. I don’t want to hand you a sword and then have you accidentally strike me,” she said bluntly. 

It was a fair point, Cael had to admit. Sylara did not know him at all. She didn't know that was his first time ever flying. What she did know was what she had seen with her eyes.

Which was him flying straight into a mountain. 

He couldn’t even say he hadn’t seen it. 

It was a mountain. 

“I’m new to flying. Haven’t quite figured it out yet,” Cael said. 

“This is not something you knew how to do when you were born?” Sylara asked. 

“Nope,” Cael said. 

“Interesting,” Sylara said. “You will tell me more about humans. But first, we must eat.”

She threw the sword at him with such incredible speed, he barely managed to grab it by the grip, the blade a millimetre from his face. Had he been less than a second slower, the blade would have sliced his face in half. 

Cael stared at her, wondering what her game was. Had he not gained Ilaria’s powers, he would have died. 

“Good,” she smiled. 

“Good? You could have killed me,” Cael said, his tone measured. 

“If you had died from that, I would have no use of you,” Sylara said. 

Cael climbed to his feet, the sword in hand, he watched Sylara with care. She hadn’t brought him to the cave out of the goodness of her heart. Throwing the sword at him was a test that he had passed. Was she going to throw more tests his way? And what exactly was she testing him for? 

“Come, human. Let’s see how useful you can be,” Sylara said as she walked out of the cave. “Don’t look at my bottom. You haven’t earned the right,” she added without looking back.

The pieces of metal that covered her nipples and pussy were at the front. From behind, Sylara was practically naked. Cael would have been lying if he said his eyes hadn’t glanced at it.

But it wasn’t because he was being a pervert. 

She had a tail.

It was a couple of meters in length and it seemed to bend and stay upright without touching the ground. 

Sylara looked back at him, a frown in her eyes. “If you do well in the hunt, you can look at my bottom, but right now you need to stop, human.” 


Chapter 17

Cael followed Sylara out of the cave, his new sword slung across his back. The weapon’s weight felt comforting against his spine. 

But there was no comfort in the path Sylara chose. 

The cave mouth opened onto a narrow ledge that cut across the side of the mountain like a jagged scar etched into stone. The world below yawned into an endless drop as the dim sun above cast the sheer cliffs into long, skeletal shadows.

His boots slid on loose grit, and every step sent a jolt of fear into his stomach. The path was hardly wide enough for both feet; one wrong step and he would tumble into nothingness. 

Sylara, however, walked with the effortless grace of something born to this place. Her long legs carried her forward with ease as her tail swayed behind her. Cael clenched his jaw, forcing himself to move faster, lungs tight as he tried to match her pace.

The mountain wind howled at his ears and tore at his clothes. The path climbed up the mountain and the higher they went, the more it felt like the air itself wanted to pull him off the path. His legs burned, not from the exertion of having to climb the mountain, but from the power he’d felt before when he suddenly began to fly and hurtled straight into a mountain. 

Flying would be an incredibly useful ability to have, if he could do it properly. The speed at which he had moved was astonishing. He could cover incredible distances in short periods of time. He imagined swooping down at such speed, grabbing Ilaria in his arms and swooping out. 

If she was still alive… 

Last he had seen her, she was down on her knees, defeated, Drokhmar’s sword by her throat. Would he kill her there and then? Or would he take her as a prisoner? 

“Hey, Sylara,” Cael called. “Do you know someone by the name of Drokhmar?” 

“Drokhmar the Unyielding?” she asked as she continued on, not even pausing to look back. 

“Yup, that very man. He captured a friend of mine. Do you know what he will do to her?” 

“If she is useful to him, he will keep her around. If she is not, he will kill her,” she said nonchalantly, before she finally stopped walking and looked back. “Is she pretty?” 

“Yeah I mean… she’s pretty hot,” Cael mumbled. It was an understatement. Ilaria was fucking gorgeous. 

“Hot?” Sylara raised an eyebrow. 

“My friend is very pretty,” Cael said quickly. 

“Drokhmar will keep her around until he bores of her. And then, he will either find another use for her or kill her,” Sylara said as she continued climbing the mountain. 

He would definitely keep her around for a while then, Cael thought. It gave him comfort, knowing she was still alive. 

“Um… you wouldn’t happen to know where I could find Drokhmar, would you?” Cael asked, his tone conversational. 

Sylara stopped walking and turned to face him. “I will answer all your questions after you capture my dinner, okay?” 

“Right, sure,” Cael nodded. “Where are we going exactly?” he asked, and then, instantly, he said. “Sorry, that was a question. I’ll shut up.” 

Sylara stared at him for a long time. Her face seemed to have no expressions. She was incredibly difficult to read. In fact, now that Cael thought about it, she had been nonchalant pretty much since the moment he’d met her. 

And then, abruptly, she turned and began to continue along the path.

Cael followed after her, silently, though his thoughts turned back to Ilaria. She was a strong girl. She would be fine, he told himself.

But…

Drokhmar and his Varakthar had been waiting for them behind the rocks, like they almost knew Ilaria would be coming along. But… how could they?

Cael didn’t have time to dwell on that thought as the path ended in a sheer climb. 

Sylara didn’t pause to assess the situation, she didn’t hesitate. She sprang upward, fingers and toes finding holds in the rock as though it were nothing, her tail curling. 

Cael swallowed hard as he stared up at her. 

He wished she would wear some clothes.

It was bad enough having to climb up a mountain cliff for the first time ever. The last thing he needed was to have her curvy naked bottom right above him. And the tail made it worse. Rather than being a turn off, it made him curious. 

Was the tail the only difference? 

Did she have a normal pussy and anus? 

Was there something seriously wrong with him for having these thoughts in a moment like this? Probably, Cael decided. But Sylara should also wear some proper clothes. 

Cael tore his eyes away from Sylara’s ass and forced himself to focus on the rock face.

It wasn’t as hard as he had imagined it to be. With his new strength, his fingers were easily able to hold onto the rocks and stones that stuck out and support his weight. He began to climb steadily and even managed to catch-up to Sylara, her naked bottom now literally inches above him. 

They reached a high ridge and pulled themselves over it. Cael collapsed onto his knees, sweat slicking his forehead, his chest heaving. He might be strong, but he did not have stamina. 

And then, he raised his head and the sight before him stole the air from his lungs. 

The mountain walls rose around them in a vast ring, like the ribs of some ancient beast.

But within that circle, the land dipped into a hidden oasis - lush green trees, a shimmering lake, strange creatures grazing along its banks.

“Did not expect that,” Cael said. 

“We hunt down there,” Sylara said. 

“Yeah sure,” Cael nodded. He could see animals down there that almost looked like they were from earth. Definitely less monstrous than the ones that kept pouring through the portal in Buckingham Palace. “Wait,” he looked down at the dip. It was hundreds of feet down and the rock was smooth, as if someone had sanded it. “How are we going to climb back out?” 

“You will fly,” Sylara said.  

Cael stared at her. Was she joking? He could not tell. Her face was completely still. “You saw me crash into the mountain, right?” 

“You need to be useful to me,” Sylara said. “If you can’t fly, what good are you?”

Cael didn’t like her words.

Sylara had said Ilaria would be kept alive for as long as she was useful to Drokhmar. And then, he would dispose or discard her.

Was that how all Varakthar were? They kept people around for as long as they were useful? What was Sylara’s plan for him? Keep him around so he could fly down to the oasis and help her hunt?

Cael wasn’t going to stick around on this mountain forever. He needed to get to the city he had seen as he’d emerged from the portal. He was pretty sure that’s where Drokhmar would take Ilaria.

If he went down into the oasis to hunt, there was a chance he might never make it out. Those walls were so smooth and looked impossible to climb out.  

“I’m not going down there,” Cael told Sylara. “And if you try to force me, you will regret it.” 

For the first time, he saw emotions on Sylara’s face. Her lips twitched in amusement. “Do you think you can defeat me in battle, human?” 

“Why are you saying human like we’re some sort of weak and pathetic species? You barely know anything about us,” Cael muttered. 

“I can help you find your friend. I can take you straight to the cell they will be holding her,” Sylara said. “But I will only do this if you go down and hunt.” 

“How do I know you’re telling the truth?” Cael asked as he looked down at the oasis below. It was a steep drop. How was he supposed to get down there to begin with? 

Although it was a thought and not a question asked out loud, Sylara answered it for him.

She pushed him in.

Not with her hands or feet, but with her tail.

The damned thing was quick and had power behind it. It was like being struck by a whip, but one that was as thick as an arm, but still moved at the speed of a normal whip. 

And then, Cael was falling into the oasis. 

Sure, he had somehow survived crashing into the mountain, but he wasn’t invincible, was he?

Maybe he was he like an Aserathi now? Could he only die if he was decapitated?

Or would the blunt force of striking ground from such a distance do it? 

Cael didn’t want to find out. Desperation took hold of him and he flapped his arms, hoping it would do something. It did not. Flying was still a mystery to him. 

And now, as the air tore past him, Cael screamed. 

He tried to grab at the air, at anything, but his hands slapped uselessly at nothing. The treetops rushed closer, the jagged ground beyond them waited like an open grave.

“That fucking crazy bitch!” Cael swore, terror cracking his voice.

His chest was tight, his mind a blur of fear and regret. The image of Ilaria on her knees, Drokhmar’s blade by her throat flashed before him. He had come along to help her, but instead, she had saved him, pushing him away so that he could live. And now, he was going to die, his body broken by stones on a faraway planet. 

And then, something shifted within him. 

It started as a strange pressure in his chest, then spread to his legs, his arms, his whole body.

The air didn’t feel empty anymore—it felt thick, alive, like water rushing around him. He kicked out instinctively, and for the first time it mattered. His speed lessened, his body resisting the pull of the fall.

His stomach lurched as his descent slowed before coming to a complete stop. And just in time too. Cael’s feet hovered a hand’s breadth above the ground, suspended by a power he couldn’t see, couldn’t understand. He hung there, breath ragged, eyes wide, heart hammering in his chest.

He wasn’t dead.

Nor was he in excruciating pain with broken body parts. 

The ground was just beneath him, maddeningly close, yet untouchable. 

“How… how do I get down?” he muttered.  

He tried lowering his legs, but his boots only kicked at empty air. 

He tried leaning forward.

But he leaned too far and shot forward awkwardly before he managed to catch himself, his body spinning.

Cael sighed, wishing Jessica was here.

The girl was strange, no doubt, but she could have told him how to master this new power of his. Except, she didn’t even know he was going to get this power of hers.

Closing his eyes, Cael focused on the strange sensation in his body—the pressure that filled his chest and legs, the humming energy that seemed to push against the world itself.

Tentatively, he shifted his weight downward, willing the pressure to ease. Slowly—so slowly—he dipped, the grass blades coming closer.

And then, his concentration slipped, he lurched upward again, rising several feet before steadying himself. A bitter laugh tore from his throat.

It was maddening but also exhilarating. 

He tried again, leaning forward, and this time the air seemed to respond. His body slid ahead in a shaky glide. He steadied, adjusted, then rose with a thought, the oasis spreading wide beneath him.

For a moment, fear gave way to awe.

He was flying.

Not falling, not crashing, but flying. 

The lake shimmered like a mirror below as strange animals grazed along its banks. The treetops swayed beneath him, and above, the walls of the mountain loomed like guardians of this hidden place. 

His movements were clumsy at first—jerky, uneven—but with each adjustment, each thought, he began to understand. Lean forward, and he went faster. Lean back, and he slowed. Pull the energy into his chest, and he rose. Let it ease, and he dipped.

His heart pounded with exhilaration. “Fuck yeah!” Cael screamed. He could fly. How fucking amazing was that? He could fly! 

“Are you going to float there forever?” Sylara asked. 

She was standing below him, her hands on her wide hips, she stared up at him, a frown on her face. 

Cael lowered himself to the ground beside her. “How’d you get here?” 

“I climbed down, Cael,” she said, her tone flat. “It’s not hard coming down. Gravity. Do you have that in your world?” 

Cael stared at her carefully, looking for any signs that she might indicate she was being sarcastic. He did not spot any. 

So, he answered, “Yeah, we have gravity…” 

“It was a rhetorical question, Cael,” Sylara said. “Shall we hunt?” 

* **

The hunt itself wasn’t hard.

Sylara was very skilled. She spotted an animal that looked like a deer and from a hundred meters away, she threw her sword and killed the creature. And it was a clean kill too. Her sword sliced through the animal's neck, cutting it off with ease. 

And then, after having thrown her sword from a hundred meters away and decapitated the beast, she turned to look back at him. 

“What?” Cael asked, his tone defensive. 

“Did you see how I killed the animal?” Sylara asked. 

“...yeah,” Cael said slowly, frowning. 

“Good. Don’t forget,” she said. 

“I’m getting really strange vibes from you, Sylara. If that’s supposed to be a threat, you know I can just fly away and leave you here right?” Cael asked, annoyed. 

“Did you not see me kill the beast? I will cut you down with ease,” Sylara said. 

“Yeah? With me dead, you will be trapped here,” Cael said as he folded his arms across his chest and stared down at Sylara, although she wasn’t much shorter than him. 

She met his stare and stepped closer to him, her body almost naked, he could feel the warmth coming from it. “If you ever betray me, I will kill you.” 

He believed her. At the same time, he wanted to say it back to her, that if she betrayed him, he would kill her too. Except, he didn’t feel right to make that threat. Sylara was mistrusting, but he got the feeling she might have had a good reason to be like that. 

“I won’t betray you,” Cael said, his tone gentle. 

They stared at each other for a while. Cael wasn’t sure if she was trying to read his mind, or his heart. Eventually though, she gave him a slow nod. And then, she turned and headed towards the decapitated beast. 

As Sylara began to skin the beast, Cael went off to collect firewood. They soon had a fire going and the meat cooking over it. Cael quenched his thirst from the lake and sat down on a smoothened rock with a stick of skewered meat. 

He hadn’t realised how hungry he was until he took a bite of the meat. He stuffed his face, eating quickly, until his stomach could store no more. Sylara had more composure about her as she ate. 

“We will swim in the lake, and then we will head to Drazhenmar to save your woman,” Sylara said. 

The water in the lake was both cool and clean. And the surrounding area was beautifully lush. Cael wouldn’t be opposed to taking a swim in the lake under normal circumstances. Hell, his body would appreciate a nice scrub after what it had been through. 

But, circumstances.

He was itching to head towards Drazhenmar and find Ilaria. Every second that passed was a second she had to spend with that cunt Drokhmar. 

“Must we swim in the lake?” Cael asked. 

“Yes. It is customary for my people to wash before we ride into battle,” Sylara said. 

“Is that what we will be doing then?” Cael asked. “Riding into battle?” 

“Not exactly. We don’t have the numbers on our side to win. We will sneak into Drazhenmar. There are a few places where Drokhmar will take her. We will check all of those places. But along the way, we will run into Varakthar and we will have to battle them. We must wash before we do that.” 

It was hard to argue with Sylara. If it was her custom, it was her custom. Cael doubted he would be able to get her to agree to forsake her customs for him. 

“Let’s swim in the lake,” Cael said as he climbed to his feet, a big smile on his face. 

His enthusiasm did not infect her. She stared up at him with what seemed to be disdain. And then, with a sigh, Sylara climbed to her feet. She removed the metal pieces that covered her nipples and placed them on the rock that she had used to rest her bottom. 

Cael wanted to look away, but he found himself staring at her blue nipples. The pieces of metal had hooks on the back to stay attached. The hooks were fairly thick and they left visible holes in Sylara’s nipples. 

Cael watched in a morbid state of fascination as Sylara’s hand moved to her pussy to remove the last remaining piece of metal. When it was gone, he stared at her pussy, looking to see holes the hooks would have left. 

To his surprise, there were no holes in her pussy lips or anywhere in her vaginal area. The only thing that stared back at him was the pink that peaked out from her blue pussy lips. 

“Take your clothes off,” Sylara said. 

Cael pulled his shirt and trousers off. He stood in his boxers and stretched before he headed towards the lake. 

“You must take off those,” Sylara called. 

Cael turned to look back. She was pointing at his boxers. “Must I?” he asked. 

“Yes,” came her single worded response. 

Cael sighed as he stared at her. “Is it custom for me to be naked?” 

“Yes,” she said, another single worded response. 

Was it really part of her custom, Cael wondered. Not long ago, Cael might have been shy about pulling his boxers down in front of a gorgeous woman. And despite being blue and having a tail, Sylara was an attractive woman. 

But a lot had happened in the past few weeks. Cael had been naked around quite a few gorgeous women. 

Still… 

He hesitated briefly. 

It didn’t help that he found the whole situation somewhat arousing. 

How would Sylara react to seeing his cock partially erect? 

There was only one way to find out. 

He pulled his boxers down. His erect cock flopped out. Sylara’s eyes fell on it. There was no subtlety as she stared at it. And then, without a word, she walked past him towards the lake. 

“Well, okay then,” Cael mumbled. 

He followed her into the cool water.

Once inside, she turned to face him.

He must wash her, she said.

He must rub her body gently, cleaning every part.

Cael did as he was told. He started with her chest, gently massaging her breasts, their bodies so close, his throbbing cock touched her pussy under the water.  

His hands moved down her body, rubbing her back, her ass, her pussy. Sylara wrapped her legs around him, lifting her feet off the ground so he could reach them, wash them. As he did exactly that, his cock was nestled between her pussy lips without going in. 

Yet, not once did she comment on it, or touch it. 

It was a bizarre ritual.

And it left him frustrated.

When all was done, they climbed out of the lake and dressed. For Cael, that meant putting his boxers on, followed by his trousers and shirt. For Sylara, it was three pieces of metal that barely covered her modesty. 

“You can fly me out now,” Sylara said. 

“Yeah… sure,” Cael said as he collected her in his arms. 

“You have a nice cock, but you are not worthy yet to fill me,” Sylara said as she stared up at him. “I must see you in battle first…” 

“Right,” Cael said, annoyed. He had just about managed to get his cock down. With her in his arms, her body almost naked, Sylara could probably feel his cock pressing against her bottom. But if she did, her face showed no signs of it. 

Cael closed his eyes and took a deep breath. And then, opening his eyes, he bent his knees before he shot up into the air.


Chapter 18

Cael kept his hand on the hilt of his sword as he followed Sylara into the narrow fissure carved into the red-black rock. The air here was heavier and thicker here, as though the city itself exhaled smoke from unseen fires. Behind them, the portal shimmered faintly in the distance, the spire rising above it, 

Before him and beyond the red black rock that rose around it and acted like a fortification, was the city of Drazhenmar. Its towers rose up jagged and cruel, as if clawing at the dimmed sun to choke what little light there was remaining.    

So far, they had made it to this point without any troubles. They had not needed to battle any monsters or Varakthar. But now, they would be sneaking into the city, things would definitely get harder. 

“Am I going to stick out like a sore thumb?” Cael asked. 

Sylara looked back at him. “Stick out like a sore thumb?” 

“Yeah… I’m going to be the only person not blue and without a tail,” Cael said. 

Sylara stared at him, her eyes moving up and down. “Take your clothes off,” she said. 

Cael sighed, somehow not surprised. “Why?”

“It is not the colour of your skin that will make you stand out like a sore thumb. We have many Aserathi slaves in Drazhenmar. They look just like you. But as slaves, they are not clothed.”   

Cael instantly regretted asking if he would stick out. Now knowing his chances of getting Ilaria out safely would improve if he took his clothes off, he felt he had to do it. 

“Like, completely naked or can I-” he stopped, hoping he had said enough for Sylara to understand. 

“Or can you what?” she asked, her face still, expressionless. 

“Can I keep my underwear on?” Cale asked, feeling his cheeks burn. 

“If you want to stand out like a sore thumb, you can keep them on. If you want to blend in, you need to be completely naked.” 

Cael stared at Sylara for a long time. “Are you fucking with me?”

“I am not,” came her reply, her voice even.  

Cael still couldn’t tell if she was messing around with him or not. He didn’t know much about Varakthar and the way they were as a species. Did they have a sense of humour?

The only other Varakthar he had met was Drokhmar. His interaction with Drokhmar was brief, but that Varakthar had shown more emotions in that brief moment than Sylara had shown so far. So basically, that helped him not an ounce in determining if Sylara was really messing with him.

Cael placed his sword on the ground and began to undress. He decided slaves being naked all the time wasn’t so strange in a place like this.

Once all his clothes were off, naturally, he felt naked. His cock, that was soft only seconds earlier, was now partially aroused. It did not help that Sylara kept looking at it. 

“Shall we go?” Cael muttered. 

“Can you behave like a slave?” Sylara asked. 

“I-” Cael stopped, exasperated by the question. “How does a slave behave?” he mumbled.

“I am always right. You are a worthless Aserathi. That is the mindset you need. You need to look at me like I am a goddess, and you are a pathetic excuse for a species,” Sylara said.  

Wanting this whole thing to be over as quickly as possible, Cael nodded his head. “Sure I can do that.” 

“Good,” Sylara said. “Remember, your friend's life and your life depends on us not being caught.” 

* * *

They passed through the crack in the cliff wall and descended into a dark tunnel that stank of iron, earth, old blood and damp ash. Cael’s feet scuffed against the uneven ground, but Sylara was silent as a shadow. Sometimes her hand brushed against the wall, pressing in patterns he couldn’t follow to reveal hidden doors that opened by slabs of stone parting just enough to let them through. 

It seemed the Varakthar had carved a labyrinth beneath their own city, and she was its mistress.

Which made Cael wonder, who was she really? 

And why did he have to take his clothes off so early? They had yet to emerge into the city.

“Where are we going?” Cael asked, squinting to make out the vague shape of Sylara before him. 

“To rescue your friend,” she replied as she continued to walk down the narrow tunnel.

Cael knew that much already. He wondered if she was being intentionally evasive. 

“Where do these tunnels lead to?” he asked. 

“To the place Drokhmar will keep your friend captive,” came her reply. 

She was being intentionally evasive, Cael decided.

It was entirely possible she was leading him into a trap. Naked and defenceless, he would not be able to put up much of a fight. But Cael did not have a choice but to trust her. 

Cael had witnessed the power of Drokhmar. It was well beyond his own. He had seen the skill and talent of Sylara. The Varakthar were a formidable species. Rescuing Ilaria on his own was not a realistic option. They would slaughter him long before he even managed to figure out where he needed to go to find her. 

But finding a woman who knew the secrets of the city, who could lead him to Ilaria and who did not have any ulterior motives seemed too good to be true. Cael needed to keep his guard up. It was hard to do that when he was unarmed, naked, and walking down a tunnel that was almost pitch black. 

A tunnel that now opened into a hollow chamber. The ceiling dripped with glowing blue fungi that pulsed faintly like veins. Below them lay a chasm, deep and endless, and across it ran a bridge made of chained bones. 

“Fucking hell,” Cael muttered. 

A bridge of literal bones, the Varakthar were beginning to make the Aserathi look timid and benevolent. 

Sylara crossed without hesitation, her bare feet sure and swift. 

She stood on the other side and stared at him. 

Cael decided he wasn’t going to look down as he crossed the bridge, as his feet literally walked on the skulls of- 

He looked down at the skulls.

They looked human.

But they couldn’t have been.

There were no humans in this world. They must have been Aserathi or Varakthar. 

Cael cursed mentally as he stepped on the bones. His stomach lurched as the links rattled beneath his weight. When he finally set foot on the other side, he exhaled the breath he hadn’t realised he’d been holding.

There was another tunnel that led out of the chamber. And after walking into darkness for what felt like hours, faint light seeped through cracks ahead—dull red, the kind cast by firelight on stone. 

Sylara crouched low and motioned for him to follow. They crept forward until they reached a grate cut into the wall. 

“We’re here,” Sylara said. 

“Where is here?” Cael whispered. 

“Veyltharion,” Sylara said. 

“Right,” Cael nodded. Except, that did not tell him much. 

“What is Veyltharion?”

“It is the greatest palace in Virelya,” Sylara said, her tone indignant. “You have heard of Virelya?” 

“That’s the name of this planet, right?” 

“Yes. And this is the palace of the most powerful person in Virelya,” Sylara said. “We need to be careful and quiet.” She stared at him pointedly. “Can you be quiet?” 

“Of course,” Cael said. 

“Are you sure?” Sylara asked. “Because you made a lot of noise when you crashed into the mountain.” 

He stared at her, his lips pursed. Surely she wasn’t being serious? She had to be mocking him now? But Sylara's face was completely still. 

“I will try my best to be silent,” Cael said, frowning.

Although, if his body slammed into rock, then fell down a mountain, slamming into more rock multiple times at high speeds, he doubted he would be able to stay silent.  

Sylara seemed satisfied by his response. 

She pulled the grate away. Cael waited for her to go through first before he followed after her. 

The palace was nothing like the marbled halls of Buckingham Palace. This place looked like a cathedral of cruelty. Pillars of obsidian had been carved into screaming faces, staircases twisted like spines, and the walls were draped with banners made from flayed hides that shimmered faintly.

Not only did Sylara seem to know her way around the palace really well, she even seemed to know where the guards would be placed, and how often they patrolled various parts of the palace. Either she must have worked in the palace, or she was leading him into a trap. 

If it were a trap, Cael needed an escape plan. 

He had a durable body and he could fly. 

Was that enough? If shit hit the fan, could he fly his way out of this place? 

It was an option. As they moved through the corridors and halls, Cael knew he would never be able to remember his way back. But, he could smash through a window and fly his way out of this place. 

They rounded a corner, and Cael’s breath hitched. Ahead, at the end of the passage was a wide set of doors. Black iron bars latticed across their surface, and coming from the room beyond the doors, he could hear the faintest of echoes. 

“Your friend will be beyond those doors,” Sylara said, her voice cool and casual, as if she were mentioning the location of a newly opened shop. 

But Cael’s attention was locked on the two figures before the door. 

Two massive Varakthar warriors, their frames towering, their shoulders were as broad as the archway itself. Their skin was a darker shade of blue than Sylara’s, like midnight stone. Each guard stood with a polearm in hand, the blades curved cruelly at the end, they were long enough to cleave a man in half. 

Cael swallowed. 

He had no weapon. 

No armour. 

Not even clothes. 

Sylara held out her hand before her. A sword shimmered into existence; its black blade streaked with faint green. 

“Here,” she passed it to him. 

Cael reached for the sword and took it in his hand. The hilt was cold but comforting. He positioned himself in a fighting stance, his feet shoulder width wide, his front foot towards the guards, his knees comfortably bent to absorb any incoming attacks and allow him to make rapid movements. 

The only problem was the fact that he was naked. 

Cael did not like it one bit. 

His cock was just hanging out. 

When Sylara told him to take his clothes off to blend in, it had made sense to him. The Aserathi and the Varakthar were two species hostile to each other. Cael looked like an Aserathi. If he were caught walking around their city, in their palace, he would definitely be stopped and questioned. 

Unless he was naked. 

Because, there were Aserathi slaves in Drazhenmar. And those slaves were naked. 

Except, Cael hadn’t come across a single Aserathi, naked or fully clothed. 

And now, he was going to have to fight with his cock and balls hanging out, swinging out. 

“I’ll take the one on the left, you take the one on the right?” Cael asked. 

Sylara didn’t respond instantly. Instead, she turned her head to face him. And then, she smiled. 

“Don’t die,” she told him. 

And then, her body seemed to fold into the air itself, leaving only a faint shimmer, and then, nothing. She vanished.

Cael’s eyes darted widely as he searched for her. 

But there was nothing. 

“What the fuck,” Cael muttered as his eyes returned to the two enormous Varakthar guards that glared at him.

Was this her plan all along? Bring him here and then vanish into thin air? But why? 

Cael had seen Drokhmar do the same thing when he battled Ilaria. He seemed to vanish before appearing in another spot to strike her. 

Was this a power all Varakthar possessed? If so, the two guards before him were going to be a challenge. They could suddenly appear behind him and cut him in half. 


Chapter 19

Cael had no way of knowing if Ilaria was behind the door the two Varakthar guarded. Sylara had led him here and vanished. He couldn’t understand why she had done that. 

If her plan was to betray him, why did she give him a sword before she left?  

Cael didn’t have much time to dwell on Sylara’s motive. 

The first Varakthar guard moved in. 

He was a blur of muscle and steel. His polearm sliced toward him with terrifying speed. Instinct roared in Cael’s blood and he shifted faster than he should have been able to, his body bending aside as the blade shrieked past. 

This power and speed that he felt was unnatural but exhilarating. He wondered if he would ever get used to it or continuously be surprised by how fast and strong he suddenly was. 

Cael struck back without thinking, his own blade a black streak of motion. The Varakthar parried and sparks exploded as the two weapons clashed. The sound echoed through the stone halls like thunder. The sheer strength of the Varakthar should have broken his guard, but Cael held firm. 

Not only did he hold firm, he matched the Varakthar’s strength. 

The second guard charged in and now, both of them pressed him, their weapons carving arcs that would have shredded any normal man or even an Ashbound. 

But Cael was much more than an Ashbound. His blade flicked and darted as his feet slid across the cold floor with impossible precision. Fear dissolved into a savage clarity — he could do this.

Cael spun at an incredible speed, his blade cut across the first Varakthar’s chest in a clean, merciless stroke. The Varakthar staggered back, his massive body convulsing as red blood spilled before he crashed to the ground with a heavy, final sound.

The second guard let out a roar. 

It was a bellowing shriek that rattled the air. It was so powerful it felt like it tore through Cael’s skull. He staggered, his free hand clamped over his ear, his head ringing with pain. The sound was primal.

But it wasn’t deadly. 

If anything, it was best described as being really annoying.

Cael pushed forward, fury sharpening his focus. The guard’s massive blade swung, but Cael was faster. He ducked low. The weapon cleaved empty air above him. He surged up and his sword cut clean, splitting through flesh. 

The second Varakthar fell, his shriek dying in a wet choke.

The silence afterward was deafening. 

Cael stood still for a moment, chest heaving, his hands trembling from the clash—not from weakness, but from the raw force coursing through him.

And then he turned to the door.

With one savage kick, he sent it flying off its hinges and stepped into the room, sword in hand, vaguely aware he was naked and his cock was flopping about and froze.

He spotted Ilaria instantly. She was chained against the wall; her arms stretched cruelly above her head. There was blood and dirt on her skin, but other than that, she seemed fine. 

Ilaria wasn’t alone.

To her right, another figure hung in chains—a woman with silver-flecked hair and white skin. She must be an Aserathi. Cael noted how both Ilaria and the other girl were clothed.  

She was beautiful too.

As was the other woman that was chained to the wall. Her skin was the same blue as Sylara’s, though it was a little deeper and darker, like midnight water. 

“Hey babe,” Ilaria smiled at him. “Did you come to rescue me?” she asked, before her brows furrowed. “Do you know that you’re naked?” 

“Yup to both,” Cael said, as he stood before her, his sword raised, he aimed it at the manacles, hoping to cut her free. 

“Babe, I do love your cock, but I don’t know if now is the time for me to suck on it…” Ilaria mumbled. 

Cael, who was standing before Ilaria, completely naked, was so focused on how to strike the manacles so he could free her that he forgot he was totally naked, and that his cock was literally an inch away from her mouth. 

“Uhh… I…” he stepped back, his cheeks suddenly burning. “Sorry about that,” he mumbled. And then, moving to her right, he aimed at the manacle that was attached to a hook on the wall and swung his sword. 

It was a clean strike with plenty of power behind it. But one strike was not enough. Cael was about to strike again when Ilaria stopped him. 

“Babe, I love the way your body really defines its muscles when you swing. And seeing your cock flop about is oddly alluring. But, the guards outside had polearms, right?” 

“Yeah… they did,” Cael said as he glanced down at his cock. He knew he was naked. But every time Ilaria mentioned it, somehow, it made him feel even more naked. 

“The key is usually at the end of the shaft, babe,” Ilaria said. 

Cael rushed back out. The two Varakthar still seemed dead, their bodies still. He was about to pick up the polearm closest to him when a thought occurred. Aserathi could only be killed if they had their heads sliced off. 

The Varakthar shared at least one similarity with the Aserathi. They were both able to generate swords out of thin air. 

What if they shared other similarities? Like only dying if they had been decapitated?

Not wanting to risk it, Cael took aim and struck the neck of the Varakthar closest to him. As the head rolled off, the remaining body shuddered. He quickly moved to the next Varakthar and dispatched his head from his body. Then he collected a polearm and sure enough, on one end of the shaft was the blade, on the other end, tucked away in a small compartment was a key. 

Cael returned to Ilaria and freed her from her bounds. She climbed to her feet, wrapped her arms around him and kissed him on the lips. “I can’t believe you came for me, babe,” she kissed him again and then, she looked down at his cock. “Why are you naked, babe? Did you lose your clothes somehow?” 

He did somehow lose his clothes. Cael told her a summarised version of what had happened, how he had crashed into the mountain and awoken to find a Varakthar woman who led him into the palace and that she said he needed to take his clothes off to look like an Aserathi slave. 

“Aw babe, I think she just wanted to see you naked,” Ilaria said. “I don’t blame her… you are so hot!” 

“No,” Cael shook his head. Sylara was much too serious to make him do something like that as a prank, wasn’t she?  

“That’s the stupidest thing I have ever heard. We do have some Aserathi slaves, but it is rare that they are paraded around town naked,” a voice said. 

Cael and Ilaria turned to look at the blue skinned woman chained to the wall. “So… she was fucking with me?” he asked. 

The Varakthar woman nodded. “You should free me and that one,” she nodded towards the Aserathi chained to the wall. “They will come soon. You will need us if you want to escape.” 

“Who’s going to come soon?” Cael asked. 

“That sound the guard made before he died is our battle cry. Every Varakthar within a few miles will have heard it and will know exactly where it came from,” the woman said. 

“She’s telling the truth, babe,” Ilaria said. 

Cael was happy to free the two other women, even though he had no idea why they were there. The enemy of his enemy was his friend, right? He rushed over, key in hand, and quickly unlocked the cuffs around their wrists and ankles. 

No sooner had he done this did the Varakthar arrive. 

Cael heard them before he saw them. 

Their feet heavy against the ground as they marched down the corridor, it sounded like war drums beating. 

And then, as he stepped out of the chamber, he saw them. 

A dozen Varakthar men carrying swords and circular shields. 

“We need to hurry before more come, babe,” Ilaria said as a sword appeared in her hand.  


Chapter 20

Cael and Ilaria stood facing the armed Varakthar. Behind him were the two women he had just freed. Serenya the Aserathi and Xalara the Varakthar. He glanced back at them and waited for swords to appear in their hands. 

That did not happen. 

“You’re going to fight with us, right?” Cael asked. 

“Give us weapons,” Xalara said. 

“Can’t you do it yourself?” Cael asked, frowning. 

“Do what?” the Aserathi asked. 

“Make swords appear out of thin air… you know… hold your hands out and it’ll appear,” Cael said, before he glanced at Ilaria, and asked, “Right?” 

“Wrong, babe,” she said. “Very few can actually do that. Grab the polearms,” she said to the two girls. 

And then it began. 

It was a clash of chaos. 

Cael moved with speed, his sword carving through steel and flesh. A guard swung at him, but he twisted low, driving his blade upward, he severed the Varakthar’s head cleanly. The body collapsed as another stepped in.

Beside him, Ilaria fought like only an Archon could fight. She was fire and fury, her strength sending enemy after enemy staggering back. Each strike was clean, precise, her blade always seeking the neck. Heads rolled across the floor as red blood splattered the walls.

Serenya and Xalara weren’t terrible either, though they stayed behind Cael and Ilaria, they were appropriately armed with polearms, and they stabbed at the Varakthar every chance they got. 

Still, the Varakthar did not give up so easily. 

They defended well with their shields, and their strength was immense, every blow landed like a hammer. 

Cael felt the sting of blades slicing shallow across his arms and his ribs. Blood slicked his skin. He parried strike after strike, then surged forward when he had the chance, his sword cleaving as he aimed to decapitate, as he aimed to kill.

The corridor was a storm of steel, roars, and shrieks. Heads toppled, blood sprayed, bodies fell. One after another, the dozen guards crumpled until silence claimed the hall again. When it was over, Cael stood panting. 

“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” he asked as he breathed heavily. “Are any of you hurt?”

All three girls were covered in blood, but he couldn’t tell if it was their own or the blood of the Varakthar. 

“I’m okay, babe,” Ilaria said.

The two other girls mumbled something unintelligible. Cael decided they were okay. Otherwise, they wouldn’t be standing calmly. 

Which is what all three girls were doing. 

They were standing in a room of slaughter, looking very calm, if a little exhausted and weary. 

The scene before him was horrific. Sure, Cael had seen carnage before in Buckingham Palace. But the sight before him was just gruesome. So many decapitated bodies, some piled on top of each other.  

Cael was feeling a bit sick when he heard the pounding. For a moment, he thought it was his heart.  

But then, another group of Varakthar rounded the corner. They were larger in number than the last group. Possibly two dozen men. 

“Seriously?” Cael groaned. 

He raised his sword as the four of them braced themselves. The second wave crashed into them.

This battle was worse.

Cael muscles ached as fatigue began to creep in. And with that came slower reaction times. He fought with everything he had, ducking under strikes, his blade biting through necks. But each kill came at a cost—a line of pain across his side, a nick along his thigh. 

Beside him, Ilaria bled too, but not as much as him. He had seen her shoot out fire from her hands. If she did that now, she could probably kill all of the Varakthar guards. But she would also kill him. 

From behind, Serenya stumbled as a Varakthar grabbed her polearm and pulled. Xalara came to the rescue as she slammed her blade on the man’s head, splitting his skull in half.  

Cael’s sword locked against a Varakthar’s blade, the force rattling his bones. With a snarl, he twisted, breaking free, he brought his blade across the guard’s neck. Blood sprayed hot across his chest. Another swung at him—he turned too slow and felt the edge rake across his shoulder—but still, he struck back, severing the head in a brutal arc.

By the time the last Varakthar fell, the corridor was a graveyard of blue-skinned bodies. The four of them stood with their chests heaving, blood slick on their skin. Cuts covered their arms, their torsos, their legs. Small wounds, none deep, but enough to slow their steps, to burn with every movement.

“We need to get out of here,” Cael said. “Before more of them come…” 

“Any idea which way the exit is, babe?” Ilaria asked. 

Cael shook his head. This damned place was like a maze. He looked back at the two girls, hoping they would be able to guide them out. But both girls shook their heads. 

“Great,” Cael muttered. 

And then, at that moment, a Varakthar appeared out of nowhere. She literally materialised out of thin air and now stood on top of a dead body. 

“You’re back,” Cael said, his jaw tightening.  

Ilaria stared at the newly arrived Varakthar. “You’re Sylara, aren’t you?” 

“You know her?” Cael asked, surprised. 

Ilaria nodded. “She’s the younger sister of the Queen of Varakthar.” 

“You are?” Cael asked, frowning. “You never mentioned that.” 

“You never asked,” Sylara said, smiling. 

“You smile now too?” Cael asked, and then he shook his head. “If you’re the queen’s sister, that makes you the princess? Why are you living in a cave? Why are we sneaking into the palace? What the hell is going on?” 

“I can explain now, but we will all die,” Sylara said. “Or, we can flee the palace, and then I can explain?” 

It wasn’t a hard decision to make. “Let’s flee?” Cael asked as he looked around at Ilaria and the two other girls. 

All three nodded agreeably. 

But before they headed out, Cael had one question to ask. “Why did you ditch me?” 

“I went to get my cloak,” she said, as she smiled. 

Indeed, Sylara was wearing a cloak wrapped across her shoulders. It didn’t do much to cover her almost naked front. He could still see the tiniest bits of metal that covered her nipples and her pussy. The cloak itself wasn’t very fancy either. It was black. No patterns or precious jewels attached to it. 

“So… you led me here as a distraction so you could steal that cloak?” Cael muttered. 

Sylara nodded, smiling sweetly. 

Cael wondered if the cloak was magical because Sylara suddenly seemed to have a ton of facial expressions. Had it given her a personality? 

Weirdly, the fact that she had used him made him trust her some. Back on earth, no one did anything without asking for something in return. And those that did not ask for anything pretty much always had an ulterior motive. 

If Sylara really was here just for the cloak, if that was her ulterior motive, it wasn’t so bad. And now that she had the cloak, she could have fled the palace. But she came back for them. 

He did still have questions for her.

Why did she want the cloak? If she was a princess, why was she sneaking into the palace to steal the cloak? She had given him a sword before vanishing. He had used that sword to kill palace guards. Why was Sylara abetting him in killing her own palace guards?  

There would be a time for those questions. 

It was not now. 

With Sylara leading the way, they ran down the corridor and headed back towards the grate that led down to the labyrinth beneath the palace. 


Chapter 21

They met little resistance on their way out of the palace. The few guards they came across, Sylara cut them down with ease. Again, Cael did wonder why she was killing her own people. They made it into the labyrinth below the palace in one piece and out the other end. 

Cael was beginning to feel the strain from the numerous cuts on his body. He was tired and his body ached. The cuts weren’t deep, and had they been caused by ordinary blades, his body would have recovered already. 

But these injuries had been caused by blades that were black and had lines of green etched into them. Cael didn’t know the significance of the green lines. But he did know these blades were deadly. 

As he stood at the edge of the city of Drazhenmar, by the red-black rock that formed a wall around the city, his hands rested on his hips as he stretched. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?” he asked, grinning as he winced.

“Babe, you really need some clothes,” Ilaria said as she came to stand in front of him, she rested her head on his chest, her navel area pressed against his cock. 

“Right,” Cael mumbled, his cheeks burning slightly. In his excitement at having escaped the palace, he’d forgotten he was naked. 

“It shouldn’t have been that easy to escape the palace,” Xalara said. 

“I think I know why it was so easy to escape the palace. Most of the guards are over there,” Sylara said. 

They turned to look in the direction of Sylara’s pointed finger. 

It was towards the black spire. Even from their distance, they could see the enormous black spire rising up into the darkened sky. It didn’t take long to realise why Sylara was pointing at it. 

Before the spire, the ground should have been rocky and red. Except, it was blue and black, with thin wisps of green. 

“What the fuck,” Cael murmured. 

“We’re too late…” Ilaria whispered. 

Cael knew why it had been so easy to escape the palace. Because the damned place was almost empty. Before the spire, in a sea of blue, stood a Varakthar army, ready to walk through the portal, leaving behind the world of Virelya and entering the human world. 


Chapter 22

Cael crouched low behind the jagged rocks. The rough edges bit into the cuts in his palms as he leaned forward for a clearer look. Ahead of him, rising from the scarred earth like a wound, loomed the spire. Its surface was slick and black, as though forged from obsidian pulled from the marrow of the world.

And in its heart—burning like a terrible eye—was the portal. A swirling rift of light and shadow, its surface rippling as though it breathed. 

Beyond it lay Earth. 

Home.

Ilaria crouched at his side, her sharp gaze fixed on the army that stood between them and the portal. On his other side, Sylara moved with a restless energy, her eyes narrowing every time the wind carried the clank of armour or the guttural bark of commands from the Varakthar army.

The Varakthar had gathered in force. Thousands of men and women clad in dark plated armour that covered their bodies.  

Cael turned to look at Sylara.

She had on the cloak now, but before that, the only thing that covered her body were three small bits of metal, two covered her nipples, the third barely covered the slit of her vagina. 

Cael had assumed all Varakthar women must have dressed like her when they first met. But clearly that was not the case. 

“Um… why is it you don’t wear armour like them?” Cael asked. 

Sylara, who had been staring ahead in one particular spot amongst the sea of soldiers, turned her head to look at him indignantly. “Such armour is for the weak.” 

“Right… so you must be really strong then because you barely wear anything?” 

“Yes,” Sylara said. “But you should put some clothes on. You are not very strong.” 

Cael might have begged to differ on Sylara’s comment regarding his strength if he wasn’t so annoyed by the fact he seemed to be naked for no reason. “Why did you make me take my clothes off?” 

“Because of your arrogance,” Sylara said as she turned to look ahead at the Varakthar army. 

“Because of my-” Cael stopped, his mouth open in shock, he turned to Ilaria for support. But she did not seem to notice, her eyes fixed on the Varakthar. Cael knew there were more important things at stake. But he couldn’t just let it go. “What do you mean because of my arrogance?” he hissed. 

“You’re the one that flew into a literal mountain, yet you stared at me the whole time like I was an idiot,” Sylara said. 

“I did not stare at you like… an idiot,” Cael said, his tone faltering as his sentence finished. He might have looked at her and wondered if she had a sense of humour. But that was very different to looking at someone like they were an idiot. Wasn’t it? 

“You thought I was stupid. So I made you look like a fool by crawling around naked, by fighting naked, your cock flopping about,” Sylara’s eyes sparkled as her lips twitched. 

The girl was holding back from bursting out in laughter. 

“You did look sort of funny when you fought, babe,” Ilaria said as she looked at him with a weak smile. 

Cael didn’t find this funny at all.

He was still naked.

After leaving behind the palace with Sylara, Ilaria and the two other girls he had rescued, the three of them moved quickly towards the spire and the Varakthar army. 

Before parting ways with Serenya and Xalara, both girls had offered to provide him with their clothes as a way to express their gratitude. Cael had declined their offer. He wasn’t going to have one of the girls walk around naked just so he could wear some clothes. Also, he didn’t want to wear girls' clothes… 

But now, as he crouched by the rocks completely naked, the tip of his cock resting against the hardened surface, he wondered if maybe he should have taken them up on their offer.

A sudden ripple passed through the ranks of the Varakthar army. The soldiers shifted, parting just enough to reveal a smaller company that moved towards the spire. Cael estimated about fifty Varakthar, all wearing body armour. Their steps purposeful, they walked straight into the heart of the spire, into the light of the portal.

And then, they were gone. Swallowed by the rift, as if Earth itself had reached through and pulled them in.

Cael’s stomach turned. 

This was the last thing humanity needed. Already battered by the Aserathi, they were now going to be further pummelled by the Varakthar. He curled his fists tight against the rock until the knuckles ached.

“We need to stop them,” Cael said. “Any ideas?” 

“We need to figure out how to close the portal,” Ilaria said. 

“That part is simple. See over there,” Sylara pointed towards the Varakthar soldiers. “There is a crystal that contains within it the power to keep the portal open.” 

Cael could only see the soldiers. He couldn’t see any crystals. Back when he first walked through the portal, before the Varakthar soldiers arrived, there was only dust and rock. Definitely no crystals. 

“Are you certain about the crystal?” Cael asked and when Sylara nodded, he asked, “And you’re sure if we destroy it, the portal will close?” 

“Yes, Cael. I am certain.” 

“How can you be so certain?” he asked. 

“Because I am the princess. It’s my job to know important things,” she muttered, now looking at him with eyes narrowed. 

Cael glanced at Ilaria, who shrugged her shoulders. They would have to take her word for it, Cael decided. Especially in the absence of them having any evidence to the contrary. 

“So…” Cael stared at the soldiers standing supposedly where the crystal was. “We just need to smash our way through those soldiers, break the crystal and… Does the portal close instantly or is there enough time for us to jump through before it closes?” 

“That’s the part of your plan you’re unsure of?” Sylara asked. 

“Well… we don’t have a choice. We’re going to have to fight those Varakthar soldiers,” Cael said. His body was exhausted. And there were so many Varakthar before them. A thousand or more… 

“These aren’t like the guards you battled in the palace. These are hardened soldiers. Not only do they massively outnumber us, but they will also be harder to defeat,” Sylara said. 

“Yeah I get it. I’m not stupid,” Cael grumbled. “But we don’t have any better options… we can’t just let them all go through.” 

“We can and we will,” Sylara said. “This is just the first wave of Varakthar soldiers. There are many more that will make the journey through this portal. We need to let this group go through and when it is quiet, we close the portal before the next group arrives.”

“How many more Varakthar soldiers are there?” Cael asked. 

“Hundreds of thousands,” came her response. 

“Fuck,” Cael muttered. “I guess we'll wait…” 

* * *

Cael pressed his back against the rock. Being naked, the sharp clasts stung his bleeding back. But he barely noticed, his eyes fixed on the spire and the soldiers that stood before it.

One after another, the Varakthar soldiers marched forward. Not a raid. Not a reckless charge. This was methodical, organized. Groups of twenty at a time, sometimes more, disappeared into the swirl of shadow and light.

He counted them as they went through. 

He couldn’t help it.

Hundreds had vanished through the portal and still many remained. 

Ilaria sat beside him, her hand rested on his lap, her fingers held his cock. But it wasn’t in a sexual way. She seemed to be comfort holding it as she stared ahead, a distant look in her eyes, she wasn’t looking at the soldiers. 

Ilaria’s mind was elsewhere. 

Cael thought he knew why she was so subdued. He placed his hand on her knee and squeezed it gently. “It’s going to be okay,” he said, before adding, “Babe,” with a smile. 

His words brought her out of her daydream and she turned her head to look at him. 

“What’s bothering you?” Cael asked. 

“Nothing, babe,” she said with a smile. 

But he knew it was a lie.

He hadn’t known Ilaria for that long, when he thought about it. A few weeks at most?

But it was enough time for him to know something was bothering her. She usually had this air of confidence about her and a casual attitude to pretty much everything., Hell, she had let a bunch of men kidnap her and tie her down to a bathtub because she was bored and wanted to see what would happen. 

But that carefree attitude was no longer present within her. She was tense. Worried. 

And Cael thought he knew why. “It’s Thaleira, isn’t it?” 

Ilaria nodded slowly. “They were waiting for me, babe… not some random Varakthar soldiers. But Drokhmar himself. How could he have known?” 

“Someone told him,” Cael said. 

“I was given instructions by Thaleira herself to come through the portal and close it. It’s possible someone else in the palace knew I was coming here and somehow passed that message on to Drokhmar… but it’s unlikely. Communicating between our two worlds is challenging. It would require someone really powerful to be able to do that and… I can’t think of anyone other than my goddess… but why would she do that?” 

Cael didn’t know the answer to that question.

He knew so little about Aserathi and their society, their culture. The Seven Sisters that ruled over the Aserathi seemed like actual gods from the stories humans told of them. He wondered if that was really true, or if some of their power had been exaggerated. 

Archons were seen as incredibly powerful and close to god levels. And they were incredibly strong. Ilaria could pummel thousands of humans without breaking a sweat. Her body was practically indestructible. 

Unless it was being attacked by one of those black swords. 

And now, there were the Varakthar.

The rivals of the Aserathi.

Cael had witnessed Ilaria battle Drokhmar. At first, it seemed like they were an equal match. But then, he began to disappear and reappear, attacking her from all fronts in an instance. He had defeated her with what seemed like relative ease.

“I don’t know why Thaleria would send you out here to be captured and killed,” Cael said. “But I guess, when we get back, you can ask her yourself?” he smiled. 

They were stuck in Virelya, their only way out was a portal. Standing in front of that portal was a horde of enemy soldiers. His comment was supposed to be reassuring, that despite the challenge before them, they would make it back. 

But Ilaria did not see it like that. Her eyes widened in terror. “I can’t confront my goddess, babe,” she said, her skin turning pale at the thought. “I am loyal to her to the end. My life belongs to her, babe…” 

Ilaria referred to Thaleira as goddess.

Cael wasn’t unfamiliar with the concept of complete devotion. He couldn’t understand why Thaleria would wish to cause Ilaria harm, if indeed that was what she was doing. Surely, if she wanted Ilaria dead, there were easier ways to do it? 

There were a lot of unanswered questions. But the answers weren’t here. They were back on earth.

The constant stream of soldiers thinned until only a handful remained. A dozen, maybe a few more. They lingered near the spire’s base, weapons in hand, standing guard like sentinels before the portal.

Cael’s shoulders tensed. The army that had gone through the rift to earth was probably already wreaking havoc on the other side.

All that stood between him and reaching home was that last knot of warriors.

A dozen, he thought grimly. Just a dozen. This was what they were waiting for. “Let’s go,” Cael said as he climbed to his feet, the sword of black in his hand. 

But Ilaria and Sylara did not join him. They stared at the small group of Varakthars that stood guard by the portal, hesitancy written across their faces. 

Cael couldn’t understand. They had dealt with as many, if not more soldiers in the palace. This small group shouldn’t be a problem. 

“Drokhmar is there, babe,” Ilaria said softly. 

They were quite a distance away from the spire, the sunlight was dim, the ground dark and the Varakthar were blue. But now that Ilaria had mentioned the name, Cael saw him. 

Drokhmar. 

He stood alone, away from the small contingent of soldiers, he stared towards the city of Drazhenmar. Cael followed his gaze, but he could see nothing but the tall dark towers of the city. 

“What is he doing?” Cael asked. 

“He’s waiting for the next contingent of soldiers to arrive,” Sylara said. 

“We have to close the portal before that happens,” Cael said. 

“I don’t think we can do it, babe,” Ilaria said. 

“There is three of us and one of him,” Cael said, determination in his voice. 

“There is one of him and the contingent of Varakthar soldiers,” Sylara corrected him. “And there will only be two of us. Or, two of you. I need to find the crystal, dig it out of the rock and destroy it. I need you to finish the Varakthar and keep Drokhmar distracted for long enough for me to do that.”   

“Sounds like a plan,” Cael said, grinning. 

“I… I don’t think she meant it as a plan, babe. I think she was highlighting how improbable it is,” Ilaria said. 

That may have been the case, but Cael was feeling pumped and ready to fight. Also, he didn’t have any other options. He wanted to get back to Earth and he needed to stop the hordes from reaching Earth. If Drokhmar was the man in his way, then he would have to fight him. 

Cael wondered where this sudden burst of confidence came from. He decided not to question it in case it vanished.

But he also acknowledged the risks and that for him, earth was home. That wasn’t the case for Ilaria or Sylara. The latter was a princess here. Why would she risk her life and battle Drokhmar? She had nothing to gain. 

“Let’s do it,” Sylara said, a grin on her face. “I’ve always wanted to battle Drokhmar, that smug bastard.” 

Cael wasn’t expecting that response. “You want to do this? But… you’re a princess?” 

“Are you challenging my fighting ability? I can knock you to the ground with ease, naked white boy,” Sylara said. 

Naked white boy?

Was she being intentionally offensive?

It felt like she was. Cael didn’t know how to respond to that. It wasn’t his fault he was naked. But bringing that up again would make him seem like a whiney kid, he felt. 

“I think you’re a fantastic fighter. Welcome to the team,” Cael said, taking the diplomatic route. 

“Don’t patronise me, naked white boy,” Sylara said. 

There it was again.

Naked white boy.

Was this her new way of addressing him? Cael did not like it. Sure, he could put some clothes on. She wouldn’t be able to call him naked. But white boy? He was a man, for fucks sake. 

Cael decided now was not the time to focus on his potentially hurt feelings. Why Sylara wanted to help him when this was her home, when destroying the crystal and fleeing through the portal before it closed meant a one way journey for her, he did not know. But she was a very capable fighter and he was grateful for her help. 

“What do you say, Ilaria?” he asked. “Do you want to get back to earth?” 

Ilaria, who had been sitting on the ground, her back against the rock, looked up at him. And then, she smiled. “Let’s do it, babe.” 

“Fuck yeah,” Cael said, feeling exhilarated. Again, he was unsure where this sudden enthusiasm and energy was coming from. Sword in hand, he was about to charge forward when Sylara grabbed him by the hair. “Oi, what the fuck, man,” Cael said as he pulled his head away from her. 

“Let’s come up with a proper plan before we charge in, shall we?” Sylara asked. 

“I thought we did have a proper plan?” Cael asked. “You destroy the crystal, Ilaria and I will take care of Drokhmar and his soldiers.” 

“That plan is devoid of details you imbecile,” Sylara said as her eyes bore into him. 


Chapter 23

Cael rose from behind the rocks, his muscles coiled tight as a bowstring. Ilaria moved with him, her steps deliberate, her expression stoney. The spire loomed ahead, a jagged monolith of shadow and power, its heart pulsing with the swirling portal.

The last dozen Varakthar turned at once, their movements sharp, disciplined. Blades glinted in the dim, half-blotted light as they spread out, forming a wall between Cael and the spire. They didn’t charge. They didn’t roar. They simply waited.

Cael’s hand tightened on his sword. 

He could feel the weight of their gazes, predatory and patient, like wolves waiting for the command to strike.

As they came closer to the spire, Cael got a better look at Drokhmar.

The Varakthar leader stood amongst the soldiers, towering, armoured in blackened metal that seemed to drink in the dim light of Drazhenmar. His presence was suffocating, a pressure that pressed on Cael’s chest harder than the thick air of this world. 

But despite that, Cael and Ilaria didn’t break stride. Step by step, they closed the distance. The Varakthar soldiers shifted until they formed a loose ring around them. Swords raised, eyes sharp, but no one lunged. 

Drokhmar began to walk toward them. Slow. Measured. Each step heavy with authority, the ground itself seemed to hum under his tread.

Within moments, he was close enough that Cael could see the detail in his armour and the sharp lines of his face.

“So you escaped, Ilaria,” Drokhmar said. “I would expect no less from an Archon.” He turned his eyes towards Cael. “Why is this man naked?” 

Fucking Sylara, Cael cursed silently. “Let us through and I will let you live,” he growled at Drokhmar. 

Cael expected a bit more conversation, a little back and forth between himself and Drokhmar. At least a query from Drokhmar about the naked man’s audacity to threaten him. 

But there was none of that.

One on level, Cael was impressed by how ruthless and nonchalant Drokhmar was. On another level, he didn’t understand how he was still alive, or what had happened. 

Cael wasn’t even sure if he blinked. He must have. Because one moment, Drokhmar was standing meters away from him, the next moment, Drokhmar was standing in the exact spot Cael had been standing. 

But Cael was no longer there. 

Nor was Cael standing. 

He was a hundred meters away from where he had been standing, on the floor, on his back, blood gushing out from his stomach. 

What had just happened? 

Cael wasn’t certain about the exact sequence of events that had transpired, but he knew he had been attacked by Drokhmar.

The cut on his stomach was wide and deep. His jaw hurt too, like it had been punched. Had Drokhmar slashed at his stomach with a sword and punched him in the face at the same time? His chest hurt too, above the cut on his stomach. What had happened there? 

He was beginning to understand why Ilaria had been reluctant to attack. Drokhmar was incredibly powerful. 

With all his effort, Cael managed to sit up and stare ahead. 

Drokhmar had Ilaria, his hand wrapped around her neck, he had lifted her up in the air. Strangely, Ilaria didn’t seem so bothered by her precarious position. She was looking back at him. Even from that distance, Cael could see her eyes and the relief in them as she realised he wasn’t dead. 

A sword appeared in Ilaria’s hand. She swung it at Drokhmar. Naturally, he expected as much and vanished, only to appear a few feet behind her. Ilaria dropped to the ground and without even bothering to massage her neck, she swung at Drokhmar with speed and precision. 

Ilaria might not have the power of Drokhmar. But she was an Archon. She could still give him a bloody nose. If only Cael could have fought by her side, it might have been enough to tip the scales in her favour. 

But instead, he was going to bleed out… 

Cael pressed his free hand against his stomach, hoping to keep both the blood and his guts inside. Climbing to his feet, he walked towards the Varakthar that had formed a circle around Ilaria and Drokhmar as they battled away. As he got closer, one of the Varakthar noticed him. 

He was a large man, his body covered in armour, his tail was long. He held in his hand a long black blade. 

“I will slice your head off, Aserathi,” the Varakthar said. 

“Not an Aserathi,” Cael said. 

For a moment, the Varakthar stopped walking towards him, a frown on his face. Then, his long tail suddenly shot forward.

For the first time, Cael noticed the tail as a weapon.

There was a metal ball of spikes attached to it. 

It was coming for his head.

If it connected, he was going to die.

Instinctively, Cael swung upwards with his sword. He sliced the Varakthar’s tail with ease. The man howled in rage and charged forward. Cael sidestepped, dodging the incoming blade, he cut the man down, slicing his head off with a single stroke. 

The effort of that strike caused Cael to stagger back. His hand clamped tight against his stomach. Warm blood leaked between his fingers in rivulets. His every breath was sharp and ragged as pain burned across his abdomen. He gritted his teeth, forcing himself upright, sword angled low.

Ilaria was locked in combat with Drokhmar ahead of him, the clash of their power rang like thunder. Cael could not march to her aide. The Varakthar soldiers surged forward, eleven blades gleaming in the dim half-light of Drazhenmar.

The first came at him with a wide sweep.

Cael twisted, dragging his blade up in a clumsy parry, his off hand never leaving his wound. Sparks leapt as steel met steel. The impact jolted through his body, and he nearly lost his grip. Another came from the side. He spun, lashed out, and the tip of his sword ripped through armour and flesh, spilling the Varakthar into the dirt.

But there was no pause. Two more bore down on him. He backpedalled, clumsy with one arm pinned to his stomach, his movements ragged but desperate. Their blades slashed the air, forcing him into a frantic dance. His sword flashed, batting away strikes, finding narrow gaps. His body screamed at him, his vision blurred, but somehow, instinct carried him.

A Varakthar cut him across his shoulder. Another nicked his thigh. Cael hissed as he stumbled. But he refused to fall. His sword found the throat of one soldier, splitting it open in a spray of blood. Another strike ripped across a Varakthar’s chest. Cael was still standing, still fighting, how, he wasn’t sure. Sheer determination and the will to survive?

Then it happened. He slid back and tripped on a broken bit of stone. His hand, slick with his own blood, slipped away from his stomach as he dropped to one knee and slapped against the ground to keep him from collapsing. For a heartbeat, he was certain everything inside him would spill out.

But it did not. 

The pain was still there in his stomach. But the wet warmth of blood had slowed. His skin had pulled tight, knitting. The gash that should have killed him was closing as his muscle stitched, his flesh sealing itself before his eyes. 

Cael knew his healing abilities were incredible, but they were not supposed to heal so quickly when wounded from the swords the Aserathi and Varakthar produced from thin air. Cael didn’t understand how he was healing so fast, not that he was complaining. 

He surged back to his feet, both hands gripping his sword now. His stance steadied as his balance returned. When the next Varakthar lunged, Cael didn’t back away. He stepped in. His sword carved through neck and spine in a single brutal stroke.

Another Varakthar came at him. Cael’s blade punched through armour and buried deep in the man’s gut. He twisted it before ripping it free, he sliced the Varakthar’s head off before moving to the next. His movements grew sharper and faster now that they were no longer weighed down by pain. 

The Varakthar soldiers pressed, snarling and furious, but one by one, they fell. Throats opened under his blade. Bones shattered with each strike. His sword became an extension of his sheer determination, cutting down the warriors who moments before had him on the brink of collapse.

When the last one fell, gurgling in the dirt, Cael stood alone amidst the heap of bodies. His chest rose and fell in heaving breaths. Sweat and blood ran down his skin as his muscles trembled with exhaustion. 

He was still alive though. How, he wasn’t sure. But he couldn’t stop and rest now. 

Staggering forward, he lifted his gaze. 

Ahead, Ilaria and Drokhmar were still locked in their titanic struggle, their power shattering stone around them. Cael gripped his sword tighter, forcing his battered legs to carry him toward them. 

His presence did not go unnoticed by Drokhmar. 

All of a sudden, the Varakthar stepped up his attacks. There was more speed in his movements and more power behind his strikes. He caught Ilaria with a kick to the chest and sent her flying back. As she hit the ground, she landed on her feet and slid back, her feet dug into the rock to bring her to a halt beside Cael.  

“Hey, you okay?” Cael asked. 

“Fine, babe,” Ilaria said through gritted teeth. “I’m just beginning to get really pissed off by that asshole,” she growled. And then, her expression softened as she looked at him. “I thought you were dead… How did you survive such an attack?” 

“Yes, indeed. How does a human survive such an attack?” Drokhmar asked. 

Cael turned to look at the Varakthar as he walked towards them. Drokhmar now had two swords in his hand. 

“He knows I’m a human?” Cael asked, frowning. In his experience, the inhabitants of Virelya were not aware of the existence of humanity. 

“I know of your lot. You inhabit the planet Earth. You look like Aserathi but are even weaker. You should have died from my cut, but no matter. I will kill you both before the princess can destroy the crystal,” Drokhmar said. 

Cael was impressed. That was their plan, to keep Drokhmar engaged in battle as Sylara sought the crystal and destroyed it. “You know our plan, but you’re so confident of victory, you don’t even care,” Cael said, despite himself, some respect in his tone. 

“I don’t care for your admiration, human,” Drokhmar said. “I will kill you both now.” 

This time, Cael was prepared. He expected Drokhmar to come at him like he had done before. 

The ground cracked under Drokhmar’s feet as he launched forward, his speed monstrous. One blade hissed for Cael’s neck, an executioner’s stroke meant to take his head clean off. The second swept low, angled to cleave him in half at the waist.

Last time, Cael hadn’t even seen Drokhmar coming. But now… now his eyes tracked Varakthar and Cael’s body moved before his mind could process, twisting and throwing his weight back with desperate precision.

The first blade kissed the air where his throat had been. The second grazed his skin, leaving a thin line just above the previous cut across his stomach.

Wind roared in his ears as Drokhmar tore past him like a storm given form. Cael staggered, bare feet scraping across rock, he managed to stay upright. 

His heart hammered. 

He had seen it. 

He had avoided it.

Drokhmar came to a halt a few feet behind Cael, little bits of rock scattering under his feet. Slowly, he turned, a grin splitting his face. His eyes burned with cruel amusement, like a beast toying with prey that had surprised him once.

“Well now…” Drokhmar’s voice was low, thick with menace. “The little human sees more than I thought. You’ve bought yourself… a heartbeat.” He raised his blades, pointing one toward Ilaria, one toward Cael. “But it changes nothing. I’ll gut you and break the other until her bones scream. You’ve delayed the inevitable by seconds, nothing more.”

Cael knew this was going to be a short battle. Drokhmar was right. He had only bought a few seconds at most. There was no way he could continue to dodge Drokhmar. The man, or beast, whatever he was, Cael was no match against him. 

From the corner of his eye, he could see Sylara stabbing into the ground frantically. Had she found the crystal? She wasn’t being very subtle about it. But then, he supposed she didn’t need to be subtle. Drokhmar already knew their plan. 

He had to buy her more time.

“What’s the plan, big guy?” Cael asked. “Lead an army to Earth and then what? Invade the planet? How would you manage that? Sure, you’re rivals to the Aserathi, but it doesn’t seem like you’ve beaten them here on your own planet. What makes you think you can do it on Earth?” 

“I do not question the choices made by my queen. I simply enforce them,” Drokhmar said, his jaw tightening. 

But Cael knew instantly that wasn’t the truth. 

Drokhmar should have cut him down by now. He was that kind of man, Cael could tell. Didn’t bother wasting time chitchatting with the enemy. Except, he had yet to strike. Which meant deep down, Drokhmar was wondering why his troops were marching to Earth. 

It was a risky move, taking on the Aserathi in a world the Varakthar were unfamiliar with.

Unless…

Moraine had opened the portal to Virelya under the ruse of wishing to return home. Was she in league with the Varakthar? But why would she be? From the little Cael knew about the Varakthar, they were sworn enemies of the Aserathi.  

But Thaleira, one of the Seven Sisters, had sent Ilaria out here on her own where Drokhmar sat in wait… 

If Drokhmar was in league with either Moraine or Thaleria, clearly someone had forgotten to tell him. Because right now, he did not seem to have conviction in what he was doing. He was simply carrying out orders. 

Cael was intrigued by whatever was going on, because he was sure something was happening. Something big that would probably be bad for humanity. Earth was not big enough for both the Varakthar and the Aserathi. 

“You’ve just sent all your soldiers to their deaths, you know,” Cael said. “The Aserathi are lying in wait for them.” 

“You lie, human,” Drokhmar said. 

“Ha,” Cael scoffed. “Monsters from Virelya have been flooding through the portal into one of the greatest cities on Earth. You think the Aserathi haven’t noticed? You really think they wouldn’t have the portal heavily fortified?” 

Drokhmar glanced towards the portal, his brows furrowed, the unease on his face was obvious, but it was momentary. “We live to serve our queen,” he said. 

And then he charged. 

Drokhmar charged at them, his twin blades blurred in the dim, broken light of Drazhenmar, they were arcs of steel that cut through the air with vicious intent. 

Cael planted his feet, sword raised, but the force of that first clash nearly ripped the blade from his grip. His arms jarred from the impact as the sheer strength of the Varakthar sent shockwaves up his bones.

Drokhmar’s second blade aimed for his ribs and would have cut them in half had Ilaria not arrived in the nick of time and intercepted the strike. She took a kick in the chest for her efforts. One that sent her sprawling back. 

There was no time for him to recover, to breath even. Drokhmar came again and Cael ducked desperately, barely missing a blade that would have cleaved his face in two. He countered with a desperate upward slash. 

But Drokhmar was already gone, vanishing like smoke into the air, only to reappear behind Cael.

Cael’s instincts screamed and he twisted, raising his sword just in time. Metal met metal in a teeth-rattling clash. The edge of Drokhmar’s second blade sliced across Cael’s forearm, leaving a shallow but searing cut. 

Blood slicked his grip, but Cael didn’t falter. 

He couldn’t.

He swung with all his might, aiming to decapitate Drokhmar. 

But the Varakthar disappeared once more. 

He reappeared above, striking down with both blades like an executioner. Cael dropped to the ground and rolled hard across the dirt. There was a gouge carved into the ground where he had been standing less than a second earlier. 

“Too slow,” Drokhmar said as he struck with his other blade. 

And he was right. 

Cael did manage to get his sword up in time to block. But there was no power in his grip. Drokhmar’s sword hit his own and pushed the blunt end up against his chest with such force, it felt like he had just been struck with a baseball bat. 

Cael barely found his footing before a boot crashed into his stomach, the air exploding from his lungs. 

He folded, coughing blood as he was thrown onto his back. His sword clattered against the rock and the world blurred for a heartbeat. Cael was weak and defenceless. Any moment now, Drokhmar was going to finish him off. 

The only question was, how would the Varakthar do it?

A swift blade to his chest? 

A foot to the head that crushed his skull? 

Or would Drokhmar make his death slow and painful? 

But then, Ilaria appeared out of nowhere. Fire crackled in her hands as she stared at Drokhmar with a fury Cael had never seen before. 

Ilaria roared in rage as she thrust her hands forward, palms open.

As a storm of flames erupted from those palms, white-hot, they scorched the ground and engulfed Drokhmar’s looming form from all sides. 

Cael could feel the heat from where he lay, to the point where it singed the tips of his hair. 

But it should have done so much more than that. 

It should have killed him. 

And then, Cael realised Drokhmar was no longer standing over him. The Varakthar was at least fifty feet away. As was Ilaria. She stood with her arms extended out, palms open, she spun in a circle as she burned everything all around her. 

Sylara pulled him to his feet and gave him a sword. “Keep fighting,” she said. “I just need a little bit more time.” 

Cael nodded, though he wasn’t sure how much longer he could keep going. “What is she doing?” he asked, nodding at Ilaria, who was still shooting out roaring flames from her palms, encircling herself in a tornado of flames. “How is she not burning herself alive?” he muttered. 

“That’s her talent,” Sylara said, with an appreciative grin. “She knows Drokhmar can only appear and disappear to places he can see, and places that are a few feet around him. She’s burning everything around her in an effort to try and catch him.” 

It was a smart strategy. And it was helpful for Cael to know that Drokhmar could only disappear and reappear within a few feet of his original spot. 

But then he remembered Sylara could also jump. And she had disappeared a lot further away than a few feet. 

She smiled at him now. “You’re wondering how I managed to jump much longer distances, aren’t you?” 

Shit, she was smart, Cael thought. “Yeah… I suppose your abilities are greater?” 

“Of course, peasant,” Sylara said. “I am a princess. My abilities are much greater than that brute.”

“So uh… you wanna just beat him up with those amazing powers of yours and then go look for the crystal? Cuz… don’t know if you noticed, but I’m kinda dying out here,” Cael muttered. 

“No,” Sylara shook her head. “Fighting brutes isn’t something princesses do.” 

“Right,” Cael nodded. 

Except, she had fought beside him when they broke out of the palace. Sylara was good, but she was no match for Drokhmar.

“Ilaria saved your life by pulling you away with her foot before she began to burn everything,” Sylara said. “Don’t let her die. Now go,” she pushed him on the back and sent him stumbling forward.   

Cael was charging into Ilaria’s flames involuntarily, thanks to Sylara’s push. She sent him in to help Ilaria, but as it stood, he was going to burn to death. 

But then, at the exact moment that Cael came within reach of her flames, Ilaria’s arms faltered. She dropped to her knees as the flames stopped and stared up at him, the anger from earlier gone, she looked tired. 

Cael rushed to her, ignoring his bare feet burning against the flaming hot ground. 

“Did I get him?” Ilaria asked. 

With the flames now gone, Cael looked around him for signs of Drokhmar. But the Varakthar was nowhere to be seen.  

And then, Cael’s eyes widened as he heard the faint rush of displaced air behind Ilaria.

Drokhmar reappeared, both his blades arched towards her back. 

Ilaria, who had seemed exhausted, spun around with apparent ease, a blade of black and green appeared in her hand and she blocked his strike with a deafening ring. 

Drokhmar grinned a twisted grin. “I suppose you Archons aren’t completely without talent,” he said. 

Cael joined the battle between them. His lungs burning, his body cut and battered, he drove his sword forward from the side. Drokhmar twisted, flowing between them like water, his movements impossibly fast. His blades lashed out, kissing Cael’s ribs with a shallow slice, then Ilaria’s thigh with another, drawing blood from both. 

The ground became a blur of strikes, parries, and evasions. Cael swung with every ounce of strength, his blade trembling in his bloodied hands, but each strike was barely enough to deflect Drokhmar’s killing blows. Cuts bloomed across his arms, chest, even along his cheek.

Still, Cael kept going. 

Even when he was thrown down, booted across the dirt, ribs aching and throat raw with blood, he kept rising to his feet. Cael wasn’t sure what was driving him to continue. Sure, he wanted to stop the Varakthar armies marching to Earth and he wanted to stop the monsters from this world entering his own. 

But that wasn’t it. 

Earth was already under a brutal occupation by the Aserathi. The Varakthar might be worse, they might be better, Cael didn’t know and it certainly wasn’t what was motivating him to keep on getting back up. 

As he watched Ilaria battle Drokhmar, he found his answer.

Right now, he was doing it for her. She loved him and he cared for her too. And right now, Drokhmar was doing everything he could to hurt and humiliate her. 

Her blade flashing, her stance unyielding, Ilaria was magnificent. 

But Cael could see the toll in her every movement. 

Cuts crisscrossed her arms, blood seeped from her shoulder, her breathing was strained. She staggered where once she would have flowed. 

Drokhmar, by comparison, looked almost untouched. There was a shallow scratch across his jaw. A nick on his arm. Minor injuries in comparison. His power continued to radiate with every movement.

At this pace, they were going to lose horribly and soon.

Cael’s mind raced, desperate. 

And then, something clicked. 

There was a rhythm to their battle. A pattern. Drokhmar’s movements weren’t random. There were tiny tells in the way his body shifted, the way he vanished and reappeared. He had a style and favoured certain angles. He slipped into predictable spaces when evading Ilaria’s strikes. 

It wasn’t much, but it was all Cael had.

He watched and waited for the right moment. And then, when that moment came, Cael charged in from the sidelines.

For extra effect, he screamed as loudly as he could. The guttural sound that he emitted surprised even himself, though Drokhmar seemed less fazed by it. 

Cael hurled his sword into the space he knew Drokhmar would slip into next to avoid Ilaria’s strike, and at the same time launched himself forward.

Just as expected, Drokhmar not only evaded Ilaria’s strike, but also the sword Cael had just thrown. For the barest second, a grin of superiority appeared on Drokhmar’s face. 

But Cael wasn’t finished.

He had gambled on Drokhmar dodging Ilaria’s attack and the sword he had thrown. He accurately predicted where the Varakthar would appear, having dodged both attacks. 

And now, as he lurched forward, Drokhmar was inches in front of him. That grin of superiority quickly vanished as Cael raised his fist and drove it forward with every ounce of strength in his body. 

And this time, he connected.

His knuckles crashed into Drokhmar’s jaw with a sickening crack. 

The shock of the impact sent agony screaming up Cael’s arm. It felt like he had slammed his fist into a wall of stone. He was almost certain bones had broken in his fist. 

Drokhmar staggered back, surprise flashing across his face as he reeled from the blow.

Cael gasped, clutching his throbbing hand, pain making stars burst across his vision. But despite the fire in his shattered knuckles, he was grimly satisfied. 

There was blood in Drokhmar’s mouth. 

“Got you, fucker,” Cael said, grinning with satisfaction. 

To his annoyance, Drokhmar was also smiling. “That was good. I felt that.” 

“Yeah, you’re bleeding. Stop smiling,” Cael said. 

“You, the Archon, battling you has been fun,” Drokhmar said. “It’s a pity I will have to kill you both now.” 

Before Drokhmar could charge at them with all his fury, Sylara came sprinting out of the shadows.

“Now!” she cried, urgency in her voice.

Cael didn’t hesitate. He wrapped an arm tightly around Ilaria’s waist and caught Sylara under the other. With every ounce of power left in him, he kicked off the ground. His legs exploded with force and propelled him forward like a bolt of lightning towards the portal.

The portal that was now shrinking. 

Sylara had found the crystal that powered the portal and broken it. 

They didn’t have much time before the damned thing would be closed completely and permanently. 

“Come on, come on,” Cael muttered under his breath, jaw clenched.

From the corner of his eye, Cael spotted a glint hurtling towards him with deadly speed. It took him a moment to realise it was a sword. Drokhmar had thrown it. The Varakthar had deadly aim and power. 

Cael wasn’t going to be able to dodge it.

It was going to slice his head off.  

But then, flames exploded out from Ilaria’s hands. They curled around the blade and shoved it off its path. The sword hissed through the air as it spun wide. It missed his neck by an inch. 

Cael wanted to look at the expression on Drokhmar’s face as the Varakthar realised his final attempt had not worked, that despite his strength and power, despite the arrogance of his words, he had failed to stop them from closing the portal and from escaping.  

Except, the escape was not guaranteed. 

The portal was shrinking fast.

With one final desperate burst of energy, he drove himself and the two women forward and straight into the centre of the shrinking portal. 

For an instant, there was only tearing agony as the portal swallowed them. His body stretched and twisted like it was being ripped apart. 

And then, they were through.

Cael burst out the other side of the portal, flying high into the open air above Buckingham Palace’s shattered courtyard. He felt the rush of cool London air on his face and he breathed it in. 

He never even realised how much he missed that cold, damp but fresh air.  

Beneath him, the courtyard was crawling with enemies. It was the Varakthar army that had slipped through earlier. 

Except, down below, there were only a few dozen Varakthar.

Where had the rest of the army gone? 

It was a problem for another day. 

The ruins of Buckingham Palace fell away beneath him as Cael pushed himself higher into the London air. His arms locked tight around Ilaria and Sylara, they felt heavy, but he knew it was more to do with exhaustion than their weight.  

He needed to find a place to land. Somewhere away from the Varakthar that had come through and away from the Aserathi that had made London their playground.  

His eyes scanned frantically for somewhere open enough to land. And then, ahead, he spotted it. A large patch of green amidst the urban sprawl. 

It was a park.

Cael angled towards it. Being new to flying, and having to carry two girls in his arms, his descent was much too quick. 

The ground was coming up fast, too fast.

“Ah fuck,” he hissed through clenched teeth. “This is gonna hurt, girls,” he muttered. 

He hit the ground hard.

Dirt exploded around him as his knees buckled and his feet dug furrows in the earth. His grip slipped and he sent the girls flying into the grass somewhat unceremoniously as he crashed face first into the dirt.  

He pushed himself up slowly, spitting out dirt. 

“We’re back,” he said, excitedly. 

He expected some complaints from Sylara about his landing. She did have dirt in her mouth too, which she spat out. 

But there was no anger in her eyes. 

She stared up at the blue sky and took a deep breath. “This… this is amazing,” she gasped. “This world of yours is so beautiful, Cael,” she added in wonder.


Author Comments

Cael will return shortly, picking up from where he left off. Stuck in the middle of London, naked, along with a woman that was blue and had a tail! Many mysteries for him to solve, many enemies for him to beat back.

If you would like to know when the next book comes out, please click here to visit my website, scroll to the bottom and sign up. I will then add you to my mailing list and send you an email every time I release a new book. Or, follow me as an author on Amazon.  
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