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Prologue: The Aftermath 

 

 Times‟ve changed. Things are different now, in this “depressed,” post-apocalyptic world. 

The economy is in the negatives, and the technology on the market has hit both an all-time-low 

and an all-time-high at the very same time: the poor can‟t afford much and squat or buy ruined 

homes no longer sold on housing markets but instead bartered for at bars and auctions. The rich, 

on the other hand, live in their giant – and extremely secure – mansions guarded by soldiers and 

private military, with all kinds of fancy technologies once thought of as nothing more than 

products of “science fiction and fantasy” by the general scientific community. 

 Times‟ve changed. The “Great Global Depression” that resulted from a catastrophic war 

between Hez‟Ranna and the rest of the world has had its greatest effect on Ire: from repeated 

nuclear attacks – “cold bombs” that don‟t leave traces of radiation behind, and “hot” ones that 

leave the ground a burning, desolate toxic wasteland – the shape of the continent has literally 

been changed. Entire countries have been wiped out, but Ire has been turned into a lawless 

republic ruled by martial law, tyrant military, and a corrupt government made up of a “Special 

Republic Council.” Even the other once major powers have suffered hugely, and the world has 

gone from being populated mainly by mammals to mainly by genetically-engineered Drakkai. 

 Times‟ve changed. Everything‟s changed. Even Baskin‟s Grove is no longer watched 

over by its dark protector; ironically, they no longer need him to keep the peace. Poor and rich 

together have finally bonded and combined their strength: the cost of the war, the deaths, the 

chaos and earthquakes caused by the rumbling bombs that were dropped over the entire continent 

have finally made the two factions realize how much they need each other, and that all are 

mortal, living beings. 

 Now, instead, in this changed world, the being once known as the Boss is quiet and 

peaceful, his monsters vanquished – at least for the moment – and living quietly with his family, 

three daughters and a little slave wolf. Time has changed, and so has every society, every 

continent, every country, and every person since the time of the Great War.  

 Times have changed, for the worse, and for the better. Despite the “depression,” 

everyone‟s gotten happier in some ways, because everyone‟s been forced to recognize the value 

of life and living, and are all fighting a different sort of fight than the old ass-kissing and crap-

shoveling done in what people already call the “old world.” And now even the Boss feels like he 

fits in somewhere other than just killing and hurting, and has found his place in the world. 

 But times have changed. And time will always continue to change. And that is the 

greatest tragedy of life, that nothing ever stays the same… and one day we all are forced to lose 

our happiness for sadness, and cycle forever forwards. Time always continues to change. 



Book I: The Darkest Pits Of Hell 

 

 Zerrex rested quietly back in his usual chair, an old recliner that they‟d dug out of one of 

the “scrap barns” where people had taken to selling off old possessions from abandoned homes 

and other places. The meant-to-be-oversized chair fit the tall reptile‟s strong body snugly, and he 

obviously found the cushioned back comfortable despite the yellow fluff starting to come out of 

it. He yawned a bit, rolling his shoulder slowly and letting his head drop down a bit, eyes half-

closed as he seemed to drift in and out of reality. 

 The Drakkaren‟s body was large, muscular, and powerful: standing at just a couple 

inches over eight feet, his bare chest revealed chiseled, tight abdominals, thick biceps, and 

muscle wherever muscle could be, held tight and somehow made to look lithe under a tight hide 

of scale. For the most part, these scales were emerald – a shade darker than his half closed eyes – 

but they became a deep navy blue over his strong chest and inner body. Unlike most reptiles, he 

also possessed natural ivory hair that hung down to shoulder length, kept neatly trimmed by one 

of his daughters. Several long bangs fell over his eyes and down his muzzle as well, and the 

lizard occasionally twitched a bit in his half-sleep as it tickled against the length of his maw with 

even the most minute shifts of his body. 

 His features were not handsome: one side of his face was marred, with a large, black burn 

scar around one eye that twisted down in a half-C that ran slightly down his muzzle, and his 

body was a mapwork of scars, testament to the long, hard life he had lived. Deep slashes that 

travelled through the rock-hard ravine of his abdominals; a network of scars like claw marks that 

radiated out over his masculine breast from the center of his body; every combination of long, 

deep, short and shallow gouges and tears along all of his limbs. Even his black jeans couldn‟t 

entirely hide the damage that had been done to him during the many wars he‟d fought over his 

life: one leg, propped up on a stool, seemed oddly tight at the ankle, and a bit of a metal brace 

extended just past the bottom his pants: it was a metal brace, part of a medical exoskeleton that 

the Drakkaren usually wore during the longer days to give him extra support on a leg that had no 

kneecap. 

 A plain-looking black metal cane sat against the side of the chair beside him, as he stirred 

a bit and mumbled under his breath, his features twisting and revealing how old he really was, 

despite the youthful looks that seeped through his scars. As he twitched a bit, one hand knocked 

against the cane and it fell with a loud clatter against the hardwood floor, causing Zerrex to start 

and wince as he looked back and forth, making a face. He shook the hair from his eyes quickly, 

then rubbed at his forehead with the back of one wrist as he brought his leg off the stool with a 

grunt, mumbling something under his breath as he sighed and then rolled his shoulders a bit, 

glancing idly around the room. 

 A cracked ceiling above, and dirty-looking walls that were watermarked and damaged; a 

wall lined with old, warped dark wood bookshelves; an ancient computer monitor sitting on top 

of a desk messed with papers and all sorts, next to a dented laptop. On another smaller table next 

to the old wooden door leading in and out was a lamp and a dissembled handgun, and the 

Drakkaren looked at this mildly for a few moments, wondering if he really wanted to busy 

himself putting it back together at the moment with how tired he felt, before the door burst open, 

Cherry staggering inside and Marina following behind with a roll of her eyes. 

 The oldest and youngest daughters in the family both received a glare from Zerrex, and 

Cherry grinned stupidly and rubbed the back of her head, before making a face as she received 

the same look from Marina, as the youngest member of the family crossed her arms. Cherry 



wasn‟t always the best-behaved… not since they‟d met, and that had been long before she‟d 

become the big sister of the family. 

 It was a strange story, though, best saved for another time… and these days, no one 

would ever guess the wiser with how well Cynthia “Cherry” Blossom Narrius fit into the family. 

A wonderful mix of power and beauty, Cherry prided herself as much on her combat abilities as 

she did her almost-ridiculously-large set of breasts. Standing at no less than eight feet and five 

inches, her body somehow retained a strange feminine grace and charm – including a large, firm 

buttocks and all the right curves in all the right places – while also maintaining powerful 

musculature over her entire body. Abdominals that were tight and chiseled, and bulging biceps 

comparable to her father‟s. 

 Also notable were the tattoos the female had adorned herself with: a thick black swastika 

on one bicep that looked much the same as Zerrex‟s, a “II” on her tailbone with a swirling border 

curling outwards on either side of it, and a swirling vortex of flames that circles around one 

breast that slides down her front to loop around her waist like ink ivy. Tattoos that were almost 

more natural marking than anything else: because of one of her body‟s strange abilities, Cherry 

had been forced to kidnap a team of scientists and force them to modify her body so that the 

tattoos were written right into her genetic code: a feat once thought impossible, but one of the 

many modifications for the body made possible thanks to advancements made in genetic science. 

 It had been a joke for years between the little family group, the lengths Cherry had gone 

just to get a few simple tats… and that wasn‟t even counting the variety of piercings she had all 

over her body. A stud through her tailtip, a ring through her nose and one just above her eye, and 

a menagerie of more intimate ones that weren‟t usually visible to the naked eye… well, at least 

as long as she has her clothes on. And they aren‟t ridiculously tight…  

 But thankfully, today Cherry had on what was “conservative” clothing for her: a fairly-

tight exercise top that revealed an impressive amount of cleavage and her strong abs, and a taut 

set of leather pants that bulged oddly at the crotch: this, of course, was easy but yet awkward to 

explain – Cherry wasn‟t so much female but instead a hermaphrodite with a deep affection for 

her „special lower parts.‟ The only other affectation she wore was a tight, thick flexible black 

metal collar around her neck with a silver clasp that had the same “II” engraved upon it as above 

her tailbone: it noted that Cherry wasn‟t just his oldest daughter, but his second-in-command and 

in a way, not just his little girl but his favorite slave. 

 Their relationship… well, all his relationships with his children were twisted, to say the 

least. After all, in what he sometimes referred to as his past life, he and Cherry had been lovers, 

master and slave, soldiers and sexual partners in every way. And that hadn‟t really changed, 

despite the fact they were now father-and-daughter… but he‟d never really had a problem with 

that, and it definitely didn‟t stop Cherry from crawling all over him and acting far more like a 

random slut than a close and beloved family member in person. 

  She grinned stupidly for a few moments, rubbing the back of her head, then coughed and 

finally mumbled: “What the fuck, Marina told me you were awake…” A pause, and then she 

looked irritably at the tall, lithe female behind her before looking forwards and speaking in a 

more serious voice: “But anyway, Zerrex. Cindy told me to tell you that Albatross left a 

message… he wants to video conference with you tonight sometime, said he‟d be waiting after 

seven or whatever, and I know you like your frigging veggie naps or whatever-” 

 “Oh, leave Daddy alone.” Marina said mildly, but at the same time Cherry swayed a bit, 

wincing as if slapped. Marina‟s arms stayed crossed, however, and Zerrex was barely able to 

repress a smile: the youngest of the family also possessed the most powerful abilities, to say the 



least… and in a way, she was the one who also tried the hardest to follow in her father‟s 

footsteps. 

 Her body was strong and supple, her muscles toned but far more lithe than Cherry‟s 

bulging, almost-ridiculous sizes – and Cherry was big everywhere, to say the least… – and she 

stood at an impressive eight feet, with an extra six inches added to her height by the large, black 

segmented fin that came up from her forehead and went down to the back of her neck. She was 

beautiful, in a word… the shining, strange kind of beautiful that seemed almost angelic, with 

scales the same shade as her father‟s over her body that turned to a lighter green over her chest, 

and brilliant sky-blue eyes that shone with intelligence and almost religious reverence for her 

father… her father, who she saw as her personal savior, hero, and even master. 

He had saved her… hell, he guessed in a way he‟d played a good part in saving the 

world… but Marina seemed to think he‟d done a good thing in doing that. Sometimes, when the 

reptile looked around, he thought the world would‟ve been better off conquered… except he 

knew that his father, Narrius, had wanted to simply slaughter everything and restart with his own 

master race. But Zerrex hadn‟t killed Narrius for any reason as noble or heroic as wanting to save 

the world… he had killed his father for his own personal reasons, and taking down the massive 

floating fortress called „Paradise‟ had just been the bonus. He didn‟t want the world to suffer for 

his sins any longer, after all… so the reptile had let his daughters destroy the fortress while he 

killed his own father. 

Zerrex had raised her… then she had been kidnapped, modified… and perhaps that was 

part of the reason she was so beautiful, but he thought she had started with enough of her 

mother‟s innocence to be striking without any genetic modification. Tall, strong, with feminine 

muscle and stunning features… and with only a few scars on her body, mainly the result of 

overwork or too-hard-sparring, when she‟d demanded they all-but-fight for real during the 

training session with him. The largest was a thick, diagonal scar that went from her left shoulder, 

over one breast, and down just past the center of her abdominals. She wore it almost proudly, 

despite it being the result of a training gone too far – but to her it wasn‟t a mistake, and instead 

like some strange reward. 

She was wearing tight, plain jeans, and a black bikini top that left most of her upper body 

bare: just like Cherry, she preferred casual but serviceable clothing that wouldn‟t interfere with 

her movements or combat. Never anything fancy… but then again, Marina was one of the few 

people in the world who could probably wear a full dress to a warzone if she wanted and still 

come out unscathed, with her strange abilities. 

Marina had a mix of psychic powers, ranging from high-powered telekinesis to mind 

reading, mind control and every other type of mental ability, making her an opponent to be truly 

feared. Of course, just because her mental powers were so fearsome didn‟t mean she was lacking 

physically… and the Drakkaren reflected that maybe that long scar she had she thought of as 

testament to her own physical toughness. She‟s more flexible than Cherry, after all… and maybe 

almost as strong as I am… 

They were a strange little family: each possessed of their own preternatural abilities, the 

remnants of a nuclear-genetic war that had resulted in the death of a good ninety percent of the 

world. Despite that, Zerrex wanted to forget the past, wanted to move on and move forwards 

from the warrior he had once been. He wanted to give up his nightmare life in return not even for 

good, but just for normality: for coffees with Reia and the few other people he knew in town, and 

for snoozing on the off days and idly writing a first-hand account of the wars he‟d seen, if just to 



have a record of his life and get the poison out, and most of all for working in the little bookstore 

a few days a week and living with his daughters. 

Then again… he did know that no matter what else, he had a duty. So as Marina and 

Cherry looked at him, even the latter softening a bit, Zerrex mumbled under his breath and 

slowly brought his bad leg off the stool, wincing as it dropped heavily to the ground. A soft 

breath, and finally he pushed himself up out of the chair, standing and rubbing at his strong 

biceps slowly before he murmured: “Right. We still have a job to do.” 

“I wish you wouldn‟t blame yourself for the past, Daddy.” Marina said softly, and Zerrex 

glanced up with a faint smile, feeling her mental hands soothingly stroking through his thoughts 

and emotions. She smiled back a bit, then stepped forwards, slipping past Cherry to embrace him 

tightly and pushing herself against his chest, breathing softly against his neck as their arms 

wrapped tightly around each other. 

They swayed on the spot for a moment, and then she pulled back and gazed up at him 

lovingly before turning and leaving. Cherry made a face, looking nonplussed, then stepped 

forwards as Zerrex swayed a bit with a wince, immediately catching him by the shoulder and 

murmuring: “Fuck, I wish we could talk like you two do… and I still don‟t get how you can still 

hide things from her…” 

“It takes a lot of practice, though.” Zerrex responded with a mutter, but inwardly he 

thought Marina probably already knew, as he dragged his bad leg forwards a bit and steadied 

himself, half-shrugging Cherry off embarrassedly. The muscular female only tightened her grip 

on his shoulder, however, slipping her body closer to support him with one muscular side as he 

added in a grumble: “I‟m not infirm…” 

“Yeah, but I know you‟re in pain, too.” Cherry said stubbornly, and they exchanged a 

glare before Cherry finally stepped back and picked up the Drakkaren‟s cane, holding it out to 

him with a bit of a smile. “Anyway, you need all the support you can get right now, since I know 

how much that diplomacy shit pains your sorry ass.” 

“Bite me.” Zerrex rolled his eyes, but Cherry only grinned wider, making him sigh in 

exasperation before he shoved her away, causing her to squawk loudly and flail her arms to try 

and keep balance, the male walking past. “Yes, I know, how hard? Your standard comeback. 

You need to be more creative, bitch.” 

Cherry snorted, then grinned and followed after the reptile, reaching out to slap his back 

firmly. The lizard knew it wasn‟t as hard as she‟d used to hit him in the past, however… and that 

made him want to both smile and grumble irritably. “Come on, Boss. You just had a nap, you 

shouldn‟t be so fuckin‟ cranky.” 

Zerrex rolled his eyes as they turned down the short, warped-but-spotless hallway and 

into what he called the library: it was really only a small room with wall-to-wall shelves filled 

with books, however, and with a large flatscreen television mounted on one wall. It was strange 

perhaps, seeing that piece of technology in the otherwise dilapidated, warped-wooden house… 

but Zerrex had ensured long ago that they not only had satellite but also basic electricity 

connections in the house – a luxury in this broken world, where a quarter of the population lived 

in homes without power and instead were forced to do most of their cooking, laundry, and 

everything else in the massive community centers that had been set up and connected by satellite 

from city-to-city. 

The community centers were also the way that the government worked: officials formed 

a massive General Council that reported on their city‟s state to the secret Council of the Republic 

that was reputed to live in some hidden, bunkerized facility, safe from all types of explosive and 



biological weapons with their filtered air and walls of steel and titanium alloy many a kilometer 

beneath solid earth. That was how Ire was ruled now: and every city was its own state that 

reported to the big bosses of the kingdom, putting them all the way back in a medieval age where 

those in power got to step all over the backs of whoever they wanted. 

“I‟m not the Boss anymore, Cherry… that time has passed.” Zerrex said finally, as he sat 

down at the plain oak table that took up most of the center of the room, glancing over at the 

books laid out on the table with a bit of a smile. Advanced Physics, Psychotherapy and Kinetic 

Therapy… Cindy must‟ve been here reading just a little while ago. “You gonna refuse to sit 

down again?” 

“Not proper for me to, Boss.” Cherry said softly, and Zerrex turned to glance over her 

with a bit of a smile as she put her hands behind her back and squared her shoulders, standing tall 

and ready and keeping her head up. The female‟s expression was serious, almost solemn; but 

despite that, a hint of a smile played over her face as she added: “And you‟ll always be the Boss 

to me. You do a good job of keepin‟ us in line, after all, and stopping too much shit from 

happening around here.” 

“That‟s just a side effect of a giant lizard with a swastika hanging around the downtown 

area.” Zerrex mumbled, then he cleared his throat as he reached up and grabbed a small black 

device sitting in the middle of the table, pulling it over to him and looking down at the keypad in 

the center of the device almost thoughtfully. The shape was just so weird to him… rounded keys 

sitting in a circle with three large, rounded triangle-feet bridging off from the little control 

machine. Then he shook his head a bit, recognized he was stalling, and then finally sighed and 

hit the large green “ON” button. 

The monitor flickered on, displaying the symbols of Ire and Hez‟Ranna side-by-side: the 

head of a Dragokkaren beside the steel-colored head of a wolf.  The original flags had both been 

revamped over the war… and the Drakkaren couldn‟t help but smile ironically as the screen 

faded to plain dark blue, with “Connecting…” slowly blinking in and out on it in green. The 

lizard tapped his fingers with a sigh, glancing down for a few moments before the connection 

solidified and the small talk terminal dinged loudly, the Hez‟Ranna flag fading in on the screen. 

Zerrex looked at this for a few moments, the plain green flag with a crouched, featureless 

Dragokkaren on one side outlined in blacks and whites, then he turned his attention to the keypad 

and tapped in a short button combination, causing the screen to flicker to static for a few 

moments, before turning solid black. A moment later, a sidebar appeared on the enormous 

monitor, noting the strength of the connection to the satellite, and the current status of the link he 

was attempting to make. 

A few moments later, the monitor dinged, and a surprisingly-clear image of a blue-scaled 

Dragokkaren sitting at a large desk appeared. He wore a casual suit, loose around the collar and 

without a tie but instead a silk dress shirt, and his features were handsome, despite the scars that 

covered half his face and the eyepatch he wore. His shoulders were squared, and his arms were 

crossed as he leaned on them, frowning for a moment before Cole Albatross said mildly: 

“Zerrex, your camera isn‟t on.” 

“Oh. Sorry. Can you hear me?” The Drakkaren blinked, watched as Albatross nodded, 

and then he mumbled: “Ugh. I can never remember… right. Just a minute.” The lizard paused for 

a moment, hand hovering over the keypad on the control terminal before he quickly tapped in the 

code, and there was a clicking sound before a small green dot light came on, next to a nearly-

invisible flat camera set into the top of the monitor. “There?” 



“Thanks, Zerrex. It‟s good to see you after all this time… I could swear you‟ve been 

avoiding me.” Albatross said with mild amusement, and the white-haired Drakkaren rubbed at 

his head, glancing away with a cough before the male on screen became more serious. “Look, I 

know that you‟re not comfortable with this, but I do need your help on these things. And last 

time I sent you out as ambassador, we got very favorable results-” 

The Drakkaren snorted at this, cutting off the other lizard as he looked up at him with 

mild entertainment. “Yeah, after the terrorist attack from the anti-Drakkai forces that Cherry and 

Marina had to put down, while Cindy and I attempted to talk turkey with the rest of the survivors 

from Lunis island.” He shook his head slowly, then murmured: “Albatross, I‟m getting old and 

beaten-up. You‟re still young, and you make a goddamn good Commander-in-Chief, and 

Churchill is doing great as the High King of Hez‟Ranna… but all I want to do is work in my 

bookstore and pretend I‟m normal like everyone else, even if my last name is „Narrius.‟” 

Albatross gazed quietly at him from the monitor, his hands folded on the desk in front of 

him as Zerrex slumped a bit, the silence spiraling out for a few moments before he said gently: 

“Lord Zerrex… you saved the entire world from destruction. You fought alongside us for that 

last important month of the war and stood up to your own father, killed him and brought down 

his Paradise and the machinations inside that deadly machine. I realize this isn‟t fair of me to ask 

you, but please. Ire refuses to permit more than one or two of our airships to pass through its 

borders every month, but since you‟re already there and a permanent resident, it shouldn‟t be any 

problem for you to move to the Northlands, and you mentioned you knew one of the kings who 

managed to hold out through the conflict…” 

“But it‟s not diplomatic…” Zerrex sighed and shook his head, resting an elbow on the 

table and his muzzle on his fist, looking dryly amused. “It‟s a seek-and-destroy mission. You 

want me to see if I can find a sleeper cell, a group of disbanded or isolated soldiers, and tell them 

the war is over… tell them and disarm them with force, if necessary, and whatever force 

necessary.” 

Albatross sighed a bit at this, knitting his fingers together and shaking his head slowly. 

“I… yeah.” he finally admitted, then he sat up and smiled faintly. “Zerrex, you don‟t need to 

repeat it back to me. I feel like crap. Even Churchill feels like crap after everything we‟ve put 

you through… but you really are the only person who can do this. I mean, hell, even the Black 

Reds might have smartened up ever since the Great War into powerful troops, but you‟re the 

only person who can handle something like this. 

“Lord Zerrex… you were trained for this. You know how to remain stealth even in a 

crowd, how to perform an assassination mission even in a locked-down old-style kingdom like 

those in the north, and how to keep your cool in any situation and improvise to deal with 

whatever soldiers, monsters, or supernatural freaks you walk into. And Zerrex…” Albatross 

hesitated, meeting Zerrex‟s eyes with his own brilliant purple one. “This isn‟t just because you 

have all those qualities, or because all of Hez‟Ranna still admires you. This is because-”  

“-I have to fix my mistakes.” Zerrex said softly, and the once-Commander of the 

Resistance Forces that had helped crush Narrius blinked. He rubbed the back of his head, 

straightening a bit and laughing quietly. “I know. You‟re giving me a chance to redeem myself a 

bit more…” 

“No, Zerrex.” Albatross looked almost affronted at this, a faint blush rising in his features 

as the Drakkaren blinked and looked at him curiously. “It‟s not… none of us hold you 

responsible for what happened. But this isn‟t our job, and I recognize that: this is your job, and 

your business, more than it is any of ours: the war, even though we fought for seven years, we 



had no one to rely on. We had no figurehead, we had no guidance… and within a few months, 

you brought a seven year war to an end after coming out of a vegetative state induced by a 

biologically-engineered demon. This is personal for you… and I know that if I sent someone 

else, despite your misgivings…” 

“Then I‟d probably be even more upset.” Zerrex mumbled under his breath, shaking his 

head slowly. Then he winced and finally straightened, rolling his shoulders a bit and sighing 

quietly, but he seemed more resolute and less grouchy than earlier now. “Alright… so what‟s the 

mission?” 

Albatross looked at Zerrex for a few moments, then smiled faintly. “You‟re a strange 

creature, Lord Zerrex. Tell you to talk to people, and you get all bitchy. Tell you to go kill 

people, and you seem to perk right up.” 

“Just give me the job.” Zerrex said morbidly, crossing his arms on the table and dropping 

his head on the table, but he had to turn his face away to hide a bit of a smile. The blue-scaled 

Dragokkaren on the screen snorted at the scarred lizard‟s behavior, but seemed to size him up for 

a moment consideringly. 

Finally, he nodded, then became serious again, squaring his shoulders and straightening a 

bit. “It‟s not the exact same as the other missions we‟ve sent you on before, Zerrex… the other 

missions were mainly stealth, after all, and around Ire. You still have Class-B status, right?”  

Zerrex nodded a bit, sighing as he looked mildly at the large screen. “Yeah. I‟m permitted 

into everything except locked-down areas and I can take the private jets and sea shuttles out of 

Ire if I want. I‟m also registered in the NEWLAND database now… so they know I‟m ex-

military and I can carry pretty much any type of weapon anywhere I want.” 

“Excellent. I‟ve got an aircraft already scheduled and waiting for you whenever you‟re 

ready to fly… Hez‟Ranna Air Service Flight 101-1.” Albatross paused, then continued in a calm 

voice: “We‟ve managed to decrypt another few thousand lines of information in Narrius‟s 

military logs: apparently, in order to sustain his operations in the northern lands and Ire, he set up 

several large-scale cloning facilities.” 

“Just like the one you had me bomb a few months ago?” Zerrex asked drolly, and 

Albatross coughed, thrown off beat for the moment. “That was a bitch, by the way. Gutting a 

compound using C10 plastic explosive is not as easy as it seems. Nor is it fun to deal with 

automated motion-sensing cameras.” 

“In any case.” Albatross overrode the lizard before he could continue, making Zerrex 

drop his head almost sulkily. “Most of these facilities have long been dismantled and destroyed. 

We have information, however, that one may still be functional in the arctic regions, and 

possibly active.” 

“What?” Zerrex immediately became serious at this, and even Cherry let out a grunt of 

surprise behind him: the implications of this revelation were horrifying, after all. “Anything 

visible on satellite, or have you attempted to send a transmission over the RED-coded 

frequency?” 

Albatross shook his head slowly. “No visibility, but since we managed to get the old 

communications servers up and running, we sent one message, that the war was over… but they 

refused to respond. The fear is that they‟re operating under a „bad news‟ system… building and 

training a terrorist strike force to attempt to finish off Narrius‟s ambition, despite the fact he‟s 

long dead now.” 



“Not long enough.” Zerrex muttered, but he nodded slowly. It wouldn‟t surprise him… 

but on the other hand… “Why are they still in existence? I thought Ire‟s Hunter teams would 

have long found and destroyed that facility?” 

At this, Albatross smiled a bit, the Commander-in-Chief tilting his head. “Zerrex, they 

didn‟t even mange to find some of the foxhole facilities hidden in their own country. They‟re 

more obsessive crusaders than they are anything else.” He paused, then added dryly: “Personally, 

I‟ve had my fill of those bastards, anyway. They‟ve done some serious damage here in 

Hez‟Ranna to my military and several other peacekeeping forces. 

“No, this definitely isn‟t a job for the Hunters. I‟d prefer to send in you… and your girls.” 

Albatross‟s tone softened, as Zerrex frowned a bit and tilted his head. In the other missions, I 

was requested to work alone as much as possible… “The main reason this facility is still 

operational is not that it‟s hidden… apparently, Narrius deployed a special team to this facility, 

codenamed Toxin. „Toxin‟ is made up of cybernetic and genetically-enhanced prototypes 

designed by Mengele Tstegi… so I shouldn‟t have to tell you how dangerous these beings must 

be, especially in combination with the Enforcer and special ops training they‟ve all been 

through.” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, quietly touching the swastika tattoo on his arm and murmuring: 

“Yeah… Mengele made… modified me and my family members, after all.” A pause and a shake 

of the head as he sensed Cherry looking at him with quiet concern, then he looked up at the 

screen and coughed, trying to shake his strange feelings from his body. “So you want to send in 

the full team to destroy Toxin, huh? See if we can outclass their powers, then stop them from 

producing soldiers and shut down the facility?” 

“That‟s right.” Albatross laughed softly and shook his head slowly. “Look, I‟m loathe to 

put your girls into danger… but I know that all your daughters are talented beyond belief, and 

even the wolf that lives with you, Lone, has some amazing gun skills.” 

“Mahihko. I know, it took me years to get used to the name change, too.” Zerrex 

responded with a bit of a smile, but he couldn‟t deny the burst of pride it filled him with to hear 

the Dragokkaren acknowledge his family. Even… maybe especially… little Mahihko. “But 

alright. That sounds simple enough… are you going to supply us with weaponry or will we use 

on-site procurement? I can also likely borrow some heavier weapons from my friend in the 

northlands…” 

Albatross shook his head slowly at this. “Sorry, Zerrex, but I can‟t give you more than 

some funds… and I‟d like to ask you to keep your silence in regards to this mission. Standard 

procedure… but also because we‟re still trying to compile and decrypt data on the soldiers and 

facility; who knows what spies might lurk about and have infiltrated over the seven years of 

warfare and the almost-nine since then?” The blue-scaled Dragokkaren paused, then added 

gently: “And this isn‟t exactly legal… and I know you want to avoid other people getting tangled 

up in this affair as much as I do. For the good of both Hez‟Ranna and yourself… I mean, after 

all, you‟ve spent all these last years running from reporters and biographers, haven‟t you?” 

Zerrex nodded, looking almost grim as he crossed his arms and sat back in his chair. 

“Good point, yeah. I guess if anyone managed to get wind of this operation, Hez‟Ranna would 

be hit by a whole new barrage of mudslinging from Ire‟s RC. The goddamn Council of the 

Republic has already screwed up this country enough, requiring special passes to move from 

city-to-city and in some place sector-to-sector… I can only imagine the havoc they‟d cause if 

they found out we were cleaning up the mess Narrius left behind like this.” 



“I‟m surprised they haven‟t forced you to change your last name.” Albatross said with a 

slight smile, but his tone was only half-joking before he continued in a softer tone: “I do want to 

caution you though, Zerrex: it looks like codename Toxin are almost comparable to the RED in 

terms of their abilities. The facility itself is called T-905, and looks like it was designed for short-

time, high-level training operations, meaning you‟ll probably encounter newer-model clone 

soldiers with up to Enforcer training levels. 

“Since Paradise fell, all communications were completely shut-down and locked into 

what you call the RED frequency, that only the Royal Elite Division and Narrius could access by 

using their genetic data as a password. Since you terminated all of them, the RED frequency was 

locked as well, and it took years of hacking to finally break the code. By that time, the other 

facilities had all started their own doomsday operations, however…” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, murmuring quietly: “Producing terrorists as well as soldiers. Even 

those kamikazes in that one facility… Suicide Drakkaren with explosives built into their bodies, 

among other things.” 

“Right. Narrius obviously didn‟t want the world to forget that he existed… or, like you 

prefer to say, he didn‟t want the world to exist if he didn‟t as well.” Albatross said softly, 

nodding in return and then meeting Zerrex‟s eyes with his own single one: a feat made doubly as 

impressive by the fact he managed to do it straight through a television monitor. “So we have no 

idea what sort of operations are going on at the facility, and we haven‟t discovered the codeword 

to cancel the bad news ops. So you‟ll be going in half-blind: by tomorrow we‟ll have hacked the 

rest of the files on the Toxin team, and we‟ll put those in the plane with whatever funds we can 

spare and the other information we can dig up.” 

“So in short… destroy the facility, eliminate Toxin, and I‟ll gather the usual information 

if there‟s any extra to be garnered.” Zerrex paused and smiled ironically. “Parameters include 

doing my best to keep silent about everything that‟s going on, not sharing any information, not 

being caught and discovered by civilian or enemy forces while attacking the facility. On the 

bright side, I don‟t need to hide from most of the forces in the northlands and civilians probably 

won‟t look at me so weirdly.” 

Albatross gave him a look of quiet amusement at that. “Everyone looks at you weirdly, 

Lord Zerrex. You‟re a size-shifting, always-tall crippled lizard with a burned-off face and more 

scars than you‟ll find in an army battalion.” 

“Dude, I hate you.” Zerrex muttered, dropping his head in his hands, then he sighed, 

resting there for a few moments and rolling his fingers through his hair before finally looking up 

and saying mildly: “I want compensation for this trip, though, because I hate putting my family 

into trouble. I want a freaking vacation once this is all over and done with.” 

Albatross smiled slightly at this, raising his hands and nodding as he replied amiably: 

“Lord Zerrex, this is possibly the last major facility you‟ll have to take care of… and I can 

promise you at least three months before you‟ll even see my face again, if you don‟t want to put 

up with me, after this mission is over.” 

“That‟s what you said last time.” The Drakkaren muttered, then he shook his head 

slowly. “Fine. I‟ll do it.” 

 

Usually, when Zerrex flew somewhere, things were less than pleasant. He hated to fly, 

hated being in the air, hated being stuck in the prim, padded cabins with the little kitchen in the 

corner and nice, red-cushioned seats and the little hardwood tables bolted to the walls and floor. 

He also hated how he was alone, except for the pilot who never came out of the cockpit… so that 



meant he‟d played a lot of lonely games of solitaire while leaving his family behind for days or 

weeks at a time to work a job somewhere. 

The flight to the northlands, however, had left Zerrex feeling good for a change: together 

there with his family, talking, relaxing, and even going over combat strategy as they flew 

towards their destination, Zerrex sitting at a table with Cindy and Marina while Mahihko and 

Cherry played cards at another, the wolf tossing Zerrex fawning looks every now and then. 

Mahihko had changed a lot from the Lone Zerrex had first known: a fat, handsome but at 

the same time repugnant wolf who had first come to the town of Baskin‟s Grove to steal land and 

sell it at exorbitant prices to developers and real-estate moguls. He‟d used to wear a corset just to 

keep in his fat and platform shoes to make himself look taller and tougher in his three-piece 

custom-tailored suits… 

Now, the wolf was thin, with a girlish figure, little muscle – but what the little there was 

toned and fit – and all manner of piercings adorned his body. For the most part, his fur was 

white, except for the black tips of his ears, and the half diamond over his chest, but he also 

possessed all manner of tattoo; purple flames just under his armpits, snowflake-like swastikas on 

his shoulders, and the words „Property of Zerrex‟ in an arch over his lower back. Not to mention 

the more intimate tattoos he had – a wreath of fire that circled around his penis and down to his 

testicles, and on his large but firm buttocks, a crossed revolver and sword.  

He was a rival for Cherry in terms of piercings, as well: without mentioning the dozens of 

intimate ones on the wolf‟s crotch area, he had almost twenty in his face: alternating stud-ring-

stud down the underside of either side of his muzzle, two rings in his nose, two more in one ear 

and three in the other. The wolf‟s other accessories included a set of large gold bangles he wore 

around one wrist, a bow he tied around the end of his tail – which he also usually dipped in pink 

– and anything else he could get that made him look “pretty.” 

Mahihko was the definition of a girlyboi: he loved to wear girl‟s clothes, play dress-up, 

cook, clean and perform any role that was traditionally female. At the same time, however, he 

also liked to act like he was about the age of four or five, constantly trying to get a smile or some 

praise but at the same time terrified of any sort of admonishment. A few harsh words from 

Zerrex, and the wolf often looked like he was going to start crying; and unlike the old Lone, he‟d 

never hide that or his other emotions, meaning it sometimes left Zerrex in an even more 

awkward state in public. On the other hand, Mahihko did deal with himself better… at least, so 

long as he was behaving properly. 

The wolf wasn‟t the best behaved, sure… and he wasn‟t exactly mature in a lot of cases; 

after all, when someone acted like a five year old – albeit a well-behaved five year old – most of 

the time, it led to problems. Given some dolls, Mahihko would happily play dress-up with them 

for hours on end, for instance… but caught in the middle of a game or television show, he was 

hesitant to leave even for the most important events, and would whine unless it was made clear 

just how serious whatever event was to him. It also meant that he did much better if things were 

on simple terms and he was given either little or a lot of artistic freedom to deal with the 

situation as it came: any plans with blank spaces in them where he was expected to improvise, 

and things tended to get ugly very quickly.  

Of course, he was a lot more serious and mature when it came to things like combat: the 

wolf, after countless hours of badgering Zerrex and noting again and again his performance in 

the great raid during the last part of the seven year war, had finally been permitted to do more 

than simple target shooting with Cherry and instead participate in military and combat drills. It 

took him several long sessions to get the hang of it, but finally Mahihko had adapted and become 



an excellent marksman: not to mention the fact he packed a surprising punch in close-range 

combat as well. 

Cherry and Zerrex weren‟t the only people capable of changing the size of their bodies, 

after all: Mahihko could too, but the others referred to his ability as “spontaneous shifting,” due 

to the speed it occurred at. One moment, after all, Mahihko could be pulling back his tiny little 

girly arms for a punch… and then next, a giant fist on the end of an arm with bigger muscles 

than Cherry could be smashing into the face of the unlucky adversary. Not to mention the fact 

the wolf was trained to go into combat “buffed-up” a bit, so his body could better handle the 

recoil from larger firearms… and he was also capable with not just a pole, but a pair of large 

metal hoops that looked almost laughable at first but hurt like hell to be smacked with. 

It was ironic that the only person who was never irritated was also the most like him in 

many ways… although Zerrex thought Cindy always managed to be better behaved and 

somehow never got on his nerves in the same ways that Mahihko did. Then again, Cindy had 

also turned from a prancing little girl into a mature, strong adult over the last few years more 

than ever before. Sure, sometimes she still liked to dress up, go out, shop and play… but most of 

the time now she tended to wear more conservative, even military-style dress… despite still 

sticking with wearing the spiked bracelets and collar she had always favored. She‟d always 

swear that they‟d saved her life… and in a way, maybe they had when she‟d dealt with Requiem. 

They had shown her great-uncle how resourceful she was and gained his respect for that, among 

other things… and Zerrex had thanked his once – and in his opinion, always – mentor many 

times for starting Cindy on the path to recognizing and respecting the code of warriors and the 

battles they had to fight, even when they didn‟t want to.  

Cindy was so damn strong, in every way… her heart was huge, her compassion infinite, 

and her innocence unrivalled. Zerrex found it almost impossible to believe how truly beautiful 

she was, in every way, and just how she could be so pure even after all she had seen: the wars, 

the battle, fates of death and worse, losing Marina and finding out she was born of rape, and that 

her lover was also her father. Down to her heart of hearts, Cindy had always walked the true path 

of innocence, goodness, and simple rightness… and Zerrex almost envied her will and 

determination. 

And by far, the female Drakkaren‟s mental and physical abilities outdid the rest of her 

little family: not only was she stronger than Zerrex – something that never failed to impress him, 

with the way she could beat him in a grapple or lifting anything – she was the smartest of them 

as well, working alongside the military as a doctor and specialist in both chemical and biological 

warfare agents. Ever since the great war, Cindy had realized her calling and how she could help 

people, how she could still serve the causes she believed in without having to hurt people. 

Now she sat across from him, idly reading a book and sitting with her feet propped up on 

the table, in a pair of black jeans and an old Hez‟Ranna military shirt with a plain rawhide 

harness overtop connecting into a double belt with all manner of sidepacks and a simple holster. 

She looked more the part of a mercenary or comic book special forces soldier than a doctor… 

but to each their own style, even if that included an empty pistol holster, a pair of spiked 

bracelets, and a matching spiked collar. 

She paused in her reading, eyes flicking up, before she smiled a bit and put down the 

book – Advanced On-Site Medical Treatment – and crossed her arms as she leaned back in her 

seat, saying mildly: “You‟re worried, Daddy. And it‟s not exactly normal for you to bring us 

along on a „vacation‟ or especially not an all-out mission.”  



Zerrex nodded reluctantly: even though Mahihko might be too dumb to realize that they 

weren‟t going on some sort of simple in-out mission, and Marina wouldn‟t care – and Gods, did 

that ever scare him sometimes, her willingness to charge into the jaws of death and slaughter for 

him – Cindy had likely figured out the entire situation already and wanted to know the through-

and-through truth. “Alright… 

“It‟s… not the standard mission.” He felt awkward, rubbing at the burned half of his face 

before glancing over at Cherry and Mahihko, who had both put down their cards to listen in, as 

Marina simply hugged her father around the waist and slid herself a bit closer to him, closing her 

eyes peacefully. “It‟s supposed to be kept quiet and under wraps, first off, and in no way is this 

the standard mission we‟re all used to. It‟s a mishmash of stealth assassination and full-out 

attack…” 

“Croatoan.” Marina murmured against his neck, and Mahihko tilted his head curiously as 

Zerrex blinked, before smiling a bit and nodding slowly. Then his daughter continued to speak in 

a soft voice: “It‟s a word that appeared throughout several towns… ghost towns, that is. They 

vanished off the map, often with everyday stuff laid out… food, clothing, etcetera. No one 

knows what happened in any of these places. That‟s what we‟re going to do.” 

“To a town?” Mahihko looked worried now, and Zerrex could empathize with the wolf, if 

not sympathize: the lupine much preferred to take his targets down in as nonlethal a manner as 

possible, even if he didn‟t have a problem with blowing out kneecaps or off heads when the time 

called for it. “Zer… I dunno…” 

But now the male Drakkaren took the reins back up, his voice gaining that old, 

authoritative tone he was both thankful for and miserable about. “No. An enemy military base. I 

went over the papers that Albatross had left here for us, but it‟s pretty sparse. Numbers could 

range from a hundred to a thousand strong in terms of soldiers, moderate training but minimum 

equipment and supplies. The only reason we know about the base at all is because they‟ve been 

raiding minor settlements and small towns to get supplies and food, and because Narrius 

dispatched a special cell to aid in training and with the invasion forces. 

“This cell is called „Toxin,‟ and it was originally made up of eight soldiers, but at least 

three of them have already been terminated.” Zerrex paused at this, glancing around at the others 

before wincing and sitting back as a rumble went through the plane and an alert dinged, a red 

warning light flicking on above the cockpit door. “Crap. Of course, once we start getting into 

things, we‟re going to start the landing procedure…” 

“It‟s never failed before, has it, Boss?” Cherry asked playfully, and he glanced over at her 

with badly-hidden entertainment as she looked back with a wide grin. Even as Cindy and 

Mahihko looked confused, he felt Marina paging his thoughts, looking for the memory, making 

it harder for him to concentrate as the hermaphrodite finished: “Anyway, we‟re breaking those 

protocols the higher-ups were always bitching on about. Faggot, Books, Bebop and me should be 

waiting until we‟re in a secure premise before we start bugging Boss for the debriefing.” 

“Real proud of those-” the plane gave a lurch, and Zerrex winced perceptively, his grip 

instinctively tightening around Marina as she looked up at him with amusement. “Of those 

nicknames, huh?‟ 

“Shit yes.” Cherry grinned and winked, seeming completely unperturbed by the tremors 

rolling through the plane as she crossed her arms and leaned back in her seat. Then again, with 

the level her precog‟s at now, she could probably leap free of the plane and land completely 

unharmed. “But don‟t worry about it until we get in and proof a quarters for our own. We‟ll even 

ward the fuckin‟ walls if we have to.” 



Zerrex nodded as Mahihko simply continued to look dumbfounded, but agreeable: he‟d 

have to explain later that it meant they‟d not only check the walls for tapping and security 

equipment, they‟d set up some of their own little devices and improvisations to interfere with 

both highly-advanced and extremely simple. The Drakkaren may have absolute trust in Killer 

and Alexis, but he couldn‟t afford any sensitive information falling into the wrong hands… and 

he had enough experience to know that even whispered words or a coded note could be overseen 

or broken. They had to be absolutely discreet in this affair, as much as he hated to be… but when 

global security was concerned, he had to do what he could to abide by the rules. 

The plane gave another rumble as a faint whine rose in the air, and the Drakkaren made 

another face, shifting a bit and trying to sink back against the cushioned seat. Gods, how he hated 

planes… not as much as ships, but more than cars… ugh, I have a vehicle phobia.  

It‟s not a phobia when they actually crash and burn a good percent of the time, another 

voice muttered in the back of the lizard‟s head, and then he winced as he felt something else 

nudge his mind, and he glanced over to Marina. The female gave him a dryly-amused look in 

return, and the reptile gave a bit of a dumb smile and rubbed the back of his head slowly with his 

free hand, the other arm staying tight around her as he mumbled: “I just don‟t like… stuff.” 

“You don‟t like much of anything, though, Boss.” Cherry said airily, then the plane gave 

a lurch and even the butch psychic made a face as her teeth clicked together loudly, wincing in 

disgust before she muttered: “Although I guess I can sorta understand why you don‟t like 

planes…” A pause, then she leaned over the side of her seat and yelled angrily in the direction of 

the cockpit: “Slow, asshole, slow and easy descent! This isn‟t a fuckin‟ action movie!” 

“Backseat driver.” Cindy muttered, then she glanced over at Mahihko, who was 

fastidiously cleaning up the cards that had spilled off the table from the jolt. “Hey, do you mind 

coming back into the back with me to make sure everything‟s together?” 

“Not at all.” Mahihko glanced up at her warmly, nodding rapidly in agreement as a faint 

blush rose in his cheeks, and Zerrex glanced from one to the other with a bit of a smile before 

watching as Cindy stood gracefully up and strolled down the hall towards the small cargo bay at 

the back of the jet, the wolf following quickly after, half-sliding with every thrum of turbulence. 

As always, Cindy was being fastidious… and it brought back a now-faint memory of a time 

when Marina had been young, and how they‟d gone all the way to Hez‟Ranna just before the 

beginning of the Great War to save their kidnapped daughter… 

The now grown-up female shifted against him, then dropped her head against his strong 

chest, closing her eyes and murmuring softly: “You‟ve always been there for me, Daddy… ever 

since back then, and I‟ve never forgotten that… I want to do whatever I can to make sure things 

go smoothly in the times and trials ahead.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit at this, then he rolled his eyes as Cherry laughed and added 

cheerfully: “And, you know, good sex too! Because sex is the best.” A sage nod as both of the 

others glared at her, before she added in a more-solemn voice: “But in all seriousness, I don‟t 

feel good about this at all, Boss. It feels like something bad‟s up ahead and I don‟t want to see 

you or girly or anyone else here going through the same shit as what happened a decade ago.” 

Marina made a face at this, then, before her father could respond, said resolutely: “It 

doesn‟t matter what we run into, Cherry… Daddy can deal with it. And as long as we stick by to 

support him, it doesn‟t matter what comes along… we‟ll just fight our way through and things‟ll 

work out fine.” 

“Yeah, well, we aren‟t all obsessive little psycho bitches, you… bitch.” Cherry muttered, 

and Zerrex rolled his eyes with a sigh as Marina glared daggers at Cherry, the hermaphrodite 



sitting back and putting her hands behind her head, looking up at the ceiling with distaste. 

“Besides. Your Daddy is getting old, and even I don‟t feel as up to slaughter as I used to in the 

old days. I think this whole “immortality gene” stuff has been a gyp.” 

“We aren‟t immortal, Cherry.” Zerrex responded mildly, and this earned a glance of 

curiosity from the muscular female. “Not immortal, not invincible, not invulnerable. Narrius 

might‟ve found a way to stop the aging process in one way, but our bodies and all the others 

modified like us stayed on a timer anyway… and since we‟ve spent so much of our life fighting, 

we‟ve used up most of our ability to heal and now our bodies are on the other side of the slope 

and starting to break down. We‟re going to end up like those science projects on „Above and 

Beyond.‟” 

“I hate that science show shit. You‟re a nerd.” Cherry mumbled disgustedly, then she 

sighed and crossed her arms on the table, dropping her head on them and adding dejectedly: “But 

I guess the ride had to end sometime, huh? But seriously, stop watching those science shows. 

They‟re not cool and you always end up making me feel so depressed with all that crap. It‟s like 

when we had fancy hat night instead of sex night.” 

“Those weren‟t fancy hats! They were art projects that you destroyed!” Marina barked, 

and she and Cherry exchanged another glare before the plane rocked hard, and all three were 

distracted by a loud yelp from the cargo room. This was followed by several loud thuds as the 

sound of the plane‟s engines rose for a few moments, and then vibrations ran through the jet as it 

went into the final landing phase and rolled down the runway. 

Finally, it ground to a halt as Zerrex grit his teeth, half-clinging to his smallest and 

youngest daughter as Marina held him tightly around the neck, and he only relaxed a moment 

later, when Cherry stood up and stretched with a loud yawn. Then she glanced down and cocked 

her head with a wide grin, saying cheerfully: “And now we only got to ride the helicopter the rest 

of the way up, huh?” 

 

It didn‟t take them long to transfer to the waiting military helicopter: Cherry, Mahihko 

and Cindy quickly loaded their gear up while Marina and Zerrex met with an ambassador from 

Hez‟Ranna. The jet had landed at an embassy that had been set up in the northern lands of 

Kesteven after the Great War to deal with diplomatic relations and offer sanctuary to outcast 

Drakkai, and Zerrex had been here a few times to receive information on post-war operations and 

as a starting point for missions in the empires north of Ire. Ten minutes later, and Zerrex and 

family were sitting in the helicopter as it took off into the squall, flakes of snow dancing around 

the vehicle as it flew towards the northern borders of even the northern lands. 

It was a short forty minute trip in the military transport chopper, Cherry spending most of 

it obnoxiously singing songs that came to mind until Zerrex shoved her off the bench and 

delegated her to checking their equipment. Idle conversation was made difficult, if not 

impossible, by the sound of the blades and the radio at the front of the helicopter blaring music, 

and so they sat in mostly-quiet… until finally, they landed at the Arkston military base near the 

northern edge of Kesteven. 

The doors slid open, and a tall, black-striped white tiger in full dress uniform glanced 

inside and offered a smile as he bowed respectfully, speaking in a courteous voice: “Welcome to 

Kesteven… the king is waiting outside to greet you, sir.” 

“I told him not to worry about meeting us here…” Zerrex mumbled, but he couldn‟t 

repress a smile as his emerald eyes flickered mischievously. He couldn‟t deny that he was 

looking forwards to seeing Killer after all these years… despite how many times he‟d been up in 



the northlands, he‟d never had the time to visit the tiger or even stop in and look around his 

empire. 

“Oh, fuck yes.” Cherry grinned widely, leering at the Drakkaren for a few moments as 

she reached down to squeeze her crotch. “I‟ve got a great surprise for him right here… but hey… 

why…” A pause, then she shook her head and offered an embarrassed grin, rubbing the back of 

her head as Zerrex looked at her oddly. “Ugh, sorry. Shit‟s still all mixed up in my brain ever 

since I got my penis.” 

“You‟re the crudest creature on the face of the world.” Cindy said mildly, as she picked 

up two duffel bags and easily strode out with them, and Mahihko nodded agreeably as he trotted 

after her, half-dragging a suitcase behind him and wincing at the breath of cold air that washed 

into the helicopter. Cherry huffed at this, but followed the others out nonetheless, grabbing the 

other two bags they had brought with them… and Zerrex traded a slight smile with his youngest 

daughter before striding out after them, leaning hard on his cane as Marina clung loosely to his 

other side. He winced at the cold air on his body as they stepped out onto the snowy helicopter 

pad, then he glanced towards the parking lot at the edge of the pad, and smiled slightly at the 

sight of the huge male striding towards him. 

Killer was enormous: a white warrior tiger with black stripes covering his body, he stood 

at no less than twenty-one feet and was covered in rippling, bulging muscle, with biceps bigger 

than the tires fitted on monster trucks. He was the master of the northern lands, the greatest king 

of the greatest empire, and he had been one of the few countries to stand and survive during the 

Great War against the unending onslaught Narrius had poured on the world. When Zerrex had 

first met him, the tiger had been smaller, his mane tousled instead of shaped into the huge 

Mohawk it formed now, but he‟d had the same alive, sharp blue eyes and he‟d been well on his 

way to the huge amount of muscle that covered the feline‟s body… and of course, there had been 

those spikes of bone that jutted from the huge cat‟s shoulders, elbows and knees as well.  

The huge tiger was clothed in black dress armor and a long black cloak with golden 

tassels hanging from the shoulders, along with a pair of black pants and polished combat boots. 

A plain handgun was slung on one side of his waist, but nothing else that the Drakkaren could 

see: it was a show of trust, and overrode the battery of troops currently standing at attention at 

the outside of the military base – something most people would take as hostile, but Zerrex 

recognized only as a sign of respect. 

But apart from Killer, what drew his eyes was his beautiful wife, Alexis: she was tall, 

stunning, and covered in pure white fur with beautiful, flowing blonde hair that fell past her 

waist. Only a few feet shorter than the enormous plus twenty-some of Killer, she was far lither 

but still toned and imposing, her blue eyes and seductive smile immediately drawing Zerrex‟s 

gaze before she blew him a kiss, and Cherry looked over her shoulder with a look of disgust, the 

hermaphrodite visibly simmering. In many things, Alexis was Cherry‟s rival: and in her tight 

black pants and top, she was a vision of sensuality that rivaled Cherry even at her best. 

As the Drakkaren started forwards, Killer‟s eyes roved over them, taking in them all with 

interest and slight surprise… before his eyes settled on Zerrex and he paused in his tracks at the 

sight of the reptile. It made the reptile blush a bit and offer a faint shrug, as he continued to stride 

carefully along the icy cement with Marina holding gently onto his arm, Cindy falling back to 

walk by his side with a supportive smile- 

And then all hell broke loose as Cherry‟s head snapped up and to the right, and she 

dropped the bags, snarling and pointing as she shouted: “Ambush!” 



A moment later, there was the distinct thump of some sort of explosive launcher being 

fired, followed by the howl of an RPG that Zerrex caught only a glimpse of before it slammed 

into the back of the helicopter, quickly followed by a double-boom as both the explosive and the 

gas tank of the chopper exploded in a roar of flame, the helicopter skidding forwards a few feet 

even as Marina snarled, half-turning and holding up a hand to halt the wreckage of the vehicle 

with her enormous psychic powers. 

Zerrex covered his eyes as another blast went up from the helicopter‟s ruins, a cloud of 

smoke and debris rising into the air as he staggered forwards. A glance right and left, and he saw 

the platoon of soldiers scrambling as Killer roared a command and Alexis drew her own heavily-

modified magnum handgun to open fire at the hilltop. At the same time, he noted Cindy, Cherry 

and Mahihko digging in the duffel bags for rifles as Marina clung to him, and he unsuccessfully 

tried to shake her off as he staggered forwards with a snarl. “Let me go, Marina! I can help out 

here too!” 

“No, Daddy! They‟ve got it under control, Toxin might be here to ambush us!” Marina 

shouted in return, stepping to his bad side to add more leverage to her pulls as Zerrex heard the 

sound of automatic fire start up… and then a single bullet whisked just past his arm, tearing a 

small gash along one strong bicep, and Marina‟s eyes widened as Zerrex‟s breath caught in his 

throat. 

A pause… and then a snarl as Marina leapt past Zerrex towards the hills and tundra 

beside the base, shouting in a voice that rose even above the din of battle around them: “Don‟t 

you hurt my Daddy! I‟ll kill you all, every one of you!” 

“Marina, stop!” The male stepped towards his daughter, then he winced and covered his 

face, glancing to the side as soldiers looked up in shock, the cement cracking with the force of 

Marina‟s psychic will as both Alexis and Cherry clutched their heads with shocked looks, Killer 

immediately sheltering his wife with a look of confusion. Zerrex could feel Marina‟s terrible 

power slam into his own mind, and he snarled as he stepped forwards to grasp her shoulders even 

as a purple haze rose up around her body, the female grinning sharkishly as she held her hands 

out at her sides. She‟s doing it again… she‟s like a supercharger that‟s gone out of control, 

massively amplifying all the psychic energy in one area… 

But more terrifying, the ruins of the helicopter were starting to rise off the ground, along 

with jeeps, armored trucks, and even a massive flatbed and snowplow parked in the lot next to 

the helipad where they had landed, all of them surrounded with a transparent haze as the others 

looked on in shock. Even the ambushers in the distance – a mix of warrior tiger and Dragokkaren 

– ceased to fire for a moment… then one of them screamed before throwing his weapon down 

and turning to flee. 

“No one escapes!” Marina snarled, and immediately the floating vehicles and debris 

began to spin, and the unfortunate soldier was swept up and dragged into the whirlwind with a 

scream a moment before his body simply seemed to explode, a rain of blood and gore spilling 

out of the sky. Other soldiers cried out in terror at this, and then the enormous vehicles shot 

down from the sky like a storm of meteors, blowing the hills nearby to rubble and disintegrating 

the soldiers in the distance that it hit. 

Marina laughed, and the sound was cold and cruel, her eyes burning with rage, hatred and 

darkness, even as Zerrex grasped her, tried to shake her and shouted for Cindy… and again and 

again, like a hammer wielded by a furious god, armored vehicles rose and then crunched down 

on whatever unfortunate she could spot, her hands guiding the movements of the vehicles 

through the air. She seemed unstoppable, a terrible force of nature even as Cindy ran over to 



grasp her other side, but it was as if Marina didn‟t even see her… and then Zerrex wrapped his 

arms around his daughter‟s neck as Cindy drew her fist back, then she winced as she struck 

Marina soundly across the jaw. 

There was a spark that resonated in the very soul of the Drakkaren as he winced, 

clenching his eyes shut in pain, before Marina slumped in his arms with a sigh, and the vehicles 

she had puppeted so easily fell lifelessly to the ground in burning wrecks, leaving the others 

staring in shock at Zerrex and his daughter. Cindy sighed quietly, slumping a bit herself for the 

moment… and then Cherry snarled and called: “Hey, Boss! We got more incoming… looks like 

a wave of twenty, and there‟s someone way in the distance not doin‟ too much to hide himself!” 

“What the hell is going on?” Alexis asked sharply, as she strode quickly over to Zerrex as 

he gently set his daughter down to the cold ground, before he straightened and shifted his grip on 

his cane, choking up on the body a bit and resting the end of it against his shoulder. Her 

expression of a mix of surprise, fury, and something like embarrassment at what had happened: 

not just because they had been ambushed, but likely because they had been ambushed during a 

reception for their guests. “I mean, they were obviously after you… and that girl, her power…” 

She broke off, then looked up in surprise as Cherry patted her on the shoulder, the 

hermaphroditic female grinning cockily as she shouldered a rifle she‟d pulled from one of the 

duffel bags and quickly snapped together. “You just worry about yourself and the big hunk of 

male-meat over there, sweetheart. Some terrorists aren‟t any match for us… nice to see you 

again, by the way.” 

“Good to see you‟re still such a bitch, too.” Alexis remarked mildly in return, and then 

she glanced up towards the hills, before nodding a bit and muttering: “They look like shock 

troops… close range strikers. But what the hell, their uniforms look like our own military‟s…” 

“Probably a diversion tactic… make it look like we took out the helicopter, start some 

more trouble with Hez‟Ranna.” came the booming voice of Killer, and Zerrex looked over in 

surprise to the huge feline as he walked in from one side, smiling slightly and then reaching out 

to rest a hand gently on Zerrex‟s shoulder. “Looks like the years haven‟t been too easy on you, 

Zer. But it‟s good to see you again.” 

“I‟ve got more than enough in me for a few more fights, at least.” The Drakkaren 

responded mildly, then he paused as Cindy nudged him gently, giving him a curious look. “Oh, 

right. You and Mahihko do as you see fit. See if we can take one alive for questioning.” 

“Hey, fuck that. I‟m going to play the game too.” A pause, then a grin at Alexis, adding 

casually: “You know, just to show how superior a shot I am to pussy-puss, here.” Another pause, 

and a leer at Killer. “I got somethin‟ real nice to show you later, by the way, big cat-” 

Alexis rolled her eyes at this, then she grabbed Cherry‟s muscular arm and dragged her 

over to where Mahihko was currently laying with a rifle, the wolf nervously licking his lips 

before giving a faint smile as Cindy approached as well with a thumbs-up. It left Zerrex standing 

alone with Killer, and he glanced down at Marina, asking gently: “Is that your youngest 

daughter?” 

“Yeah.” Zerrex looked down at her for a few quiet moments, then he kneeled and 

checked her pulse, brushing a bit of snow off her. The snowfall was light here, and the wind had 

died down… but he didn‟t like the cold, nor the fact that this was the first way his friend should 

be introduced to his youngest. A pause, and then he grunted as he slowly stood up, wincing a bit  

and rubbing at his leg as he dropped his cane back down to rest against it lightly. “When… 

during the war, she was experimented on, and I saved her. She doesn‟t understand the term 

„overkill,‟ and she adores me… so… things get complicated, sometimes.” He finished lamely.  



Killer nodded a bit, then he offered up a smile of his own, quietly nudging the male as he 

said softly: “Well, neither do we, huh? But why don‟t we take her inside? It looks like most of 

the trouble out here is finished with… I can help, if you want me to. It looks like you‟re short a 

leg.” 

 “It‟s alright.” The Drakkaren nodded a bit, then he poked Marina gently in the side with 

his metal cane, clearing his throat as the sound of gunfire pattered to a halt, Cherry yelling 

something cheerfully as Zerrex‟s eyes roved to the hills, which were now devoid of enemy 

soldiers; instead, a set of heavily-armed military vehicles roared away from the base and into the 

dunes of snow littered with debris and death. “Looks like your troops are ready to clean up the 

rest of the mess, anyway.” 

Killer nodded, then he glanced down curiously as Marina stirred and sat up with a yawn, 

stretching slowly before she winced and hugged herself, then she looked up at Zerrex with a 

deep flush, a look of shame crossing her features as the liger felt faint surprise cross through his 

body at the fact he was being completely ignored: normally it would infuriate him, but at the 

look of dedication in Marina‟s eyes, what he felt most was something almost like admiration at 

her tunnel vision. “I‟m so sorry, Daddy… I didn‟t mean to do that…” 

“Don‟t worry about it, Marina.” Zerrex said softly, then he extended a hand to her, and 

the female smiled before taking it and letting herself be helped up to her feet. Then she turned 

and politely sketched a curtsy to Killer before quietly clinging to her father‟s side, and he could 

feel some strange tickling at his mind and thoughts as Zerrex glanced over the liger with faint 

entertainment. “So, Killer, it looks like we‟re destined to always end up in some kind of fight 

when we meet, huh?” 

“It‟s starting to seem that way.” The huge feline nodded, then he glanced over to Alexis 

as she stepped sinuously over to him and slid lightly into his arms. “But I don‟t think either of us 

mind too much… things have been too quiet around here for too long, anyway. But please, 

Zerrex, you and your family should come inside…” A slight smile. “It‟s not like any of us are 

dressed for the weather this far north, and it‟d be rude of me to keep you out here in the cold any 

longer.” 

“Hey, never cold around you, big boy!” Cherry responded cheerfully, shouldering her 

rifle with a grin and slipping under Killer‟s arm as he motioned to several of the soldiers that had 

stayed back to attend to the dropped luggage of the Drakkaren family. Alexis immediately glared 

across at her even as Cherry fit snugly against the giant liger‟s frame, but the muscular 

hermaphrodite only stuck out her tongue and blew a raspberry in return. 

Killer laughed, then he turned with a smile, an arm around each girl as he strode towards 

the doors of the military facility, Zerrex following with Marina as Cindy and Mahihko quickly 

caught up to them, both of the latter carrying duffel bags. Last in line came a few of Killer‟s 

soldiers, clad in their full combat armor that covered their entire bodies: bodies clad in special 

plating and heads safely covered by helmets and facemasks that were fitted with the best in HUD 

and networking technology. Killer never spared the expenses when it came to outfitting and 

equipping his troops, after all… and now, in this post-apocalyptic world, his prudence in the 

design of his army was showing its true benefits. 

As they entered the facility, Marina glanced around with a distrustful look, earning a 

curious glance from Zerrex: as protective as his youngest daughter was, it wasn‟t often in her 

nature to be so uptight, even after a confrontation. And it wasn‟t like the expression on Marina‟s 

face was one of worry, either… it was more simple dislike, as she mumbled something under her 

breath before squeezing her father a bit tighter around the arm and pressed herself closer, and 



Cindy frowned a bit as she glanced over at them. It made Zerrex feel nervous himself, as he 

nudged Marina gently… but she didn‟t respond with more than a quick glance at him before her 

eyes skirted away. 

Zerrex made a bit of a face at this, but before he could be any more insistent, he found 

himself striding into a large meeting hall, and Killer glanced over his shoulder, asking in a gentle 

but insistent voice: “I‟d like to go over what just went on outside, if you don‟t mind, Zerrex…  

your girls can leave if they want, though, I don‟t want to hold anyone up from settling in.” 

“We‟ll stay, it‟s fine.” Cindy interjected easily, casually glancing around the room and 

taking in the computer consoles and the large meeting table without a blink. Cherry, meanwhile, 

had cheerfully kicked an officer out of his seat in order to take a seat beside Killer, before she 

sulked when he tossed her a less-than-amused look and she strode down the table to sit in one of 

the empty chairs at the end. Zerrex grunted a bit as he sat down himself next to her, gently 

touching the wooden surface with a bit of a smile as Marina slid into a chair beside him: it was 

so strange to see plain wood instead of a holographic projector in this day and age in a high-tech 

military base… but out here past even the boondocks in the arctic north, there wasn‟t exactly a 

lot of reason to bother installing top-of-the-market technology. 

Soldiers took up their positions at the doors as others manned the computers and worked 

at the transparent flat glass screens standing at the other side of the room, opposite the table. 

Some of them wore special visors over one eye and spoke quietly into headsets, while others 

typed away quickly at the computer in silence, exchanging only a few words here and there. As 

Killer leaned to the side a bit, another uniformed officer carrying a clipboard said something in 

his ear and he nodded, looking a bit grim before turning his attention to Zerrex and glancing over 

his family measuringly. “So I hear from my sources that you‟re here to perform some sort of 

private mission for Hez‟Ranna, is that right? So more business than pleasure… I was wondering 

why you wanted to come to this remote base instead of stopping in at the palace.” 

“You know we want to help out however we can…” A pause, then a glance of irritation 

from Alexis towards Cherry as she put her boots up on the table and leaned back, looking 

remarkably uncaring. “But you should show some professionalism and trust.”  

The hermaphrodite snorted as soldiers shifted uncomfortably, before she grunted and her 

eyes widened, rocking backwards and falling towards the floor as Alexis‟s eyes flashed. Before 

Cherry hit the ground, however, her chair stopped, and then she slowly floated back up to a 

sitting position with a half-grin as Marina looked across at Alexis, speaking in a soft voice: 

“Please don‟t touch my big sister. She might be rude, but she is competent.” 

“It‟s alright, Marina.” Cherry said in a gentle voice, reaching a hand over to quietly touch 

her shoulder, and the female closed her eyes, settling down a bit as both Killer and Alexis stared 

with obvious discomfort. A moment later, Alexis winced a bit, touching her head, and Killer 

looked at her with concern before glancing across the table with a frown, but then the smaller 

female feline shook her head a bit and instead simply pressed against the huge barrel-chest of the 

larger male, murmuring something to him. 

For a few moments, there was an awkward silence, then Zerrex cleared his throat a bit 

and said calmly: “You‟ve got some very good sources then, Killer… I won‟t guess how much 

you know, but that‟s all I can tell you. Yes, we‟re here to work… but even if this facility is 

secure, even if you‟re my friend, and even if I have absolute trust in you, Alexis and your troops, 

I can‟t talk about it. Maybe after everything is done we can sit down and discuss it if you still 

want… but I can‟t talk about it now.” 



Killer looked contemplatively across at Zerrex for a few moments, then he shook his 

head a bit and said softly: “I don‟t like it. I don‟t like you that you‟re coming here not to visit or 

help out, but on a mission to destroy some facility – I don‟t think it‟s too important to keep up 

appearances when they obviously know you‟re here. Furthermore, I‟m capable of handling any 

problems here… you or Hez‟Ranna should have informed me of what was going on here instead 

of sending up a strike team to take care of it themselves. Ever since the Great War, Narrius‟s 

forces have been our problem, the world‟s problem – not just yours, Zerrex.” 

The male Drakkaren frowned a bit at this now, and Cherry leaned forwards, dropping her 

arms onto the table with a look of distaste as she said evenly: “Sensitives are sensitives, Killer. 

We did want to tell you… but we couldn‟t take the risk of messaging you in any way, unless 

someone else found out. And seeing as you managed to figure everything out through your own 

networks, I think you could understand the risks we wanted to avoid…” A long pause as she 

glanced back and forth, over the officers and the computer stations, before she leaned back and 

sighed a bit. “But sure, now we have to deal with the fact that apparently everyone in a five 

hundred mile radius probably knows about what‟s going on.” 

Killer gave Cherry a look of irritation at this, and Zerrex added quickly, before the 

hermaphroditic female could cause any more problems: “It‟s nothing we weren‟t prepared for… 

I don‟t want to cause any more friction or problems on either end here, but it‟s a job I‟ve been 

given to do… that I have to do.” The Drakkaren paused, then he shook his head a bit, glancing 

downwards before looking over to Cindy, then over his shoulder to Mahihko. The wolf was 

looking down awkwardly as well, shuffling his big paws a bit as he stood near the door and away 

from everyone else, and then Zerrex looked back over to Killer with a quiet laugh. “It‟s been a 

bad start for everyone involved. I wouldn‟t mind if I could get some rest with my family. Could 

you have a soldier show us to the barracks?” 

The liger looked at the group contemplatively for a few moments, then he nodded a bit 

and said quietly: “Alright. That‟d probably be best for everyone involved… but I do want to talk 

to you later, Zerrex.” 

 

Two hours later, Zerrex was standing on the rooftop of the facility in the cold air, one 

hand resting on his cane and still wearing only his plain clothes, flakes of fallen snow melting in 

his hair as he looked out over the snowy plains, watching as tigers in mechanic‟s uniforms and 

heavy jackets worked to clean up the wreckage.  

They were working quickly, piling most of the junk and wrecked metal under one tarp, 

while putting the usable parts under another: not a lot of the latter could be extracted, however, 

from the ravaged hull of the helicopter or the ruins of the other vehicles. It didn‟t surprise him: 

new-age rockets never left much behind, and Marina‟s powers tended to crush whatever her 

mind locked onto. 

He shook his head a bit, sighing softly, his breath clouding in front of him before he 

glanced to the side at the sound of the metal door from the small room of the shed creaking open, 

and his eyes settled on Killer. He nodded to him slightly, before looking back out towards the 

hills and the grey clouds that made up the sky of this harsh, unforgiving environment. 

“I didn‟t think you reptiles did so well in the cold, Zerrex. You should put a jacket on: 

this weather would kill a normal person in about ten minutes.”  

“Whenever I get cold, I just think of the time I got locked in a freezer with an… old 

friend during the war.” Zerrex nodded a bit, looking off into the distance with a faint smile and 



tilting his head upwards towards the clouded sky. “Then I don‟t feel so cold anymore, even 

standing out here.” 

“Yeah…” Killer nodded and gave a quiet laugh himself as he strode over, then he simply 

stood by the Drakkaren, leaning on the rail that circled the rooftops: low for him, high for the 

reptile that he was beside. For a little while they stood in silence, the tiger‟s cloak blowing in the 

chilling wind. 

Finally, Zerrex shook his head slowly, then he murmured: “I‟m too old for this, Killer. I 

don‟t know about you, but the years have worn on me. It‟s been a long time since we‟ve seen 

each other last, and too much has happened. My family, the Great War and the nightmares that 

brought with it, and the reformation of the world… all that madness. I‟ve changed a lot, and my 

body‟s worn out. This is the last mission I have to do before I can retire to a nice, quiet life…” A 

pause and a slight smile as he glanced over the liger‟s impressive body, and then up at features 

that looked as youthful as the day they‟d met, even if now they were more worn. “We don‟t all 

have the vitality that you and Alexis do, after all.” 

“And here I thought that you‟d go on fighting forever, just like me.” The liger laughed 

quietly, shaking his head a bit as his sharp blue eyes roved over the Drakkaren. “With my own 

hodgepodge mix of genes and the  way the world works up here, I sometimes forget that not 

everyone lives as long as I‟m going to.” 

“I think I‟ve just gone and used myself up with all the stupid stunts and crap I‟ve done in 

my lifetime.” Zerrex replied meditatively, then he offered a bit of a smile in return to the liger. 

“Why is it, every time we meet, we end up mixed up in some conflict?” 

Killer shrugged at this, turning a bit more serious as he glanced out over the snowy plains 

that lay before him. “I honestly don‟t know, Zerrex…” A hesitation, then he reached out and 

gently squeezed the lizard‟s shoulder, glancing down at him and asking quietly: “I don‟t mean to 

be rude but… those scars. Did you get them… I heard a rumor that the fact your name and that 

of the Patriarch we fought during the Great War wasn‟t a coincidence.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit at this, glancing down at the wreckage again and remembering those 

times, remembering the war for a moment and all the fighting he‟d done: the RED, the monsters, 

the experimentation, and Drake – the strange, symbiotic being of darkness that had inhabited his 

body for a while before finally betraying him in that last great confrontation inside Paradise. And 

he remembered the red, burning eyes of his father in the living darkness… “Yeah. Ifret Narrius, 

my… father. One of the Kings of Hez‟Ranna revived him, and he proceeded to destroy the entire 

world. He and his experimentations gave me most of these scars.” 

“I‟m sorry to hear that.” Killer squeezed the Drakkaren‟s shoulder gently, then he 

glanced out over the snowy hills for a few moments before adding quietly: “I‟ve been thinking 

about what happened… and I guess you and Hez‟Ranna do have a bigger stake in this than I do. I 

won‟t interfere with your operations up here any longer, but I do want to keep in touch on 

things… at least, as much as you‟re willing to say.” 

“After all of this is over, you can hear the whole thing if you‟re interested.” Zerrex 

nodded a bit, giving a faint smile and glancing up at the brawny tiger. “Thank you, Killer… it‟ll 

be nice to maybe sit back after all this is done with and have a decent conversation for once.” 

The liger nodded agreeably at this, then he set his hands on the railing and leaned 

forwards a bit, before he looked over at the Drakkaren with quiet amusement. “So you‟ve got 

quite a family now, Zerrex… although I couldn‟t help but notice that Marina called Cherry her 

big sister. Is she…” He broke off, tilting his head curiously. 



“Sorta.” Zerrex shrugged a bit, smiling a bit more now as he turned around and rested 

back against the barrier, looking up at him amusedly. “We call Cherry my daughter now… it‟s a 

bit complicated. If you end up in bed with her, you‟ll find out how.” A slight grin at this, and 

then the Drakkaren shook his head slowly. “But yeah. The girls and the little gay wolf… it 

makes for a pretty complicated little household.” 

Killer nodded again, then the two stood for a few moments before the liger patted the 

reptile gently on the back, laughing quietly. “I was glad I caught you up here, Zerrex, and you 

and your family should come down to dinner. I‟ve got some work to do around the facility before 

then, though, so I‟ll leave you be until then. It shouldn‟t be too hard for you to find the mess 

hall… come down around seven, Alexis and I will be happy to see you.” 

“Alright, thanks.” Zerrex nodded back to the liger, smiling slightly, and Killer gave him a 

smile in return before turning and heading back to the door he‟d entered onto the rooftop from. 

The lizard watched him for a few moments, then he sighed and turned back towards the hills, 

staring out over them once more and rubbing a hand over his own chest, shivering a bit at the 

cold: most of his body was numb by now, though, and it took away the rest of the pain that went 

through his form. 

He sighed a bit, then rubbed a hand through his stiff hair slowly as he paced quietly along 

the rooftop, flakes of water and snow clinging to his hand. He paused, then looked down at this, 

feeling it turning to ice on his fingers already in the terrible cold… then he shook his head and 

finally made his way towards the same door Killer had left through. He‟d probably stayed out in 

the cold for too long and he knew that his leg was going to hurt like hell once he started to warm 

up… but finding a bit of relief was nice, even if just for a little while.  

The Drakkaren strode through the door and into the hallway, shaking himself off and 

brushing a hand over his body briskly to knock the snow that had landed on him, making a bit of 

a face. He could already feel the warmth working its way into his body as he rolled his shoulders 

slowly, before he smiled slightly as his eyes landed on the figure of his daughter, leaning in the 

corner of the hallway and looking at him with that quiet smile she always wore around him. 

She fell in pace with him without a word, and they strode down the hall together as he 

turned the bend, heading towards the elevator for a few moments in quiet. Then, Marina quietly 

stepped against him and wrapped an arm around his waist, saying gently: “I could tell you 

everything in the minds of those two, if you wanted me to, Zerrex.” 

“That‟d be cheating. Besides, I trust Killer and Alexis.” The male nodded slowly, lacing 

his own arm gently around her body. “Besides. We need to be focused on the mission, and 

everything we have to do.” 

“Okay, Daddy.” Marina smiled up at him, then she glanced at the call button for the 

elevator and it lit up, dinging gently as she added softly: “But you know… these people think 

interesting things. Their society is completely different from ours… yet you seem to fit in and 

get along here quite well. It‟s almost like Hez‟Ranna, in its own way… but more militant and 

focused on technological growth.” 

“Whereas Hez‟Ranna‟s always been all about traditional life…” Zerrex shook his head a 

bit, laughing softly as the elevator doors slid open and waiting as a few soldiers stepped out 

before he limped forwards, wincing a bit and trying to shake Marina off him as she supported 

him against her lithe body. “Marina, I‟m fine…” 

“Stop being a douche.” The female scolded him in return, making a face as he pushed 

against her muzzle, shouldering him in return and then jerking him forwards, making him yelp as 

too much weight went on his bad leg, pain shooting through his body. It was enough to calm him 



down, however, and instead he turned to sulking as he leaned heavily against his daughter as 

they moved into the elevator, before she glanced over at the buttons on the control panel and the 

ground floor button lit up. “I‟m a big girl, and you‟re an old gimpy ass. You shouldn‟t be so 

embarrassed about needing someone to take care of you now and then.” 

Zerrex made a face at this and rolled his eyes, then he winced when Marina shouldered 

him lightly again. The two glared at each other for a moment… and then Marina stuck her 

tongue out and the male snorted and did his best to repress a smile. “You‟re a real piece of work, 

you know that?” 

“And I know you wouldn‟t have me any other way.” She winked and squeezed him 

gently around the waist, then both glanced up as the elevator doors opened and they found 

themselves face-to-face with Cherry. Zerrex had just enough time to register that her expression 

was a bit more grim than usual before Marina said softly: “No shit. Looks like we better get our 

asses in gear, Daddy… a few soldiers just made it back from a routine patrol and reported being 

attacked by heavily-armed unknowns.” 

“I fuckin‟ hate it when you steal my news on me, baby girl.” Cherry said disgustedly, 

then she glanced over Zerrex‟s body before leering at him. “Hey, you‟re all wet! Were you doing 

the dirty with someone?” 

“I was standing outside in the snow for the last hour or so.” Zerrex responded dryly, and 

Cherry coughed, rubbing the back of her head and looking lame as he finally managed to shake 

off Marina and stepped forwards, starting down the hall as his daughters automatically fell in on 

either side of him, looking back and forth grimly. “But let‟s get serious here. It sounds we may 

have underestimated Toxin or gotten wrong information… after all, this was supposed to be our 

staging point, and the enemy base is supposed to be in the arctic regions, roughly eighty miles to 

the north of here.” 

“Shit, I‟d forgotten it was that far.” Cherry shook her head, making a disgusted face. 

“How is that even possible, though? I mean, fuck, there must be nothing but frozen ice and rock 

up north of here.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit at this, brushing back his hair and then making a bit of a face as a 

group of soldiers charged by and shoved their way through the three Drakkaren – It‟s so damn 

weird to go from being gigantic compared to everyone to tiny in one easy move – and then he 

winced and grabbed Marina‟s shoulder as she snarled and turned to glare after them – and likely 

also blast them with some kind of terrible psychic force. “Don‟t, Marina. It‟s okay.” 

“I hate people.” The Drakkaren muttered, reaching up and rubbing at her face, and Zerrex 

couldn‟t repress a smile at the reflection of him he saw in not just the comment but the motion. 

Then he quickly shook his head, returning to business as Marina added in a grumble: “They‟re 

only serving as a support group for the snipers and REMFs, as Killer calls them, anyway… you 

know, Rear Echelon MotherFuckers. I think you‟ve probably heard the term… 

“But out here, it sounds like the network doesn‟t work as well – too far away from the 

main military and bordering on a wasteland where there‟s only a few ancient villages, ruins, and 

some research outposts.” A pause as Marina glanced ahead and the double doors to the barracks 

snapped open, and then she continued in an easy voice as they made their way into the nearly-

empty soldier‟s quarters. “The snow and metallic ore in the ground interferes with the wireless 

reception, see… so they want to set up receivers outside to boost the strength of the connection.” 

Cherry shook her head slowly with a slight grin as they made their way between the 

bunks and towards the officer‟s quarters, where they had dropped off their luggage and taken up 

residence. “You have so got to stop snooping in people‟s heads. A, you learn too much, B, it‟s 



rude, and C, this shit sounds like it‟s coming out of a textbook or some really boring science 

fiction shit.” 

Marina tossed her a glare, but Zerrex interrupted before the two could get to arguing. “In 

any case, that works to our advantage. If they‟re expanding the network outside, then we won‟t 

have to worry as much about being ambushed again, like we were outside. I know that Killer has 

a special unit, but I don‟t know if any of those soldiers are at this base… I mean, come on.” 

Zerrex motioned around as they stepped over the border between soldier‟s and officer‟s quarters, 

glancing back and forth. “Ninety nine percent of Killer‟s bases are outfitted with technology and 

equipment that was powerful enough to stand against Narrius‟s army for seven years. This one, 

on the other hand, is little more than a far-flung research base.” 

“And let‟s not forget that we‟re at the border of the arctic wastelands. This was supposed 

to be our staging point, not our first battleground.” A gentle voice added, and Zerrex glanced 

over to the beds they‟d taken over to see Cindy sitting on the bottom bunk, just putting the 

finishing touches on putting together a large-size rifle. Across from her, Mahihko had already 

cleaned and reassembled several handguns, and was now sitting with his hands in his lap, 

looking at Zerrex adoringly. “We were only supposed to set up here and get ready for the 

mission… but that‟s all you ever told us, Daddy, before we left.” 

The Drakkaren nodded a bit, then he glanced back and forth before murmuring quietly to 

his youngest daughter: “Is anyone around or listening?” 

Marina closed her eyes and dropped her head forwards, crossing her arms, and a look of 

concentration based over her features before giving a quick shake of her head. “No one within a 

hundred feet has any thoughts about us in their head right now… I flickered over Killer a few 

floors up, but he and Alexis are with the tacticians, going over what they should do in case of 

attack; they seem to be expecting more guerilla attacks. I can delve for more if you want, since it 

may be relevant to our own mission.” 

“No need…” A pause, and a glance over to Cherry now, a smile twitching at Zerrex‟s 

muzzle. “And I take it that, paranoid as you are, you‟ve already gone around and found or 

disabled all the security systems in the area.”  

Cherry coughed a bit at this, looking away and crossing her arms. “You can go fuck 

yourself for that tone, butthead. I think I deserve a thank-you instead, since some of those alarms 

were fucking hard to avoid setting off.” A pause, then a grin and a leer as she leaned against 

Zerrex‟s side for a moment, winking. “Or fellatio and oral sex on my guy parts.” 

“Those are the same things.” Zerrex said dryly, and Cherry looked stupefied for a few 

moments before making a face childishly and huffing as she sat down on one of the bunks with a 

grumble. “I wanted to be in a safer area, but with the base on alert and Killer‟s soldiers currently 

deployed…” He broke off for a moment to glance over at Marina, who nodded slowly. “Then I 

don‟t see that we have a choice in the matter, and I‟d better fill you in on what I know about 

Toxin and the mission.” 

There was a silence for a few moments as the others looked up at him, and Zerrex‟s eyes 

traced over them all and the solemnity that fell on their faces… and more importantly, the 

respect he saw in their eyes. Even Cherry had put aside her attitude for the moment, and she 

nodded a bit to him as his gaze lingered on her for a few moments, before he nodded back and 

cleared his throat. “This is not a standard mission. 

“The idea here is total destruction of an enemy facility… we‟ve all participated in a 

Hez‟Ranna mission similar to this before, but the reason this one is different is because we have 

a much-more serious threat than has been recognized in any other ex-Narrius era facility: the 



Toxin team.” A pause as he glanced around at them all again, tapping the butt of his cane gently 

against the ground in a nervous gesture. “I‟m sure all of you remember the Royal Elite Division 

of Narrius‟s army, and the other genetically-enhanced soldiers we‟ve encountered over the years 

– well, Toxin is a similar unit to this.  

“The biggest problem is that we‟re walking towards a cloning facility designed to 

produce Enforcers or perhaps Super-Enforcers like…” The slightest of pauses, and Cindy looked 

down quietly, and Zerrex knew she was thinking of the same person he was: Requiem, the model 

for the soldiers that were so unlike the honorable warrior his uncle had been. “Like we 

encountered in the last major battles of the Great War.” 

“So basically a shitload of supersoldiers and then the elites, right?” Cherry asked, tilting 

her head, then she smiled slightly. “The only real difference from what you just mentioned then, 

is that they‟ve had the time to train and battle experience going for them, knowing the way 

Narrius trained his troops. So why don‟t you tell them the real reason why this is going to be so 

scary, huh, since it still looks like just a standard blow-„em-up mission.” 

Marina‟s face had already darkened a bit from her telepathic connection to her father at 

the words he was about to say next, but Cindy and Mahihko still looked confused and curious, 

and Zerrex made a face at Cherry before looking back to the two innocents of his group, saying 

softly: “They were apparently designed by Mengele Tstegi, and upgraded further with cybernetic 

enhancements.” 

“What?” Cindy looked shocked at this, and Mahihko looked horrified at the mention of 

the name of the mad genius who had spearheaded almost all of Narrius‟s research. “But… wait, 

everything we heard about him, that we saw, he never experimented with cybernetic 

enhancement… he was all about biological research, right?” 

“Which is exactly why we‟re expecting a lot of trouble with this operation… we‟ve all 

seen exactly what kind of things Mengele‟s created and experimented on…” A bit of a smile, his 

eyes roving over them all, speaking softly: “Us included.” 

Nods and glances down, Zerrex‟s eyes taking in all of it… from Cherry‟s poker face to 

Mahihko raising his hands and staring down at them. Mengele‟s experiments had mutilated his 

family, transformed his own body, and aided in the design of a biological agent that had almost 

wiped out the entire world… and yet, at the same time, he had slowed Narrius‟s plans, helped 

Zerrex out instead of giving him up, and brought his family back from the dead. 

He let it sink in for a few moments before continuing to speak, falling into the calm, firm 

voice of command he‟d forgotten he still possessed in this beaten-up body. “The situation gets 

worse. Intelligence provided to us by the Hez‟Ranna Military‟s decoding department also lists 

that the base has not only a full production and training facility led by the Toxin team, it also has 

a full weapons laboratory, and several research and development projects were listed that 

included a new type of mobile armor. The facility seems highly-invested in mechanical research, 

as opposed to most of what we‟ve seen in other facilities that Narrius has built. 

 “Not only will we have to worry about the gear and the soldiers, but we‟ll also have to 

keep in mind that the facility itself and all it encompasses – from the known garrison to the 

research labs and likely some sort of self-supplying generator system and underground farms for 

food production – will all be protected by heavy-duty security systems that are probably still 

state-of-the-art. I doubt they‟ve had much time for maintenance and we know they likely have 

their resources stretched thin from all the years they‟ve been operating as a secret base for 

Narrius‟s elite troops, but with or without supplies, we can still expect everything from 

automated turrets to laser walls and plain old-fashioned alarm systems.” 



“I can take care of most of that.” Cherry said distastefully, crossing her arms and tilting 

her head. “What kind of intel do we have on the troop count and the design of the building?” 

Zerrex smiled slightly at this, meeting Cherry‟s eyes for a moment before he said softly: 

“Don‟t get ahead of yourself here, Cherry. I‟m not finished yet with the details of the security. 

I‟ll cover everything in due time.” A pause as the hermaphroditic female grumbled and fidgeted 

a bit, then she finally sat back and looked at him with grouchy calmness again, and the 

Drakkaren continued. “Our good friend Albatross did send me a basic idea of the types of 

security they‟ll have implemented, and it seems they‟ve anticipated abilities like Cherry‟s and 

even Marina‟s. Not only do they have infrared barriers and a laser-net failsafe, there‟s also a 

psionic sensor.” 

“Oh fuck me!” Cherry threw her arms out, looking disgusted at this, and Mahihko 

blinked and stared at her as she fumed and flailed for a few moments, trading a look of 

exasperation with Marina. “So what, Bebop and I are supposed to sit a mile away twiddling our 

thumbs while you guys go and get to have all the fun? When the fuck did Albatross tell you this 

shit!” 

“It was faxed to us during the meeting.” Zerrex said dryly, bringing up his cane and 

poking her squarely in the forehead eyes with it, causing her to blink and the cross her eyes 

stupidly to stare at the end of the metal shaft. “Maybe if you learned to read, we could‟ve had 

this argument earlier.” A pause, and then he pushed her over, causing her to squawk loudly. “But 

in any case, the operant distance is only a hundred or so feet in diameter around the facility, and 

the power of the sensor is supplemented by four special antennae at each compass corner of the 

facility…” 

Now Cherry brightened as she sat up, rubbing her head. “So we take out the antennae and 

that‟ll fuck up the sensor?” A pause, then she glared at Mahihko as he rose a hand. “Spit it out, 

furball!” 

The wolf blushed deeply even as Zerrex reprimanded the muscular herm with a strike of 

his cane to her leg, then the male Drakkaren turned to glance at the wolf as he asked meekly: 

“Won‟t that set off some sort of alarm system within the facility, if it‟s as well-defended as 

you‟re saying? And I mean, with the wind this bad outside and us not even in the real arctic 

regions yet…” 

“Mahihko‟s got a point.” Marina added, looking almost grudging, and the little wolf 

blushed deeper scarlet now, rubbing at his head slowly. “If we destroy one, they‟ll send someone 

up to find out what happened to it and repair it… and even if they didn‟t and we destroy them all, 

there‟s no guarantee it‟ll deactive the sensor…” A pause. “And you already know all of this.” 

“It‟s a bad idea, but it‟s the only one I‟ve got.” Zerrex admitted, shaking his head a bit 

before grunting and stepping over to another bed and sitting down on it, rubbing slowly at his 

sore leg as he continued mildly: “But, on the other hand, it‟ll take them a while to repair even 

one broken antenna… and it should distort the sensor‟s reading ability. What I really want to find 

out is how well the facility is being maintained, because a sensor that detects psychic force 

requires a lot of extra juice-” 

“So if they have it up and running, we know that the rest of their security precautions 

probably are as well… whereas if we wait an hour at a distance and nothing happens, then the 

facility might be falling into disrepair.” Cindy said softly, and Zerrex smiled at her perception. 

“Then we have Marina scan the facility with her abilities and see if it sets off any alarms or if 

they think the scanner‟s just gone wonky, if it‟s still even operational… and if it isn‟t, I take it 

that you want to bring her and Cherry inside.” 



The Drakkaren nodded slowly at this. “They obviously are expecting us… but they likely 

don‟t know the extent of our abilities. Unfortunately, they may have all been briefed on us at 

some point, since we were in the experiment logs too and Albatross aid the decoding teams still 

hadn‟t determined exactly when Toxin left Hez‟Ranna: furthermore, I think that we may need 

Cherry and Marina‟s psychic powers to restrain at least one of the members of the team.” A 

pause as Zerrex looked at Cherry solemnly, and her grin faded as anxious seriousness crept over 

her face instead… but there was excitement in her eyes too. 

Zerrex opened his mouth to speak again, and then Marina‟s head snapped up, and she 

said in a cold voice: “Speak of the devil and he comes. Toxin is here. Killer is coming out to ask 

for your help, Zerrex. We need to gear up, Daddy.” 

The group looked at her with surprise… and then only moments later, the door slammed 

open at the end of the quarters and Killer walked in, his massive personal assault rifle in one 

hand and the gigantic crimson sword he used, Wyvern, in the other. He was panting, his cloak 

gone and his armored chest splattered with blood as he jerked his head towards the open door, 

his chest heaving: “Zerrex, I think I need your help. Enemy soldiers have entered the base, but 

the real problem is the group outside… they‟re ripping through people like butter, I haven‟t seen 

such savagery since the Great War-” A pause and snarl as an explosion sounded, and he quickly 

turned, shouting over his shoulder: “They‟re at the north hills, across from the heliport! Don‟t 

keep me waiting or I‟ll have cleaned up the whole mess before you even get a swing in!” 

“Bastard.” Zerrex couldn‟t help a grim smile, though, as he felt energy pumping through 

his body, his blood on fire as he glanced over to Mahihko and Cindy, who were both sitting 

attentively. “You two and Marina, I want you three to assist with the cleanup inside. Keep the 

damage to a minimum if you could, and try and take some alive if possible. I want more 

information on the facility.” 

“Got it.” Marina said immediately, and she stood and stepped over to her father, giving 

him a quick hug and a kiss on the cheek, murmuring to him quietly: “Don‟t hurt yourself, 

Daddy.” 

“I won‟t, Marina.” Zerrex responded softly, and she looked into his eyes for a lingering 

moment before drawing away and ducking towards the largest duffel bag – a ridiculous, 

elongated thing that looked like it could easily carry a small tree inside it. She rummaged for a 

moment as Mahihko tucked a pistol in his pants, a revolver out in his hands as he looked up at 

Cindy, watching as she carefully checked over an assault rifle herself. Then the two nodded and 

left quickly, Marina following a moment later as she pulled a long, plain staff free of the 

confines of the huge bag: her abilities meant she didn‟t need to worry much about picking up a 

firearm. 

Cherry grinned at Zerrex, then soured when he said mildly: “You get the fun of circling 

around the front of the facility and then setting up as a sniper on the roof. I want some cover and 

I need to make sure they aren‟t try to sneak in the back while we‟re out defending against the 

Toxin team.”  

“Fuck you, Boss.” She made a disgusted face even as she snagged one of the bolt-action 

rifles sitting on the bed where Cindy had been cleaning it only a short time ago, and then she 

sighed as she dug a box of ammunition out of the bag, glancing over him for a few moments and 

then saying softly: “Don‟t push yourself to keep up with the youngsters, Captain Ravenlight. 

You‟ve had your days of shining darkness.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit as Cherry stood, shoulder her rifle, and he reached up a hand to 

squeeze her other shoulder gently, meeting her eyes as he said softly: “After this, I get to retire, 



Cherry. We‟ll finish this mess and then enough will be enough, and the bloodshed for us will be 

over.” 

“Never entirely over though, right, Boss?” Cherry grinned a bit and winked, then she 

snapped a rigid salute before turning and trotting quickly off, her hips switching seductively. 

Zerrex couldn‟t help but let his eyes wander over those seductive curves even as she ran out the 

door, then he shook his head slowly once alone. 

He looked down at himself for a few moments, then he tossed his cane onto the bed and 

closed his eyes, concentrating and blocking out the pain as he felt the thing caged inside him, the 

old darkness, rising up and begging for release, for the violence to begin anew. It fueled him, fed 

him, and made him stronger… and how he hated it. But at the same time… he couldn‟t resist it, 

and he couldn‟t help but use these „gifts‟ he‟d been given… and he smiled grimly to himself as 

he kneeled and reached into the huge bag and grasped the handle of his seven foot sword: 

Blackheart. 

He held it easily in one hand, raising it in front of himself and looking at his reflection in 

the silver blade… then he turned and strode out of the room, pain flickering through his body at 

every step – but even that gave him strength now, before he broke into a run, the six foot blade 

resting on his shoulder, his hand grasping the obsidian hilt, the grin that spread over his features 

reflected in the ruby pommel… and the first soldier that stepped in front of him, in the old black 

uniforms with the old Black Double Standard of Narrius‟s Hez‟Ranna on his shoulder, was 

cleaved completely in half with a single hard swing of the sword, the Drakkaren spinning almost 

gracefully as he sidestepped at the same time, never losing momentum as he continued his run 

down the hall before leaping through a shattered window and out into the snowy fields. 

He looked up, emerald eyes flashing, before charging through the snow and snarling as 

he glanced over his shoulder and then ahead to the lot ahead of him, smelling smoke and blood 

in the air: behind him, parts of the base were burning, and ahead he could see soldiers fighting 

with gun and with traditional blades, and Killer raging his way through an enemy unit, slashing 

here and there and roaring, the gigantic liger striding like a mighty golem through the enemy 

lines. 

Zerrex ran to join him, and a truck equipped with tracks instead of wheels roared out in 

front of him, the Drakkaren‟s arms flailing almost comically as he staggered backwards and 

winced at the shock it sent through his bad leg – but on the other hand, the truck missed him, 

instead racing through the parking lot and then crashing into the cement barrier at the bottom of 

the fence that separated parking lot from helipad… and the truck promptly exploded, Zerrex 

covering his eyes as debris flew over his head and bits of burning plastic and metal pattered off 

his body. 

He snarled, then turned his attention back to the battle ahead of him, running past a few 

ligers engaging cloned Dragokkaren soldiers here and there before simply bodychecking what he 

recognized as an Enforcer-level soldier that was about to sink his sword into Killer‟s back, 

sending him sprawling before Zerrex sank his blade through his stomach. Killer turned in 

surprise at the howl of agony from the enemy, before snorting and grinning slightly at Zerrex, his 

eyes flashing as he watched the reptile easily rip his massive blade free of the Enforcer‟s 

stomach. “Now there‟s the old Zerrex I know!” 

“Don‟t call me old, or I‟ll have to kick your ass.” Zerrex responded with a slight grin, and 

Killer snorted before becoming serious again as the Drakkaren asked: “Have you seen any 

soldiers that look different from the Enforcers or the grunts? They‟d stick out in this crowd pretty 

obviously.” 



“I‟m not sure.” Killer said meditatively, and Zerrex frowned a bit as the liger slowly 

stepped back, drawing his sword free from the body of a soldier he‟d just killed… and Zerrex‟s 

eyes had enough time to register the trademark uniform of a Kestevan warrior and the terrified 

look on the face of a young tiger before his instincts screamed at him, and he leapt backwards 

with a snarl as he slashed his sword hard upwards at the same time. 

Killer let out a snarl of fury as his own lightning-fast thrust was deflected, leaving him 

open for a moment… and Zerrex immediately cocked his blade back and swung hard, the flat of 

his sword colliding with the gigantic liger and sending him sprawling on his back as the lizard 

snorted in disgust. “You almost had me going there for a moment… but you obviously aren‟t 

Killer, are you?” 

A snort and a grin, then the liger‟s fur turned steel gray and he underwent a terrible 

transformation, his body turning into what looked like a billion of little cubes that quickly folded 

themselves downwards and backwards into the metallic shell of a reptile, pulling away like sand 

until the true nature of the creature before him was revealed: a terrible floating beast, with thick 

black cables hanging out of the lower end of the creature as it hovered above the ground, a 

massive rotating cog made up of the thousands of forming and shifting cubes behind him. The 

robotic monstrosity‟s face was nothing more than twisting cables sticking up from the body as 

well, with two terrible glass eyes that burned with red incandescence, and the being‟s arms were 

composed completely of layered steel plates ending in a pair of carefully-crafted metal hands that 

moved and twitched like the fingers of a living being. 

It laughed in a cruel, high voice, then said teasingly in a voice with that same terrible 

pitch: “Come now, Lord Zerrex! What‟s wrong, can‟t you take a joke?”  

“I can, but I don‟t know if he can so well.” Zerrex responded mildly, and the robotic 

thing tilted its head a moment before the true Killer‟s sword smashed down into its body, 

crushing it into the ground with a mechanical scream of dismay, followed by a set of angry clicks 

and beeps. A moment later, the Drakkaren looked up and grinned slightly at the liger, who gazed 

down in disgust at the broken wreckage of the shapeshifting machine. 

“What a disgusting piece of shit.” The liger said plaintively, then he pointed towards the 

hills in the distance with his assault rifle as an explosion rose up, saying quickly: “I can clean up 

the rest of the mess here, Zerrex, and Alexis has the eastern quadrant covered, but I‟d like you to 

head north, if you‟re up to that. My troops are having trouble forcing the rest of the soldiers 

back.” 

“Always.” Zerrex nodded, then he turned and quickly charged off towards the hills, Killer 

glancing up for a moment from the wreckage at his feet to look over the Drakkaren with quiet 

thought for a moment… and then he snarled as something grabbed at his legs, looking down in 

time to see what he thought was nothing more than a broken heap of parts scuttle quickly away, 

transforming into a crab even as it moved. 

Killer steadied himself, raising his sword in one hand and the other holding his massive 

assault rifle at the ready, his eyes cold as the now-crab grew in size, cubes of metal flowing over 

it like sand and rapidly increasing its size as it slowly turned to face him, the massive pincers 

clanking together, and the liger set his eyes on one of these – not only did they look sharp, the 

robotic thing seemed terribly strong as well… and he didn‟t want to test his own great strength 

against the machine‟s. 

“What the fuck are you?” He spat, then he rose the assault rifle and fired several rounds 

into the creature, but the thing didn‟t even twitch as the bullets ricocheted off it in all directions, 



Killer‟s features hardening. He shook his head in disgust, then snorted and grinned. “Well, what 

about this, then?” 

A pull of another trigger, and the built-in grenade launcher fired an incendiary round into 

the face of the crab-machine, causing it to hiss and draw back… but a moment later, it simply 

shook off the flames before stepping quickly forwards and lashing out with a claw towards the 

huge tiger. Killer snarled and quickly batted it away… then his eyes widened as the other claw 

lashed towards him, quickly bringing up the assault rifle to block the huge crab‟s strike.  

Immediately, the rifle was seized and dragged out of his grasp, and the tiger staggered 

forwards, both claws snapping down towards him again… and Killer ducked as he turned his 

stagger into a half-jump into the inside of the swing, snapping the sword down at the same time 

into the face of the crab machine. It immediately released a squeal and scuttled backwards, but 

one flailing claw caught the liger and knocked him to the snowy earth. 

It wasn‟t even enough to stun him, as he quickly began to climb up to his feet… but 

before he could stand fully, a metal tentacle lashed out and wrapped around his ankle, dragging 

him down onto his back as the liger stared in horror at the crab thing… which was now nothing 

but shifting cubes from which several tentacles extended, another pushing out as a razor-sharp 

beak shoved its way out of the center with a loud squawk of fury…  and Killer sat up, stabbing 

the sword forwards at the same time towards this outcropping in the center of the beast as he 

realized it was taking on the form of a massive sea squid. 

The blade was halted by several tentacles, however, and Killer found himself fighting to 

shove the sword forwards as the thing shrieked in fury, before another tentacle extended from the 

body and wrapped around his other ankle. Killer felt his legs being jerked wide suddenly,  and 

then he arched his back with a snarl of pain as the creature began to attempt to tear him in half, 

pain rushing up and down his spine. 

He let out a roar, his muscles bulging… and then the sword tore through one of the long 

tentacles, and before another could take its place, Wyvern sank almost half its deadly length into 

the creature‟s maw, and the creature‟s tentacles immediately released the warrior tiger as it rolled 

backwards with a scream of agony. At the same time, its body underwent a transformation, 

pieces of metal flying off the creature as it shifted back into its first natural form. 

It finally skidded to a halt on its stomach, and the machine coughed and clawed at the 

ground as Killer panted a bit, slowly standing up as his eyes caught sight of blood and some 

bubbling black ooze leaking out of the bottom of the creature‟s shell… and then it looked up at 

him and the wire-face of the creature seemed to snarl. “You scum… how dare you defy the 

Patriarch‟s plans, pelt…” 

Killer snarled, opening his mouth to speak… and then the reptile-machine laughed as it 

slowly forced its hands beneath it… and a moment later, Killer was facing a black and grey 

version of himself that was bleeding from a deep wound to the chest, the red eyes of the 

doppelganger burning intensely as it gazed at him with nothing but disgust. It grasped its chest 

for a moment, then held out its bloody hand, and a plain black longsword formed out of black 

and grey squares as it looked across at him with a cruel grin. “I will prove to you how weak your 

species is, through the superiority of steel and raw power…” 

“You talk too much.” Killer responded coldly, grasping Wyvern tightly in both hands and 

lowering the tip slightly towards the terrible creature across from him, his eyes meeting his 

opponent‟s without a hint of fear. 

They stood for a few moments, and then Killer stepped forwards, lashing out with several 

hard swings that forced the robotic creature backwards, the Black Killer‟s eyes widening with 



the force and strength of every blow before it deflected the last strike with a parry of its own 

blade, turning the twisting motion into a hard stab aimed at Killer‟s heart. The liger dodged 

easily, however, then he brought up one of his paws and slammed a foot into the chest of the 

machine, knocking it sprawling with a roar of fury. Immediately, it scrambled backwards to its 

feet as Killer grinned and set back in his stance, and the robot stepped forwards… before he 

suddenly went limp and looked upwards, a strange expression passing over the Black Killer‟s 

face before he looked across at the liger with a snarl, the sword vanishing as he leapt backwards 

and shouted: “We‟ll finish this later!” 

“Don‟t run from me, coward!” Killer roared, but before he could give chase, the creature 

had already transformed into a massive bat of all things, and was flying high into the air. Shots 

rang out after it, but the creature was fast and moved in an awkward way that would be difficult 

for any sniper to hit… and then he shook his head and returned to the battle at hand, looking 

back and forth as he picked up his fallen assault rifle for other enemy soldiers that hadn‟t already 

been taken care of by his troops. 

Zerrex, meanwhile, had found the hills littered with corpses from both sides… and now 

he was trading blows with someone he guessed was from Toxin – after all, the Drakkaren‟s 

forearms and shoulders were clad with steel, long, curving blades extending from the former, and 

half of his face had been replaced by a terrible metal mask: with much of his muzzle cut away, 

he eternally grinned, skull, jawbone and teeth all visible to the world.  

The Toxin member stepped forwards with a double swing, laughing, his head twisting to 

reveal the black cables that extended from the back of his skull down into his neck, his single 

blue eye flashing and the other beneath the mask of steel just a burning red light that filtered out 

through a rectangular hole in the metal. Zerrex deflected the wide, hard blow easily, however, 

and then the soldier drew up a combat boot and kicked had outwards at him… and Zerrex caught 

the kick in one hand, looking at him with distaste as the soldier all but gaped before the 

Drakkaren twisted hard and sent the fellow Drakkai twisting through the air before he crashed to 

the ground. 

“I could‟ve easily cut you in half. You have potential, but you‟re too brute force.” Zerrex 

said mildly, looking down at the Drakkaren as he sat up, staring up at him with something like 

horror as Zerrex leveled the sword under his neck, the Drakkai swallowing thickly. “I didn‟t 

mind our sparring match though. May we meet on better terms in the next life.” 

“Please don‟t!” The soldier screamed, holding up his hands and throwing himself 

backwards… and Zerrex made a face as he slid down the icy hill with a screech of surprise 

before crashing into the transport at the bottom – a military-modified snow truck with a huge, 

thankfully-unmanned gun on the top of the vehicle. Zerrex rolled his eyes at this… and then they 

widened in shock as the door of the truck opened and a large blade tore through the skull of the 

unfortunate. 

The Drakkaren snarled as something ran through his body… and a moment later, an 

enormous Dragokkaren slowly stepped out of the vehicle, straightening and rolling his head on 

his shoulders before he tilted his head up towards Zerrex and he grinned cruelly… but what sent 

a chill of terror through the reptile was not his expression, or the fact that he was only wearing a 

pair of heavy military pants and boots in this cold weather, yet showed no signs of being cold: it 

was not his enormous musculature or the fact he was at least the same height as Killer, a giant 

even among the Dragokkaren. It was the fact that around his eyes was wrapped a red cloth with 

the Black Double Standard – the symbol of Narrius‟s Hez‟Ranna – on the front of it. It was the 



fact that this was no mere soldier with the obvious enhancement of a robotic right arm: it was 

one of the Unseen. 

These were soldiers who were blind in the sense that they could only see metals: but they 

could see people by the levels of iron in their bloodstream and what they wore, and easily detect 

what weapons they were using so long as they weren‟t simple things of wood only. They had 

been the first strike teams deployed by Narrius, and who had destroyed countless advanced 

technologies to weaken all enemy nations of Hez‟Ranna with their ability to not only see metals 

but also see through them by focusing their eyesight… and this terrible ability came with the 

blessing of being able to predict and tell where and how any metal object was going to move. 

They could dodge bullets, blades, anything with a trace of metal in it, as easily as a normal 

person could dodge a rock thrown at them from a distance: and they possessed terrifying strength 

and were filled with feral fury, designed to obey only Narrius and create nothing but chaos and 

disorder in the enemy, while maintaining the ranks of Hez‟Ranna soldiers with the very fear their 

presence created. 

 “You must be Lord Zerrex… we‟ve heard a lot about you.” The Unseen said softly, then 

he turned and pulled a massive rifle out of the truck: it was strangely-rectangular in design, with 

a massive stock that would almost engulf a normal person‟s shoulder and an extra grip: Zerrex‟s 

eyes caught sight of a bolt near the end of the machine, however, and he smiled coldly to 

himself. It‟s almost steampunk. Huge, sci-fi rifle with a bolt-action reload type when this dude 

could probably already throw a knife from a mile away and send it right down the barrel of a 

tank just before it fired or something crazy like that. “I assume you‟re the one who destroyed the 

RED unit back home? We also heard that you felled the Patriach and Paradise.” 

“You should be thanking me. Narrius was almost as cruel and worthless a leader as he 

was a father…” Zerrex paused, then he shouldered Blackheart, his eyes narrowing as the Unseen 

continued to approach casually, stepping back slightly and readying his body as he asked coldly: 

“But just who the hell are you?” 

“Unseen No. 147620, codenamed Illumination, renamed when I assumed command of 

the Toxin Unit and was fitted with this special arm.” The massive, crimson-scaled Dragokkaren 

smiled again as he flexed his mechanical arm, and it perfectly reproduced the movements of a 

natural arm down to the fingers, which otherwise ended in sharp, curved claws. “They call me Ill 

Weather or Evil Eye now. Would you like me to demonstrate why?” 

“You‟re a sniper.” Zerrex said quietly, and the Dragokkaren laughed coldly at this as he 

dropped the massive rifle down to a ready position, shouldering it and taking aim, the butt of the 

massive gun resting against his mechanical arm, and Zerrex‟s eyes widened as he saw the 

enormous rounds sitting in their small loops attached to the side of the gun for easy access. I 

don‟t know guns as well as I should, but I recognize those rounds… anyone would if they‟d seen 

the war. “Those are-” 

“Yes.” And now Ill smiled coldly, seeming to glance over at Zerrex before he rose the 

rifle, the almost nine-foot weapon held almost casually, as if he was target-shooting as he said 

softly: “Plasma rounds.” 

A moment later, he fired, and Zerrex‟s head snapped to the side as he saw a blue flash 

strike into the building and blast a hole that burned with white fire around the edges in solid 

steel. The Unseen laughed darkly, and a moment later an explosion went up, knocking of the 

snipers off the roof with the force of the blast as Zerrex snarled: but the Dragokkaren had already 

reloaded and was aiming again, his finger applying pressure to the trigger… 



And then the gun dropped, Blackheart biting into screaming metal as the Unseen easily 

blocked a hard swing of the sword with his rifle, grinning darkly as he slid backwards through 

the cold snow. “You can‟t beat me, old lizard! I‟m different from the RED and the other 

Unseen… the war is over and we have one mission, and that is to destroy in the name of the 

Patriach!” 

Ill leapt backwards, bringing up the plasma rifle at the same time and preparing a shot as 

Zerrex snarled, leaping forwards to try and close the gap… and then the Dragokkaren fired, and 

the scarred lizard was knocked flat on his ass by the force of the bullet leaving the barrel and the 

brilliant flash of light from the muzzle, Zerrex stupidly shaking his head as Ill slid easily down 

the hill and towards the complex with a laugh, easily avoiding bullets as Killer‟s troops charged 

forwards. 

The Drakkaren tried to stand, breathing hard and his bad leg trembling beneath him, 

waving his arms as he shouted in a hoarse voice: “Stop! Get away from him, do not attempt to 

engage the enemy!” A grunt as he slipped, and then he shook his head, the last of the dizziness 

and stars fading from his eyes before he charged down the hill, ignoring the pain in his body as 

he headed for Ill, even though he already recognized that this was just all part of some sick game 

the Toxin Commander was playing. But I have no choice… I have to damage that rifle before he 

causes any more destruction… 

“Daddy!” A glance to the side, and he saw Marina and Cindy running forwards as well, 

and now Zerrex grinned before leaping high into the air and coming down with a vicious slice 

towards Ill… but the Unseen easily slid backwards and away from the sword by a hair‟s breadth 

as he held the rifle wide outwards, before snapping it back into place as he backpedaled and 

Zerrex straightened from the kneel he‟d landed in… and then Ill fired a round just as the 

Drakkaren stood fully, just as he was raising his sword. 

The bullet tore through his right bicep, and Zerrex let out a yell of raw pain, his eyes 

bulging as he dropped Blackheart and grabbed at it instinctively before yanking his hand away as 

white hot pain spread over it as well, his fingers and arm smoking as plasma began to eat into his 

flesh. The lizard fell to the ground, rolling against the ground as the sheer heat turned into fire on 

his body, trying to smother the flames as agony tore through his mind. At the same time, Marina 

was screaming something, and Cindy was throwing snow on him and holding him steady as she 

shouted: “Concentrate! Concentrate, Zerrex, push through the pain!” 

And above it all he could hear Ill‟s laughter… and then finally he was able to sit up, 

surrounded by his family and friends, half-covering the wound on his arm, a flush of pain and 

humiliation stinging his cheeks as he looked down at the feet of Killer, Cindy and his daughter, 

the last of whom was reaching into his mind now and using her abilities to try and block the 

agony and soothe his tortured mind, and he gladly let her manipulate his emotions for the 

moment as he stood slowly, raising his head to Ill and shouting in a ragged voice: “You can‟t kill 

me that easily, you bastard!” 

“I wasn‟t trying to kill you, Lord Zerrex… no, we want you around to watch the end of 

the world.” Ill replied in a factual, calm voice: it was somehow worse than the lunatic laugh the 

Drakkaren had expected, and it sent a chill down his spine as he glared up at the Dragokkaren, 

standing only a hundred feet away on the gentle slope of a snow dune… except now he had been 

joined by four others, including the floating metallic creature Zerrex had thought to be crushed 

out of existence by Killer. 

Slowly, a transport rolled up behind them – a monstrous, armored vehicle on huge snow 

treads, with an extra-wide suspension and a short ladder leading up to the driver‟s cabin, and a 



long, tall steel box sitting on the back that was undoubtedly large enough to hold a full platoon of 

soldiers in the back – and then an Enforcer leapt out of the front with what looked like an RPG, 

dropping to one knee and taking aim at them as Ill reached a hand out to gently touch the black 

shoulder armor, adding in a cold voice: “But you know what? We want you to suffer. So we‟ll 

just kill your friends and leave you alive.” 

“You son of a bitch…” Zerrex breathed, then he gritted his teeth for a moment before 

squaring his shoulders and spreading his legs slightly, saying clearly over his shoulder. “This is 

my deal. Everyone, back off.” 

“Zerrex, that‟s not an RPG, that‟s a portable nuclear missile!” Killer responded in a sharp 

voice, reaching up to grasp Zerrex‟s shoulder and trying to pull him away, but the Drakkaren 

barely moved under his grip. “We have to get out of here-” 

But he was halted by the cold smile on Zerrex‟s face, even as blood continued to flow 

from the enormous rip in his arm and his body shook, and he said softly: “Just make sure they‟re 

safe, Killer… everything‟s going to be fine.” 

“We‟ll see about that. Fire in thirty seconds.” Ill said mildly, then he jumped into the 

open door of the heavy transport, before leaning out and seeming to look straight at Zerrex, 

speaking in a cold voice: “You are not as strong as you think you are, Lord Zerrex; don‟t go 

disappointing me with a stupid mistake now.” 

With that, he slammed the door, and the transport roared away as Killer winced and 

looked back and forth, then sighed as he felt Marina grab his wrist, pulling him away, and the 

slow group retreated a short distance before Killer jerked around at the distinctive sound of a 

missile firing. 

It headed straight towards Zerrex as the Drakkaren held up his hand, palm flat out and a 

snarl etched on his muzzle, and the missile collided directly with him, and the explosion that 

filled the air was unlike any other Killer had experienced this close… but his eyes widened in 

shock as the white and red blast was met by sizzling blue energy, lightning seeming to burn over 

Zerrex‟s body as he roared and pushed forwards, his emerald eyes blazing with power as the 

nuclear blast turned into a blazing blue haze, and then it engulfed Zerrex entirely as it began to 

expand, turning into a terrible orb of brilliant light and energy, Killer‟s fur standing on end as he 

covered his eyes at the sight. 

And a moment later, it was over, leaving Zerrex half-kneeling and panting, blue energy 

sizzling and twisting around him and a strange, transparent sphere barely visible to the eyes of 

even the sharp liger flickered in and then out of existence… but what caught his attention most 

was when Zerrex stood up, wincing and crackling his neck, rubbing at his head… as the wound 

on his arm filled with blue energy that slowly solidified into muscle, flesh and scale, and a pair 

of feathered angel wings slowly closed behind him to a half-furled position. 

The Drakkaren glanced up at the group tiredly, then he strode forwards, making a face as 

he wiped at the remains of his shirt that were clinging to him and had survived the sheer force of 

the blast. Then he groaned in pain as Marina ran forwards and hugged him tightly around the 

waist, pressing her body close and pushing her head against his chest, before he closed his eyes 

and hugged her tightly back for a few long moments. 

Killer and Cindy slowly approached, the latter smiling a bit and the former rubbing at his 

head slowly in amazement, then he looked respectfully across at the Drakkaren and said mildly: 

“Zerrex, I‟ve never seen someone do anything like that… it seems like you‟ve changed a little bit 

since the last time we met.” 



“A bit maybe, yeah… what can I say? It‟s been…” Zerrex glanced down, and then he 

rolled his shoulders slowly as he squeezed Marina gently around the waist, and his angel wings 

turned hazy before flicking out of existence with a strange forwards-twist motion, the lizard 

wincing slightly as if they‟d been pulled into his body… And who knows, that‟s just where they 

might have gone. “It‟s been a strange journey.”  

“Too strange. Too long.” Marina added softly, then she buried her head against her 

father‟s chest, clinging to him quietly as Zerrex bowed his head a bit, hugging her tightly against 

him.  

A few moments passed in silence, and then Zerrex coughed and straightened, glancing 

around before striding over to his fallen sword and picking it up, then smiling a bit as he rested it 

on his shoulder, looking over at the others as he said mildly: “Well… I guess we should talk a bit 

about what happened here. Besides, any excuse to go inside… the wind‟s picking up, night‟s 

falling, I‟m covered in gunk and I still need to get this looked at.” A glance down at his arm, 

which had stopped repairing itself halfway through and now looked like an ugly, bloody mess 

just above the tattoo of the swastika. 

“Good idea.” Killer said quietly, glancing around the battlefield before he shook his head 

slowly, his eyes roving now to the rundown facility. “But we‟ve captured a few Dragokkaren, 

and I‟d like to interrogate them and find out what‟s going on…”  

“I can do that for you, no problem at all.” Marina replied softly, and Killer looked over at 

her for a few moments, biting his lip before nodding, and Marina smiled, sketching a curtsy. She 

waited a moment as Zerrex limped by with his sword, trying his best to shrug off Cindy‟s help, 

then she leaned forwards with her hands behind her back and said in a childish voice: “My 

Daddy‟s stronger than anyone!” 

With that, she strode off behind the others, and Killer rolled his eyes as he followed suit, 

placing Wyvern on the magnetic lock on the back of his armor and wiping the snow and grit off 

his assault rifle, wondering idly to himself how Cherry and Marina managed to survive together 

without killing each other with their competitive natures. 

 

“There‟s about one thousand, two hundred and… fifty seven, fifty eight soldiers.” Marina 

reported, citing from memory as she closed her eyes and stood with her hands behind her back at 

the briefing room table, around which sat Killer, Alexis, Cherry, Zerrex, and Cindy – Mahihko 

had been invited too, but he had been much happier with tending to the wounded and helping out 

with food. “I don‟t know how many died in the attack, but we can assume most of the one 

hundred sent here.  

“Their technology is limited at this point: the sheer coldness of the arctic regions breaks 

down any machinery that‟s left outside extremely quickly, and they didn‟t anticipate this or how 

long they‟d be entrenched. They do still have scramblers and jamming systems intact, though, 

and the location of the base could be detected by old-fashioned satellite imagery, but not any 

more recent detection technology… and even then, it‟d have to be a lucky shot, since most of the 

base is covered in snow and built into the side of a mountain, with a lot of it underground. Most 

of their heat comes from the volcanic activity in the area and deep beneath the earth, and that‟s 

how they grow crops… but they have no more room for underground farmland and the heat 

lamps and artificial sunlight they use have been dying out on the last few years. Plus, they‟ve 

overproduced: there are simply far too many soldiers to feed, and they‟re taking up too much 

space in the already-cramped barracks.” 



Marina stopped for a moment, seemed to gather her thoughts, then continued: “The 

security systems are mostly intact, and worse, they have several fusion generators, giving them 

almost unlimited power… but on the bright side, they have no replacement parts for anything 

that does get damaged, and the psionic detector is routinely shut down and inspected because of 

this. Furthermore, one of the research labs was converted into another barracks, and they‟ve only 

been working on one top-secret project lately. But I don‟t know anything else… the soldier was 

„born‟ two years ago, so he‟s a rookie. In fact, most of the soldiers they sent in were freshly-

trained ones.” 

“That makes sense… it wasn‟t a real offensive, it was just a test of strength.” Killer said 

meditatively, shaking his head a bit as he sat with his arm around Alexis, rubbing her shoulder 

gently. “But it‟s bad news for us, because they know how strong we are now… and rookies or 

not, those soldiers barely twitched in the face of any sort of death or danger. They seemed more 

like they were programmed than anything else.” 

“It must be the new breeding program they‟ve been using.” Cindy shook her head a bit, 

leaning forwards and looking over at Marina as she sat down, frowning slightly. “Did you notice 

the way they looked? They were based off a different clone prototype.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, rubbing at his bandaged arm and looking thoughtful. “And, thanks to 

Marina and her wonderful art skills, we have a basic map of the facility… but the shape itself is 

confusing. A lot of it looks like it was hastily added or modified… whatever this base was 

originally tended to do, now they‟re doing something a whole hell of a lot different, especially 

with that expansion in the research wing when they apparently have no parts to spare for fixing 

stuff around base.” 

“That‟s why they‟ve been scrounging so much and why we found them in the first place.” 

Marina reminded her father, but a slight frown crested her muzzle as well. “They‟re building 

something, that‟s for sure, but only the elite are permitted to take part in the advanced operations. 

I don‟t like how deep I had to dig into the soldier‟s head to get all this information, either…” 

“Could these soldiers be a trick or a lure?” Cherry asked curiously, glancing over towards 

Marina and frowning a bit. “I mean, you know, like… fuck… uh… say, they take a group of 

soldiers, feed „em lies and shit because they know we got a mind reader here, and toss „em to us 

so we capture „em, think it‟s all true and shit, and then walk into a fuckin‟ ambush?” 

Marina shook her head slowly, saying softly: “No, there‟s no way. Every one of them I 

had to break open the minds of… I don‟t think they expected us to take prisoners. Remember, 

they‟re trained in Narrius‟s ways of war. Besides which, they also tried to kill themselves every 

time they were left alone… a few of them even managed to bite off their own tongues or snap 

their own necks.”  

“Right. Not the most friendly bunch of fuckers…” Cherry made a bit of a face and 

nodded slowly, then she glanced over thoughtfully before turning her eyes to Zerrex. 

“Remember back in the Legion, when we dealt with… shit… was it Northern Ire? I think it was 

Northern Ire. The fuckers with the bomb implants.” 

“Yeah, but half of them blowing themselves up was just a ruse: they wanted to get 

captured so the survivors who we „disarmed‟ could escape from the cells and get themselves 

killed in places like the barracks, where they‟d do the most damage when the other implant on 

them exploded.” Zerrex nodded, looking distasteful as he rubbed at his head slowly. “The 

hardcore of the hardcore brigade.” 

“Cowards.” Killer muttered, shaking his head slowly. “But I see… it‟s still possible it‟s a 

trick, then, and certainly no one here wants to take a chance on that.” 



The youngest Drakkaren crossed her arms, shaking her head slowly. “That‟s why I 

delved so deep into some of their minds… why… some of them aren‟t entirely intact anymore.” 

A bit of a cold smile that made Cindy shift uncomfortably and Alexis frown slightly. “It‟s no 

trick. They seem intelligent, but for the most part they‟re simply drones, doing the final bidding 

of their dead master… some great plan of the Patriarch in case he died, undoubtedly something 

that‟s supposed to end the world.” 

“Like we‟ve never dealt with anything like that before.” Alexis smiled amusedly at this, 

nudging Killer gently with her elbow before glancing over the group with entertainment. “We‟re 

used to war up here… not like some countries around the world, that get their long periods of 

resplendent peace that makes them lazy. Our soldiers are all in top condition since the Great 

War, where we learned quite a few tricks for dealing with the forces of Hez‟Ranna and Patriarch 

Narrius, isn‟t that right, Lion?” 

“I‟ve already asked for a small regiment of soldiers for reinforcement and protection of 

the base, and a platoon of Predators I‟ll be leading personally… they should arrive in only two 

day‟s time from the nearest military base.” Killer nodded, looking around at the others as the 

huge feline rubbed his hands together slowly. “It should be more than enough for us to make our 

own offensive push to the enemy base, once its position is determined.” A pause as his eyes 

roved over to Zerrex. “Unless you already happen to know its location.” 

“It‟s north of here.” Zerrex rubbed at his head slowly as Cherry shot him a glare, and then 

he smiled a bit. “Not that I‟m supposed to tell you, but I‟m sure you would‟ve found it anyway, 

so I‟ll spare you the time and trouble. But we can‟t wait that long and I‟m also sorry to say I 

can‟t allow this to become a full-scale military operation.” 

“Zerrex!” Killer threw his arms out to the side, looking exasperated as Alexis sighed a 

bit. “Look at how badly they injured you, and I saw you stop a nuclear missile by yourself! I 

don‟t want to see you or your family hurt, and this is my operation now too, it‟s my people 

they‟ve attacked… what harm can it do, when half the people who live in Ire still don‟t even 

recognize the existence of my kind up here?” 

The Drakkaren looked down quietly for a few moments as Killer lowered his arms, and 

Alexis added softly: “Come on now. The Predators are equipped with state-of-the-art equipment 

better than anything you‟ve ever seen… no one will even see them coming until too late, 

especially being led by Killer.” A pause and a glower at Cherry as she made a face. “What‟s your 

problem, bitch? You got something to say about me and my soldiers?” 

Cherry leaned forwards, then she tented her fingers and said mildly: “You don‟t have any 

clue what you‟re dealing with here, that‟s the problem. You think it was bad here? You 

should‟ve seen Hez‟Ranna… the very Cradle of Life to the Drakkai, and the capital city was 

razed to the ground by Narrius‟s “Paradise” war island just coming out of the fucking ground. 

That Ill Weather guy, that Unseen? Not you, and not even I could put a bullet into him if our life 

depended on it.” A flicker of her eyes to the side, and Alexis frowned, her eyes darkening at that. 

Is… Cherry saying she‟s weaker than someone else? “Even the Boss couldn‟t put a mark on him, 

just how Killer was barely able to hurt that morphing robot.  

“Right now, they‟re probably still in the transport, heading for home base. But the 

moment they get back to home base, they‟ll not only have the security of a fully-protected 

military facility, they‟ll have the natural advantage of being on their own turf. If we take a full 

military unit with us, no matter how well trained or outfitted, they‟ll respond by unleashing their 

full army on us while the blind fucker picks us off one at a time from a mile away with his rifle, 



and even your big boy there won‟t be able to resist plasma rounds.” A pause, and then a sheepish 

glance over at Zerrex as he gently touched her arm. “Sorry.” 

“It‟s alright.” Zerrex nodded a bit, then he glanced over to the two tigers, Alexis making 

a face and Killer still looking stubbornly across at him. “Even if Cherry‟s wrong, this is still my 

mission, and Hez‟Ranna‟s mission. The Great War is over: there‟s no reason for us to further 

endanger you. We‟ll be glad to leave as soon as we have to, by a vehicle if you‟ll lend it to us or 

by foot if we have to, but at the least, I can guarantee the safety of you soldiers.” A bit of a smile 

as he rubbed the back of his head. “So long as we succeed, that is.” 

Killer paused for a few moments, then he nodded and gave the slightest of smiles, 

squeezing Alexis against him and saying in a gentle voice: “Well then, do what you think you 

must, Zerrex… but I‟ll have a vehicle waiting for you out in the parking lot in two hours. They 

destroyed a good few, but there‟s still one or two left that are capable of heading north.” 

Alexis looked up at him with surprise as Zerrex nodded a bit, the reptile standing and 

excusing himself quietly, his family following. He didn‟t even need to glance behind him to 

know that Marina was frowning, though, as they stepped through the doors into the hallway, but 

before either she or Cherry could start ranting, he held up a hand and said mildly: “I‟m sure 

either of you would do the same thing.” 

That shut them up, at least for an hour… but as they began preparing the equipment they 

wanted to take with them, the two started sniping at each other – But at least it‟s with words this 

time, not with rifles like they did on that one „vacation‟ we tried to take… – until Zerrex finally 

distracted them by going over the basic mission plan he had in mind as they continued to ready 

their gear, ensuring that even Cherry couldn‟t manage to be too much of a bitch. After that, they 

were on their way out of the facility again, Cindy toting the single small bag on her shoulder and 

Mahihko toddling behind her, all of them in their full mission gear and Cherry somehow pacified 

by this as she walked on one side of Zerrex and Marina on the other, the Drakkaren looking both 

calm and a bit morbid as he headed up the line. 

He rolled his shoulders slowly, his body covered not only by his standard black clothing 

but also a heavy black leather trenchcoat that rested tight against his sides, and a matching set of 

gloves. His steel cane in one hand, his sword attached to his back by means of a magnetic holster 

hidden beneath his trench, and at his sides a pair of .52 handguns made of purple steel; ironically, 

heirlooms of the Narrius family. 

The others were dressed similarly – Cindy and Marina in almost-identical black uniforms 

and plain jackets, and Cherry wearing her usual too-tight, too-slutty clothes with her terrifying 

spiked motorcycle boots and a black motorcycle jacket that was too tight on her: the irony was in 

the fact that the jacket had originally been Zerrex‟s, and he was always afraid that she was going 

to roar, flex, and tear it to ribbons just so she could giggle stupidly over it later. Last in line, 

Mahihko was wearing not only a plain uniform, but a lot of fur overtop – another irony that 

Cherry wasn‟t exactly passing up the chance to make fun of, as she muttered lines under her 

breath and grinned stupidly to herself about her creativity.  

But Zerrex could understand: Mahihko might be a descendant of the arctic wolves, but he 

certainly didn‟t possess the same tenacity as Mengele, a true Arctic Dire, had. So instead, he was 

keeping himself as warm as he could with the leggings, arm warmers, and heavy vest outer 

layers. His slender hands were covered only by the thinnest of cloth gloves, however, so he could 

better operate whatever he was required to with minimal interference. 

As they strode out of the facility and into the parking lot, Cherry made a face at the sight 

of Alexis and Killer, both in full gear and wearing visors and headsets and sitting on top of a 



heavy-duty transport much like the one the Toxin team had retreated in, albeit smaller. Another 

waited nearby, and a few select soldiers were pacing around, obviously checking over the 

vehicles as the huge liger said mildly: “I figured we could at least offer you some additional 

firepower, if nothing else.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, glancing over the huge figure of the liger and not about to argue, 

instead holding up a hand to silence Cherry or Marina before either could even start. “At least for 

part of the way.” He paused, then looked over the snow-trucks, noting not only the spikes on the 

treads but what looked like grenade launchers on either side of the vehicles, as well as the 

automated gun atop it. “These look pretty heavy duty.” 

“And they‟ve got scanning equipment inside, so when we need to stop and set up camp, 

we‟ll be able to actually relax a bit without worrying that we‟re going to be ambushed.” Killer 

nodded, smiling now as he rubbed the massive assault rifle he always carried, Wyvern secure on 

his back before he glanced up and over the group. “What‟s your equipment? I can supply you 

any additional equipment you need, and I have enough of these visors hooked up to the Network 

to go around.” 

“I don‟t think we‟ll need any of that… as long as Marina stays close to me, I can pass 

along any kind of information to anyone at any time.” Zerrex patted his youngest gently on the 

shoulder, and she brightened a bit, relaxing as she immediately took the opportunity to press 

against his side. “But Cherry‟s got her whip and a rifle, Cindy‟s carrying an old Hez‟Ranna 

assault rifle and a handgun, Marina has her staff and some other odds and ends on her for 

support, and Mahihko‟s our backup sniper.” Zerrex paused a bit, then he smiled slightly and 

rubbed the back of his head. “And I guess the three of us are carrying the same equipment as 

always.” 

“I never need anything else.” Alexis said with a wide grin, reaching up a hand behind her 

to touch the handle of the curved blade sheathed on her back: the Blue Vixen was a gift from 

Killer, and combined both a sword and a submachine gun into one deadly package. “And my 

rifle is already packed away in the truck, but lately I‟m in more of a mood to prove to bitch there 

that I can drop more in melee than she can.”  

Cherry snorted, then she pulled out her whip with a wide grin, snapping it once and 

seeming to cut the air itself with the way it screamed. “Babe, please. Even Captain Ravenlight 

there will tell you that I could perform surgery with this thing… and a whip always beats a sword 

in combat, no matter how pretty you dress it up.” 

Zerrex made a bit of a face at this, but he didn‟t bother disagreeing: he knew that his old 

nickname from the days of war would come out of her mouth eventually. But furthermore, he 

knew that Cherry was in a mood to show off, and he didn‟t want to match his blade against her 

deadly weapon – after all, fifteen feet of razor-sharp chain links usually did beat a plain blade, 

even if it wasn‟t tipped with a huge, scorpion-tail fang. 

Alexis, however, was already glaring… so Killer quickly cleared his throat and 

interrupted, holding up his hands and saying plainly: “You know, there‟s seven of us here, and 

I‟ve got four soldiers, since it takes two of them to operate the cars. Why don‟t we split into two 

groups, one of five and the other of six? I was thinking Zerrex and…” The liger faltered a bit 

here as he caught deathly looks from both Marina and Cherry, realizing he‟d just backed himself 

into a corner, and he rubbed the back of his head, looking at the Drakkaren for help. 

“He and his soldiers should form a backup unit.” Marina muttered under her breath, and 

Zerrex made a bit of a face at this, nudging her lightly, and she quieted, but her voice spoke in 



his mind now instead, clear as a bell: This is our mission, Daddy… your mission. I don‟t like it 

when people interfere with you. With us. 

“I‟ll bring Cindy with me, since she can provide cover fire in case we‟re attacked, while 

Cherry will be able to cover and protect the other vehicle.” The Drakkaren said after a moment, 

and for a moment both of the females looked at him curiously before Cherry simply grunted and 

Mahihko nodded meekly, staying near the back and still looking anxiously around the area. He 

stuck close to the much-larger, much-more-muscular female as she stomped off towards the 

empty vehicle, and Marina followed after a moment as Zerrex added mentally, knowing she was 

browsing his thoughts: You can monitor me from a distance, tell the others what‟s important. 

And this is the one time I‟m condoning you using your abilities to spy on people. 

Thank you, Daddy. “Okay Zerrex.” Her speech was noncommittal, but her mental tone 

was much more empathetic, as she leaned up to kiss his cheek before leaving. Zerrex nodded to 

her, watching her walk away, then he looked over to Killer and smiled a bit, shrugging his 

shoulder as he nodded and then motioned to the back of the snow-truck. 

The Drakkaren strode over, Cindy following in his tracks and muttering to him: “You 

know, I‟m the one who‟s going to have to listen to both of them bitching at me after this, 

Zerrex.” A pause, and a glance at the ligers as Killer pulled open the back doors, then made a 

face when Alexis ignored his offer of help and instead leapt easily inside with a teasing grin. 

“Besides, I don‟t know them as well as Cherry does.” 

“Well, you get along with everyone, on the other hand.” Zerrex responded mildly, 

shouldering her gently, and Cindy snorted and rolled her eyes, giving the slightest of smiles as 

they stepped up to the transport. She hopped up easily onto the high lip, then looked down at 

Zerrex grabbed his hand when he tried to snag the end of it, making him grumble as she half-

pulled him up into the transport and then closed the doors as the snow-truck rumbled into life. 

“You didn‟t have to do that.” 

“And you don‟t have to pull the macho male routine every five seconds just because 

you‟re a cripple.” Cindy responded mildly, then she sat down one of the benches, shrugging off 

her equipment and putting it down beside her, continuing to smile playfully. “Come on, old 

lizard. Rest your tired bones.” 

“I hate you.” Zerrex said morbidly, striding over to the bench across from her, putting his 

own gear aside as he looked over from Killer to Alexis: he was sitting beside the latter, and 

Cindy the former, in the spacious cabin of the transport, a heater already starting up as he leaned 

against the cushioned back of the benches. “This is pretty nice in here.” 

Killer nodded, glancing up at the white paint on the rooftop and the plain light, then over 

at the flatscreen mounted on the front wall of the transport, which was currently displaying a 

satellite image of the area they were in. “I figured it was the most comfortable way we could 

travel in this terrain… besides, the heater system is necessary for the travels ahead. Thankfully, it 

all runs off a fuel cell, so we can leave the trucks on overnight. It might increase our thermal 

signal, but on the other hand, we won‟t all freeze to death in the arctic tundra.” 

Zerrex nodded at this, smiling slightly and rubbing idly at his bad leg, leaning back as he 

watched Alexis slowly run her hand over the flat of the sheathed Blue Vixen, gazing down at the 

floor with a strange look on her face, and then she glanced over at him and grinned slightly, 

saying softly: “You should show up around here more often, Zerrex. Every time you show up we 

run into an opponent who‟s actually worthwhile… it‟s been a long time since I‟ve seen someone 

who was strong enough to resist Lion‟s punch, after all.” 



“Alexis, don‟t be too bloodthirsty now.” Killer reminded her gently, and then he looked 

over at the Drakkaren, laughing softly. “Now that we‟re on the road… would you like to go over 

what we expect to see at the enemy base? I can link up the others through the shortwave radio 

too, if you like, and we can all discuss this together.” 

“I feel like things like that are better discussed face-to-face.” Zerrex nodded a bit, 

glancing to the side as a vibration ran through the snow truck, and the Drakkaren glanced up with 

surprise to see they had already moved a fair distance, according to the map. He also noted a 

distance counter, and he tilted his head, asking curiously: “There‟s a number on the display that‟s 

ticking down… is that the distance to some target?” 

Killer nodded again, becoming a bit more grim now as he looked at the monitor himself. 

“It‟s the enemy transport… we‟re using bioelectrical targeting.” A slight smile crested his 

muzzle at this. “It was developed during the Great War, I believe… and using it, we can find 

anyone, anything, anywhere. There‟s no known defense, other than extremely thick layers of 

rock and concrete… and thankfully, one of the satellites in my network is outfitted with the 

necessary equipment to use such a method. They must be using a much-older vehicle themselves, 

because they‟re not moving very fast… or rather, maybe something that hasn‟t been maintained 

very well. We may even be able to catch up to them before they get too close to their base.” 

“That would be ideal.” Zerrex murmured and nodded slowly, then he crossed his arms 

and rested back against the cushioned bench, closing his eyes and dropping his head against the 

hard steel wall. “If we do catch up to them, we‟ll have to go all out right away… and if they ever 

stop, we‟ll have to be extremely careful on the approach.” 

“Thankfully, we have the cover of the snow going for us.” Killer nodded, smiling slightly 

as he reached across and pressed the button beneath the monitor, and a keyboard folded out of 

the wall as Cindy tilted her head curiously, looking impressed. A moment later, Killer tapped a 

few buttons easily from his position near the front of the transport, and the monitor flickered to a 

hidden camera on the outside of the truck, but the black and white footage showed only thick 

snowfall. “We‟re moving fast into the Arctic… and around this time of year, there‟s nothing but 

a constant storm before the lull of darkness sets in for about six months.” 

“Fun stuff.” Zerrex murmured, making a bit of a face: it would make combat difficult, not 

to mention figuring out what time it was. This is why I need a watch. Or rather, why I need to 

stop breaking my watches. “Well, at least none of us need a lot of sleep.” 

The next few hours passed in idle conversation, as Zerrex did his best to ease around the 

subject of fighting and the base up ahead: after all, whether it was selfish or not, he still 

considered this entire business his mission, and he wanted to be as by the book about things as he 

could to avoid getting Albatross into any more trouble than necessary. Eventually, things drifted 

down into mostly-silence, with Cindy quietly meditating as her head swayed back and forwards a 

bit, jacket over her lap, and Zerrex polishing one of his massive handguns and checking that the 

spare clips in his jacket were easily accessible.  

Killer glanced at the monitor, then he straightened a bit, looking over at Zerrex and 

saying clearly: “They‟ve stopped about two miles north of our position…” A pause as he pressed 

a few buttons on the extended keyboard, turning a bit towards the monitor, then he frowned. 

“But I can‟t get any images of them due to the storm… I think I‟ll tell the soldier to-” 

Before he could finish, there was a terrible crash and scream of metal, and Zerrex thought 

the worst thing was that the shot obviously hadn‟t been aimed at their driver: it had been aimed 

at the side of the snow truck, and a moment later they were tottering, Cindy flailing her arms and 

Killer scrabbling for balance to avoid falling on Alexis as he threw his back against the other 



side of the truck, Alexis lunging forwards at the same time as the floor tilted horribly and Zerrex 

flailed a bit before snarling as he felt a terrible heat against his back, leaping away from the wall 

as one of the cushions burst into flames and slapping it away to reveal a line of white hot, heated 

metal. Fuck, and who knows how far away he is- 

Before that thought could finish, however, there was another sound of something 

colliding and bursting at an incredible speed, and then the floor was heating up as metal groaned 

beneath them and the entire transport listed even further to the side, Cindy leaping for the doors 

and shouldering them open as Zerrex followed quickly, snagging his massive sword at the same 

time as Killer and Alexis followed suit, both of them leaping out with blades free. They 

exchanged a look, then scattered as the other transport behind them halted and the rest of the 

reptile‟s family leapt free, Cherry snarling as she looked back and forth. “Where‟s the 

motherfucker? Where‟s that bastard Unseen, Marina?” 

Marina shook her head quickly, looking disgusted herself as her eyes flickered back and 

forth. “He‟s too far away for me to tell clearly, but I think he‟s approaching… on the other hand, 

there‟s a bunch of others coming at us at the same time…” A pause and a glance over to Zerrex, 

a touch to his mind as her voice whispered, Can you sense them, Daddy? 

Yeah… Zerrex thought quietly, more to himself than anyone else though, as his eyes slid 

closed. Originally, Requiem had taught him this old art, and at first he‟d scoffed and found it 

ridiculous… but now, with his instincts honed by experience and his unnatural ability to control 

the very energies in the air around him, he had discovered a hidden, innate affinity with this 

strange ability buried deep inside himself. They‟re moving fast… no hesitation. They want to 

challenge us, only a small group, though… Only four, with one behind… 

A terrible rumbling filled the air, and Zerrex opened his eyes, stepping forwards and 

straightening, holding his sword in both hands as he assumed a ready position, the blade held 

point-up and at his right. Marina grinned coldly at this, then she ran to the right with Cherry as 

Killer and Alexis took up the left, leaving Mahihko and Cindy to cover the center area as the 

snow whipped and danced around them to the howling of the wind. 

The sound continued to grow until it was like thunder on earth, and a horrible shape 

ripped out of the snowstorm ahead, a massive, monstrous worm with a Drakkaren‟s skull on the 

front of it, a thousand too-short, triangular legs twitching back and forth as it shot over the earth, 

the flying abomination heading straight for Zerrex with its jaws wide and a mutant hiss echoing 

from its grey, dead jaws: the moment before it could strike, however, Zerrex smashed the 

creature under the jawbone and sent it flying into the sky with a shriek of outrage and pain, the 

metallic body twisting and convulsing on itself as it turned towards the right and crashed into the 

ground in front of Killer and Alexis, rapidly collapsing into its own body… and then standing as 

the Black Killer, looking at him with a cruel grin as he cocked his head and wiped away a bit of 

blood from a long slash down his muzzle, the wound Killer had inflicted on his chest already 

faded into a scar. “You disgusting rebels don‟t know when to give up.” 

“The war‟s over, and you lost.” Killer said coldly, and then he grinned as the creature 

snorted, looking at them both with distaste as Alexis‟s grin grew wider and her eyes glinted 

dangerously. “Besides, there‟s no way you can beat both me and Alexis at once.” 

“You‟re better to just fuck off and die right now, asshole.” The female added cockily, 

raising the unsheathed Blue Vixen: the massive curved blade gleamed even in the snowstorm, 

and the serration over the bottom of the blade made it look all the more threatening, without even 

glancing upwards to the barrel of the .45 submachine gun sticking out above the flat of the blade 

from the enlarged handle, made to look almost small compared to the rest of the sword that she 



held with such ease. “It‟s stupid to challenge one of us alone; it‟s suicide to challenge us both at 

once.” 

“We‟ll see about that.” The creature snorted, then it stepped backwards and grinned 

coldly, increasing in size as it lost the resemblance to Killer, the head becoming draconic and the 

tail like that of a great scorpion‟s, as both forearms turned into deadly, razor sharp blades. “Why 

don‟t you go ahead and show me just how tough you are?” 

Meanwhile, another opponent had leapt on top of the working transport, the Drakkai 

rolling his shoulders as he grinned at Cindy, watching as she uselessly fired into a shield of 

glowing energy surrounding him and deflecting every bullet. He laughed at her useless attempts, 

then leapt down to face her head-on, eyes burning as he glanced from her to Mahihko, who was 

trembling at the sight of him: he was clad in a full uniform, but cables extended from his biceps, 

hips, and either side of his chest, and attached into some sort of flat, unmarked black metal 

rectangle built into his back, and there was a computer system attached to his right arm from 

which thinner cables also fed. His eyes literally glowed as the shield vanished, and then he held 

up his left hand, and electricity crackled over it as his eyes settled on Cindy with terrible cruelty. 

“I can kill you… or I can take you prisoner and make you wish you were dead, bitch.” 

“Come and try it.” Cindy snorted, her eyes cool and her body ready as she tossed her 

assault rifle aside, and Mahihko backed up a few steps nervously before his eyes widened as the 

Toxin soldier suddenly sprinted to the side and then skidded to a halt behind him, reaching down 

with a laugh to try and grab him, and Mahihko winced as he barely ducked under the almost-

playful hand. 

Before the soldier could back off, despite his incredible speed, Cindy‟s fist smashed into 

his muzzle and sent him flying backwards, only to crash into the snow and skid another ten feet, 

his jaw broken and eyes filled with shock, blood leaking from his maw as Cindy slowly drew 

back into a ready pose, one arm out and the other drawn slightly back, her eyes still cool and 

ready, unfettered by what had happened – unlike Mahihko, who had ducked behind her and was 

shivering a bit. 

He tried to curse, but only blood and gargles came out; a moment later, he reached up, 

snapping his jaw back into its socket and then snarling and wincing at the same time as he hit a 

button on his keypad, and electricity travelled over his body as the black cables glowed white, a 

terrible hum filling the air as his body increased in size to the point that his clothes tore, his blue 

irises lost in the glow coming from his eyes as he rumbled disgustedly: “Then you better hope I 

kill you, you bitch… for your sake.” 

On the other side of the transport, Marina was covering Cherry with her telekinetic 

powers as the Drakkaren engaged another member of the group, an enormous male Dragokkaren 

with a pair of sawblades buzzing away on each forearm – at the same time, three other blades 

were hurtling through the air at high velocity, snapping in towards the hermaphroditic female 

every few moments only to be repelled or thrown into the snow by Marina‟s power, but they 

recovered their powers quickly and rebounded towards Cherry as if dragged by a magnet after a 

minute at the most. 

Cherry, on the other hand, was cackling as she easily ducked swings from the twenty-five 

foot behemoth and retaliated with lashes from her whip and vicious kicks to his body, knocking 

the giant staggering, his plain black uniform already torn to shreds and his body bleeding heavily 

as he panted hard, his eyes bulging before he let out a cry as a lash from Cherry‟s whip shattered 

the visor that extended over one eye and ripped a swathe out of his cheek and muzzle, reaching 

up to cover his face as Cherry finally flipped gracefully backwards, and all three sawblades 



headed for her back snapped into the chest of the Dragokkaren, sending him hurtling a short 

distance away before he crashed to the snow in a bloody mess as the blades ceased to rotate, his 

last expression one of intense agony. Cherry snorted quietly, then she cracked her whip and 

gazed ahead with a snarl as Marina walked up behind her, panting quietly. “Come on, Bebop, we 

gotta get to Zer.” 

“I just need to recover my breath.” Marina kneeled down, closing her eyes and rubbing at 

her forehead: she was developing a headache from overuse of her powers, and it meant that her 

telepathy was beginning to go haywire, picking up on thoughts from everyone nearby – and the 

thoughts and mental functions of the dying were one of the most painful things in the world to 

experience. “Just… go on…” 

Cherry shook her head and kneeled by her, her expression serious before she closed her 

eyes and wrapped an arm around Marina, pulling her close and murmuring to her quietly, and at 

first she felt a blast of rage coming off the female… but soon enough the youngest daughter of 

the Narrius family began to relax and calm down, as Cherry‟s other strange ability rolled into 

play, and an image of the world around them came into view, looking at her own back and the 

area surrounding her: but Third Person had saved her ass in a lot of situations and made for 

excellent passive security while she was trying to calm down a crazy psychic. Fuck, when I can 

start feeling her powers going nuts, then I know she‟s strained herself… 

On the other side of the battleground, Alexis felt a twinge of the rage Marina 

experienced, and a snarl suddenly crossed her features as she roared and knocked away a bladed 

arm of the creature they were fighting, at the same time opening fire with the submachine gun 

and using her own strange telekinetic abilities to guide every bullet into the face of the 

mechanical abomination, causing it to shriek and draw back before she lunged forwards and 

stabbed Blue Vixen through the beast‟s heart. It squealed in agony, flailing as Killer looked at his 

wife with shock for a moment… then grunted and stepped forwards as he spun around in a full 

circle and neatly lopped off the head of the mechanical beast, and the terrible thing exploded in a 

blast of tiny grey squares, knocking them both flying backwards, the liger catching Alexis on his 

powerful chest as they both panted quietly, and then Killer muttered: “What, did he insult you 

somehow?” 

“I just wanted it dead.” Alexis responded stubbornly, then she looked up at him with a 

grin, adding mildly: “And you stole that kill from me. So I think you owe me a little something 

for that, big boy…” 

“Oh, fuck off…” a ragged voice spoke, and both looked up in disbelief as the body of the 

half-reptile slowly straightened from the wreckage, before the grey squares quickly began to 

gather from the ground around it to once more form the strange spinning gear behind it, the 

creature looking at them somehow with disgust as it panted hard, blood dripping from the bottom 

of its open shell, the wires that made up its face covered in tears that were slowly sewing 

themselves closed. Then it straightened somehow in the air, and held out both arms as tiny drills 

and other tools extended from the hollow inside its body, beginning to quickly repair the larger 

damages to the creature as the gear behind it began to spin rapidly. “If you aren‟t fans of my 

theater performances, then I‟ll just start fighting you with full force…” 

A moment later, a chunk of grey debris flew at the pair, and Alexis snarled, narrowing 

her eyes and bowing her head forwards slightly to send the piece of steel flying back at the 

being, but it quickly skewed out of the way and instead simply joined back into the spinning gear 

before more pieces of metal began flying at the pair. Immediately, Alexis leapt to one side and 

Killer rolled to the other, blocking several chunks of grey metal with Wyvern as Alexis neatly 



dodged the ones fired at her, both of them backing quickly away as the metal turned to sludge on 

contact and quickly slid its way back to its master. 

In the middle of the battleground, Cindy winced as a punch caught her in the shoulder, 

gritting her teeth and quickly leaping away: the real pain, however, came from the electrical 

shock it carried, making her body feel tired as she breathed hard… but on the other hand, the 

Toxin soldier wasn‟t doing much better, panting hard himself and covered in bruises from 

Cindy‟s small but deadly fists. Electricity crackled over his body as he gamely rose his fists 

again and charged forwards, but at the last moment died out… but it was just enough time for 

Cindy to turn her dodge into a grab, and she snagged the palm strike with one of her own hands 

and then twisted his arm viciously around before pushing forwards and up. 

He howled as his elbow snapped out of place, his eyes bulging in agony… and then 

Cindy kicked him hard in the stomach with enough force to send him staggering backwards 

before she followed up with an elegant hook kick that cracked his cheekbone and sent him 

spinning through the air to crash into the ground on his front. He groaned as the glowing light 

flickered out of his eyes, his musculature slowly deflating as Cindy stepped on his keypad and 

ground her heel against it, effectively pinning his right arm as Mahihko stepped up in front of 

him with his gun cocked, looking up at Cindy adoringly as she smiled softly to him in return. 

Zerrex, meanwhile, was charging across the snowfields towards Ill, who was running 

towards him now, laughing as he fired off the occasional shot with his plasma rifle, forcing the 

Drakkaren to leap to the side occasionally. As they drew closer now, though, Ill leapt into the air 

and fired straight down, Zerrex barely leaping backwards in time to avoid the attack before 

responding by drawing out a handgun and firing into the air at the Dragokkaren. 

Ill didn‟t even need to dodge, however, the bullets going wild as he flew over the reptile‟s 

head before landing on his feet and spinning around to try and snap him across the face with the 

barrel of the rifle, but then his eyes widened in shock as Zerrex blocked the attack with the barrel 

of his magnum before raising a foot and kicking the Dragokkaren hard in the stomach, sending 

him staggering backwards before he charged forwards and literally ran up the creature‟s huge 

body, causing him to roar in pain at every hard stomp of the reptile‟s booted feet before he 

kicked off his head and flipped quickly to stab Blackheart hard downwards. 

Ill had already quickly retreated, however, snarling as he grabbed at the side of the rifle, 

but the belt was empty, and Zerrex grinned as he ran forwards, swinging hard with the huge 

sword and forcing Ill to block each strike over and over again with the huge rifle, grunting at the 

devastating force behind every one of the Drakkaren‟s attacks before he finally staggered 

backwards, one hand on the stock of the rifle and the other grasping the body high up near the 

long barrel as Zerrex swung mightily downwards, sword biting deep into the body of the massive 

weapon… and then cutting the huge plasma rifle clean in half, Ill leaping backwards with a hiss 

and tossing the useless lower half away, other hand holding the upper body by the barrel like a 

club.  

He ran forwards as Zerrex did the same, and this time Ill sidestepped a hard cut from the 

massive sword before he slammed the Drakkaren in the face with the club of broken gun, 

sending Zerrex flying backwards to land heavily on his back, skidding a few feet through the 

snow with a grunt of pain. Immediately, he rolled backwards, but he only landed with a loud 

flump in the snow instead of skidding onto his feet, flailing uselessly as the white powder filled 

his nose and slid into every crevice it could find, before he finally shoved himself up off the 

ground… only to meet a hard swing from his own sword, letting out a sharp cry of pain as it tore 

through his right side and dug a thin gash along his arm, staggering away with a snarl as Ill 



grinned cruelly at him. “You broke my favorite rifle, Lord Zerrex! How would you feel if I cut 

you and all your kin into halves?” 

The huge reptile stepped forwards, stabbing almost playfully with Blackheart, forcing 

Zerrex to leap backwards with every swing even as he felt his very blood freezing in the chill air, 

the Drakkaren snarling before he kicked the flat of the huge blade hard… but Ill only responded 

by cocking the sword back and swinging outwards with a roar of exertion, almost making good 

on his threat to halve the reptile and missing by a mere inch as the smaller lizard threw himself 

backwards. He panted hard as he leaned forwards, air wheezing in and out of his lungs, glaring 

furiously at the giant. 

Zerrex is in trouble… A pause, and then Killer glanced over to Alexis, before smiling 

slightly as she easily slid under another barrage of metallic fragments to land a hard slash-kick 

combo against the armored shell of the reptile machine, causing it to retreat hastily with a 

screech of indignation before it shifted one of its arms into a massive spike and stabbed uselessly 

towards Alexis, only to be once more easily evaded. But Alexis obviously isn‟t. “I‟ll be right 

back… I‟ve got a score to settle with a friend ahead.” 

“Yeah, heave fun.” Alexis said with a grin, and she blew him a kiss before holding out 

her free hand and concentrating with a snarl, her eyes glinting as she reflected the spikes the 

metallic creature generated and fired at her back into it, knocking it flat with a scream of protest 

as she took the moment to reload her sword-gun. She tossed a look over to her husband as he 

sprinted past them both and easily leapt over a lashing whip of cable the creature sent out from 

its position on the ground, and Alexis shouted: “Hey! You‟re fighting me, asshole!” 

“Fine…” Grey scales covered the beast for a moment, and then it stood up, once more in 

the form of a Black Killer holding a plain black longsword, his eyes glinting red holes, but his 

body was dotted with wounds here and there that were sluggishly bleeding red and black. “I can 

play some more with you, then.” 

“Play or fight, it seems to come down to the same worthless shit.” Alexis replied 

patronizingly, tilting her head back with a snort, then she flicked Blue Vixen and straightened a 

bit before holding the sword out towards the monster. “Even if you‟re in the same form as my 

husband, I‟m sure if I pull those pants down I‟ll see no balls and no cock. Let‟s just get this over 

with.” 

As the not-Killer lunged forwards, intent on battle, the real Killer was intent on a 

different opponent, his eyes widening as he watched Ill knock Zerrex flat on his back and stab 

viciously downwards… but Zerrex caught the flat of the blade between his hands, grunting as he 

forced it backwards before the sword suddenly glowed blue… and a moment later, Ill leapt 

backwards with his hands smoking, howling in pain and snarling in fury before he glanced to the 

side as Killer leapt forwards with a roar and a hard swing of his sword. 

The Unseen seemed to all but vanish, though… and then Killer felt one of his ankles 

kicked out from beneath him, the liger barely managing to get a paw out and turn the fall into a 

half-spring, half-roll forwards to a kneel as he looked over his shoulder in shock at the 

Dragokkaren, who stood in the middle between the liger and Drakkaren. Zerrex had already 

drawn far back, and now he straightened… and the two traded nods before charging forwards, 

but the Unseen only grinned as they both sprinted towards him at full speed. 

His robotic arm snapped up, and without bothering to raise his head, he dropped his metal 

hand to a limp position and it dropped out of place to reveal the barrel of some sort of gun: 

Killer‟s eyes widened, and then it fired what felt like buckshot into him, making him grunt and 

double forwards a bit, barely losing place, before he realized that the pellets had attached 



themselves to him somehow… and there was the sizzle of electricity before they exploded with 

enough force to send him flying away with a roar of pain, Wyvern flying from his grasp and 

spinning through the air. 

Zerrex growled deep in his throat as he drew in close, swinging in hard as he reached the 

Unseen‟s other side… but Ill spun around, his metal hand snapping upwards this time and a 

blade almost a meter long snapping out of his wrist, and this collided with the sword in an easy 

parrying motion, shoving Blackheart to the side before his foot slammed into Zerrex‟s kidney 

and sent him skidding away with a groan of agony, pain shooting through his body.  

Ill leapt forwards to finish the Drakkaren off, arm raised and ready to deliver a finishing 

stab, but he halted in midair, his body twisting in a psychic grip as he looked to the side in shock, 

and Cherry grinned sharkishly at him before Ill howled in agony as a massive explosion 

suddenly generated in thin air, black lightning and a dark cloud of smoke filling the air around 

the Dragokkaren before he was hurtled through the sky to crash to the ground in a smoldering 

heap some twenty feet away, and a moment later Cherry fell to her knees with a moan of agony, 

holding her skull as blood dripped out of her nose from the exertion. 

Killer blinked stupidly as he sat up, rubbing at his scorched body as Zerrex groaned, 

halfheartedly climbing to his feet as he rubbed at his side and looking over at Cherry with a 

wince, making a bit of a face. “You… showoff…” 

“Fuck… you…” Cherry panted in return, rubbing slowly at her throbbing head… and 

then all three looked up in shock as Ill slowly climbed to his feet, panting hard and looking at 

them with an expression of fury on his blindfolded face, before he whistled a short tune and 

turned around, fleeing in a staggering pace. Immediately, the three took up on his feet… but a 

moment later, a floating, metallic bat flew by and Ill leapt up to snag one of its feet, flying high 

into the snowstorm even as Alexis fired a few shots into the blizzard, looking irritated but 

otherwise unharmed. 

The other three looked at her dumbly, and she shrugged a bit, still gazing after the bat 

with an almost longing expression. “It wasn‟t that I couldn‟t take him on… it was that I couldn‟t 

fucking kill him. I stabbed him everywhere I could think and all I got where more screams and 

more blood until-” A pause as she glanced over at them, then she blinked at their haggard looks 

and asked mildly: “What the fuck kind of party were you having over here?” 

“Fuck you.” Cherry managed out again, then she fell flat on her face before holding up a 

hand, mumbling: “I need to retain my dignity and independence. No one help me up.” 

“You have no dignity. But it looks nice down there. I think I‟ll join you.” Zerrex 

mumbled, then he fell backwards on his ass with a groan, rubbing at the various wounds on his 

body as Cindy and Mahihko slowly approached, followed by one of the snow transports… and 

then Zerrex paused as his groggy eyes settled on the miserable-looking Toxin soldier they had in 

tow. “Hey, look, we get a consolation prize.” 

Cherry mumbled something from the snow, then she slowly rose her snow-covered face 

to grumble: “I killed my soldier too.” 

“With my help.” Marina said mildly, walking in and sitting down beside her oldest sister, 

watching with something like envy as Cindy produced a medical kit from the side pack she wore 

and went about the business of sewing up Zerrex‟s visible wounds, ignoring his denials.  

As the transport pulled up, three soldiers piled out and went over to conference with 

Killer, looking at him with amazement as Alexis picked pieces of broken metal out of his fur and 

teased him at the same time, while every so often sneaking a look over the Drakkaren‟s family. 

Mahihko did his best to stay in the background, keeping the prisoner on his knees and his grip 



tight on his undamaged arm, but the Toxin member remained eerily quiet and didn‟t bother 

fighting, only continuing to look depressed. 

After a few minutes, though, Cherry pulled herself out of the snow and wiped the dried 

blood from her nose, taking a few handfuls of snow to swish around her mouth and spitting out 

red gunk, before obscenely clearing her throat and coughing a few times. Zerrex made a face at 

her, rubbing at the stitches on his arm as Cindy politely asked if Killer or Alexis needed any 

medical care, but they both shook their heads and she nodded a bit, turning instead to check 

Cherry‟s vision – punching her lightly on the nose when she refused to cooperate and making her 

eyes water, therefore getting her attention long enough to do a few quick tests – and then looking 

at Marina before finally making her way to the prisoner. 

All eyes settled on this, but he refused to talk at all… and when Zerrex glanced at 

Marina, she shook her head slowly, murmuring softly: “Everyone‟s thoughts are too loud… I 

need to calm down a bit more first, recover a bit. Maybe half an hour… and besides, he‟s had 

training and has some sort of microchip in his brain that‟s interfering with my telepathy.” 

“Well, it‟s no use freezing out here…” Killer shook his head slowly, then he looked over 

the group and nodded a bit. “My soldiers have agreed to stay here, though, wait for an evac team, 

and we can take the working transport and continue to trail them… maybe we can catch up with 

Ill and his surviving companion before they have a chance to reach their base.” 

“That‟d be a stroke of luck.” Zerrex nodded a bit, making a face, but straightening and 

heading for the transport, despite the fact he could feel several gazes settle on him. He hated how 

pronounced his limp was… but despite the pain in his leg, he still managed to climb into the 

cabin without a problem, before glancing to the side as Cherry looked up at from outside. 

They half-glared at each other for a few moments, challenging each other to say 

something about the other‟s pushing of the limits… and then Cherry‟s gaze softened as she 

motioned with her head to the front. “I‟m going to drive and Mahihko‟s going to ride shotgun. 

Don‟t let the dude kill himself without my awesomeness around, got that?” 

“Don‟t crash the transport.” Zerrex responded mildly, and Cherry stuck out her tongue at 

him and then pranced around to the front of the vehicle as the others loaded into the transport, 

Killer and Alexis sitting near the front and sandwiching the prisoner awkwardly between them, 

the girls forming a line on the other side with Marina at the back of the group. Zerrex closed the 

doors, then he coughed a bit as he sat at the edge of the bench, glancing over at the prisoner and 

patting his knees as he asked mildly: “So uh… what do you think of the weather around here.” 

Killer looked over the Toxin soldier‟s head with disbelief, and Cindy dropped her head in 

a hand as the soldier slowly raised his head, then gave Zerrex a flat look. The Drakkaren 

shrugged mildly, blushing a bit and feeling lame, before he said plainly: “Look. We want 

information. And since this is a silent operation, you‟re not even a POW by this world‟s 

standards. Besides, Marina can either tear your brain apart or we can apply some pressure in 

other ways, but I‟d really rather not.” 

“Traitor scum.” The soldier spat, then he gave the Drakkaren a look of absolute loathing. 

“Lord Zerrex, son of the Patriarch, associating with the slime of the world who defied 

Hez‟Ranna… you‟ll get nothing out of me.” A pause as he grunted, then grinned coldly. “And 

you know what? My computer has a self-destruct timer on it and-” 

“Let‟s not be cliché here.” Zerrex muttered under his breath, as Killer‟s eyes widened, 

but the Drakkaren shook his head even before anyone could act and instead jerked on the 

soldier‟s arm, causing him to howl in pain. “Suicide bombers don‟t quietly sit around in the 

center of a group and bide their time for the right moment, nor do they put up with their enemies 



jerking on their broken limbs. You just want to get out of the car so you can cry home to 

mommy.” 

“Don‟t say anything about my mother! You‟re the son of a whore here!” snarled the 

Toxin member, and Zerrex‟s eyes narrowed as the soldier continued mirthlessly: “Oh yes, before 

we were deployed we heard all about your heritage… what was your mother‟s name again, some 

pornographic thing?” 

Zerrex made a face, holding in his anger before pausing and realizing the anger wasn‟t 

his… and then he glanced across at Marina before wincing as he saw the expression on her face, 

then his eyes widened as she tilted her head towards the doors. “Marina, don‟t!” 

A moment later, however, the prisoner flew across his lap and crashed through the double 

doors into the snow with a shriek, before he immediately barreled off into the blizzard, and 

Zerrex cursed under his breath before his eyes widened as both Alexis and Killer leapt out after 

him, the transport grinding to a halt as Cherry leaned out the door and Zerrex shouted: “Hey, 

what are you two doing?” 

“We can survive out here no matter how bad the storm gets… you guys are better to keep 

on going and we‟ll catch up with you later!” Killer responded, shaking his head quickly and then 

grinning slightly as he patted his massive assault rifle. “Just don‟t lose my sword, got it? Alexis 

and I can follow this asshole no problem with the scanners on our visors… besides, I want to see 

where he goes and what he does, and if they‟re actually stupid enough to try blowing themselves 

up.” 

Zerrex made a face, but Cherry shrugged and called: “Well, that‟s enough for me! 

Onwards we go!” A moment later, and they were moving again as Killer vanished into the 

blizzard behind Alexis, and Zerrex resignedly leaned out and grabbed the doors of the transport, 

almost toppling himself for a moment and then quickly jerking the doors closed. 

It left him alone with an embarrassed Marina and a negative-looking Cindy… whereas in 

the front cabin, Mahihko was quietly polishing his handgun as Cherry idly checked radar 

readouts and put her fingers on switches here and there, using her precognitive abilities to predict 

exactly what they did in case of emergency. She waited for a few moments in silence, then 

finally glanced to the side and said mildly: “So what‟s up with you, wolf? You‟re quieter than 

ever since we came up here… by now I‟d expect at least one or two smartass remarks, at least 

when Marina and the two big cats aren‟t around.” 

“I dunno…” Mahihko shook his head a bit, looking up embarrassedly and glancing out 

the window, murmuring softly: “It‟s this whole thing, this whole operation. I don‟t like it, I don‟t 

like where we‟re going, and I really don‟t like how badly Zer‟s body is holding up…” A look 

down as he added quietly: “Look at us, Cherry. Our bodies are holding up better than his, and 

think of everything you and especially me have done wrong with our lives.” 

Cherry nodded slowly at this, making a face as she looked out the front window, idly 

adjusting their course as she glanced at the GPS system on the side panel of the transport: she 

knew for a fact that the enemy base was at location 10.2, 5.5 on the map, so they no longer had 

to worry about tracking the enemy by some special means… but at the same time, she knew it 

was a bit of a risk – after all, they may have very well changed locations or bases by now. For 

the moment, however, Mahihko‟s voice was drowning out whatever worries she might have as 

guilt flickered through her body. “That‟s because everyone else got replacements, whereas 

Zerrex is stuck in the same old body he‟s always had. I mean, I don‟t see him giving up anytime 

soon or ever, no, but he is old now… and hell, even I feel my age even if my body‟s way better 

off.” Cherry made a face, shaking her head slowly. 



“This feels so wrong, I guess is what I‟m trying to say.” she said after a moment, patting 

a beat against the steering wheel before sighing a bit. “I mean, shit. Things were never supposed 

to end like this, y‟know? The Great War was supposed to be over and it was supposed to be 

happily ever after or some fuckin‟ thing like that, not… constantly continuing to track down 

these freak sideshows and all that junk. And like, it‟s not like we‟re the most stable family, 

either. Fuck, dude, me and you don‟t got no place being here sometimes.” 

“I guess that‟s sorta true… but he loves you, Cherry, even if you two never show much 

romance.” Mahihko said softly, smiling a bit before Cherry tossed him a burning look, but the 

wolf only blushed and lowered his head, clasping his hands as he stuttered: “I… you know, I 

mean, me… I‟m just bad memories.” 

“You aren‟t just bad memories, you little slut.” Cherry said mildly, idly adjusting their 

course around a large rock and glancing over at him again before grinning slightly and shaking 

her head slowly. “You‟re like the rest of us, but not… you‟re Tinny‟s replacement, sorta, „cept 

we can actually get you to fuck around with your dick-stick now and then.” A pause, then she 

frowned before glancing at the GPS and slowing the transport, gazing out into the swirling snows 

as she cursed quietly under her breath. 

Mahihko frowned a bit and looked out the front window, before his breath caught in his 

throat, shaking his head slowly at the sight of several broken timbers standing mute sentinel 

before the ruins of what looked like a road… and from them slowly swung the long-dead bodies 

of whatever poor villagers had once lived here, their corpses whipped and twisting in the wind, 

all of them naked and hanging in pieces. As his eyes lingered on this, Cherry knocked three 

times on the back wall of the transport before slowly guiding the truck forwards and around the 

totem, and onto the single road that had once run through a village composed mainly of broken 

corpses and charred ruins. 

A crackle, and then Zerrex‟s voice spoke over an intercom, asking softly: “Is this the 

closest village towards the base, one of the places that we got wind of an attack from?” 

Cherry frowned a bit, glancing at the GPS, then she slowly shook her head before 

muttering under her breath and searching for some sort of talk button, then pressing it as she said 

clearly: “I don‟t think so… see the structure of the buildings? This looks like it was some sort of 

mining operation that they burnt down… I think we might‟ve rolled right past one of the 

villages. It makes sense now why they attacked, though… they wanted to cover up the mess 

they‟d made before we got wind of it.” 

“I don‟t see why.” The sense that Zerrex was shaking his head slowly. “They seemed like 

showboaters… Cherry, Mahihko, is there anything weird about this area that you can see through 

the windows? I can‟t get any visual on the camera systems, the snow‟s blowing too thick.” 

“I can see mostly shapes and the occasional blur of color here and there, but that‟s about 

it. Snow‟s thicker than fuckin‟ semen.” Cherry said drolly, then she glanced at Mahihko before 

grinning a bit and shoving him towards the door. “Get out there, faggot, and go find me a dead 

baby or something. I want a closer look at what these fuckers were doing.” 

“Cherry!” Mahihko squawked in protest, then he winced as Cherry stopped the transport 

and shook a fist at him threatening, before sulking and sighing as he opened the door and slid out 

into the snowstorm, slamming it shut behind him and hugging himself at the icy cold. This 

wasn‟t anything unusual, though, in broad strokes: he was always the messenger boy or the 

scout, since he was so small and could usually wiggle through an area undetected. He made a 

face nonetheless at the temperature, then plodded forwards, for once hating that his paws were 

bare. Ugh, be a big boy, Mahihko… 



He made his way in a fairly straight line towards the nearest dilapidated log structure, 

then he wedged himself through a broken door and winced as he looked around the inside of the 

building, shuffling his paws against the cold concrete floor. The faint light shining in from the 

half-collapsed ceiling revealed strange machinery and broken-down computer systems, along 

with some enormous generator sitting in the corner, a few strange lights flickering over a broken 

screen on it as Mahihko approached this curiously. 

“Indefinite standby until shock boot process is completed from tertiary generator 

systems… unable to complete loading process…” Mahihko mumbled, then he made a bit of a 

face before rubbing his hands together slowly as he spotted a pair of large, strangely-shaped 

handles with „Emergency Supply Conduit‟ written on a rusted sign above it. “Well… no time 

like the present.” 

The wolf took a deep breath as he reached hesitantly forwards, grasping the handles and 

closing his eyes, then concentrating as the girls whom he thought of as his sisters and the 

Drakkaren who he saw as his adored father had taught him, and he attempted to push forwards 

with his own supernatural power: for a moment, nothing happened, and then electricity shot 

down his arms, white sparks arcing over the generator as he made a face at the intense heat on 

his hands before he let go and stumbled backwards, yelping a bit as some of the energy flowed 

backwards onto his own body and an arc of lighting shot through him and into the ceiling, 

causing the roof to spark and creak loudly. 

He covered his head as dust filtered down, panting hard for a few moments as he 

clenched his eyes shut, then he winced and slowly dropped his hands, peering around the area as 

the generator roared into life and strange letters and numbers began to flow over the screen, then 

he blinked stupidly a few times as it beeped and the computer systems around the room flickered 

on as well. A moment later, he smiled hesitantly, then he approached one of the ancient-looking 

computers, wiping dust off the keyboard before trying a few basic commands and finally 

bringing up a plain desktop. 

The wolf mused a bit as he glanced through the hard drive for any important files, 

bringing up pictures of the arctic tundra and making a face before shaking his head slowly as he 

failed to find anything interesting: just information on minerals and other nonsense. He sighed a 

bit, then paused as he tried the next computer in line and once more was rewarded with nothing. 

“Hurry the hell up!” Cherry‟s voice yelled over a loudspeaker, and Mahihko winced as 

dust floated down from the ceiling before he quickly scoured the rest of the room, finally settling 

on grabbing a few strange rocks he found near the computer terminals and squeezing his way out 

of the mining research station and back into the snowstorm. 

The wolf staggered his way through the deep snow, making a face as he waded back 

towards the silhouette of the transport station and yanking the door open, almost throwing 

himself inside and his legs kicking at the air as he wiggled back onto his seat with the rocks still 

cradled against his body. A cough, and then he shook himself quickly off, snow falling from his 

body as he shut the door and blushed at Cherry‟s dry stare. “Dude, rocks?” 

“Nothing else was there… it was just some mining station.” Mahihko mumbled 

embarrassedly, and then he offered one to the muscular hermaphrodite as she slowly started the 

transport forwards once more. She made a face before taking it, then peering over it and 

frowning a bit at the clear fragments in the obsidian stone. 

“There must be a volcano or something hidden away here.” she said finally, then tossed 

the stone aside, shaking her head slowly with a look of disgust out the front window. 



“Motherfuckers must‟ve trashed the research outpost for supplies and shit… what utter scum. 

I‟m going to beat the ass in of that Ill Weather shithead.” 

For a few hours, they travelled in relative quiet, Cherry and Mahihko talking a bit in the 

front and Zerrex half-napping in the back as Marina stared at him with adoration and Cindy 

peacefully meditating. The male Drakkaren, however, was resting fitfully, even as he felt his 

energy returning and his body healing as they moved rapidly towards the goal… and then he 

opened his emerald eyes, sitting up and rolling his stiff shoulders with a grunt as he felt the 

transport slowing down. 

They came to a halt, and Marina nodded to the Drakkaren, her eyes telling him 

everything he needed to know as he picked up Blackheart from where it sat on the floor and 

kicked open the doors, leaping out and landing easily on his feet as he glanced over his shoulder 

to Cindy and Marina, the latter armed with her long staff and the former carrying an assault rifle 

in one hand and Cherry‟s bolt-action in the other: a moment later, she tossed this to the 

hermaphroditic female as she came around from the front of the transport, and finally they were 

joined at the back of the truck as Mahihko came around last, the wolf grabbing a rifle from inside 

the cabin before closing the doors and kneeling a circle with the others as Zerrex looked back 

and forth, saying quietly: “They know we‟re here, they‟re prepared for us, and undoubtedly 

they‟ll be sending an assault party soon. On the other hand, we‟ve crushed out most of Toxin 

now and Ill Weather obviously wants to engage us himself.” 

“I say we bust in the front on full-auto, then… we‟ve tackled harder fights than this.” 

Cherry grunted, then she made a face as Zerrex shook his head slowly. “Boss, you said so 

yourself-” 

“We don‟t know where Killer or Alexis are… they could already be at the facility, or 

they could be making their way through the snow towards us still.” Zerrex said softly. “If we 

attack full out and draw out a massive army force on our heads, numbers will drown us, and 

those two will be the collateral damage when they come in and meet a full army line instead of a 

few battle squads. 

“The facility is shaped like a cross, with the northern end extending into the mountainous 

terrain… but there‟s a secondary warehouse building that I‟ll enter through… while Mahihko 

and Marina create a diversion to the west of the building.” A bit of a smile as Cherry looked at 

him with surprise. “I‟ll sneak around and make my way to the roof of the East Branch of the 

facility, and cut a hole for Cherry and Cindy to come in through. No one will have to do too 

much heavy lifting this way, and Cherry should be able to ensure that you avoid heavy fire. 

Mahihko and Marina meanwhile, can use the truck to gain a bit of a terrain advantage over the 

enemy troops if they have to retreat, since even snowmobiles will have trouble navigating the 

blizzard. The only thing you‟ll have to watch out for is if they start using heavy vehicles to chase 

you down.” 

The others nodded a bit, then Cindy sighed softly and looked at Zerrex mildly. “Daddy, 

it‟s still a pretty risky plan… there‟s all sorts of unknowns and variables, and we don‟t even have 

a map of the facility or any information on the area.” 

“I know. But that‟s part of the mission.” Zerrex said quietly, and finally Cindy nodded 

again, looking resolute, before watching as the father figure of the entire group slowly stood up 

and strode quietly to the front of the truck, climbing a snowy dune and half-dragging his massive 

sword behind him, his eyes settling on the huge steel facility below that was aglow with red and 

white lights, complete with a massive dome structure in the center and a tall tower of metal and 

girders extending out of this towards the sky. It was beautiful, sitting in the sunken valley with 



its back against a mountain cliff, and terrible at the same time, with the machines of war sitting 

around the windswept plains and the soldiers constantly patrolling back and forth… And this is 

it. This is the last battle before I get to retire for good… so let‟s do it right, Zerrex. 

 

Killer made a face as he stood over the dead body of the soldier who had escaped, 

shaking his head slowly as he glanced over at Alexis, who was tinkering with the control panel 

of a frozen shutter door. “Can you get it open?” 

“Yeah…” A pause, and then she connected two cut wires together and they sparked, and 

the door groaned loudly before slowly rolling open to reveal a badly-lit room beyond, the white 

feline grinning at her husband as she winked. “Too bad for the asshole… I guess in the next life 

he‟ll know to wear his winter parka at this temperature, huh?” 

Killer nodded, stepping over the frozen corpse of the dead Toxin soldier, following 

Alexis into the small building and onto a concrete landing of what seemed like some sort of 

service tunnel. He glanced back and forth curiously as the door automatically tried to close 

behind him, but then it squealed loudly on its tracks and halted only halfway done, cold wind and 

snow blowing into the room as the two felines made a face at the faulty machinery. “Shit. I guess 

they didn‟t account for the cold, huh, Lion?” A pause, then she turned and shrugged, striding 

down the only way forwards: a set of stone stairs leading down into narrow darkness, and Killer 

followed quickly, glancing back and forth at walls made out of steel pipes and concrete blocks. I 

don‟t like this place… it‟s too narrow, too restrictive. 

“Fuck, how did we miss them building this?” Alexis murmured as she stepped out onto a 

platform at the bottom of the stairs, and Killer found himself startled as well by what he stepped 

out onto: crudely constructed with iron shoring every ten feet or so or not, it was still obviously 

some sort of underground railway… and currently, there was a large, open railcar at this end of 

the tunnel, and Killer stepped towards this, touching the sides of it gently and then frowning a bit 

as he found it was warm. “What is it?” 

“This has been used recently.” Killer paused, then he stepped inside the plain steel car 

through an open gate, and Alexis quickly followed as the huge liger approached the control 

chamber at what he guessed was the front of the vehicle, glancing over a sketched map taped to 

the wall and then pulling a lever… and then he blinked as the gate they‟d entered through slid 

closed and the car vibrated into life with a loud thrumming. 

A few moments later, and they were moving down the tracks as Killer rubbed the back of 

his head slowly, frowning but keeping his calm as Alexis snorted and sat down on one of the 

plain benches in the body of the car, looking back and forth with distaste as the car quickly 

picked up speed, the walls outside whipping by at a surprising pace. “Think this goes to that base 

Zerrex mentioned?” 

“Without a doubt.” Killer shook his head slowly as he traced his hand over the logo of the 

old Hez‟Ranna Military, then he murmured softly: “I just hope we‟re not too far away.” 

The ride took a short two hours, time that Killer took to clean himself and his gear up, 

Alexis doing the same before approaching the cabin to figure out the controls after making a few 

playful sexual advances on her lover. But at last, the tram began to slow of its own accord, and 

they slowly pulled up at another platform, this one too thankfully devoid of life. 

Old propaganda was pasted to the walls and littered the floor as they made their way 

down a cramped concrete tunnel, and then Alexis tapped Killer‟s arm gently, drawing out a 

combat knife from her boot and creeping her way forwards as the huge liger lurked back in the 



shadows, watching as she snuck carefully towards a pair of Dragokkaren guards standing beside 

a rusted steel door around the corner.  

They were dealt with quickly and efficiently: the first with a cut throat, and before he 

even hit the ground, gargling, she had snapped the neck of the other and dropped him as well. A 

knock on the door, and it was opened by another guard standing outside… before he too was 

dispatched, and Alexis smiled politely, bowing Killer through the door as he shook his head with 

a slight smile in return, saying teasingly: “I thought I said to control your bloodlust.” 

“You know I could be making this all far worse, but I‟m behaving as best I can.” Alexis 

responded playfully, before sheathing her blade and then frowning as the pair stepped out into 

the desolate tundra of a valley, less snow making its way down and the wind far less savage than 

it had been before, before the female crouched and pointed at a figure in the distance, in front of 

a squat rectangular structure. “Hey, isn‟t that Zerrex?” 

Killer narrowed his eyes, leaning forwards a bit, but the figure disappeared into the 

building, and then the big feline shook his head slowly. “I didn‟t get a good look… but if it was, 

then the others must already be here as well. Who do you think we should catch up with first?” 

Alexis frowned a bit at this, before she blinked as an alarm went off and the two looked 

off in the distance, towards a huge, strangely-shaped building: a shutter had opened in the side of 

it, however, and what looked like assault teams were charging out and firing at a ridge to the far 

west, where Killer thought he could see the outline of some other vehicle and someone else 

returning fire. That must be the transport… so either it‟s a diversion, or they‟re under attack. 

“Let‟s take this chance to get inside the facility and see if we can sabotage the main generator to 

weaken their defenses while we have the chance. I don‟t know what Zerrex is doing, but we can 

catch up to him afterwards.” 

Alexis nodded, and the two felines quickly ran towards the facility, both of them with 

weapons in hand and Killer tossing a troubled look at the warehouse, wondering if Zerrex was 

indeed inside somewhere… and indeed the Drakkaren currently was, breathing hard as he made 

a face and wiped frozen sweat from his brow: sneaking around soldiers who couldn‟t find their 

own asses with both hands was a lot harder than he remembered it being, for some reason. 

Maybe because I‟m limping a bit too much… 

He shook his head slowly, then he strode slowly through the warehouse, making a face at 

the fact this first room was almost entirely empty except for the occasional broken box or stack 

of empty crates and assorted debris… from the looks of things, the soldiers didn‟t even have 

empty clips to toss around. The lizard made a face, then paused as he reached the back of the 

first section and glanced slowly over a massive steel shutter in front of him with the Double 

Standard etched over it: he frowned slightly at this, then he quietly reached up and ran his fingers 

over a huge valve handle in the center of the shutter that apparently controlled the whole 

contraption, and he shrugged to himself before grasping it tightly in both hands and turning it 

several times firmly. 

A pneumatic hiss sounded as the shutter popped out of place, then it slowly rose a good 

ten feet into the ceiling before halting, and Zerrex strode under it and into a plain cement room 

with a broken ceiling above, snow pattering in as he glanced back and forth… before his eyes 

locked on a figure standing in the shadows as it laughed quietly. It slowly stepped out of the 

darkness, and then rolled its shoulders, the crimson pits that were Black Killer‟s eyes glowing as 

it strode in front of another heavy-duty door on the wall opposite, and Zerrex smiled coldly as he 

heard the shutter slam back into the ground behind him. “This is classic.” 



“I thought you might like it.” The Black Killer rose a hand, and the grey metal cubes 

formed into a massive, dark blade in the shape of the real Killer‟s Wyvern sword, the evil entity 

grinning cruelly as he said teasingly: “I thought I‟d give you a taste of the past, Lord Zerrex. I 

know of your dealings with the Nephilim and Drake… I myself am a synthetic like they are, but 

of a different brand and creed. Whereas they represent nature and all the terror of the world 

without science, I am science.” 

Zerrex snorted quietly, drawing his sword off his back and raising Blackheart gamely, his 

emerald eyes locking with the robotic creature‟s as he said softly: “Cut the crap and tell me your 

name, automation.” 

“Right now it‟s Killer… don‟t you recognize me?” The creature asked teasingly, and then 

he grinned slowly as Zerrex rolled his eyes in distaste. “I have no name, Lord Zerrex. When I 

lived, I had one, but few parts of me are left whole in this body, and now I am only a machine, 

and machines do not require names. For a machine, your number is your name, and my barcode 

serial is 4385-10132-76651.”  

“You‟re just scared because names have power.” Zerrex replied quietly, and he 

straightened a bit, spreading his legs slightly as he tilted his sword to the side, smiling coldly as 

the creature‟s expression faded into irritation. “Then come on, Nameless. When they plant 

whatever‟s left of your body in the ground, I‟ll make sure the gravestone goes unmarked.” 

The Black Killer gave a look of disgust at this, then he snorted and charged forwards, 

roaring and swinging his sword in a hard, simple downwards chop… and Zerrex snapped his 

own sword upwards easily, knocking the blade out of the way before delivering a simple, hard 

chop to the robotic feline‟s chest, knocking him staggering backwards, arms pinwheeling before 

he fell heavily on his ass with a grunt, staring as Zerrex slowly settled back into his stance, the 

lizard speaking softly: “The advantage of settling down a bit over the years is that you just don‟t 

bother with panic or haste anymore. You might look like Killer, but you have neither his strength 

or his skill.” 

The machine-tiger grit its teeth, eyes burning… then it leapt upwards, at the same time 

tossing a handful of sand and metal sludge towards the Drakkaren‟s eyes, but Zerrex rose his 

sword with a disgusted look and blocked the flying gunk with the flat of the huge blade, at the 

same time looking down and watching as the liger‟s huge paws stepped forwards and the 

Wyvern-copy swung in towards his feet… but Zerrex stomped hard down on the flat of the 

blade, grinding it into the snowy earth before swinging his sword hard forwards, the blade 

connecting firmly with the mechanical liger‟s arm and side and sending him staggering into the 

side of the room with a snarl, grabbing at his injured limb as he panted hard, his fingers 

convulsively clenching the handle of his huge blade. 

The two looked at each other coldly, raw disgust emanating from Zerrex‟s eyes… and 

then he stepped forwards, leaning into his sword blows as the Black Killer staggered backwards, 

howling as he attempted to block every hard attack, his eyes growing wider and wider before he 

struck the back wall and immediately tried to retaliate with a barrage of wild swings, the 

Drakkaren now grunting as he went back to defending himself, slash after slash hammering into 

his sword as he staggered backwards. 

Zerrex leaned out of the way of a hard sideways swing, and then the robotic beast roared 

as he swung the sword around his head and slashed downwards towards the Drakkaren with a 

mighty blow, the reptile immediately leaning into his own hard swing in return, and their blades 

clashed, screaming against each other, Zerrex snarling as he glared up at the huge entity and the 

other leaning down towards him, his mechanical muscles bulging. Their blades locked together, 



Zerrex‟s flat Blackheart caught in the three spikes before the hilt of the Wyvern-copy… and then 

the Drakkaren snorted and grinned coldly. “There‟s a reason I prefer flat blades!” 

The reptile suddenly sidestepped, twisting his sword hard and then jerking it upwards, 

and the Black Killer staggered backwards with a yelp of pain, his eyes widening as Wyvern was 

torn from his hands, the blade flying high into the air and a thin cut torn along his body from the 

tip of Zerrex‟s blade, before the reptile slashed hard downwards in a vicious cut that carved a C 

through the air and into the feline‟s leg. 

He shrieked in pain, falling heavily forwards as the lizard stepped back, reaching up with 

one hand and catching the copy of Wyvern as it fell through the air… then, as the robotic 

creature looked up in shock, Zerrex stabbed the blade forwards through the entity‟s heart to the 

hilt, causing it to scream and spasm on the spot… before he followed up by slamming the 

pommel of the sword as hard as he could with the flat of Blackheart in a hard, baseball-bat 

swing. 

The creature flew backwards as the sword exploded out its back and flew through the air 

to crash into a shapeless heap of crumpled metal against a wall, and Black Killer landed beside 

his sword, spasming a few times on the ground as he struggled to breathe… and slowly, his form 

melted down into that of the hollow reptile shell. This time, however, the half-body was 

hideously damaged, and the strange square metal pieces that surrounded it only twitched weakly 

on the ground as its wire face stared up at Zerrex with something like horror… until finally it 

collapsed, the gigantic hole in its stomach spurting a bit of blood and black fluids before it lay 

still. 

Zerrex stood over the fallen creature, then he watched as the grey squares of metal slowly 

consumed it like a fire before melting down into a silvery liquid that fled through the cracks in 

the earth… but the reptile had a feeling he wouldn‟t be seeing the strange entity again. He shook 

his head slowly, then replaced Blackheart on his back and made his way to the door at the other 

side of the room, letting himself through and breathing quietly as he found himself in another 

section of warehouse, the valve door slamming shut behind him as he murmured quietly: 

“Another day, another dollar…” 

He was sore now, and so he allowed himself a few moment‟s reprieve before 

straightening and continuing forwards, glancing back and forth through the empty warehouse 

before finally discovering a ladder that led up to the rooftop, and he climbed this, pushing 

through a trapdoor and easily throwing a Dragokkaren guard he found patrolling the roof off and 

onto the hard cement far below. Killed or knocked-out, the lizard was too tired to care as he 

glanced over at the facility next door… and although the roof of the East Section was far higher 

than the warehouse, the distance to the wall wasn‟t too far… and Zerrex made a face before 

rubbing his hands together and running across the roof to leap to the building next door. 

He grunted as he collided with the hard steel-covered cement, scrabbling at the icy wall 

before managing to find a tight hold on the siding, and he carefully worked his way over to a 

large covered vent, and he used this like a ladder, pulling himself up until he could grab a hold 

on a narrow ledge that went around the building. He froze as he heard soldiers charge by 

underneath him and shouting voices, and then he let out a breath of relief as he finally managed 

to climb up onto the ledge, then jump up and grab the edge of the roof, pulling himself up onto 

the top of the Eastern Section. 

Cindy and Cherry were already there, the latter with her arms crossed and looking at him 

with a cocky grin, asking playfully: “What‟s wrong, Boss? That was a slow time for you, and 

watching you climb up that building was painful, dude.” 



“You could‟ve always helped me, you bitch.” Zerrex grumbled, somehow unsurprised 

that they had been watching as Cindy coughed and looked away with a blush, Cherry simply 

shrugging. Then he shook his head slowly as he glanced over to the western ridge, kneeling and 

trying to get his breath back as he asked: “What about the others? Are they okay?” 

“Yeah. And I think we saw Killer and Alexis, too, but they were making a run right into 

the facility… the forces are pretty much divided between us and them.” Cindy said softly, 

shaking her head slowly and frowning a bit as she kneeled down, quietly touching Zerrex‟s neck 

and then making a face. “Daddy, your heart‟s racing! We need to get you out of this cold, it‟s 

starting to strain your body.” 

“Said and done.” Cherry said mildly before Zerrex could say anything, and she wandered 

over towards the center of the roof, stomped on it a few times, and then simply punched the icy 

steel as hard as she could, knocking a sizeable hole in the rooftop and then grinning slightly as 

she crossed her arms, saying in a pleased voice: “See? No need to be-” 

A pause as her eyes widened, and then the roof collapsed under her feet and she fell 

inside the complex, Cindy looking horrified and Zerrex making a face as he picked up his sword, 

then sighed and strode quickly over to the hole, jumping inside and down into a half-constructed 

hallway below beside a Cherry who was rubbing at her head and looking like a child who had 

just scraped her knee. “Fuck! Fuck fuck fuck! Owies! Fuck!” 

“That‟s what you get for showing off.” Zerrex said mildly, then he reached down and 

gently helped her to her feet, and she muttered a grudging „thank you‟ before he glanced around, 

saying softly as Cindy joined them: “So. This would be the third floor, I‟m guessing… and it 

looks like they gave up construction halfway through.” 

Cherry nodded a bit, still rubbing at her head as she strode down the hall, pushing her 

way through hanging plastic sheets before she kneeled at what looked like a large gap in the 

flooring. “These pipes are cold… nothing‟s activated in this wing. And from the dust buildup, 

this place might‟ve been abandoned a while ago.” 

“Then we might have a problem…” Zerrex murmured softly, shaking his head slowly and 

then glancing over at Cindy with a frown. “We need to get to the research facility and see what 

they were working on. Do you think you can do some hotwiring if necessary?” 

“Maybe… isn‟t that Cherry‟s job?” Cindy asked nervously, rubbing the back of her head 

slowly and glancing over at the big sister of the group. But Cherry caught Zerrex‟s look, and she 

tossed Cindy a grin and a wink, reaching up to slap her lightly on the shoulder. “What?” 

“Sorry, but I have to go get Marina and Little Boy Blueskirts.” Cherry said cheerfully, 

then she strode past them and tossed a wave over her shoulder before crouching and 

concentrating, then leaping herself upwards with a grunt and catching the edge of the hole to 

neatly jackknife back onto the rooftop, her footsteps fading quickly into the howling wind. 

Cindy stared at Zerrex for a few moments as the Drakkaren motioned for her to follow, 

then she quickly caught up to her father, looking mortified as she threw her arms out at her sides, 

spluttering: “Even for Cherry, getting through that army just to talk to Marina, that‟s suicide! 

And how the hell are they going to bring our daughter and Mahihko back here in one piece? 

Marina‟s prone to lashing out and Mahihko gets scared too easily!” 

But Zerrex only reached up and gently pushed a finger against Cindy‟s mouth, making 

her blink and quiet as he said softly: “They have their job, we have ours… and you know that 

Cherry will defend them both to the death.” A pause, and he nudged her gently with his shoulder 

before continuing to walk down the hall, adding gently: “Your littlest sister… our daughter… 



won‟t get hurt, Cindy. And the sooner we find out what‟s going on here, the sooner we can put a 

stop to all this.” 

“I still don‟t think it‟s a good idea.” Cindy muttered, as she strode a few feet behind 

Zerrex, pulling her assault rifle from the holster on her back and checking the clip as Zerrex 

approached a door and produced one of his magnum handguns, and then she made a face. 

“Good ideas never work with me and Cherry.” Zerrex replied mildly, as he pushed open a 

door at the end of the hall, then he shook his head a bit at finding another empty hall, stepping 

into this and glancing over his shoulder. “Tell me if you see the stairs. This place is starting to 

freak me out just a little bit.” 

 

The enemy forces were attacking in a surprisingly-simple fashion: most of the soldiers 

were storming forwards, firing at them randomly as they charged… reloading once and 

continuing to fire… and then dropping their weapons in favor or a secondary sidearm or a melee 

weapon of some sort. Mahihko made a face as he leaned over the bank, his body now slightly 

bulked up and muscles that hadn‟t been on his girlish figure earlier bulging as he fired down into 

the crowd with precise rifle shots that almost always ended in a kill: yet still there were more 

weapons than bodies littering the battlefield at the moment. 

He didn‟t understand war, and he didn‟t think he ever would… but at the same time, he 

was sure this wasn‟t how a war was supposed to go. Sure, the enemy was gaining foot by foot, 

steadily if indeed rather slowly, yet… all they were doing was charging and shooting. It didn‟t 

make sense to him… and Marina was silent beside him, tossing him distasteful looks every now 

and then and muttering insults at him when he missed his shot, at the same time telling him to 

use his abilities to his advantage… but he didn‟t want to. I understand her as much as I 

understand what‟s going on here… 

They hadn‟t yet had to retreat, but Mahihko sensed the time was coming: at first Marina 

had stayed back in the transport, operating the machine gun on top and the grenade launchers 

from the safety of the cabin… but once the ammo had run out, then these soldiers had started to 

push the line back towards them. Soon, they‟d have to make a run for it in the truck, but 

Marina‟s stoic expression told him that she might not want to leave, no matter what the cost, as 

she peppered the crowd with assault rifle fire. 

She clicked on empty, then snorted and tossed it aside into a pile of roughly a dozen other 

guns she‟d stolen with her telekinesis from some unfortunate soldiers in the mass that was 

pushing up towards them and then reached a hand out, and this time a hand grenade flew into her 

grasp. She pulled the pin on this, then lobbed it almost casually into the crowd, and Mahihko 

winced and covered his head as it exploded and screams rose up from the charging group 

beneath them before he asked in a ragged voice: “How many more can there be?” 

“They‟re charging in units of fifty… the technique is called „smothering.‟” Marina 

responded absently, her eyes distant as she glanced through the group. “They have an excess of 

soldiers, and to them, soldiers are nothing more than assets. So they‟re testing the mettle of the 

soldiers by ordering them to charge forwards with no form or strategy, and seeing who obeys. 

Anyone who doesn‟t is executed on the spot for cowardice and failure to perform their duties. 

“It doesn‟t matter that we‟ve killed more than two hundred of their soldiers, or that the 

bodies are now piled up so high and so thickly that they‟re having trouble crawling and fighting 

their way through the dead, or that they‟re still a football field‟s length away and it‟s a hill that‟s 

difficult to climb under normal circumstances… see, down there?” Marina pointed out a soldier 

who was almost fuzzy in the distance, armed not with a gun but a clipboard; and to Mahihko, 



that seemed like the deadliest weapon on this battlefield. “That‟s a Super Enforcer. He‟s the one 

giving all the orders, and the group of five by him are the elites who are waiting to rush us and 

kill us once we show the first sign of turning tail.” 

Mahihko made a face, then he shifted a bit to get better aim at this target, but Marina 

immediately shoved him and he blinked, looking at her with something like fear as she said 

softly: “Let them come… I want to kill as many as we can.” 

The wolf swallowed thickly… and then there was a cry from below, and the gunfire 

stopped for a moment as Marina and Mahihko both stared, before the wolf dropped his rifle back 

down and gazed through the scope at the dead body of the Super Enforcer Marina had pointed 

out before. The female gave him a deathly glare the moment he raised his head, and the wolf put 

his hands up in surrender with a whimper. “Hey, I didn‟t do it!” 

Another rapid series of gunshots, and then half the soldiers scattered in terror as the other 

half ran back down the hill, firing now at the roof, and Mahihko‟s gaze locked on Cherry, eyes 

widening slightly before he quickly took aim at the soldiers who were heading in the opposite 

direction, opening fire on them as yells sounded from all areas of the valley. The only thought in 

Mahihko‟s mind, however, was that he had to help Cherry… even if she didn‟t need that help, as 

he would reflect later was far more true. 

In moments, the number of fighting soldiers was halved again, and the rest fled towards 

the building, and Mahihko had a moment of pride and accomplishment before a shutter in the 

building opened up and a massive tank equipped with spiked treads and a cannon larger than 

anything Mahihko had ever seen before rolled slowly out, a pair of gatling guns on swiveling 

mounts on either side of the monstrous machine roaring into life and immediately spinning 

around to fire backwards as the tank continued to roll forwards, shredding the wall of the 

building as they slowly climbed up towards where Cherry was as the hermaphrodite scrambled 

away from the edge of the building as chunks of concrete bigger than the wolf‟s head flew threw 

the air like straw in the wind. 

The cannon, meanwhile was slowly aiming towards them, and the monstrous black-and-

white splotched tank paused for a moment before firing with enough force to send it rolling a 

few feet backwards, and the hill beneath the two seemed to simply explode, Marina flying 

backwards with a cry of surprise and Mahihko shrieking as he felt himself tossed high into the 

air with his rifle, striking the edge of the hill hard and then rolling down what remained of the 

bank in a white cloud of snow, before he came to a halt near the bottom, his eyes wide with 

terror as the tank slowly rolled forwards and the turret turned slowly towards him, the wolf 

getting a full view of the machine as loud clanks sounded from within the massive war machine. 

Not only did it have the gatling guns on the mounts that extended slightly from the turret 

to give them a full 360 degree rotational ability, there was also a heavy machine gun on top of 

the turret and what looked like a short-range missile battery built into the back of the extended 

hybrid vehicle. Mahihko had never seen such an assortment of weapons on any war machine, 

and he swallowed thickly as it turned slowly towards him, the cannon lowering now before he 

leapt up to his feet and sprinted away, dragging his rifle behind him through the snow and 

looking over his shoulder with terror before a voice yelled angrily: “Hey, motherfucker! I‟m up 

here, you piece of tin shit! Pick on someone who‟s got balls!” 

Cherry was flailing furiously at the tattered edge of the building, waving her arms wildly, 

then she ducked away for a moment before reappearing with a large chunk of broken cement, 

holding this high over her head for a moment before tossing it at the machine and squarely 

striking the gun on top, causing the tank to buzz angrily and reverse slowly, turning at the same 



time to face the facility as the cannon slowly raised upwards. Mahihko stared as Cherry picked 

up her own rifle, taking aim at the machine even as it prepared to fire at her, and he snarled, 

pounding on the snow in front of him as tears of humiliation froze on his cheeks. I couldn‟t even 

look at it squarely… I could only run… 

As the tank leveled the cannon into place, Cherry fired off a single shot down the barrel, 

and a moment later the top of the turret exploded, the tank rolling backwards and a loud whine 

going up before the something else went off inside the gigantic vehicle, the missile turret and 

half the body of the enormous war machine turning into a moving inferno as the force of the 

blast sent it sliding further back, smoke and ash rising high into the air in a column of ruin. 

Cherry, meanwhile, cackled high above on the building as the fireworks of exploding ammo 

belts and small missiles created a cacophony that only added to the hermaphrodite‟s jubilation. 

A jubilation that was only temporary, however, as a second megatank slowly rolled out of 

what was obviously some sort of hangar bay, this one lacking the missile pod that had been on 

the back of the other enormous war machine but otherwise as heavily armed and armored, the 

turret already rotating and the cannon rising to target Cherry, and this time the tank was followed 

by a small fleet of snowmobiles with submachine guns mounted on the sides and soldiers 

wearing body-tight ski-suits and goggles. The hermaphrodite made a disgusted face at the sight 

of the dozen vehicles weaving around the war machine – Although they look damn hot, with how 

tight those are against bodies and muscle that big… maybe me or Zerrex should get one of those 

– and then she cursed quietly as half of them headed for Marina, and the other half shot towards 

Mahihko. “Fuck…” 

She snarled a bit, then leapt backwards, backpedaling quickly as the cannon fired, and the 

entire building seemed to shake at the power of the blast as chunks of cement and steel flew in 

all directions, Cherry cursing as the roof shattered and sunk several feet, screams sounding from 

below and a cloud of dust obscuring everything before the Drakkaren as she muttered another 

slew of obscenaties under her breath. 

Mahihko stared in horror at the sight before him: not only another tank, but snowmobiles, 

armed with guns… and now at least six of them were heading towards him, and he scrambled 

backwards, dropping his rifle before scrabbling at the handgun holstered at his side, gritting his 

teeth as he forced himself to focus, tried to be brave. But still, he felt his body freezing up as he 

tried to raise his gun towards the first two snowmobiles, even as they lined up side-by-side, their 

guns turning towards him- 

And then he saw Cherry, engulfed in the blast from the tank‟s cannon; he remembered 

Zerrex, crushed under the foot of Ill Weather, Blackheart turned against its master; Cindy 

standing in front of him, protecting him like a child; and even Marina, fighting alongside him 

even as he disappointed her… disappointed her with how weak he was… weak, weak, weak, 

weak, weak- 

Mahihko snarled, standing up and roaring as he stepped forwards, his clothes tearing as 

his body shifted suddenly, his height almost tripling to an enormous fifteen feet of rippling, 

chiseled muscle as he simply swung both tree-trunk-thick arms outwards, and both Dragokkaren 

were torn off their snowmobiles with cries of shock before they were slammed down into the 

ground, one knocked cold and the now-gigantic wolf grabbing the head of the other and simply 

crushing his skull down into the ground. 

He looked back and forth, drool flying from his muzzle as he felt feral rage building up 

inside his body as another snowmobile came straight at him, and he simply grabbed the front of 

it, twisting at the same time and hurtling it and the rider through the air as the other three circled 



him rapidly, one of them skidding out of the way of the falling snowmobile before the wolf felt 

his body grow another foot, grunting as his teeth grit together painfully, his eyes burning with 

self-loathing and rage.  

One of the Dragokkaren halted and yanked his submachine gun out of the holder on the 

snowmobile, taking aim at the wolf and simply unloading as he leaned half-off his vehicle. The 

bullets tore past the lupine, scratched through his fur and struck into hard muscle, and Mahihko 

released another animal cry before simply charging forwards into the spray of bullets, the 

Dragokkaren staring in shock as he ran out of bullets at the barely-fazed giant sprinting straight 

at him, before a hard punch caught the soldier in the face and sent him flying backwards with a 

shattered muzzle, skidding through the snow to land in a bloody heap in a hill of powder. 

Mahihko reached down and snagged up the submachine gun and a spare clip resting in a 

holder on the side of the snowmobile, his other weapons long forgotten as he rapidly reloaded 

the weapon and then unloaded into the next snowmobile to attack him, bullets pounding into the 

engine and sending it up in a fireball to fly backwards and crash into the other Dragokkaren 

behind him. 

The wolf roared, snarling and throwing the gun down before picking up the snowmobile 

beside him, watching as the megatank slowly rolled towards him, already covered in flames and 

heavily damaged from not only Cherry‟s attacks, but snowmobiles turned into fireballs by 

Marina‟s powerful telekinetic abilities. Immediately, he copied the idea and stepped forwards, 

howling and hurling the snowmobile as hard as he could at the cannon of the tank, and it 

exploded upon contact, warping the barrel as debris showered the front of the armored vehicle. 

Its course twisted to the side slightly, and then Mahihko ran forwards, a chant filling his 

head as he leapt up onto the body of the war machine before hopping onto the turret and shoving 

his palms down into the armored hull, electricity running over his body before he directed the 

full charge of lightning down into the vehicle, the inside of the tank becoming a barbeque and 

both ammo and fuel reserves going up in flames as he jumped quickly off the war machine… but 

not soon enough, the tank exploding in a blaze of light and sending the wolf flying far away to 

land on his stomach and skid a few feet through the snow, knocked unconscious by the force of 

the blast, shards of metal embedded in his back. 

As smoke rose in the sky from the smoldering wreck of the war machine, Cherry leapt 

down from the ruins of the facility, landing with a grunt in a kneel and then slowly standing up 

as she rubbed at her side, bolt-action rifle resting on her shoulder as Marina slid down from the 

snowy ridge, and the two made their way over to Mahihko as his body slowly shrank back down 

to normal, bits of metal popping out of his back. Cherry looked at him with something like awe 

and irritation, then she sighed and gently booted his side, the wolf whining loudly and then 

slowly shaking his head, little body shivering in the cold as he stared stupidly at himself and his 

ruined clothing, then up at Cherry as she threw her motorcycle jacket over his shoulders and 

pulled him gently up to his feet. 

“Who the hell are you trying to impress, asshole?” she scolded sternly, shaking him 

firmly and then patting over his body as she made sure the jacket was secure, buttoning it up for 

him at the neck and then glancing over at Marina, who looked completely nonplussed. “Go see 

what you can scrounge in terms of weapons, looks like dumbass here broke some of his.” 

Marina simply nodded, and Mahihko looked fuzzily up at Cherry before she gave him a 

tight, impulsive hug, and his eyes widened as his breath caught in his throat at the feeling of the 

female pulling him close, her large breasts pushing against his body and her breath on his neck, 

her muscles flexing quietly against him as she said quietly: “Don‟t turn yourself into something 



you ain‟t, asscake, not for us, not for anyone. You did good in the fight, though… but don‟t you 

turn into a badass when you can still be our little Tinny.” 

“Thank you, Cherry.” Mahihko mumbled, on the verge of tears as Marina came back 

with his revolver and a submachine gun, and he gladly took both, tucking the former into an 

inner pocket of the coat and holding the latter in both hands nervously, before looking from one 

to the other and rubbing at his eyes as he asked quietly: “So… so Cherry, what are you doing 

here?” 

Cherry looked down at the wolf for a few moments, then smiled a bit, letting herself relax 

as she patted him gently between the ears. Yeah, I can be nice to him for now. He can really do 

some damage though when he gets mad… and fuck, he is pretty hot and a hell of a lay when he 

gets all big like that… “Zerrex sent me over…” A pause and a frown as she glanced over to 

Marina. “The facility on the east side is incomplete… we‟re supposed to get inside somehow and 

make it to the center column to talk about it and figure out what‟s going on here, because this 

base is just fuckin‟ weird. They‟re acting more like lemmings than shock troops.” 

“Well, at least there‟s a clear path for you.” came a muffled voice, and a moment later the 

rubble of the collapsed roof shifted, and Killer stomped out, brushing a hand through his 

Mohawk and grinning slightly as Alexis strode out after him, several large pieces of steel and 

stone rolling out of the way as the reptiles and wolf stared in surprise. “Good to see you guys 

survived that mess… Alexis and I were just on our way out to help when the roof collapsed. 

Thank Gods most of this stuff is single-layer junk.” 

“Like a little building falling in on you would even scratch a big boy like yourself.” 

Cherry said teasingly, slipping over towards Killer and poking his chest with a wide grin, 

cocking her head as Alexis looked at her sourly. “But hey…” A pause as she turned serious, 

frowning slightly and glancing down into the half-collapsed hanger and towards the open 

security door at the other end. “How many soldiers have you seen?” 

“We went in through the South Sector and broke into the central area… we must‟ve 

killed fifty, sixty soldiers.” Alexis said, shaking her head a bit and then frowning slightly as she 

crossed her arms. “They were acting weird, though… I mean, the officers had total control over 

what they were doing, and once we killed the leader… the entire unit seemed to disband in front 

of our eyes.” 

Marina nodded slowly as Cherry grunted in agreement, then she shook her head and 

strolled into the passage made by the enormous liger, grinning over her shoulder at him and 

winking. “Well, come on boys and girls. Zerrex and Cindy should be at the main terminal by 

now, and we don‟t wanna keep them waiting, huh?” 

Killer smiled slightly at this, following and looking entertained. “Yes… we met up with 

them there on the lower levels, hacking into the core computer. Cindy really seems to know her 

stuff…” A pause and a glance over Cherry, as she looked obscenely proud of herself. “I take it 

she learnt from you?” 

“Fuck yeah.” Cherry grinned pridefully, all but strutting ahead of the group as Marina 

rolled her eyes and gently pushed Mahihko along at the back of the column, the wolf still 

breathing a bit hard from his exertion. Thankfully, however, it was only a short, straight path into 

the center of the facility to find Zerrex resting back in a chair with his leg propped up on a table, 

Cindy typing away at a computer and muttering under her breath. 

The male Drakkaren greeted the others with a wave as they walked inside, looking at 

Mahihko and Cherry curiously as the wolf automatically stepped closer to the hermaphroditic 

female, blushing bashfully, then he shrugged and glanced at the computer screen again as the 



uplink failed once more, and Cindy shook her head slowly as the rest of the group looked on. 

“They‟ve got their system running on some external computer that I have to route through an old 

satellite above us… but the problem is that I‟m not sending or receiving a signal. I think the 

satellite must be turned off… it has to be some kind of security measure to make it extra-difficult 

for intruders to go any further.” 

“I think I passed that…” Zerrex said meditatively, glancing over at the computer screen 

before nodding, remembering the warehouse roof. I wasn‟t exactly paying attention, but it‟s hard 

to miss… “There was a large-size satellite dish there. I ignored it because I was too busy trying to 

get onto the East block roof.” He rubbed the back of his head, then winced and grunted as he 

began to stand, his hand shaking slightly, but Killer stepped forwards and gently pushed him 

back down into the chair, looking at him softly as Zerrex looked back up with surprise and 

embarrassment. 

“It‟s okay, Zer. You rest… Alexis and I haven‟t gotten to do much more than shoot 

wildly and run around in a circle.” Killer said gently, then he tilted his head curiously. “How did 

you get up there?”  

“I found a ladder in the warehouse… you just have to go through the main entrance and 

straight.” Zerrex said quietly, hanging his head a bit and rubbing a hand through his hair. Killer 

gave his shoulder a supportive squeeze, and the reptile smiled a bit, glancing up at him. “Sorry 

about the trouble. But we need to get into the mainframe to find out what‟s going on and to open 

the doors to the north.” A pause, and then he made a face as he leaned to the side, looking past 

the massive central column of wires and steel pipes and at the dented and burnt – and still closed 

– armored doors. “There‟s no other way through.” 

Killer nodded, making a bit of a face as he glanced around the room: it was a huge circle, 

with the central pillar taking up the center, the single security desk and computer here at the 

southern portion, and open security doors at every point of the compass… except for those at the 

north. And with the doors being at least fifteen feet high and more than a foot of interlocking 

alloy plating… I don‟t think even I could tear those open. Taking out a wall would be a better 

choice. “Alright Zerrex. I‟ll be back shortly.” 

The liger turned, heading down the eastern hall and shaking his head slowly as he rubbed 

his huge assault rifle slowly, pushing through another plain door and into a large mess area 

where they had already dropped a good dozen corpses… and no other soldiers were to be seen. 

The base was desolate now… and Killer made his way through the hall and down another short 

corridor, ignoring the doors along the way and instead pushing out into the valley once more. 

A shot rang out and a bullet struck into the ground near his foot, and Killer cursed as he 

spun around and look up, spotting a sniper on the roof above: immediately, he rose his rifle and 

released a burst into the face of the enemy, and he fell back with a scream, blood raining down 

and splattering over the liger, making him wince and mutter under his breath as he rubbed at his 

eyes and face. The downside of having rounds that blow your enemy apart…  

A mirthless smile, then he turned and headed quickly for the door leading into the 

warehouse, pushing inside and finding himself greeted by the same emptiness as Zerrex had. He 

slowly approached the shutter, giving himself a few moments to take it and the whole design in, 

and then he twisted the valve and murmured: “Zer didn‟t mention this… weird place…” 

He ducked under the shutter as it rose up, then blinked as it slammed immediately down 

behind him, almost catching his tail as he spun around… before a clucking sound drew his 

attention, and he turned around to see a Drakkaren waggling a finger at him slowly, a cruel smile 

playing over features that were just a slightly-darker shade of emerald than his eyes, over which 



fell a pair of white bangs. “Foolish, foolish pelt. This isn‟t your home, this isn‟t your kingdom, 

and you are not welcome here…” 

“What the fuck… who the fuck are you, and how dare you mimic Zerrex!” Killer 

shouted, stepping forwards and snarling as he leveled his assault rifle at the Drakkaren, his eyes 

flashing. “Are you that robot?” 

“What the hell are you talking about?” The arrogant, disgusted tone was too vital, too 

alive for that monstrous creation… and then the not-Zerrex stepped forwards again, holding his 

hands out to the side, dressed in full black armor shaped to fit snugly over his body and accent 

his musculature, making him all the imposing and protecting him plates of metal and tempered 

fiberglass at the same time. He grinned, and the expression was callous, his eyes gleaming like 

the twin .52‟s holstered at his side, in front of a pair of katanas that he wore back on his hips. “I 

am flesh and blood, just like you… and my name is Ravenlight Narrius. Captain Ravenlight 

Narrius… the product of breeding, cloning, and artificial reproduction in an effort to cleanse the 

family name of the scum „false prince‟ first born to my father.” 

“You‟re not making any sense. Why don‟t you tell me just what the hell is going on 

around here?” Killer growled, but at the same time he realized that the Drakkaren was; after all, 

Narrius had already created an army of clone soldiers based around the Dragokkaren… it only 

made sense that his more-advanced experiments would deal with not only bringing back the 

dead, but creating alternate versions of a living being that would serve his purposes. This is too 

much… this isn‟t only a crime against nature, but an extortion of science… 

“I can see it in your eyes… you know what I am, you understand what I am… and you 

can‟t hide from that understanding.” Ravenlight spoke almost teasingly, his voice full of cruel 

ambition as he continued: “And just wait until I tell Zerrex I killed you, and then I‟ll kill him… 

his worst nightmare come to life in the flesh instead of only his mind.” 

“We‟ll see about that.” Killer snorted, then he fired a quick burst at the Drakkaren‟s head 

before his breath caught in his throat, shock stunning him for a moment at the sight of one of the 

lizard‟s katana‟s suddenly unsheathed, afterimages playing through the air of an impossibly fast 

and fluid movement as he flicked his assault rifle to full automatic and opened fire with a roar. 

Bullet after bullet was deflected, blocked, and avoided, Ravenlight dancing to the side as 

his sword moved with terrible speed and precision as his body swayed like a snake, the 

Drakkaren laughing cruelly the moment Killer‟s massive rifle clicked on empty, the tiger‟s eyes 

narrowing as Ravenlight said darkly: “You can‟t touch me.” 

“That‟s not what I see.” Killer responded with soft venom, and Ravenlight snarled as he 

glanced down at himself, his hands bruised and bloody from the vibrations of the sword, his 

armor dented here and there before Killer leveled the rifle and pulled the second trigger, and a 

grenade fired at the shocked reptile. 

Ravenlight sidestepped at the last moment, his movement quick as lightning, but Killer 

detonated the grenade in midair with the press of a button on his rifle and the Drakkaren was sent 

staggering backwards, covering his face with a cry of pain… but it still left the liger darkly 

impressed as he took the moment to reload his rifle, watching as Ravenlight screamed and 

rubbed at his eyes wildly, dropping his sword but never falling as his hand moved down… 

And then suddenly Killer was being shot at, the Drakkaren glaring at him with hate 

burning in his eyes and his gun drawn and aimed in a moment, .52 bullets neatly smacking into 

the liger‟s armor and sending him staggering backwards before he leapt to the side, but 

Ravenlight‟s accuracy was precise, and this time he let out a gasp of pain as one of them 

connected with his shoulder and bit deep into his body, Ravenlight laughing and halting to clap 



his hands together as Killer fell to one knee. “See now, look at the big cat being so quickly 

tamed! It looks like you‟re all out of tricks, pussy-pelt… tell me, are you afraid yet?” 

“Not as afraid as you should be.” Killer rumbled, then he rose his gun and fired a quick 

burst at the reptile, but he danced away, returning fire immediately as he drew his other magnum, 

Killer immediately zigzagging along one wall and ducking as Ravenlight laughed and strafed a 

row of bullets at head level without bothering to aim properly. He‟s insane… he shoots wild, but 

he‟s too fast to hit, and I only have one grenade left… 

The Drakkaren paused suddenly, then he grinned as he spread his legs, spinning his 

magnums on his fingers and standing straight across from Killer as the white tiger rose his 

assault rifle, before he blinked as Ravenlight holstered his guns and licked his muzzle slowly, 

saying playfully: “Come on then, bitch, let‟s play a game… my guns both have one bullet left in 

them. If you can dodge, I‟ll bow out… but if I hit you, I‟m going to end you, got that 

motherfucker?” 

“I don‟t give a shit about your games, Ravenlight, or whoever the hell you are…” Killer 

snarled, and the Drakkaren gave him a look of absolute rage before snapping both handguns up 

and out, firing both at his head… and Killer ducked low, even as Ravenlight threw his guns aside 

and drew both katanas, charging with preternatural speed and raising both of them to stab 

violently downwards…  

And a moment before he could strike, Killer pulled the pressure-sensitive trigger down as 

hard as he could, sending full automatic streaming into the lizard‟s stomach and chest and 

knocking him stumbling backwards with a shriek of agony before he turned to try and flee… and 

Killer fired the last grenade as the Drakkaren leapt upwards, and the blast caught him in the back 

and sent him crashing through the cement wall, the entire side of the building collapsing on top 

of the reptile as Killer straightened and panted quietly, flexing his body and wincing as he 

muttered: “Good riddance to you, motherfucker.”  

A few more rocks pattered down from the hole Killer had knocked in the wall, and he 

shook his head slowly before turning and locating a steel security door, pushing through it and 

stepping into the next room, ignoring the pile of rubble in the corner and instead making straight 

for the ladder. 

On the roof, he reloaded and checked his wounds, now feeling more secure about things, 

then he carefully stepped over the cracked ceiling to the satellite transceiver, brushing a bit of 

snow off the panel and tapping a few buttons on it to bring it into life before he pressed a button 

on the transceiver, asking clearly over the sound of the wind: “Is it working?” 

Alexis‟s visor blinked, and then Killer‟s voice spoke to the room, and she looked over at 

Cindy, who gave her a thumbs up and a grin before going back to tapping away on the computer 

as Cherry leaned over her, muttering and pointing things out on the screen. “Sure is, lover… 

what‟s wrong, did you come across a mess we forgot to clean up?” 

“You could say that.” Killer said mildly, striding over to the edge of the building before 

leaping off and landing easily on the icy ground, making a bit of a face as he leaned back against 

the wall for a moment and adjusted Wyvern on his back. “It‟s been taken care of though, I‟m 

making my way back to you.” 

“Good stuff.” Zerrex said softly, and he stood up, rolling one of his shoulders as he strode 

around the center column in the room and stood in front of the doors leading into the northern 

quadrant. A few clicks, and then the door finally beeped and slid open, revealing an empty 

hallway guarded only by a camera at the end, swiveling slowly back and forth. 



“I found something.” Cindy said a few moments later, as Killer reemerged from the way 

he‟d left, looking a bit beaten up but none the worse for wear: Zerrex glanced at him curiously, 

wanting to ask what had happened, but figuring it was best saved for afterwards. “Unfortunately, 

it‟s just what we thought… some kind of doomsday project, but here‟s the big problem. 

Whatever the hell it is, they‟ve moved it to the north… there‟s another smaller facility through 

the mountains, even closer to the north pole… and whatever it is, it requires a hell of a lot of 

power to operate. That‟s why they‟ve been stealing resources and why that mining town we 

passed through had been demolished… they apparently needed the mining and research gear for 

some kind of drilling operation.” 

“We‟d better get going, then…” Zerrex frowned a bit, shaking his head slowly and 

glancing over the group behind him, trading a look with Killer. “Is there some sort of connecting 

area between the facilities?” 

Cindy nodded as she stood from the computer, holding her assault rifle loosely in one 

hand. “Apparently there‟s some sort of special transport system inside the mountains... if we 

search through the research facility, we should be able to find something, at least.”  

“I think we should split into two teams, we‟ll find it faster that way.” The huge liger said 

calmly, reaching up to tap his visor. “Using these, we can keep track of each other… I‟ll go and 

lead one team, and Alexis should go with you and Marina, Zerrex.” 

Marina looked at Killer distastefully as Zerrex nodded a bit, turning his over to Alexis, 

who gave a teasing smile to a sour-looking Cherry. “That sounds fine…” Both teams will have a 

sniper and a power specialist, at least… but I don‟t know how much deeper you two should get 

involved… it‟s not just that this is my job, it‟s that they‟re going to start accusing the Northlands 

of allying with terrorists… “Alright. We‟ll sweep the eastern wing. Keep in touch.” 

“Got it.” Killer nodded in return, then he traded a quick kiss with Alexis before watching 

as they walked  carefully down the hall, checking for traps and alarms, and he did his best to 

ignore a leering Cherry as he coughed and quickly motioned for the others to follow. “We should 

get moving ourselves.” 

Cindy nodded, but behind Killer‟s back Cherry just made a face as Mahihko stuck close 

to her, looking anxiously back and forth as they headed into the laboratory complex, wondering 

if there was some sort of hidden power struggle going on as they made their way into the interior 

of the facility. 

Fortunately, it was a mostly-uneventful trip: Alexis was the one who discovered the 

hidden train as Zerrex dug through books on nuclear physics in the back office where the 

entrance was, feeling a rising tension in his body at the things he was finding. Worse still was the 

note in old runic Hez‟Ranna: it was nothing like the new language it had evolved into, which is 

what confused Alexis, but Zerrex could read it without a problem – Requiem had taught it to him 

as a child, and it was the only literacy Narrius had ever achieved a few words in.  

It was a hypothesis on some sort of extradimensional creation: not time travel, but the 

concept was scarily close to that level of science fiction. Whatever else, it gave Zerrex a chill… 

and he shook his head slowly before muttering under his breath: “Doomsday device it is… we 

should start moving faster.” 

When the group gathered together again, Zerrex automatically strode into the lead, 

heading down the concrete stairs they‟d discovered behind a bookshelf and the rest of the group 

following automatically with no argument, Cherry exchanging a nervous look with Cindy. Killer 

too looked like he felt the gravity of the situation, as he automatically wrapped an arm around 

Alexis with a slow look over the reptile striding ahead of him down a steel and concrete 



passage… and then he pushed through a door and paused, looking stupefied as Killer followed, 

only to feel the same way. 

They had both stepped into a massive, hollowed-out cavern, mining equipment parked at 

one end and soldiers walking around with hollow expressions on their faces, not noticing or 

caring about the small group that stepped into their ranks as one dirty Dragokkaren walked past 

them with a shovel, towards another group that was already busily laying tracks down on the 

other side of a cement barrier. The rails already extended into the dark in another direction, but 

the car was absent and there was no other means of transportation, Zerrex cursing quietly under 

his breath before glancing over at Marina as she pushed to the front of the line. “Can you?” 

“I can.” she nodded at the simple question, then glanced over at one of the soldiers who 

was loitering near the front tunnel, and he glanced up at them stupidly before looking back down 

and continuing to sway a bit with his gun. Then she shook her head slowly and murmured softly: 

“They‟re empty vessels. There‟s just a little bit of brain function left… someone‟s already turned 

them into drones with some kind of psychic power, but I don‟t even sense a residue of that 

anymore. It must‟ve been one of the former members of Toxin you were talking about.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, and then Marina turned her attention back to the soldiers, closing her 

eyes and concentrating for a few moments before saying quietly: “A brigade of elites and a 

leader, likely Ill, took a train forty minutes ago, and have undoubtedly reached the northern base 

by now. There‟s no other way there, so we‟ll have to run along the tracks.” 

“Wonderful. Haven‟t been electrocuted yet today.” Zerrex muttered under his breath, but 

he patted Marina gently on the back and she gave a smile to him before he turned, glancing over 

the group. “Let‟s form up. Cherry, I want you up here with me just in case the train starts 

coming.” 

“No problem, Boss.” Cherry effectively switched places with Marina, grinning toothily as 

she shoved the younger Drakkaren out of the way and causing her to glare before she stomped 

off to the back of the line with Cindy, and then the hermaphrodite glanced around longingly as 

she fell in step with Zerrex, before asking longingly: “Can‟t we kill some of them or something? 

Or you know, see if they‟ll still respond to „certain external stimuli,‟ in big fancy words?” 

“You whore.” Alexis said mildly, and Cherry looked over her shoulder with a glare. 

“Shut the hell up, bitch!” she spouted back defensively, and then she snorted at the 

deathly look Alexis shot her, the hermaphrodite turning around huffily and muttering: “I‟d like to 

bone her. Can I bone her?” 

“No.” Zerrex answered flatly, and Cherry crossed her arms and pouted before glancing 

up as Zerrex dropped into the long trench the tracks were in with a grunt and a wince, tottering 

for a moment before steadying himself and muttering: “I‟m fine.”  

Cherry nodded a bit, making a face as she leapt down to land in the dirt beside him, then 

she glanced along the steel tracks and said softly, as they continued to lead the group forwards: 

“Someone went through a lot of trouble for some short-term shit…” 

“So did Narrius.” Zerrex replied quietly, and Cherry nodded with a disgusted look, 

glancing up and settling her eyes on the end of the tunnel. “Come on, save your energy. We‟ve 

got a long march ahead of us.” 

It was a good hundred minutes before the hermaphroditic female held an arm out and 

shook her head quickly, her sharp eyes picking up on a glint of metal ahead. She turned around, 

then pointed at Alexis and Mahihko in the group, and the two nodded before following her 

quickly, the empty passage quiet but for the faintest sound of mining picks and blowing wind. 

Zerrex watched them move up the tunnel, waiting quietly for a sign… and then Killer‟s visor 



beeped and Alexis murmured quietly: “It‟s all clear. The train looks abandoned and there‟s no 

one on the platform.” 

Killer replied with a quick „Alright,‟ and then the group moved forwards, Zerrex reaching 

up to keep a hand lightly resting on the handle of his enormous sword before relaxing a bit as he 

saw Cherry lightly adjusting her jacket on Mahihko‟s slender body, the wolf looking both 

embarrassed and happy at the treatment. The three stood up on a flat plateau before a small slope 

that led to what looked like the mouth of a small cave, snow and wind dotting this area… and 

Zerrex frowned a bit as he slid forwards between the train before starting to pull himself up out 

of the trench… and letting out a grunt of protest, arms flailing as Cherry easily lifted him up and 

dropped him on the ground. 

He glared at her as he stood up, but she only sniffed and stuck out her tongue, so instead 

he turned his attention the change, glancing over it but finding little interesting other than the fact 

there was a train down here: rectangular cabins, the caboose slightly extended, made of 

varnished red steel and with the Double Standard on both cars in black metal. The doors on both 

were closed, and the windows were dirty, but it was still easy enough to see that the entire train 

was vacant – there was simply no sense of life in the entire train, and it was creepy enough that 

he thought only the hardiest military group would want to set up an ambush around the train. 

Besides, it‟s probably one of their most valuable pieces of equipment… they wouldn‟t risk 

damaging it until the very end of their operation. 

Zerrex shook his head slowly, then he glanced at Cherry, and she once more became 

serious, nodding a bit. “Yeah, don‟t even ask.” A pause, then she started forwards quickly 

towards the mouth of the cave, sticking her head out… and then whistling loudly and muttering: 

“Sweet shit.” A pause, then she ducked and called out: “You guys better come and see this.” 

With that, Cherry strode out of the cave, and the rest of the group followed quickly… and 

Zerrex‟s eyes widened at the sight that awaited him. After all, he‟d thought the base had been 

impressive, even if unfinished… but this went far beyond what he had been expecting. 

It was a massive crater, made by either a vast explosion or a comet‟s strike, made up of at 

least five levels of circling plateaus – some strange geological formation he didn‟t have the word 

for, but could still stand here amazed by the designs of nature: but perhaps not nature entirely, as 

machines toiled back and forth along some of these wide plateaus and soldiers turned laborers 

walked in and out of different caverns holding armloads of rock. As they watched, a blast went 

up from one of these caves, and something flickered around the perimeter of the crater… before 

Zerrex realized no snow was pouring down into it. And even with the snowfall so surprisingly 

lighter here, it still makes no sense. 

Another strange flicker, and he recognized the buzz of not only machinery, but some kind 

of energy field… and a moment later, his eyes picked out four curved towers set up around the 

perimeter of the deep gouge in the earth. The nearest was only just down the hill of snow from 

here, and Zerrex‟s eyes settled on this for a moment before a voice shouted angrily at them: 

“What the fuck are you doing here?” 

To their far left, Ill Weather was striding towards them furiously, waving a hand at the 

Super Enforcers that began to follow… and instead, they ran around the other side of the crater 

towards another one of the field towers. The Unseen has lost all traces of amusement now, his 

blindfold blowing back in the wind as he snarled furiously at them, and then he snapped his hand 

upwards, the long blade popping free of his wrist as he growled: “It doesn‟t matter, you‟re too 

late… the operation was a success and you‟re all going to die…” 



Zerrex didn‟t bother asking: instead he pulled Blackheart off his back, setting himself as 

he said coldly: “Don‟t bother with the speeches, alright? Let‟s just finish things up here and 

now.” A pause, then he glanced over his shoulder, saying curtly: “The rest of you, get down 

there and disable whatever they‟ve built. Cindy, you should be able to deal with that tower.” 

“Understood.” Cindy snapped off a salute, nodding to him, and then she turned and ran, 

leading the rest of the group as they took off after her. She glanced over her shoulder once at her 

father, though… and then turned her attention back to the job at hand, drawing her assault rifle as 

her expression became cold, her eyes settling on her objective as she skidded to a halt beside it 

and dropping to a kneel, even as her gaze slid for a moment to see the Enforcers running now 

down through a section of shield that was fizzing in and out on a short timer. They‟re heading 

inside to stop us… 

But she could take a look afterwards: right now, she had a job to do while Killer and her 

father battled Ill, and it was better that everyone didn‟t go up in flames. So instead she pushed 

herself forwards against the cold body of the tower, snarling in effort as her hands seized the 

bottom of the tower, and it groaned loudly, shuddering as Cherry grinned and Alexis looked 

stunned, watching as Cindy‟s small muscles bulged, her body rocking as she let out a loud gasp 

of effort, slowly standing and yet pulling the fifty-foot tower into the air, the energy shield 

surrounding the facility warping and distorting as energy sparked from the other towers- 

And then she roared, tossing it forwards into the crater, the edge of the deep bowl in the 

earth crumbling away as the energy shield surrounding the facilities turned to raw electricity 

sparking between the other three towers before they went up in flames, sending fireworks of red 

and yellow into the air. Cindy panted hard for a few moments as she looked over her shoulder at 

the others, then down the thirty foot drop into the crater, shouting: “Come on!” 

A leap of faith… and the others followed, landing with different amounts of grace on the 

first sloped “ring” surrounding the deepest depths of the crater. Cindy grunted as she landed, and 

then she made a face at the sound of automatic fire coming from somewhere far across the frozen 

wound in the arctic earth before a shot from above silenced them, and she looked over her 

shoulder in surprise to see Mahihko with Cherry‟s bolt-action rifle still on the lip of the outside 

crater, covering them with a look of grim determination. 

Cindy nodded to him with a grateful smile, then she glanced behind her at the others, 

nodding to Alexis. “I‟d like you to stay back here and watch us… Mahihko won‟t be able to take 

the same shots that you can. Cherry, Marina, you‟re with me.” 

“Just like old times.” Cherry grinned, then she produced her whip, snapping it once as her 

eyes burned with fire, licking her muzzle eagerly. “This is the kind of shit I live for.” 

“Just keep count of how many you kill… I‟ll be waiting with a bigger number.” Alexis 

said drolly, and the two exchanged glares once more before Cherry immediately ran on ahead, 

leaping off the end of the tunnel and down to the next ring as Cindy muttered something under 

her breath before following with Marina, the last female rolling her eyes. 

Above, Ill was still unmarked, but Killer was trying to shake frozen blood off his fingers 

and Zerrex‟s leather trench was in tatters, half the back and one arm hanging loose. Ill was fast; 

faster than the other Unseen Zerrex had fought against, and more random. There was no telling 

what he would do next… and then the huge Dragokkaren laughed, throwing his head back before 

shaking it slowly. “Don‟t you understand it‟s useless? Whether or not you kill me, that doesn‟t 

matter… the entire world is going to be destroyed in only a few minutes!” 

“I‟ve heard that one before.” Zerrex muttered under his breath, but a chill ran through 

him anyway. “What are you going to do, flood the world?” 



“No, idiot.” Ill snorted, then he rose his robotic arm, the blade slipping inside his wrist 

before his hand lowered, the cannon extending. Zerrex blinked stupidly at this, then he winced 

and threw himself to the ground a moment before a blast of exploding pellets flew over his head, 

small explosions dotting the air a short distance away. “Fuck.” 

Without bothering to look back, Ill rose his arm to head level and blocked a hard swing 

from Killer aimed at his shoulder, his sword digging into the metal as Killer snarled, glaring 

down into the blindfold for a moment before he tried to bring up a knee into Ill‟s stomach… but 

the huge Dragokkaren shoved him hard backwards and then followed up with a hard punch to the 

muzzle that sent Killer down on his back, the Unseen turning around with a disgusted 

expression, saying in a soft voice: “You and all your kind are doomed, pelt… the Patriarch‟s 

death will not go unpunished. This crater is ground zero – we will bend the fabric of space and 

time using gravity with such force that a black hole will be born, and all things will be consumed 

by it.” 

Killer‟s eyes widened, and Zerrex snarled as he pushed himself up to his feet, abandoning 

his sword for the moment to throw himself at Ill with a hard punch… but the Dragokkaren spun 

around and caught it in both his hands, snarling and crushing the reptile‟s fist. Zerrex arched his 

back in pain… then finally managed to slam one booted foot down into Ill‟s knee. 

The Unseen howled in pain, releasing the reptile for a moment, and Killer immediately 

kicked up and swung his sword down at the same time, the blade biting into Ill‟s back and 

sending him crashing to the ground in a heap. Before either Zerrex or Killer could land another 

blow, however, the Dragokkaren threw himself to the side, and Killer‟s sword sank into the 

snowy earth instead as Ill rolled to his feet, his blindfold falling from his eyes as he panted hard, 

snarling furiously. 

In the face of the Unseen were nothing but hollow pits, cataracts surrounded by black 

scar tissue that twisted and extended in all directions… and then he grunted and covered his eyes 

with one arm as he began to feel along the ground for his blindfold, hissing in pain. “You 

fucking pathetic maggots…” 

An explosion rose up from the crater site like a skybound flamethrower, and the earth 

rumbled loudly, both Killer and Zerrex almost overbalancing as Ill screamed in pain and fell onto 

his back, covering his sensitive yet dead eyes with both hands at the intense heat and light, but 

then quickly resuming the search for his blindfold without realizing that he had long tread over 

it: he knew that it wasn‟t the end of the world yet, after all, not from a blast like that. Instead, 

Cherry had demolished a truck filled with explosives using a handgun she‟d stolen from some 

unfortunate who‟d gotten in her way, as she and Cindy searched for a path down to the next ring, 

the last before the bottom.  

Now the goal was in sight: a huge metal oval, the steel egg sitting in a large, ring-shaped 

base and supported by magnetized wires at least a foot thick. The thing itself had to be at least a 

hundred feet tall, and researchers in white coats were dashing to and from terminals and small 

metal huts set up around it. 

Cherry and Cindy halted at a narrow stairway carved into the stone wall, the latter 

dropping to her knee and emptying rifle fire into two Dragokkaren waiting at the bottom before 

finally tossing her now-empty gun away and pulling out a handgun, then she turned around, 

watching as Marina caught up to them, the female lagging behind and tossing glances now and 

then up at the crater above before Cherry snapped her fingers in front of the female‟s muzzle, 

shouting: “Focus!” 



Marina replied by throwing her backwards with a flick of her head, Cherry‟s eyes 

widening in shock before she snarled and kicked up to her feet, meeting Marina‟s sparking eyes. 

“Look, girl. I‟ve kept you safe since you were a little girl, but don‟t fuck with me here and now, 

because if I have to, I will beat the shit out of you.” 

“I‟d like to see you try.” Marina said coldly, then she glanced down at the egg-thing 

before looking back up, saying mildly: “It‟s too late. They‟re starting the operation. We can‟t 

stop it.” 

“We can try.” Cindy said quietly, then she ran down the stairs without looking at either of 

her sisters, both Cherry and Marina trading a look of confusion, their anger temporarily forgotten 

before both followed, the middle girl of the family wiping at her eyes before leaping the last of 

the stairs to land squarely on a soldier as he tried to raise his rifle, crushing him to the ground 

and then jumping from his body towards another soldier and coldcocking him with the butt of the 

handgun, the Dragokkaren falling into a slump against the wall before sliding slowly down. A 

glance over her shoulder at Cherry cutting her way through a group of soldiers in the opposite 

direction and Marina running over to her, and then Cindy continued her way down the path 

towards a metal bridge over a deep crack in the crater, her eyes locked on the stairway beyond 

that led to their ultimate goal. 

Cherry had caught sight of the same staircase… but she had also noted the soldier 

climbing into one of three combat suits at the other side of the ring, and three more suits over 

here that soldiers were currently scrambling towards. Recognizing she couldn‟t kill all of them 

and stop the other combat suit, she instead went for a different option – running towards the 

nearest suit herself and leaping inside the cockpit, before hitting the big button marked 

„ENGAGE.‟ 

The suit revved into life, and soldiers went running in the opposite direction as Cherry 

dropped her whip at her feet and cackled stupidly, grasping the control joysticks as the machine 

rose up on a pair of wide feet with long, ski-shaped heels, thin metal legs hooking into a cockpit 

shaped almost like the head of a plane, metal stalk-arms extending out to the sides as Cherry 

fiddled with the control sticks for a moment, before stepping on one of the three pedals at her 

feet and blinking stupidly as the machine‟s upper body spun to the right… and trying the one in 

the middle, which made the machine stride forwards. 

“Not fun. What about this?” she muttered, then pressed a button on the joystick, before 

squeaking as a rocket shot from the mount on the side of the machine‟s body and head and 

crashed into one of the other inactive suits, blowing it to pieces before she grinned stupidly. 

“Now that is fun. Time to rock and roll.” 

It didn‟t take her long to get down the basics: one joystick controlled the left arm, one 

controlled the right, and the middle controlled where the legs went. The side pedals chose which 

way to rotate the body, and the middle made it go. Simple stuff. Boring stuff. The brightly-

colored buttons, on the other hand, fired missiles, the machinegun on the end of one arm, or sent 

an electrical charge down the long spike on the other arm. Plus she could make the machine 

jump… which she did a moment later, landing on top of the other machine and crushing the 

controls in the cockpit to an unrecognizable mulch of metal, laughing stupidly before almost 

tipping over and quickly jumping off to circle around the plateau. 

The other combat armor had already opened up fire on Marina and Cindy, who were 

halfway down the stairs… and Cherry, much as she wanted a confrontation involving fancy 

moves and exchange of fire, solved this problem by firing a missile into the other bipedal vehicle 

and blowing it to pieces. A moment later, however, the other battle suits were standing up, their 



fronts closing… and Cherry made a face before tapping away at the controls and muttering as her 

own cockpit closed slowly, holographic readouts and automated aiming systems flicking up over 

the dark glass of the cockpit. “Professional people kill fun. I think I‟m going to kill them now, 

too, for that little transgress.” 

 

Ill staggered backwards, his blade out and his metal arm sparking slightly near the 

shoulder, where one of them had torn a deep wound at the weak point where flesh and metal 

connected; Zerrex couldn‟t even remember who had done it, now. Ill refused to go down, even as 

he held his arm… and then the Unseen grunted and fell to one knee as he held his arm out, and 

metal plates slid up and rose open, ejecting several empty cartridges. 

Killer immediately ran forwards, and Ill leapt back as his arm closed back down into 

place in a moment, before swinging viciously outwards to meet Killer‟s sword with his own 

blade and parry the strike, spinning around to strike at the liger with his elbow. The huge feline 

slid quickly backwards, however, tearing his sword backwards at the same time and twisting it so 

Ill‟s elbow struck into the blade, and then Dragokkaren hissed in agony before leaping away, and 

this time Zerrex was the one who sprinted forwards, swinging hard downwards  as Ill brought his 

sword up to block… 

And the Drakkaren stepped backwards, swinging his sword down in a circle as his energy 

ran through the weapon, then he stomped forwards as he roared, putting all his strength into the 

downwards slash and cutting through the metal blade like glass, the force of the blow sending Ill 

skidding away on his back as Zerrex fell forwards, Blackheart biting deep into the snowy ground 

as blood dripped down from the silver blade.  

The lizard slowly climbed to his feet, panting hard as Killer reached down to help him up, 

before both paused as Ill slowly stood, his metal hand spasming a few times as a loud grinding 

filled the air, before the Dragokkaren simply snarled and reached across to twist his metal hand 

viciously, snapping it off and tossing it aside. “You… scum…” 

I can‟t think of any good quips. “Bite me.” Zerrex muttered, then he reached down and 

slowly tore Blackheart free of the ground, bringing it up to rest on his shoulder as Ill rose his 

mechanical limb, the cannon sliding out. “Just give up and let‟s not draw this out any longer than 

we have to. I don‟t have to kill you, Ill… you can stay alive a little longer and go face charges of 

high treason with the other war criminals in Hez‟Ranna.” 

“I‟ve made my choice… only the weak surrender to empty threats.” Ill‟s tone was terrible 

in its righteousness, his eyes burning as he straightened and took aim at the two. “I can still kill 

you both… you‟re ailing worse than I am, Lord Zerrex.” 

“Win by appearing to lose.” Zerrex responded, and he gave a smile as he straightened a 

bit, readying himself as Killer did the same, asking softly: “You ready?” 

“As always.” Killer nodded, and then the two ran forwards… before the world shook and 

both staggered sideways as cracks ran through the arctic fields, even Ill stumbling as his arms 

pinwheeled wildly, chunks of rock and earth falling away as several massive explosions rose up 

in the air, the Unseen screaming and falling over as he covered his dead eyes. 

Zerrex grunted and winced at the bright light himself, turning his head away as Killer‟s 

visor automatically blacked itself out, the feline‟s head still dropping instinctively as he stumbled 

his way backwards, feeling for solid ground. Another blast went up somewhere in the distance, 

and the force of this one not only knocked Zerrex sliding on his side over the icy ground, it 

seemed to blow away the very snowstorm itself, nature‟s meaning countered by science‟s 

accidents. 



Deep in the crater, Cherry – a bit dirty from her battle with the other combat armors, but 

none the worse for wear even if her own suit had been destroyed in the conflict – Marina, and 

Cindy were standing at the main control panel, which was shielded by several high-powered 

forcefield units. Cherry and Cindy, working together, had rerouted the power generators hidden 

around the crater back into themselves, and overloaded them: the result of which being the 

massive blasts that had just gone up. On the other hand, the massive machine in them had 

already been activated, and they could hear the machinery deep beneath them continuing to gear 

up rapidly before both of them turned around and saw Marina already running for the stairs, and 

Cherry snarled as she glanced over at Cindy. “See what you can do about slowing the thing 

down… I‟m going to go and see what the fuck she‟s doing.” 

“Alright.” Cindy nodded quickly, but Cherry was already gone, barreling full-speed at 

Marina before skidding to a halt as she watched the psychic halt beside one of the steel huts and 

run inside, and a few moments later she ran out with a wince. Cherry paused, looked at the hut 

stupidly as one of her premonitions came into play, and then she dived in the opposite direction 

and covered her head as it simply exploded, shrapnel flying in all directions. 

Cherry‟s body convulsed, but she felt warmth more than anything else… and then she 

slowly sat up and looked stupidly down at a chunk of metal piping buried through her side before 

releasing a yell of agony, her back arching as she felt the heat of the pipe and the pain of having 

it lodged through her stomach eating away at her flesh, reaching down to grab it before her hands 

were frozen in place. She grunted, trying to move, eyes bulging with agony… and then a strange, 

soothing sensation washed over her body, and the muscular herm slumped quietly, her breath 

going from gasps to soft pants as Cindy ran over with a loud curse, followed by Marina, as she 

murmured quietly: “Just relax, Cherry… just relax…” 

“Come on, we have to get out of here…” A pause, and then the ground rumbled as 

another generator went up, before the sister looked up as part of the cavern wall collapsed in on 

itself, Cindy cursing under her breath as fire and ice rained down over the far half of the base of 

the crater. “Get up, you ass…” 

“Ugh, forget me, my liver must be pierced.” Cherry muttered under her breath, looking 

resigned as both of her sisters threw one of her muscular arms over their shoulders, her feet 

dragging against the ground. “It‟s not like I wanted to go, but hey, could be worse… at least with 

Bebop here, the pain seems to go away.” 

“Start fucking walking or I‟m going to punch you in the kidney.” Marina grumbled, and 

Cherry grunted before managing to force her feet to cooperate with the two, her breaths ragged 

as blood streamed out of her, the youngest sister permitting Cindy to take over carrying Cherry‟s 

weight at the narrow stairs as she slipped her handgun from her holster, covering the two as she 

added: “We‟re going to have to move as fast as we can… I broke one of the gears of the 

machinery under us, but even if it slows things down or alters the designs of the machine, we‟ll 

still die if we‟re at ground zero when it activates. They‟re trying to generate a black hole… it‟s a 

literal doomsday attempt.” 

Cherry mumbled something about sci-fi garbage, then her eyes rolled up in her head and 

she passed out as they reached the top of the stairs. Immediately, Cindy cursed under her breath, 

then she simply threw Cherry over her shoulder, nudging the metal pipe and causing Cherry‟s 

eyes to open wide with shock, the hermaphrodite yelping loudly and then coughing blood as 

Cindy began to run, wincing as Marina followed and her blood flowed down her sister‟s 

shoulder. “Try and be fucking gentle!” 



“Yeah, well, you need to stop eating all those extra helpings at dinner.” Cindy responded 

through gritted teeth, jogging towards the narrow stairs leading to the next ring. “We can‟t all 

size our bodies up like you and Mahihko… and I might be strong, but you‟re still a fatass.” 

“If I didn‟t have a fuckin‟ pipe in my gut, I‟d be beating the shit out of you right now.” 

Cherry muttered in return, wincing in pain as she added mildly: “No rush or anything, but I think 

I feel the contents of my stomach flowing into the rest of my body, doctor.” 

Cindy winced, knowing far too well that it was only a half-joke… but she didn‟t have any 

other choice right now than to be a bit rough. Between dying and narrowly-surviving… the latter 

was always a better choice. “Then stop talking, we‟re doing enough damage to you as it is.” 

They continued to run for the top, where above, Killer was stumbling around, trying to 

wipe oil and blood out of his eyes as Ill‟s weathered metal arm took strike after strike from 

Zerrex, the Unseen unable to do anything but back away from the hard slashes of the reptile. 

Finally, the Drakkaren staggered on a crack, and Ill leapt forwards, striking Zerrex hard in the 

stomach with a knee and causing him to double over before a hand tangled in his hair, and a 

second knee knocked him flat on his back, his mind reeling. 

Ill brought up a foot, snarling… and then Killer‟s fist caught him in the head and knocked 

him over, the liger tossing away the remnants of his broken visor as well: whatever else, the 

Dragokkaren liked to get in cheap shots whenever he could. “Motherfucker…” he muttered, then 

he helped Zerrex to his feet before blinking as the Unseen aimed his cannon at them and fired.  

Immediately, Zerrex stepped in front, and a white, strange energy sparked into existence 

in a strange curve around the reptile before it solidified into an angelic wing as the small steel 

bearings exploded uselessly against the mass of wavering energy. A moment later, it faded, and 

Zerrex fell to one knee, coughing a bit as a trickle of blood ran out of his mouth, before he 

looked up at Ill with a grin and he straightened slowly as the robotic arm opened up to discharge 

its spent ammo. “Killer, give me a boost.” 

The warrior tiger looked down at Zerrex with confusion as he stood up, but the moment 

he started to fall back, he got the idea, catching Zerrex with one huge hand before shoving him 

forwards as hard as he could, and the Drakkaren pushed himself into the air with his feet at the 

same time, hurtling forwards and crashing into Ill with a hard double-kick. 

The Dragokkaren crashed to the ground, Zerrex standing on top of his body as he skidded 

backwards before he slashed hard down with his sword into the already weak shoulder-joint of 

his metal arm, and Ill convulsed under him with a scream of agony, dead eyes bulging as it was 

severed from his body, blood exploding out of the wound as wires sparked and the smell of burnt 

flesh filled the air, Zerrex jumping back off the Unseen‟s body as he clawed at him savagely 

before quickly sitting up, and both Drakkaren and liger advanced slowly forwards upon him as 

he panted hard, his eyes bulging, drool falling from his jaws as he stumbled up to his feet and 

backwards. 

The two stopped as the ground shifted, the Unseen walking along a narrow chunk of ice 

that extended up over the facility… before another grumble went through the crater, and a 

keening filled the air as he began to laugh, steam erupting from several of the cracks in the 

ground and lighting sparking from the burnt-out towers that still surrounded the crater, and 

Zerrex and Killer both set themselves as Ill screamed: “It‟s here! You‟re too late and now you 

shall die here!” 

Another crackle of raw energy in the air, Zerrex stumbling backwards and snarling 

again… and then the air itself began to darken as a great rumble swelled in the air: in the crater, 

Cindy panted hard as they reached Alexis, and the female feline immediately leapt out and back 



onto the tundra by Mahihko as Marina used her powers to boost Cindy‟s own jump, before 

leaping up to catch Alexis‟s hands to be pulled up herself.  

Alexis and Marina exchanged a nod, then both ran over the dune of snow, followed by 

Mahihko, to where Zerrex and Killer stood, watching as the ground crumbled around the 

outcropping Ill stood upon before a massive explosion rose up behind him, an enormous pillar of 

fire rising into the air, electricity crackling all around it as the floor of the crater filled with fire, 

huge gears and pistons flying high into the air as the ice and tundra itself cracked apart… and 

then the pillar of fire was suddenly sucked downwards as a blast of pure force rocked the world, 

Ill staggering and grunting as his arms pinwheeled… and behind him an expanding dome of 

darkness and energy was growing, lightning flashing over it before the outcropping gave way 

beneath his feet, and Ill laughed as he threw his arm out, falling into the growing orb of 

nothingness. 

Zerrex covered his face, snarling in disbelief, Killer staring in shock as he wrapped an 

arm around Alexis, holding her protectively against his body, and Marina grabbed her father, 

trying to pull him back and away before a crackle of electricity rolled over the dark orb, and it 

collapsed in on itself, pulling in fire, smoke, and all it had touched before it hissed like a living 

thing and another blast of force shot out of the darkness, this accompanied by a purple haze and 

strange, terrible energy that Zerrex felt wash over them all, the Drakkaren falling to his knees as 

his eyes bulged at the feeling of terrible weight that fell over his being. 

He saw the tigers wince and clutch each other closer, Marina grasp her head, and 

Mahihko fall down and slide to the bottom of the hill in a daze… and on the other side of the 

hilltop, Cherry cried out in something like shock before leaping to her feet as if electrocuted, 

immediately staggering away as Cindy tried to shove the force away from her body, but barely 

able to crawl for a few moments, panting hard and watching in shock as Cherry strode resolutely 

over the ridge… and a moment later, she managed her own feet as well, as she gazed down into 

the crater with apprehension at the dark sphere of crackling black energy that had formed in the 

base of the bowl. 

Cherry stumbled over the hill, then almost walked over Mahihko as Zerrex looked over at 

her stupidly… and a moment later, she rushed him and tackled him, kissing him hungrily. The 

Drakkaren grunted, for a moment replying on instinct, their tongues weaving… and then he 

managed to push her loose, staring at her as she grinned at him, a flush in her cheeks and… Dear 

Gods… “Cherry, that‟s…” 

“It‟s okay… can‟t you hear them?” she asked quietly, and then she closed her eyes and 

slowly collapsed against him, and the Drakkaren shook her violently several times, his own eyes 

widening in terror before he rose his head dumbly, his emerald eyes flickering as Marina looked 

at him for a few moments strangely. 

“I can hear them…” Bells? Wings? Beauty… “I can hear them.” A shiver rolled through 

his body, and then he stood with Cherry in his arms, her body limp and heavy, her breathing 

slowing as he looked out into the crater, ignoring everyone even as Killer tried to say 

something… and then he shook his head slowly, his body paling as four figures tore out of the 

dark energy like it was liquid, large, leathery wings flapping hard and naked bodies twisting back 

and forth in a voluptuous dance around each other before they soared in perfect symphony 

upwards, all of them rolling in different directions before flying in a line towards him and 

landing easily side-by-side-by-side-by-side on the lip of crater. 

Naked bodies, beautiful and voluptuous, thin bodies thick with toned muscles that stood 

out tight against their bared, red scales. They had bodies of Drakkaren, and were only a few 



inches shorter than he was… but the large, leathery wings and shining black bull horns were 

what gave their true nature away. Zerrex could only look over them for a few moments, at the 

different things they wore and then at their beautiful faces and their eyes so full of vitality that it 

almost hurt to gaze into them… and then he whispered, shaking his head slowly: “This… can‟t 

be real. I…” 

“We met in your mind… an atmosphere that drew us in, Lord Zerrex.” spoke the first in 

line, and she kneeled to him, bowing her head forwards as she touched the amulet at her neck. 

“A world inside itself, made more real by the tormentor, Drake…” said the next, and she 

threw her large, gold-tasseled black cape open before kneeling to him. 

“So we don‟t find your doubt and surprise insulting at all…” The next added playfully, 

and she grinned as she kneeled, pulling the massive, rusted red cleaver off her back, sinking it 

into the ground as she ducked her head forwards and knelt before him. 

“But please, Lord Zerrex… give us the girl. Her life fades fast and she is seriously 

injured. We want to save her.” The last in line spoke in barely a murmur, flushing as she kneeled 

and removed the rose-shaped tiara she wore.  

His gaze travelled over the four, and then he shook his head, trembling and falling to his 

knees, Cherry held tight against his body as he felt frustration and sadness and pain and rage 

welling up in his being, whispering in a ragged voice: “What is happening to me? To this 

world?” 

They only looked at him silently as behind him, the others watched… and then he stood 

and held Cherry out to them, closing his eyes and bowing his head, snarling and clenching his 

eyes shut. Immediately, two of the females took her in their arms and leapt off the cliff, flying 

away as Killer stepped forwards – but Marina halted him immediately with a hand on his arm, 

and both he and Alexis shot her a look before keeping silent at the seriousness on her face. 

Ahead of them, Zerrex trembled as he straightened, and the other two stood up… the shy one 

with the amulet, and the one with the rose. They both embraced him and kissed his cheek… and 

then the one wearing the rose tiara flew away as the shy sister stood with the Drakkaren, taking 

one of his hands quietly and looking into his eyes as a single tear fell, saying gently: “We‟ll 

make her better… and all your questions will be answered soon, Lord Zerrex. Changes have 

begun and something great and terrible has been set in motion that will change the world forever, 

perhaps more than even the Great War did… but please stay strong. Know that you have the 

support of the Sisters of the Judgment Cross.” 

She nodded again to him, then gave him a last chaste kiss on the lips before leaping 

backwards off the cliff and gliding down into the darkness of the sphere… and Zerrex could only 

stare after them, his shoulders slumped and a million questions ringing through his mind as 

Killer finally asked: “Who were they? What were they?” 

“Hez‟Rannan high-order demons, the Sisters of the Judgment Cross.” Zerrex replied after 

a moment in a weak voice, and Killer and Alexis exchanged a look before he continued: “Earth 

and Material Temptation, Fire and Lust, Water and Wrath, Air and Greed. Demonic Elementals. 

Demons. Demons. Demons who punish the wicked and lend strength and wisdom to the 

righteous. Demons.” He finished in a stupefied voice, and then he turned around and brushed 

past the others, striding out into the snowy blizzard. 

“That‟s impossible.” Killer said after a moment, exchanging a look with Alexis, but 

Marina shook her head slowly and he stopped, glancing down at her with a frown. “I‟m not 

going to just let him wander off when Cherry‟s likely dead or dying in… in Hell, if what they 



were saying was true, which it can‟t be, and so instead probably in some strange asylum Gods 

know where…” 

“Killer, I don‟t know if I like you that much or not.” Marina interrupted mildly, and 

Killer halted, frowning deeper at her. “But either way, Daddy needs some alone time right now. 

You have a choice. You can either go and piss him off further, or you can let him work some 

thoughts out by himself.” 

“Who the hell do you think you‟re talking to? Marina, we need to get the hell out of here 

and figure out what just happened, not let him wander off in shock into the snows!” Alexis 

snapped immediately, and Marina‟s eyes flashed. As the argument began, Cindy ran in to try and 

break things up… and Mahihko quietly wandered out into the snows, over a dune and down 

beside Zerrex, who was sitting by himself on a rock and holding his head in his hands, looking 

not only miserable but lost. 

The little wolf sat down beside him quietly, and Zerrex tossed him a look before 

mumbling in a humiliated voice: “Go away.” 

“No, Zer.” He shook his head quietly but resolutely, and Zerrex looked out at him from 

beneath his hands, as the lupine quietly put a hand on his arm and gazed up at him quietly. “Do 

you remember when I found out who I had been in the past?” 

“Yeah…” The Drakkaren nodded slowly, rubbing at his muzzle as his mind brought him 

back there, to Baskin‟s Grove: walking through the mayor‟s house with Mahihko, and quietly 

doing his best to explain that once upon a time, the little gay Mahihko had been the fat, asinine 

Lone; someone who had first been responsible for pitting the rich against the poor in a whole 

new way in a town that was already elitist, and then who had tried to buy experimental combat 

systems from the military and ended up being betrayed by his fellows, who declared that he was 

nothing but an unfit wannabe. 

Even after he‟d finally made his peace with Zerrex, Lone had betrayed him to a mammal 

movement in Hez‟Ranna that never took place… and then he‟d died screaming, his personality 

and soul usurped by a terrible creation of Narrius known as a Hollow One, and he had become 

Alone and committed countless atrocities with a warped personality until Alone had fallen at 

Zerrex‟s hands and his soul once more torn free and given sanctuary for a short time, until he 

was finally brought back to life by Mengele. A story too long and complicated to get into… but 

Zerrex had gone through enough to bring all the memories back to Mahihko, even the time he‟d 

fucked Cherry and then puked on himself in the car while drunk.  

He had hated himself… no, it went beyond hate. And some days, he still did; essentially, 

after all, he had to live with the fact he was still Lone, and no name or body could change that 

simple fact. But at the same time, he strove to be different than Lone, he had unearthed a 

different part of his personality and now no longer was he always striving to cause conflict and 

be on top, but instead to find peace in a more passive way and follow the same morals as the 

purest of Zerrex‟s daughters did… a deep irony, but that too, was a story for another day. 

They sat together quietly, and Mahihko looked down a bit, rubbing at Zerrex‟s arm 

slowly. “You taught me a lot, Zerrex. So much that I often think of you as my father… and over 

all these years, I‟ve loved you, and felt loved and cared for as a son.” A bit of a smile and a 

glance up at the Drakkaren, who was rubbing a hand slowly at his muzzle. “More than a son, too, 

sometimes, of course… but I…” he faltered and flushed, looking down and feeling embarrassed. 

Yeah. Mention the times you‟ve sucked his dick. That‟ll make him happy. “Sorry. I‟ll just stop 

being a douche now.” 



“Keep talking.” Zerrex shrugged a bit, nodding quietly and glancing down at him, and 

Mahihko nodded, almost instantly brightening a bit and smiling nervously at the reptile as he 

watched him with quiet curiosity. Wolf… 

“You named me… you helped me move forwards through life… you even let me stay 

with you guys despite the fact I don‟t get along with Marina so well.” An awkward shrug of his 

shoulders. “I… I want to do for you what you do for me, Zerrex. I want to help you, as much as 

you‟ve helped me. And I know that Cherry wants you to be happy… you two love each other 

more than you love yourselves, and I think if you felt enough that you could trust in those weird-

looking girls there, then they‟ll bring her back healthy, safe and sound…” He nodded firmly, 

then added quietly: “And even if you only met them in a dream, that‟s still enough for me. You‟d 

never just give up on her… we all just know that. But most of all, she‟d want you to take care of 

yourself.” 

“I know…” Zerrex said softly, looking away quietly… but a moment later he nodded a 

bit and stood up, striding back towards the campsite and then gently ruffling the fur on 

Mahihko‟s head as he bounced along beside him, beaming up at the Drakkaren. “You‟re a little 

asshole, you know that?” 

“Yeah.” He smiled again, then blushed a bit and half-hid behind Zerrex as Marina gave 

him an ugly look. Cindy, however, stepped in front of Marina, holding Blackheart almost 

reverently and smiling at the wolf before holding Blackheart out to her father, and the Drakkaren 

nodded to her as he placed the sword on his back before trading a tight hug with her. 

A glance over to Killer, and then he blinked as he noted Alexis, kneeling near the edge of 

the chasm and muttering quietly to herself, her visor blinking and beeping every now and then. 

The liger looked over his shoulder at her, then to Zerrex, nodding a bit and speaking quietly as he 

leaned down. “She‟s talking with my intelligence bureau all the way down in Kesteven… the 

signal is shit but thankfully it‟s not entirely unreachable, so we‟re just trying to send along all the 

readings we can get out of the new generation of visor equipment…” A pause, and he made a 

face, shaking his head slowly and straightening. “Not that it was any use against Ill… and I 

thought I was ahead of everyone in technology. His arm made Ken‟s look like a children‟s toy.” 

“Ken, Ken, the uh…” Zerrex mumbled under his breath, recognizing the name from some 

time Killer had mentioned him before, but then he blanked completely and shook his head a bit 

under the liger‟s amused look. “Yeah, no clue who you‟re talking about.” 

Before the liger could reply, Alexis cursed loudly and then stood up, glancing over her 

shoulder with disgust. “There‟s too much interference here, Lion… I can‟t send the files. 

Everything‟s saved on the visor, at least… maybe we should retreat to the military base? At least 

if we can‟t get a better signal, we can still get some rest.” 

“Yeah…” Zerrex looked down into the crater, frowning a bit at the shifting and twisting 

mass, and that strange sound echoed in his head again, drawing him in, making him want to 

wildly leap for the edge… and Marina quietly grabbed his forehead, and Zerrex shook his head 

quickly and looked over to Killer, smiling a bit. “I think we could all use some relaxing. The 

train‟s still there so it won‟t take long, either, and there shouldn‟t be too many hostiles there after 

the sweeps we‟ve done of the base.” 

“Alright.” Killer said slowly, nodding his agreement, and then he stepped quietly up 

beside Zerrex, reaching a hand over to squeeze his shoulder gently as he said softly: “I‟m sorry.” 

“It‟s okay.” Zerrex glanced down quietly, but they both knew the truth: it wasn‟t. 

Everything reminded him of Cherry, even his daughters, even Mahihko… and he remembered 

their last time having sex together before the mission, the grunts and her moans and taunts and 



growls… he remembered her smile… he remembered her eyes and her body and her laugh. He 

remembered the old times, the old fights and everything they‟d been through… and he even 

remembered battling her and the taste of her blood… 

He shook his head quickly to clear it, then looked up, watching as half the group walked 

on ahead… and he strode on to catch up with them, Marina and Mahihko following quietly 

behind. 

 

When they stepped out onto the platform, it wasn‟t the reception they expected: instead 

of gunfire, one of the Dragokkaren approached and bowed, before saying in a toneless voice that 

he was glad to see they had arrived safely. When they stepped out, other Dragokkaren in 

uniforms walked over, and Marina grabbed at her head with one hand, whispering quietly: 

“Servant Dragokkaren… I tried to look in their minds, but it‟s empty, so empty… they‟re just 

like those poor bastards in Hez‟Ranna… Narrius, that… that fucker, Narrius… Gods, I feel the 

pain of their very souls…” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, then he quietly touched Killer‟s arm, stepping to the front and 

clearing his throat before saying in bad, accented Hez‟Rannan: “We would like to rest, please. 

Guide us to a room, please.” 

The two bowed a bit, then turned around and lumbered towards the stairs, Marina rubbing 

at her skull slowly as Zerrex followed with the rest of the group, Killer leaning down and 

muttering: “What the hell is going on?” 

“It‟s okay. These ones are domesticated, so to speak…” Zerrex shook his head, making a 

disgusted face. “Enforcers that failed their duties were either killed or had a chip implanted in 

their brains after a full memory wipe. They have no personality, no free will… they can only 

follow simple commands and take basic orders in their native language. I almost wish they 

would try and hurt us…” 

The servants led the group to the upstairs suite of the northern wing, which was devoid of 

life except for a single mindless Dragokkaren scrubbing the hall floor. The rooms themselves 

were a fair size and all had four beds, with a bathroom attached to each… and the six sat quietly 

in one of these for a short half an hour, organizing both a watch and exactly how long they 

should rest for before starting on the trip back to base. 

That brought up the issue of transport, and Killer left for another half hour before coming 

back and noting that the military transport they‟d brought was still functioning fine, even if it 

was a bit frozen over. “So we should get going as soon as possible… we‟ve already stayed too 

long.” He said authoritatively, and then he paused, frowning a bit as he glanced around the room. 

“Where‟s Zerrex?” 

“He stepped out.” Marina said mildly, and the liger made a bit of a face as she shrugged. 

“Daddy can handle anything by himself… and this is still his mission, after all. Not yours.” 

“I know.” Killer responded, looking stung and sounding genuinely injured… before he 

rubbed at his head slowly and traded a look with Alexis. “We‟re just helping out… after all, it‟s 

not like your father hasn‟t done the same for us on numerous occasions.” 

Marina simply made a noncommittal grunt, and Killer made a face, feeling a mix of 

anger at the mood swings of the young Drakkaren female and a bit of self-doubt, wondering if 

he‟d pushed his own ideas too hard… then he shook his head slowly. “Look, where did Zerrex 

go then, Marina? I don‟t want to take over the whole operation, honestly. Let‟s just talk it over, 

okay?” 



But Marina only glowered at him, and Killer pushed Alexis forwards gently with one 

hand, rubbing at his head as he muttered: “You try. I think she likes you better.” 

 

Zerrex, meanwhile, had wandered through the building and out to the eastern warehouse: 

at first, it had been nothing, but now he felt like something was drawing him here… and he 

frowned quietly as he strode through the main doors and towards the huge shutter, once more 

touching the valve and then drawing his hand back in surprise as electricity danced over it: not 

only that, it felt… warm to the touch. Not hot, but warm… alive. 

He shook his head slowly, then he reached forwards and grasped the handle firmly, 

turning it several times and raising the shutter once more to step under it… and then it screamed 

behind him, something grinding internally as it dropped a notch or two and then halted with a 

loud crunching sound. The Drakkaren made a face, then he turned slowly around, once more 

surveying the room ahead of him. 

Empty: a hole had been blown in the wall, though, and there was a pile of bloody 

rubble… but that was all. A pause as his boot brushed against something, and he noted the 

myriad of shells beneath him… before his eyes roved upwards as the security door gave a groan, 

and then simply fell off its internal hinge, bouncing against the floor like a giant coin as Zerrex 

found himself staring at another creature straight out of his mind. 

Ravenlight gasped hard, panting and slowly stepping into the room, covered in blood and 

broken armor… and then he grinned widely, tilting his head, his burnt hair fluttering around him 

as he asked raggedly: “Do you feel it? Do you feel the energy? Gods, I felt it… and you‟d feel it 

changing you, too, if you weren‟t so weak… the power, the raw power!” 

Ravenlight laughed, raising his hands… and Zerrex‟s eyes widened at the sight of them, 

curled as they were into twisted, terrible claws, and when he grinned again, his teeth were bigger, 

pushing out of his jaw as his body gave a horrible jerk, one arm bloating up with muscle as if 

some cruel god had attached an air pump to the Drakkaren‟s body. “It‟s Hell, brother! Hell is 

coming to Earth, and I can feel their energy flowing through my veins!”  

A roar, and the armor cracked as Ravenlight‟s arms spasmed outwards, the other one 

pulsating and growing now as his armor tore off his chest, blood bursting from the wounds over 

the lizard‟s body as his upper body bulged and expanded. It was like watching some 

experimental procedure gone insane, as Zerrex heard the creak and groan of changing bones 

before Ravenlight roared, his head falling back as his body continued to undergo its hideous 

transformation. 

And a moment later, he lowered his head, his emerald eyes burning out of his head, his 

upper body hunched forwards and his hands twisted into wicked, gnarled claws, his body 

covered in blood and his wounds healed, the creature shrugging off torn clothing as he 

straightened and grinned with his crooked teeth. He stepped forwards in his ragged jeans and 

cracked his neck slowly, raising his hands in front of his face and gazing down at them for a few 

moments, before laughing and throwing his arms wide as he shouted to the skies: “Can‟t you feel 

the energy? Can‟t you feel what‟s been released into the world?” 

It was true: he did feel different – stranger, and like there was something else inside him, 

something that was starting to move and grow… but he looked with disgust at the creature before 

him, pulling Blackheart off his back and snorting as he said darkly: “I don‟t know either who or 

what you are… and right now, I don‟t even care. Whether you‟re some science project or 

another… thing… from my mind made real from whatever the hell happened… but to me, 

you‟re just another monster in a long line of monsters.” 



The giant snarled, then it charged forwards, lashing out with a claw… and Zerrex stepped 

quickly towards the beast, slashing hard outwards and catching it in the chest with the sword, 

ripping a long swathe through its body and sending it flying backwards with a loud howl of 

shock to land heavily on its ass, grunting as it stared up at the Drakkaren with stupid confusion, 

Blackheart‟s gleaming blade slowly rising until the point was only inches away from the 

creature‟s muzzle as Zerrex said softly: “Big, stupid, and tough is a bad combination, especially 

when you haven‟t even gotten used to your new size yet. You‟re bulky and slow… not up to that 

old standard of the Ravenlight I saw in my head.” 

The giant looked at him for a few moments… then slowly grinned and threw its head 

back, laughing loudly as Zerrex drew back a bit, startled, before the giant‟s head dropped 

forwards and it slowly stood up, grinning widely as it rose a clawed hand… and then slowly tore 

a large, deep gash in its own chest, licking its own muzzle hungrily as drool dripped from its 

jaws, growling in what sounded horribly like growing pleasure… before Ravenlight‟s eyes 

gleamed as it flexed its enormous muscles, roaring like an animal before shouting gleefully: 

“Hurt me more, Zerrex! The pleasure in the pain has never felt so good before!” 

Then once more it charged forwards, and Zerrex winced before he swung his sword in a 

hard rising cut, tearing a thin gash in the floor… but one of Ravenlight‟s massive hands reached 

out and easily slapped the blade down, blood flying from his hand but the giant still grinning his 

terrible, uneven grin as the reptile staggered forwards before a huge hand locked around his 

throat and yanked him up off the ground, and there was a moment of vertigo before the 

Drakkaren realized a moment too late he was flying through the air. 

He crashed into the shutter, knocking a large dent in it as his head snapped back against 

the steel before he fell, stars dancing in front of his dazed eyes… and then the giant grabbed him 

again, yanking him up off the ground and slamming him once more into the shutter, blood flying 

from Zerrex‟s nostrils as he coughed and gagged. He tried to kick, to swing Blackheart in 

towards the creature‟s side… but Ravenlight easily grabbed the sword with his other hand by the 

blade and tore it free from his grip, tossing it aside as he laughed again and slammed Zerrex‟s 

body against the heavy shutter, making it groan and the Drakkaren cry out as he hissed: “Looks 

like the prodigal son is a failure after all… you can‟t do anything against me, little Lord 

Zerrex…” A pause, and the giant turned, flinging the Drakkaren easily away and sending him 

skidding over the floor, the lizard snarling as he rolled once before pushing himself shakily up 

onto all fours and halting his movement to the booming laughter of the giant. “You know what? 

I‟m not only better than you, I‟m your complete opposite! Sure, I was made in a lab, but look at 

me! Superior in every aspect, dead and come back to life and infected with the designs of Hell 

itself! Oh, how the energy speaks to me, empowers me…” 

He hugged himself, arching his back as his claws dug into his own sides, letting out a 

gasp of what sounded like ecstasy as blood rolled over his form from wounds that were, for the 

most part, self-inflicted… and then he grinned again, turning his head towards Zerrex and saying 

teasingly, as he watched the Drakkaren stagger up to his feet. “I think I need a new name… after 

all, you can‟t touch me in close combat. Every wound, every scratch makes me feel stronger, 

better, tears another opening for that divine energy flowing over the world to flow in through…  

“But you have no idea what‟s going on, do you?” The giant turned, licking its muzzle 

slowly before half-squatting, his tone almost playful. “No… you don‟t speak to energy the same 

way I do…” 

“Speak to this.” Zerrex muttered, and then Ravenlight blinked stupidly as Zerrex held out 

a hand, his fingers crackling with energy before a sphere of glowing blue light formed inside of 



it, and the creature looked stunned before Zerrex snorted and half-snarled. “What, you think I‟m 

the only one who hasn‟t learned a new trick or two?” 

Before the giant could respond, Zerrex hurled the ball of blue energy at the thing‟s face, 

and the ball exploded upon collision, the Drakkaren covering his eyes at the crackle of azure 

electricity and light. Ravenlight, meanwhile, screamed in agony, staggering backwards into the 

shutter and wiping at his eyes as his head shook wildly back and forth, and then he fell over, 

clawing at the ground and shrieking: “The pain! The pain is back, the pain! Why, I don‟t 

understand, why?” 

He screamed again, then snarled at Zerrex, his eyes bulging as he charged, both claws 

reaching out as he raved: “It‟s your fault! You, the opposite, you‟re the real one, that‟s why-” 

Both of Zerrex‟s palms collided with the giant‟s stomach, knocking the wind out of it 

before he reached up and grabbed it by the shoulder, yanking it down to his level and growling: 

“Don‟t know. Don‟t care.” A pause, and then he drew his fist back, adding as the giant wheezed 

for breath: “Stay down.” 

He swung in hard, his fist smashing once, twice, thrice into the giant‟s face, letting go of 

Ravenlight with the last strike and sending him crashing backwards and rolling over onto his 

stomach in a crumpled heap. The Drakkaren panted quietly, shaking his head slowly and 

muttering under his breath as he brushed himself off… then he narrowed his eyes as Ravenlight 

slowly pushed himself up to his feet, laughing softly to himself before turning around and wiping 

at the broken side of his face, spitting out a few chips of teeth and blood. 

“I already feel the pain vanishing… back into the euphoria, back into the pleasure…” The 

giant‟s tongue once more flicked out, tasting the blood on his face. “Should we go with the old 

cliché and rename me as Xerrez? I‟m no longer a simple creature like yourself, after all… now 

I‟m imbued with-” 

“Don‟t even start with that crap again.” Zerrex said disgustedly, and the giant gave him a 

look of irritation at his monologue being interrupted before the Drakkaren added mildly: “And 

you can call yourself whatever you what, for all I care… Xerrez or Ravenlight, it‟s not like 

you‟ll be getting a grave anyway.” 

“We‟ll see about that.” The creature snarled, then he sprinted forwards again, swinging 

one claw viciously upwards, but Zerrex ducked under this and leaned to the side, swinging a leg 

out to catch one of the giant‟s. He staggered, arms clawing wildly at the air as he roared, and 

Zerrex ducked around the creature before leaping up onto his back, slamming both feet into his 

spine and knocking the giant forwards. 

Xerrez straightened a moment later, and Zerrex kicked off the creature‟s back towards the 

nearby wall, his boots slamming into the cement and shoving off hard, body twisting in midair as 

he leapt back towards the giant‟s face as he turned around. But before either booted foot could 

collide with the monstrosity, one of Xerrez‟s claws slapped him out of the air, knocking him 

across the room and onto his side once more, the Drakkaren grunting in pain as he rolled a few 

times over the floor on his side before managing to shove a hand down into the ground, his body 

twisting up and around the axis it formed into a crouch. 

He panted hard, glaring across the room as Xerrez cracked his neck slowly… and then 

the giant faltered strangely, looking back and forth before staggering on the spot and blinking 

stupidly… and Zerrex could only stare for a few moments before the giant fell to his knees, 

looking down at his own trembling hands… and a moment later, Zerrex‟s eyes travelled over the 

deep gashes covering the huge creature‟s body, and then he forced himself up to his feet, 



snarling: “What‟s wrong? You running out of gas, Ravenlight, or whatever the hell you want to 

call yourself?” 

“You‟re lucky, Zerrex…” The giant‟s body shook again, and then he forced himself into 

a crouch, head bowed forwards… and then it snapped up Zerrex‟s sword with one claw and 

hurled it at the Drakkaren as hard as it could, Blackheart spinning violently as the Drakkaren 

winced and ducked low, covering his head as the huge sword flew over and then crashed into the 

wall behind him… before looking up and snarling as Xerrez leapt for the hole in the rooftop, 

landing on top of the warehouse with a loud crunch and sending down a hail of dust and grit 

before he was gone. 

Zerrex looked up into the sky, breathing quietly, his heart thudding in his chest… then he 

shook his head slowly, limping over to where Blackheart had imbedded itself in the wall and 

yanking the huge blade free, murmuring to it quietly: “Great. Now we got something else to 

worry about.” 

A pause, and then he glanced towards the still-open shutter, feeling a chill through the 

air: the damage it had taken during the struggle had caused it to fall a bit, but the Drakkaren 

thought he could still pass under it with ease… but when he looked towards it, something 

pricked at his mind, made him feel uneasy. For a few moments, he hesitated, unsure of what to 

do… and then he shook his head slowly before walking resolutely over to the shutter and 

ducking beneath it and back into the first section of the warehouse. 

He straightened to the sound of quiet clapping, and he glanced upwards before relaxing a 

bit as he caught sight of one of the demons from before… the quiet, shy one, with the silver 

amulet still hanging from her neck, but her body covered now by a full, long cloak, a bit of a 

smile on her face. He looked over her slowly, then he asked quietly: “You‟re Earth, aren‟t you? 

You were in my dreams… in that… strange place inside my head with your sisters, all those 

years ago.” 

“That‟s right. I‟m the one you saved by breaking the seal at the sacrificial altar… by 

bringing back the memory of the rape of the mother of your first child.” she blushed a bit, 

rubbing at her head slowly, and then shivering as she hugged herself. “I‟d forgotten how cold the 

real world could be… and without my sisters around, I feel weak.” 

“I know the feeling…” Zerrex glanced away quietly, and there was silence for a few 

moments before he looked back towards her almost pleadingly. “Please… tell me what the hell is 

going on here.” 

“The Prophecy.” Earth said softly, and before Zerrex could even say anything, she 

winced and shrank a bit. “Please don‟t yell, Lord Zerrex…” 

“I didn‟t even say anything…” Zerrex frowned a bit… and as she looked at him oddly for 

a moment, he connected the touch to her head with something Marina had once told him about 

her powers. Intense emotions lashing out from the mind… a sensitive telepath can be injured in 

close proximity to a person who‟s suffering the extremes of one emotion… “I‟m sorry.” A pause, 

and then he took a slow breath, closing his eyes and focusing on staying calm, asking quietly 

instead: “Can you tell me about this… prophecy? And how‟s Cherry, is she alright?” And then, 

before he could stop himself, he blurted another question: “And are you really a demon? Does 

Hell – does Heaven – exist?”  

Earth smiled a bit, and she rose her hands, saying quietly: “Everything in due time, Lord 

Zerrex. You are wise and strong… use your wisdom and strength to remain patient while we 

work through things piece-by-piece.” She paused as Zerrex winced, the Drakkaren slowly 



placing Blackheart on his back before slumping and managing to nod as he crossed his arms, 

gazing at the floor and unable to stop from looking miserable. “First off… 

“Yes… Hell, and Heaven, both exist. Not as many religions see it… not as nearly anyone 

sees it, in fact. Both are different planes with different realms and worlds, and they are as at war 

with each other as they are at peace.” Earth stepped forwards, quietly pushing a hand under 

Zerrex‟s muzzle and gazing into his eyes softly. “Do not despair, Lord Zerrex. You shall see 

your beloved child again… but she is undergoing a metamorphosis, as are you and all others 

touched by the Prophecy and the energies released when a hole was torn between the planes. 

“I am not supposed to be here…” Earth turned away, shaking her head a bit and crossing 

her arms as she closed her eyes, and Zerrex looked up in surprise. “My sisters are covering for 

me in Hell, but time moves much differently between here and there… and it won‟t be long until 

others discover the rips opening all throughout the fabric of our realities. Hell is not just a place 

of punishment, Lord Zerrex, but where many other entities exist… and many of them with their 

own agendas and possessing powers greater than even you have faced. After all, you‟ve only met 

a few demons in your life…” A glance upwards towards the sky now, as she added in a whisper: 

“And only one great evil, whose name we do not speak even in the deepest pits of Hell.” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, then he stepped forwards, his body almost touching Earth‟s… and 

she immediately pushed back, and the heat emanating from her body even from under the cloak 

seemed to fill him with energy, working into his scales as his arms automatically dropped around 

her, pulling her tight to him… and she let out a sigh, rolling her head and flexing against him as 

she spoke again: “That, too… was part of the Prophecy. Darkness brought forth from Darkness, 

to strike it down with Light after the world was consumed in fire… and now, from the ashes 

have come a spark, and Hell and Heaven and this planet have been linked together.” 

She turned around in his arms, pressing her hands against his chest and gazing up at him 

with pleading eyes. “You must trust in me, Lord Zerrex, and in the sisters… and recognize that 

we are not your enemy. We came to you in your mind to help you, and you gladly welcomed us 

then… and when we sensed your energy on the other side of the portal, we were elated… but 

too, we sensed the suffering and dying of one of our own kind, and it hurt us so greatly that we 

went against the laws of our own plane to push through and find out what had happened… and 

how the sisters and I were shocked to see her in your arms, the untamable somehow tamed by 

you…” A quiet smile, her gaze almost reverent as she looked up at him. “But yet we were 

unsurprised, in the same breath…” 

“You still haven‟t told me much about what‟s going on…” Zerrex said quietly, and Earth 

nodded slowly, looking down at him as he reached up to squeeze her shoulders, his emerald eyes 

searching her slowly. “But why are you telling me all this? And why do you look at me the way 

you do when I should be nothing more than a crunchy snack to a demon, if what you‟re talking 

about is true… if these places do exist.” 

“You know they do…” A glance up, and a faintly-amused smile as her eyes met his, her 

own green eyes gleaming. “You know they do, Lord Zerrex… and I know you feel it, even with 

as much of a cynic as you are. If you didn‟t believe us or trust in us, you never would have let go 

of the girl, Cherry… but you‟re so very wrong about yourself and your own strength. You saw 

the corruption that the energies spawned forth from the portal did to that wastrel Ravenlight, how 

it consumed him and transformed him into a monstrous mockery of you… but you simply 

shrugged off the influence of Hell itself. Oh, the energy inside of you…” And she leaned up with 

this to quietly kiss his throat, and a shiver rolled through Zerrex‟s body at the raw heat that 

touched his neck. 



She paused for a few moments… then stepped back, and Zerrex was loathe to let their 

bodies part, his hands sliding down quietly along her arms, and she took his hands for a moment 

in her own slender ones, her fingers giving him a gentle squeeze before she gazed into his eyes 

with a strange softness and affection. “Be careful, Lord Zerrex. I have to go now, but we shall 

speak further… but the sisters and I made you this.” She let go of his hands, digging quietly in 

her cloak for a few moments before pulling out a large, silvery locket, then held it out to him. 

The Drakkaren tilted his head curiously as he took it from her, amazed at the heat it gave off and 

the weight of the fist-sized ornament, and then he looked up at her as she smiled and half-bowed 

to him, speaking softly: “Look at it when you have the time… I think it might help you out.” 

Zerrex looked down at it, taking it in both hands and then glancing up to thank her… but 

she was already gone, as if vanished into thin air. The Drakkaren blinked a few times, looking 

back and forth in surprise… and then he started as the door behind him thudded open and 

Killer‟s voice started mildly: “Zerrex, where the hell… what, Gods, Zer, what happened to you?” 

The Drakkaren made a face as he turned around, rubbing the back of his head slowly with 

one hand as he slipped the locket into the pocket of his jeans and giving a bit of a grimace. “I 

don‟t think I could even explain it.” A pause as he glanced over himself, wiping at his face and 

gazing at the specks of dried blood on his fingers. “I just had a run-in with… something else 

straight out of Hell.” Or at least, my own personal one… 

Killer nodded slowly, frowning a bit as he glanced over the Drakkaren, then he said 

softly: “Alright. But we‟ve decided to head back to the military base… for some reason, Alexis 

still can‟t connect to the network properly, and I‟m starting to wonder what‟s going on back 

home. Besides, we need to get a team up here and seal off that area in the far north so we can 

begin research… don‟t worry, we‟ll cooperate fully with Hez‟Ranna.” 

“I think it‟s better if you let them send their own group up here, Killer.” Zerrex shook his 

head slowly, and the liger tilted his head at this, as the Drakkaren glanced towards the wall – 

towards the north, where that strange wormhole was doing Gods knew what. “If Ire connects 

your name with this, they‟ll crucify you and you‟ll end up with the entire world at your doorstep, 

issuing threats and demands. If I can contact Albatross, he‟ll have the High King send all the 

scientific teams they can spare around the other side of the world and they‟ll keep things nice 

and quiet.” 

“Most people still don‟t recognize the northern kingdoms exist, Zer… besides, they 

attacked one of my bases.” Killer shook his head slowly, stepping into the room and crossing his 

arms. “There‟s no way that I‟ll allow this information to become compromised… and if that 

really is some kind of portal to wherever, then it‟s my country that‟s in the most danger from a 

possible invasion.” 

Zerrex made a face at this, then he shook his head as well and said softly: “Killer, this has 

spiraled out of control. Whatever‟s going on here, Hez‟Ranna is responsible… and you don‟t 

want to get between the world and that black portal… I know you can feel it, too, and it‟s put all 

of us on edge.” 

Killer glanced down for a few moments, then he finally nodded a bit and sighed softly. 

“Sorry, Zerrex. I am… maybe I shouldn‟t‟ve gotten involved in this whole mess. I didn‟t mean 

to take the operation out of your hands, either. I know you‟re competent in this.” The liger 

looked back up, then he smiled a bit and patted the Drakkaren on the shoulder gently. “Let‟s 

head back to the transport, everyone‟s waiting for us there. Maybe we can work something out 

that‟ll benefit everyone back home.” 



“Yeah. Maybe.” Zerrex nodded slowly, and he slowly followed Killer out… yet he 

couldn‟t help but glance back into the empty room, unable to shake the feeling of foreboding that  

was making his heart feel heavier by the moment. 

 

The trip back was fairly uneventful, but a contingent of soldiers ran out to greet them as 

they arrived back in the parking lot, reporting to Killer the moment he stepped out of the 

transport that something had gone wrong with the network. Immediately, both Killer and Alexis 

excused themselves, and a tired Zerrex nodded before limping his way back to the officer‟s 

quarters with the others, intent on a good, long rest. 

He didn‟t manage much in the way of sleep, however, with the constant racket and the 

soldiers running in and out of the barracks… and so instead, he changed his clothes and then 

wandered out to find out what all the noise and chaos was about. 

It didn‟t take him long to track down the cause: a group of engineers working frantically 

away at repairing the network as Killer paced nearby, looking as if someone had just run over his 

kid and muttering under his breath into a comlink. The Drakkaren decided to leave him alone for 

a moment, instead letting himself into the briefing room nearby, and he glanced over at Alexis, 

who was standing with her arms crossed near the table, watching as computer technicians typed 

pointless commands into screens filled with static, strange shapes dancing over the glass screens 

standing lonely at the end of the room. “Interference?” 

“More like an electromagnetic pulse… but it‟s coming and going in waves.” Alexis 

shook her head slowly, making a face as she nodded to the techies working away at the 

computers. “I‟ve never seen anything like it… and with the design of the Network, we should 

still be receiving basic signals. But it‟s almost like something‟s gotten into the wires or upset the 

mainframe… the weird thing is that we can reach the Palace in Kesteven by satellite no problem, 

but any sort of wired connection that we‟ve laid down refuses to work at all.” 

“Really…” Zerrex frowned a bit, tilting his head before pausing. “Do you have a satellite 

connection nearby I could try? I want to see if it can broadcast to a target further away or not.” 

“No problem.” Alexis nodded a bit, leading him to a side door and opening it to reveal a 

private meeting room with a large monitor dominating one wall and a small uplink pad sitting on 

the table, waiting for a coded sequence to be entered.  

Zerrex grunted a bit as she sat down in one of the chairs, pulling it over to him and 

tapping in the number for the Hez‟Rannan Military Main Office, and then adding the extension 

to reach Albatross‟s private line. A moment later, he pressed the dial button, then knitted his 

hands together as he glanced down at the speakerphone tiredly.  

For a few moments, there was nothing, then a gentle ringing before Albatross picked up, 

saying mildly: “If you‟re a reporter, I have no comment on the recent events that have taken 

place.” 

“Gee, I missed talking to you too.” Zerrex grumbled, and for a few moments there was 

silence on the other end of the line before the Drakkaren asked hesitantly: “Albatross? You 

there?” 

“Dear fuck, I thought you were dead.” Albatross said after a moment, sounding 

tremendously relieved, and Zerrex smiled a bit at this, shaking his head slowly as the 

Dragokkaren asked quickly: “Is everyone else okay? And have you seen the news?” 

“I…” The Drakkaren faltered for a moment, and then he looked down quietly at the 

speaker as Alexis stepped up behind him, gently rubbing his back. “There was… someone was 

injured.” 



Albatross was quiet for the longest time… and then he said finally: “Lord Zerrex… I am 

so very, truly sorry… I should have sent in a team-” 

“A team never would‟ve been able to handle or assess what we came across.” Zerrex said 

dryly, glancing away for a moment. “It‟s my fault for not observing mission procedure; I was the 

leader of the unit, the responsibility is on my head.” He paused for a few moments, then closed 

his eyes and said softly: “But Gods… Albatross, it was like nothing I‟ve ever seen… not only 

was the unit commander some pumped-up Unseen, they tore a rip right into the fabric of reality, 

and it‟s like… like a festering sore out there, bleeding bad karma into the air.” 

There was quiet from the other end of the line, and then Albatross murmured softly: “It‟s 

like the end of the world…” A long pause, and a shiver ran down the Drakkaren‟s spine as he 

frowned a bit, about to ask why, but his mouth barely opened before the other reptile continued 

from a million miles away: “Lord Zerrex, that‟s not the only one in existence. A wormhole 

opened here, too, and we‟ve already isolated it and are studying it… we‟ll send a team up to the 

arctic as well, but I don‟t know how well we‟ll be able to hold it down with only one scientific 

team…” 

“We‟ll help.” Alexis said clearly, leaning over Zerrex‟s shoulder, and then she added: 

“This is Queen Alexis, of the Kesteven Empire… myself and my husband joined Zer…” A pause 

and a bit of a smile, and the Drakkaren muttered and dropped his head in his hands as she 

continued: “Lord Zerrex in the mission after the enemy attacked the military base we were 

staying in. We‟d be happy to help contain the situation, and we guarantee secrecy in this matter 

from any investigations that might arise.” 

Zerrex could almost see Albatross shaking his head slowly and considering the matter, 

and then the Commander-in-Chief of the Hez‟Ranna Military said dryly: “Pleased and honored 

as I am to have your help, nothing is secret anymore, your majesty. The Black Holes aren‟t just 

interfering with our hardwired connections and technologies, as I suspect they are there in the 

northlands, they‟re emitting some sort of strange radiation that‟s having other effects on the flora 

and fauna as well… and Ire has already sent us a very long, very angry message declaring that 

there are more than fifty Black Holes worldwide and that if this is some post-war trick of 

Hez‟Ranna, it and all nations involved will be wiped off the map.” 

Alexis frowned, shaking her head quickly and muttering: “That‟s absurd… we don‟t even 

know what the fuck they are. And how the hell did Ire find these so-called „Black Holes‟ so 

quickly, anyway?” 

Zerrex paused, then added mildly: “Furthermore, better question: what the hell created 

those other Black Holes? Some generator up here created the one up here… but it can‟t have 

created some worldwide reaction, can it?” 

There was the sound of pages turning on the other end of the line, and then Albatross said 

softly: “We didn‟t miss anything big, Lord Zerrex… you‟ve destroyed more than ninety percent 

of the military operations of the old Hez‟Rannan order, and some of these holes were generated 

in what looks like… barren wasteland now, places of absolutely no importance to Narrius‟s 

designs and where even setting off a nuclear explosive would have been pointless and probably 

actually improved on the landscape. Something big happened… and I don‟t know if it was from 

the initial rip in the fabric of reality, as you called it, or if we somehow missed some enormous 

„master generator,‟ but something big is in motion now. 

“As to your question, Alexis, Ire has implemented a „secret-‟” And Zerrex smiled a bit at 

the sarcasm dripping from the single world, “-security program, called „Deep Space Project 6.‟ A 

collection of satellites, probably armed, connecting into some sort of space station. All of it 



monitors radiation waves and other major energy signatures all over the world, and they sound 

like they‟re probably equipped with every type of spy technology on the market to make matters 

worse. Most of it is inactive still, but the ones that are working picked up on a mass amount of 

energy signatures and the creation of these Black Holes worldwide. And now the insane Council 

of the Republic is just begging to resume bombing the crap out of Hez‟Ranna for the „good of 

the world,‟ and to take control of all sites of the Black Holes worldwide.” 

“Fucking brilliant…” Alexis made a disgusted face, shaking her head slowly and then 

saying darkly: “Ire can kiss my ass… we‟ve got enough troops to stop any military action Ire can 

bring against us. They aren‟t the world superpower anymore, and they should learn their place by 

force if necessary.” 

“Much as I admire your eloquence, that would also set us back about twenty years and 

once more into global warfare.” Albatross reminded her gently, and Alexis made a face at the 

console as he continued softly: “Let Ire tire itself out with its sanctimonious speeches and power 

plays… the world council won‟t allow them to take any action, and they‟ll end up with another 

sanction against them for trying to send some new secret military unit into Hez‟Ranna or towards 

the nearest out-of-country Black Hole. Besides, we have Lunis to think about as well… the 

starved city of technology that Ire took control of by force. Any increase in military activity 

might lead to them completely cutting off trade from the island, and since they produce many of 

the new technologies we use worldwide…” 

“Alright, I get it.” Alexis nodded, looking a bit sullen, before she frowned a bit and sat 

down in a chair beside Zerrex, asking quietly: “So have you been able to discover anything about 

the Black Holes?” 

“Unfortunately, no… there are…” Albatross broke off and laughed a bit, sounding 

awkward. “Nevermind. It‟s nothing, really… it just seems so strange that it generated itself at 

some old, sacred ruins… do you remember, Zerrex, deep in the jungle, where those temples 

are?” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, lowering his head a bit. “Yeah, I do… that‟s where we gained 

entrance to Paradise by using the ballista Huck built for us… except the crazy bastard called it a 

„claymore,‟ right?”  

“Yeah… may he rest in peace. We could‟ve used his engineering skills here…” 

Albatross‟s voice was solemn, and then he cleared his throat, saying mildly: “Lord Zerrex, I‟ll 

debrief you later, when you feel you‟ve had sufficient rest… perhaps you and I could talk 

business, Queen Alexis, about forming a joint effort to lock down and secure the Black Hole in 

the arctic regions and any others that may have formed in your empire?” 

“I would be glad to, Commander Albatross.” Alexis said politely, and then she glanced 

over at Zerrex and gave him a smile as he nodded to her and stood up shakily. She turned back to 

the console, and the two began discussing the military situation of both countries and what they 

could spare as Zerrex limped out into the briefing room, his cane tapping a quiet beat against the 

floor. 

He looked up to see Killer sitting on the table, glancing him over before he said softly: 

“Zer, you should get some sleep… you really do look like hell.” A pause and a wince at the 

choice of words, and he fumbled: “Hey, look, we could uh… you could get a private bed in the 

infirmary if you wanted-” 

“I‟m alright, Killer. I can sleep with the grunts.” Zerrex rose a hand, shaking his head 

quickly and offering a tired smile, and then he walked slowly past the liger, heading for the open 

doorway and closing his eyes as he wandered out into the hall. Behind him at the table, Killer 



stood up and smacked his forehead with the palm of his hand, then argued with himself for a 

moment before sighing and walking over to join Alexis in discussions with Albatross, as Zerrex 

made his way slowly but surely back towards the barracks. 

It was strangely empty, only Marina snoring quietly on one of the bunks in the officer‟s 

quarters, and Zerrex shrugged a bit before laying down on a bed opposite and closing his eyes for 

a moment… and then he sighed and sat up, a hand reaching into his pocket as he fumbled out the 

heavy locket. His eyes roved over it as he rose it to eye level, tilting it back and forth, but it felt 

and looked like no metal he had ever touched. Even the chain that hung from a small golden 

hoop atop the locket seemed strange, like it was made of rock instead of white steel… the 

opposite of the locket itself, which seemed to move like liquid whenever he tilted it in his hands, 

yet always managing to retain the same shape and surprising weight. 

The reptile felt around the edges of the plain locket when he found no design or even a 

scratch on it, before one of his claws touched a little groove in the side of the ornament, and he 

pushed down on this. Immediately, the locket clicked open to reveal a deep red inside that 

seemed to vibrate and pulse, the Drakkaren staring at this and leaning forwards… and then the 

red circle in the border of liquid steel shifted before the reptile‟s shocked eyes, turning blue 

before an image of the quadruplets carved itself in the shifting blue metal, and the voice of one 

of the beings whispered: “Lord Zerrex… you must be so confused…” 

“It‟s alright. Our sister came back safe and sound, and even the Historians don‟t seem to 

have noticed her absence.” another said gently, and then it murmured softly: “But we have little 

time, Lord Zerrex, so our eldest sister will tell you what you need to know.” 

A pause, and then another voice rose up, speaking clearly and easily: “My sisters and I 

are demons from a plane of elemental glory… not the fiery Abyss, or the darkness of the Realm 

of the Damned. We do not hail from the Eternal Plain, and we do not hail from the Red Sky. In 

your religions, some revered us as demigods of great power… while others saw us as terrible 

demons responsible for bringing four terrible sins into the world that have all caused many wars 

on their own.  

“The way you spoke of us was the closest to our true nature… the way you know us and 

perceive us.” she continued softly, the Drakkaren enraptured by the voice of the female. “We are 

not creatures of good, nor are we based on the precepts of evil… we follow a different path, one 

that was laid out for us during our birth eras and eons ago, when the universe itself and all the 

planes and worlds it contains were still young. We have our own laws, rules, and morals: 

different, perhaps, than the ambiguous morality that surrounds most denizens of the physical 

plane, but yet nothing so alien it could not be understood in time. 

“Many a year ago now, a great evil rose up in the physical plane; we watched as it 

travelled throughout your world and instrumented war, famine, and destruction. Over the course 

of more than five thousand years it ran, until it was silenced… and as the Prophecy had once 

whispered, the Threat rose up anew, reborn by that which explores outward logic instead of 

inward freedom: science, a concept that was until a short time ago still alien to Hell‟s traditions 

and used more by Heaven. 

“We watched your struggle, Lord Zerrex, and as technological demons that were 

mockeries of the true Fallen Nephilim rose up with science‟s tampering… and when you fell to 

one of these, we slipped forwards into your mind in the vast broken spaces that Drake had left on 

his attack inwards, yet were nonetheless surprised when pieces of your mind – the Sheep God, 

and the one you called Ravenlight – assaulted us and imprisoned our youngest sister, seeking to 



grow stronger and thrive off her essence. Never realizing our true nature, you came to us and 

freed her.” 

There was a long pause, and then another voice said softly: “What you have to 

understand is that the Prophecy had never stated anything about the Red Beast rising twice, and 

never told us anything about you. So we were enraptured with you, and we have watched your 

exploits, lived with you and enjoyed your successes while feeling the greatest of sorrows at your 

defeat. We did not lie when we called you the Ruler of Darkness and Light; because only the 

deepest of darkness can make the light shine the brightest. 

“Lord Zerrex, the Prophecy was forged by the Historians, the controllers of the dead and 

the Scholars of Hell, and now it speaks of Catastrophe. Of terrible beasts striding free along your 

world and Heaven and Hell‟s next clash, which will finally end the great debate over which side 

gets control of the physical plane by reducing the talks to warfare that rips thousands of worlds 

apart. And your world, Lord Zerrex, is to be the first battleground, and for many hundreds of 

years, armies have massed for the great calamity ahead. 

“But there are whispers in Hell, Lord Zerrex, that not all is as it appears to be… that 

Heaven is not on the move and that the rip in the fabric of space and time was just an error of 

science with monumental consequences. Many will not be dissuaded from invasion, however, 

and we fear that soon Hell itself will begin to pour into a world that doesn‟t even know of its 

existence…” A long silence, and then a whisper: “Please, Lord Zerrex. Do not give up hope. 

Look inside yourself and better harness your strengths and fortify your weaknesses. When we 

return the Eldest Sister to you… we will tell you more.” 

A moment later, the blue flickered, and then the engraved image of the quadruplets 

slowly smoothed back into the metal as it turned from azure back into glowing crimson. Zerrex 

stared into this for a few moments, and then he slowly closed the amulet and pulled it against his 

chest, making a face and lowering his head. The implications were enormous, even with the 

obvious parts out of the way: after all, it didn‟t just sound like there was going to be a war 

between places many people these days thought of as “fantasy worlds,” but that he himself was 

going to be involved in a way that was big enough for the demonic plane to have taken an 

interest in him. Why… Gods, I want to get away from fighting, not… not become some knight in 

black armor wielding a sword in the name of Hell! 

He gritted his teeth, striking his leg with one clenched fist before throwing the locket 

down on the bed beside him and sighing, gripping the edge of the mattress firmly as he sat back a 

bit. It was frustrating and stressful, and it was only adding to the load of stress on his body and 

mind right now, as he lay back and tried to take a few moments to rest. 

But he couldn‟t relax… and after a few hours of aimlessly laying there, he left and let his 

feet take him where they would. It was only a short time before he found himself on the roof, 

staring off into the horizon miserably, the chain of the locket cold against his neck but the locket 

itself radiating a constant heat against his chest, half-hidden under his shirt. 

He wasn‟t surprised when Killer joined him only twenty minutes later, and the liger 

glanced up into the dark skies, saying softly: “Whatever else, at least the storms have stopped for 

a little while up here… much as I like snow, the wind and the blizzards can get a bit boring after 

a while.” 

“Right…” Zerrex said softly, and then he shook his head slowly before reaching up to 

grip the crossbars, his eyes roving downwards to the snowy banks outside. “The last while has 

already been crazy enough by itself… I don‟t even know what happened today still.” 



“Yesterday.” Killer said mildly, and the Drakkaren blinked as he looked over at the huge 

feline, who shrugged a bit. 

“Seriously?” A nod from the warrior tiger, and Zerrex made a face, slouching a bit 

against the barrier around the roof and muttering under his breath: “Wonderful. Absolutely 

wonderful… I forgot how little the difference is between day and night this far up north.” 

Killer nodded again, then he glanced over to the reptile and said softly: “Whenever you 

want to leave, there‟s a helicopter ready and waiting… but why don‟t you go after you‟ve had a 

meal with us? The weather doesn‟t look like it‟s going to change much, and Alexis and I would 

be happy to sit and dine with you and your family…” He broke off, then joined Zerrex in looking 

off towards the cloudy horizon. 

The Drakkaren was quiet for the longest time, then he finally shook his head slowly and 

said quietly: “I can‟t right now, Killer. I‟m sorry, but it‟s just a mix of everything… I‟d much 

rather like to just pack things up and get out of here. I already feel as if I‟ve stayed too long.” 

The lizard rubbed a hand slowly though hair that was still gritty with dirt and blood, and then he 

sighed a bit. “Things have gotten complicated.” 

“I understand. I‟ll have the helicopter prepped in twenty minutes.” Killer said quietly, 

then he reached over and wrapped an arm around Zerrex‟s shoulders, giving him a tight squeeze 

and saying softly: “Take care of yourself, old friend.” 

“You too, Killer.” Zerrex nodded a bit, then he traded a quick hug with the liger before 

watching him leave, his eyes once more straying to the skyline and his thoughts to Cherry and 

what might lay beyond the world. I don‟t want to believe it… I don‟t want to believe in 

everything I stupidly used to… 

 

Goodbyes were exchanged again at the heliport – although they were a bit more muted 

than they would‟ve been in other circumstances – and then a small transport helicopter carried 

Zerrex and his family – most of my family… – back towards the Hez‟Ranna Embassy in Northern 

Ire. From there, the private jet they had arrived in flew them back to Valise City, where their 

home was and the only place Zerrex wanted to be right now. 

Everyone was tired and sore by the end of the trip, all of them looking forwards to 

nothing more than sleep… but still, even here, Zerrex found himself uncomfortable and unhappy. 

Changing his clothes, cleaning his weapons, even finally managing a bath to relax his aching 

body and tired muscles did nothing to relieve his stress… and finally he realized it was because 

everything here reminded him of Cherry. Art projects she‟d helped Marina with, guns she used 

and took care of, her weights and her uniforms and her clothes and her room and the holes she‟d 

knocked in the walls… it all made him think of her. 

Finally, Zerrex retreated to his study and sat quietly in his favorite armchair, wearing 

nothing more than a pair of pants and the amulet set aside on the table, playing anxiously at 

where there had once been a golden wedding band upon his finger… but the ring had long been 

lost, broken in some battle in his past. 

Albatross had called once or twice, but he had ignored him… all he wanted to do was sit 

here, and make the world go away. And soon enough, it did for a little while as he fell asleep in 

the chair, his cane on the floor beside the chair to make sure he didn‟t knock it over, head 

slumped forwards a little as he snored and shifted restlessly every so often. Despite this, though, 

his exhausted body didn‟t so much as twitch even when someone quietly opened the door to his 

study and slid inside. 



Feet in heavy black-metal boots moved soundlessly towards the chair, a long cloak 

fluttering behind the figure as it strode towards him… and then it stopped and a scaled hand 

gently stroked Zerrex‟s cheek. The reptile twitched at the touch and the strange heat, and then his 

eyes slowly opened and he started as he stared stupidly at a grinning female Drakkaren with red 

scales and a lithe, beautiful body and voluptuous bosom barely clad under black cloth that had 

been simply wrapped around her bountiful breasts several times and then tied off over one 

shoulder, next to a choker that went around her neck… and for a moment Zerrex wondered 

dumbly if he was dreaming, as his eyes roved down to the leather belt with a skull for a buckle 

and tight cloth pants… before his eyes flicked back up and he noted the thin, long black 

branched horns extending from her skull, and her eyes gleamed with a rainbow of colors as a 

forked tongue slid out and licked her own muzzle slowly. 

“What the hell!” Zerrex started, blinking stupidly and grasping the arms of his chair, 

immediately looking back and forth for something to hit the apparent-demon standing in front of 

him… but he calmed a bit when she stepped back, snorting and flicking a tail that had several 

large, sharp bone-spikes coming out along the end of it in several directions. He stared at her, 

shrinking back into the chair, then finally leaned forwards and glanced over her, mumbling: 

“Why are all the demons I meet chicks?” 

“Like you‟re complaining, douchebag.” The demoness muttered, and then immediately 

covered her mouth, coughing and flushing deeply. Zerrex blinked at the sound of her voice and 

the familiarity of it… and then he leaned forwards a bit more, frowning deeply and narrowing his 

eyes down to slits. 

“Cherry?” He asked finally, and the female coughed again and tried to look away, 

blushing deeply before wincing as Zerrex sat back, glaring at her. “You bitch! What the hell have 

you gone and done to yourself?” A pause, and then he added mildly: “By the way, it‟s good to 

see you. I take it you‟re feeling better.” 

“I fucking hate you.” Cherry said sourly, and then she crossed her arms as her 

musculature filled out, her scales flickering back to their usual beryl and her eyes going from 

rainbow to brilliant blue… but then she smiled a bit as Zerrex looked visibly relieved at the look 

on her face, adding: “Besides, look, I can cure most of it.” 

“Except those…” Zerrex glanced up at her horns, as unlike the rest of her body, they 

filled in a bit, curling slightly near the tips, and he frowned a bit as she reached up and grasped 

them dumbly as he shrugged a bit, trying not to show any worry as he added distantly: “But I 

guess that‟s okay…” 

A long pause, and then he grinned and sat up, pointing at her as she pointed back, and 

they said unanimously: “Because after all, they‟re great for grabbing!” They collapsed into 

laughter, and Cherry fell back into Zerrex‟s lap before spinning around, smiling seductively 

down to him instead now as she straddled the chair with her legs and grasped his shoulders, the 

lizard‟s laughter dying in his throat as she leaned down and kissed him slowly and passionately, 

and he couldn‟t help but respond, his hands immediately grasping her hips, squeezing into her 

with surprising strength as he felt their tongues dancing hungrily. 

He didn‟t think even Cherry had planned it to happen, but a moment later he was 

fumbling at the fly of his pants as she tore the knot loose from the wrapping around her breasts 

and let them fall free from the constraints that had been wrapped around them, before her hands 

reached down to tear off her belt and toss it aside, the skull thunking hollowly against the floor 

as Zerrex‟s beginning-to-thicken penis sprung loose of his pants, Cherry letting out a moan as 



she shoved her own pants down just far enough for Zerrex to see with a surprised look that the 

hermaphrodite was no longer a hermaphrodite. 

“Cherry, did they cut off your dick or something?” He asked stupidly, but all he got in 

response was a breathy: „later,‟ and then he heard the sound of her pants simply tearing in half as 

she refused to fumble them down any further, the fully-fledged female shoving herself forwards 

and rocking the chair as Zerrex grunted and then grinned widely, looking up as she pushed 

herself up on her knees in a feat of balance on the arms of the chairs, one of her hands reaching 

down and grasping the black flesh of the Drakkaren‟s shaft, stroking it rapidly as it grew towards 

its full thirty-two inch erection and guiding his engorged head already towards her sex… 

She dropped herself down with a moan, and he arched his back as he pierced her body 

with his thick cock, feeling himself instantly reach full size as one of his hands moved from her 

hip to a breast, but before he could even begin to thrust upwards, she began doing all the work, 

groaning and throwing her head back as one of his hands worked her bust firmly, the fingers of 

the other digging into her hip with enough force to draw blood. She howled like a wild thing 

meanwhile, the male grunting hungrily as he barely managed to find time with her already rapid 

and hard rhythm. 

She was milking him fast, but now his own wants and hungers were rising, and other 

memories and sensations – she was here, she was home, and he had missed her… and now he 

went about showing that by yanking her down to the hilt, making her shriek in surprise, her eyes 

widening as she found herself almost at eye-level with the Drakkaren despite her impressive 

height, and he wrapped an arm around her shoulders to prevent her from moving, his muscular 

body flexing and dragging her forwards into another kiss, grinding his teeth against hers and her 

gums, his tongue twisting and pinning hers, his mouth moving hungrily as she cried out at the 

near-bites of his teeth… and then she was pushing hard back, twisting her hips powerfully and 

gyrating her passage against his huge cock as she thrust her breasts forwards against him, her 

hard nipples scratching over his palms as her blood rolled down both their tongues. 

Zerrex released her after a moment, and she dropped her head forwards as she began to 

buck her body up and down again, moving fast and hard as she grinned at him hungrily… and as 

he growled hungrily back, his hands dropping to her hips as he began to thrust in return, she 

started to change her own rhythm, playing games with him, not letting him move again as she 

whispered raggedly: “What‟s the fuckin‟ matter with you, bitch? Since when can I make you my 

toy, Zerrex?” 

“Don‟t talk to me that way, you whore.” Zerrex growled, his eyes sparking as his own 

grin widened, and then he held her tightly as he slammed his shaft hard up into her, and Cherry‟s 

eyes bulged as her back arched, crying out in short bursts as he hammered his shaft up into her as 

hard and quickly as he could manage while holding her steady at the same time, not letting her 

move at all before drawing down and forcing her body down until the lips of her sex kissed her 

waist, her legs and waist twitching as she tried to move in any way she could, but the male not 

letting her as he said hungrily: “You need me, isn‟t that right? You‟re the one who‟s under my 

control, right?” 

“Yes… oh fuck, yes…” Cherry whispered in return, and she began to pant harder, 

moaning as she pressed her body forwards against him, her hands reaching up to dig into his 

shoulders as she looked into his eyes, letting her jaws stretch open and her breath wash over him 

with another groan of need and bliss. “Please, fuck me… I need it, I need you… fuck me…” 

Zerrex grinned at her, then he loosened his grip on her hips to give a slow, long push 

upwards with his hips, grinding his shaft inside of her before drawing back just as slowly, inch 



after inch of black flesh pulling free as she cried out in pleasure, shivers rolling through her body 

visibly as her own huge musculature flexed powerfully, and he said teasingly: “No problem… 

but tell me what a worthless bitch you are without me, huh?” 

“Shit…” Cherry groaned as Zerrex thrusted slowly into her again, more than a foot of 

black flesh disappearing slowly into her as she moved in time, her hips twitching ever-so-slightly 

as she tried to control herself. “Like I need to tell you that… like I have any right, slut that I 

am…” A look into his eyes of unquestioning servitude and hot desire, and Zerrex thrusted a bit 

faster, Cherry eagerly bouncing harder and panting hungrily as she moaned in lust. “A whore, a 

bitch, a fucktoy, nothing without her Master, useless without you, Zerrex… I need you Zerrex, 

God, how I fucking need you, how I need this!”  

She threw her head back, letting out another loud cry of pleasure as Zerrex moved into an 

appreciable rate, watching her huge breasts bounce as the darker side of him reveled in her 

obvious submission, and then her hands clenched down on his shoulders as his own tightened a 

bit on her waist, his eyes widening in surprise as she screamed: “Oh fuck, I can‟t hold back! 

Fuck, yes, yes, yes, that‟s it, Zerrex, fuck yes!” 

She began to almost savagely bounce on him again, her body flexing as Zerrex felt her 

shaft tightening, to the point where it was almost painful… but he was unable to stop himself 

from thrusting in return, growling hungrily and panting hard at the ecstasy her movements were 

bringing him, shocked by not only her aggressiveness but her speed at reaching orgasm… and 

then she cried out again in absolute joy, clutching into him and throwing herself forwards against 

him, her breasts bouncing against and over his muzzle as he groaned hungrily into the hot, 

sumptuous flesh, loving the heat emanating off her and the intensely erotic bliss burning in his 

loins as her sex clenched against his massive black penis again and again, squeezing his member 

to the point where he almost felt she was going to gobble him up from down there before her 

liquid burst free in a flood. 

It felt like bliss, pure bliss, as her fluids poured over him – hotter and wetter and better 

than he‟d ever remembered it being, driving his own ecstasy and needs skywards… but before he 

could even begin to speed up his thrusts, Cherry raised her body and leapt off him, her own 

fluids splattering down her legs and over the Drakkaren‟s chest as she grinned widely, pointing 

at her own head and growling hungrily at Zerrex as she seized his shaft with the other hand. 

“Grab on tight!” 

Zerrex blinked, and then he groaned, his head rolling back and his hands automatically 

snapping down on her horns, his eyes rolling back in absolute pleasure as she simply buried his 

gargantuan shaft down her muzzle in one quick movement and crouched at the same time, almost 

diving into his crotch. Her tongue slithered around his cock as she bobbed her head quickly up 

and down the long obsidian member, one of her hands rubbing slowly over his chest and the 

other grasping the base of his cock for a moment before she pushed forwards, the Drakkaren 

male fidgeting in the chair and grunting hungrily as she felt his penis pushing even further 

forwards, and then he gasped and opened his eyes, staring down as Cherry‟s muzzle pushed 

snugly against his crotch. 

She began to move quickly back and forth, and he grunted hungrily as he looked down at 

her, panting hotly and a grin rising to his muzzle as a growl rose in the back of his throat. “Oh 

Cherry… just couldn‟t resist the taste of yourself and my cock together, huh?” A lick of his own 

muzzle, his hands tightening around her horns as her eyes opened and a grin spread around his 

shaft… and he knew with just that look that she was inviting him to do what he wanted; more 



than that, she wanted him to be as rough with her as he pleased. “But that‟s fine bitch… I like it 

best when you clean all your whore juice off my big… meaty… cock!” 

The last few words he accented by yanking her forwards once, twice, and then thrice, the 

final jerk bringing her nose shoving back into his waist, and he groaned hungrily as Cherry made 

slow, quick bobs,  her tongue slithering out to lap at his testicles even as the rest of it massaged 

at his shaft, before he pushed her slowly backwards, and she drew back as he watched inch by 

inch of his almost three-foot shaft reveal itself like some sort of erotic magic trick from her 

muzzle. He growled hungrily as her mouth settled finally around only the thick head of his penis, 

and then his head rolled back, the pleasure rising rapidly inside his body until he felt it rapidly 

going over the edge as Cherry began to piston herself forwards eagerly. 

Her mouth raced back and forth over his slick cock, her movements letting her take in 

somehow more than she should be able to even as he stiffened rapidly up… and before he could 

even say anything, she suddenly drew back, reaching up to grasp his slick shaft with both hands 

and  stroking it rapidly as she suckled hungrily on the head of his massive penis for a few more 

moments, Zerrex‟s eyes bulging in pleasure before she grinned widely and  leaned suddenly back 

just as he felt himself tip over the final barrier and his seed come bursting free, and his penis 

pulsed thickly in her hands as a thick spray of his juices blasted over her muzzle, some of it 

landing on her breasts and a bit going over her head, but most of it splattering over her face. A 

moment later, another string did the same, and another and another after that, the reptile 

saturating her in his liquids as Cherry moaned and begged for more… but by now she was 

mostly inarticulate, and Zerrex was in too much ecstasy to hear, his back arched and his eyes 

rolled up on his head as his hands threatened to crack her horns, they were gripping her so 

tightly. 

Finally, it was over… and Cherry grinned slowly as Zerrex looked down at her with a 

stupid grin before his jaw dropped a bit as she went to licking his still-hard shaft free of seed, his 

tongue sending a shiver through his body with every drag over his hard flesh… and she drew the 

cleaning out, the eroticism fading from sexuality into sensuality even with the roles of their 

strange relationship still easily apparent and continuous oral teasing… but finally, she stepped 

back for a moment, if only to clean herself up a bit with the remains of her torn pants. 

After a few minutes, Cherry sat quietly on his lap, and for the moment, both of them were 

naked, the Drakkaren‟s own clothes discarded and Cherry‟s boots kicked off… and then they 

traded a gentle kiss, and she leaned against him, considerably calmer and softer now as she 

whispered: “I loved you. And you know, I honestly meant to show off my changes differently…” 

A pause and a bit of a grin as she leaned back and winked at him. “Well, even if at first I thought 

it‟d be fun to see if I could get you to fuck a stranger.” 

“This should‟ve been a giveaway.” Zerrex said quietly, then he gently touched the choker 

Cherry still wore, with the silver plate and the faintly-engraved „II,‟ upon it, and she flushed a bit 

before he looked into her eyes quietly, hugging her tightly and then smiling faintly. “But you‟re 

acting like it‟s been a thousand years since we last saw each other… making me treat you like a 

common whore and then asking to cuddle up close and nude… I don‟t think you‟ve ever asked 

for the latter before.” 

“Time is… different in…” A pause, and then she finished quietly. “Hell.” 

For a moment, they sat together, Cherry clinging to him gently and closing her eyes as 

she lowered her head to his chest, her horns slowly shrinking until they faded away completely, 

and Zerrex watched this for a few moments before asking finally with a half-smile: “So tell me 

what my future home is going to look like.” 



“Oh, fuck you.” Cherry snorted, grinning a bit up at him as she struck his chest firmly 

with a fist, and then her expression toned down to a thoughtful smile. “But it wasn‟t at all what I 

expected, to be honest… there were… nice places there. But some of it was even worse than I 

imagined…” Cherry shook her head slowly, then returned to quietly holding the male who‟d 

become her father around the neck, rocking gently with him and laughing faintly. “The Sisters 

were good to me, though, and they talked about you a lot… and they told me about me a lot, 

too.” 

Zerrex looked at her curiously as she glanced down, and then he quietly kissed her 

forehead and said softly: “I‟m here to listen, Cherry. I want to know everything that happened… 

you know how much I love and care for you.” 

“I love you too.” Cherry replied immediately, almost stepping on the end of his sentence, 

and Zerrex blinked at the reaction as she flushed and smiled embarrassedly, shrinking a bit 

against him and then trying to laugh it off stupidly. But she had never been much into saying 

those words… and moreover, had never, ever said it back before looking embarrassed, as if it 

was some major tactical weakness for the enemy to be exploited or something to be secretly 

ashamed of in the darkest, deepest night. “I mean… you know, you‟re okay.” Another long 

pause, and then she cleared her throat, smiling a bit up at him. “But… I wasn‟t really surprised. 

My mother… Beatrice Blossom… was born of a Drakkaren and an Incubus.” A long pause as 

Zerrex tried to take that in for a moment, before she added mildly: “Maybe that‟s why I love 

being such a butch whore.” 

“You suck all the seriousness out of every situation.” Zerrex said dourly, then he shook 

his head quickly as she rolled her eyes, but what surprised him was that he didn‟t exactly have to 

process that bit of information – with the wide array of talents, abilities, and strange phenomenon 

that occurred around her, it made perfect sense. At least in our world… which has never made 

much sense at all to begin with. “But well… an Incubus?” 

“Yeah, „cept they aren‟t just male sexual demons like you always said.” Cherry stuck her 

tongue out at him, and now the male Drakkaren rose his eyes. “They have a lot of different tasks 

in Hell… but it seems that not only was my grandfather a demon, he was a Baron in one of 

Hell‟s northern provinces…” A pause and a faint smile. “Gods, Zerrex, I hope one day that… we 

really can go to Hell together, to be entirely honest. The place is scary at first, but… after you get 

used to it, it‟s really a beautiful world. Immense and connected into all sorts of other insane 

planes and places… and the demons there can truly be welcoming, and the stuff they can do…” 

Now a wide grin spread over her muzzle, the female licking her muzzle slowly, and Zerrex 

stared as he felt a thrill run through his body at just the sight of that predatory look. 

A pause, and then he coughed a bit before asking mildly: “So uh… I take it you had your 

fill of sex and violence down there in just a day‟s time, huh? But… I heard from one of the 

Sisters that time moves differently.” 

“Way differently…” Cherry grinned a bit, wrapping her arms around Zerrex‟s neck as 

she shifted in his lap, leaning back and looking into his eyes with wry amusement. “Even though 

it‟s been a day here… in Hell, it was two thousand and seven hundred years.” 

The Drakkaren blinked slowly, thinking he‟d misheard, but Cherry shook her head 

slowly, her smile toning down a bit as she spoke in a soft, serious voice: “In Hell, you don‟t age, 

any more than the demons or the other creatures that call that place its home do, or the lost and 

tortured souls who they punish and control. I still don‟t understand how the whole place works 

even after all the time I spent there, but… 



“Well, the Sisters took care of me, and they were extremely careful to make sure I didn‟t 

die…” Another look of amusement, as Zerrex slowly rubbed along Cherry‟s back. “They said if I 

did, I‟d become a permanent resident of Hell… and that I wouldn‟t be able to move freely back 

and forth between the physical plane and there. Even when the Sisters came here, you know, 

they put themselves in dire risk… anyone caught going against Hell‟s laws is severely punished 

by one of the four High Princes, who sit on the Compass Thrones. And I bet you‟re just eatin‟ 

this up, ain‟t you, Zer?” A wide grin as Zerrex made a face. “You‟re such a fucking nerd for shit 

like this.” 

“I hate you.” Zerrex said sulkily, and for a moment they glared at each other before he 

slid his hands down to grasp her buttocks and squeeze them teasingly, and immediately Cherry 

brightened again as she slid closer to his body. “Talk.” 

Cherry brightened even more at the authoritative command, looking almost dreamily at 

Zerrex… which made him feel awkward, to say the least. Cherry hadn‟t gazed at him with such 

affection or shown such a love of him dominating her since they had been young and stupid and 

in the Goth Legion… but he pushed those feelings aside as she cleared her throat and then shook 

her head, looking embarrassed as she continued: “The Princes – and Princess – are the masters of 

Hell. North, South, East, and West, and all that lay in that stretch of domain… the High Princes 

are above the rest of Hell‟s monarchy, which includes a plethora of kings, queens, emperors, and 

all that other bullshit. Demons have a very strict caste system, based upon power, birthright and 

age… and thankfully, the Sisters are all treated as sort of… high order priestess bitches. You 

know, they get a right to privacy and stuff of their own and like, this really great temple. That‟s 

where they healed me, in some… magic shit. I mean, dude, this was like… crazy ass roleplaying 

game with the dice sort of shit, but like, real. 

“They kept me there for… fuck, had to be six hundred years or more. I lapsed into a 

coma, see, because first I got really sick from when they had to take the pipe out…” A pause as 

she glanced down quietly at her unscarred stomach, touching where the pipe had been. “And 

then I started to be affected by Hell‟s corruption, they called it. But it‟s not so much corruption 

as like… purification? Fuck, I‟m no poet like you.” 

“I‟m not a poet.” Zerrex muttered, then he reached up and gently tapped Cherry‟s temple 

as he ground his crotch forwards gently at the same time, making her breathe a bit harder and 

grind slowly back as she buried her head against his neck. “But is that why you had the horns, 

then?” 

“More than that…” Cherry paused, then shook her head slowly. “It‟s amazing, Zerrex… I 

mean, I started helping out around the temple, and that became my daily life… and I ain‟t never 

prayed before, but fuck. Their gods – you get to see all of their gods, except for the ones who 

have been locked away or died – and the angels? Shit. I mean, it ain‟t like the holy books right… 

some demons worship angels, and fuck, I saw angels. Real live angels.” Cherry sat back, once 

more gazing into Zerrex‟s eyes with almost childlike excitement. “It was amazing! I never 

fucked one though.” A sly grin as she leaned forwards, pushing their noses together. “But you 

are so fucking me hard on some fake altar we make up with your angel wings out when we get a 

chance. And I‟ll go all super-demonic looking and shit, and we just roleplay like fuck as we… 

well… fuck all night and-” 

Zerrex cleared his throat and looked at her mildly for a few moments, and Cherry 

coughed, rubbing the back of her head slowly as a blush rose in her cheeks, mumbling under her 

breath: “Spoilsport.” A few moments later, however, she continued to speak in calmer tones, 

turning around to lay back against him and idly guiding one of Zerrex‟s hands to her breasts. 



“Look. It became my daily life… I learned rituals, exorcisms, even magical spells… and they 

talked a lot about the physical world, how excited everyone was even though most of the rifts 

had been sealed trapped in special magical barriers by the demon lords while they discussed 

what to do.  

“Something‟s going on down there… something big, that‟s all I can say for sure.” Cherry 

shook her head slowly, murmuring softly: “And see… as I found out, demons will sometimes 

sleep for days, and sometimes time passes funny, as well. You might think to yourself, „Well, I‟ll 

go down to the market and see what they‟re offering,‟ and you do that, but when you get back 

home, a year has gone by. And the High Royalty will have long discussions that literally last a 

thousand or so years over what to do in Hell, and some say that these scary motherfuckers called 

Scribes have the power to alter the course of time and space in the entire plane if they so feel like 

it… it‟s just… scary the power you see.” She shook her head again, pressing closer to Zerrex and 

saying quietly: “I… Zerrex, I thought I was tough, but some of those demons can do terrible and 

amazing things. 

“But what was I talking about?” Cherry paused, then nodded a bit as she smiled a bit, 

lowering her head and breathing softly as one of Zerrex‟s hands gently rubbed a breast. “That‟s 

nice… and well… you see me now.” Cherry shrugged a bit against him, smiling faintly again 

and hesitating for a few long moments, until she finally turned around and took Zerrex‟s hands in 

both her own, lowering her head and speaking softly: “After… I dunno how long. The Sisters say 

you get used to it, and that the clocks that keep track of the days and the years are always right, 

but… come on. It was scary. After… I dunno, a thousand years after I woke up from being so 

sick for so long, brought back again and again from the edge of death by magic and potions and 

shit… I woke up one day and realized the extent of these changes over my body. And they took 

me to the back of the courtyard of the monastery – all I had known for all that time – and the 

Sisters began to train me… 

“And they called me their Eldest Sister…” She looked quietly into the Drakkaren‟s eyes, 

speaking in softer tones, and Zerrex could tell she was still edging around some subject she was 

scared to bring up, and that terrified him because Cherry had always told him everything all her 

life… even when they broke off their marriage. “And… and…” 

“You can tell me.” The Drakkaren said softly, and he let go of one hand to wrap his arm 

tightly around her body, pulling her against him as the other stayed tightly interlocked with her 

fingers. “What is it, Cherry?” 

Cherry pressed tight against him for a few moments, breathing quietly and trembling a 

bit… and then she finally said meekly: “They told me I‟d fallen asleep for a long time after work 

one day… and then the change had begun, and all I could do was accept it. They taught me my 

abilities, my powers, and made me look in a mirror at my new body, my new true body, until I 

accepted it. This form… female instead of hermaphrodite, but still lookin‟ like the old me… isn‟t 

me, Zerrex.” 

Zerrex looked down at Cherry quietly, stricken deep by the tone of her voice: shame, as if 

she had done some unforgiveable sin. He looked at her quietly, and then she glanced up and a 

tear ran down her cheek as she whispered: “For the next thousand years, I roamed Hell almost 

freely in my new body… because I looked, acted, spoke just like a demon, as if I was some royal 

shit who didn‟t have to do the rest of the tasks that the others set down. I sat in the taverns, I 

fucked when I felt like it, and I even did a few punishments… but oh, Zerrex… I wanted to come 

home, but the barriers were still up and the Sisters spoke of some… fuckin‟… magic security 

system that they had to wait to turn off first. For a thousand and some years, all I could think of 



was seeing you, my father… the one person I love…” A quiet look down. “And for the first time 

I felt like any other girl, because of the fact I‟ve changed. I‟m more demon than person, and I 

know how much you loved this body, dick or not… and I don‟t want to be ugly to your eyes in 

any way, Zerrex. 

“The way the girls talked about you made me realize something, Boss.” A look up, and 

Cherry quietly took Zerrex‟s hands as she shivered, visibly fighting back tears that came anyway. 

“Without you around, I only feel like a war machine and a fucktoy that tends to bite its user‟s 

dick off… but with you around, even the darkness and hate inside me suddenly feels like it‟s 

under control. You‟re my prison and my palace, Boss… and I love you for that, and for being the 

only male to not only dominate me… but at the same time, respect me.” 

The Drakkaren opened his mouth to reply, to at least say it was alright… and then 

Cherry‟s body shifted as she slid backwards to stand in front of him, her horns sprouting and 

branching out to become almost black antlers but for their thinness, long and sleek as her 

musculature compacted and decreased, her breasts jiggling a bit as her body straightened out and 

long, leathery wings sprouted from her back. Her feet became like talons, with two large claws 

and a hook on the heel, and her tail thickened and lengthened, a double-row of bone spikes lining 

it and ending in a long, barbed hook now. She grunted, leaning forwards a bit as her golden fins 

sprouted from her skull and turned into a line of gold spikes leading down her spine to her tail. 

She straightened and flexed a stomach that was now smooth and toned instead of chiseled 

muscle, her body shining with crimson, lustrous scales, her breasts firm, huge and attractive, and 

she quietly clutched her small hands in front of Zerrex as her red eyes looked down pleadingly 

into his from her ten feet of height, whispering quietly: “You know, I‟ve never been concerned 

about my body, but… look at me. I‟m completely different… generic, thin and female. I look 

like a fucking supermodel, and I don‟t even understand how I‟m supposed to function when-” 

Zerrex stood up, grabbed her by the collar that was still firmly around her neck, and 

yanked her down into a hungry kiss, drawing it out for a few moments before leaning back with 

a surprised pant, a bit of blood dribbling from his muzzle as he stared at her dumbly, and she 

flushed deeply as he wiped it away, saying dumbly: “Do god sharp teeth.” 

“You fuckin‟ idiot.” Cherry said softly, and then she smiled faintly, and she embraced 

him tightly as she murmured: “Whether I was in Hell or not, being away from you has softened 

me up a lot, Boss…” 

“What a pleasant surprise then.” Zerrex responded softly, and then he glanced over her as 

he sat back in his chair, tilting his head as he gazed over her, rubbing idly at his mouth, before he 

shook his head and let his smile turn into a dumb grin as he said mildly: “What the hell are you 

though, Cherry? I‟ve never seen anyone change shapes the way you are.” 

Cherry shrugged a bit, rubbing the back of her head slowly and seeming to ponder the 

question, then she glanced up and gave him a teasing smile as her body changed again, and 

Zerrex‟s jaw dropped as he found himself staring at… It‟s me. But with boobs.  

Cherry grinned widely, flexing her arms and looking across at him with entertainment, 

now-emerald eyes sparkling as she gave her head a quick shake to clear the white hair from her 

face, her body more effeminate than his own and lacking his scars, but very obviously a female 

replica of Zerrex… or rather, mostly female, with the huge, bulging member dangling down 

between her legs and almost to her knees. Zerrex found himself staring at this as Cherry gave 

him a look of amusement, before grabbing her own breasts and pouting a bit. “What, are these 

not good enough? I can make them bigger.” 



“No, it‟s just that…” A long pause as Zerrex‟s eyes travelled slowly up to her teasing 

grin, saying dumbly: “Make them bigger.” 

“Maybe later.” Cherry snorted, and then her body shifted again, and this time Zerrex 

narrowed his eyes to watch the change; how her eyes turned first, and then the way her 

musculature subtly twitched as her scales seemed to slither over her body and broke apart to 

make way for bone and flesh alike to push through and form into something else… it was 

scintillating, and it was beautiful in its weirdness. And once more, he was looking at the female, 

plain body of Cherry… and she smiled teasingly as she poked her large breasts. “About the same 

size, and no penis, which I think is a real drag, but I feel comfortable like this.” 

“I‟m comfortable with however you look.” Zerrex said gently, and Cherry snorted and 

muttered something, but he saw the faint blush rise in her cheeks too. And there‟s no way she can 

hide the look in her eyes… Cherry might be tough, but I know better than ever now she‟s still got 

her soft spots. “But come here, sit in Daddy‟s lap.” 

“Dude, but it‟s hot when you say that.” Cherry leered at him, then pranced over and 

dropped firmly in his lap, wrapping her arms around his neck and then simply licking his cheek, 

and Zerrex flailed a bit and groaned as the female laughed… but it was a real laugh, and it was 

Cherry being Cherry – and that, more than anything, comforted the Drakkaren, whether it came 

with slobber or not. “But what were you asking before? Right. What I am. See… it‟s weird. 

There‟s that caste system in Hell, right? And the kind of demon you are does have an effect on 

that, even if it‟s perfectly possible for some sort of demon soldier class to be born of say… a 

demon king who‟s some… giant fucking demon thing and a duchess who‟s like… a succubus.” 

She looked lame for a few long moments, then snapped as Zerrex gave her a mild look: “I‟m 

fucking tired! So what if I can‟t think of the proper names for demons other than the kiddy ones 

that everyone knows.” 

She pouted for a few moments, then muttered under her breath: “Anyway. Whereas 

Incubi often hold medium and higher stations, succubi are in the middle – they‟re pretty vanilla, 

for the most part. There‟s a higher class of the same sorta sexual predator female demon too, but 

I forget their name… anyway, I fit more into that class, I guess.” She looked lame for a few long 

moments. “Like the Sisters. They aren‟t succubi, but those… same sorta demon.” 

“That‟s fine. Either way, you‟re still Cherry and my daughter and slave and everything 

else.” Zerrex said, keeping his tone almost absent, and the demonic female grinned widely at 

this, looking more pleased than she had the day he‟d given her a custom leather bondage outfit… 

and then instantly regretted it when she‟d worn it all day around the house. “But like I said 

before, that shapeshifting…” 

“You wanna know my tricks and treats, huh?” Cherry squeezed Zerrex teasing around the 

neck, looking at him with amusement as she nodded slowly, then she brightened. “Want me to 

show you? I promise I won‟t burn down the house, but I got some real cool moves-” 

“No.” Zerrex said firmly, and the now fully-fledged demoness pouted a bit before he 

asked mildly: “So, in words, not in actions… what kind of „tricks and treats‟ can you do?” 

Cherry sniffed a bit at this, then crossed her arms and lay back against him for a few 

moments, apparently pondering how to describe her newfound – or perhaps for her, long-honed – 

abilities. “Well, I‟m like… I dunno. I can take on the form of pretty much any sorta reptile and 

hide my demon traits – the horns and wings are sorta a big fuckin‟ giveaway, yes. And there‟s 

the rituals and shit I‟ve learned, but I have no clue if they work so well out here… and the Sisters 

tell me that with my nature, I should be able to play a lot of sexual tricks and really lure someone 



in, or even suck their life force dry or enslave them…” A pause, and then she tented her fingers 

and grinned widely up at Zerrex. “Let‟s go to the gym later.” 

“Ugh. No mind control, Cherry.” The Drakkaren rolled his eyes, shoving her off his lap, 

and she cackled a bit as she fell over on the floor, simply leering up at him as he looked back 

down at her sourly. “So you can assume male, androgynous, or female form, I take it?” 

“Ooh, look at me, I can say fancy words like „android-genus.‟” Cherry stuck out her 

tongue at him, and the Drakkaren made a face at her as she stood up, brushing herself off and 

saying pompously: “You know, I‟m way cooler than you, especially now, and-” 

Before she could finish, Zerrex flicked a marble-sized sphere of energy at her, and it 

struck her crotch with a loud popping sound, making her eyes bulge as she gripped herself. She 

coughed a bit, then mumbled: “I think you broke my clitoris.” A pause, and then she added 

stupidly: “I used the word „clitoris‟ in a sentence.”  

“Yes. Yes you did.” The scarred lizard rose his eyes, then he crossed his arms, asking 

once more in a careful, slow voice: “So. You can change shapes, and take on any form?” 

“As long as it‟s reptilian or demonic in origin, I can take on any form, any sex.” Cherry 

immediately straightened and nodded, and Zerrex blinked a bit at her answer: serious, concise, 

and without her usual vulgarities. Almost like this is debriefing after a mission… “But I can‟t 

take on the form of mammals or grow much in the way of fur. Small patches and whatever, is 

fine… and I can utilize fully anything I grow, even if it isn‟t part of my usual body. At the same 

time, though, even if I can shift easily back and forth between anything relatively close to my 

size, it‟s hard for me to grow larger than ten feet in any form except my real one…” A bit of a 

smile as she rubbed her head and added softly: “But otherwise I‟ve retained my ability to 

increase in size and shit and… all that other stuff.” 

Zerrex glanced over her, then he shook his head a bit and said softly: “I‟m getting the 

feeling Hell wasn‟t exactly all sunshine and daisies for you, Cherry… or in your case, guns and 

ammo.” A pause as Cherry tried to laugh was he was saying off, looking embarrassed, and the 

Drakkaren said softly: “Tell me what happened down there.” 

Cherry paused for the longest time, then she shook her head slowly, sitting quietly down 

on the floor in front of him and glancing down at the floor, murmuring softly: “The Sisters told 

me it would look strange if… at least every now and then, there wasn‟t some kind of… 

„redemptive action‟ taken for me. They said they‟d ease into it, but there ain‟t no easing into shit 

like that, like they and some others did. 

“You see, in Hell, it‟s almost like… almost like communism in some ways, „cause even 

with the monarchy in place, everyone does still have duties here and there… and like, one of 

them happens to be torture.” She wrapped her arms quietly around herself now. “The higher-ups 

and heroes and big-shots and all those other types of special people, they don‟t get tortured like 

the lost souls and the damned do, but every few days or so a year in Hell, they fall under the 

blade and the torch and the tools just like everyone else. 

“For the most part, it‟s run on some massive rotational system run by the Historians and 

the Scribes – the people who run Hell itself, behind the curtains of the monarchy. But the special 

people, the really high ups, they get judged and… and „punished‟ by others of their rank or 

higher, or one of the Inquisitors, the really scary fuckers who do nothing but punish all day 

long.” Cherry shook her head slowly, murmuring softly: “Even with my precog, I could never 

have fought against some of them… just the very sense of malignant power radiating off of them 

was enough to make even me quiver in my boots, and you‟re the only person who ever used to 

do that to me, Boss. 



“But yeah. So they punished me.” she finished dumbly, and then she flushed under 

Zerrex‟s quiet gaze, glancing back and forth before lowering her head and adding quietly: “I 

don‟t want to talk about it, Boss. It‟s not like it was a bad place, like everyone says: I don‟t want 

to remember it as a bad place.” 

Zerrex hesitated for a long time, and then he nodded finally and said softly: “I… alright, 

Cherry. For now.” He measured her reaction as she gave the smallest of nods in return, her eyes 

a bit too bright with tears that hadn‟t fallen, and then he slid out of his chair to a kneel and gently 

wiped her cheeks free of those that had before hugging her tightly, saying softly: “It‟s just good 

to see you home, Cherry.” 

“Yeah, I am too, Zerrex…” she responded quietly, embracing him firmly in return, and 

then she coughed and drew away, rubbing the back of her head and mumbling: “Okay, okay, 

okay. Enough of this… let‟s put our clothes on. Getting… too fucking lovey-dovey in here now. 

I can‟t take off my game face, after all.” 

“You‟re a bitch.” The Drakkaren said mildly, and she grinned stupidly before coughing a 

bit as Zerrex slid on his boxers, blushing once more as he tilted his head. “What?” 

“You know, since it‟s late and we should be in bed and stuff… how about I just stay 

naked and we go off to bed together like this?” she asked dumbly, and the Drakkaren rolled his 

eyes before nodding a bit, Cherry clapping her hands together with a grin as her body shifted 

back to her demonic form. “Great!” Another pause, and then she asked in a hesitant voice: “You 

don‟t mind, right? It‟s just a lot better if I rest in my real body than something I‟ve changed 

into.” 

“Like a squid.” Zerrex nodded seriously, looking across at Cherry as she looked 

dumbfounded for a few moments, and then she glared at him as his face twitched. 

“That‟s not true! That makes no fucking sense!” she stormed, and Zerrex grinned as he 

picked up his cane… then he stared as Cherry grinned and crossed her arms, a circle of fire 

slowly tracing its way around Zerrex as she added teasingly: “Pyrokinesis, bitch. Common in 

Hell but cool as fuck up here.” 

Zerrex looked at Cherry dryly for a few moments, and Cherry‟s grin faltered before she 

coughed and glanced down at the crackling flames, and they puffed out of existence, smoke 

filtering up around him before he rolled his eyes. “I am not looking forwards to what you‟re 

going to do with this new plethora of powers you have.” 

“Plethora of powers.” Cherry tasted the phrase, and then she began to grin again, but 

Zerrex grabbed her wrist and dragged her out of the room with a groan before she could speak, 

figuring he could at least figure out something to do with her in bed if she wouldn‟t shut up. 

 

Cherry‟s reception in the morning started jaggedly, but eventually wound its way back 

towards the normal crazed and busy atmosphere of the household. At first, of course, she didn‟t 

really want to be seen in any form except the one that she had been known to everyone else by: 

but that idea was quickly quashed when Zerrex pointed out Marina would take one look at her 

and know everything that had happened. 

So instead she wandered out to breakfast with a yawn, rubbing the back of her head, 

naked as usual… and the others stared before Cindy looked over to Marina and asked mildly: 

“So is that Cherry or just some other skank that Daddy ordered over the mail?” 

“You…” A long yawn as she stretched, Mahihko gaping dumbly from where he sat at the 

breakfast table and looking horribly intimidated as Cindy simply went back to work on her eggs 



and Marina poured coffee for herself and her father as the male slid around Cherry and made his 

way towards the table. “Stupid-head.” 

“That should answer your question.” Marina said disinterestedly, then she sat down to her 

own plate of eggs, pushing Zerrex a cup of coffee and offering him a sunny smile. “Good 

morning, Daddy!” 

“Morning everyone.” Zerrex said tiredly, sipping at his cup of coffee as Cherry glared at 

the group at the table, Mahihko still the only one staring at her. “Cindy, do you want to do the 

groceries today? We‟re running low on milk and food.” 

Cindy nodded a bit, then Marina glanced over at Cherry and said meditatively: “Only 

because we live with a gluttonous cow.” 

Mahihko blinked stupidly, looking back and forth, and then Cherry flailed her arms and 

shouted: “Hey! Does no one note the fact that I‟m all spiky and ugly and weird-looking and not-

muscly anymore, or what?” 

Cindy and Marina exchanged a look, then Cindy said contritely: “Cherry, you were 

always ugly.” 

“Oh, you‟re fuckin‟ dead, bitch.” Cherry grumbled, then she walked over to the table and 

shoved Mahihko out of his chair, and he scampered away with a squeak as she sat down to his 

half-gone eggs and began to quickly eat, shoving toast into her mouth at the same time and 

speaking between forkfuls, crumbs flying across the table: “Ugh, shit! I forgot how good food up 

here tastes… but seriously, why the hell are you all like-” 

“If you wanted a freakout, I think Mahihko‟s doing enough for all of us.” Cindy said 

mildly, pointing down at the wolf, who was pressed against a counter and shivering as he stared 

in horror from Cherry to the others at the table. “For everyone else who doesn‟t sleep like a log, 

you squeal ridiculously loud and I‟d like to please ask you to keep your volume down in the 

future.”  

Zerrex snorted, then he covered his nostrils with one hand and dropped his mug onto the 

table, hot coffee sloshing over the rim as the same substance leaked from his nose. Cindy looked 

at him mildly for a few moments as Marina leaned over with a napkin, dotting at the coffee and 

then wiping at her father‟s face as he tried to lean away. “And you too, Father. You have a dirty 

mouth and your snarling carries through the whole house sometimes.” 

“Like you‟re such a princess.” Cherry muttered, poking the fork against her now empty 

plate as she glared over at the female. “Remember that time I caught you masturbating with the-” 

“You said you‟d never talk about that!” Cindy interrupted, jumping up and looking both 

embarrassed and furious, and now Mahihko quickly scampered under the table and over to sit 

beside Zerrex on the floor, tugging at his pants leg childishly. “Look, I did that one time, only 

one time, and you better shut your mouth or I‟ll kick the crap out of you!” 

“You‟re… ugly!” Cherry said triumphantly, pointing at her… and then she squawked as 

Cindy tackled her to the floor, the two immediately beginning to wrestle as Zerrex sighed and 

Marina took the opportunity to edge closer to him, Mahihko continuing to pull at his leg 

insistently. 

As his two daughters wrestled like children, poking and shoving at each other‟s faces, 

one naked and the other dressed in a military uniform, Zerrex finally looked down at Mahihko 

and said mildly: “Yes, that‟s Cherry, Mahihko… she‟s a bit different but as you can see…” A 

glum look at the two. “It‟s still her.” One night‟s sleep and she‟s already back to being a 

troublemaking bitch. Maybe next time I‟ll convince her she‟s either still in Hell or that she needs 



to prove to me that it‟s really her by performing a series of tasks for me… “And yes, wolf, you 

can go to the bathroom.” 

“Thanks, Zerrex!” Mahihko said embarrassedly, and then he dashed off, holding his 

crotch, before the Drakkaren made a face and then looked over at Marina as she took his hands 

gently into both of hers. 

There was a thud as someone hit the cupboards, but Zerrex ignored it for a moment as he 

looked over at Marina, who was gazing into his eyes dreamily. “Why is this happening to me?” 

“Because you‟re special, Daddy… in fact, we‟re a special family. And the special things 

go through all the hardships because of the way they fit.” Marina responded easily, then she 

smiled and stood up, winking as he realized stupidly she was wearing a schoolgirl‟s uniform, 

from miniskirt to white blouse tied at the front, her black bra easily visible beneath… and ugh, 

was that a flash of black panties I saw? Now I want to look.  

It didn‟t take her much effort to pull Zerrex to his feet, and she leaned forwards, giving 

him a kiss on the cheek as she said warmly: “Come on, Daddy. Let‟s go for a walk, we can buy 

ourselves a nice little treat and spend some time alone together… I know you miss that.” 

“Yeah… okay.” Zerrex said dumbly, then he glanced down at himself and coughed a bit, 

working hard to extract himself from Marina and heading for his room, leaning idly on his cane 

as he added: “I‟m going to just uh… get my wallet and put something other than pants on.” 

“Like you even need those.” Marina mumbled, then she glared at her two sisters the 

moment Zerrex‟s door closed and snapped: “Knock it off!” 

Cherry and Cindy both immediately ceased fighting, staring at Marina stupidly, and then 

she flicked her head to the side, the furniture and other things they‟d knocked over in their 

wrestling righting themselves immediately before she ordered: “Clean this place up and stop 

acting like little kids! Daddy and I are going out for a little while, and you‟re going to behave 

yourselves. Yes Cherry, it‟s all well and nice that you‟re back from Hell, but that doesn‟t excuse 

you from any of your usual duties or jobs. 

“When we get back, I want a nice lunch on the table, and I want you two on your best 

behavior… and you better be on your best behavior too, wolf!” she added, turning her dark gaze 

on Mahihko as he walked down the hall and causing him to freeze up, his eyes growing to the 

size of saucers. “We are going to have a nice day today, and nothing is going to stand in the way 

of that… and if any of you three fuck it up, I‟m going to rip your lungs out.” 

Marina breathed hard, half-snarling around at them all as Mahihko nodded rapidly, 

Cherry striking a rigid military salute and Cindy wincing as she lowered her head a bit, thinking 

dumbly: I‟m her mother and Zerrex is her father… but she‟s scarier than Daddy and there‟s no 

way in Hell I could control her. Gods, I wonder sometimes if- She cut the thought out, but 

Marina‟s mental radar had already somehow picked up on her, and her head was slowly turning 

towards her… before she smiled radiantly and said in a cheerful voice: “Anyway, that sounds 

like a great plan, then. Everyone have a good day today, right?”  

She pranced off just as Zerrex came down the hall, looking back and forth curiously at 

the others, but Marina quickly dragged him off towards the front door, and a moment later 

Mahihko walked over and said plainly: “She scares me. A lot.” 

“Dude, she fucking scares me.” Cherry muttered, then she shifted her form, returning to 

the one she had spent most of the night in and idly checking herself over, tapping at her fins and 

breasts as Cindy and Mahihko stared. “What?” 

“You just… you just went from being…” Cindy spluttered, shaking her head and staring 

dumbly, but before she could find her words, Mahihko squeaked loudly. 



“Your tattoos and piercings are gone!” he whined, then added, pointing at Cherry‟s 

crotch. “And perhaps just as serious, your-” 

“I know, I know.” Cherry said tiredly, rolling her eyes and crossing her arms. “My dick is 

gone, as are my balls. You little faggot.” She reached a hand out and ruffled the fur on his head, 

and Mahihko flushed deeply, but gazed at her with affection once more, and she smiled back 

before winking. “Tell you what. Behave yourself, and maybe I‟ll grow them things back… but 

you‟re right about that other shit. I never even realized it.” A glance down at herself, and then the 

familiar black tattoos slowly filled into place on her body, and she looked down at herself 

cheerfully before strutting off down the hallway. 

Cindy and Mahihko exchanged a look, then the small wolf said mildly, adjusting the 

short skirt he was wearing: “She‟s also weird.” 

The Drakkaren looked at him for a few moments, then she grinned widely and laughed a 

bit, shaking her head slowly. “Look who‟s talking.” What a messed-up group we are… one day 

Daddy‟s going to up and run away from us, I swear… 

 

Marina held Zerrex‟s hand tightly as they walked through the park together, the older 

male‟s cane gently tapping against the plain stone walk as he strode peacefully beside her. Birds 

sang in the trees, and although the day was cloudy, it was still pretty outside: almost all the 

leaves had changed colors, and many of them had fallen onto the short grass. 

Of course, maybe it was helping that Marina was walking with her hips switching, her 

tail flicking back and forth as if she was swaying to music only she could hear, looking upbeat 

and happy for the first time in the longest time as she swung a plastic bag back and forth in her 

free hand. She‟d bought some books at the store, two on artistic modeling and a massive tome on 

some ancient roleplaying game… but Zerrex wasn‟t about to say anything bad about that. After 

all, even if they were on the electrical grid, power was iffy… and as he looked around slowly, he 

could see beauty in everything where they were: from the grey benches to the plain fencing, to 

the road beyond and the old, tall brick buildings beyond that.  

Maybe he was always like that after a long, hard battle, though: after all, he was glad to 

be alive and reveling in everything around him. But at the same time, he thought this was the 

calm before the real storm hit, and perhaps that was why he was seeing so much beauty 

everywhere – because perhaps soon, all the lives of these people might be destroyed by an 

enemy he didn‟t even know existed yet. 

Marina paused, glancing up at her father curiously, then she stood up on her toes and 

kissed his cheek firmly, saying in a happy voice: “So what if we‟re going to war, Daddy? I have 

you and you have me… and that‟s all that matters.” 

“You‟re intensely self-focused, aren‟t you?” Zerrex asked teasingly, smiling warmly, and 

she laughed: the sound was delighted and happy, but at the same time, her words brought a chill 

to his heart. Because Marina is always serious when she speaks, even if it‟s a joke… “But I‟m 

serious-” 

“And you know I am, too.” Marina replied in a cool tone, even though her face remained 

happy and her eyes burned brightly, then she let go of his hand and spun around a few times, 

laughing and coming to a stop in front of him with a grin that was both exhilarated and callous. 

“Gods, Daddy! Don‟t you realize the implications of discovering there really is a Hell and a 

Heaven? It means that as long as we stay together, act together, be together… we‟ll always be 

together!” 



She dropped her bag between them, reaching out and taking both his hands, then pushing 

their locked fingers back against his chest as he looked down at her with surprise as his cane fell 

to the ground. Her eyes met with his, and there was a certain madness in her sapphire irises as 

they locked with his own emerald. “We can be together forever… and I don‟t care about anyone, 

anything else, and I never have. Even mother: Cindy, Cherry, Mahihko, I could lose all of them 

and not shed a tear, but I never want to lose you, father… 

“I remember when we were young, how you stood up for me with power…” She drew 

their hands down now, leaning forwards and her breath hot against his neck, sending a chill 

down his spine as images of her being pushed over by a gang of miscreants floated through his 

head… and then him picking up one of the older punks‟ children and whispering words of both 

wisdom and cruelty… and then another image flickered into mind, and this time it was a 

memory, a memory not of Marina‟s but between himself and Cindy, their first time… “And I 

was born of your daughter, making for a very strange genetic line… but there was power there, 

too. There has always been power, you over another… and even more, I remember you standing 

up against your father with that same power for me… going through hell for me and saving my 

life…” 

She pushed against him now, her hands sliding loose of his to rub over his chest, her hips 

grinding sensually forwards and teasing him here in public as she licked at his throat slowly. 

Zerrex quivered, gripping her sides as he tilted his head upwards automatically, shocked at her 

behavior and the passion burning off her in waves, her very emotions leaking into his mind by 

means of her strange mental abilities, and he caught images of raw fucking, sex and lovemaking 

all together as her hands moved down to grip the waistband of his pants… and he lowered his 

head slowly as she pulled him forwards, an invisible hand pushing his muzzle down to hers so 

she could kiss his lips teasingly for a bare moment. “How can I ever forsake you or forget you, 

Daddy? I‟ll always be there for you… to be your daughter and lover, your slave and your equal, 

your slut and your little girl… I know how turned on you are, I know what gets you off, Daddy, 

and I‟d fuck you right here in front of the whole wide world if you so much as mentioned that it 

might be fun…” 

“Marina…” Zerrex breathed, and he tried to push her back, but she laughed and easily 

ground forwards, and his masculine form quaked against her as he looked down at her, feeling 

both terrible lust and sadness mixing into one. “Marina, I‟m not the whole world.” 

“You are, yes you are!” she said forcefully, and the leaves stirred around them, even 

though there was no trace of wind. “More than that, you are like my god, Daddy… whatever you 

desire, I will do… killing, fucking, raping, loving, it doesn‟t matter.” A glance back and forth, 

and then a terrible, cruel smile as she caught sight of someone else, pulling away from him as she 

whispered: “I‟ll show you…” 

Before she could step away, though, Zerrex caught her by the wrist, and she looked up at 

him in surprise as he said clearly: “No.” 

Marina continued to look at him for a few moments… and then she nodded quietly, and 

the energy in the air seemed to fade away as she picked up her plastic bag and held it in both 

hands, nodding to him a bit and looking sorrowful. Zerrex looked at her with the same kind of 

despair, and then he sighed and picked up his cane with a grunt, before giving a faint smile and 

asking weakly: “Why don‟t we get some ice cream?” 

It was childish and stupid… but Marina immediately brightened like a child, beaming at 

him lovingly… and Zerrex had learned long ago that it didn‟t take much to make Marina happy 

again, as he offered his free hand. She gladly took it, squeezing him almost painfully tightly, and 



then they strode to the left, cutting over the short grass towards an open gate leading out of the 

park. I really need to figure out how to better connect with her… or just stop her from getting all 

crazy too often. 

It wasn‟t the first time that Marina had gotten too obsessive over him, after all… every 

now and then she seemed to go into a phase where all she wanted to do was spend time with him, 

and she‟d literally fight Cherry and Cindy just to keep her monopoly on his time. But as long as 

he gave her a firm talking to – and the winner for most retarded phrase ever goes to… – or if 

they waited it out, she would go back into her quasi-obsessive state, still spending far too much 

time doting on him to be healthy, but at least not interfering with the others. 

As they walked out of the park and onto the street, a small gang of punks roved out of the 

alley – a pair of dumb-looking Dragokkaren clones in ripped clothes who probably couldn‟t find 

work anywhere, and the three mammals who had likely easily manipulated the pair behind them 

into working for them. Zerrex‟s eyes roved over them as they effectively blocked the street, one 

of them playing with a butterfly knife and grinning cruelly, wearing an eyepatch and a long black 

tie, as well as a leather vest and baggy pants that completely covered his feet. His light fur was 

streaked here and there with swirls of blonde and smudges of black, and he cocked his red-dyed 

head, saying loudly to the rest of the group: “Look at this, boys and girls, an old guy and his 

whore.” 

Zerrex narrowed his eyes, but he controlled the rage already lit inside of him, before a 

smile twitched at his muzzle as he realized for the hundredth he could be just as overprotective 

of Marina as she was of him. Instead, however, he took a few moments to look over the other 

members of the gang – some biker dog chick with enough piercings to make Mahihko jealous, 

and a bear in what had once probably been a cheap suit, but had been mutilated into some 

freakshow made of patches of different colors. On his head was a pair of black goggles – yeah, 

real original – and he wielded a steel pipe; biker chick was only smoking, but Zerrex wasn‟t yet 

ready to discount the idea she might have a gun or knife on her. 

He paused as his eyes returned to the leader, and he said mildly: “You know, unless you 

have my stature, wearing a leather vest like that means you‟re likely gay.” A long pause as the 

wolf blinked stupidly, and then he added mildly: “And I‟d like to point out I‟m about double 

your size and weight category, and your Dragokkaren friends back there don‟t look so bright, 

Carpet Burn.” 

“You know what? Fuck you and hand over the cash.” Carpet Burn said disgustedly, 

holding out a hand and snarling, the other hand flicking the small knife up and the bear stepping 

forwards as well, but the two Dragokkaren continued to linger in the background. “If you don‟t, 

I‟m going to have to ask the kind gents behind me to fuck you over.” 

Zerrex glanced to Marina, and then he made a bit of a face: her eyes were narrowed, her 

features tight as she gazed slowly over them, then she locked irises with Carpet Burn, and he 

grinned at her, stepping forwards and tilting his head to the side as he asked hungrily: “Hey, 

bitch, what‟s that shine in your pretty blue eyes? You wanna ditch this asshole and latch your 

pretty self onto a real guy with a real big dick instead of some tiny-” 

“You still live with your parents.” Marina said quietly, but Carpet Burn immediately fell 

silent, his eyes widening as she continued in her cold, cruel voice, a sadistic expression of joy 

spreading over her face. “Sometimes you have nightmares about when you were younger and 

you got scared walking in on Mommy and Daddy having sex. You act tough but you‟re not only 

a coward, you‟re a failure: you flunked out of school on purpose because you had no friends, and 

now you hang with Bimbo and Idiot there because neither of them know you like to dress up in 



girl‟s clothing when no one‟s around. You have homoerotic fantasies about being taken by an 

authority figure, which is why you tote those two big lizards around and take care of them, 

despite the objections of your cronies… so how about this? Why don‟t you drop your pants, turn 

around, and let the big guy here fuck your bitch ass, and I won‟t kill you all?” 

The one Marina had called Bimbo stepped backwards, her cigarette falling from her lips 

as she looked back and forth in horror from Marina to Carpet Burn, and then she turned tail and 

ran, shoving past the two Dragokkaren, who looked at each other anxiously, apparently not 

understanding what was happening. Idiot, meanwhile, stepped up beside Carpet Burn, who had 

gone pale beneath his tinted fur and was stuttering weakly… and then he stepped backwards, 

trembling violently before waving his hands and shouting hoarsely: “Get… get them! Go on, go 

get them! Beat them, get them!” 

Marina grinned coldly as the Dragokkaren stepped hesitantly forwards, Idiot glaring and 

trying to look intimidating despite the fact that he was visibly shaken, and then she tilted her 

head and spoke something in Hez‟Rannan. Both of the Dragokkaren started, and said something 

in return… and then Marina said a single, cold phrase that Zerrex understood easily: Kill them. 

“Marina.” Zerrex said urgently, but the damage was already done: before anyone could 

react, one of the Dragokkaren picked up the bear and flung him with a roar into the side of a 

nearby building, while the other struck Carpet Burn hard to the ground and then dropped to one 

knee overtop him, simply laying in with vicious, brutal punches, the screams of the wolf rising in 

the air as Marina smiled contently to herself, then gently pulled Zerrex through the slaughter. 

The Drakkaren could only look back and forth, unsurprised but feeling a faint tinge of sadness as 

he said softly: “You didn‟t have to do that…” 

“Of course I did.” Marina looked surprised, swinging the bag at her side idly as she 

smiled up at her father, apparently misinterpreting his tone. “It wasn‟t a problem, don‟t worry 

about it, Daddy… and I know you wanted it.” She shrugged a bit, laughing quietly and meeting 

his eyes as they continued down the road. “I could feel the anger coming off you, after all… so 

don‟t say it isn‟t what you wanted.” 

Zerrex was quiet for a few moments at this, thinking on how to phrase his words, before 

saying softly: “Just because we want something, Marina, doesn‟t mean it‟s the right thing to 

do… doesn‟t mean it‟s good. Our deepest wants and desires are often cruel and hurtful to 

others… so it‟s better to control them and instead… do something else, try a different approach.” 

Marina nodded slowly, then she leaned up and kissed her father‟s cheek, responding 

gently: “Daddy deserves to get whatever he wants… and even if it means a bad thing, a wrong 

thing, or just something completely off the radar, I want to give you it, because I love you, 

Zerrex. So if it‟s within my power, I‟ll do it without you asking… so don‟t feel guilty.” A smile 

up at him as she pressed close to him, nuzzling his neck lightly as he swallowed a bit. “It‟s on 

my plate, not yours.” 

Zerrex simply nodded at this mutely, realizing he wasn‟t going to get anywhere with 

Marina today… and she gave a happy sigh, her fingers flicking through his mind and a soothing 

sensation rolling through him, and the Drakkaren did his best to fall back into calm happiness, 

despite whatever misgivings he might have. The past is where it belongs, after all… in the past. 

The ice cream store, thankfully, was only a few blocks away… and Zerrex was relatively 

sure that they wouldn‟t have any more troubles getting there, but his hope was that Marina 

wouldn‟t either A: go ballistic on some poor soul, or B: cause chaos in the store. Marina, 

however, seemed to pick up on these thoughts, shooting him an amused look and saying 

playfully: “Bite me, Daddy. I‟ll do whatever I have to to make sure we get what we want.” 



Well, that is one major point for her… Zerrex mused to himself, as Marina pranced 

cheerfully along beside him, half-pulling him towards the store as he limped along the road. I 

could say to her that I wish she‟d been aborted because she was a stuck-up little bitch and she‟d 

still smile and worship me. I don‟t think I could ever even hurt her feelings. 

“Sure you could.” Marina said absently, then she turned around and looked at him 

seriously, leaning up close to him and making him blink. “You could start loving your little wolf 

bitch more than me.” 

A laugh and a sunny smile, and then she kissed the end of his muzzle, looking at him 

tenderly as she said in a gentle voice: “No, Daddy… I don‟t think that you could ever hurt me, 

even if you tried.” A pause, and then she stepped closer, apparently not caring about the people 

staring as Zerrex blushed a bit, feeling her body push against his as she whispered: “I can feel 

your thoughts… your emotions… your tone… and most of all, your reasoning, so I can always 

understand why you say the things you do, why you feel the way you do… so never have a 

worry, Father.”  

She slipped forwards again, and they kissed softly, Zerrex‟s eyes sliding closed as he 

responded to her mouthing, pushing forwards automatically against her, one of her arms 

wrapping around his neck and pulling him tighter down as she ground her body forwards against 

him. With her body, she made it clear what she wanted, what she would do for him… and Zerrex 

barely managed to tear himself away with a grunt, blushing deeply and looking around at a few 

people staring in shock at what they had just witnessed. 

Marina, on the other hand, was flushed with excitement instead of embarrassment, and 

she grinned widely as she took Zerrex‟s hand again in one of her own, leading him towards the 

entrance to the store and saying cheerfully: “Oh, Daddy, if you weren‟t so shy then I‟d be down 

on the pavement with you right now…” 

“That‟s disgusting,” someone said from nearby, and instantly Marina‟s gaze was upon 

them, a rotund female raccoon who had her head high, her thinner husband nodding a bit beside 

her, but looking more interested in his sundae than anything else, almost visibly quivering at the 

sight of the gigantic male Drakkaren. 

Marina looked over her for a few moments, then she smiled sincerely, causing the 

raccoon to blink before she toppled backwards off the bench and her large dress tore off, and she 

shrieked in terror and humiliation as she leapt up and looked back and forth, her husband staring 

in shock with the other passersby. She tried to sit up a moment later, and Zerrex couldn‟t help 

but snort in amusement himself as Marina pushed open the doors to the store, muttering under 

her breath: “Next person who says that gets their head blown up.” 

“This hurts for longer.” Zerrex responded mildly, and Marina looked thoughtfully at the 

people lined up at the windows, watching as the raccoon wife and husband made quickly for 

their car, the chubby wife trying to cover herself with the remnants on her dress as she continued 

to shriek and yell. “I hate temper tantrums.” 

“I could still make her head explode.” Marina said musingly, but then she shrugged and 

turned instead towards the counter, and the thin pony working there paled at the sight of her, 

shrinking a bit as he automatically touched the bandage still on the end of his nose: a week or so 

ago, Marina had torn a piercing out of there when he‟d shown some attitude towards her father at 

the sight of the swastika tattoo on his arm. “Hello there, miniature douchebag. Daddy and I-” 

“Marina, manners.” Zerrex reminded her calmly, and then he glanced over to the pony, 

who cowered a bit behind the counter at those emerald eyes settling upon him. Ugh. Well, she‟s 



better than Cherry, at least… she can‟t even enter most of the restaurants in town anymore with 

how badly she behaves herself. 

The female muttered something under her breath, then she held a hand out, and Zerrex‟s 

wallet flew out of his pocket and up into her fingers, causing the pony to gape stupidly as the 

Drakkaren exchanged a flat look with his daughter. “Please and thank you.” she said glibly, then 

she dug out a twenty and some change, tossing it down on the counter. “Give us two extra-large 

cookie dough cup things and a box of those vanilla bars, there.” 

Marina pointed over the counter at the large freezer unit in the back, at one of the various 

ice cream treats on display, and the pony nodded rapidly, tapping in the price on the register and 

then looking dumbly at the money on the table, his voice dying in his throat as Marina said 

smoothly: “It‟s the right amount, yes.” 

“You‟re such a showoff.” Zerrex said mildly, and Marina grinned up at her father before 

turning her gaze back on the poor equine. 

“I‟m sure it‟ll be no problem to bring the stuff over to our table, isn‟t that right?” she 

asked cheerfully, and then she smiled when he nodded. “Good. Because your nose might be 

almost healed, but I can still tear your other piercing out.” 

When the pony‟s eyes widened in terror at this, Zerrex got the idea that Marina wasn‟t 

talking about his earrings, and he stared for a moment at him before Marina pulled him over to a 

side table and sat down beside him, comfortably squeezing in against his side and looking up at 

him dreamily. Zerrex blushed a bit again, but then he gave in to her when she dropped her head 

against his chest, wrapping an arm around her shoulders and sighing inwardly. And I think public 

displays of affection like quick kisses on the lips are gross… 

A pause, and then Marina tilted her head upwards, before a strange smile spread over her 

muzzle… and Zerrex frowned as she looked at him softly, with terrible adoration in her eyes as 

she whispered: “It‟s time for war, Daddy… the players are all set, the pawns are in motion. And 

it‟s time for you to once more reveal your true power… oh, how I look forwards to it, Daddy…” 

“Marina, what are you talking about?” The Drakkaren asked, drawing back a bit from 

her… and then a moment later, the power flickered out and a thunderous boom filled the air 

before all the glass in the store shattered. 

Zerrex winced, immediately leaning away… but a moment later, the shards of glass were 

hurled backwards by a telekinetic blast from Marina, and then she smiled coldly as the cloudy 

sky darkened above them, the Drakkaren turning to her in shock as she said softly: “Well, did 

you think they were going to wait more than three millennia before staging their invasion into 

our world?” 

 

Cherry‟s head snapped up as she felt some terrible sensation of familiarity fill the air, 

fumbling the plates in her hands before grunting and quickly putting them on the counter, Cindy 

looking up from where she was digging food out of the refrigerator in surprise. “Cherry?” 

“Shit. I know what that is.” Cherry snarled a bit, then she stepped quickly over to the 

window before leaping backwards and waving Cindy away, shouting: “Get back!” 

Cindy blinked, immediately stepping away… and for a few seconds, nothing happened. It 

was a long enough pause that she thought the other female might have lost a few of her marbles 

in Hell… but then the glass shattered and flew like daggers into the kitchen, pelting the floor and 

table before shattering into dust. 



Cindy looked over at Cherry in shock – her precognition had been impressive before, but 

now she seemed to be seeing even further into the future. How is that even possible? Before, five 

seconds was her max… that had to be almost double that… “Cherry, what the hell is going on?” 

“Nice turn of phrase. That‟s exactly what‟s going on.” Cherry grunted, as Mahihko ran 

out from wherever he‟d been hiding, a pencil still tucked behind one ear and looking stupefied. 

“Hell‟s coming… I don‟t know how, but Hell‟s coming. Arm yourselves up and give me five 

minutes, I‟m going to talk to Albatross and see if this is happening all over.” 

Cindy and Mahihko both nodded, and Cherry followed them down the hall before veering 

into the meeting room Zerrex had used all that time ago now, muttering as she accessed the 

satellite link. Thank fuck I haven‟t forgotten anything from my mortal life… shit, this isn‟t good. 

They might latch onto me and sniff me out, and I don‟t want anyone here in danger… 

A moment later, the screen blinked and then beeped angrily, and „FAILURE TO 

CONNECT‟ scrawled over the screen before numbers and digits began to scroll aimlessly over 

the screen, listing all sorts of technical details that Cherry didn‟t understand. It seemed that for 

the moment they were completely cut off from the rest of the world… and then she shook her 

head quickly. It meant they had to act fast… she guessed that Hell was sending in a shock team 

to test the strength and resolve of mortal forces. 

She met Cindy and Mahihko in the hall, and the former tossed her the chain whip she 

remembered using so many years ago… and when she caught it, a chill ran through her body, her 

eyes gazing over metal links she hadn‟t seen for almost three thousand years and remembering 

the fond memories she‟d held of this weapon… and of the fighting in the past. And even now, 

the bloodlust was rising in her, a grin spreading over her features that made Cindy shiver as she 

asked quietly: “Are you okay, big sister?” 

“More than okay. Far more than okay.” Cherry murmured, and then she looked up and 

nodded firmly, her expression serious as she glanced over Cindy‟s arsenal – a much smoother 

whip that had seen a lot of combat over the years in one hand, and a kwaibar holstered on her 

back, with a handgun and at least three clips on a tight belt that went around one leg. “Be careful. 

These fuckers will use shit that can only be described as „magic‟ without getting into detail, and 

some of them are better than me in close range fighting on top of that. But I think first they‟re 

going to be sending in lower level demons… there‟s some shit about how it‟s hard for higher 

level demons to move to other planes, I don‟t know. I didn‟t spend a lot of time learning the rules 

and laws… even during my pilgrimage, I mostly kept to myself and just saw the sights like any 

dumb tourist.” 

“You‟re more than talkative ever since being in Hell.” Cindy said gently, then she smiled 

a bit before turning away, but paused when Cherry cleared her throat, glancing over her shoulder. 

“Yeah?” 

Cherry shuffled a bit, then reached out and squeezed her shoulder firmly, saying quietly. 

“I love you as my sister, Cindy. You do good things for Daddy, and you fight hard, and you have 

my respect. I just want you to know that.” A deep blush as Cindy stared at her, and then she 

mumbled: “Fuck off. I got a lot of shit to get off my chest.” 

“Yeah… but this isn‟t the time for that.” Cindy said firmly, and Cherry blinked stupidly 

as she jerked her head down the hall. “Hurry and suit up, and then we have to get in gear, Cherry. 

If the enemies are as strong as you say they are, there‟s no time for sentiment.” 

The middle sister turned away with that, smiling quietly once her back was turned as she 

strode down the hall and feeling deeply touched, and Cherry grinned a bit at her sister‟s back, 

nodding and murmuring: “Exactly right.” 



A moment later, she turned and headed into the room she shared with Cindy and picked 

up a pair of heavy gloves off the shelf, lined with flexible metal plating to make them into almost 

gauntlets. They had small bulges of metal over each knuckle and the lining beneath was thick, 

comfortable leather, and Cherry had often worn them to her work at the arena; they were just 

barely legal, and that was only because it was raw streetfighting where anything went. 

She slid these on, then paused and let her body change back into its usual form before 

grinning as the gloves increased in size with her hands: she‟d forgotten about that little 

modification. A flex of her hands, and then she made a face at the thinness of her arms: in this 

body she was just as strong as ever, but the lack of bulk always bothered her. Before she could 

do anything else, however, a loud bang sounded from outside, followed by a shriek from 

Mahihko, and Cherry snarled, immediately rushing out the door. 

When she arrived outside, she found herself staring in shock at what looked like walking 

corpses staggering down the street in a massive pack, some of them breaking off towards homes 

as screams rose up from neighboring homes and areas, and a quiet hiss rolled down the street 

from the other side before a haze rose in the air, and a moment later dark electricity crackled 

along the street, more damned souls magically appearing from the haze as it vanished. 

There had to be at least a hundred marching along the street, and Mahihko was staring in 

horror, dressed in a miniskirt and carrying a large-size rifle, his body slightly sized-up to better 

accommodate the weapon‟s recoil as he babbled: “They… they just… there‟s that weird 

electricity and then they just appear…” 

“They look like zombies.” Cindy said quietly, her whip curled at her side and both hands 

currently aiming her handgun towards the closest, fear in her eyes but her voice and body 

unshaking, and Cherry admired her courage. “Got any information on what these things are, 

Cherry?” 

Another glance over them, and Cherry made a disgusted face: hairless, with pale skin and 

all manner of terrible wounds, rips, and gouges dotting bodies of every species, their movements 

awkward and slow, not seeming to notice one another as they staggered along in a mindless 

group… and she snorted, shaking her head quickly and muttering: “They don‟t look like demons. 

They look like the living dead…” 

 Mahihko winced at this, then Cherry nudged him, glancing down at him with distaste. 

“Believe me, fighting in a skirt sucks. Go inside, put on some pants, and get your ass on the 

roof.” 

The wolf nodded quickly, blushing deeply and then doing as he had been ordered, and 

Cindy glanced over to the female before both stared as a massive explosion went up in the city, a 

pillar of fire rising high into the air with what looked like a few vehicles, and then Cindy made a 

face and muttered: “Bet that was Marina.” 

“Fuck, but what I‟d do for her powers… it does give me an idea, though.” Cherry closed 

her eyes for a moment, concentrating, then she looked across at the corpses that were staggering 

ever closer down the street, and flames crackled into life over the bodies of the first group. 

Immediately, they howled in pain, colliding with each other and falling over… but many of them 

still climbed back to their feet and others simply began to crawl forwards, groaning in pain as 

Cindy glared over at Cherry. 

“Wonderful. Now we‟ve got flaming undead monsters on one side, and a batch of plain 

old garden-variety zombies on the other.” Cindy said disgustedly, and Cherry coughed, rubbing 

the back of her head and looking lame. “Looks like you haven‟t changed at all.” 



“Better than a flaming queer.” Cherry said finally, and then a shot rang out from above, 

making them both jump before a corpse went down with a bullet in its skull… and it stayed 

down, not even twitching on the ground. Both of them stared at each other, and then Cherry 

asked dumbly: “Could it really be that simple?” 

Cindy drew the machete-like kwaibar, the traditional blade of Hez‟Ranna, with one hand, 

then she glanced over the nearest group of zombies with a cold expression, watching as they 

began to stagger-run towards them. “There‟s only one way to find out.” 

As soon as one of the undead came close, it lunged, and Cindy stepped forwards with a 

hard strike at the neck, cutting cleaning through rotten flesh and bone and sending the creature 

staggering backwards into several others, knocking them down. Cindy crushed the skull of one 

with a hard stomp as she lashed out with the blade at another, knocking it backwards, then she 

brought up the handgun in her other hand and neatly shot it in the forehead, brains and gore 

splattering over the cement as it fell backwards. 

Cindy moved forwards efficiently, coldly, and ruthlessly into the mob, ignoring scratches 

and claws here and there, never leaving herself open to be grabbed by any of the creatures while 

at the same time dancing through their ranks, the only thought in her mind a count keeping track 

of the bullets she‟d expended into the mob. She was the opposite of Cherry, who had charged 

towards the group of zombies on fire – at least in her style and technique, if not so much in form. 

Cherry was laughing as she strode into the violence, snapping her whip back and forth in 

easy swings around her body and lashing deep, severe wounds into the undead, knocking them 

flying backwards into other members of the pack and causing a domino effect that sent most of 

them falling or stumbling for footing. The moment she reached the front line, however, she 

easily cracked the whip across at neck level of the zombie that stood up in front of her, knocking 

its head flying backwards into the ground and chopping through skull and body of many other 

undead, flames leaping up over the corpses and seeming to burn with greater intensity the closer 

she came to them. 

To her, even the most intense flames felt like a gentle warmth, and she strode carelessly 

over burning corpses and half-dead bodies alike snapping the whip out with one hand and 

smashing skulls with the metal gloves on her other, blood splattering over her black pants and 

shirt, continuing to laugh cruelly and her eyes burning with malice as she spun around in a circle, 

at the same time making a low strike with the whip that tore the legs from many of the undead, 

most of the others flying backwards. One of them she caught, and she uttered words she‟d 

forgotten she‟d learned in a guttural, dark language, and the eyes and mouth of the zombie 

glowed with terrible light, the body convulsing horribly as light burst from every wound… and 

then it simply exploded, gore splattering in every direction. 

A wave of force emanated outwards, and the other undead that had been crowding 

forwards collapsed, many of them falling apart even as they toppled. Cherry snorted, then she 

flicked the charred skull she was holding into the air and caught it, smiling slightly as she gazed 

at it upside down and said cheerfully: “Feels almost like I‟m godmoding.” A pause, and then a 

gentle kiss to the end of its broken muzzle bone. “But you didn‟t mind, now did you?” 

With that, she threw it over her shoulder and idly struck it with her heel before flicking it 

with her spiked tail, and it shattered into pieces as she strode towards Cindy, who was still 

dealing with her own group. Cherry paused for a moment on the street, idly rubbing at the 

bottom of her muzzle and then looking down at her bloody gloves and over her body, before 

muttering: “I hate this body.” 



“Want me to take it off your hands?” asked a silky voice, and Cherry turned around 

before her eyes locked onto a demon sitting on top of a nearby building. He had a birdlike face, 

but seemed to be covered in thick fur instead of feathers, with a long, golden beak protruding 

from his features and an average body covered by a blue waistcoat, and a moment later he was 

no longer sitting but standing in front of Cherry, smiling as he leaned in close and peered up at 

her. 

She refused to be intimidated or even surprised by the teleport, however, glaring 

disgustedly down at him as he strode around her, his talons ticking against the ground and black-

gloved hands behind his back, his blue pants wrinkleless and as plain as his coat. “You know, 

when I saw you in Hell, I thought there was something weird about you… but I never realized 

you were a half-breed between a half-blooded succubus and a wrathful mortal… you‟re an 

Awakened, aren‟t you? Neither mortal nor true demon, but possessed of the complexities of the 

first‟s nature and the raw, savage power of the second… and as I look at you, I see that it is a 

very bad combination.” 

“Fuck off, Sargentus.” Cherry said mildly, then she raised a heavy boot and kicked him 

over, and the bird demon looked up from his place on the ground with something like horror. 

“I‟m at least twice as strong as you are. Besides, you‟re missing out on a lot of games going on 

in Hell, with the way time passes here and there.” 

“Oh, but it‟s worth it… just look around, Priestess Cherry!” Sargentus leapt back up to 

his feet, then he made a face and rubbed his chest slowly. “And don‟t go getting too cocky, 

either. With the plans the Warlord has, you‟ll all be dead soon enough… after all, look at the 

time difference!” A laugh as he shook his head slowly, looking at her with his eyes burning. 

“One thousand, three hundred and fifty years in Hell… is half a day in this world. That‟s long 

enough for us to easily tear apart lost souls and sinners so badly that we can send them out as our 

soldiers-” 

“But everything grows slower… develops slower… and simply is slower in Hell.” Cherry 

said darkly, and Sargentus snorted, looking away and crossing his arms. “And even the weakest 

of the damned take at least a century to break down… and after they‟re broken, many more to 

retrain and begin the transformation into a demon. And then there‟s the time lapses, and the long 

naps that demons fall into after exerting too much power!” 

The bird demon walked away, throwing his arms out. “So what? It doesn‟t matter! Once 

all the scouts return, we‟ll begin our full-out invasion of this world, and then we can start 

training our troops here and corrupting others to our cause…” A disdainful smile over his 

shoulder as he asked teasingly: “Are you sure we can‟t convince you to join our forces, Cherry? 

You‟ve got plenty of Lust and Wrath inside you… and the training you could do and the powers 

you could develop in Hell would rival even our mightiest of warriors, I‟m sure. Plus, I know you 

simply like to kill and fuck and-” 

Sargentus squawked, his eyes bulging as Cherry‟s whip wrapped around his throat, and 

he grabbed at the sharp links before squealing in pain, looking at his hands with shock at the 

deep cuts covering them. “Ch-Cherry!” 

“What? I realized you were right.” Cherry smiled cruelly, drawing the links taunt to 

ensure the hook on the end of the whip was tightly latched into the body of the chains, and the 

bird demon‟s eyes widened as she said softly: “I like to kill.” 

Cherry snapped the whip hard downwards, and the links glowed orange as heat surged 

through them at the same time: a moment later, the whip snapped into the ground, followed by a 

quiet thud as Sargentus‟s head struck the cold cement a moment later. His body flailed and blood 



poured from the remaining stump of neck, and Cherry snorted as she strolled casually forwards 

before grabbing the shoulder of the bird demon‟s still moving form and punching his chest hard, 

shattering his ribs, before her next blow tore into his chest and disintegrated his heart. 

When she drew her hand back, his body burst into flames, and she grinned coldly, 

dragging her tongue through the blood smeared on her knuckles. It gave her a thrill… and her 

eyes roved over to Cindy, who was now standing behind her and looking horrified, and Cherry 

snapped her whip once to clear it from the street before rolling it easily up. “What?” 

“That was a bit vicious, don‟t you think?” Cindy asked mildly, and Cherry shrugged a bit 

before the other female shook her head slowly with a sigh. “Look… let‟s just head into the city 

and leave Mahihko here to watch the house. He can snipe down any zombies that try to get into 

the house and I‟m sure he‟s capable of hiding under the bed if some demons come looking.” 

“There‟s no need for that.” spoke a tired voice, and Cindy glanced up in surprise to see 

Marina and Zerrex striding towards them, the latter carrying his bloody cane easily in one hand, 

walking with only a slight limp as Marina held his arm gently, looking back and forth and then 

settling her eyes on both of her sisters with something like irritation. “Marina decided to level 

half a block in order to kill what looked like a bunch of B-movie zombies.” 

“So you‟ve-” Cindy started, but she was immediately interrupted and steamrollered by 

Marina, as she looked back and forth distastefully. 

“It looks like they‟ve been dealing with them here… but judging by the blood still 

flowing down Cherry‟s fingers, I‟m willing to bet they just finished.” Marina stated rudely, then 

she strode towards the house, saying absently over her shoulder: “I say we just wait it out. Power 

will come on eventually, and I‟m pretty sure once the Irenic Military moves into play they won‟t 

take too kindly to seeing Cherry the way she is or the rest of us showing off supernatural 

abilities. But they should be able to handle this by themselves with a few flamethrower units and 

a tank or two.” 

Zerrex shrugged a bit as Marina continued towards the house, and Cherry grumbled, her 

body shifting back to the body she‟d had as a Drakkaren as she and Cindy fell in step with 

Zerrex, the reptile going back to using the cane as a cane instead of a beating-stick. “She‟s in one 

of her moods today… she also instigated the beating deaths of a few gang members and 

humiliated a fat bitch who verbally opposed her molesting me.” 

“Yeah, we noticed, believe me.” Cherry mumbled again, then she nudged Zerrex gently 

with her elbow, glancing over her shoulder at the carnage behind them, and Cindy noted that the 

female was suddenly a lot calmer than she had been moments before. Either Daddy‟s presence, 

or maybe it‟s just because the fighting is done with… “I‟m surprised to hear she didn‟t kill the fat 

bitch, too. But do you really want to just wait things out? I mean, fuck, Zer, I killed a demon out 

there, and there‟ve gotta be more of them in the city.” 

Immediately the Drakkaren male tilted his head curiously, halting in his tracks outside the 

door. “Seriously? What kind?” 

“I dunno.” Cherry looked stumped for a moment, and Zerrex rubbed at a temple slowly 

before she brightened and added, raising a finger: “But his name was Sargentus, and he was one 

of those royal fuckers I was telling you about. He was a… shit… a chancellor, I think. Not much 

status or much in the way of a position, but enough that he had a small brigade of demons at his 

command. As I remember, he was pretty weak… and a lousy disappointment in bed, too.” 

Zerrex looked at her flatly for a moment, and Cherry coughed before becoming serious. 

“So okay, he was a pushover, a big shit in the toilet. But the real problem is, the motherfucker 



mentioned the Warlord, the name for one of Hell‟s High Princes… and you‟ll never guess what 

his job is.” 

“Let me guess. He‟s not so much of a pushover, either.” Zerrex asked dryly, and Cherry 

made a face, hugging herself a bit, which made both Cindy and her father exchanged sour looks. 

“Oh beautiful. Just what we need. A demonic Warlord who could take a psycho bitch like you 

on.” 

“He‟d eat me up and spit me out, and I mean that in the worst possible fashion.” Cherry 

supplied helpfully, and then she rubbed at her head slowly. “I think I saw him once… giant 

motherfucker, all clad in armor, and dude, the waves of hostility radiating off this guy could fry 

you some pancakes. His real name is Az‟Iriel something-something-something Thull the Fallen. 

The original demons have long-ass names…” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, then he turned towards the door again, walking inside, and the two 

daughters of the male exchanged a look as the Drakkaren motioned for them to follow over his 

shoulder, saying softly without looking around: “Cherry, you‟ve got a lot to tell me that you still 

haven‟t spoken of. I want to know everything you‟ve learned over the years… and I know just 

how.” A pause, then he called: “Marina! I need your help!” 

“Yes, Daddy?” Marina popped up immediately with a warm smile, as Cherry paled, then 

she shook her head quickly, instinctively taking a step backwards and earning a glare from 

Marina and a concerned look from Cindy. 

“Boss, Boss, whoa, hell no, that shit be dangerous… if you pick up on my emotions or 

shit like that…” she babbled, and then she grunted in surprise as Zerrex spun around and grasped 

her wrist, and their eyes met for a moment before a smile twitched at Cherry‟s face, and she said 

quietly: “Same old Zerrex… I can‟t tell if you have self-destructive urges or if you‟re just a crazy 

son of a bitch.” 

“I think it‟s a bit of both…” Zerrex smiled faintly, then he glanced over to Cindy, asking 

gently: “Will you please go up to the rooftop with Mahihko? He could use the support, since I 

expect he‟s probably peed himself by now.” 

“No problem.” Cindy smiled and nodded, quickly reloading her handgun and kicking the 

cartridge away from the house idly. She paused for a moment, then traded a hug with her father 

as Cherry followed Marina past him and down towards the meeting room, and the still-gentle 

daughter whispered: “Please, Daddy. Don‟t push yourself too much… and try not to hurt big 

sister.” 

The Drakkaren nodded to his child, and she smiled to him, reaching up to touch his face 

gently before heading through the house towards the collapsed stairs. Zerrex‟s gaze followed her 

for a moment, before he too headed down towards the meeting room, and he found Marina 

already sitting at the table beside Cherry.  

Zerrex paused, then before he could speak, Marina said mildly: “You can sit beside me or 

her if you want, Daddy… facing each other isn‟t necessary. In fact it‟s probably better if you 

don‟t.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, then he looked at Cherry, who had disarmed and tossed her weapons 

a safe distance away… and the Drakkaren put his cane down by the doorway, and at her pleading 

look, he sat beside her instead of putting Marina between them. The psychic girl looked slightly 

miffed at this, but then she shook her head and became professional again, breathing softly and 

saying quietly: “You both know how this works, so I‟ll keep the recap short, but I want to go 

through it anyway to get your visualizing things. 



“Daddy is the receiver, and Cherry is the sender…” A pause and a long look over Cherry, 

adding mildly: “And in some cases, the victim, as I like to call it, as we‟ll be taking the 

information we need by force from repressed memories if necessary. I‟m the conduit and the 

generator… I make sure things go through entirely and I act as the switchboard. I‟ll experience a 

minimum number of the memories myself, but Zerrex will be receiving everything that‟s sent, as 

will Cherry.” 

“The hardest part of this is not the memories themselves: remember, they are memories, 

and the mental pain they may cause you is not real, no matter how much it hurts. Keep 

yourselves under control. The biggest danger comes from the speed, and this is what I‟m worried 

about: when we rip a normal person‟s mind, from childhood to adulthood, that‟s maybe twenty 

years of important memories we take from and sort through. Ripping Cherry‟s will be different, 

because we‟ll be covering almost two thousand years of memory, likely in under five minutes.” 

A pause, then a wide grin as she glanced over the two. “It‟s going to be a hell of a ride, in other 

words.” 

Cherry glanced from Marina to Zerrex nervously, and then she whispered quietly to the 

Drakkaren male: “Boss… I don‟t know if I‟m ready for this… I mean… I don‟t want you to see 

what I saw, go through what I did and… I‟m scared. I‟m scared again, just like last night…” 

Zerrex leaned in close and quieted Cherry with a gentle kiss to her forehead, and then he 

took her hand silently beneath the table and said quietly: “I‟ll be with you the whole time. I‟m 

sorry, Cherry, but we don‟t have time to sort through your memories and wait for you to 

remember other important details… and by doing this, we‟ll even unlock things that you didn‟t 

know you knew, you know?” 

She made a face at this, but then finally nodded and mumbled: “Fuck. It almost makes me 

want to start boozing again.” A pause and a deep blush as Zerrex was the one who made a face 

now. “Sorry about that.” 

“It‟s fine.” He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, and Cherry squeezed his hand 

quietly. “Whenever you‟re ready, Marina.” 

“Alright.” Marina nodded, and for a few moments there was nothing… and then Zerrex 

felt as if something had just stabbed into his mind, and he gave a wince before his eyes opened 

on whiteness… and he was standing with Cherry, still holding hands, but now she was in her 

demonic real body… and she pointed past him with her other hand, a look of amusement on her 

features as she said teasingly: “See, that‟s what I‟m talking about.” 

Zerrex looked over his shoulders, blinking dumbly… and then he rolled his eyes as he 

saw his angel wings had randomly appeared. He tried to retract them, and nothing happened… 

and then he made a face and pointed at Cherry‟s, saying mildly: “Yeah, well… yours are 

smaller!” 

“Fuck you.” Cherry grumbled, and then they both grunted as they were dragged out of 

whiteness, and suddenly Zerrex felt like his head was on fire, seeing flames, burning, death, the 

faces of the Sisters, a monastery, rock, rock, and more rock… and the voices, the terrible voices 

echoing throughout his head… 

He remembered, but it wasn‟t him remembering all the names of every demon Cherry 

had seen, and all their types and all their different traditional roles… and he heard a whisper in 

his head that seemed to say: Did you know that the High Prince Az‟Iriel is from the same family 

as the lost Mephistopheles? Cra‟Vel Thull is another branch of the Thull Clan, from the First 

Families. 



But did it ever hurt, experiencing so much at once… and he grit his teeth, his head tilting 

back as he let out a groan of pain, another rush of memories filling his mind, and his eyes opened 

wide in shock at what he saw: whips, slashing over and over at flesh, massive pairs of scissors 

cutting off  

my breasts 

limbs and body parts and spears being rammed 

through my vagina, my ass, my mouth 

through bodies, all of them restrained, unable to move or speak or even scream, and then 

rape after rape after vicious rape, with spikes and sexual toys made into grim, bloody torture 

tools, and  

being forced to beg for it, scream for it, and having hot slag poured down my throat, into my 

body instead of the seed I so desired 

 magma being used as a terrible substitute for other bodily fluids…  

 Zerrex groaned, clenching his eyes shut, but he could feel the agony that reached every 

level of his being filling him up nonetheless, and the images wouldn‟t stop coming: images of  

screaming as they fuck me with cocks so big they tear right through my body 

 pain, of rape and violence and death, and of 

being broken; crying endlessly; terrified of the Sisters, of everyone… 

 being so afraid, of even people who had meant no harm, had done these gruesome things 

only because a worse fate would have awaited if  

she 

 that person had been discovered… 

 Zerrex tried to shake it away, but it was there again, and then he saw someone… she 

looked like a Drakkaren female who was visiting the Sister‟s Monastery to pray and talk with 

them, and she was an Inquisitor… but it was during a day of punishment, and  

she was on a rack, and the female steps up and her eyes turn pitch black, and she is a demon like 

all the others but somehow different as she brings out her whip, and she tries to speak but the 

Inquisitor shouts an order at her and her voice is powerful, her dominance unquestionable… and 

she wears  

 she, in her leather outfit, takes over… but she stops early, something seeming to confuse 

her, and she talks with the Sisters before she leaves… 

 And there is a realization, too, not far later, of waking up and being different: fragments 

of a dirty mirror fall to the ground, someone turning away and screaming in denial… and then a 

vision of being led by the Sisters to a pool in the courtyard outside, where massive trees grow 

and sway slowly and quietly in the windless sky, groaning gently… and here there is a sight of a 

demon, a wretched, strange thing in the mirror, and a feeling of falling down a deep, dark 

expanse… of becoming something else, and feeling so lost… 

There are a thousand strange and terrible visions on top of this one, and then darkness for 

a moment before he sees rocky, sloping ground and cliffs, red skies that swirl in a slow vortex 

above and the occasional black cloud, lakes and rivers of blood and bridges made of bone… but 

also settlements occupied by pacific demons, some of them even friendly, their homes made of 

wood and their taverns smelling of smoke and alcohol… 

 There‟s a sense of a world forgotten now, a sense of duties missed and places long-lost in 

memory… thoughts that whisper that there is no better place than here, that all, for once, is good 

and right with the world, despite the darkness that exists as well, and the pain and punishment 

that purifies… there is love and hate, but after the contentment comes sorrow even during this 



great pilgrimage, and there is the feeling of begging to return home… but the Sisters say no, and 

a journey is resumed for years and years, toiling onwards and onwards, with no need of food and 

little need of sleep, training daily, growing stronger, learning spells and picking up history and 

lore that is quickly forgotten in sorrow… 

 There is hatred, self-loathing first, and then hate of everyone else, especially those lost 

ones long ago loved… and then there is giving in, being snowed under, and wanting to go back 

to them no matter what… and there are beatings and fights that end badly, there are long periods 

of sleep, there is giving up one‟s body to the sins of the flesh over and over, every time more and 

more vicious, and there is taking one‟s own rage out on others, becoming a punisher, showing 

off a level of cruelty and violence unmatched by even some of the Inquisitors… and there is 

finally a return to the sacred beginning, the temple… and there is finally a whisper of yes, and 

flight through the skies to a hidden portal in ancient ruins nearby, and a dive through and into the 

world… a flight high into the sky in front of shocked military crews- 

 And then shock, as they fire upon them… and they lash out, killing, killing, killing, and 

then flying into the sky beyond the clouds, hunting and hungry, wanting to destroy, burn… but 

then something connects, grabs them, drags them down… and the body changes, panting hard, 

needing sex… and too late a realization that there is still love here, this is place is unchanged as 

the collar is unchanged, and his eyes are burning emerald and no longer is there a need to leave 

and ravage the world, this is the place where they – she – needs to be… 

 And then only whiteness… and Zerrex snapped back into reality, falling backwards out 

of his chair as Cherry arched her back with a shriek, and Marina fainted on the table, her head 

thudding loudly against the furnishing. A moment later, however, Cherry tackled Zerrex before 

he could do little more than start to sit up, and her mouth locked with his as she ground down 

against him, as the claws of one hand sank through his shirt and into his chest, her other hand 

locked in his hair as she growled and bit at the same time, her body rocking hard against him. 

 Zerrex snarled in return, kissing her back as their tongues wrestled, her blood flowing 

into his mouth as his flowed into hers, as he rolled over, his own hand pinning her firmly down 

and squeezing into one breast as her tail snapped into one of his legs, drawing more blood. He 

heard the crackling of flames starting up around them as flickers of energy travelled over his 

body, and then his eyes widened as he drew backwards at the bitter smell of brimstone and fire, 

and Cherry‟s eyes unclouded as they looked at each other dumbly, the room half aflame and 

blood flowing from both their bodies, his own shifted slightly upwards, and then Cherry winced 

and rose a hand, and the fire withered away to nothing as Zerrex let his body shrink back down 

to its usual size.  

The two stared at one another, and then Cherry grinned and shrugged a bit, asking 

dumbly: “Well, want to resume making out and perhaps get around to fucking before Marina 

wakes up? I mean, there‟s a good chance she‟d join in and shit.” 

“I think I‟m above screwing a Dius like yourself.” Zerrex responded drolly, and then they 

looked at each other stupidly for a moment before he added dumbly: “And well. It looks like it 

worked, then, even though my head hurts like all hell and you took a chunk out of me with your 

stupid claws.” 

“Yeah, well, you almost squeezed one of my tits off.” Cherry responded flatly, rubbing at 

the breast Zerrex had seized slowly. “At least I didn‟t super-size myself.” 

“Oh, because that‟s such a problem for you.” The Drakkaren responded drolly. “No, 

you‟re right. You only tried to set the goddamn house on fire.” 



A moment later, Marina groaned, then she sat up, blinked, and glared at both of them, 

rubbing her head slowly. “Gee. Thanks a lot for the concern. I hope you both die.” A long pause, 

and then she flushed deeply, looking at her father. “I mean, not you Daddy!” 

“Oh, just me.” Cherry said irritably, and then she let out a squeak as Marina snarled and 

sent her flying across the room to crash into a shelf, several books falling down on top of her 

head as Zerrex winced and slowly stood up. Then Marina‟s eyes widened when she saw the claw 

mark on her father‟s chest, and she snarled furiously. 

Immediately, Zerrex stepped forwards, shaking his head and reaching out for her, saying 

quickly: “Marina, it‟s okay, it‟s alright!” A pause, and then he checked over his shoulder to make 

sure Cherry was still breathing as Marina fumed visibly, before he leaned forwards and 

murmured gently: “But hey, uh… you know, you upset me a bit there with what you said…” 

Marina blinked, then she stepped forwards and hugged him tightly, and Zerrex winced at 

the pain it sent through his surprisingly-sore body, gushing: “Oh, Daddy, never you! I love you 

way too much… and I don‟t really wish Cherry dead either, I guess.” A smile up to him, and 

then she kissed his cheek gently, saying softly: “And you really don‟t have to manipulate me like 

that… I‟ll back off, I just need you to tell me.” 

“I just needed to make sure.” Zerrex said dumbly, and Marina beamed up at him, 

apparently delighted for… some reason. I‟m too sore to figure it out. “Uh… why don‟t you make 

me some tea or something, and get Cindy and Mahihko down from the rooftop?” 

“No problem, Daddy!” Marina said warmly, and she bounced off to do as she‟d been 

asked, Zerrex looking after her with a bit of a grimace for a moment before he staggered over to 

Cherry.  

He nudged her gently with his foot, and she opened one eye, looking furtive as she 

whispered up to him: “Is she gone?” 

“Yes, she‟s gone.” He held a hand out, and then grunted as he hefted Cherry up to her 

feet. For a moment, they stood there, and then he glanced down a bit and rubbed the back of his 

head before looking up at her again, saying quietly: “I don‟t blame you for anything that 

happened down there, Cherry. It‟s not your fault… and you aren‟t weak for giving in to any of it. 

Thoughts or the… other stuff. I don‟t blame you for what happened to you.” 

Cherry blushed deeply, then she lowered her head a bit before slumping forwards against 

him, her breathing ragged as she hugged him fiercely. Zerrex hugged her tightly back, and she 

murmured against him quietly, her eyes tightly closed: “I became something else down there, 

Zerrex… I‟m not the same person I was when I left. It‟s almost like I died and was reborn, but 

even worse than I ever was before, and… and I thought that I didn‟t need you around me, that I 

didn‟t care. But the terrible thing is that I still do… and I‟m afraid I‟m going to put your life in 

danger, that I‟m going to… once more be the thing that takes away the people you care about.” 

Zerrex thought for a moment of Mary… of a poor soul who had ended up tied up in the 

whole mess so many years ago now, the soul who had set him along the path he walked now 

instead of the more selfish, screw-everything attitude he‟d had back then… and then he shook his 

head slowly, murmuring quietly: “I care about you too, Cherry. I do. Besides, I need someone 

around here who‟s more evil than me.” A bit of a smile and a quiet nudge, and Cherry laughed a 

bit, shaking her head slowly.  

“Fuck off, Boss.” she said finally, then smiled a bit more before patting him firmly on the 

shoulder. “Sit your ass down on one of those chairs and I‟ll go and grab some bandages and shit 

to patch up those wounds I gave you during our attempt at violent intercourse.” 



“Rapist.” Zerrex said idly, and she shrugged a bit before heading for the door, before 

pausing and blinking as the power flickered back on, exchanging a look with the male. “You 

think that means they cleared out the zombies and whatever else was lurking in the city?” 

“I dunno… Sargentus said something about scouts, too…” Cherry murmured, shaking 

her head slowly. “They might‟ve retreated to Hell and a bigger force might be preparing itself for 

war. We‟ll have to wait and see.” 

She strode out of the room, and Zerrex looked out after her for a few moments, making a 

bit of a face before he sat down in front of the satellite transceiver. It beeped a few times at him, 

and then the screen flickered, and announced there were messages waiting to be reviewed. A 

grumble, and Zerrex tapped in the code to link with Albatross‟s private office, making a bit of a 

face as he said tiredly to the air: “I don‟t get paid for this, you know…” 

The screen flickered to its „Connecting‟ status, and a few moments later something 

beeped and he found himself facing a blank chair. The Drakkaren frowned a bit at this, tilting his 

head… and a moment later Albatross came in from the side and sat down with a groan, looking 

tiredly into the screen and muttering: “Now I finally get you. Are you just calling here because 

this is a private link or did you actually bother to check the messages I left you?” 

“The former. If the messages are that important I can hang up, listen to them, and call you 

back, though.” Zerrex responded idly, then he rose his hands with a wince as Albatross glared at 

him with his single purple eye. “Sorry, sorry. It‟s been busy around here.” 

A pause as Cherry strode into the room with a large medical kit, and Albatross stared at 

her before deciding it was better not to comment as she pulled off Zerrex‟s shirt, beginning to 

quickly and efficiently check over his new wounds and the older ones that had bled through their 

bandages. “Lord Zerrex… it‟s chaos here, in the Cradle of Life. Again, most of the jungle‟s on 

fire, and demons and the living dead alike are rampaging throughout the city… I know it sounds 

hard to believe, but Hell itself…” He broke off and frowned a bit as he leaned close to the 

screen, asking curiously: “Why does Cherry have horns coming out of her head?” 

“Yeah, you aren‟t the only one who‟s been experiencing Hell as a not-figurative lately, so 

bite me.” Cherry muttered, then she coughed and looked embarrassed, adding in a lower 

mumble: “I‟m not here, just ignore me.” 

“Cherry had a little accident in the Northlands.” Zerrex said quietly, and Albatross 

lowered his head, wincing a bit. “She ended up spending… a little while in Hell. She got back 

last night but it had already affected her a little strangely.” 

“I‟m so sorry, Lord Zerrex, Miss Cherry… this is my fault.” Albatross shook his head 

slowly, looking ashamed of himself and pressing his palms down against his desk. “Look, if 

there‟s ever anything I can do to make up for it-” 

“You just gave us the mission… I‟m the one who messed up.” Zerrex responded 

resolutely, then he grunted and winced as Cherry stuck one of her fingers into one of his wounds. 

“I mean, I‟m responsible for what happened, but it‟s no one‟s fault.” He made a face, as if the 

words tasted sour, but Cherry at least stopped exploring his cuts with her claws and produced a 

bottle of antiseptic instead now. “But so the zombies were running around down there too, huh? 

We had a large number of them in the city, but we decided to let the Irenic Military handle the 

rest… Cherry said she killed a demon, too, some- ow, ow, ow, hey, that stings!‟ 

Zerrex winced as Cherry began to clean out the wounds on his chest with a cloth and the 

antiseptic in rough strokes, and he pushed at her as she leaned down against him, the two 

grunting and shoving against each other as she grumbled: “It‟s for your own damn good, now 

stop being such a baby!” 



Albatross merely watched for a few moments, and then he sighed, rolling his eye and 

then muttering under his breath: “Brilliant.” A pause as he let the two argue for a moment, then 

he cleared his throat loudly and continued to speak loudly: “In any case. Yes, zombies, as you 

called them… and a large number of them. We also received several warnings from Ire‟s 

Republic Council that they were going to attack is in full force with or without the consent of the 

world council if we continued to „launch attacks against Ire using illegal biological weaponry,‟ 

as they phrased it. Somehow they‟re drawing a line between the Hollow Ones and these zombies, 

which they obviously think we‟re still using.” 

The Drakkaren traded a look with Cherry, and then he said mildly: “So what? You and I 

both know they‟re just a bunch of power-mad lunatics. Besides, with Hell apparently on the 

march against us, there‟s no way Ire will be able to make a full-out offensive against Hez‟Ranna 

while at the same time raising its defenses against Hell.” 

“I‟m not so sure about that… that system of satellites I told you about before, the Deep 

Space Project 6 worries me. I‟d like you to ask some of your contacts about it in the military, if 

you could, Lord Zerrex.” A pause, then a glance between him and Cherry, watching as she sewed 

up a particularly-deep gash in his chest before adding mildly: “And any information at all you 

could give me on Hell would be excellent right now, as well. I‟d like to know what to expect if 

they should attack again.” 

“They fight mainly with swords and what I guess you could call magic…” A pause as 

Zerrex made a face. “And time flows differently. There‟s big lapses, but… roughly a day up here 

is equal to two thousand and seven hundred years spent there.” 

Albatross didn‟t speak, only blinking slowly and looking disbelieving, before he rubbed 

his head slowly and asked in a faintly amused voice: “So you‟re telling me we just had our first 

battle in more than three thousand years of pace between this world and Hell? Lord Zerrex, that 

can‟t be right, I mean, the only way you could figure that out is…” A pause and a look over to 

Cherry, who shrugged quietly and glanced away from the monitor, and Albatross looked down a 

bit, murmuring: “I‟m sorry, Miss Cherry. 

“But if that‟s true… then it means we can‟t win, doesn‟t it?” The Dragokkaren shook his 

head slowly. “Even if the entire world massed together to fight… they‟ll just keep swarming us 

with all manner of demonic entity and we‟ll be crushed beneath sheer numbers…” 

“It‟s not that simple for them to move their troops forwards…” Zerrex said softly, and 

memories flickered through his head as he winced a bit, reaching up to massage his temple 

quietly. “It‟s… strange. But they‟ve been locking down many of the portals, so that no one can 

go through… and their leaders have discussions that sometimes last thousands of years, just over 

what they should do next, and their soldiers take a long time to train and build up. Demons 

develop over long periods of time… so we will have at least a few days between their attacks.” A 

faint smile as Albatross frowned at him. “Cherry came back with some good information on the 

goings-on in Hell and how everything works down there.” 

Albatross nodded slowly, his eye searching slowly over the Drakkaren before he finally 

sat back and sighed a bit. “Alright Lord Zerrex, I‟m not going to make the mistake of 

disbelieving you again. Besides which, the original reason I wanted to talk to you was to not only 

debrief you but go over the worldwide goings-on.” 

Zerrex nodded, tilting his head, then smiling a bit and touching Marina‟s hand as she 

strolled up beside him and put down a cup of tea. Marina gazed at him lovingly as Cherry 

finished patching the lizard up, and then she drew over to the side of the room, simply standing 

quietly and watching them both. Albatross coughed, and Zerrex returned his attention to the 



screen with a slight blush as the Dragokkaren asked mildly: “Does your daughter often dress like 

that or is it only for work-related duties?” 

“Maybe we should just move on?” Zerrex laughed a bit, making a waving motion with 

his hands as Cherry began to sit down beside him, before suddenly pausing and drawing back to 

stand in her old spot by the wall. The Drakkaren glanced over his shoulder, and Cherry smiled 

hesitantly as she straightened and then nodded firmly. “You know, now that everyone‟s in their 

usual place and all that.” 

“Fine with me… just don‟t get yourself arrested for molestation or anything like that with 

how young she still looks.” A smile to Marina from the monitor, and the female did a quick 

curtsy with a bit of a blush. “But let‟s start with what happened in the Northlands… it sounds 

like there was a bit of interference from Kesteven‟s forces, was there?” 

Zerrex mused a bit, shrugging at this. “I wouldn‟t call it intentional or even interference 

in military terms… we worked things out, and I figured since they assaulted the base and 

provided transport for us, it was fair enough that Killer and his wife Alexis came along with us. 

They provided excellent battle support and I know that you had a long discussion with them 

yourself over resolving the issue of ownership over that portal that appeared in the Arctic.” 

Albatross nodded after a moment, saying softly: “Fair enough. They were civil and we 

managed to work our problems out with a joint operation to examine the portal. It worked out 

well enough, but nonetheless, I‟m worried about what‟s going to happen once Ire gets wind of 

the operation, which they always do. It could be problematic. 

“But then how did the operation itself go? I was concerned for the safety of your family 

and looking at you…” A pause as his eye roved over Zerrex‟s body, his face becoming solemn. 

“It seems that you ran into some rather serious competition, especially if even Miss Cherry was 

injured. Besides which, you mentioned running into an Unseen… was it the Commander of the 

Toxin unit?” 

“Yeah…” Zerrex nodded and made a face, poking at his own right bicep. “See, on top of 

being ridiculously huge, he had a mechanical arm that was loaded with a spring-blade and a 

cannon that fired exploding shells… and he was fast. Faster than ninety percent of the creatures 

I‟ve fought… and he was able to take on both me and Killer at once without much of a twitch. 

We had to wear him down with consecutive attacks and focus on chipping away at damaging his 

metal arm, and he finally fell into the Black Hole just as it was opening…” Zerrex paused, 

shaking his head slowly. “I think he was disintegrated by the release of energy… when the Hole 

first opened up, there was this… terrible force that washed over everything, and the gravitational 

force was immense…” 

Albatross nodded on the screen, frowning a bit as he glanced over Zerrex and said softly: 

“If you were at ground zero with your family, you should have Cindy check your bodies over. In 

the locations where known Black Holes opened, there‟ve been reports of mutations and sudden 

changes in the behavior of wildlife, especially in Dragokkaren and people who already possess 

certain particular abilities…” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, looking down at the table for a moment and tapping his fingers on 

it quietly, then he returned his eyes to the screen ahead, sighing a bit and saying softly: “But I 

don‟t have much else to report. We wiped out not one, but two facilities, connected by an 

underground transit system… if you explore towards the south, you‟ll come across a tram 

station, and the southern platform leads into the Arctic Facility you warned us about.” A pause, 

and then he straightened and muttered a curse. “I almost forgot. I ran into my alter-ego, 

Ravenlight, running around out there…” A pause as he heard a start from Cherry, and he glanced 



over his shoulder at her with a slight smile: oddly enough, she had always been one of the best 

listeners when he told the old story about what had happened to him in the illusionary world he‟d 

been locked in all those years ago during their failed first assault against Narrius. “And he said 

something about the radiation the portals were giving off and the energy in the air before he 

turned into a monster.” 

“Oh, wonderful, an evil monster version of you.” Albatross muttered, dropping his head 

in one hand, and then he sighed and looked up, asking mildly: “You know, I‟m almost tempted 

to ask you to go to Hell and see if you can drag Huck out. We could use his help right about now 

figuring out how to combat the radiation and track these demons.” 

“Just use the old rituals.” Zerrex shrugged a bit, then he blinked at what he‟d just said, 

touching his muzzle before saying slowly: “The portals aren‟t creations of science and don‟t 

adhere to scientific laws… but you might be able to control and seal them through the use of 

what‟s best known as magic, but is really something far more complex than fancy words and 

waving of sticks.” 

“Okay, let me call up a wizard, a priest, and some New Agers to sprinkle magic water on 

the portal and Feng Shui it to a better location, so it produces doves instead of demons.” 

Albatross grumbled, then he winced and shook his head, raising a hand. “I‟m sorry, Lord Zerrex. 

It‟s just… this isn‟t my kind of battle. I know shit about dealing with the unnatural and I‟m still 

getting used to the idea that there are beings with special powers out there that don‟t involve 

being able to shoot a target at five hundred meters despite severe depth-perception problems.”  

“It‟s fine, Albatross.” Zerrex smiled a bit, then he shook his head slowly. “But what I 

mean is that if there is a Heaven and Hell, then it means a lot of what we probably all dismissed 

as children‟s stories have some truth to them… and even if a lot of them have changed and been 

messed with over the years, some of them have to be correct. Try getting some traditional 

Hez‟Ranna shamans to sanctify the area and see what happens… none of that Unity crap or 

anything like that. And have your researchers try studying the lore from the other end… not the 

god-side, but the Hell-side.” 

“This all sounds retarded.” Albatross muttered, but he finally nodded with a grimace. 

“While I‟m at it, I think I‟ll have them increase the power of the psychic deflection shields we‟ve 

got built up around one of them… they seem to be containing the Black Hole‟s energy, so I‟m 

hoping we can drown it out without resorting to… „magic.‟” 

Zerrex nodded a bit in return, making a face, then he paused as Albatross looked at him 

for a few long moments. “What?” 

Albatross smiled tiredly, then he said softly: “I just wish you were here, Lord Zerrex. 

You belong in this seat, not me… you did all the hard pulling during the Great War, and you‟ve 

got more battlefield experience than a fraud like myself.” He rubbed slowly at the scarred half of 

his face, then added: “Besides… I hate being the guy sitting behind a desk and giving jobs. I‟d 

much rather be out doing… something, anything, to help in the struggle. Even when Ire attacked 

us after we disarmed peacefully, I haven‟t seen a struggle like this… this has the potential to 

cause even more havoc than the Great War does to a planet that‟s already been ravaged by war.” 

“I won‟t let Narrius have the last laugh, Albatross… no matter what.” Zerrex said quietly, 

his eyes burning as they looked down at the console, and then he shook his head and closed his 

eyes. “Is there anything else? I‟m thinking of taking a walk towards the inner city, and check on 

a few people I know.” 



The Dragokkaren looked at him for a few long moments, then he nodded slowly. “Yeah, 

there is. We‟ve lost contact completely with Lunis… and Ire is denying that anything‟s happened 

there, but the electrical signals coming from the island are massive.” 

Zerrex looked up in surprise, tilting his head with a frown. “Lunis used to be the 

technology capital of the world, until Narrius fried all their computer systems… are you saying 

that the demons have taken it over as a base and turned it back into a giant factory?” Massive 

electrical signals… Lunis had become the equivalent of a slum with a few factory bunkers that 

produce special alloys and goods, last I‟d heard… they barely even have a thermal signature… 

“That‟s-” Before Albatross could finish, the satellite disconnected and the screen went 

dark for a moment before flashing red and reading „LOCAL INTERRUPTION.‟ Zerrex blinked 

stupidly at this, but Cherry cursed behind him, her memories of her life in this world apparently 

fully restored as she stepped forwards and leaned down to tap rapidly on the console.  

“Shit… Boss, someone‟s jamming our signal and probably tracking it…” A mutter as she 

shut the satellite link down, then she stood up and traded a look with Marina at the sound of a 

crash and Cindy yelling angrily. “Actually, it sounds like someone‟s already tracked it. Bebop, if 

you would be so kind…” 

“Good memory.” Marina muttered, then she stepped back into the corner as Zerrex 

turned grimly around in his chair, one hand on his cane and his eyes narrowed at a group of 

soldiers – none of them reptilian in nature – that strode in through the door only moments later, 

all of them wearing black riot armor and with their assault rifles at the ready. Two of them took 

aim at Cherry, who rose her hands with a cold grin, and three of them covered Marina, as a last 

one strode up beside Zerrex with a shotgun aimed at his head. 

An officer strolled inside a moment later, a short, stocky bear in a black uniform with 

golden buttons and tassels hanging from the shoulders, his hands behind his back and his 

uniform cap tight on his head, sunglasses obscuring his eyes as he murmured into the headset he 

wore: “It‟s alright, sir. We‟ve got the targets in custody. Give me half an hour to bring them in.” 

A pause, and then the grizzly reached up and pulled off his sunglasses, tucking them in his breast 

pocket as he said mildly, not bothering to give Zerrex more than a glance. “Narrius, Zerrex. Ex-

military, correct?” 

“Correct.” Zerrex glanced to the shotgun aimed at his head, then around at the other 

soldiers, putting both hands on his cane, the bear‟s amber eyes finally meeting his own. “Quite 

the arsenal you have here. Black armors, metal helmets with visors so I can‟t even see their eyes, 

even their tails tucked somewhere inside those tight casket uniforms so I can‟t tell what species 

they are. Why the storm troopers?” 

“I ask the questions here, terrorist.” The bear responded mildly, looking down at one 

hand as he rose it in front of his face, and then he returned his eyes to Zerrex, speaking in a soft 

tone: “And don‟t even bother with any tricks, Narrius. We know about your family of freaks and 

their abilities and training… if your slut daughter attempts to interfere with us using her 

telepathic abilities in any way, you‟ll all be killed immediately. We do not require you alive.” 

Zerrex‟s eyes were cold as he looked up at the bear, his tone filled with silent venom as 

he said: “Don‟t call me Narrius. And don‟t call my daughter names.” 

The bear snorted, tilting his head before raising a hand, and a strange glow surrounded it 

as he looked over it again, Zerrex‟s eyes widening as he said darkly: “Don‟t think you can order 

me around, newt. I‟m very familiar with my own abilities… and there‟s a full attack team here 

holding you and yours hostage while another outside is waiting, just in case. We‟ve taken no 

chances.” 



“You‟re an idiot.” Zerrex said softly, before attempting to stand – but the soldier beside 

him snarled something and immediately shoved him back down into his seat, the reptile grunting 

and then glaring at the armored trooper. “Want to try that again?” 

“Shut up.” The bear snorted, then he tilted his head to the side, touching his headset and 

murmuring: “Units 7, 3 and 4. Take the girl out to the transport van. Kill the wolf, he‟s 

worthless.” 

“See, there‟s a mistake.” Zerrex said casually, and then he smiled slightly as the bear 

snarled at him with disgust. “You only left minimum security out there.” 

A moment later, a terrible howl rose up, and there was the sound of screaming and 

crashing as the bear jumped, looking horrified… and Zerrex immediately stood, spinning on the 

spot at the same time to gracefully yank the shotgun from the hands of the trooper before his 

elbow collided with his visor, sending the soldier down with a scream as glass pelted his eyes. 

Before the bear could even react, Zerrex pumped the shotgun once to ensure a shell was in the 

chamber and took aim at the bear‟s face. 

A soldier flew by as Cherry kicked him hard in the stomach, sending him over the table 

with enough force to crash into the wall under the monitor with his armor shattered, and the other 

fell slowly over, gurgling quietly from the second arc of her foot, his hands twitching senselessly 

and his head twisted at a terrible angle. On the other side of the bear, the three other soldiers had 

suffered a far worse fate, hanging in the air and screaming but unable to do more than jerk 

stupidly, their minds protected by insulated helmets but their bodies vulnerable… and then 

Marina grinned coldly as she looked at one, her extended hand glowing purple as he simply 

imploded, blood and chunks of broken metal hailing down to the floor before his corpse fell from 

the air with a sick splat. 

“Calm down, Marina.” Zerrex‟s tone was almost absent, as the bear stumbled 

backwards… before he suddenly snarled and reached forwards, grabbing the end of the shotgun 

barrel and causing it to melt. The Drakkaren‟s eyes widened in surprise, and the bear turned to 

run into the hallway… only to be struck from the side by an angry, gigantic wolf in a few 

remnants of torn clothes, Mahihko roaring as he reached down and then spun around, throwing 

the bear over his head, and a moment later there was a crunch as Cindy batted him out of the air 

with her fist and all the immense strength secreted inside her body. 

Zerrex muttered something under his breath as he walked out into the hall, Mahihko 

panting behind him and looking back and forth as drool fell from his jaws, then he seemed to 

calm a bit as Zerrex looked up at him, straightening and swallowing embarrassedly. The 

Drakkaren smiled slightly though, then he turned and looked over to Cindy, who was examining 

the bear‟s broken corpse, and she made a disgusted face to him. “There‟s another team outside, 

this one looks like it‟s about fifteen soldiers… at least three of them are in Battle Augmentation 

Devices, on top of that.” 

“Great. Sounds like a real party.” The Drakkaren rolled his eyes, then he switched the 

shotgun to his left hand as he held up the right, concentrating and causing blue energy to flicker 

over his hand. It was never that easy before… have I really been affected by the Hell energy that 

much? Am I changing too? “They mentioned a leader… either he‟s out there in the transport, or 

they‟re under orders from Ire Central Command, in which case we‟re screwed.” 

“Shouldn‟t we be, you know, going out there, killing shit, as opposed to sitting around 

here and talking?” Cherry asked irritably, her body shifting back to its demonic form as she 

licked her lips slowly, her whip in one hand, and Mahihko grunted something as he lumbered 

behind her and nodded, despite the fact that he also looked horribly meek in front of Zerrex. 



Almost three times my size and the big dope still acts like a child… “Come on, Boss! Let‟s 

surprise them with a full-out offensive!” 

The Drakkaren glared at her, and she glared back, but he relented, noting that she had a 

point: the quicker they dealt with them, the less time they had to call for reinforcements or set up 

a perimeter. “Fine. Mahihko, Cindy, and Marina-” A glance over to see Marina striding out of 

the hall with a plain metal pipe in one hand. “You take the soldiers. Cherry and I will go after the 

BAD soldiers.” 

“Fun stuff.” Cherry grinned, then she ran for the door, and Zerrex muttered before half-

chasing after her into the fray, as gunfire immediately started up. He winced as rifle rounds 

peppered the front of the house, a few of them tearing over his body, and then he snarled and 

something in his mind clicked as a circular shield of energy formed over his arm, covering his 

upper body entirely and leaving him stunned. 

Cherry glanced over her shoulder at the yells from the soldiers, and she positively 

brightened at the sight of Zerrex standing stupidly with the round shield of energy in front of 

him, something stirring inside of her as she thought: I‟m not the only one… Zerrex‟s nature, his 

powers are awakening too, now… he‟s catching up to me and he hasn‟t even become a demon… 

not yet, anyway… 

She shook her head as a stray bullet managed to catch her, but her iron-like scales 

deflected it, leaving barely a mark on her stomach as she grunted and then returned to the battle 

at hand, leaping forwards and lashing out with her whip to catch the arm of a soldier in massive, 

clunky black armor overlaid with white plates and the BAD insignia written in gold on every 

limb and his front and back. This was nothing compared to the fights she‟d fought in Hell… and 

she laughed as she easily dragged him forwards with the hook lodged into his arm, the soldier 

screaming before he tried to strike at her with his other hand, but she caught it and leaned in 

close as she almost tenderly wrapped the whip around his back and then his neck, speaking 

softly: “It‟ll all be over soon…” 

She grinned as the whip burned orange, the soldier inside the armor screaming as it began 

to melt and hiss from the immense heat… and then she pulled hard out the side as she turned 

with a cackle, and pieces of plate metal and sliced-apart body flew in all directions, blood and 

gore splattering over her body as she snapped the whip around her in an easy circle with a cruel 

grin. “Try harder! Try harder for me!” 

Zerrex had meanwhile charged through the front line, emptying a shotgun blast into a 

soldier‟s stomach as he passed him and bullets bouncing uselessly off his energy shield as he 

sprinted towards another BAD soldier. The armored trooper swayed backwards a bit, then he 

grunted as white light shone from the bottoms of his boots, stolen technology kicking into gear 

and creating a magnetic force that permitted him to hover as his arms glowed with a more 

sinister light. 

The Drakkaren swayed to the side as the BAD trooper rose a hand and fired a sphere of 

glowing energy at him: a concentrated electrical discharge that would knock even the hardiest of 

soldiers to the ground. The ball narrowly missed him, causing the reptile‟s hair to fuzz outwards 

as he winced a bit, then he concentrated, the shield vanishing from his arm as he pumped another 

round into the shotgun and fired at the soldier before tossing it away. 

The armored trooper rocked backwards with a grunt as pellets pinged off his body, then 

held both hands out, firing two more of the electrical balls at him, and this time the Drakkaren 

ducked before leaping forwards and landing on the trooper‟s metal-plated body even as he tried 

to fly backwards out of the way. Immediately, the Drakkaren began yanking at his body armor, 



tearing off a shoulder plating and bending the helmet to the side before the trooper grabbed his 

sides, a burst of electricity sending Zerrex flying backwards to crash onto his back with a grunt. 

He skidded backwards over the pavement with a wince, then snarled as the BAD soldier 

fired another electrical sphere at him; immediately, he rolled to the side, picking up a piece of 

broken pavement as he went and tossing it hard at the trooper. It bounced off his helmet, leaving 

a large dent, and he rocked once more in the air with a groan… and a moment later, Zerrex 

collided with the armor in a hard tackle and knocked him to the ground. 

The Drakkaren winced, clinging to the armored trooper‟s body as they skidded 

backwards, sparks flying from the pavement as the soldier flailed against the ground, his boots 

kicking into overdrive and pushing both of them backwards, before Zerrex leapt off his body and 

landed awkwardly on his good leg, swaying a bit before he fell on his ass the trooper collided 

headfirst with a parked car. His boots continued to kick stupidly for a few moments, before the 

soldier reached up to push himself free – and electricity coursed through the car, the BAD 

trooper‟s armor sparking and small explosions rising up from the armor before he fell silent.  

Most of the other soldiers had been dispatched by Cindy and Mahihko, the latter bleeding 

from a close-range shotgun blast he‟d taken to the shoulder but still game in his massive form, 

snarling and crushing a trooper‟s skull against the cement. Cindy, meanwhile, was holding onto 

the bottom side of the military transport, lifting it slowly with a snarl as one wheel spun against 

the ground with a protesting scream, the trooper in the front obviously laying into the gas before 

she finally managed to toss it over onto its side with a loud grunt, then she glared at one of the 

troopers who was climbing shakily to his feet, his helmet broken and blood leaking out of his 

armor, snapping: “What?” 

He shrieked, then turned and began to flee, but Mahihko sidearmed him as he walked 

past, knocking him to the past before the wolf turned and grinned cruelly, his eyes burning as he 

stomped again and again on the stomach of the soldier, the trooper screaming under his paw 

before Cindy shouted: “Stop it!” 

Mahihko looked up in surprise, and a darkness seemed to fade out of his eyes as he 

stepped back from what he‟d done, looking horrified at his own handiwork before shaking his 

head mutely, his body shrinking back down to its normal size. Cindy frowned a bit at him, and 

Mahihko bit his hand, trembling violently as she strode over and then glanced over his body, 

speaking quietly: “You‟re different when you‟re big, Mahihko… don‟t lose yourself to power.” 

A pause, and then she glanced over to where Zerrex and Cherry had ganged up on the last BAD 

soldier, who had apparently made the bad choice of trying to fly away and been caught by the 

demon female. “Oh great.” 

Zerrex winced a bit as he held the soldier in a full nelson, then he shouted past the fox‟s 

head to Cherry: “Stop punching him so hard! You‟re going to kill him!” 

“Fuck that! Bitch needs to feel the pain!” Cherry retorted, and then she threw another 

hard punch into the fox‟s side, and he coughed blood, trembling violently, his armor broken and 

blood leaking through several of the gaps that had formed as she leaned in close, grinning cruelly 

and tilting her head slowly from side-to-side. “Motherfucker, you see my face? I ain‟t no mortal 

being, I‟m from way down south. Now you got a choice: cooperate, or I continue to beat the shit 

out of you.” 

“I already said I‟d cooperate!” he shrieked, then he coughed blood before Zerrex dropped 

his arms as he slumped, and he fell limply to the ground, legs spasming a few times as his ragged 

breath raced in and out. “Please don‟t kill me… please don‟t hurt me anymore…” 



“He has nothing of value. He should be killed.” Marina said softly, tossing away the bent 

metal pipe she‟d been using to crack skulls with. “Along with the other soldiers Cindy hasn‟t 

taken care of yet.” 

Cindy glanced down, the last comment spoken loudly enough the entire neighborhood 

could have heard… but of course, no one was even watching at the windows. Not like anyone 

cares what happens to the military or police in this town… most of them are just storm troopers 

waiting to get the order to bust some skulls, after all… Zerrex thought mildly. But that‟s no 

different than the slums of old Ire, either. “Daddy, there‟s no point… there‟s a comlink in the 

car, but it‟s obvious they were acting under the orders of Volka, and him I did kill.” She added 

icily, glaring at Marina‟s back. “There‟s no point in just kill-” 

A moment later, the fox screamed, his back arching, and then blood exploded from his 

ears, his eyes bursting from their sockets, and his scream died down to gurgles as Cherry and 

Zerrex both stared in shock at Marina, who looked over her shoulder, her face etched with lines 

of cruelty. “Discussion time is over. Playtime is over. I liquefied his brain: either you kill the 

others, or I‟ll pop them like balloons, too. I already promised to blow the heads up of everyone 

who fucks with Daddy today.” 

“Marina, please go to your room.” Zerrex said quietly, and Marina blinked and looked at 

him with shock, trembling a bit… and then she nodded and lowered her head shamefully, 

looking like the child Zerrex had just spoken to her as before turning and striding quietly away, 

and then the Drakkaren looked over at Cherry, who shivered a bit as she hugged herself. “When 

you get freaked out, I get worried.” 

“Fuck.” Cherry said plainly, as Cindy walked over and Mahihko hesitantly approached as 

well, staring in shock at the corpse of the fox. “She… Zer, she looked at him. She looked at him, 

and his brain turned to mush.” She quieted, then looked back and forth nervously, murmuring: 

“Marina‟s off the hook, Zerrex… I think you should start keeping her on a tighter leash, much as 

you love her… fuck, much as I love her. And Cindy, maybe we should both give her a look 

over… she seems… even you, Mahihko, seem way more aggressive as of late.” 

A look over her shoulder, and the wolf flushed deeply, bowing his head forwards, and 

Zerrex nodded slowly, glancing over the two females and making a bit of a face. “Albatross 

mentioned that, too… alright. You two, go ahead and look over Marina… if she objects, let her 

know I told you to do it and let her access this memory if she doesn‟t believe you.” A pause, then 

he glanced towards the inner city, saying softly: “I‟m going to go and check on how things are in 

there.” 

“I‟ll get your cane!” Mahihko piped up, and he dashed off before Zerrex could say 

anything. A moment later, the wolf came back with a blush, holding up the plain metal walking 

piece and his shirt, smiling a bit as he said quietly: “Here it is, Father.” 

Zerrex shifted, smiling a bit and rubbing a hand through his hair awkwardly as he took 

the cane with the other: it was still so strange to hear the little wolf who had once been his 

nemesis say that to him. “Thank you… kiddo.” He paused as the lupine blushed deeply, then 

glanced over at Cindy and smiled slightly as he slipped his shirt on quickly. “Make sure he 

doesn‟t bleed to death, huh?” 

“It looks worse than it is.” Cindy replied gently, then she winked and reached into her 

pocket, producing a set of keys and jingling them, saying softly: “I borrowed it to get some milk, 

so there‟s a full tank of gas in there now, too. You gotta stop choking the poor engine by leaving 

it at nearly-empty all the time.” 



“I know, I know.” Zerrex smiled a bit, and then he caught the keys when Cindy tossed 

them to her, feeling a slight thrill roll through his body as he glanced over to the nearby alley 

where his motorcycle was parked. “I‟ll see you guys later.” 

With that, he turned as the others made their way back towards the house, feeling a bit of 

excitement pace through him: he so rarely got to ride his motorcycle anymore, and usually Cindy 

glowered at him for hours when he did. Now, he approached it with pride and relaxation, 

glancing over the armored body and sides of the cycle and the curved, high windshield with a 

smile: the vehicle was old-school but faster than half the fusion-powered motorcycles of today‟s, 

and it had been upgraded with balance and grip systems that permitted it to travel over almost 

any sort of terrain, even if the ride would be an uncomfortable one… but Zerrex always thought 

that was half the fun. 

Black, sleek and built perfectly for his size… and the Drakkaren rubbed a hand slowly 

over the seat before grunting as he swung a leg over the motorcycle, at the same time snapping 

his cane into what had originally been a custom holder for a sword or shotgun on the side of the 

motorcycle and locking it into place with a small clasp. A pause, and then he placed his keys in 

the ignition and turned them, and closed his eyes with a smile at the sound of the engine roaring 

into life.  

He pushed himself slowly back out of the alley with his good leg, the small, armor plated 

discs over the tires humming quietly and helping with the balance of the bicycle before he turned 

down the street and revved the engine once, then started forwards down the old cement roads, 

loving the feeling of the wind in his hair and the motorcycle under his body moving with sublime 

grace and roaring with power. 

His mood was quickly ruined after only a few short minutes, however, as he had to weave 

around bodies, wrecks and police cars, becoming serious and calm as he halted every now and 

then at crowds to listen in on gossiping citizens. As he turned down a street towards the inner 

city, he slowed as he began to pass a corner playground that was mostly dirt and rusted metal 

play equipment, blocked from the north and east by towering and mostly-abandoned apartment 

buildings of ugly brick… and he slid off his motorcycle, turning it off but leaving the keys in the 

ignition. 

He pulled his cane free as he walked through a large tear in the fencing and stepped into 

the playground, and a black-scaled dragoness sitting on one of the swings looked up from what 

seemed almost like melancholy brooding, frowning a bit at him before softening as he stopped 

and offered a hesitant smile. For a moment, they looked at each other, and then Reia stood up, 

quietly stepping to the side and grasping the broken metal chain of the other swing on the bars, 

saying softly: “You always show up when there‟s trouble, Zer.” 

“I wanted to check on you… see how you were doing. I know you aren‟t exactly a fan of 

the undead.” Zerrex replied softly, and he stepped towards her, and she looked towards him with 

a bit of a smile as his eyes taking in her body as he always did, every time he saw her. Beautiful 

black scales that turned white over her inner body, and long scales gave her a sort of hair that 

covered her head, of the same bright ivory. She was wearing an old leather jacket with Ire‟s 

military logo on it, and a tight white shirt beneath this, as well as a pair of military pants and 

combat boots: it made her past affiliations fairly obvious. 

Reia motioned with her handgun towards a few fallen bodies on the cracked road outside 

the playground, her almost-black eyes flicking to the side. “They aren‟t so bad once you start 

killing them… but you know, I heard something funny today, Zerrex.” She turned towards him, 

the large black 15mm gripped in both hands as she looked over him quietly, taking in his wounds 



as she said slowly: “I trust you, Zer… but what‟s going on with you? You vanish sometimes for 

months at a time, and you always come back wounded… and even now, you don‟t seem the 

slightest bit upset by everything that‟s happened. It‟s not normal. 

“I heard that the military was after you earlier today…” she stepped forwards a bit now, 

leaning forwards him and her body shifting, her gun held tight in her hands as she looked over 

him slowly again, sizing him up. “And you knew me. Somehow, you knew me, before I knew 

you… and yet… I thought that once… once…” 

“You knew me too.” Zerrex nodded a bit, glancing to the side, then he looked back at her 

with a bit of a smile, looking down at the gun and feeling a stirring of discomfort and pain even 

as he tried to hide it under his expression. “What‟s wrong, Reia? You‟re acting like you‟re going 

to shoot me.” 

She hesitated… then lowered her head and blushed a bit, finally holstering the handgun 

and slowly rubbing a hand over the chain of the swingset, saying quietly: “I‟ve told you what I 

could about myself, Zer… and I know you‟ve told me the same. One day… someday soon… 

promise me you‟ll tell me everything.” She glanced up at him, and they stepped towards each 

other before Zerrex swallowed a bit. 

He lowered his head… and finally, he nodded slowly, meeting her eyes and saying 

quietly: “I promise, Reia. I promise that I will. Every little thing… as long as you do the same.”  

They stepped forwards again towards each other, and finally they embraced, Zerrex 

hugging her fiercely, not wanting to let go as she squeezed his body tightly… and then she drew 

back as Zerrex did the same, brushing her hand quietly with his own before he smiled a bit, 

looking over her quietly as she nodded a bit in return. “Alright, Zer. Fair enough.” 

He rubbed the back of his head slowly, then he smiled again and said softly: “Take care 

of yourself, huh? I‟ll… see you around sometime.” And with that, he turned and left quickly, 

before he could say or do anything stupid; at the same time, though, he hated to leave her, the 

only actual friend he had managed to make in this entire ruined town. 

The Drakkaren climbed back onto his bike and reset his cane into the holder, then drove 

quickly off, tossing a last glance over his shoulder at her to see her watching him leave… but 

then she vanished behind the building as he flew down the street and towards the downtown 

district. 

Thankfully, he did have business to attend to, and that helped him avoid spending too 

much time mulling on things that had been, and that which could have been, facing forwards and 

into the wind to try and drown out memories and his mind. His body, at least, moved on 

autopilot, easily guiding the motorcycle through the hulking wrecks of vehicles and past corpses 

and smoking piles of debris… and then he ground to a halt, his mind instantly clear as his 

shocked eyes picked up on a figure he didn‟t think he‟d see anytime soon. 

Ravenlight-Xerrez glared at him from down the stretch of broken bridge he‟d just rolled 

onto, the straight stretch of warped and cracked road high above a deep, sludgy river, the giant 

standing in front of a blockade made of ruined vehicles that were still smoldering. The monster 

was panting heavily, snarling and almost foaming at the mouth, and his insane eyes settled on 

Zerrex with what looked like glee, his body covered in hideous wounds, burns and frostbite alike 

having rotted away his scales and leaving only black smears around large chunks of bare flesh. 

The creature roared, then it staggered forwards, half-dragging a leg that the Drakkaren 

could see chunks of bone sticking through, and then it yelled in a lunatic voice: “Finally! Finally, 

the blood I need to grow, to evolve! Zerrex, let us fight to the death, and let the winner take the 

other‟s soul!” 



It laughed long and hard, then straightened, holding up hands that were covered in blood 

and rot, gazing hungrily at Zerrex as he revved his motorcycle and popped his metal cane out, a 

grim look on his features. “What, aren‟t you curious, oh sacred and great Lord Zerrex? Don‟t 

you have a cocky comeback, a bad one-liner?” A cruel laugh as it pointed at him, teeth glinting 

in the light. “The demons told me so much, have granted me such raw power, traitor child… I 

will swallow your soul!” 

With that, it made a shambling charge forwards, leaning heavily to one side as it half-

dragged its leg behind it, and Zerrex narrowed his eyes as he shot forwards on his motorcycle, 

roaring towards the monster as it rose one its claws to swipe at him… and then the Drakkaren 

twisted to the side, the bike leaning heavily and crossing to Xerrez‟s weakened right side as the 

creature‟s eyes bulged in shock, almost falling over as he tried to shift himself to intercept the 

attack… but Zerrex shot by at too fast a speed as his cane snapped out and into the creature‟s bad 

leg, making it screech and laugh in terrible joy at the same time. 

He fell heavily to the ground, his leg flopping almost uselessly behind him as his claws 

dug into the cracked concrete, and Zerrex shot his good leg out into the ground as he twisted his 

body and the handlebars hard to the side, pivoting in a circle on the axis of his lower limb and 

shooting towards the giant‟s back. 

Before it could stand, Zerrex smashed the back of its skull in with his cane, then he 

twisted to the side, tires shrieking to a halt on the concrete and looking over his shoulder to see 

the creature sprawled out on the bridge, unmoving and silent as blood leaked from its body… 

before the monster slowly forced itself up to his feet, a crazy smile on his features as his eyes 

burned brilliantly in his skull, panting hard as he climbed up to his feet and then roared again, 

arching his back, his muscles bulging before he looked towards the Drakkaren with a cruel smile. 

“Wonderful… it feels so wonderful.” 

The Drakkaren snorted, then he climbed off his bike, leaving it idling as he strode 

towards the giant and drew his eyes slowly over him with disgust. “You‟re no parallel or dark 

reflection of me… you‟re just a sick copy that‟s been twisted by the powers of Hell. You‟re 

being used, Xerrez, Ravenlight, whatever you want to be called… you may be strong, but you‟re 

no demon, and the energies of that world are killing you faster than I ever could.” 

The thing laughed, then it looked towards him, his eyes afire with lunacy as he held out 

his arms to the sides. “Look at me! Look at my body, my size, my power! The world trembles at 

what I can do, no one in this universe is a match for my power! I am undying and I enjoy all the 

pain you can fill me with; what are you but a pathetic creature who should be kneeling before a 

walking god!” 

Xerrez swiped at him, and Zerrex blocked the blow with his cane, striking firmly into the 

giant‟s wrist as it snarled down at him, drool leaking from his mouth. The Drakkaren gazed 

coldly back up at him, then snorted and said softly: “Get out of my way.” 

The giant opened his mouth, drawing his claws back… and Zerrex snapped a hard kick 

out into the giant‟s side, ignoring the pain that flared up in his knee in favor of the dark pleasure 

he took in watching Xerrez stumble to the side, his arms flailing for balance as his damaged leg 

threatened to give out under him. It roared, eyes glaring down at the Drakkaren… and then 

Zerrex took his cane in both hands, choking up on it before stepping forwards and slamming it as 

hard into Ravenlight-Xerrez as he could. 

It let out a shocked cry as it flew backwards before hitting the ground, its heavy body 

shifting the broken concrete beneath it as the entire bridge seemed to groan, and then it clawed at 

the ground before striking the narrow steel partition that was the only thing between bridge and 



thin air beyond over the vast river of sludge. For a moment, Zerrex narrowed his eyes, waiting 

for the giant to get up… but as Xerrez began to climb to his feet, snarling over his shoulder, the 

cracked concrete around the monster puffed up and shifted, and a moment later collapsed, the 

giant falling with a howl into the sludge below. 

The entire bridge groaned, and Zerrex grunted as he staggered backwards, before turning 

and making a run for his motorcycle as the other end of the bridge cracked and began to sink 

slowly downwards, listing slightly to the side as the burning hulks of vehicles groaned and tilted 

with the structure. 

The lizard leapt onto his motorcycle and spun around in a circle with a quick twist of the 

throttle, before racing off the bridge and then halting once back on safe ground, looking over his 

shoulder with a wince as it finally gave away and fell in pieces into the river below, the barricade 

of vehicles following chunks of cement and broken girders into the sludge some hundred feet 

down. The reptile made a bit of a face as he peered over the edge into the slime below, past the 

few wires and twisted girders still attached to the side, then he shook his head slowly, 

murmuring: “And yet somehow I think the bastard‟s still alive… I hope he chokes to death on 

something nasty down there.” 

A grunt, and the Drakkaren turned slowly around, heading back a few blocks and now 

making his way slowly for the main bridge to attempt to cross into the next district: the only 

problem was that the main bridge was guarded by a military outpost and required a special ID to 

enter. Flashing his sector pass around would mean putting a big target sign on his back to the Ire 

Hunters Division and whatever private military had just attacked his family… meaning he‟d 

have to sneak his way through both sides of the enormous bridge somehow. 

As he carefully guided the motorcycle down a narrow alley filled with refuse, he made a 

bit of a face: it reminded him all too well of Camelot Bridge and when the then-Lone had 

attempted to cut the poor completely off from Baskin‟s Grove by having checks, searches, and 

general inconveniences performed at the only thoroughfare between the two distinct sections of 

the city, Comfort Town and Apple Villa. The former had been for the poor, the latter the rich… 

and the civil war that had resulted inside the town had been nearly catastrophic and claimed far 

too many lives of the innocent, guilty, and simply-stupid alike. Ire was always bad for 

corruption, true… but now it‟s falling even deeper into becoming a desolate barbarian empire. I 

might be militaristic myself, but even I think they‟ve gone too far with the way things are being 

run… people are more scared of the police now than they are of me. 

The reptile peered out of the alleyway as he reached the end of it, his motorcycle 

grumbling quietly beneath him as he muttered and patted it gently: “Yeah, I knew you‟d agree.” 

A pause, and then he slowly eased out onto the road, noting the increase in soldiers at the 

checkpoint and the lack of much in the way of substantive cover, only a few cars waiting to get 

onto the bridge. Okay, so that‟s going to be impossible. High road‟s busted, middle road‟s 

blocked… low road it is. 

Zerrex sighed a bit: he‟d hoped to avoid getting dirtier than he already was, but as he 

turned down the road leading away from the bridge, he figured that was all part of the game of 

cat-and-mouse he‟d been playing with the Irenic Military over the last few years. Another fifteen 

minute detour – this one filled with far too many turns and the reptile feeling vaguely confused at 

which end of the compass he was now facing – and Zerrex approached a moldy, stinking tunnel 

near where the burned-down port – Only in Ire, could you burn down a freaking port… – had 

once been. 



The entrance had once been blocked off, but the fencing had long been torn down… and 

Zerrex carefully drove down into the darkness, flicking on his headlight as he smoothly rolled 

down the slanted concrete before making a disgusted face as he drove through a shallow puddle 

at the bottom that stank of refuse and death. He rolled through a few more ahead, then turned 

down a side tunnel and parked his motorcycle in the dead end, turning it off as he pulled his cane 

free and jingled his keys quietly in his hand. 

He put the latter away after a few more moments, then strode carefully down the cement 

tunnel, letting his eyes adjust in this terrible gloom and making a face as he heard a few yells 

ahead: down here, the best rule was to expect anything. The Drakkaren slowly made his way 

down the tunnel until he reached a lip that bridged off into a section of old sewer covered in 

slime, muck still slowly filtering through along the bottom of the tunnel, then he paused and 

pressed against the wall, his eyes narrowing at the sight of flashlights on the wall… 

And some kids pranced by before one of them shoved another into the quasi-toxic sludge 

in the river trench, and he began to yell and flail immediately as he leapt to his feet, the others 

cackling. The Drakkaren made a disgusted face, muttering something about „damn youngsters,‟ 

before stepping out into the sewers and reaching down to pluck the flashlight from the hands of 

one of the knit-capped morons, shouting in his horrified face: “Get the hell out of here!” 

“Run, dude!” another exclaimed, and the group shot off down the tunnel the reptile had 

stepped in through, leaving their friend to stare and fall backwards in the muck again as Zerrex 

shook his head slowly and strode carefully over the cracked wooden bridge between the cement 

walkways, heading straight for the next tunnel and climbing into it with a grunt, ignoring the 

ruckus behind him. Maybe it hadn‟t been the most tactful method of dealing with them… but he 

had gotten a flashlight out of the deal. 

He used this to check around the next tunnel, stepping around puddles and drips of sludge 

that rained down from the ceiling here and there through the occasional crack in the roof. The 

smell down here was perhaps the worst, a terrible, fetid stench that almost had the Drakkaren‟s 

eyes watering… and then he breathed a sigh of relief as he came to the remnants of a chain-link 

fence that had been slashed through, ducking through the large rip to walk up the other side of 

the ruined sewer access. 

The Drakkaren squeezed through a broken set of boards placed over the top, then he 

turned the flashlight off and tossed it idly away, making a bit of a face as he looked slowly 

around the junkyard for a moment, then sighed and started between the piles of garbage for the 

gate leading out into the street, idly rubbing at his chest with one hand as he murmured: “It‟s 

going to be a long walk…” 

  

Marina made a face as Cherry and Cindy both carefully glanced over her nude body, then 

she shot the former female a deadly look as her hands trailed over the youngest sister‟s breasts, 

muttering: “Just because they‟re not the size of watermelons doesn‟t mean they aren‟t good. At 

least the first question out of everyone‟s mouth isn‟t „are they real?‟” 

“It‟s a compliment… but it‟s no surprise you have a small rack with Cindy as your 

mother.” Cherry shot back, then she coughed and looked lamely over at the other female, who 

threw her a sour look. “No offense meant, of course.” 

“None taken.” Cindy muttered, then she drew back, tapping a few buttons on the pocket-

sized medical computer she‟d dug out of her bedroom and glancing over Marina mildly. “I want 

to do some basic tests, Marina… I can run some basic blood work here and check over your-” 



“No.” Marina glared from one female to the other, her eye twitching a bit before she sat 

back and crossed her arms as she sat back against the wall of her bedroom. After a short 

discussion, they had settled on it being as the best place to check Marina over – it would be the 

most comfortable environment for her, at least, but she didn‟t seem exactly thrilled to have her 

sisters there with her, despite the fact they had all slept together at some point… and in more 

ways than one. “Look. You‟ve done your exam, you‟ve used up your try. Now get the hell out of 

here and leave me alone… I want to paint something.” 

Cherry and Cindy traded a look, then stepped back and to the side, Marina immediately 

springing off the bed and opening her dresser to dig out some old clothes. They watched for a 

moment, and then Cherry grabbed Cindy‟s hand and pulled her out of the room and into the 

hallway, muttering: “This is pointless. She‟s never going to cooperate, and we don‟t even know 

what the hell we‟re looking for. For all we know, she could just feel like a bitch today, or she 

could be writhing in the effects of suddenly having ultimate super-powers.” 

The other female nodded slowly, then she sighed and crossed her arms, closing her eyes 

thoughtfully and muttering: “I just wish I knew what I was looking for… we might all be 

siblings but…” A bit of a smile as she glanced over Cherry slowly. “How well do we all really 

know each other? How well do we know Zerrex?” A quiet look down as she hugged herself, 

murmuring softly: “How well do I know my own daughter?” 

Cherry frowned, making a face at this and looking uncertain with how to proceed, but a 

moment later Marina approached in a pair of ratty jeans and a black bra, standing in the doorway 

and looking hesitantly from one to the other. After a few moments, she finally bowed her head a 

bit, mumbled something that sounded like an apology before shutting the door quickly. The two 

older sisters traded a look at this, and then Cherry finally shrugged, saying softly: “Babe, 

Marina‟s fucked up. Even Marina knows she‟s fucked up, and she doesn‟t take any kind of shit 

from anyone, good, bad, or in-between. So I think that right there proves she still knows you‟re 

her mother as much as her bigger sister, Cindy… and once this all settles down, you can get back 

to trying to develop a relationship with her.” A glance down. “We all can. 

“But shit, when did this become a fucking talk show?” Cherry looked up with a bit of a 

grin, rubbing the back of her head as Cindy smiled faintly at her, before swaying back as the 

bigger female shoved her by one shoulder teasingly. “We‟d better check on Mahihko before he 

drives off in that transport to do us a favor. There might still be some shit we can use in there.” 

Cindy nodded, and the two walked away… and a moment later, Marina‟s door clicked 

open, licking her muzzle slowly and breathing quietly as she murmured: “So very easy to 

manipulate…” A pause, and then she crept carefully down the hall, slipping past Cherry and 

Cindy as they left through the front door and moving into the kitchen, instead, waiting for the 

sound of them speaking to Mahihko before she gracefully stepped forwards and pushed her 

hands down into the counter as if it were a vault, diving through the window and landing in a 

smooth roll that took her up to her feet with her arms extended out to her sides, before turning 

and running smoothly down the alleyway at the side of the house. 

Marina slipped down the side street at the back of the lot of homes, quickly moving into a 

set of townhouses as something compelled her to keep moving forwards… and then she came to 

a stop, feeling energy and excitement worming their way through her body as she approached a 

small glass ball filled with darkness hovering in a dead end, sparks of dark electricity travelling 

over it before a voice whispered to her: “Why does it call to you?” 



“Because it would be a nice gift for my father…” Marina‟s eyes flashed, and she glanced 

to the side at a terrible beast clinging to the wall, but her expression was almost one of boredom 

as she looked over it mildly. “Don‟t interfere with me. This bauble is mine now.” 

The thing chittered, apparently laughing at her, and then it crawled a few feet down the 

side of the apartment complex, holding its arms out to the sides: the upper body was an 

enormous praying mantis covered in white bones overtop its own exoskeleton, the massive metal 

scythe blades extending cruelly from the ends of its arms and its burning red eyes the only things 

visible from beneath this terrible armor… and its lower half was a spider‟s body with long, tiger-

striped brown legs and a pair of black pincers extending from its rear. It looked over her for a 

few moments, then said in a teasing voice that didn‟t match its horrendous form: “Little girl, it 

would be far wiser for you to step away and submit yourself to me and whatever I desire… your 

death will be far less painful that way, I promise you. Just be thankful I‟m not from the Realm of 

Lust, or you‟d have real Hell before you indeed…” 

Marina looked up over it… and then she smiled, and the creature tilted its head before 

she said softly: “Your name is Relan… an ex-knight from old Ire, once a templar. You were 

killed on the field of battle… and every day you captured a mantis and a spider and made them 

fight while you took bets on whoever would win… your sin is Greed, and that‟s why you‟re 

damned in the form you have now. You‟re a low-level demon that they assigned to what they 

assumed would be a low-priority duty: protecting and keeping safe a Dark Bezoar, a stone culled 

from the stomach of a particular demon on a particular day during a particular moon cycle… but 

your own greed for prey seems to have gotten the better of you, cursed and damned one. And if I 

kill you here, in your physical form…” Marina licked her lips slowly. “You don‟t go back to 

Hell, do you?” 

“I… I… what… what are you? You can‟t be a mortal…” the creature backed up a few 

steps, shaking its head quickly as its claws tapped against the brick, then it snarled and leaned 

forwards. “And you don‟t know anything about Hell, you… you bitch!” 

Marina rose a hand, then idly flicked it over her head, and the demon was torn from the 

wall with a shriek to crash into the face of the building next to it, dust raining down from the 

bricks before the creature fell towards her, hissing and swinging its lower body down to crush 

her and catch her in its legs… but Marina leapt backwards as if about to perform a handspring, 

bringing her legs down and tensing her whole body before kicking upwards and shoving off the 

earth at the same time as hard as she could, her feet colliding with the monstrosity and sending it 

flying backwards to crash on its back, hissing and twitching wildly. 

Marina landed easily on her feet, her hands out to the side as she grinned widely… and 

then she took a deep breath, closing her eyes and drawing herself up to full height as the spider-

mantis demon managed to crawl up to its feet, turning to her with eyes blazing. Before it could 

move, however, Marina leaned forwards and roared, jaws opening wide and raw flames issuing 

forth in a raging, white-hot inferno. 

The bug-demon screamed and shrieked, staggering backwards as parts of its body popped 

sickly in the fire, green blood splattering over the earth as it stumbled back and forth. After a 

moment, the fires went out, Marina slumping and panting hard, a snarl spreading down her 

muzzle as the demon staggered forwards once, twice… and then several leg joints loudly popped 

and it fell over in a smoking wreck, hissing weakly before it lay still.  

Marina looked over the creature, watching small fires play quietly over its form for a few 

more moments before she straightened, wiping at her aching mouth with distaste: it was a talent 

she‟d hidden from the others, including her father – but she‟d judged it best for now. Ever since 



the demonic energy had washed over her, she‟d felt not only her strength grow exponentially, but 

new things unlocking deep inside her body, and she‟d been quick to learn how to harness them. 

Her fast learning was perhaps due in part to her powerful psychic abilities… but for the most 

part, she thought it was perhaps more because she was willing to embrace whatever she had to in 

order to draw closer to her father… and to ensure not just his love and respect, but his 

admiration, too…  

She turned around, then smiled slightly as the black orb flickered with energy, reaching a 

hand out to touch it and loving the thrill that sparked over her body, almost stroking the surface 

and loving the feel of it. Almost like rubber, but somehow smoother… with no imperfections, 

and with that wonderful and terrible darkness inside it and spilling out over it… 

She gently grasped it in both hands, and pulled it lightly out of the air, and for a moment 

the dark energy flickered down her arms… and then it seemed to calm in her grip, and she 

cradled it against her body as she turned around, smiling a strange smile to herself as she strode 

calmly over the body of the dead demon, its bones crunching under her feet as she headed back 

home, murmuring to herself quietly: “I‟ll make sure I give Daddy a hell of a show…” 

 

Zerrex glanced upwards as he felt a chill roll down his spine, feeling as if that strange, 

terrible energy he‟d felt in the Arctic had somehow come back… and a moment later a gruff 

voice mumbled: “What, did a ghost run over your grave? Because the goddamn Phook Tung just 

rolled its way over mine, you old prick.” 

“Bite me, I‟m in better shape than you. Now dispense with the ghost tank stories and 

move on to the interesting stuff.” Zerrex replied morbidly, leaning forwards in his chair as he 

shot a look around the high-class, smoky bar before returning his gaze to the General carefully 

sitting down in front of him, adding in a mutter: “Besides which, you‟re as much a ghost these 

days as I am.” 

Former General Griswold Anderson Lyson made a face, but knew better than to argue: he 

still spent his days walking around in full uniform, but one arm of this was carefully pinned up to 

avoid his empty right sleeve blowing away: that had been the arm Zerrex himself had chopped 

off from the shoulder down. They had never been friends, and they never would be friends, but 

they had a mutually-beneficial relationship: Zerrex permitted Griswold to live and offered him 

sanctuary as a refugee to Hez‟Ranna when things got too tough in Ire, and Griswold gave him 

information on the Irenic Military, including their oldest and most-secret operations. 

The wolverine was ancient – Zerrex thought he was at least a hundred and twenty, and 

kept alive mostly by bitterness and scorn – but his clothing was pristine, and his eyes gleamed 

with intelligence and memories he hadn‟t yet forgotten any of. At his side he always kept an old 

revolver that would likely fetch at least five thousand dollars from any gun collector, and his 

uniform was the dark blue overcoat with the matching pants and cap from the old days of Ire, 

along with a silk white shirt beneath and a plain black tie that the Drakkaren still couldn‟t 

understand how the wolverine managed to put on with one arm by himself. A menagerie of 

medals dangled above his right breast, and the bars and symbols on his shoulders and left 

proudly displayed his rank… something Zerrex, in all honesty, had never understood, since he‟d 

only been concerned with one rank over most of his military career: Captain. 

They glared at each other for a few moments, then the old general pulled a cigar out of a 

pack at his side and stuck it in his scarred muzzle, before he produced a match and lit it with an 

easy flick of one thumb-claw. He rose this to the end of the cigar and puffed a few times at it, 



before smiling and crushing the match out in his hand, grunting: “You gonna join me in a drink 

of firewater, pussy?” 

“Keep talking your crap, General, and I‟ll cut your other arm off, too.” Zerrex responded 

irritably, but the old wolverine just grunted and shrugged a bit as the Drakkaren gestured around 

at the bar, a snooty-looking waiter in a red vest loitering slowly over. “And why the hell do we 

always have to meet here? It‟s crowded, smelly, and so posh that-” 

“No one really gives a shit what you‟re talking about, unless it‟s about money.” The 

wolverine took his cap off, placing it to the side as he glanced up at the waiter and grunted: 

“Vinegar and water for the douchebag I‟m sitting with and a vodka stinger with a whisky back 

for me, no ice, no water. Got that, kid?” 

“Of course, sir.” The waiter nodded, forcing a smile through his culture-shocked 

expression: he had to be at least forty. Before he could walk away, the wolverine brought his 

cigar up and tapped the ashes off onto his tray, and the waiter stared before Griswold growled 

and waved a hand at him, and he let out a huff and quickly strode away. 

“You got a better way with people than I do.” Zerrex muttered, rubbing at the burn 

surrounding his eye slowly: it was like sitting down to dinner with Cherry, except worse because 

there was never a guarantee he‟d get anything useful out of the general. “Are you going to talk, 

or waiting for the cancer to eat away at whatever bit of lung you have left working?” 

The wolverine snorted at this, looking across at Zerrex distastefully and saying ironically: 

“You got a hell of an attitude, boy. Hell of an attitude. Is that why those tin-shits been chasing 

after your ass?” 

Zerrex straightened a bit at this, and the wolverine‟s black-and-yellow teeth showed in a 

grin as he tapped his cigar off in the vase that sat in the middle of the table, before he stuck it 

back in his mouth and absently picked it up, dumping the water and flowers out onto the floor 

next to him as he continued: “Word along the grapevine is that they sent two attack teams and an 

officer of the special brigade in, along with three BAD suits. See, I was pretty damn sure it was 

you… but once I took a looksee at the mission briefing about a family of lizards using some 

coded satellite uplink from their home, everything clicked into place and I was damn sure it was 

you, Captain Ravenlight. I have to say, I‟m mildly impressed… those BADs can be scary 

fuckers.” 

The Drakkaren made a face at this, then he rose a hand to the waiter as he began to put 

the beverage the General had ordered him on the table, declining it and saying mildly: “Have the 

chef fix my friend here a steak, eleven ounces, and make it blue, would you? I‟m fine with 

nothing for myself.” 

The general‟s grin spread wider at this, then he blew a long stream of smoke out his 

nostrils as the waiter put the drink down in front of him before stepping in the puddle of flowers 

and water, closing his eyes and looking disgusted. “Sir, please, if you continue your behavior-” 

“You‟ll what?” The wolverine turned and glared at him, and the waiter immediately 

shrank away. “Go cry home to mommy, shithead. And get me my goddamn steak.” A pause as 

the waiter trotted quickly away with a chastised look upon his face, and then the general turned 

back to Zerrex, grunting: “See, that there‟s the whole reason we chose you to lead Project 

Scarecrow in the end. You got the brains to know when to use force and when to use other 

techniques to get what you want.” 

“Yeah, well keep talking or I‟ll get inventive and shove the salt shaker up your nose.” 

Zerrex muttered, and the wolverine laughed a bit. “Was it a full-scale military operation or an 

on-the-side job? Was someone paid off to do it, and are they going to attack again?” 



“I‟d say the danger for you and yours, on a scale of one to ten, is about a three.” The 

wolverine said dismissively, shaking his head and waving a hand as he blew a puff of smoke out 

the side of his muzzle. “Ire isn‟t going to take hostilities against you when they have the Black 

Holes to worry about… that scares the Republic Council a hell of a lot more than your family 

does, despite your connections to Hez‟Ranna and the folders upon folders they have detailing 

your powers. By the way, some of those were accidentally misplaced today… say „thank you.‟” 

Zerrex grunted something that vaguely-resembled „thanks,‟ and Griswold smiled a bit, 

leaning back in his chair as he sipped slowly at his drink and said mildly: “Anything for an old 

officer that served under my command. You were one of my best, Zerrex… you and that crazy 

bitch, Cherry. I just wish things hadn‟t gone south so fast… I would‟ve dearly loved to see you 

guys in combat against some other supersoldier projects at that time: you would‟ve cleaned the 

floor with those fuckers.” 

The Drakkaren made a face, not knowing whether it was a true compliment or Griswold 

was just stroking his own ego: after all, the wolverine had been one of the masterminds behind 

Project Scarecrow: hence the reason Zerrex had cut his arm off when they‟d broken into a 

military facility to stop a nuclear attack against Hez‟Ranna a few years back. “You know, 

sometimes I think you‟re more bloodthirsty than me.” 

“Probably am.” The wolverine admitted, then he smiled coldly and leaned forwards on 

his arm, his eyes glinting. “But you know what? I‟m glad I don‟t have all the power you do. All 

my life, I‟ve loved sports, see, and I like to sit back, relax with a beer, and watch two rival teams 

battle it out. The only games I like to play myself are chess and war from the tactics table, and 

they‟re pretty much the same, when you think about it.” A pause, and then he shook his head 

slowly. “But I ain‟t never liked being out on the field myself… chasing after a ball to try and get 

it to the other side seems stupid, and running towards the enemy while they‟re launching guns 

and missiles and God-knows-what at you seems like suicide. But sittin‟ and watching from my 

box seat? That‟s a mighty fine position, if you ask me.” He grinned a bit as the waiter set a 

barely-cooked steak down in front of him before scurrying away, and then he picked up his 

knife, saying mildly: “Bon appetite.”  

Zerrex looked at the wolverine for a few moments as he cut at his steak… then he said 

clearly: “You‟re a real sick bastard, Griswold.” 

“Yeah, well, take a number.” The wolverine muttered, spearing a piece of meat he‟d cut 

off from the steak and popping it into his mouth, juices and blood running down his chin as he 

added between chews: “But I bet you got some other questions, too, right?” 

“Please don‟t talk with your mouth full.” Zerrex made a bit of a face, and Griswold 

snorted and rolled his eyes, continuing to somehow chew and smoke his cigar at the same time. 

A moment later, however, the wolverine straightened and took the latter out of his mouth, 

tapping it against the vase and then puffing on it idly as he looked across at Zerrex for a few 

moments thoughtfully. 

“You don‟t seem too interested in the Black Holes.” he said finally, in a measuring, slow 

tone. “That leads me to think you already know about them, which leads me to conclude that the 

little trip you took up north recently had something to do with the whole Hell thing. Now see, the 

„Alternative Science Investigation Division‟ of Irenic had known for a long time about the 

existence of other planes… but ASID never really figured out there was a Hell until just recently, 

when we sent camera crews through a Black Hole on a hunch and came out in a very scary place. 

Plus, even though there are occasional demonic possession sightings and exorcisms done, we 

keep it all very under wraps. 



“Myself, I say fuck „em. Let‟s ship a few nukes into Hell and see what happens.” 

Griswold shrugged a bit, looking contemplative. “Who gives a rat‟s ass about damned souls in 

Hell, anyway? Probably all ghouls, ghosts and goblins. On the other hand, Hell‟s being very 

careful in testing our strength with that little zombie shipment they sent in earlier…” He paused, 

then took a last puff on his cigar before flicking it into the vase and taking a sip of his drink, 

swishing it around his mouth for a moment. “Even I‟m worried about where we stand in terms of 

pure power versus power, and that‟s not even getting into the possible numbers there are stacking 

against ours. 

“I think you‟ll understand this concept, Captain. When you get old… shit stops bothering 

you after a while. Sure, there‟s a whole period of „oh shit, what‟s gonna happen when I die,‟ but 

you get over that, and it‟s more fuck you and fuck everything and fuck off, I‟ll do what I want, 

because I‟ve already seen everything life can throw at me.” The wolverine chuckled a bit. “And 

me, I hate everything anyway, so I just wanna stay alive long enough to see how this all plays 

out. But Hell… that makes me queasy, fighting Hell, mostly because it‟s where I‟m gonna end 

up and I don‟t see how that works out good on my end, since they‟ll probably be nastier down 

south to all the people who fought against them.” 

He halted for a minute to glance down at his steak and cut another piece of meat off it, 

chewing slowly and reflectively, and Zerrex remained silent, leaning forwards a bit. It was 

always best to let Griswold ramble… and it made the Drakkaren sad that this bastard, however 

cruel and possibly-evil he may be, had only his indifferent company every few weeks or perhaps 

months with no one else to harass. The general still wandered to and from military facilities as he 

pleased, but he had no friends, no family – and now he was just a crotchety old coot with no one 

to talk to and no place to go. “Listen, Captain. 

“I know what you‟re interested in… Lunis Island, the privatized factory of Ire.” the 

general said finally, leaning back with a grunt in his chair as he adjusted the empty arm of his 

uniform absently. “High Command has already dubbed it a near-complete loss… they‟re halting 

all shipping to and from the island, and doing their best to cut it off and quarantine it with 

Juggernauts they stole from the Hez‟Rannan Military. Apparently, there‟s a super-sized Black 

Hole there, probably due to some of the gadgets the Irenic Military was producing out that way, 

and they got much more severe demons rampaging around than zombies, I‟ll tell you that. Now, 

my advice to the military would be to fortify and secure that island as quickly as possible… and 

most importantly, find a way to mend that tear in the fabric of space and time.” Griswold looked 

deadly serious as he met Zerrex‟s emerald eyes with his own faded brown. “If we lose Lunis, 

they‟ll have gained a base of operations that even Patriarch Narrius was unable to take by 

force… completely unassailable by conventional weapons, and chock-full of lost technological 

artifacts and weaponry of its own, off the coast of Ire and worst of all… mobile.” 

“That‟s impossible.” Zerrex said flatly, blinking and frowning. “I know at least sixty 

percent of the island‟s area is completely artificially-made, but there‟s no way something that big 

could be mobile-” 

The wolverine smiled, interrupting softly: “Eighty-two percent of Lunis‟s total mass, not 

area, is artificial. It‟s all based around the core island, which is made of volcanic rock… and a 

few years back now, to avoid the same disaster befalling them as when Narrius set off the EMP 

and destroyed their technology, Ire instructed dive teams to locate the weakest fractures in the 

pillar that keeps Lunis attached to the seabed and blow it apart with explosives. Once they did 

that, they used chains to anchor it in place… and all they have to do is release the chains, and 

Lunis will begin to float of its own accord. I heard a rumor they had begun construction on a set 



of massive turbines around the island to guide it through the water, but I‟m not sure if that‟s yet 

been completed… and I‟m sure that either way, the demons will manage to propel it wherever 

they wish.” 

The Drakkaren lowered his head slowly, then he nodded a bit and stood, reaching into his 

wallet and tossing the two twenties he had left onto the table, muttering: “Thanks, Griswold. 

Enjoy your lunch.” 

The wolverine grinned a bit in return, grunting a goodbye as he pulled another cigar out 

of his sidepack, and Zerrex strode away with a grimace through the exit doors and back onto the 

street, glancing back and forth with a sigh as a truck passed by, dragging a flatbed behind it 

covered in zombie corpses. If they‟re cleaning things up, it means the military is probably still 

prowling around, looking for people to scapegoat… I‟d better get home to the others and see if 

we can get in contact with Albatross again, dangerous as it is to use the satellite now. 

It took him half an hour to reach the junkyard, and another good twenty minutes to reach 

his bike… where he dropped the flashlight, gaping stupidly before quickly running his hands 

over the poor, damaged machine: the kids had scratched up the black metal and dinged it pretty 

badly, and- “Where the hell are my keys?” 

The Drakkaren picked the flashlight up, slapped it a few times to get it working again, 

and then looked back and forth around the floor before hitting the wall with his cane, yelling 

incoherently in protesting and then growling under his breath: “I‟m gonna kill those kids.” A 

pause, and then he grumbled angrily as he slid onto his bike, slipping the flashlight into his 

mouth to hold it in place as he carefully pried up the metal covering the ignition before fumbling 

with the wires inside for a few minutes, until finally they sparked and his bike roared into life, 

the Drakkaren muttering to himself as he spat the light out and backed carefully into the long 

cement passage, then he accelerated up the slope as he glared back and forth for any sign the kids 

might have left behind. 

He shot out of the drainage tunnel and onto the road, looking back and forth furiously… 

then he continued to grumble to himself as he focused instead on heading home, trying to calm 

himself down and focus on the more-important crisis of Hell currently posed to invade Earth and 

what he should do next. Yeah, but on the other hand… those little punks trashed my poor bike. 

Those little arrogant assholes… I swear ,if I ever find them, I‟ll… I‟ll… hurt them and stuff.  

“Smooth.” Zerrex grumbled to himself, then he pulled up slowly to his home, and his 

rage vanished as he felt a chill and that now-familiar dark energy, straightening a bit and looking 

back and forth slowly as he noted both transports and the soldier‟s bodies were gone. The girls 

must have moved it all… but… “Hello? What‟s that?” 

Silence greeted him… and the reptile reached into the ignition, wincing as he felt 

electricity spark over his fingers and down his arm before he managed to pull apart the wires 

he‟d wrapped together, and the engine died out. He climbed off the motorcycle, walking it 

slowly back towards the side of the house before he pulled his cane free and strode over to the 

open front door, frowning a bit at this. Cherry‟s obsessive and Cindy‟s too neat… “Marina?” 

A soft laugh, and he felt the energy increase as he stepped inside the house, Marina‟s 

voice calling gently: “Come here, Daddy… I have something to show you!” 

He frowned again… then strode carefully down the hall and turned towards his private 

office, pushing inside to see Marina standing there with something cupped in both hands… a ball 

of some sort, radiating intense dark energy. It crackled over her as she looked at him, and she 

seemed to bathe in it, her body almost pulsing with its glow as her eyes opened and she said 

tenderly: “I brought this for you, Daddy… it‟s a Dark Bezoar.” 



A flicker of memories that weren‟t his, and suddenly Zerrex saw the Sisters, all of them 

standing with the same strange stones, polishing them before Fire spoke mildly: You feel that, 

Cherry? That‟s pure Hell essence coming off these things… every thousand years, just before the 

moon becomes full, they‟re produced in the stomach of the Pit Cow after it feeds on flesh and 

gemstones, unlike the bezoars on your plane that are produced in the stomach of some special 

goats. They radiate the energies of Hell… and some say if they‟re drained of the dark essence 

inside of them by a powerful creature, it will become a Hollow Stone that can- 

The memory cut out as the Drakkaren gripped his head, grunting a bit… before looking 

up in surprise as Marina said gently: “It will become a Hollow Stone that can seal even the most 

powerful magical forces… so you see, Daddy, this isn‟t only a gift for you… this is to help us 

close the portal in Lunis you seem so worried about…” A slight smile as Zerrex blinked, his jaw 

falling slightly agape. “Yes… even only holding it in my hands, it‟s so easy to see every thought 

you have… to know what you want…” 

She slid closer, and before Zerrex could protest, shoved the ball hard against his chest, 

and the Drakkaren automatically reached up and grabbed it before he could think. The dark 

energy crackled over him, and he winced, trying to resist the temptation to give in, hating how 

Marina‟s reasoning made so much sense… and so much more now that he was holding the 

terrible thing in his hands… 

He tried to think, and Marina slid up and kissed him hungrily, her tongue twisting with 

his for a moment before she slid away, leaving his mind reeling and surprised… and then she 

leaned forwards, grasping the outside of his hands and pushing them tighter, the orb‟s dark 

power flashing over them both as she whispered with her voice and shouted with her mind: “Do 

it!” 

“I don‟t even know what to do!” Zerrex responded in a cracked voice… but at the same 

time he did, his hands automatically twisting against the dark orb before he arched his back, his 

eyes bulging and a tear of blood leaking from one of them as pain shot through his entire body, 

his heart thudding to a halt in his chest for a moment… and then he leaned forwards with a cry of 

pain as that terrible energy flooded into his being, as he felt it twisting and writhing through him 

like a living thing and a dark voice telling him over and over to give in… and the Drakkaren 

gritted his teeth, falling to his knees then down on his face, his hands sealed against the orb as 

the dark lightning crackled over his body as an image of Xerrez‟s lunatic grin filled his mind…  

And then it began to die down as he rolled onto his back with a groan, a bit of steam 

rising from his body as he managed to release the orb, now gripping the dull, rubber-looking 

thing in one hand as he lay sprawled on the floor. Marina dropped down beside him, touching his 

chest with her palm… and then he reached up and yanked her down into a passionate, hungry 

kiss, their mouths working together furiously for a few moments before he shoved her back by 

the shoulder and growled: “Do you know what I want?” 

Marina licked her lips hungrily, her breath picking up as she looked at him with 

something like joy… before he shook his head quickly and groaned, wincing a bit as he fell back 

against the ground and mumbled: “I want you to stop pulling crap like this, Marina, because one 

day you‟re going to either kill me or corrupt me.” 

The female Drakkaren dropped her head a bit at this, flushing deeply… and then she 

murmured quietly: “I‟m sorry Daddy. And I‟m sorry for lying to you…” She kneeled quietly 

beside him, and he blinked dumbly before she took a deep breath, then he stared as she blew a 

small stream of flame. She coughed a moment later, and a burst of smoke came out instead of 

fire, the female flushing a bit as she lay down atop his strong body, stroking his abdominals 



gently as she whispered, a tear rolling down her cheek: “I didn‟t want to hide it… but I didn‟t 

want everyone to know… only you‟re supposed to know everything about me…” 

“When did that start, Marina?” Zerrex asked quietly, rubbing a hand soothingly over her 

back… and she blushed a bit as she glanced up at him, murmuring what sounded like „a day 

ago,‟ but he couldn‟t be sure. So he only looked at her for a few more moments… and then she 

quietly slid on top of him, straddling him and picking up the orb from his hand to gaze down into 

it quietly at the nothingness it held inside, a large crack now in the glass-like exterior of the 

strange stone. 

Before Zerrex could ask anything else, he glanced up at the sound of the front door 

bursting open and rapid footsteps down the hall… before Cherry cursed loudly at the sight of the 

stone, immediately stepping backwards and holding her hands up as she looked from Zerrex to 

Marina before settling her gaze on the latter and snapping: “Fucking Hell! Didn‟t we just have a 

talk about pulling shit like this?” 

“Fuck off.” Marina said distastefully, before she glared as Cherry stomped forwards, and 

the demonic female grunted, wincing and trying to push against Marina‟s telekinetic push before 

the younger girl hissed: “I said, fuck-” 

“Marina, stop it.” Zerrex said quietly, and immediately Marina calmed, Cherry falling 

forwards and squawking before she landed on the male Drakkaren, and he grunted loudly before 

glaring at her as she looked up sheepishly, wheezing: “You did that on purpose. Now get off me, 

you weigh a ton.” 

“I‟ll show you a ton.” Cherry grumbled, then she sat up rudely on his chest, her large 

buttocks in his face as Zerrex flailed aimlessly with a wince, but she refused to budge as she 

looked across seriously at Marina, despite their awkward positioning. “Look, Marina. I know 

you meant well. But those things are rare, even in Hell… and the energy comin‟ off it was 

fuckin‟ malevolent. Do you really think you did the Boss a favor with that shit you just pulled?”  

“All that matters is Daddy is the strongest and the best…” Marina responded softly, 

slowly rubbing at Zerrex‟s abdominals, her eyes locked with Cherry‟s. “By whatever means 

necessary. I don‟t care what happens to anyone else.” 

Cherry winced a bit at this… then stood quickly and glanced at Cindy as she stepped into 

the doorway, followed by a meek-looking Mahihko. “Marina forced the energy that was in that 

stone she‟s holding down Zerrex‟s throat… Hell‟s energy. You know, to make him stronger and 

speed up whatever changes getting hit by that radiation from the Black Hole is going to cause.” 

“Wonderful.” Cindy murmured, then she sighed a bit, Marina glaring over them both and 

Zerrex rubbing at his head slowly, looking lost, before the middle daughter finally forced a smile 

and said after a moment: “Why don‟t I order in some pizza? It‟ll probably take a few hours to get 

here with the military action going on and the whole zombie issue, but I guess that‟s fine for 

everyone right now.” 

“Sure… but I need to talk to you all about Lunis, as well.” Zerrex said quietly, and 

Marina stood as he moved a bit, before helping her father to his feet. He grunted, rubbing at his 

bad leg slowly, then glanced around the tense room before making a bit of a face. “But maybe 

we should all sit somewhere else.” 

 

Zerrex sat quietly at the kitchen table, eating a cold slice of pepperoni pizza and looking 

dejectedly at an old family picture he kept in his wallet, from the simple days when Marina had 

been a child. Sure, even back then she‟d been a little tomboy and her father‟s daughter… but it 

had been Narrius who had truly destroyed the sweet little girl she‟d been and turned her into the 



obsessive, cruel adult she‟d grown into… not that she didn‟t have her good qualities, of course. 

But when she began to mix up the difference between being a daughter and being a worshipful 

slave… then things started to get complicated. 

He‟d gone over the information he‟d gleaned from the general with them in the meeting 

room, the most neutral territory he could find in the small, ramshackle home they shared… and 

then he‟d dismissed them to do various tasks, in the hopes they‟d all cool down. Cindy went to 

the medical laboratory with Mahihko tagging along to find out what she could about the effects 

of the Black Holes‟ radiation, Cherry went cheerfully off to the local military complex to imitate 

a soldier and steal whatever files she could, and Marina took a walk around the city to see if she 

could find any information with her mind-reading on what the hell was going on. Zerrex then 

had taken the time to fiddle with the transmission frequency before contacting Albatross and 

going over what he‟d learned, and they‟d argued a bit about what to do before the Dragokkaren 

finally muttered he could probably have Zerrex and his family illegally transported on a small 

cargo vessel to one of the Juggernauts surrounding the island… but they‟d have to figure out 

how to stowaway on the vessel themselves and moreover, reach the island without being blasted 

by either the gigantic warships or a submarine torpedo. 

On the other hand, his idea didn‟t go over as well: Cindy returned in a good mood, and 

Cherry returned in a full-male form with a stupid grin on a now-his face, but then Marina 

returned with his motorcycle keys and three fingers from three different people, and Mahihko 

had promptly run to the bathroom and even Cherry had gaped dumbly, before the female had 

crossed her arms defensively and said darkly: “Don‟t give me that look. Like you wouldn‟t‟ve 

done the same thing to the little bastards.” 

He‟d had to stop a fight, and then they‟d eaten together, glares flying around the table 

every so often before everyone had retreated to their rooms… and that had been it, thankfully, 

leaving him to sit in his study and look over the notes Cherry had brought him until he‟d felt a bit 

more hungry than he had during the awkward dinner, and he‟d decided to go and grab himself a 

bite to eat. 

He straightened a bit, giving a sigh… and then Cherry wandered into the room and sat 

down at the table, still in the body of the male Drakkaren and grinning at him toothily. The now-

his scales were dark blue and his eyes a matching aquamarine, just a bit shorter than Zerrex and 

wearing nothing more than a pair of jeans to show off his sculpted, muscular chest… and he 

looked at Zerrex with a gleam in his eye, saying teasingly in Cherry‟s natural voice: “I‟ve never 

been fucked as a guy… wanna pop my black cherry, Boss? I can even make myself bigger if that 

gets you off.” 

“Not tonight, Cherry.” Zerrex said morbidly, eating the last bit of crust before wiping his 

hands together and looking idly over him and frowning thoughtfully. “Did you go all 

doppelganger on someone to get that body?” 

“Yeah, took out a lieutenant or some shit.” Cherry shrugged a bit. “Just enough clearance 

to get me inside in his uniform, and then I stole some keycards here and there. Tell you what 

though, Mahihko got all hot and bothered looking at me… I almost reamed the little whore‟s 

bitch ass, but I really wanted you to get the first throw at me as a guy.” He winked, leaning 

forwards and leering. “So come on. Looks like I just gave you some genius idea… now you have 

to have sex with me.” 

“Cherry, I‟m not in the mood.” Zerrex made a face at him – her? It? I‟m confused. – and 

then began to walk past, when he heard the sound of her shifting before a pair of big, muscular 

arms wrapped around him and pulled him back against a muscular male chest with a teasing 



growl. The reptile struggled a bit, but he was held tight, and he tried hard to suppress a smile as 

he felt a tongue drag slowly against his neck, Cherry grinding his crotch and something amply-

thick beneath his pants against his backside. “Cherry…” 

“You know you want it… I know what you and Mahihko do sometimes, not just when 

he‟s a little bitch but when he‟s big… but even then, he‟s still a bitch, right?” He breathed 

against his neck, and then strong hands slowly caressed his bare chest, tracing gently along his 

scars as he added playfully: “Or what, are you begging for me to put this big cock up your ass, is 

that it?” 

Zerrex grinned as he spun around in the male‟s grip, then he shoved a now twelve-foot 

Cherry back against the kitchen table with the body of his cane before tossing it away and 

pinning him with one of his hands on the muscular male‟s abdominals, drawing his eyes slowly 

over Cherry and the large bulge that was threatening to tear his jeans at the crotch, before he 

leaned in close as the male-Cherry grinned back at him hungrily, saying teasingly: “You are such 

a slut, you know that?” 

“Hey, I can have it every way now…” His eyelids half-closed seductively, and he leaned 

upwards a bit, reaching one hand up to grasp Zerrex‟s shoulder as the other slid down to pop 

open the fly of his jeans, revealing nothing beneath as an already foot-long cock pushed free of 

its confines, already thicker than the Drakkaren‟s own was. “And I want it every way you‟ll let 

me take it, Boss… „cause no matter what I am, I‟m still your second…” 

“Mine…” Zerrex breathed softly, and then he reached down, stepping back as he fumbled 

at the fly of his own jeans, feeling his own member starting to grow erect as he quickly shoved 

down the fabric of his pants and boxers as Cherry tore at the now-his own jeans, his massive 

musculature tearing them and leaving flaps of pants half-hanging off his legs as the Drakkaren 

growled teasingly, leaning suddenly forwards and throwing one of the larger male‟s legs over his 

shoulder as he said teasingly: “Every time we screw lately, your clothes go up in shreds…” A 

pause, then he added in a growl: “Please me.” 

Cherry grinned as he looked up at him, then he slid back a bit onto the table, breathing a 

bit harder as his horns and fins pushed out of his head, scales changing and body bulging with 

greater muscle even as he shrank a bit, and Zerrex half gaped as he found himself staring once 

more at Cherry… except a male Cherry, breast-and-nipple-less, but with a bulging, massive 

penis that was quickly growing towards a full erection, thick and meaty, one of his hands 

gripping this as he flexed gargantuan muscles and looked up at him, saying in a teasing voice 

that still remained the same as it had always been: “How‟s this?” A pause, and then a wide grin. 

“Fuck, Boss, the fun we are going to have with what I can do with my body now…” 

The Drakkaren licked his lips slowly, responding playfully: “Oh well, at least I‟ll never 

grow bored, yes…” A grin as Cherry snorted, and then he glanced down as his own shaft came to 

full erection, before he looked amusedly at the difference between their large penises: the same 

deep black in coloration, but his was at least a foot longer, and almost half as thick again 

around… and he leaned over the other now-male, growling down at him lightly as he looked 

back up hungrily: “Trying to outdo me with this?” He grasped the other‟s shaft and squeezed it 

firmly, causing Cherry to groan. “Or are you just that hungry for cock?” 

“More the latter, I think… ugh… oh, Boss, fuck me… let me feel it…” Cherry panted up 

to him, his eyes alight… and the Drakkaren grinned as he drew back, grasping his shaft and 

stroking it teasingly before stepping close, and a moment later the other male paused as he felt 

his bulging head press against his tailhole, adding quickly: “Hey, maybe we should get some 

lube or I should suck you off fir-” 



The Drakkaren thrust hard forwards with a groan of pleasure, both of his hands locking 

into the other male‟s waist, and Cherry let out a loud yell of pain and surprise, his back arching 

and his eyes bulging, yet his expression blissful as Zerrex let out a groan himself at the tightness 

that surrounded his massive shaft, before he pushed forwards again, sinking it more than halfway 

as a bit of blood spilled out around his shaft, and he growled hungrily, his muscular body flexing 

as he grunted: “There‟s your lube.” 

Cherry writhed on the table, and then Zerrex thrusted forwards a last time, sinking to the 

hilt and causing the now-male to  release a long moan of ecstasy, Cherry‟s hand reaching down 

to grasp his own penis and begin to stroke it rapidly, the tip already leaking pre as Zerrex started 

up a rapid, hard rhythm in and out of the other male‟s anus, grinning down at him as Cherry‟s 

body flexed and bulged, the male‟s huge musculature causing the table to groan… or perhaps the 

hard thrusts as Zerrex kept both hands locked tightly into his hips, leaning over him with a growl 

as the other male looked up at him with a loud groan, their eyes locking. 

He leaned forwards, and they kissed hungrily, Cherry wrapping his free arm around 

Zerrex‟s neck as their tongues worked and twisted together, the other hand still rapidly stroking 

his own hot flesh as he began to buck his hips against the Drakkaren‟s thrusts, working back 

against the thick meat ripping deep into his tailhole. One of his legs wrapped around the reptile‟s 

waist as the other bounced on his shoulder, the reptile‟s claws digging lightly into his hips as he 

grunted hungrily into Cherry‟s maw, and then the kiss broke as he arched his back with a long 

moan. “Fuck… fuck… fuck… oh fuck…” 

Another groan of ecstasy, his back arching up against the reptile, and Zerrex felt the other 

male‟s hand scraping against his own masculine chest before he straightened and suddenly drew 

back, and Cherry stared for a moment as Zerrex stepped backwards before the reptile flipped him 

over onto his stomach and yanked him back off the table, feet scrabbling for purchase against the 

floor for a moment and his cock still in one hand before the Drakkaren reached a hand up and 

grabbed the back of his head, shoving him down onto the table as he repositioned himself with 

the other hand, grunting hungrily as the bulging head of his obsidian member shoved back into 

Cherry‟s wide-stretched rosebud, and he tore to the hilt in a single thrust, the now-male arching 

his back with a half-cry of bliss, releasing his cock in favor of grasping the table with both hands, 

thrusting instead into the air from the powerful pistons of the male behind him. 

The whole table rocked with Zerrex‟s thrusts into Cherry, his hand sliding down to his 

upper back as the other almost-playfully slapped his ass hard, grinning down at him and 

growling over the sounds of the reptile‟s moans of pleasure: “Do you like it, slut? Is it everything 

you dreamed about, bitch?” 

“Yes, oh fuck yes it is!” Cherry replied between moans, arching his back as he felt his 

own large testicles being slapped over and over again by Zerrex‟s, sweat beginning to bead over 

his body as he panted hard, his tail raised high and half-wrapping around Zerrex‟s waist as he 

groaned: “Harder, please! Oh, fuck me harder, Master!” 

Zerrex was all too glad to comply, slamming his body forwards as he arched his back 

slightly, his hips sending his full plus-thirty-inch length into the male‟s tight anus with every 

thrust and drawing out over a foot with every pull back, his testicles striking with tremendous 

force into the now-male‟s at every piston forwards with a wonderful, thick slap of meat-against-

meat that almost overrode the sound of him burying his cock into the fellow reptile‟s body. It 

was wonderful because it was feral, his body filled with ecstasy and his muscles bulging so 

powerfully they threatened to tear the tight hide of scale over his form, his grin wide and eyes 



burning with domination as Cherry moaned beneath him, his jaws agape with pleasure and her 

own eyes half-closed in what could be intense agony or unmatched bliss. 

Zerrex lost track of time as he pounded him, slowing his thrusts every time either he or 

Cherry came close to orgasm: he would draw himself backwards inch-by-inch with cruel 

laziness, then push in with the same speed as Cherry would writhe against the table, sometimes 

gyrating his hips once he hilted and making the now-male beg for him to hammer his body with 

all the force he body could muster… but he would only growl teasingly and refuse. Finally, he 

sat back on a chair with Cherry‟s back pressing tight against his chiseled stomach, and he 

grasped his hips tightly, whispering beside his muzzle: “I‟m going to take you all the way now, 

bitch… and once I start, I won‟t stop until I get my pleasure, too.” 

“Alright, Boss…” Cherry murmured to him, licking his own muzzle slowly and panting 

hard as she pressed against his back, then he wrapped an arm around Zerrex‟s shoulders, 

grinning as he reached down to stroke his own wet, pulsing cock slowly. “It won‟t take me long 

to get off…” 

Zerrex merely grinned in reply, and then he began to thrust; slowly at first, almost 

teasingly, as Cherry groaned and worked his hips backwards in time, stroking his shaft in synch 

with their movements, before the Drakkaren gained speed a bit… and after a few minutes, 

Cherry was bouncing viciously, his head bobbing up and down with cries of pleasure as blood 

leaked out over the Drakkaren‟s testicles, the other male stroking his own cock as fast as he 

could as the steel-hard tower of black flesh penetrated him deeper than he felt he‟d ever been in 

any other form. 

 His shaft felt like steel, hard and standing tall as a tower, the head slapping against his 

thickly-muscled chest and his body flexing to the point where his scales had broken in some 

areas simply from the muscle pushing against it, and his testicles jounced up and down so hard 

they were literally throbbing with pain… but the sexual bliss rising through his body outweighed 

it all, as he growled hungrily, begging for more inarticulately, Zerrex snarling beside him like an 

animal as thrust after thrust rocketed into his body… and then he arched his back, letting out a 

near-scream of pleasure as he forced his hand to stroke himself even backwards, bucking his hips 

wildly into his own hand as his orgasm hit and his seed blasted into the air, splattering all over 

his own face as he leaned forwards into the thick spray and almost reaching the ceiling with the 

force it had been fired. 

Volley after volley fired out of Cherry‟s massive cock, splattering all over the lizard as 

Zerrex grinned widely and hungrily, his eyes burning as he leaned back and put his full force into 

releasing his own load, his own shaft rock-hard inside the now-male… and as Cherry continued 

to fire, the thick semen splattering all over the kitchen, Zerrex put all his efforts into getting 

himself off inside the male as his tight passage clenched around the reptile‟s shaft with his own 

orgasm. 

Even as his orgasm ended, Cherry was still crying out as Zerrex shoved him forwards, 

landing on his knees and falling on his face in a puddle of his seed as the Drakkaren leaned 

forwards behind him, hammering his own shaft over and over into the male‟s anus in a kneel 

over his body, grunting hungrily as one hand rested on the now-male‟s back and the claws of his 

other hand sank into his hip, Cherry moaning hungrily and tasting his seed in his mouth as his 

sensitive cock throbbed painfully in his hand. Thrust after thrust rammed into him in a daze, time 

once more lost until his eyes bulged as Zerrex roared and arched his back, his massive shaft 

turning to hot iron inside his body as thrusts that were almost vicious hammered into him again, 



again, and again before the male began to pour his seed into him in volleys that felt like shotgun 

blasts.  

Cherry cried out on the floor, body spasming and rocking with the Drakkaren‟s thrusts 

before he finally began to slow… and then Zerrex half-fell onto his back, panting hungrily as 

Cherry groaned loudly beneath him, and then he mumbled stupidly: “And just think… I can be 

anyone in the world for you, Boss, so we can do this every night.” 

“You wish.” Zerrex panted softly, then he slowly extracted himself, blood and seed 

spilling out of the reptile‟s anus as Cherry fell flat, before crawling up to his feet, a mess of 

blood, sweat, and semen. He looked down at himself, grinned stupidly, and then Zerrex held up a 

hand as he opened his arms for a hug, muttering: “I will tear off your penis if you even think 

about touching me. You made the mess, you clean it up.” 

“Hey, you‟re the one who made the mess!” Cherry replied with a glare, and they looked 

at each other angrily for a few moments before Zerrex smiled slightly and Cherry shook his head 

with a faint grin, rubbing at one horn and grumbling: “I guess I can clean this mess up and 

shower… but I want to see you in bed in about an hour, asshole.” 

“Fine.” Zerrex rose his hands, looking over Cherry with quiet amusement, then he made a 

face at his pants and cane, both of them splattered with seed. “Ugh… well… I‟m going to go 

clean myself off.” 

With that, he half-limped off down the hall, Cherry mumbling something about „just a 

little mess on them‟ before going about the now-his own duties… before Zerrex blinked a bit as 

a hand reached out from his open office and grasped his still-erect cock, dragging him slowly 

forwards and inside.  

The door closed behind him, and Zerrex fell back against it with a grunt as Marina looked 

up at him with a grin and her cheeks flushed, whispering softly: “Shut up and relax…” A pause 

as she looked over him, the Drakkaren looking half-horrified, before he groaned quietly in 

pleasure as she dragged her tongue slowly over the body of his shaft. 

He clutched the doorhandle in one hand, the other pressing back against the wood as he 

tried to mumble something about that just being in Cherry‟s ass, and Marina said softly: “I 

know… I was watching you two…” She licked her own muzzle slowly, then pushed her mouth 

back against his steel-hard cock, lapping at it slowly and pushing her body close… and he 

realized a moment later she was completely naked. “Shut up, Daddy… just enjoy it…” 

Her tongue travelled over his shaft, cleaning him thoroughly and lapping at every trace of 

seed she could find, pressing her muzzle and face against his thick, hard black meat with a quiet 

moan every so often as Zerrex felt himself breathing hard – after the massive orgasm he‟d just 

had, his shaft felt surprisingly-sensitive, and he could tell Marina was exploiting that as she first 

teased him with her tongue like she knew he loved… and then, the moment she had thoroughly 

cleaned him off, she lowered her head to begin slowly lapping at his navy testicles and the base 

of his enormous cock, one hand reaching up to grip his hip and the other the top half of his 

member, stroking it slowly and occasionally rubbing along the flange of his penis.  

He looked down at her, panting a bit harder as she continued to stroke and lap teasingly at 

him, feeling a flush rising in his face as his eyes bulged at the how quickly his second orgasm 

was approaching, before she shifted, drawing her hand over the head of his shaft and then 

releasing his penis, getting up on her knees with a quiet moan to finally settle her mouth over the 

head of the shaft, taking it down her throat as she arched her back and began to massage the sides 

of his gigantic member with her firm breasts. She moved up and down as he did his best to resist 



from thrusting, a stupid groan rolling out of his muzzle as he winced and fell slack-jawed at how 

good it was… 

She moved expertly up and down his shaft, her breasts supported by her hands and tightly 

gripping the sides of his long member, her jaws easily taking in the thick, gargantuan black penis 

as her tongue worked and lapped at the head of his shaft inside her muzzle… and images 

flickered in front of his eyes of Marina doing all sorts of things to him… and him doing all sorts 

of things to her, but every one of them pushing him further and further towards the edge as she 

sought to make him orgasm. 

It was almost like a battle he knew he was doomed to lose, as he grit his teeth and 

mumbled incoherently, closing his eyes and trying to drown out the thoughts he was having… 

but his mind had turned traitor and concentration was nowhere to be found as he felt her 

continuing to rapidly pleasure him, moaning quietly now around his girthy ebony shaft as at the 

same time he saw a clear image of her screaming in ecstasy with her hands shackled behind her 

back, as he held her outside over the railing of a tower and rammed her with his thick cock as she 

had orgasm after orgasm, all the while begging, begging to be used harder… 

Zerrex‟s eyes rolled back in his head and then he groaned loudly, almost breaking off the 

doorhandle as he thrust weakly a few times, his shaft once more hardening past the point of 

comfort and becoming almost agonizing as he released a second orgasm only minutes after the 

first into Marina‟s maw, the female greedily swallowing his seed before drawing back and 

moaning as she stroked it rapidly over her face, gazing up at him lovingly as his eyes opened to 

gaze down at her with shock, seed that was barely a sprinkle compared to what had happened 

before spurting out several times over her features and bosom… and then somehow she managed 

to milk another sizeable squirt – and then two – out of him as she stroked him faster and more 

images spiraled through his mind, his testicles throbbing lightly as she murred hungrily, now 

splattered with a good amount of his seed before she stood up and kissed his dazed face. 

His eyes widened as he felt his own seed being pushed gently back into his maw, as her 

tongue worked with his, and he groaned quietly into her muzzle as she squeezed his penis at the 

same time… and he swallowed his own stuff after a moment, blinking stupidly at her as she drew 

her lips slowly back, a streamer of drool and who knew what else hanging between their mouths, 

her eyes half-lidded as she murmured softly: “I love you, Daddy… thank you for that…” A 

pause and a slight smile, adding teasingly as she stepped beside him, the Drakkaren sliding along 

the wall away from the door: “I figured I‟d share some of your own nectar with you, too… you 

make me so hot, after all…” 

He glanced down, and she let out a soft moan as she spread the lips of her sex for him 

with two fingers, his eyes widening at the sight of her delicious sex and how wet she was, the 

liquid of what might have been an orgasm who-knew-when-ago-tonight still tricking down her 

thighs… and then she grinned a bit, sliding one of her fingers into herself, moaning and making a 

show of arching her back before stepping forwards, and he stared as she slipped a finger gently 

into his muzzle, and now the Drakkaren could taste her, could smell her, and Gods, it was 

shocking how sweet and wonderful it was… and then he bit his tongue as she reached down and 

grasped his still-hard cock, murmuring softly: “If you want to do more, I‟m here, Daddy… I‟m 

more than ready for you… and I can see in your eyes how much you want me, how much you 

want to taste me and then split me in half… and with a cock that big, you know you could…” 

Her eyes positively sparkled… and with a great feat of willpower, Zerrex shook his head 

slowly, speaking quietly: “Thank you for the… the fun, Marina, but… not tonight. I need to 

clean off and…” 



“I‟ll help you!” Marina said brightly, and then she hugged him tightly, the Drakkaren 

wincing as his erection ground between their bodies, the female murmuring: “I‟m always glad to 

help Daddy, after all…” 

Five minutes later, Marina sat across from Zerrex in the large-size tub that easily 

accommodated both their bodies… but she was sitting in his lap, even though he had thankfully 

forced his erection to go away by thinking of the general and his hideous teeth and temperament. 

Marina, however, obviously had changed her priorities, as she cheerfully soaped over his body, 

looking at him lovingly and she played her hands over his powerful musculature, the water 

stinging his wounds – but on the bright side, his body seemed to have healed faster than his 

already-very-fast normal, and even his stitches looked like they could come out now. 

She smiled at him softly as he looked down at her, and this… this made him happy. It 

was sensual, sure, and it wasn‟t something that ninety-nine percent of society would share with 

their families – at least, not in the same way – but for him, it was right. Daddy and daughter, 

sharing a bath together, and for once not focused on sex or power or making sure that father 

knew which girl loved him most in the whole world… but just love and affection, as her breasts 

gently pressed against his chest, and then she slowly massaged over his back as she curled 

against him, her eyes closed as she drew soap gently along his spine at the same time. 

Marina shifted backwards, and then they shared a chaste, light kiss before she  wiggled 

around and held the soap over her shoulder, saying softly: “Do me, huh, Daddy?” 

He smiled a bit, then nodded and replied gently: “Of course, Marina,” before taking the 

soap and slowly rubbing it down her back. She breathed softly at his touch, letting out a relieved 

sigh, and he rubbed lightly over her back before pulling her tight against his body with his other 

arm around her waist, and slowly, gently, he rubbed over her stomach, her head lowering and 

eyes closing, before he trailed upwards and slowly over one breast, and then the other. He took 

his time with them as Marina moaned quietly in pleasure, before he rolled the soap over her 

collarbone and up to her neck, and then he built up a lather in his hands, placing the bar of soap 

aside for a moment before he gently grasped her swells and began to fondle them slowly, 

murring softly to his daughter as she pressed against him lovingly, nuzzling his neck tenderly as 

his hands worked slowly over her bosom, one thumb gently flicking a nipple as the other grasped 

the right swell and squeezed lightly. 

After a few moments, he drew his hands away, then once more picked up the bar of soap 

and drew it down her stomach this time, over her waist and slowly down between her legs, 

rubbing it lightly against the lips of her sex and making her twitch with a half-grin and quiet 

grunt, before he leaned slightly past her and slowly rubbed up and down along her inner thigh. 

She breathed a bit harder, and then he smiled slightly as he turned her around for a moment, and 

Marina moved easily in his grip before leaning back for him as he spread her legs, raising one 

gently and slowly tracing the soap along the length of it and then gently back down. 

He repeated the same with the other, then allowed her to turn back around as he placed 

the soap aside… and she leaned back against him immediately, the two sinking into the hot water 

with quiet sighs of contentment, the water quietly sloshing at the edges of the tub. Her hands 

gripped his sides gently, and his arms stayed around her waist, one of his hands slipping up to 

gently grasp a breast. 

They lay there for a few minutes peacefully… and then the door opened and Cherry 

walked in before leering at them, and the two stared as the currently male version of the sex-

crazed demon flexed his arms, his biceps bulging hugely as he growled teasingly: “Well, if the 

party ain‟t coming to me, I‟m coming to the party!” 



Forty minutes later, Marina stumbled out bowleggedly, looking tired and satisfied despite 

the fact she was still bleeding a bit, before Cherry and Zerrex walked out, leaning against each 

other and the former back in her true body, wincing and muttering: “I thought that if I changed 

out of male form, my balls wouldn‟t hurt anymore. But now I think my ovaries do.” 

“I didn‟t think you had ovaries. I didn‟t think you had a womb, either.” Zerrex muttered 

in return, as they staggered towards their room and touching his own sensitive privates. “I 

thought it just connected to a bottomless pit. But don‟t worry, the joke‟s on her… it sucks for us 

now but Marina won‟t be sitting right for at least most of tomorrow, and we‟ll be fine in a few 

hours.” 

“Yeah, well, feel thankful I don‟t want you to bang me again.” Cherry muttered as they 

walked into Zerrex‟s bedroom, and then she collapsed on the extra-large bed as Zerrex searched 

his dresser for a pair of boxers and pants, the female adding in a muffled voice: “I did clean 

everything up, though… I left your cane on the table and I‟m not going to get it, I don‟t care how 

crippled you are.” 

“I hate you.” Zerrex said morbidly, as he sat down on the dresser and carefully pulled on 

his boxers and pants, then he did up the fly as Cherry crawled towards the pillows, grumbling 

something back at him incoherently before she flopped over. He made a face as he slipped under 

the blankets, and Cherry immediately tried to steal it away from him, resulting in a short struggle 

before Zerrex finally sighed and allowed her to curl up on his chest, mumbling: “You know, this 

is going to take some getting used to. With your horns and those pointy fins, there‟s like… a 

ninety percent chance you‟re going to stab me through the jaw in your sleep or something.” 

Cherry made a face, then she fidgeted a bit to lay on her back against him, her horns on 

either side of the Drakkaren‟s muzzle, grunting in return: “See? The fins are pretty soft, they just 

look all dangerous and shit. And count yourself lucky… it‟s hard as balls for me to get 

comfortable enough to sleep with my head like this.” 

Zerrex made a random sound in return, and then they lay together for a few moments, one 

of Cherry‟s hands reaching down to settle quietly on his as they locked around her waist, and she 

finally said softly: “Do you think Lunis is going to hold out?” 

The Drakkaren looked down at this, then he sighed a bit and shook his head slowly, 

murmuring quietly back: “I don‟t know, Cherry… but there‟s no point in rushing down there 

half-cocked. It‟s better we take another night to actually rest after what happened in the Arctic, 

and then we can arm ourselves up and take the railway tomorrow down south. It‟s a long trip 

across Ire, though… and even after that, we‟ll still have to figure out how to get to Lunis.” 

“But we do at least have the means to shut the Black Hole... assuming this Hollow Stone 

shit actually works.” Cherry added, then she made a bit of a face, shaking her head slowly. 

“God-damn, Zerrex. Marina‟s behavior lately… it‟s… it scares me, you know? I think that Hell‟s 

wormed its way inside her mind…” A pause and a bit of a smile. “But you should have my 

memories locked away in your head there, right?” 

“Yeah, but it‟s not like I actually… remember… them, so to speak.” Zerrex shook his 

head a bit, and Cherry tilted her own curiously as the Drakkaren made a face. “It‟s like… I 

dunno. Maybe because we had to cover such a huge frame of time, I‟m only actually seeing your 

memories when something triggers it… say, like… the type of a demon, like how I automatically 

knew you had become a Dius… but wasn‟t anything I consciously thought or understood until I 

said it. It‟s hard to explain.” 

“Alright… but if I prompt you with uh… say… Marina‟s really acting out her sins.” 

Cherry said, brightening a bit, and Zerrex let out a soft breath as the sensation of déjà vu washed 



over him, and he saw what looked like a massive pit – and in the center of this, an enormous 

tower that stretched up to the sky, with some palace above… 

“The Abyss…” Zerrex murmured, and then he nodded slowly, saying quietly: “Like she‟s 

being consumed by the powers of Greed and Envy…” A pause and a slight smile as he glanced 

down at Cherry, adding quietly: “Whereas you are Lust and Wrath… and if you‟d spent more 

time in Hell honing your powers, you wouldn‟t have those aching ovaries, right?” 

“Fuck that‟s some scary shit.” Cherry said mildly, and then she grinned stupidly, looking 

up at Zerrex with bright eyes. “I just had an awesome idea. Let‟s go find the biggest sluts in the 

world and get Marina to rip their memories so I can have some extra masturbation material and 

fucking-style ideas.” 

Zerrex groaned loudly at this, and Cherry laughed, before the Drakkaren reached over to 

turn off his lamp, leaving them in darkness as the demoness mumbled something about him 

being a spoilsport. “Goodnight to you too, Cherry.”  

 

Ruination… destruction. What‟s left of a great city is sprawled around him, and he stands 

in a field splattered with blood and blackened, shapeless bodies. Zerrex frowns, eyes 

narrowing… and then he looks slowly up towards the top of a massive steel girder, where a 

white-robed figure in a golden bird mask stands, his identity hidden from the world… but his 

large, feathered wings marking him as an angel. His hands glow with strange golden energy, 

and upon his feet are a pair of sandals… and at his side, a sword is tucked into his belt, the 

blade straight and double-edged, and smoldering with blue fire. 

“Creature of the South!” the angel pronounces, in a voice that booms as it points at him. 

“You are filled with both darkness and Darkness… yet you fought your father, the Red King, the 

Red Beast, the Red Sunset… and now you stand here in the fields of slaughter… yet you look 

grim. Why is this, when you are yourself a monster all-but-borne from the brow of Wrath?” 

“I don‟t like… I… destruction isn‟t… is…” Zerrex looked down, snarling a bit as he 

found he couldn‟t speak the words, wondering if he could only speak his truest, darkest desires in 

this strange vision… and then he looked up and said clearly, voice unwavering: “Because to 

destroy pointlessly, meaninglessly… is wrong. Because there was no need for this violence… 

because Hell‟s assault on this world is my responsibility to deal with.” 

The angel laughed, then shook its head slowly, shouting in return: “Pride reveals the 

silver tongue of a fool to only be worthless clay! This is the responsibility of those who now burn 

for an eternity in Hell, most of whom will be broken into foot soldiers for the Abyss‟s armies and 

turned against one another in slaughter; and he who set this chain of events in motion is the Red 

Beast. Yet you did fail, Southern Lord… in both reaching the generator and stopping these 

events from unfolding as they were written in the Prophecy, and much faith has been lost in you. 

We do not believe you are capable of saving the Mechanical Island you call Lunis, so turn back 

and prepare for other struggles in the days ahead.” 

Zerrex shook his head vehemently at this, gesturing angrily around at the field. “And let 

this happen? Hell no! I have the tools to stop Lunis, I-” 

“I have fulfilled my obligation here. You have your orders.” The angel interrupted 

coldly, and then it drew its sword, which burst into red fire, which turned into a pillar of bright 

light as the celestial creature held it skywards, and Zerrex yelled in shock, covering his eyes as 

rays that shone with all the intensity of the sun flared out in all directions and turned everything 

white- 

 



“Ouch, you motherfucker!” Cherry yelled, and Zerrex blinked stupidly to wake up to her 

straddling him, holding his wrists against his chest with one hand and the other rubbing at her 

eye slowly. “You poked me in the fucking eye! That hurt, you shithead!” A pause, and then she 

blinked and frowned as Zerrex continued to look at her dumbly. “Dude. You okay?” 

“Bad dreams.” Zerrex said finally, and he groaned a bit, sitting up as Cherry shifted off 

him, continuing to look at him curiously as she shifted her hands out to grasp his shoulders and 

rub at them slowly, light filtering in from the hall as he rubbed sleep from his eyes with a 

mumble. “What time is it, anyway?” 

“Eight forty-two.” Cherry said after a moment, and then she made a face as she squeezed 

the Drakkaren‟s shoulders gently, asking in a softer voice: “You sure there‟s nothing bothering 

you? There‟s been some crazy shit happening over the last while, and we haven‟t exactly had 

much time to really sit down and talk about things lately.” 

Zerrex smiled a bit over his shoulder at her, then he nodded after a moment. “Yeah, 

Cherry, I‟m good… thank you.” He added quietly, then he sighed softly and stood up, muttering 

as he arched his back and it cracked loudly, a steady ache rolling through his body in waves. 

“I‟m too old for nights like last night.” 

Cherry snorted at this, jumping out of bed and slapping the Drakkaren‟s ass firmly as she 

strolled by, saying playfully over her shoulder: “Dude, you‟ll never be too old for that… I‟ll be 

jumping your bones come your hundredth birthday and you‟ll be the one wearing me out.” A 

wink, and then she slipped out of the room, hammering doors as she passed them and yelling: 

“Wake the hell up, people!” 

Zerrex rolled his eyes a bit at her enthusiasm, but he couldn‟t help a smile from spreading 

over his muzzle at the same time, limping over to a side cabinet and pulling it open to reveal a 

menagerie of strange items inside: guns, swords, knives, and a few canes of all shape and size. 

The reptile muttered a bit as he checked over the latter, and then he gently picked up a full-steel 

one with a thick black body and the head in shape of a primal dragon of old, complete with horns 

and spines… then he put it back in favor of a plain-looking alloy one that was slightly taller but 

had a twisting silver design along the body. The real difference, however, was that the handle of 

the dragon cane twisted off to reveal a thin blade secreted inside the body of the pole… whereas 

the silver-twist cane turned into a stun rod when the right amount of pressure was applied to the 

right part of the handle, and everything but the insulated grip and roughly the foot below it would 

emit a high-voltage electrical charge upon contact with anything. Only by squeezing the handle 

again could the taser system be deactivated. 

The reptile closed the doors of the furnishing, then he snagged a shirt from his dressed, 

putting his on as he stumbled out into the hall before wandering down towards the kitchen, 

watching as Cherry yawned and sat down at the table, the coffeemaker burbling quietly behind 

her. As he sat down at the table, Cindy and Mahihko came out of a room, the latter heading for 

the bathroom and the former walking sleepily over to the table, idly adjusting her white top and 

then sitting down beside Zerrex to yawn and then smile at him. “Hello Daddy… how‟d you 

sleep?” 

“Okayish… what about you?” He tilted his head, as Cindy nodded and made a seesawing 

motion with her hand as Marina came down the hall next, looking tired but then brightening as 

her eyes settled on her father. Instead of making for a chair, she plopped herself down in his lap, 

and he coughed a bit as she hugged him tightly around the neck. “Good… morning, Marina.” 



“Good morning, Daddy!” she chirped, then smiled and kissed his cheek loudly, Cherry 

covering her muzzle as Cindy looked at them with amusement and suspicion. “Do you want 

anything? I‟d be happy to cook you some breakfast.” 

“That‟s okay.” A glance over her, and Zerrex blinked before coughing as he realized she 

was wearing a black miniskirt and a tight halter-top. She‟s going to give me prosta-tot families if 

she keeps wearing stuff like this… it‟s like she purposefully shops for sizes that are too small for 

her. “Uh… everyone, we‟re… I‟d like to be ready to take the train south this afternoon, so we‟ll 

all have to pack up a change of clothes or two and any personal equipment, as I went over with 

you yesterday…” 

“Already done.” Cindy rose a hand, and everyone gave her a sour look, and she shrugged 

tiredly, smiling a bit. “Mahihko is too, for a change. Don‟t worry, I‟ll deal with packing up all 

the weaponry, too, just like last time, while you guys are packing up your stuff… then I guess…” 

she yawned, and leaned back tiredly in her chair, rubbing at her head. “Ugh, it‟s too early to 

think about this crap. I still need to wake up, then I‟ll call you all losers.” 

The father figure of the family nodded a bit, making a slight face nonetheless at Cindy‟s 

organizational skills. Ugh. She makes us all look bad. “Alright, thank you then, Cindy. Since 

that‟ll take a while, I‟ll have Cherry go and legitimately rent us a truck, too.” A glare over at 

Cherry, who made a face and stuck her tongue out, blowing a loud raspberry at him. “I don‟t 

want to attract any undue attention.” 

“You only attract bad shit when you‟re messy, and I‟m a professional even at GTA.” 

Cherry responded airily, waving a hand and then rolling her eyes upwards as she crossed her 

hands under her enormous breasts. “But you know, if you‟re scared and shit… I understand 

perfectly fine why you‟d rather I spend a grand or so on a hauler when I could just as easily steal 

us a big ol‟ truck… but hey, I guess someone here has to be a pussy, and remind us about what‟s 

legal and what‟s not and shit…” 

Zerrex glared at her, but Cherry only whistled a bit and tapped her hands against the table 

before jumping to her feet and strolling down the hall as the toilet flushed, and a minute later 

Mahihko came out into the kitchen, looking sleepily around at everyone before asking dumbly: 

“Why isn‟t breakfast being made? Are we going out this morning?” 

Zerrex perked his head up at this… and ten minutes later, the entire family – minus 

Cherry, who had come out of the bathroom to an empty house and was currently obsessively 

checking every room in the hopes that her whole family was hiding under the bed – was walking 

down the street, Mahihko beaming brightly and supported on Zerrex‟s shoulder and bicep with 

his legs primly crossed, dressed in a little girl‟s sailor suit outfit complete with beret. The others 

had thrown on more casual clothes, but Zerrex had to admit that sometimes it was fun to pretend 

that Mahihko was either an overgrown six year old or simply mentally-defective, and he thought 

he‟d earned a little treat for providing him with a nice little act of revenge on Cherry. 

They stopped at a breakfast diner about fifteen minutes away, and Zerrex guessed it 

would take Cherry about an hour to seventy minutes to find them here… assuming, of course, 

she hadn‟t gotten any smarter over the last few millennia in Hell and she didn‟t get sidetracked 

by something shiny or pornography on the internet. In the end, however, the reptile‟s estimate 

was off only by a few minutes: it took Cherry seventy-two minutes to burst into the diner, just as 

the waitress was serving them their check. 

A waiter stepped up to seat her, and she shoved him over, stomping past staring 

customers, then glaring at Zerrex before seizing Mahihko and throwing him over her shoulder 

and yelling loudly: “How could you kidnap our son and dress him up in those girl‟s clothes, you 



bastard! Today is my day and you know how sensitive he is!” A long pause that left everyone 

surrounding her in gaping silence, and then she turned away, Mahihko flailing on her shoulder. 

It took fifteen minutes of apologies, excuses, and intimidation for Zerrex and his family 

to extract themselves from the restaurant without the police being called, and upon getting home, 

Cherry triumphantly held up a pair of badly-packed bags in both hands, so Zerrex punched her in 

her defenseless gut and then pulled the wheezing demon aside to yell at her about embarrassing 

him in public, as the others packed up and listened to the occasional sound of something 

breaking, before Cherry burst out the door and shot down the hallway, looking terrified as she 

scuttled out the door and past Cindy, who was stacking bags on the curb. 

Zerrex appeared a moment later out the doorway, shouting and waving his cane as she 

ran down the street, and then he shot Cindy a deathly look as she covered a smile on the end of 

her muzzle with one hand. “What?” 

“You and her. You two… really have something special.” she said finally, and Zerrex 

mumbled something before heading back inside to pack his things. 

By late afternoon, everything had been dealt with, and the five of them were crammed 

into the van Cherry had rented with their stuff packed behind them. Mahihko sat nervously 

between Cherry and Marina in the back seat, and Zerrex stretched out in the front as he discussed 

the plan for the next few days with Cindy, before he glanced behind himself to the others and 

said mildly: “Be good, kids, or we‟ll pull the van over and beat the crap out of you.” 

“You‟re a wonderful parent, Zerrex.” Cherry muttered, rubbing idly at a large bump on 

her head. “Besides. You do realize that this means you‟ve started a revenge war, and you should 

know by now there‟s no limits in a revenge war.” 

“Cherry, we‟re… how old, now?” The reptile asked morbidly, locking glares with her as 

she crossed her arms and huffed. “It‟s easier to just pull you aside and yell at you every now and 

then rather than… concoct some crazy scheme to get back at you for putting saran wrap over the 

toilet seat or whatever juvenile prank you‟ve planned.” 

“Yeah, well, here‟s the first.” Cherry grinned as they pulled onto the road, and Zerrex 

frowned a bit as she leaned in close to him, then whispered: “I stole the van, then I called in an 

anonymous tip to the police about it. Game on, bitch.” 

Zerrex‟s eyes widened, and a moment later he heard the sirens of a police car as Cherry 

cackled, earning her a terrified look from Mahihko and a furious glare from Marina, before the 

van lurched as Cindy muttered: “Screw this.” 

The van‟s engine roared as she stomped on the gas, and she shot through the stop ahead a 

moment later, the police car behind them immediately accelerating as Cherry squealed in the 

backseat, flailing stupidly and whacking both Marina and Mahihko with her struggles. “I didn‟t 

call in a tip, I didn‟t call in a tip, I was lying, what the fuck are you doing? Cindy!” A pause as 

even she winced at the turn Cindy took ahead, the female muttering as she worked the stick of 

the old-fashioned van, Zerrex scrunched down in his seat and looking horrified as they plowed 

through a fence and shot down an alley narrow enough that metal screamed against brick on both 

sides of the vehicle. “Cindy, fuck, you aren‟t me!” 

“Shut up, I‟m doing fine.” Cindy muttered as they tore out of the alley and flew towards a 

lamppost, and she immediately shoved the van into reverse and spun the wheel to the side, the 

greater part of the vehicle‟s inhabitants letting out some sound of terror as the van spun 

backwards around the lamppost before she threw it back into drive, and they shot down the 

sidewalk, knocking a postal box over before pulling back onto the street as the police car shot 



into the intersection ahead, now joined by a military jeep as several other cars on the main road 

ground to a halt and immediately tried to reverse away. 

The Drakkaren grit her teeth at the sight of the makeshift barricade of cars that were 

bumbling all over each other, along with the jeep and cruiser: being caught by the police was bad 

enough, but a military patrol would likely land them in another fight. So immediately, she spun 

the van around in a sharp U-turn, then shot down the road opposite, before muttering under her 

breath at the sight of another jeep driving into the intersection – except this one had a 

machinegun mounted on top and a soldier operating it. “This is harder than I thought.” 

“Cindy, please!” Zerrex babbled in the side seat, and then he stared as Cindy simply 

rushed the jeep, the gunner hesitating and then ducking back into the vehicle, the jeep hastily 

jerking towards the side of the road. The van shot by it, then twisted around the next corner and 

curled into another back alleyway, a terrified hobo leaping into a niche in the wall as Cindy 

squeezed the van between the squat buildings along this street, running down a fence and 

through a back yard and into an abandoned parking lot where a few moldering wrecks sat. 

She slowed here, then pulled carefully back out onto the street, loitering gently along 

despite the sirens in the distance, and Zerrex looked into his rearview mirror to stare at the sight 

of the military jeeps in the background and the police cruiser sitting in a little circle at the corner, 

the drivers all yelling at each other before Cindy gently turned the next corner and resumed 

driving normally, saying pleasantly: “Let‟s turn on some music.” 

A click of the radio knob, and some scratchy classic rock started playing through the 

tinny speakers, and Zerrex slowly slumped in the chair as Mahihko and Marina both trembled, 

their bickering put aside to instead cling to each other as Cherry leaned forwards and mumbled to 

Zerrex: “Let‟s take revenge on her. We almost died at least a kajillion times.” 

“Agreed.” Zerrex said tiredly, and then he closed his eyes dazedly as Cherry fell over on 

the others with a groan, rubbing at her head slowly, Cindy still humming cheerfully to herself. 

And I thought if I had her drive instead of Cherry we‟d avoid the inevitable car chase… my 

nerves can‟t take much more of this stress, seriously… 

The rest of the ride towards the train station wasn‟t difficult: at the station itself, Cherry 

and Zerrex argued pointlessly with a Dragokkaren conductor even bigger than both of them for 

roughly ten minutes about the exorbitant price he was charging due to the fact they were bringing 

weapons on board, both of them waving their NEWLAND identification and making vain threats 

until the conductor glowered at them and threatened to charge them per item instead of by the 

entire package. It left the two sulking as Cindy handed out train tickets, noting that it was a seven 

day journey to Port Hope, the closest they could hope to get to Lunis and where Albatross had a 

ship waiting to smuggle them aboard in eight days. 

With forty minutes to kill, Cindy helped the train workers load their luggage, chatting 

idly with them, and Cherry and Zerrex went off to watch the government-controlled news in one 

of the terminals to find out what their explanation for the sudden zombie attacks across the globe 

were caused by. That left Marina taking care of Mahihko, who was quietly chewing on a 

chocolate bar as he looked at her bashfully every now and then, until she finally gave a sour 

expression and muttered: “No, I will not hold your hand. Aren‟t you a little old for all this kiddy 

crap you play, wolf? Not everyone finds it cute.” 

“You can really be a bitch sometimes, Marina.” The wolf mumbled, and then he blushed 

and leaned away from her, dropping his chocolate bar and raising his hands as she stepped 

threateningly towards him. “I‟m sorry!” 



“Great.” Marina muttered, then she pointed towards a small store at the other side of the 

platform they were currently standing on. “Go in there and get me a bottle of water.” A pause at 

the wolf‟s pout and big eyes, and then he winced again as she glared at him. “I know you don‟t 

have any money on you, go beg some off Zerrex or just steal it. Here, I‟ll even make it easy for 

you.” 

She snagged one of the wolf‟s wrists, half-dragging him over to look through the window 

of the convenience store at the clerk inside, then she leaned down and muttered: “He‟s reading a 

nude magazine. When a customer enters a store and attracts his attention, he hides it for about 

half a minute, but then he takes it back out since most of them just go in to watch the news on the 

television or read the newspaper and put it back. He doesn‟t care which, if they leave him alone. 

Interest yourself in the TV for a few minutes, then just take a bottle of water from the rack and 

walk out. It‟s that easy.” 

Mahihko trembled, staring at her and trying to pull his wrist away – Marina‟s grip was 

like iron, and her hostility combined with her terrible psychic powers felt like it was making him 

melt away. After a moment of struggling, she shoved him towards the door and growled at him 

to do it, before she turned and simply walked away, leaving him to tremble violently and try to 

get himself under control. It‟s wrong to do that… but if I don‟t do it… then… then Marina will 

hurt me, and that will be a lot worse than getting caught… 

Marina, however, had already lost interest in the wolf as she walked up to some business 

person in a suit, smiling at him and pointing at his unopened coffee, saying warmly as her eyes 

glowed: “You should give that to me.” 

“I sure should. Aren‟t you just the most beautiful girl I‟ve ever seen?” The bear said 

dumbly, and then he held out his coffee and Marina smiled, turning and letting her miniskirt give 

him a flash of panty before she strode away, and the ursine stood stupidly in place for a few 

moments, his mind jumbled and confused as he stared at his open hand before slowly closing it, 

the warmth of holding the hot coffee quickly fading with his memory of what had just occurred. 

Marina, meanwhile, strode over to a bench near the engine and sat down, frowning a bit 

as she watched the huge Dragokkaren conductor check over his watch with a grimace. She 

peered at him, and then he slowly looked over to her, before giving the female a flat look, saying 

mildly: “Don‟t even try it, missy-miss. I‟m not giving you, the muscle-head, your father, or 

anyone else for that matter, any sort of discount on fairs, no matter what you had in mind on 

doing to me or however you wanted to butter me up. You aren‟t getting any of your money back, 

and you should stop pushing people around like that poor wolf I saw you heckling earlier, or you 

might just run into someone who pushes back, and hard.” 

“Just because you speak in long old-person sentences doesn‟t make you smart.” Marina 

replied irritably, then she glanced over the conductor, at his spotless uniform with its many 

golden buttons and the silver pocketwatch he held in his hand, then her eyes glowed as she 

reached forwards into the Dragokkaren‟s mind. “You think you could push me around?” 

He looked at her for a few moments, then he frowned, gritting his teeth and tilting his 

head to the side slowly, before his eyes widened in shock and he staggered, several people 

glancing over at him but apparently none concerned enough to help. A moment later, she drew 

back the mental stick she‟d slowly been shoving into his mind, and he straightened with a grunt 

before looking down at the broken silver watch – his grip had tightened so much he‟d shattered 

it, and Marina smiled coldly at him as he breathed hard. 

“Marina!” Zerrex approached slowly, leaning a bit to one side as she immediately leapt to 

her feet, and she held the coffee out to him with a beaming smile. He blinked slowly, then took it 



with his free hand, murmuring: “Thank you… but Marina, please. I know you‟re bored and 

anxious, but…” 

“Excuse me, but is this yours?” interrupted another voice, and the two turned to stare at a 

large security officer holding a terrified-looking Mahihko up by the ruff of the neck, the thickly-

muscled Bengal tiger looking at him with distaste before touching the wolf‟s stomach with his 

nightstick, and Mahihko whined loudly, curling tighter into his little ball, one hand tightly 

clinging a bottle of water and his mouth smeared with chocolate. “He… it… was stealing candy 

from the confectionary across the platform. He also refuses to let go of this water bottle.” 

Zerrex glared at Marina, then he looked down at the coffee he was holding before tossing 

it aside, and Marina winced as if she‟d been struck, watching as the Drakkaren hung his cane 

from one arm and pulled out his wallet, muttering under his breath as he pulled out a pair of tens 

and held it out to the guard. “For whatever he took. I‟ll deal with him.” He grunted, and the 

security officer nodded before unceremoniously tossing the wolf at the reptile‟s feet, then taking 

the money and folding them into his pocket: where they‟d likely stay, from the expression on his 

face. 

“You take care now.” he said, then turned away, unclipping his radio and muttering 

something into it as he strolled away: hopefully an all-clear signal. Mahihko, meanwhile, was 

sobbing on the ground in a little ball, and Marina looked down shamefully as Zerrex glared over 

them both. 

A sigh, and then he shook his head, sitting down on the bench before returning his gaze 

up to his daughter, murmuring quietly: “When am I going to be able to trust you not to do things 

like this, Marina? Mahihko, whatever else he is, is a member of this family, and we don‟t use the 

gifts and abilities we have to help ourselves without regard for others…” A pause, and then he 

leaned down to Mahihko, adding quietly: “And you can‟t always give in to your urges, and just 

be a child all the live-long-day, except for mission time. I recognize you don‟t want that 

responsibility, but it‟s on you, Mahihko, to grow up and begin acting like a rational adult. What 

the hell were you doing in there?” 

The wolf sniffled, then he sat up, exchanging a look with Marina as he rubbed at his 

muzzle before putting the water bottle aside, trembling and then whimpering: “Marina told me to 

steal a water for her… so I d-did… b-b-but I saw the c-candy and I was h-hungry and she s-s-

scared me so I dropped my candy from earlier so I s-started eat-eating it and…” With that, he 

burst into tears on the ground, covering his face and falling over on the cold cement. 

Zerrex rubbed at his head slowly, feeling utterly humiliated as passengers walked by, and 

then he sighed and reached down, gently pulling Mahihko towards him, and the little wolf leapt 

into his lap, burying his head against his chest and sobbing quietly as Zerrex held him, looking 

away and closing his eyes as he rocked the lupine gently in his arms. It was dirty, but it was the 

quickest way to calm Mahihko down… and as much as the reptile hated to encourage the little 

wolf‟s childlike behavior at times like this, he also hated the unwanted attention it was attracting 

from other people on the platform and the wolf‟s relentless crying. 

Marina sat down on the bench beside him, looking down silently, and he didn‟t even need 

to speak to her to chastise her further: he could feel her mental fingers probing his mind, and he 

couldn‟t help but push at them gently with his own mind – even though he lacked any psychic 

ability, he was still able to make his will clear and nudge Marina‟s mental search backwards, and 

she quickly retreated from picking through his mind to only sit quietly. 

After a few minutes, Cherry came over and grimaced at the sight of Mahihko being 

gently shifted out of the Drakkaren‟s lap to the bench: he‟d cried himself to sleep, and it didn‟t 



take more than a look from Zerrex for Cherry to figure out what had happened. She shook her 

head a bit, then beckoned to him, and he nodded, carefully climbing to his feet and walking over 

to her. 

The conductor was nowhere in sight, and Zerrex guessed he‟d left sometime after 

Mahihko had started sobbing on his lap… but then Cherry nudged him, and then strode further 

down the platform together along the guard rail at the edge of the platform before Cherry stopped 

at the divider and sighed, rubbing her head slowly. “Boss, they‟re running security checks… 

Cindy told me after they checked her, the loading crew, and the luggage over. They confiscated 

some of our equipment and guns, and now they‟re searching for you and me, specifically. Cindy 

only escaped because she‟s been working with the loaders and they didn‟t bother to ask if she 

was part of the group or not.” 

“Wonderful.” Zerrex muttered, shaking his head slowly, then he glanced over her. “You 

might as well go ahead and change your shape… listen, I‟ll find a place to hide on the train. 

Make sure the others get on as soon as possible, and I‟ll try and find you inside sometime.” 

“If they do checks at every stop, we‟re fucked, Zerrex… especially if they send crews to 

patrol and check out every passenger, and you know they will.” Cherry shook her head, frowning 

and looking disgusted. “Fucking Republic my ass… this is just another petty empire. We‟re 

better killing them and hiding their bodies here…” 

“Then they‟ll shut down the trains.” Zerrex responded calmly, before he glanced to the 

side and watched as a security guard strolled absently past, before giving a grim smile. “See if 

you can sneak into the locker rooms and take the place of a security officer, or maybe that 

conductor. He‟s huge enough, after all.” 

“I‟d rather have him as a fuckbuddy than an enemy.” Cherry grunted, then she glanced 

towards the security officer before licking her muzzle slowly and closing her eyes, concentrating 

and shifting her body down to a lithe lizard, her clothes loose around an attractive, slender body 

with larger curves in all the right places, her scales becoming a shimmering blue. “I‟ll go grab a 

security guard and see if I can pack an extra uniform for you.” A pause, and a slight grin. “You 

still remember how to change your body‟s size, right? Last time we were playing around with 

that, I only remember you changing the size of one part of-” 

“Just go!” Zerrex grumbled, shoving her lightly, and she grinned and winked as the 

Drakkaren turned around, giving the faintest of smiles. Even in the darkest of times, Cherry 

always had her perversion and vulgar humor to fall back on… and then the reptile jackknifed the 

barricade and landed on the rails below quietly, carefully slipping around the train and down the 

side of the sleek body of the engine, before making a face at the sight of the conductor walking 

slowly down the rails with a clipboard in hand, jotting notes and grumbling to some jackal in a 

white suit. 

Zerrex dropped down on his stomach and crawled into a gap between the wheels, making 

a face at how tight the quarters were beneath the train and slowly inching forwards, as the heavy 

boots of the Dragokkaren thudded past. “-so I do need some money for repairs… the hatch is 

loose and most of the locks are broken. Besides, with these security personnel on board, I‟m sure 

more shit is going to happen… every time the Irenic Military boards my train, we end up with 

someone dying and a whole cabin needing repairs from unnecessary gunfire.” 

“Would you prefer the terrorists to blow up the train or derail it at a security checkpoint?” 

asked the jackal drolly, his voice clipped with the accent of another land. “While I recognize that 

you aren‟t a fan of Ire‟s military forces, perhaps due in part to your… heritage… you will obey 

them and do as they say. You‟re carrying a very valuable cargo in the storage compartment and 



the extra muscle will be appreciated greatly by the Company…” The boots stopped, Zerrex 

carefully crawled towards another gap in the wheels, but staying in earshot of the jackal and 

listening attentively. “And you will cooperate with every security checkpoint you pass through! 

With the recent disaster that‟s occurred, I expect nothing less than the best results from you. If 

this train is late for any reason, you can go back to handing out tickets, Sirius.” 

“Understood.” Sirius muttered, and the jackal‟s footsteps faded quickly, before the 

Dragokkaren added once he was out of earshot: “Jackoff.”  

The heavy crunch of the conductor‟s boots disappeared in the opposite direction, and 

Zerrex wiggled himself out from under the train before resuming his quick walk down the side of 

the train, making a bit of a face at the design: magnetic locks meant the cars could be pressed 

almost end-to-end for maximum safety when walking between cars, and a extension-latch system 

beneath meant the compartments could pull apart at sharper turns and still remain locked 

together… and it also made the train cars a hell of a lot harder to sneak into. But just past the 

halfway point, Zerrex found a ladder resting against the side of a car that had been undergoing 

repairs, and he quickly climbed up it and slipped onto the roof, making a face at how open the 

area was and the fact that anyone milling on the platform would likely be able to see him. 

He quickly slid along the top of the car, keeping himself as low as possible before noting 

the emergency hatch at the far end of the compartment roof. He made his way over to it, then 

grunted and jerked it open after several tries, wincing at the screech of bolts before he slid inside 

and dropped down to the floor. 

He‟d arrived in an empty passenger car with ugly white walls and plain seats: most likely 

one of the coach compartments. A pause, and then he flipped his cane over to grasp it by the end, 

using the curved handle to yank down the roof hatch by the red emergency handle on the 

underside of the door. It refused to lock into place, however, and the Drakkaren made a face 

before he heard angry voices outside, and he quickly turned around and shoved his way through 

the door and into the next compartment with a wince, slamming the doors he passed through 

behind him. 

It was similar to the other car, except this one had bathroom stalls that looked almost like 

port-a-potties, the reptile making a face before striding over to one marked with a blue male on 

the front and hiding in it, closing the door behind him and locking it. He found it ridiculously 

cramped, and worse, it stank as he sat on the toilet, and he crossed his arms as he tried to stave 

off the realization that being huger than everything else had very, very serious disadvantages. 

The reptile did his best not to shift at all, breathing quietly through his mouth as he heard 

people come into this car… and someone grumbled: “Check the stalls… might be some fucking 

kid. Shit, I didn‟t even realize the hatch was broken in that car as well…” 

“Dude, screw it.” mumbled another voice, footsteps moving impatiently back and forth. 

“You know what? Even if we find the punk, what the shit are we going to do? I ain‟t taking no 

one to the security teams out there, that‟s for sure… and Aztec would kill us all. Better to just tell 

Sirius we have a stowaway and fix the hatch.” 

“Third option: no one has to tell Sirius, and we just fix the hatch. There‟s going to be a 

security team searching the train, anyway… let them deal with anyone hiding on board.” added 

another voice, and there was a grumble of consent from the others before they left the 

compartment, and Zerrex release a sigh of relief… then immediately choked on his next breath at 

the terrible smell and flailed his way out of the toilet compartment. 

He headed further down the car, and a moment later the doors opened, a voice shouting: 

“Load up! Ten minutes to departure, everyone load up!” A pause, and then this message began to 



blare over the loudspeakers, and Zerrex mumbled under his breath before ducking into another 

toilet stall and locking the door as he sat hunched up atop the toilet. 

Twelve minutes later, he felt the train lurch… and as it began to slowly roll forwards, the 

Drakkaren slipped out of the stall and then slowly strolled towards the front of the compartment, 

leaning on his cane and smiling a bit at people who squeezed past, trying to act older and more 

infirm that he was. 

He slid into the next compartment, closing the door behind him… and immediately he 

was shoved against the door by a wolf in riot armor, his visor pushed up to reveal stern, haggard 

features as he barked: “Ticket!” 

Zerrex winced and drew back against the door, then he slowly pulled his ticket from his 

pocket, murmuring: “Here it is… see? I was just stretching my leg…” 

“Stretch this.” The wolf struck the Drakkaren‟s bad knee with the butt of his rifle, then he 

shoved the body of the gun against Zerrex‟s neck, half-throttling him back against the wall with 

one hand on the stock and the other the barrel, people staring as he snarled: “We‟re looking for 

someone matching your description, old lizard… our orders are to execute on sight if the suspect 

shows any signs of resisting arrest.” A pause, and he looked over his shoulder to a lion who was 

shaking down a couple near the front of the train. “Ericson! Come here, get this bastard‟s ID!” 

The feline grunted, then strolled over, slowly rubbing his submachine gun as he grinned 

widely, saying teasingly: “Don‟t even think about trying anything, motherfucker… we‟ve got 

training, we‟ve got talent, we‟ve got style, and you‟re just an old piece of shit who don‟t even 

got a gun to defend hisself with.” 

Ericson reached down for the Drakkaren‟s pocket as Zerrex remained passive, wincing at 

the assault rifle‟s steel body digging against his neck… and then he swung his arms hard 

upwards and leaned back against the door, the wolf‟s features shocked as his assault rifle was 

knocked flying over his head before the Drakkaren landed a hard palm strike to the center of his 

chest, knocking him flat on his ass before the reptile swung his other elbow up into Ericson‟s 

head, the lion groaning and falling over as his gun tumbled uselessly to the floor. 

The wolf spasmed a few times on the ground, and Zerrex made a bit of a face as he 

stepped carefully over the lion to push the end of his cane gently under the lupine‟s chin, saying 

softly: “You‟d better cool down, soldier… in this world, nothing‟s what it seems. You and your 

friend should just forget this ever took place, huh?” A pause, and then he added in a mutter: 

“And this is for that cheap shot to my leg.” 

The Drakkaren spun his cane around and slapped the wolf hard under the chin, and his 

head rocked as he let out a gargle of pain, clutching at his broken jaw and shuddering on the 

floor before Zerrex strode onwards, some people staring in horror and covering their children‟s 

eyes, and others clapping and cheering as the reptile made his way into the next car, only to 

immediately run into another security officer. 

His bulging musculature barely fit into his riot uniform, and his black-tinted visor was 

down to shield his eyes, but the muzzle of a Drakkaren poked out from the helmet as he strode 

forwards cockily, a massive shotgun resting on one shoulder… and then Zerrex said mildly: 

“Cherry, I know it‟s you. I recognize the trademark sway of your ass.” 

“Shut up!” Cherry stormed immediately, and then the now-he cleared his throat, Cherry‟s 

voice becoming a lower, more masculine baritone. “Is this better? Don‟t answer that.” A glance 

at a nearby passenger who was staring dumbly at them, and he snarled: “What the fuck are you 

looking at, bitch?” 



The rabbit squeaked and hid under his blanket, and Zerrex rolled his eyes before Cherry 

cleared his throat, mumbling as he leaned in close and patting the golden symbol of Ire on his 

left breast: “I doppelganged a sergeant… it was the highest-ranking officer I could get, the 

commander of the operation always has two lieutenants at his sides at all times. Ninety percent 

of the passengers on this train don‟t like Ire, though, I can tell you that from some of the shit I‟ve 

had thrown at me and the remarks behind my back. I tell you, it was so much more fun when I 

could just set shit that pissed me off on fire, that was the good ol‟ military…” 

“Except there wasn‟t anything remotely „good‟ about it…” Zerrex reminded him, looking 

over Cherry mildly. “But fine then, „sergeant,‟ can you at least tell me where the others are?” 

“Two cars up, in cabin D.” Cherry responded promptly. “I got you guys a private room to 

try and keep the tension level down. I‟ll be along to join you as soon as I can dig up enough 

information and find an excuse to get away from the others… there‟s fourteen soldiers total.” 

Cherry paused as another security officer entered the room, then shoved Zerrex hard against the 

back door, shouting in his face: “Yeah, well, next time I see you, asshole, I‟ll break you in half! 

Now get the fuck back to your seat!” 

“You suck.” Zerrex mumbled out the side of his muzzle, then he brushed himself off and 

did his best to slink away from Cherry, dragging his leg a bit more and grasping his side as the 

other soldier who‟d just entered the compartment grinned, then strode past the reptile, shoving 

Zerrex over onto a couple and kicking him once for good measure, the Drakkaren grunting in 

pain and glaring after the zebra before climbing to his feet. “I‟m sorry… please excuse me.” He 

murmured, then frowned a bit as the horse he‟d landed on stared at him stupidly, his wife 

flushing from beneath the veil she was wearing and hiding her face. “Do I know you?” 

“No, no… not that I know…” the horse shook his head, trembling a bit, and then he 

offered a weak smile, and Zerrex put it off to nerves, striding away and making a face. As the 

lizard left the compartment, Timothy Lyon swallowed and then wrapped an arm around his wife 

as their son peeked over the chair in front of him with a snarl. “That was…” 

“Let‟s kill the fucker!” Robert Lyon hissed, adjusting the bandana he wore around his 

head with one hand as his torn leather vest half-slid down his emaciated arms. “I‟ll kill him with 

my bare hands, Dad! I‟ll tear him apart!” 

“Quiet, Robbie.” Timothy murmured, holding up a hand to him before glancing over to 

his wife, squeezing her gently and saying softly: “You see, darling? I told you the time would 

come when we‟d have our revenge… and it‟s been many years, but I don‟t think any of us would 

forget his face, no matter how deformed he has become. We‟ll speak with the commander when 

he does his routine patrol of the compartments and the eager military folk will surely not only 

take him into custody, but kill him.” 

“As long as they do it slowly.” Susannah looked down, her eyes flaring as she 

remembered Zerrex storming into her office, only to do terrible things to her… a rape so vicious 

she hadn‟t even told her husband the full details. “He must suffer for what he did to all of us… 

for what he did to our beautiful town.”  

Meanwhile, the Drakkaren was trying to place the face of the horse… he could swear that 

he‟d seen him somewhere before. After a few minutes though, he gave up, making a face as he 

walked into another compartment and then checked cabin D in the narrow hall between private 

rooms in this luxury car and grunting as he found it lost before muttering through the paneled 

wood: “It‟s me.” 

Immediately, the door opened, and Zerrex was hugged tightly by Marina for a moment 

before she pulled him into the car to sit on the bench beside her, the door automatically sliding 



closed and Marina locking it with a glance. He glanced dumbly across at Cindy, and she made a 

face, shaking her head slowly as her hands expertly reassembled a handgun. “Things are getting 

bad already… we might have to hijack the train and just hope they don‟t short the rails 

anywhere. I wasn‟t expecting security to be so tight.” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, putting his hands on the table between the two benches in the 

cabin and glancing around to note a small cabinet… and not a whole lot else. “We can keep 

switching trains, but until they find us, I‟m sure they‟ll be blanketing every checkpoint and stop. 

Plus I already had an altercation with a pair of soldiers, but I don‟t think they‟ll be reporting 

what happened to their commander… they seemed more like pirates than security personnel.” 

“I‟m pretty sure they‟re PMMs.” Cindy said quietly, and the male frowned at this. 

Private Military Mercenaries? If Ire‟s paying people to look for us, it means they‟ve already got 

all their soldiers deployed somewhere else… or they want us eliminated with as little government 

involvement as possible, which is very bad news. “Did you see their weaponry? Most of their 

guns have been modified, and their equipment looks like it was bought at a scrap barn. Stretched 

Kevlar vests, ratty black uniforms, old, clunky helmets without a muzzle covering or shielding to 

block telepathic commands… and they kept looting passengers.” 

“They also haven‟t been given clear orders on how to handle you or Cherry, if they find 

you…” Marina added softly, then she frowned a bit, shaking her head slowly. “But the 

Commander is unreadable. Whereas the others, the PMMs are all in costumes to pretend their 

Irenic Military, their Commander is in state of the art BAD gear and he seems very strict about 

procedure. He gave the conductor, Sirius, a lecture, since he‟s apparently safeguarding some 

special cargo for the railroad company he works for.” 

Zerrex sighed a bit, rubbing a hand through his hair and muttering quietly: “This is 

getting more and more complicated… and I‟m sure they‟ll shut the train down once we reach a 

military checkpoint to do a „random search‟ of the entire thing, top-to-bottom. Even Cherry 

might get caught, even if they don‟t know who the hell she is. You think they‟d be more 

concerned with the Black Holes than with trying to capture a pair of ex-military like us…” 

He watched as Cindy nodded a bit and loaded a clip into a .45 handgun, and then she 

tucked it into her belt as Mahihko quietly played with a .357 revolver, the wolf looking out the 

window as he spun the cylinder quietly with one hand, murmuring: “Time‟s passing so fast…” 

Twenty minutes passed… and then a heavy knock at the door sounded and a voice 

shouted: “We‟re conducting a search of the area! Open up immediately!” A pause, and then a 

mutter through the door: “And hurry the fuck up about it, so I can get this over with before 

anyone wanders through.” 

Zerrex reached over and unlocked the door, and Cherry immediately jumped inside, 

closing the door behind the now-himself and glancing over them all, making a face and adjusting 

his helmet a bit. “Thank God for shitty equipment. Look, I have to be quick: have you guys 

figured out these dudes are PMMs yet?” A pause, and then he scrabbled in his pocket before 

tossing a crumpled piece of paper onto the table with a small knit badge of a phoenix. “The Red 

Sun PMM, to be exact. They were supposed to have been officially disbanded, due to certain 

tactics they used, but apparently someone put Humpty Dumpty back together. The Commander 

works for Ire and- shut up!” He pointed at Cindy, glaring at her as she opened her mouth to 

speak. “Let me talk, I‟ve got like, thirty seconds! 

“Fuck! But… shit, where was- right! The boss is none other than Baskin himself, Boss.” 

He made a face, and Zerrex‟s muzzle wrinkled in disgust as Cindy looked at him curiously. “Plus 

some motherfucker on board tipped him off that you dudes are here… listen, I‟m going to go and 



tell them I found something suspicious in one of the cabins, and I want you to let yourself get 

caught, got it? They‟ll take you to Baskin and we‟ll kill the motherfucker. The PMMs we can 

burn afterwards. I gotta go.” 

With that, Cherry left quickly, and Zerrex made a face before shaking his head slowly as 

Marina said urgently: “You don‟t know what they‟ll do you, Daddy! You can‟t let them take you 

hostage!” 

“Zerrex, please, who is this guy? You can‟t go, you should hide!” Mahihko added, 

looking across at him with big, scared eyes, and the Drakkaren gave a faint smile before shaking 

his head a bit and sitting back, the wolf slumping quietly against the table as he trembled with 

true fear at the idea of losing his mentor. 

The reptile sighed softly, then he looked across at Cindy as Marina rubbed slowly over 

his shoulder and bicep, and the female‟s eyes questioned him: he gazed back, then spoke quietly 

what he could remember of the days long past. “Baskin was one of the „examiners‟ for what was 

all the way back then Project Scarecrow – a group of one hundred people with special powers, 

which was eventually cut all the way down to ten. Few of the exams were fair, and many resulted 

in injury, even death: it didn‟t matter, though, because everyone who took part in that 

„experiment‟ was killed anyway if they failed a test… but we were just told they were „sent off 

the island,‟ like some sick reality TV show. 

“Emmanuel Baskin was one of the physical exam trainers. He too, possessed strange 

abilities: in his case, he almost rivaled Vampire in his ability to regenerate wounds – but the key 

word is „almost,‟ there.” A bit of a smile, glancing over Cindy and Mahihko, then to Marina at 

his side. “He had to have a moment of rest to let his body heal… and as I remember, it drained 

him considerably and left him slow and stupid after so long. Even if the BAD armor accelerates 

his healing ability, I‟ll kill him without much problem… and then we‟ll deal with the PMMs and 

we‟ll dump them off the train whether they‟re corpses or captured alive the soonest we get. We‟ll 

just have to hope we won‟t have to repeat this process at every checkpoint.” 

The others nodded slowly, then Cindy shook her head quietly. “I have to agree with the 

others, Daddy… I don‟t like it. In a closed environment, he‟ll have a major advantage with the 

BAD on…” 

“I‟ll be alright.” Zerrex said softly, then he made a bit of a face as he grabbed the 

crumpled paper and PMM badge on the table, shoving them into his pocket for later as someone 

pounded at the door and shouted something angrily. “Well, here we go.” 

A moment later, there was a clank, and then the door was torn open, the Dragokkaren 

conductor shoved aside as two soldiers stepped forwards, one of them the wolf from earlier, who 

looked furious enough to kill the Drakkaren here and now. The other canid, however, nudged 

him with his shoulder and muttered: “Calm the fuck down.” 

“Fuck off… Zerrex Narrius, you‟re under arrest. If you resist, you will be met with 

deadly force.” A glare, and then the wolf stepped forwards and struck Zerrex hard in the face 

with the butt of his rifle, the Drakkaren‟s head snapping to the side with a grunt of pain, and rage 

pulsed not in his head but from behind him as the wolf whispered: “Go on… make my day and 

resist, you piece of shit.” 

He rose his gun again to strike, and the other PMM put his arm out, shaking his head 

quickly and then snarling: “The Commander wants him alive! Stop it right now Luke, or so help 

me I‟ll put a slug in your pussy leg!” A long pause as the two glared at each other, and then 

Zerrex slowly stood, quietly motioning at Marina behind his back to calm down, and after a 

moment, the sensation of boiling rage began to dull out. 



The Drakkaren picked up his cane, and immediately Luke tore it from him, saying curtly: 

“Fucker can‟t be trusted.” A pause, and then he backed slowly out of the cabin, motioning with 

his head for Zerrex to follow before he took the lead, and the other canid and, strangely, Sirius 

followed last, the huge Dragokkaren conductor glowering as Zerrex limped down the 

compartments. 

He was led all the way to a mostly-empty storage compartment where Cherry and two 

other soldiers stood at attention… along with the two lieutenants and the old horse that stood 

between them in the BAD outfit, a long cape swirling around his body but leaving his black and 

white armor clearly visible. He smiled a bit as Zerrex stepped into the room, followed by the 

conductor and the other soldier… and then immediately raised a magnum revolver at the 

Drakkaren‟s head the moment he had a clear shot, and the reptile snarled, sidestepping and 

reaching out to grab a horrified Luke, twisting the wolf into his way as he half-ducked behind 

him, and a bullet blasted apart the lupine‟s head a moment later. 

Baskin cursed, and then Zerrex snatched his cane from Luke‟s spasming hands before 

throwing the dead body into the horse, knocking him to the floor, the gun falling from his hand 

as the PMMs went into an uproar. Both lieutenants immediately stepped forwards, raising their 

assault rifles… and Zerrex leapt towards the one on the right, using his cane to strike the barrel 

of the gun downwards before striking him in the neck, crushing in the unprotected larynx of the 

soldier and then using him as a shield as the other lieutenant emptied several bursts into his once-

compatriot. 

Zerrex kicked the body towards the other soldier, but he jumped out of the way… and 

Baskin, too, was climbing to his feet with a snarl. That left three PMMs as well in the empty 

compartment that had only a pile of suitcases in the back corner and had to be at most thirty feet 

long and a dozen wide to deal with… without even mentioning the unknown quantity that was 

the conductor and Cherry. Six to two. Fair odds. 

The number of enemies was severely reduced a moment later as Cherry blasted a shotgun 

round into the back of the closest PMM, splattering his innards over the wall opposite, before the 

now-he spun around, working the pump on the assault shotgun before blasting a faceful of shell 

into the PMM across the room, and he fell with a scream. The last PMM tried to shoot Cherry, 

but the male barely twitched to the side, the bullet flying past and loudly ricocheting off the 

metal side of the train. 

At the same time, Zerrex had rushed not the lieutenant who was currently firing bursts at 

him, but instead Baskin, leaping forwards and striking hard down with his cane… but the horse 

had already managed his feet and input the activation code on the BAD, and he blocked the 

strike with both arms before sending out a surge of energy that sent Zerrex staggering 

backwards, the horse rasping: “You know, I‟ve waited a long time for this…” 

The Drakkaren readied himself as the lieutenant who had been targeting him hesitated, 

then decided to switch targets and go for Cherry instead, and Zerrex turned his full attention to 

Emmanuel Baskin as he gripped the handle for a moment, almost massaging it before electricity 

flickered over the end of his cane, a small metal prod extending from the rubber tip as he 

muttered: “Holding a grudge will kill you, you know.” 

The Commander snorted at this, then he leapt forwards, and Zerrex swung his cane 

around in an easy upwards arc, electricity sparking off the glowing arms of the horse and sending 

him staggering backwards, before he laughed rustily and held up a hand, firing a short burst of 

energy that washed over Zerrex and sent him staggering backwards, cutting through his scales 

like small knives. “Everything dies eventually, so what does it matter? I‟m supposed to bring you 



in alive, but I have no qualms about telling them how you had to be „put down‟ for the safety of 

everyone on board…” 

Zerrex shook his head quickly, snarling a bit as he rolled his shoulders as he tried to 

shake off the dazed feeling running through his body, before he stepped quickly forwards and 

swung in hard at one of Baskin‟s knees, but the horse leapt backwards, leaving twin ripples of 

force in the air before he kicked off the wall behind him in a dive towards the Drakkaren… and 

Zerrex immediately spun almost gracefully to the side as he cocked his cane behind him, before 

slamming it into the horse‟s gut and sending the old, brown-haired stallion crashing into the 

shutter door that led to the outside world. He collapsed in a heap at the edge of it, then slowly sat 

up, panting hard and snarling… before his eyes bulged as the door tore off its hinges behind him, 

pinwheeling his arms as one of his feet lifted off the ground, before he managed to slam it down 

and stand straight with a triumphant: “Ha!”  

Then his eyes widened before Zerrex‟s cane bounced off his face, and he fell with a 

scream out into the field they were passing through, and the Drakkaren dived forwards, catching 

his cane before it could get sucked out into the rapidly-passing fields beyond and grinning a bit, 

then he winced and covered his head as something strong grabbed his feet and dragged him away 

from the edge. A moment later, he sat up… and stared as Sirius grimly offered him a hand, a gun 

in his other one as Cherry stood beside him, the still-he grinning but speaking in his real voice as 

he leaned against the Dragokkaren: “Big boy here doesn‟t like being bossed around.” 

Sirius blinked and jumped away from Cherry as if shocked, and Zerrex laughed a bit as 

he sat up… before he made a face at a high whistling in the air, muttering: “Right. Of course it‟s 

not going to be easy.” 

Sirius frowned, but Cherry quickly threw her shotgun down and picked up a rifle from 

the ground, Zerrex standing slowly and half-leaning on his cane as Baskin flew back into view, 

looking only a bit beaten up, blue and white energy bursting from his boots in a terrible 

lightshow and propelling him alongside the fast-moving, his arms raised as behind him, city 

ruins faded into almost scenic fields and mountainside. 

Cherry fired a blast into the horse, but a translucent shell flickered into bare visibility 

around him, and the bullets were thrown wide by some sort of defense mechanism a moment 

before he returned fire with two blasts of energy. Zerrex cursed a bit at this, dodging one and 

slapping hard with his cane at the other, and it sparked with blue electricity that repelled the 

ionized sphere and sent it backwards to smash into Baskin, knocking him spinning off course 

with a scream of protest from the machinery he was wearing.  

Seeing her opportunity, Cherry immediately rose her rifle and fired again: not at his body, 

but this time at one of his boots, and the bullets collided, the boot hissing and plasma bursting 

out of it like blood before it simply exploded in a terrible blue nova, and Baskin was thrown 

forwards with a shriek that carried even over the wind, for a moment flying ahead of the train 

before twisting around and crashing into one of the cars behind them. A moment later, there was 

a massive explosion, and Zerrex grunted as the train was rocked by the force, the lights of the 

vehicle flickering wildly for a few moments before things settled, leaving only a quiet burning 

behind… and then the conductor covered his head with a groan and he ran towards the back door 

of the compartment, throwing it open as he cursed angrily in Hez‟Rannan. 

Zerrex and Cherry traded a look, and then the Drakkaren muttered: “I‟m not leaving him 

to possibly get eaten by the vengeful spirit of Emmanuel. Let‟s go back and check out what 

happened.” 



Cherry nodded, and Zerrex took a moment to turn off the electrical current in the cane 

before limping forwards as the now-he asked curiously: “By the way, did you get a chance to 

read over the note I gave you? It‟s something about Emmanuel‟s plans… but if there‟s any 

pieces left of his stuff, maybe we can salvage some information.” 

The Drakkaren nodded a bit, then he made a face as he stepped into the next cargo 

apartment, watching as Sirius shoved his way through the disorganized heaps of suitcases and 

crates with a fire extinguisher, blasting small flames here and there before stopping at a hole that 

had been knocked in the roof and soaking it and the area around it with the chemical foam, 

muttering something under his breath. A sigh, and then he tossed the fire extinguisher away and 

grabbed his head, before he looked up at the others and grimaced. “You know, this is the one day 

I need things to go right. I‟m supposed to be bringing a big shipment of some sort of cargo to the 

docks within a week, and if I fail, I‟m going to be demoted all the way down to janitor. Do you 

know how hard it is for a Dragokkaren from Hez‟Ranna to get a job in Ire? Even Drakkaren have 

an easier time, because they don‟t resemble those big, hulking clones. 

“Sure, I get it, times are tough. But I was trained as an engineer and trains are my 

specialty. I built this goddamn train, I know the design inside out, I know the capacity and the 

engine statistics, and yet I‟m not even allowed to work on it with the mechanics!” A grim smile 

as he crossed his arms, then he continued to vent: “And they don‟t even know that I did serve in 

the war… I said I was already in Ire, but I lied: I came here with a regiment of the Patriarch‟s 

troops after I was drafted from prison, where I was serving time for smuggling in illegal 

technology and drug cargo from the other islands nearby. I was put in charge of designing 

barricades, blowing up enemy barricades, and tending to everything from bridges to the war 

machines, and if I ever told anyone who works at the station that, the Irenic Military would pick 

me up and I‟d end the day in a bodybag, dead if I was lucky. 

“Yet here I am, trying to bow to the wishes of the Irenic Military while transporting 

likely-illegal goods for my boss, and now the train‟s not only overloaded, it‟s even more broken-

down than it was to start with and I‟ve got to deal with the fact that I‟ve just helped two 

criminals kill a brigade of soldiers and a commander wearing one of those newfangled BAD 

suits.” He finished in a mutter, then he rubbed his head slowly before adjusting his cap, glancing 

over Zerrex slowly and then narrowing his eyes a bit as the two other reptiles continued to 

simply stare at the gigantic Dragokkaren. “What?” 

“Nothing, nothing… Sirius, right? I‟m Zerrex.” The Drakkaren extended his hand, and 

Sirius looked at him for a few moments… then finally waded his way back through the luggage 

and shook once, his grip uncertain. “This is Cherry… she‟s… he‟s… a bit special.”  

“Master of fuckin‟ disguise, bitch.” Cherry said promptly, and the now-he grinned up at 

the Dragokkaren, winking and adding playfully as he touched the other male‟s chest gently. “If 

you ever wanna screw around-” 

“I‟m married.” Sirius said flatly, and he brushed Cherry‟s hand away, giving the now-him 

a distasteful look before returning his eyes to Zerrex, as Cherry huffed and muttered something 

before leaving. “Why don‟t you tell me what‟s going on, Zerrex? Why the hell are you on my 

train, and what the hell do these Ire goons want with you?” 

The Drakkaren made a face, shaking his head slowly as he turned and walked into the 

empty cargo compartment, Sirius following him before the smaller reptile said softly: “Do you 

remember the disaster that happened yesterday?” 



Sirius started a bit, then he nodded slowly. “You mean those… those things they claimed 

were an attack from Hez‟Ranna?” He made a face. “Yeah. I had to kill a few before the military 

finally decided to step in.”  

Zerrex got an abrupt image of zombies crowding forwards as Sirius stood in jeans and a 

sweaty white tank-top, crushing in skulls with a baseball bat, and Zerrex frowned a bit, asking 

dumbly: “You ever been in a horror movie?” 

Sirius frowned at this, looking confused, and Zerrex quickly shook his head, raising a 

hand and mumbling: “Nevermind, it‟s not important. But we heard that something much worse is 

happening in Lunis…” A bit of a smile. “You could call me a special ambassador of sorts for 

Hez‟Ranna… and I heard from a very reputable source that Ire locked down the island and 

there‟s something very bad going on there. I… I think we have the tools to stop it, but first we 

have to get there.” 

The Dragokkaren nodded slowly, then he glanced out the wide-open doorway at the 

plains they were quickly passing by, muttering: “But that doesn‟t answer my other question… 

what about the military action? They even checked Aztec over at the platform, and he‟s the 

owner of almost every railway line in Ire, public and private.” 

Zerrex nodded back, then he made a bit of a face as he saw a soldier fly by, Sirius staring 

for a moment before the Drakkaren sighed a bit and glanced over at the Dragokkaren. “We used 

to be in the military… and I have no idea why they‟re coming after us, but on the other hand, to 

be honest, we have worked with Hez‟Ranna on a few… „paramilitary operations,‟ so to speak. 

But I should go get Cherry under control before she starts too much trouble.” 

“Weird faggot he seems like.” A pause as Zerrex gave a wide grin, and the Dragokkaren 

frowned a bit. “What?” 

“You have no idea.” The Drakkaren responded with mild amusement, and Sirius 

shrugged with a grunt before turning away. Zerrex did the same, heading back through the 

compartment rows before pausing at the horse family, the youngest glowering at him like an 

angry child – and that too brought back memories. “You know, I swear I know you.” 

The oldest opened his mouth, and then the kid snapped: “Fucking right you do! You‟re 

the bastard from that shit-town who caused all the trouble for Apple Villa!” 

Zerrex‟s eyes widened at that name, and then he narrowed his eyes, that squeaky voice 

familiar too… and then it snapped into place, and he leaned in close, gripping both seats and 

causing all three horses to cower as he growled: “You‟re the Lyon family, aren‟t you? Those 

slavemasters who were operating sweatshops for some big corporation…” A pause, then he 

grinned a bit, reaching under the veil and stroking under Susannah‟s muzzle teasingly. “How you 

doing, babe? Did I leave… silly of me, how much permanent damage did I leave? Is it like a 

narrow hallway or a wide tunnel now? But I guess you‟re the one I should be asking that… Tim, 

right?” 

A glare at the stallion, and the horse shuddered, unable to even speak… before Robert 

drew a knife out of his shirt, only to be absently backhanded over in his double-seat by Zerrex, 

the knife falling uselessly out of his hand as all three of them stared at the lizard, watching as he 

grimaced and straightened a bit, brushing himself off. “Well, you‟re all old losers by now, just 

like me… and I‟ll make you a deal. So long as you keep your mouths shut about me, I won‟t do 

what I did to your wife…” A slow gaze over them as the Drakkaren licked his muzzle slowly. 

“To all of you… father, wife and son.” 

A pause as the door slid open, and Cherry stepped into the car, looking at Zerrex 

curiously before his eyes slid to the family, and the Drakkaren added with a growl, jerking his 



thumb at him before the family could even start flailing for who they thought was a security 

officer: “And he‟ll help. I have all sorts of connections in the military.” A pause, and then Zerrex 

straightened as Cherry walked over and put a hand on his shoulder before raising a finger to him 

as he finished: “Leave me alone and I‟ll leave you alone. That‟s the best way to go. Otherwise, 

your whole family will regret it.” 

With that, the Drakkaren turned, following Cherry into the next car as he made a face: the 

past just had such a horrible way of always popping up where it was least wanted. Then Cherry 

leaned up beside him, muttering with one hand half-covering his muzzle: “There are three 

soldiers on the roof of the train that I can‟t get to… there were four, but one of them wanted to 

report a „missile attack‟ at the back of the train, and I think the other three are just standing 

around nervously until he comes back. What do you want me to do?” 

“See if you can lure them over to the hatch… wait, was he one of the guys you tossed out 

the train?” The Drakkaren asked mildly, and Cherry grinned stupidly, rubbing the back of his 

head slowly. 

“No, uh… he‟s stuffed in a toilet that I broke the door on. But do those things ever stink 

up to holy hell, too.” The demon made a face, and Zerrex nodded, muzzle wrinkling in distaste. 

“The two I sent flying by I got up near the engine… there‟s way more space between the 

compartments there.” 

“Alright…” The reptile mused, rubbing a hand slowly through his hair. “But like I said 

before. If you can, bring them inside to a car that‟s not so crowded and deal with them there. If 

you can‟t… uh… have them all crowd around you for a „mission report‟ and then throw them all 

off the train somehow.” 

Cherry grinned again at this, his eyes lighting up. “I so wanna do the latter option.” A 

grunt as Zerrex grabbed his arm, glaring at him. “What?” 

“Cherry, if you litter the countryside with bodies, someone‟s going to find one, and one 

of the enterprising young lads down at Ire‟s Central Command is going to link it to this train the 

moment they get the report from the local police or military,” the Drakkaren said reasonably, 

motioning with one hand and looking dryly amused. “Or worse, a scouting drone will find the 

bodies and we‟ll have to fight off an entire military checkpoint and then somehow convince 

Sirius to continue helping us when his whole train empties out. These people might not like the 

Irenic Military very much, but I think they hate being stuck in a crossfire even more.” 

The now-male grunted something under his breath, looking pleadingly at Zerrex, and 

finally he sighed and nodded a bit, and he leaned up to quickly kiss Zerrex‟s cheek before 

bounding happily off. The reptile made a bit of a face, then he began to walk down the hall 

before a small kangaroo looked up at him from beside his sleeping mother, asking curiously: 

“Mister, are you gay?” 

“Uh… no.” Zerrex said pointedly, then he and the kid looked at each other before Zerrex 

reached out and poked his nose gently with one finger. “Poink.” 

With that, he continued on, making a face to himself at the people aboard this train, 

before sighing as he finally reached the old cabin, knocking on it and mumbling through the 

wood: “Hurry up and let me in. I‟m sore and want to sit down.” 

The door flicked open, and again Marina seized him in a hug, this time quietly swaying 

with him on the spot as Zerrex hugged her back after a moment, then coughed and allowed 

himself to be dragged over to sit beside her, Cindy smiling at him with obvious relief and 

Mahihko looking childishly-happy as he clapped his hands together. “Zer!” 



“What, did none of you expect me to come back alive?” he asked mildly, and as Mahihko 

shook his head wildly, he turned his attention to Cindy, tilting his head a bit. “What kind of 

armament do we have? I‟m pretty sure there‟s a military checkpoint coming up, and they‟ll 

probably want to do a car-to-car search. I‟m relatively certain that I can get Sirius, the conductor, 

to let me hide in the back with the luggage, but…” A pause. “Hey, is it common for conductors 

to ride along with the train? I thought they just sat around with their watches and stuff. The guys 

with the big funny steam hats are the ones who operate the train, right?” 

“You read too many children‟s books.” Cindy smiled slightly across at the Drakkaren, 

and he rubbed the back of his head, looking embarrassed, before she paused thoughtfully. “But 

no, it‟s not really that common these days… except Sirius looks like he‟s doubling as muscle for 

this trip. But the engineer is the one who runs the train, that‟s right: most of them just wear plain 

uniforms these days, since trains like this one run off power cells like everything else.” 

Zerrex nodded slowly. “Alright… but yeah, he did mention he was carrying some sort of 

special cargo to the ports. I‟m thinking it‟s either weaponry or drugs, since he doesn‟t know what 

exactly he‟s toting either… he says he never bothered to ask. He said he was an engineer for the 

Hez‟Ranna Military during the Great War.” 

“I wonder how many of his things we blew up.” Marina muttered, then she glanced out 

the window, apparently bored with the conversation before smiling and turning to her father, 

wrapping both of her toned arms around one of his large biceps, saying cheerfully: “Let‟s go get 

some food, Daddy! I‟m sure they‟re serving up something in the dining cart!” 

The reptile wasn‟t exactly thrilled with the idea, but he eventually submitted to Marina‟s 

exuberance and the growling of Mahihko‟s belly, and soon found himself frowning at tiny, bite-

sized sandwiches that tasted a bit like the mush unevolved pets often ate. Mahihko was gobbling 

them down, though, and that somehow reinforced the reptile‟s distaste for them, and he put his 

down, figuring it wasn‟t bad etiquette since it was still in the plastic wrap that seemed to 

surrounded every morsel of food on board. 

A few moments later, however, Cherry barged into the car and grabbed him, then 

dragged him off through the next few cars – posh first class compartments that looked more like 

converted, on-the-rails restaurants than anything else, complete with attendants in uniforms and 

round tables between comfy-looking bench seats. People stared as Cherry barked and yelled 

randomly at them, while still dragging Zerrex in tow… and then the Drakkaren found himself 

being pulled through a car for the crew that was lined with bunks and a few horrified-looking rail 

workers, before Cherry shoved him over onto a bed and he glared around at the other people in 

the car, shouting: “Get your asses out of here!” 

The crew workers scatted in both directions, and Cherry grinned widely, leering over 

Zerrex before a pillow hit him in the face, the Drakkaren muttering: “What the hell do you want, 

Cherry?” 

“Fine, fine, no sex.” A pause, and then another wide grin. “But you have to admit, last 

night was damned good.” Before Zerrex could respond, he dropped to one knee, the reptile 

staring before looking relieved as he bent over and pulled out a uniform. “It‟s one of the higher-

class duds… looks like stretchable, shaping fabric, so you shouldn‟t tear it putting it on, and the 

vest is Duraflex. I know you don‟t like helmets, but I did find one in your size, and you only 

have to wear it until we get through the checkpoint…” A bit of a face as he glanced over the 

reptile mildly. “You know what? Maybe you should size down to attract less attention to 

yourself… and unfortunately, you‟ll have to ditch the cane.” 



“Yeah, good idea.” Zerrex sighed a bit, then paused and looked over Cherry meditatively. 

“Why aren‟t I just changing in the cabin?” 

“Because carrying this uniform around was a bitch and I had to hide it somewhere so 

people didn‟t get suspicious!” Cherry retorted, then paused and motioned around at the cabin 

with a frown. “Besides, ain‟t this shit cool? Dude, we so have to storm the kitchen car after this, 

it‟s right through here… and past that is the engine! It‟s all great stuff.” 

“You suck.” The Drakkaren rolled his eyes, then he sighed and tossed his cane over to 

Cherry. “This sucks.” 

Ten minutes later, Zerrex was checking over the assault rifle Cherry had picked up for 

him somewhere, his body reduced in size to some seven-feet and seven-inches high and the 

clothes and vest fitting snugly. A moment later, Cherry shoved the helmet on him, and the 

Drakkaren made a bit of a face: it was a bit loose, and with the visor down it blinked with all 

sorts of weird digital readouts the reptile just found distracting… before he glanced over to 

Cherry as he asked: “How‟s that all feel?” 

“Fine, it‟s fine.” Zerrex said absently, adjusting the helmet a bit before pushing the visor 

up and glancing over at the other male, testing his weight on his bad leg and then trying to walk 

normally: it seemed strangely ironic that it felt like it was harder than running… and also hurt a 

whole lot more. “But I‟m going to fall down if I have to keep this up for long… besides, I 

thought I could just hide in the cargo bay.” 

“Yeah, „cept they‟ll be suspicious at the military checkpoint if they don‟t see at least two 

of us standing guard on the cargo door.” Cherry said reasonably, although the statement made no 

sense to the Drakkaren whatsoever, before the now-he paused and added: “By the way, you still 

have that paper and shit I gave you?” 

“You know, you keep asking me that, and I still haven‟t looked at it.” Zerrex made a 

face, patting his pockets before sitting on the edge of the bed with a grunt, reaching down and 

picking up his pants to fish both the crumpled paper and the PMM crest out of his pocket. The 

latter he transferred to the pocket of the uniform he was wearing, and the former he took a quick 

glance over before looking up at Cherry mildly. “Are they for real?” 

“Seems like it.” Cherry muttered, shaking her head slowly and then giving a dry smile to 

the reptile. “I mean, I guess they were right about my heritage after all, and maybe about you 

with that fucker Narrius was… except I don‟t really see how that was going to help them win the 

war against Hell.” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, muttering under his breath and shaking his head slowly as he 

returned his eyes to the form and the line that had caught his attention. Take the following 

subjects prisoner for examination and determination of demonic factors present. If unable to take 

subjects alive, termination is authorized: in this instance, take only a small sample as dictated by 

the MRH... this is ridiculous. “You think they just want us out of the way?” 

“Or because we have connections to Hez‟Ranna, yeah.” Cherry replied, then he coughed 

and nodded to the reptile. “Come on. We have to get back to the cargo doors… I figure we can 

keep the soldiers from inspecting inside by telling them some shit about how there‟s an 

„interrogation‟ going on inside. Just keep your hair back under the helmet and your visor down.” 

Zerrex nodded, then he followed the now-male towards the back of the car, keeping his 

pace as regular as he could manage: thankfully, Marina apparently caught the edge of his 

thoughts as they entered the room and only gave him an idle glance before going back to her 

food, and Mahihko barely noticed the two troopers walking by, still busying himself with the 



gourmet table as a few attendants arranged new plates of food that had been brought from the 

kitchens.  

It was another twenty minutes before the train slowed and halted, the hiss of steam rising 

up from the tracks as Zerrex glanced out the window at the military checkpoint: a small military 

base standing grimly on a dirty plateau with the lights of a city shining in the semi-darkness 

beginning to set outside, searchlights roving back and forth over the train from the towers on 

either side of the tracks equipped with cannons and snipers. The tracks themselves had been 

raised on a small bridge mechanism to prevent the train from moving any further forwards, and a 

heavy steel gate stood between another two towers ahead of this: every possibility had been 

taken into consideration during the construction of this system. 

The Drakkaren guessed that twenty soldiers came on board in total from the dark shapes 

outside, and a few pairs of soldiers were walking up and down the train before a small detail of 

guards strolled down the compartment, a few of them shoving passengers around before a soldier 

with red stripes on his shoulders came to the front of the pack, pushing back his visor and 

looking from Zerrex to Cherry measuringly, one of his eyes a glowing red ball. Cybernetic 

enhancement… “At attention.” 

Zerrex and Cherry both snapped off salutes, and the cheetah put his eyes behind his back, 

continuing to speak in a smooth voice: “My soldiers are currently conducting a search of all the 

cars and the cargo… but we were told a security detail had been dispatched to capture two 

possible threats to the Republic. You two are the only soldiers I‟ve seen so far, however… care 

to inform me to the reason why?” 

“Sir!” Cherry said immediately, his voice strong and clear. “We successfully captured the 

targets and placed them into custody. The rest of the military team is in the following car, 

conducting an… interrogation, sir.”  

The cheetah looked over them both, then he nodded slowly and smiled grimly. For a 

moment, he seemed to reach for the door, in which case Zerrex knew they‟d have to either try 

and divert him or worse, if he kept pushing forwards, likely take on an entire military section and 

somehow get the train moving again. But thankfully he simply nodded, then said breezily: 

“Please send Commander Baskin my regards.” 

He turned away, and Zerrex and Cherry both snapped off another salute and a prompt: 

„Yes sir!‟ as he left, before resuming their stance at the doors… and ten minutes later, there was 

the loud grinding of machinery outside before the train began moving again, and both of them 

relaxed, Cherry muttering: “Now we just need to figure out what the hell to do at the next 

platform.” 

“It‟s obvious they‟re going to just send another team in to cover the train…” Zerrex made 

a disgusted face, shaking his head slowly. “And we also have to deal with the fact we‟ll have at 

least an hour layover before we leave from the platform. You saw the schedule: and once we 

have to start changing trains, we‟ll be in even more serious trouble.” 

Cherry made a face… then he brightened. “I know! What about Sirius? We can get him 

to smuggle us onto another train or some shit like that!” 

“Cherry…” Zerrex made a face, giving her a flat look. “I don‟t think he‟s all that anxious 

to help us out. His main concern seems to be for his cargo and keeping his job, not us or the 

Irenic Military. We could probably tell him that the world will end if he brings his cargo to the 

port, and he wouldn‟t give a crap.” 



“Then we‟ll appeal to him through what he cares about.” Cherry said, poking the end of 

his own muzzle knowingly, and Zerrex gave him a flat look. “Come on, let‟s find him and talk to 

him. I have a good idea, here.” 

“That‟s what I‟m afraid of.” The Drakkaren muttered, and he resignedly took off after the 

male as he pranced away, apparently not caring about the stares he got from the poor passengers 

as Zerrex rubbed at his helmet, shifting it uncomfortably around on his head. This never turns out 

well. 

They failed to find him on their first search through the train, but on their way back 

through the food car – Zerrex still chastising Cherry about grabbing a handful of shrimp right out 

of the pan a cook had been holding and the now-male sucking at a burn on his fingers – they 

discovered Sirius angrily trying to grab something under the table, which turned out a moment 

later to be Mahihko, the wolf burping loudly and whining as the Dragokkaren hefted him into the 

air and growled: “So you aren‟t just a thief, you‟re a glutton, too, huh?” 

“A bulimic glutton at that. Watch out or he might purge on you.” Cherry added, and 

Sirius winced and dropped the wolf, Mahihko immediately scurrying away to hide behind Cindy. 

“Sirius, can we talk to you in private for a few moments? You others better come as well.”  

Marina and Cindy both looked at Cherry curiously for a moment, and the Dragokkaren 

looked uncomfortably around before grunting and nodding. They made their way to the rear 

cargo cars – Zerrex now appreciably limping, despite his attempts to hide it – and finally, the 

Drakkaren sat down next to the door with a groan, throwing his helmet off and shaking his head 

out, his white hair falling over his eyes before he idly brushed it aside, making a face. 

“Listen, champ, we need to ask you a favor, but we got something for you in return… so 

more a trade, I guess.” Cherry said with a grin, motioning around at the others with one hand as 

Sirius crossed his arms, looking sourly down at him. “My friends and I here really need to get to 

the Port… see, there‟s this problem on Lunis-” 

“Cut to the chase, the one with the hair already told me all about it.” he muttered, then 

reached down and checked his somewhat-repaired pocketwatch, adding dryly: “Forty minutes to 

the next platform. Try and be done before then.” 

Cherry narrowed his eyes at him, and then he squawked as Cindy shoved him out of the 

way, gazing up at him and extending a hand with a smile, surprising the larger male. “Hi. My 

name is Cindy Narrius… I‟m the middle sister of these three, and Zerrex is my father. The little 

wolf is named Mahihko.” 

“Sirius Ronan.” The Dragokkaren took her hand and gently kissed it, seeming to untense 

a bit as he looked over at Zerrex and said softly: “I didn‟t realize these people were all your 

family. Don‟t tell me this is a family military instead of a family band sort of deal?” 

“Nah…” Zerrex grunted and stood up, smiling a bit as Marina supported him gently. 

“They just refuse to let me go by myself, much as I would‟ve preferred to.” A wince as Marina 

shook him lightly, and then he rubbed the back of his head slowly. “But they‟re good in a tight 

situation… we‟ve been through a lot together.” 

Sirius nodded a bit, then he tilted his head, glancing over at Cherry now and asking 

meditatively: “So what did you want then, kid?” 

“Kid?” Cherry looked nonplussed for a moment, then made a face before apparently 

working to keep himself calm: quite a feat for the demon. “Simple trade, service for service. You 

smuggle us onto a train that‟ll get to Port Hope as quickly as possible, and we‟ll protect your 

cargo from anyone who might want to fuck with it, from soldiers to freaks.” 



Sirius frowned at this, then shook his head quickly, raising a hand and muttering: “What 

kind of deal is that? As it is, I‟ll get there on time…” He seemed unsure now though, shaking his 

head slowly and then glancing down at the watch still in his hand, before he glanced over them 

all darkly. “Besides. I could shave a few hours off if I just threw you guys to the authorities. 

Then I wouldn‟t have to worry about the military continuing to interfere and I‟d only have to get 

past the checkpoints.” 

Cherry growled at this, muttering: “Bitch, I‟d think twice, because I can break you and 

your cargo-” 

“You won‟t hand us over.” Zerrex said clearly, and Sirius turned from glaring at Cherry 

to look at Zerrex, frowning a bit, as the Drakkaren added in a softer voice: “You know 

something bad is going on that Ire, in all of its wisdom, is only trying to cover up the existence 

of. Get us to Lunis and maybe you can say you‟ve played a part in stopping this.” A pause as the 

reptile looked around the room, his gaze stopping on Marina as he said quietly: “I want my kids 

to be proud of me too, after all.” 

Marina smiled softly at him, and Sirius looked down at this in silent contemplation for a 

few moments… and then he finally closed his watch and pocketed it, muttering: “Stay back here 

and don‟t get off the train at the next stop. I‟ll see what I can do.” 

With that, he quickly left threw the door, slamming it behind him, and Cherry 

immediately brightened as he looked around at the others, clapping his hands together and saying 

peaceably: “Well, that went well! Doesn‟t everyone think that went well?” 

“I hate you.” Zerrex groaned, and he slid down the wall again to sit beside the door as 

Cherry tossed his rifle away and shrugged off his vest, taking off the helmet next and grunting as 

the “he” shifted back to a “her,” the fabric of the shirt audibly groaning as her breasts swelled 

back into being against it, and Zerrex stared a bit as Cherry grinned, her features once more 

gaining their stony femininity and horns and fins popping back into place. “But I guess that was 

sort of hot.” 

“Good, then.” she said comfortably, stretching idly and waving her arms around in a 

circle as she paced about the compartment, before peering out the broken-open doorway. “You 

know, I just realized the major flaw in my plan. Any of the soldiers could‟ve easily seen inside 

here through that giant gap in the wall.” 

Zerrex glanced to the side, then he made a face, a chill running down his spine as he 

realized Cherry was right… and it also meant- Oh crap. “Marina, try the door.” 

Cherry blinked, and Marina frowned, her eyes darkening as she stepped around her father 

to attempt to yank the compartment door open, but it was only jiggled in the frame. “Sirius 

locked it… I think we may have been sold out.”  

“Shit.” Cherry made a disgusted face, snarling and heading over to the opening in the 

wall to stick her head out, looking both ways and then muttering: “Oh joy. I see some trees and a 

road, and on that road, I see a military blockade and a checkpoint. They‟re shutting down the city 

we‟re heading into, there‟ll be no way in or out… fuck but they want us bad.” 

“One step ahead every time.” Zerrex muttered, then he shook his head in disgust. “We 

have to keep moving forwards, we don‟t have a choice with the fact Lunis may have already 

fallen to demonic invasion… I think our best chance might be hijacking a train.” 

“Except they‟ll probably blow out the rails… Boss, I really don‟t see a way out of this.” 

Cherry rubbed the back of her head and Mahihko stared back and forth in absolute horror. “We 

need to get past this city and switch to a car, maybe a few cars to screw them up. If we move fast 

enough, we‟ll be able to-” 



Cindy walked up to the compartment door, then tore it off its hinges and tossed it aside, 

before shooting the two a sour look, Zerrex and Cherry both staring. “Hey, you two. Maybe you 

can do something useful with all that military knowledge and go intimidate the conductor some 

into regretting his decision to play along with the Irenic Military.” 

“Good call.” Zerrex stood up, making a face, and he patted Cindy gently on the cheek, 

looking at her with faint amusement. “This is why you‟re the smart one.” 

“You‟d all be lost without me.” she smiled a bit at this, then winked and nudged her 

father gently. “Go get him. I‟ll stay back here with Mahihko and make sure none of our stuff‟s 

been tampered with… I‟m sure you, Cherry and Marina can handle him well enough.” 

The three nodded, and then Zerrex led the way forwards, pushing open the next 

compartment‟s door and slipping inside, Marina closing it behind her with the barest flick of her 

head, her powers slamming the door without even a glance at the object in question. As they 

made their way through the compartments, they found Sirius in the first crew cabin, and his eyes 

widened at the sight of them before raising his hands and stepping away, but a moment later he 

fell backwards – or rather, was thrown onto his back by an invisible force that then began to drag 

him slowly towards the three reptiles, the other crew members fleeing in terror from the sight. 

“Let me break it down for you, Sirius.” Zerrex said mildly, as he crossed his arms and sat 

down on the edge of one bunk, Cherry grinning coldly. “See that thing over there?” A point at 

Cherry, who now almost looked injured, her grin disappearing into a sour look at Zerrex. “That‟s 

a demon. And there are countless more flocking into Lunis right now, ready to eviscerate, kill, 

burn, whatever comes to their mind.” 

“Yeah. We demons love our eviscerating.” Cherry chimed in, and Sirius‟s eyes widened 

in shock as he recognized the voice before Cherry brightened. “Oh, right… you know me better 

by this face.” 

Her grin returned as she tilted her head to the side, and the features of the male she‟d 

copied twisted into life over them, Sirius shaking his head in disbelief. “Yeah. I uh… ate his soul 

and took on his body, and-” 

“Don‟t stretch it, now.” Zerrex muttered across to her, and Cherry glowered at him again 

before the Drakkaren continued mildly: “Listen to me, Sirius. I‟m not in the habit of giving 

second chances, even though I‟d often greatly like to. I don‟t enjoy the fact that I usually have to 

kill everyone who turns traitor, due to the whole military situation I was in… and you strike me 

yourself as someone who I probably shouldn‟t give the most trust to.” Zerrex paused as Sirius 

was pinned by Marina‟s telekinesis at his feet, adding mildly: “But with Marina here, I can at 

least know if you want to double-cross me or not again, now that we know you‟ve been working 

with the Irenic Military. So here‟s the choice. Either agree to help us out or we can toss your 

body out the door in the back, and your cargo will follow.” 

The Dragokkaren flailed a bit on the ground, then he gagged and grabbed at his throat as 

something slowly hauled him into the air before Zerrex added softly: “Marina, don‟t hurt him too 

much now.” 

She nodded and made a face, and the Dragokkaren fell backwards again, this time 

scrambling backwards a bit before breathing hard and staring in shock over the three reptiles, as 

Cherry said mildly: “I would really advise going with the first option. You saw the sword the 

Boss is hauling around way back in the cargo bay… hell, you charged us extra for the shit we 

were carrying, as I remember.” 

“Just… please… I‟ll do whatever you want, honestly.” Sirius stood up quickly, rubbing at 

his throat and looking terrified, trembling violently as he stepped back from the three, before 



shaking his head quickly and murmuring: “I am sorry… the… I knew that they‟d found the cargo 

in the back, and they said they‟d let the shipment slide only if I agreed to cooperate with them… 

I didn‟t have a choice in the matter…” 

“There‟s always a choice.” Zerrex said quietly, as he glanced down and added: “Not a 

very good one, mind you… but there is always a choice.” He paused, then tilted his head and 

asked quietly: “How far would we be able to get before they blow up the railway tracks or block 

them, assuming we can get past the platform ahead?” 

But Sirius shook his head slowly, saying quietly: “If the platform‟s completely locked 

down, there‟s going to be no way in or out with the security shutters in place… and with the new 

military checkpoints along the public tracks, only privately owned-and-operated trains would be 

able to get you anywhere, but the chances of getting onto one of those are slim to none… they 

run separately from the station platforms and there‟s all sorts of red tape and security you‟d have 

to get through first.” 

“Like I said, car!” Cherry exclaimed, making a disgusted face. “It‟ll take us longer, but at 

least we‟ll get there… with the whole freaking Republic on our tails, they‟re bound to have all 

sorts of precautions in place over the train systems, especially now that they know we‟re on 

board.” 

But Zerrex shook his head, making a face. “The train system is our only option…” A 

pause, and then he crossed his arms and looked over at Marina mildly. “How many people can 

you tick at once?” 

Marina looked at him thoughtfully, then she nodded slowly, speaking quietly: “The 

problem isn‟t influencing people… it‟s the shielding they‟ve started putting in helmets. My 

telepathic abilities can‟t penetrate psychic repressors; and since Sirius talked to the head of the 

military checkpoint we passed instead of Baskin, I doubt we‟ll be tangling with PMMs, so I have 

to assume their gear is high-quality instead of bottom of the barrel. 

“But what if we cause a diversion or come in at the wrong platform?” A glance over to 

Sirius, the female gazing at him with disgust before she grimaced a bit. “That‟ll work fine. I‟ll go 

deal with the engineer and have him use the manual override on the train‟s computer to crash it 

into the shipping train on Platform 2 instead of going into the ambush at Platform 5.” She closed 

her eyes as Sirius stared at her, his jaw dropping, and then she added darkly: “Think about it 

again and I‟ll rip out your intestines. Daddy, Cherry, The next station has the Platforms lined up 

in columns, each with its own set of tracks leading through switching tunnels, instead of all the 

platforms in a two rows – northbound and southbound – and then a switching tunnel like at the 

last station we were at. Platform 5 is to the east of Platform 2, and it‟s the closest I can get you to 

Platforms 6, 7, and 8, which are all used for industrial shipping by the Aztec Corporation. The 

trains are armored and use magnet technology to travel, and Platform… Platform 6 leads to Port 

Hope.” A pause, and then she said coldly: “I want to cut his tongue out so they can‟t get him to 

talk.” 

“Just go deal with the engineer, Marina. Try not to kill him.” Zerrex said quietly, and 

then he patted her quietly on the back as Sirius stared at them for a few moments… but Marina 

only grinned cruelly, and Zerrex frowned a bit. “Marina, I said…” 

“I know, Daddy. I have a better idea, though. You‟ll like it.” Marina said softly, and she 

held up on hand, a purple glow surrounding it before Sirius grasped his skull with a yell of 

anguish, falling to his knees as her eyes burned with terrible vitality. “Don‟t worry… I won‟t kill 

him.” 



Zerrex grit his teeth, half-raising one hand to grab his daughter… but Cherry shook her 

head slowly, and so instead he resisted the urge to stop her and instead watched as Sirius slowly 

fell over onto his face… then climbed back up to his feet dumbly and glanced over them 

curiously, murmuring: “What are you doing here in the crew‟s quarters? Passengers… 

passengers shouldn‟t be here.” 

“It‟s okay.” Marina smiled radiantly, clasping her hands together in front of herself, and 

the conductor frowned a bit before his face cleared and he nodded, turning around and striding 

dazedly off towards the door. A moment later, Marina glanced over her shoulder at her father, 

saying softly: “I wiped his memory… I don‟t think he even remembers getting on the train now. 

He honestly believes that there was a last-minute change in the schedule, so he‟s… going to go 

correct that little mistake now.” 

Zerrex made a bit of a face… but Cherry shrugged slowly, before she trotted over to the 

bed Zerrex had stuffed his clothes under, pulling out his cane and tossing it to him. The reptile 

caught it with a sigh of relief, tapping it a few times against the floor before he said softly: “Your 

abilities are getting scarier all the time, Marina… but don‟t drain yourself too quickly. We‟re 

going to need you up ahead if PMMs or military are waiting to ambush us ahead.” 

Marina nodded, then she glanced from Zerrex to Cherry, saying softly: “We‟re almost 

there… I‟d better go over the details with the others as well, if you don‟t mind, Daddy.” A 

fawning look over him, and Zerrex nodded a bit before she took the Drakkaren‟s hand with a 

warm smile. “Thank you.” 

It didn‟t take long for Marina to explain what she had gleaned from Sirius‟s mind: with 

the structure of the station being as it was, Zerrex felt they might just have a chance at managing 

to escape from the facility. The station itself was cut off from most of the city and surrounded by 

brick high walls to prevent break-ins on the trains – these walls were doubled in size and topped 

with steel spikes around the section belonging to the Aztec Corporation. It meant there were few 

escape routes if things went south… but on the other hand, the actual building devoted to the 

railway was separate from the station itself, across the parking lot to minimize crowds at the 

platforms. The platforms themselves weren‟t inhospitable, but weren‟t pleasant, either: they 

amounted to a few vending machines placed beneath large, sloped rooftops supported every few 

meters by plain wooden pillars.  

These platforms were all connected by narrow bridges at either end of the platform: these 

bridges could be raised when the train left, and then lowered back into place afterwards for 

people on the platform to move back and forth as they would. The platforms themselves were 

quite long, and accessible only through several pairs of double doors in a brick wall next to 

Platform 1. 

The privately-owned platforms, on the other hand, were a different story. The trains 

departing from Platform 6 only went south, as Platform 7 only went north; Platform 8‟s trains 

went both ways, although technically Platforms 7 and 8 were one massive cement structure. 

Furthermore, getting to them would be a bit difficult: the public platforms were separated from 

the private ones by a shipping warehouse, and at the slightest hint of a security problem they 

could drop and lock down the whole facility, which was full of gods-knew-what. 

“Shutters aren‟t a problem.” Cindy had added at this point, looking dryly amused. “I‟ve 

never come across a door that I couldn‟t open.” 

Despite everything, however, they would be going in without much of a plan… and even 

carrying most of their equipment, they still had to leave a fair portion of it behind. It also left 

Marina carrying the Hollow Stone in a plain cloth bag tied to her belt, and carrying an assault 



rifle instead of her pole: to avoid damaging the artifact, her job was to stay at range as often as 

possible. 

Zerrex, meanwhile, was rubbing at his leg with a mutter, which was twitching a bit every 

now and then as Cindy kneeled beside him, rubbing slowly over where he‟d once had a knee 

before she looked up at him with a grimace. “I think some of the synthetic fabrics in there have 

torn… you do put quite a strain on it, after all. I‟ll have to open you up once we get a chance to 

rest and see what I can do.” 

“Oh, what the hell.” Zerrex groaned, rubbing at one of his temples slowly as he made a 

disgusted face. “After the mission, then…” 

“This isn‟t a mission, Daddy, or a job… this is you being, dare I say, nice for once and 

helping the world in general out by doing what you think is right.” Cindy muttered, then slapped 

his leg hard, making the reptile groan in pain. “And don‟t you dare object or I‟ll do the surgery 

right here and now on you.” 

She stood up, brushing herself off, and Zerrex gave her a sour look, asking irritably: 

“Since when did you start being such a dominatrix?” 

“Whenever you started being such a bitch.” She snapped back, and then grinned widely at 

his surprised look as she put her hands on her hips. “What, I‟m not allowed to have some fun 

now and then? Come on, I doubt I‟m all that innocent after all the bloodshed we‟ve been through 

together.” A pause as she glanced at the large, open doorway in the compartment. “Especially 

since we‟re walking into yet another one now.” 

You don‟t know how wrong you are about that, Cindy… you‟ve always done what‟s right, 

helped both friend and enemy alike when you could, and never shirked your duties… you‟re 

more innocent than I ever was. “It‟s nothing we could avoid… the Irenic Military just seems to 

want us dead, that‟s all.” Zerrex made a bit of a face, feeling a flutter through his body as he felt 

them drawing closer to their destination. “Now everyone brace up, it‟s going to be a hell of an 

impact.” 

The others nodded, placing whatever larger weaponry they carried down beside 

themselves and pressing against the pile of soft luggage they had stacked between the northern 

wall and the larger door to ensure safety, the family half-snuggled together and everyone hoping 

to avoid injury from someone else‟s weapon – especially with Zerrex sitting on the flat of 

Blackheart‟s enormous blade, the reptile only praying it didn‟t swing to the side at all. A minute 

passed, no one even speaking, the only sound that of the train continuing to roar along the 

tracks… and then there was a loud blare as they passed into the station and a terrible screeching 

before the crash. 

The entire world seemed to shake as the compartment listed slightly to one side, 

continuing to grind forwards for a few meters and vibrations rolling through the cabin, Cindy 

cursing as the butt of the sawed-off Cherry had holstered over one shoulder whacked her in the 

face, the female tossing the demoness a glare that made Cherry pale and wince as if expecting a 

punch. Cindy controlled herself by whatever miracle, however, and then the train halted, screams 

and gunshots sounding through the air as they looked out the door and across Platform 5 towards 

the steel double doors leading into the private warehouse. 

They leapt up, Cherry charging out first and cackling as she ran across the platform, 

before she drew the handgun holstered at her side and spun around to fire a round cleanly 

through the skull of a sniper standing atop the security booth across the station, felling him 

instantly. Her other hand strayed to the butt of her whip, but then she grunted and made a face as 

Cindy shoved her through the steel doors marked “Aztec Employees Only.” 



Mahihko and Zerrex were the next out, Marina following last so she could spin around, 

taking a deep breath and then releasing a gout of flames over the train and platform, people 

screaming and running away, flooding the bridges and many of them leaping down onto the rails 

to get away from the inferno. 

Zerrex made a face, then grabbed his daughter‟s wrist, causing her to gag on her own 

attack and cough smoke into the air, dragging her quickly through the open doors and into the 

dark warehouse. She made a face as the doors swung closed after her, and then the reptile winced 

as an alarm blared, the faint light now blotted out by red, flashing sirens above before heavy 

gates fell across the doors and the opposite set leading out onto the private platforms, and then 

sections of the same criss-crossed heavy grating slammed down one-by-one along the side of the 

raised walkway they were on, effectively trapping them inside a cage. 

The Drakkaren made a face, looking over their situation: standing on a raised section of 

metal flooring at the front of a warehouse, which led across to another set of doors presumably 

leading to the other platforms and a set of stairs in the center leading down to the warehouse 

itself. He sighed a bit, then frowned as he saw both Cherry and Cindy staring out through the 

grating, the former almost pressing herself against it as he began to ask: “What? What is…” 

A glance to the side, and he trailed off, letting out a quiet breath at what he saw: not only 

stacks of wooden and metal crates of all size and shape, but capsules filled with strange, glowing 

liquid and terrible creatures inside, twitching monstrosities hooked up to wires and all manner of 

devices. A moment later, one of these capsules was loaded into a plain-looking metal barrel by a 

silent Dragokkaren, and Zerrex narrowed his eyes as he realized other silent workers were 

moving around and performing various simple tasks as well, from stacking crates to packing 

them with machine parts and those capsule things, to loading them up on various conveyors that 

went both out towards the other platform and through a wall into what Zerrex guessed was 

another section of the warehouse.  

The Drakkaren shook his head slowly, then he glanced around at the others before saying 

quietly: “Much as I‟d like to trash the place… we have bigger fish to fry right now. We can come 

back here afterwards, but right now we need to get away from the strike crew and onto a train 

before they‟re all shut down. Cindy, can you pry that shutter up?” 

Cindy shook her head slowly, then blinked before quickly nodding, blushing and 

murmuring: “Sure, Zerrex.” A moment more to look at the things in the warehouse beyond, and 

then she turned and strode down the long metal walkway they were on before a small light above 

the doors to the private platform turned red, and Cindy readied herself as a sheet of red light 

blanketed the area in front of the shutter.  

“Shit. Laser shield.” Cherry made a disgusted face, then she glanced over at Cindy as she 

retreated a few steps to run down the wide stairs in the middle of the area, frowning a bit at her. 

“The fuck are you doing?” 

“It‟s not going to stop me, that‟s for sure.” Cindy muttered, then she ducked gripped one 

section of the grating firmly and shoved and upwards at the same time, causing it to groan and 

slowly twist upwards until a sizeable space was left, the female wiping at her head as she stepped 

out into the warehouse area. 

The others followed her down, then watched as she made her way between the crates 

towards the eastern wall, rolling her shoulders a bit as she reached it, the rest of the family 

walking down between the stacks of crates and then simply staring when she drew a fist back 

before punching once into the solid brick, and Zerrex winced, stepping forwards and opening his 

mouth… 



And Cindy‟s second punch went right through the wall with a loud crunch, before she 

slowly drew back her bloody hand and made a face, leaving a sizeable hole in the brick and 

muttering: “That stings. Marina, if you could give me a bit of a boost when I charge, that‟d be 

great.” 

“Wait, what are you doing?” Zerrex asked dumbly, but Cindy didn‟t respond, instead 

taking two large jumps back from the wall… and he just missed grabbing her before she dropped 

her shoulder and sprinted towards it, Marina holding up a hand and making a face as a purple 

glow surrounded the middle sister before she threw herself at the brick, at the same time striking 

out with both hands and crashing through the wall in what seemed like an explosion, pieces of 

stone and metal flying in all directions as she landed on her stomach with a grunt of pain. She lay 

still for a moment as workers on the Platform stared in through the narrow gap she‟d made, and 

then Cindy slowly crawled to her feet, both bloody and dazed, breathing hard as she swayed 

slowly, and Zerrex winced as he ran immediately forwards, leaping into the hole she‟d made and 

quickly worming his way through and out onto the platform.  

Shots fired at them, and the Drakkaren created a large, round shield of energy with one 

hand, holding it out over both of them as he wrapped the other around Cindy, asking her quickly 

as he tried to hide his concern: “Cindy, are you okay? Speak to me, please…” A pause, and then 

he snarled as one of the uniformed security personnel approached, drawing the .45 Cindy had 

holstered on her and dropping his shield to fire a few shots into his chest, knocking him 

sprawling as the other security ran behind the train they wanted to take, apparently finding the 

wisdom to flee instead of fight as Cherry managed to wiggle her way through the hole as well. 

“I think she hurt herself. Cover me.” Zerrex muttered to the demoness, and she made a 

face before watching as the male scooped Cindy off her feet and carried her towards the black-

armored train ahead of them, spotlights washing over him before Cherry easily shot them out. A 

pause, and then she glanced over her shoulder as Marina and Mahihko both quickly wiggled free, 

the latter yelling in a strangled voice: “The soldiers are coming! And not just the Irenic Military 

guys, either, some guys in really scary armor!” 

“Wonderful.” Cherry muttered, as Zerrex searched for a door to the engine, glancing over 

the train with a wince: it was a full train, and there didn‟t seem to be any doors on this side… if 

any at all. And from the sound of things, we don‟t have a lot of time to look… “Zerrex, I think the 

Aztec Company is going to add itself to the list of people who want to kill us very soon!” 

“There‟s like, no doors on this damned thing! Check the other side!” Zerrex shouted 

back, then he put Cindy down as she blinked a few times and the dullness went out of her eyes, 

the Drakkaren slapping her .45 into her hand as he muttered: “Dear Gods, kid, don‟t act like me. 

Your brain is actually valuable.” 

He half-kneeled with his arm around her as she sat up… and she couldn‟t help but smile a 

bit to herself, raising her weapon gamely as Zerrex drew one of his own .52 magnums, both of 

them aiming at the hole before Marina snarled and muttered: “Fuck this.” 

She closed her eyes as she strode down to one of the compartment cars, taking a breath… 

but before Zerrex could note that fire was probably useless here, she unleashed a blast of not 

heat, but instead intense cold from her mouth, a chill washing over both Zerrex and Cindy as 

Mahihko stared stupidly from near the front of the train, as the black armor was steadily covered 

in frost… and a moment later, thick cracks formed through the metal as she stepped back and 

wiped at her mouth, wincing as frozen saliva fell to the ground from her jaws. Zerrex stood up, 

then stared as Marina punched the frozen, armored hull hard, and a large, semicircular hole 

shattered in the wall, the Drakkaren snapping: “Come on!” 



The female dropped and crawled quickly inside… and Zerrex nudged Cindy to follow as 

a soldier stuck his head out the hole the strong female had knocked in the wall earlier, the male 

reptile firing a few times at him with his handgun. The bullets bounced uselessly off the cement, 

but were enough to frighten him back inside as Mahihko crawled too-quickly after Cindy, 

blushing as his nose bumped firmly into her rear end before he backed off a bit, then followed 

her in, Zerrex following last and wincing at the combination of cold and sharp metal on his body 

as he squeezed through the hole. 

The moment he was inside, the engine of the train hummed into life… and the group 

standing in an empty cargo cabin stared as the front door opened and Cherry walked out, 

frowning at them and then at the hole in the wall, asking curiously: “Dude. Didn‟t you guys hear 

me shouting? I‟m fucking hoarse for fuck‟s-” 

“Get back in there and drive us the fuck out of here!” Marina shouted furiously, 

vocalizing the anger and shock of the others, and Cherry‟s eyes widened in terror as she 

squawked and leapt backwards into the cabin, and a moment later the train shook before the 

reversing slowly, the lights in the cabin flickering… but Zerrex guessed that could be from the 

sparking wires in the hole Marina had knocked in the compartment as much as anything else.  

The train stopped after a moment, but before anyone could speak – or blame Cherry, for 

that matter – there was a loud clanking outside as they slid into a tunnel, and Zerrex leapt away 

from the hole as electricity shot back and forth over the body of the train, blue sparks and smoke 

rising up from the hole in the wall. For a moment, the Drakkaren was sure they were all going to 

die a fiery death… and then the reptile stared as the engine of the train was literally lifted off 

the… There‟s no tracks. What the hell. There‟s no tracks. 

Cherry was cackling above them as the smooth bottom of the train rose to eye level… 

and then she stopped abruptly and shouted, her voice faintly echoing in the wide tunnel they 

were in: “RPG! Run!” 

Zerrex‟s eyes widened as the engine of the train vanished from sight, staring out the 

compartment door at three soldiers who were already dropping to a kneel and readying the 

explosive weapons on their shoulders… and immediately he turned, shouting: “Go! Run, run, 

go!” and following behind the others as they ran for the back door of the compartment, Mahihko 

tearing it open and then almost running into the next door, Cindy hitting his back and flattening 

him against it before it slid smoothly into the wall, and Marina shoved both of them staggering 

forwards into the room before turning and dragging her father inside after her, Zerrex wincing at 

the pain that shot through his leg as he flailed stupidly for a few moments, and then both 

compartment doors slammed shut a second before the audible sound of a rocket-propelled 

grenade echoed down the tunnel. 

There was a massive crash and bang, and the door bulged inwards as Zerrex fell over 

with a grunt onto his ass, making a face at the smoke pouring up from the door… and a moment 

later, the train lurched again before it began rolling – but there‟s no freaking tracks! – smoothly 

forwards down the length of the tunnel, and Zerrex tilted his head upwards as it hummed quietly, 

blinking dumbly as he murmured: “We‟re going into an underground tunnel.” 

“I just hope they don‟t follow us.” Cindy muttered, shaking her head slowly, and then she 

glanced down the equally-empty compartment, speaking quietly: “I hope Cherry‟s at the… 

wherever the front of this thing is.” 

Cherry was indeed waiting for them in the front compartment, stretching and back in her 

fully-demonic body… and then she motioned around at the bunks this place had, unlike the last 

fourteen cars. “Well, I set the course for Port Hope and get this – it‟s only three day‟s journey 



from here: there‟s two other possible stops, but I set in the navigation computer that I don‟t want 

to stop, so we‟ll take some side route around those ones and hopefully we won‟t run into any 

trouble. But dude, at the sight of this shit, I be doubting we will… the uh… one issue though, is 

that we‟re sorta lacking in the food department…” 

Zerrex made a face at this, looking around at the bunks before he muttered under his 

breath: “Wonderful.” A glance around at the others, and he saw looks that ranged from horror to 

indifference, before rubbing the back of his head slowly. “At least we can get plenty of sleep… 

would it speed things up any if we detached the other cars?” 

“Wouldn‟t hurt.” Cherry shrugged a bit, then headed back to the engine, and Zerrex 

glanced around at the others, making an idle wave of his hand for them to relax: Cherry had 

already thrown down her own equipment on one of the small cot-beds, after all, and she usually 

had a good sense of when things were about to happen.  

She glanced up as Zerrex stepped into the engine room, rolling her shoulders and making 

a bit of a face as she muttered: “I gotta stretch my wings soon… my back‟s beginning to hurt… 

but would you check out this shit?” A wide grin over at Zerrex before she added: “And it‟ll 

shave a few hours off our journey, so I‟ll detach cars 14-3. I want to leave an empty car behind 

us as a sorta… you know, „go away‟ area and a buffer in case any other fuckers come after us 

with-” 

“You want a car for people to go and bang in, should they feel like it.” Zerrex said 

mildly, and Cherry coughed, apparently trying to think up some other excuse before the 

Drakkaren sighed and rose a hand. “But your other reasoning is sound, so I won‟t argue. But 

what about the food problem?” 

“We could eat each other.” A pause as she leered suggestively at Zerrex, who only 

glowered at her for a few moments before she made a face. “You are really no fun today, you 

know that? In any case, it‟s not that severe… on the other hand, our real problem is that we have 

no bathroom and no water, so for the love of all that is holy, do your best not to take a shit over 

the next few days, because I am so not pulling this train over.” 

The Drakkaren grunted and shook his head slowly, then he glanced over his shoulder at 

the others, murmuring softly: “I think Cindy‟ll be fine… Mahihko might cry when we tell him 

and will be a moaning, bitchy mess for day two and three, but he‟ll tough it out… but Marina 

I‟m worried about. If her psychic abilities malfunction, then we‟re talking a serious issue… and 

without food, water, or facilities, there‟s going to be a lot of stress on her.” 

“I think you underestimate your super powers, Boss.” Cherry said with quiet amusement, 

and Zerrex made a face at her, but tilted his head curiously nonetheless. “I think as long as 

you‟re here, she‟ll be fine…” Cherry softened a bit, adding quietly: “She‟s a little hardass, 

especially with what she went through with Narrius… and if she was doing it for you, if you 

were there with her, I think she could go without air for three days. The only thing that would 

ever break that little crazed psycho bitch out there is if there was no you around. 

“But yeah, I get your point. I‟ll fuck around with Mahihko instead of pissing her off.” 

Cherry added meditatively, rubbing the back of her head slowly. “What I‟m really worried about, 

though, is that some crazy military action is going to go down at the end of the tracks.” 

Zerrex made a face and nodded, and the two stayed for a few moments in quiet, the 

Drakkaren glancing over the keyboard and array of measuring devices and control panels in the 

cockpit as he sat down in the other comfortable leather chair, looking out the window and 

watching as white bars of light shot by, before he finally said idly to himself: “I wonder if this is 

what hyperspace looks like.” 



“What?” Cherry stared at him with a frown, and Zerrex coughed and rubbed the back of 

his head, glancing away before she grinned widely, asking playfully: “Dude, did you just go all 

nerdy on me?” 

“What? There‟s no rails or wheels on this thing!” Zerrex replied defensively, and now 

Cherry blinked before leaning up and staring at the window for a moment, then she blinked 

dumbly as she stared down past the conical nose of the train before looking down, muttering 

something under her breath as she gazed over the vast array of square buttons at her disposal and 

tapping a few here and there, activating a set of windshield wipers and a light in the cockpit 

before a pair of hidden headlights opened near the nose and flicked on to reveal nothing but a 

single metal strip half-hidden in the rounded bottom of the concrete tube they were travelling 

through at a speed fast enough to make Zerrex feel dizzy. Fucking fuck, he‟s right! 

“I told you, it works off magnet technologies.” Both of the reptiles turned around to stare 

at Marina, who glowered at Cherry before smiling at Zerrex, reaching out to poke his nose 

gently. “Don‟t be silly, Daddy, it works around polarization and…” A pause as her expression 

went blank, then she frowned. “Shit. Sorry, I don‟t know either anymore. Something about a rail 

gun metaphor. I forgot the guy‟s memories.” A shrug, and she turned around, striding 

nonchalantly away.” 

Cherry and Zerrex traded a look, and then the demoness said in a strangled tone: “Did 

you just hear what I did? Dude. I don‟t wanna be shot out of no fucking rail gun!” 

“I think I‟m going to have to go sit quietly for a little while.” Zerrex responded in a weak 

voice, looking ill as he turned away and strode carefully out of the cockpit, wincing as he had to 

step through the inch of open air between engine and compartment doors. Cindy and Mahihko 

both stared as he walked towards the back of the compartment… and then he slowly took off 

Blackheart and his other weaponry to sit down on a bunk and curl up under the plain white sheet, 

resting his head on the equally-plain pillow. I am never, ever going to ride a train anywhere after 

this again. 

 

Twenty-six hours in, Mahihko came to Zerrex‟s bunk with a pleading look in his eyes 

that the Drakkaren knew could only mean one thing. “Let me guess. You need to poop.” 

The wolf nodded vigorously, dancing from paw-to-paw and holding his butt in both 

hands, and the Drakkaren sighed, pointing at the rear car. “You have a choice. You can use a 

corner, or open the back door, hold onto the sides, and bend forwards – forwards, do not lean 

backwards out the door despite the safety bar that‟s there – and let go.” 

“What?” Mahihko‟s eyes widened, and he whined as he looked back and forth, Cherry 

glancing over from the bunk she was laying on with a mischievous gleam in her eyes, Cindy 

continuing to snore away, and Marina just looking sulky and irritated from the front corner of the 

compartment, where she had taken up residence sitting on the floor, half-holding herself. She 

would immediately brighten if Zerrex approached her, but the others got a lukewarm invitation at 

best, and Mahihko she would burn holes in with her eyes if he stepped within ten feet of her. 

“But… but Zer… isn‟t there anything else? And what about toilet paper? I need toilet paper!” 

“You could crap in a bag!” Cherry said helpfully, then paused. “Except we don‟t have a 

bag. So nope, you‟re… shit out of luck.” The demoness cackled at this, and then coughed and 

quieted when Cindy opened an eye and glared at her, before the middle daughter of Zerrex held 

out her socks. 

“You can use these. They‟re worn out, anyway.” she said absently, then tossed them on 

the floor, Mahihko giving them a horrified expression before looking at Zerrex with equal terror 



in his eyes, as Cindy yawned and sat up, adding in a mumble: “But hurry up, I need to go pee 

after you‟re done.”  

“Z-Zer…” Mahihko sniffled, trembling… and then he bit his lip before running into the 

back compartment, bursting into tears, his loud sobs echoing through the train before one of the 

doors automatically slid closed, and Zerrex made a face before looking over at Cindy with a sigh. 

She stretched slowly, then froze, eyes widening in shock as he asked: “Could you… you 

know, watch him?” A pause as Cindy‟s head turned creakily towards him, her expression blank, 

and Zerrex added in a mutter: “He trusts you, but with me or Cherry he‟ll try to hold our hand 

and end up falling out the rail car. I‟m scared he‟s going to lean out into the jetstream and get 

sucked away.” 

“Fine.” Cindy said after a moment, sighing and picking up her socks as she yawned 

loudly, then she opened both doors before muttering to Zerrex: “You owe me.” A pause as she 

glanced up at the wolf, who was crying hard and rocking on the floor, and then she sighed and 

leaned back into the car, saying quietly: “Nevermind. He crapped his pants.” 

“What?” Immediately, Cherry leapt out of bed, a wide grin on her muzzle… and then she 

quailed under Zerrex‟s glare, mumbling and rubbing the back of her head slowly. “I mean… 

that‟s… that‟s no fun. Poor bugger.” 

Zerrex continued to look sourly at her for a few moments, then he shook his head and 

sighed a bit, rubbing the back of his head slowly. “He‟s harder to take care of than Marina was as 

a baby… tell him to throw his boxers out with the… stuff… then, and to… clean himself up.” 

“Yeah, I‟ll be just a moment.” Cindy said softly, and she vanished into the back 

compartment, presumably to comfort the wolf and help clean him up. Zerrex felt for a moment 

like he should head back there, if just to ensure that Mahihko didn‟t attempt to throw himself out 

the back from shame, but he didn‟t feel up to getting hugged and prying the wolf off him while 

he still had a pantsful of poop. 

After the wolf‟s messy experience, Cherry began to call the last compartment the 

bathroom car, and thoroughly-humiliated the wolf despite Zerrex urging her not to. Finally, the 

reptile threw a gun at her, and the demoness winced as she caught it, mumbling that the safety 

wasn‟t on and finally offering up an apology to the little red-eyed wolf. 

The following eleven hours were unremarkable… but just over thirty-seven hours in, as 

Zerrex sat in the back car with his back to the compartment door, his legs crossed beneath him 

and hands in his lap as he meditated – something he‟d severely slacked off from with his life the 

way it was, and he knew no excuse would ever stop Requiem from slapping him upside the head, 

should the Dragokkaren still have been alive to hear it – Cherry threw open the door and half-fell 

over him with a loud groan, mumbling and rubbing at a large bump on her head that Marina and 

Cindy had gotten into a fight. 

Zerrex made a face, pulling himself out of his ponderings… then stared as there was a 

loud crash, and Cherry added dumbly: “They‟ve started throwing things at each other. Mahihko, 

the beds, ammo clips, me, their packs… it‟d be hilarious if this was any place but a magnetic 

train moving at a billion miles an hour.” 

That sent Zerrex running into the next car, yelling at them both to stop what they were 

doing… and not a moment too soon, with Cindy holding a bed over her head and Marina about 

to throw Blackheart. Mahihko poked his head out from the cockpit, looking terrified and like he 

was about to wet the blouse he‟d borrowed from Cindy and tied around his waist in the shape of 

what looked like a diaper. 



The two females stared at Zerrex as the Drakkaren looked over them stupidly, and then 

both grinned embarrassedly, Cindy gently putting aside the bunk she‟d picked up and Marina 

laying Blackheart back on Zerrex‟s bed… and then the reptile asked in a strangled voice: “What 

the hell are you two doing?” 

“She was being… invasive.” Marina said dumbly after a moment, then she laughed a bit, 

paling slightly at Zerrex‟s look. “Daddy, please…” 

“What the hell?” Zerrex almost groaned, grabbing his head with a wince, and this led into 

a two-hour lecture before Zerrex sent them both to bed, the only thing he could do in this 

situation. After that, the reptile asked Cherry in a mumble if there was any way to speed up the 

transport, and Cherry made a face and grumbled that they were halfway there, and with any luck 

she and Mahihko would be the only ones acting like children in the future. 

They almost made it the rest of the way without another incident, but fifty-eight hours in, 

all Hell seemed to break loose in the first compartment. With Cherry groaning about how hungry 

and thirsty she was, and Zerrex trying to ignore his own needs – including the fact his stomach 

felt like it had been slapped with a baseball bat – everyone was tired and cranky. It was all very 

understandable… the only thing they were able to do was sleep, after all, between their closed 

quarters and a compartment in the back that smelled like a toilet. 

 Cindy was probably doing the best of them, meditating frequently as she‟d been taught 

more by Requiem than Zerrex, and only snapping occasionally at Cherry or Marina. Cherry, 

paradoxically, was working out and muttering how this was nothing compared to Hell while she 

did pushups from a position standing on her hands. She didn‟t seem exactly upset by everything 

that was going on, much unlike the others and her usual temperament… or perhaps that was the 

old Cherry, and this Cherry had indeed changed from the rarely-serious psychotic who I served 

with… 

Marina stayed quietly in her corner, meanwhile, and Mahihko rocked in his blouse-diaper 

and dirty sailor‟s suit, looking miserable as his stomach gurgled every few minutes… until 

finally, as Zerrex had hoped wouldn‟t happen, he‟d burst into tears the moment the Drakkaren 

had mentioned they might have to fight off military action, immediately whining and sobbing 

about how it was impossible on top of all the hardship they had just gone through. 

To make matters worse, it wasn‟t Marina or even Cherry that started yelling at Mahihko: 

it was Cindy who snapped, shouting at him and shoving him roughly over – and with her 

strength, it sent Mahihko not only falling over, but sent a bunk to the ground and the junk that 

had been piled on it crashing in a mess to the ground as well. 

Cherry started shouting at Cindy to leave him the hell alone, and Cindy turned her pent-

up aggression on Cherry, before Mahihko howled and tackled both of them as his body began to 

increase in size, snarling as the hidden, dark part of him – not the Lone part, but where the Lone 

part festered like a sickness, there‟s something else as evil as I can be in there, too, Zerrex 

thought distractedly as he stared at them – but before the Drakkaren could intervene, Marina 

started to rock violently back and forth, her eyes bulging as she moaned weakly, mumbling the 

thoughts of the others aloud as her overstressed mind was flooded with their voices. 

“Shut up!” Zerrex shouted finally, joining in the fray despite every effort not to and 

grabbing Mahihko by the ruff… and the wolf snarled, turning on him and leaping on top of him, 

his body massive by now and covered in musculature that dominated the reptile‟s own strong 

physique easily. Zerrex snarled as he was pinned, Mahihko‟s eyes burning above him 

challengingly, and then the reptile shoved both hands into the wolf‟s chest and rolled, shoving 

him flat into the ground. 



He rose a fist, half-wanting to punch the wolf as the lupine reached up, small claws 

sinking into his shoulders as he seized the reptile in an iron grip, and then the Drakkaren looked 

over to the side at Marina, who was rocking harder and faster as Cindy punched Cherry hard in 

the face before the demoness slammed a fist into Cherry‟s stomach… and he held out a hand, 

grunting and concentrating as Mahihko snapped at him like a feral beast, foam flying from his 

jaws as he tried to drag the lizard down… 

A shield of blue energy flickered to life around Marina, and she suddenly relaxed, 

looking stupefied as she stared through the semitransparent blue sphere… and the others halted 

their fighting as well as Zerrex panted, Mahihko still squirming and growling under him before 

Zerrex punched him in the nose with his other hand, and the twenty-some foot wolf yelped and 

then stared in horror at the reptile before shrinking immediately down beneath him, hugging his 

naked body for a moment before he quickly reassembled his dirty diaper from the blouse that had 

fallen off, trembling violently and looking terrified as he crawled away under a bunk, mumbling 

apologies between hitching breaths and half-sobs. 

Zerrex slowly stood, lowering his hands to his side and feeling himself almost linked to 

that sphere surrounding Marina‟s body… and then he glanced over to her as she smiled faintly 

and said something, but the energy shield blocked out whatever she said. The Drakkaren made a 

face and shook his head, and Marina mouthed „I‟m okay‟ after a moment, then offered a weak 

smile and tapped her own temple quietly. 

The Drakkaren hesitated, but then he permitted the shield to drop a moment later, rubbing 

slowly at one arm as Cherry grasped his shoulder gently. He glanced at her, and blushed a bit at 

her concerned look, murmuring: “I‟m fine, Cherry… it‟s okay.”  

He tried to wave her off, but she stood even as Marina shakily walked over to her father 

and hugged him tightly, and wrapped one arm tightly around her waist, holding her against his 

powerful body as he closed his eyes and they dropped their heads together silently, only standing 

for a few moments. Marina‟s telepathy washed through him, searching his mind and his 

feelings… and then she murmured gently: “I‟m going to take a breather in the cockpit, Daddy… 

I just… need some rest.” 

She turned away, trembling a bit as she strode through the compartment doors, and then 

the male Drakkaren looked around with a sigh, glancing over at Cherry and saying tiredly: “So I 

guess the real challenge isn‟t going to be killing whatever gets in our way but containing 

ourselves, huh?” 

“Hey, at least we‟re at the port.” Cherry shrugged and managed a smile, then coughed 

and looked serious instead at the flat look she received from Zerrex. “Well… you know. Good 

stuff and all that.” 

It took roughly fifty minutes more of travel before the train began to slow, and soon after 

they arrived at the station, humming to a halt and locking into place as they finally exited the 

long cement tube to pull into an underground station made of sterile steel and cement, and 

Cherry glanced over the group, making a face. “I don‟t like this idea, Zerrex.” 

“Neither do I.” The reptile grumbled, glancing over the others with a sigh and then at the 

weaponry they had discarded. Zerrex had given his twin .52s over to Cherry, who was also 

carrying her whip but had discarded the spare gun she usually carried in her boot… and Zerrex 

only had one of the many revolvers they‟d originally started with on him as well as his massive 

sword. Cindy had the bolt-action rifle Cherry usually carried on her back… and Mahihko had a 

.45 and the strange Hollow Stone. Lastly, Marina had the sawed-off shotgun in one hand and 

some extra clips of ammo on top of the spares the others carried, but that was all. And to think, 



originally we had ourselves loaded down with enough equipment to cover anything we might 

come up against… and now we‟ve whittled it down to this. I hope we can get our equipment back 

from the lost and found or something. 

When they opened the cargo doors leading out of the compartment, however, they found 

the platform empty… but the moment Zerrex stepped into it, a spotlight snapped down in front 

of him and a holographic figure appeared… and after a moment, Zerrex recognized him as the 

jackal in the white suit he‟d seen walking with Sirius. “To the interlopers who have caused me 

some trouble now… 

“I realize you are on the run from the Irenic Military, as you led a contingent of them into 

one of my private warehouses before stealing one of the experimental magnetic-propulsion 

trains. This is what you could call a peace offering… I‟ve withdrawn my own security teams to 

avoid any unnecessary conflict at your approximate time of arrival, as I realize you may be quite 

tired and sick, as my cargo trains are not outfitted for… transporting most living beings. I would 

also like to note that I have not informed the Irenic Military of the location of this station, 

although I have no doubt they‟re tracing the tracks – but it will be an arduous process for them 

with the superior speed of my MPTs compared to how slow their own vehicles and drones are. 

“I do not want trouble: if you leave my facility undamaged, I will not turn over the 

information I have on you to the Irenic Military. It‟s that simple.” The jackal paused, brushing at 

the lapels of his suit before he straightened and gave a sour expression towards what the 

Drakkaren assumed was a camera. “I sincerely hope we do not cross paths again in the future.” 

The hologram flickered out of existence, and a moment later the spotlight vanished 

before something hummed to life in the facility, and a cargo lift engaged, the large metal 

platform rolling down from the ceiling on the far side of the facility as a siren blared from above, 

red light flashing over the large, open area. Zerrex and Cherry exchanged looks of disgust with 

each other at the „trade,‟ but the female shrugged a moment later, and the demon started towards 

the lift, muttering angrily: “We got no choice. Let‟s go people… I‟ll take point to watch out for 

traps or ambushes in case that ballsless motherfucker was bluffing.” 

“I don‟t like this at all either… besides, I‟m sure the docks themselves will be guarded. 

We‟ll have to hole up somewhere and get some food and rest… and clothes.” The Drakkaren 

added, glancing over at Mahihko, who flushed. “Stay back by Marina, wolf. We can‟t lose that 

stone.” 

The facility itself seemed like some sort of assembly factory, mechanical arms attaching 

robotic pieces to other parts on long conveyor belts and more Dragokkaren slaves walking 

mindlessly around: Zerrex honestly hoped that none of them were from the charity program he‟d 

helped out a bit in Hez‟Ranna, to try and find homes and work for all the once-mighty 

Dragokkaren and others who had been implanted with the mental chip. It could be removed, 

sure… but that reduced the poor soul from a mindless drone to an empty, stupid lump… and 

even after years of rehabilitation, their minds never returned, and they all eventually withered up 

and died from what seemed like a simple loss of the will to live. It was sad and cruel to keep the 

chip inside the slaves… but it was a better life than the other option, as they could at least help 

out society and understand the basest of emotions and commands. 

The Drakkaren blinked his eyes tiredly, rubbing at his muzzle slowly. His mind was 

beginning to float when he should be concentrating… it meant he‟d have to focus himself harder 

to make sure he didn‟t slip up, as they walked down another hallway, shield doors automatically 

sliding open as they approached, but immediately shutting and locking the moment the group 

was through. Zerrex felt almost as if they were being led into a trap, as they stepped into a large-



size cargo room, this one filled with crates and enormous shelving units, but then a large shutter 

in the wall finally opened partway, and Cherry ran ahead to duck under this before calling over 

her shoulder: “Come on, this one leads outside!” 

It was enough to get even Mahihko – who had been dragging his heels, Marina glaring at 

him every now and then to try and get him moving faster – half-running towards the shutter, and 

Zerrex made a face as he found himself standing on a foggy cement platform, a dirt road leading 

away up a slope to the north, curving around towards what looked like a highway… and a small 

set of stone steps lead down to a path along the rocky beach, the faint sound of the sea reaching 

the reptile‟s ears as he glanced towards it with a face. But another glance up, and he noted the 

shape of some sort of homes in the far distance down the beach… and he figured that was as 

good a place as any to start. 

The group made their way down to a beach, scaring some early-morning jogger into 

running up the grassy hill towards the highway, before they began to pass small cottages – most 

of them looked occupied, however, and the reptile could see small driveways here and there 

leading up through brush and the occasional tree to what he guessed was a dirt road. But ten 

minutes past the first cottage was a much-larger building made of fake logs, and a listing sign 

nailed to the top balcony proclaimed it: “Port Hope‟s Finest Inn and Tavern” 

Cherry licked her lips, almost slavering… but the Drakkaren poked her nose firmly with 

one finger, glancing over her and muttering: “At this point, I don‟t care what you‟re drinking… 

but first change your form.” 

“Is that a store?” Cindy asked curiously, and Zerrex glanced to the side, frowning through 

the fog at the faint light that shone out the window of a squatter building next to the Inn: the fog 

here had gotten much thicker, though, and it was hard to tell from this distance. Cindy, however, 

had already made her way towards it… and she waved a hand at the others, saying cheerfully: 

“Go get a room, you guys, and I‟ll buy us some food and be right up! Marina, you want to come 

with me?” 

“Sure.” Marina glanced at her father, and Zerrex nodded and smiled, which was enough 

to make his youngest daughter beam happily in return and almost prance off to join Cindy. 

Cherry, meanwhile, had gone from her demonic body back to her usual female form, and she ran 

into the Inn before Zerrex could stop her. 

The Drakkaren followed her in as Cherry glanced around, her grin faltering as she saw 

not booze-guzzling and gambling, but tired, elderly people and sailors who didn‟t fit the 

stereotype of handsome navy males, and she half-backed into Zerrex as he stepped inside, 

muttering as her eyes shot back and forth: “This is an evil place. We should leave quickly.” 

“Shut up.” Zerrex shoved her forwards, making a face at her and half-dragging his bad 

leg behind him – it had gotten particularly worse over the short trip from the train, since Cherry 

had come up with the ingenious idea of welding his cane to the back of the train to use it as a 

„safety bar‟ without telling him until just before they‟d landed, explaining the strange familiarity 

he‟d felt about the random appearance of a scarred hunk of metal going across the door. “This 

place seems fine to me.” 

“Can I… help you, sir?” asked an older rodent uncertainly, and Zerrex smiled a bit down 

at him, as he dried his hands with a rag and peered up at him from beneath a large set of 

spectacles. The rat also wore blue suspenders and a dress shirt… and Cherry was staring at him 

distrustfully as Mahihko tried to hide himself between the two, blushing a deep red at the looks 

he was getting. 



“Yes, I need three rooms, if they‟re available, please… and is that tea I smell?” Zerrex 

tilted his head, and the rat calmed a considerable amount as he smiled up at the reptile. “I‟d kill 

for a cup right now.” 

Some of the other patrons in the store shifted awkwardly at the reptile‟s choice of words, 

noting the gigantic sword on his back, but the old rat merely chuckled and nodded, walking 

slowly back behind his counter and tapping at an old-fashioned cash register. “Oh, sure is. We 

got quite a variety, too… nice thing about living by the port is all the neat things we get in. But 

three rooms, eh? We don‟t get a lot of customers these days, so I‟ll be glad to give „em to you. 

You got some other people coming in?” 

“Yes, my other two daughters.” Zerrex nodded with a quiet laugh, as Cherry prowled 

away from him towards a pool table she noticed, flexing her muscles and beginning to harass the 

tired-looking sailors in the middle of a game. “They‟re quite a handful.” 

The rat smiled ruefully, nodding as he turned around and pulled three keycards from the 

set of cubbyholes behind him, putting them down on the counter. “Daughters always are. Rooms 

312, 313, and 314… and if you‟d like to sit yourself down at one of the tables, I‟ll have one of 

our waitresses bring you out a menu so you can get yourself something to eat. I‟ll charge you for 

the rooms on the way out, but it‟s forty dollars a night per room.” 

“Thank you very much.” Zerrex smiled as he took the passes, then he turned around to 

Mahihko, handing one of the passes to him and bending a bit to look into his eyes, saying softly: 

“Can you find the room by yourself, or do you want me to send Cherry with you?” 

“I can do it.” Mahihko nodded rapidly, biting his lip as he looked over his shoulder, then 

he ran quickly around the Drakkaren and past the counter where the rat was working, through a 

large archway. Zerrex leaned to the side, making a face as Mahihko shot towards a set of stairs in 

the distance, before he shrugged a bit and turned back towards the long layout of tables, limping 

past Cherry and grabbing her as he walked past, before she could start a fight at the pool table. 

She grumbled under her breath as they sat down in the plain wooden chairs, and Cherry 

immediately began to beat her hands against the table, wrinkling the white tablecloth and 

knocking over the salt shaker before she stopped as Zerrex gave her a dark look. She coughed, 

then grinned as a vixen strode out from a swinging door with a yawn, then she did a double-take 

at Zerrex and Cherry before looking awkward as the male passively sat and the female leered 

aggressively. “G-Good morning… um… I‟ll… be back in a few minutes, here‟s a menu-”  

She halted, realizing she was only holding one, but Cherry just waved a hand, winking as 

her eyes roved over the plain brown dress and conservative white blouse she was wearing. 

“Don‟t worry about it babe, I‟ve already seen something delicious that I‟d love to eat.” A wide 

grin, then a grunt and a wince as Zerrex kicked her under the table. “I mean, I don‟t need a 

menu.” 

“Thank you.” Zerrex added, as the vixen flushed deeply and retreated hastily to the 

kitchen, then he glowered at Cherry before opening his menu and muttering: “Sometimes I 

wonder what you live off of.” 

“Dude, we‟ve all basically slept for three days after a series of violent confrontations. 

Right now, much as I hate to say it, I‟m looking forwards to a good shit-” A glare from Zerrex, 

and Cherry broke off that line of thought, rubbing at her face as several people quickly climbed 

to their feet and left the small restaurant. “So uh, what are you going to have?”  

“Just a pot of green tea. I‟m sure Cindy will want to make us something to eat.” The 

Drakkaren said absently, putting down the menu and then digging in his pocket to pull out his 



wallet, before he made a face as he found only a single twenty and his credit card. “Do you have 

any money on you?” 

Cherry gave him a look of dry amusement at this. “Yeah, just lemme go grab my wallet 

from where I left it. In Hell. Boss, I don‟t even have the keys to the house.” 

Oh, there‟s a wonderful thought. Some random demon now has Cherry‟s keys. “You 

drive me crazy, you know that?” A pause as the vixen came back out of the kitchen, looking 

wary, and he added in a grumble: “And please don‟t get us thrown out.” 

Before the female could respond, the vixen arrived at the table, asking with a worried 

glance over at Cherry: “Um… have you decided on what you‟d like?” 

“I‟d like a coffee and he‟ll have the green tea.” A pause and a simpering smile over to 

Zerrex. “And to eat, we‟d like the…” Another pause, and then she stared at the back of the menu 

and then grinned stupidly. “Pancake buffet, please. That‟d be just awesome. With bacon!” 

Zerrex stared down in horror at the back of the menu… and indeed, that was the daily 

special for today. The vixen nodded, scribbling this down with a wince before she started to walk 

away… then yelping when Cherry reached out and slapped her buttock firmly, several of the 

other patrons staring in horror as Zerrex simply dropped his head into the table.  

Cindy and Marina found Zerrex slowly drinking a cup of tea as Cherry gobbled pancake 

after pancake down between slurping at her coffee and stuffing bacon into her mouth. She had 

driven away most of the elderly people who had come here to enjoy their breakfast, but the 

sailors were now placing bets on how many more pancakes it would before she vomited or 

choked to death. Cindy looked disgusted, but Marina simply sighed and took a pass from her 

father before heading for the back stairwell on the other side of the dining room, barely visible 

from where Zerrex sat due to the dividing wall. Cindy, meanwhile, kicked Cherry and muttered 

something before adding: “I‟ll be right back down, Daddy. I just want to give Mahihko some 

clothes I picked up for him. I got some for us as well, just so you know… they didn‟t have much 

of a selection, but I hope it‟s okay.” 

“You‟re a darling, Cindy.” Zerrex said softly, reaching up to touch her cheek gently, and 

she smiled warmly to him before heading for the stairs, and then the Drakkaren glanced across at 

Cherry and added mildly: “And you‟re disgusting. I also want to point out that you‟ve well-

exceeded the ten-pancake limit.” 

“So what? Fuck, these are delicious!” Cherry exclaimed, then she burped loudly and 

laughed, patting her stomach and grinning stupidly as the waitress walked a careful circle around 

Cherry to stand by Zerrex, staring as the female motioned at her. “Come over here, sit on my lap 

and have a few of these! But first you better bring out another plate… and more coffee!” 

“Just ignore her. She likes to act out every now and then.” Zerrex sighed a bit, rubbing at 

his forehead slowly before smiling up at the vixen, adding quietly: “But I‟d love another cup of 

tea… and my daughter will be down in a moment, so if you could get one for her too, that‟d be 

wonderful.” A glare over at Cherry. “And if you promise to behave, you can have one more 

coffee. But wipe yourself up, you‟re worse than Mahihko used to be.” 

“At least I‟m not drunk.” Cherry said defensively, but she grabbed the handful of napkins 

beside her and quickly wiped her muzzle and hands clean, before tilting her head and asking in a 

too-sweet voice: “May I have my coffee now, father?” 

“The only reason I treat you like a child is because you act like one.” Zerrex retorted, but 

he made a face and nodded. “But yeah. One coffee too, thank you.” 

The vixen nodded, jotting it down and offering a smile to Zerrex before walking back to 

the kitchens, giving Cherry a wide berth. The demoness looked over her shoulder for a few 



moments, then turned around the moment the door closed and leaned over her messy plate 

towards the reptile, grinning slightly and muttering: “Dude, she‟s so hot for you. You should 

fuck her brains out.” 

“Cherry, she smiled at me.” the Drakkaren said dryly. Gods how I hate to be the rational 

one here. “And not every relationship has to jump straight to sex.” 

The two looked at each other, then both laughed and Zerrex snorted, rubbing at his 

muzzle slowly. “Okay, I couldn‟t say that with a straight face. But it‟s true! Not every 

relationship has to be based around sex.”  

“Name one meaningful relationship you‟ve had that didn‟t quickly jump to hot dickings.” 

Cherry challenged, pointing a finger at him and leaning across the table. “And you can‟t say 

Tinman, „cause he didn‟t fuck nobody, and you can‟t say Marina when she was a kid, because 

she was… well, a kid.” A long pause as Zerrex frowned and thought to himself, and then she 

slapped the table and grinned widely. “See?” 

“Huck and Albatross,” Zerrex said triumphantly after a moment more, and Cherry 

glowered at him before he added: “And, of course, Requiem. My uncle and I never did anything 

sexual in the slightest.” 

Cherry muttered something under her breath, then she crossed her arms and huffed at him 

as the waitress came out, watching as she put down the coffee and two teas before pointing at 

Zerrex and saying loudly: “He wants to fuck you until your eyes pop out of your head and-” 

“Ignore her.” interrupted another voice, and Cherry stuck out her tongue at Cindy as she 

strode around the divider from the stairs, smiling tiredly as Zerrex nudged a chair out from under 

the table for her. “Thanks, Zer. And thank you for the tea, miss.” 

The waitress nodded, glancing over at Zerrex with a blush again, and she headed quickly 

back for the kitchens as Cherry leaned back in her chair, a gleam in her eyes. “She so wants you 

to bone her until you pop her cervix all the way up into her larynx.” A pause as Cindy stared at 

her, and Cherry looked at her sourly. “What? I know what both those things are. Don‟t make me 

punch you in the ovaries.” 

“I don‟t know why I ever missed you.” Cindy muttered, then she took a sip of her tea and 

glanced over at her father, adding softly: “So we‟re all feeling pretty tired and bummed upstairs. 

My body‟s just exhausted, personally, and I know the first thing Marina did was eat a bunch of 

microwavable crap and then a shower. I checked in on Mahihko, too, and he‟s busy washing all 

the crap out of his fur…” She made a face. “Actually, I‟d like to rephrase that.” 

“Too late, it‟s already been said.” Cherry rubbed her hands together, looking from Cindy 

to Zerrex with amusement. “Want to play rock paper scissors to see who has to use that bathtub 

next?” 

Zerrex made a face at this, then glanced over to his much-gentler daughter, nodding for 

her to continue. She did so after giving Cherry a look that plainly said „shut up,‟ speaking 

quietly: “If Ire really wants to get us, then they‟ll shut down our bank accounts soon and start 

tracing our credit cards… and we don‟t have a lot of money left in the offshore account we set up 

in Hez‟Ranna. Besides which, I‟m pretty sure once their scouts start getting this far south, they‟ll 

start checking who‟s been using offshore or international credit accounts and then we‟ll really be 

in trouble when the juggernauts blockade off the port entirely…” 

“Well, time for me to go to work, then.” Cherry stretched and yawned, then wandered 

over to the pool table, saying loudly: “Hey, pussies, how about all of you on me? No, not like 

that, get that fool grin off your face, perv… although if that‟s what you wanna play for, fine by 

me, but I want some hard cash on the table in return, got it?” 



Cindy looked horrified as Zerrex dropped his head in one hand, then the female 

spluttered: “Is she doing what I think she‟s doing?” 

“Yes. She‟s going to heckle them until they put all their money on the table, then 

promptly take it from them.” A pause, and a dry look as he leaned over to Cindy, adding in a 

mutter: “On the other hand, we‟ll be lucky if she actually does kick their asses at pool. She used 

to just steal the cash when they put it on the table and run like hell, since she always said it 

wasn‟t worth the effort of playing through the game.” 

“Should we go upstairs and let her pay the tab then?” Cindy asked mildly, when the 

waitress came back out, and Zerrex nodded, making a bit of a face. He paused for a moment as 

the female started for the stairs, however, then reached for his wallet and smiled slightly, taking 

the vixen‟s small hand gently into one of his own much-larger ones before he pushed the twenty 

gently down into her palm. 

“For the trouble.” He said softly, then shook his head at the look on her face, glancing 

over at Cherry with dry amusement. “Believe me, you‟ve earned it, dealing with her. She‟ll 

cover the rest, but try and stay an arm‟s length away from her.” 

“Thank you, sir.” The vixen blushed up at him as he stepped away, then she curtsied and 

stuffed the money in her pocket, turning quickly away. Zerrex watched her go with a smile, then 

he turned to follow Cindy towards the stairs and grunted when she slid under his arm, ignoring 

his protests as she helped him up the two flights to the third floor. 

The reptile glowered, then mumbled something under his breath as Cindy continued to 

walk with him, grabbing the keycard out of his hand as they strolled down the hallway 

together… but Zerrex did have to admit, it was a beautiful place. Hardwood flooring creaked 

under their feet as they passed small, pretty lamps mounted on the wood-paneled walls, and 

everything seemed like it was from another age… and when Cindy opened the door to room 314, 

he found it to be equally-beautiful inside. “It‟s almost a small apartment.” 

Cindy nodded, smiling a bit at this as his gaze drew over the two large beds, the small 

television sitting on an old dresser, the open bathroom door and the little table and refrigerator 

unit next to the glass doors leading out onto a small balcony that faced over the ocean. The mist 

was beginning to clear and the sun to rise outside, and Zerrex shook his head slowly at this 

before he reached up and carefully pulled off his sword and the magnetic lock secured against 

the blade, putting it down at the foot of the bed before kicking off his boots and tossing his 

revolver onto the table.  

Next went the belt with the two small sidepacks that held the rest of his ammo… and 

finally his shirt, and the Drakkaren grunted as he fell back peacefully onto the bed, his eyes 

closed before he felt Cindy‟s hands on the fly of his pants. He opened an eye to look down at her, 

then said mildly: “You know, usually it‟s Cherry who‟s so anxious to get into my-” 

“Shut up, I want to look at your knee.” Cindy grumbled, but she smiled nonetheless, 

tossing his pants aside before making a face, and Zerrex sat up a bit, feeling a sliver of concern. 

“Stay flat, move your legs up onto the bed more.” 

The Drakkaren grumbled something, sitting up on the bed but bringing both his legs up… 

and then Cindy reached up and pushed him flat on his back, the Drakkaren grunting before 

wincing as she probed along his knee gently. “That stings! The hell are you doing?” 

“Oh, stop it, you big baby.” Cindy grumbled, before she began pushing slowly along the 

side of his knee, adding quietly: “Don‟t go whining too much now, Daddy, or it‟ll ruin the big 

strong silent type routine you always pull later. There‟s a lot of swelling here… you might have a 



minor clot in there or an infection… or maybe something just broke off from the synthetic, it‟s so 

damned hard to tell with how much reconstruction work has been done on your knee…” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, glancing down and putting his hands behind his head as he made a 

face. “Well, wonderful… that‟s going to complicate things a bit, then.” A pause, and then he 

added dryly: “I don‟t suppose you want to cut me open, do you?” 

Cindy shook her head slowly, then said softly: “I dunno. I probably could but… this isn‟t 

my field of expertise. I‟m a lot better when it comes to viral biology than performing surgery… 

and we don‟t have any painkillers that would work on you, any of the right equipment, or even a 

sterile environment. Besides, we‟re all weak, tired, and smelly… I want to take a look at it 

tonight, after we‟ve all got food in our stomachs and everyone‟s feeling better, but… for now, 

keep your weight off it as you can.” Cindy paused, then she gently smiled, nudging him quietly. 

“Now stay right here. I‟m going to go and get you something to eat, and we can have a nice little 

meal together.” 

“Alright.” Zerrex said morbidly, but Cindy ignored his tone as she left, tossing him a 

glance over her shoulder before she closed the door, and he patted a light beat against his chest 

before making a face at his leg, muttering to his limb uselessly: “You‟re stupid.” Another long 

pause, and then he glanced around for a sharp object he could use to stab it with before sighing 

and simply falling back onto the pillows. 

He glanced back and forth a bit, then mumbled to himself discontentedly and got up, 

hobbling over to the television and flicking it on, before sitting down at the end of the bed – 

almost tripping over his own sword – and staring stupidly at the headline: „This Just In: 

Confirmed Hez‟Ranna-Born Terrorists Lose In Ire.‟ 

“„Loose‟ is spelled with two o‟s, you douchebags, and none of us were born in 

Hez‟Ranna. Technically.” Zerrex muttered under his breath, then he made a face at the sight of 

old pictures of him and Cherry being broadcasted nation-wide, along with a slew of nicknames 

he‟d never used or even heard before. “„The white avenger?‟ Gods, I hate these news companies. 

At least it‟s still all targeting me and Cherry… either they don‟t want to acknowledge the 

existence of the others or they just don‟t care…” Despite Marina‟s shows of power everywhere 

we‟ve gone? That doesn‟t make a lot of sense to me… unless they want me and Cherry for some 

reason other than being „born from hell‟ or whatever their reasoning was. I better ask one of the 

girls to go and tell Cherry about this. 

He shook his head slowly, then glanced up as the door opened and Cindy slipped back in, 

carrying a brown paper bag and frowning a bit at the look on his face. “What is it, Daddy? 

Something bad happen?” 

“They‟re putting up old pictures of me and Cherry on the inter… television.” The 

Drakkaren made a face at the misstep, as Cindy gave an awkward cough. “Television. Although 

I‟m sure we‟re being smeared all over the „net as well, with most of it now under governmental 

control. But pictures from when we were in the military, and… stuff.” 

“Daddy, you‟re stressing yourself out too much. Here.” She dug in the paper bag, then 

tossed him a bottle of cola, before a small bag of chips hit him in the face, the female smiling 

slightly as Zerrex wrinkled his muzzle afterwards, then she stepped over to him and held out a 

miniature box of pizza, the Drakkaren blinking and taking it to stare at the plate-sized pepperoni 

pizza inside. “Don‟t make a pig out of yourself like Cherry, though. I‟ll be right back, I made a 

salad, too, that I‟m just finishing up.” 

When Cindy returned with the large bowl of salad and a bottle of dressing under one arm, 

Zerrex had covered a fair portion of the bread in crumbs, eating the last half of a pizza before he 



coughed and shrugged a bit with a dumb grin at Cindy‟s glare. She brushed some of the crumbs 

off one side of the bed as she looked at him sourly, then sat down and sighed a bit, applying the 

dressing herself and mixing it into the lettuce and other vegetables as Zerrex sat up. “You‟re as 

much a child as anyone here, Daddy, you know that? Leave you alone and you make a mess all 

over everything…” A pause, then, before Zerrex could turn that into a sex joke, she added dryly: 

“And I went downstairs and told Cherry about the newscast, too.”  

“Thanks, Cindy… you‟re a sweetheart.” Zerrex responded with an honest smile, and 

Cindy gave him a look for a moment before relenting to a smile herself, and he nodded to the 

salad. “We sharing that bowl?” 

“Just like old times.” Cindy responded softly, and Zerrex laughed quietly at this, 

remembering the days when she‟d been young – and he‟d felt young himself back then, had he 

not? – and they had stayed up all night watching movies together, eating things that Cindy would 

whip up from the same plate or bowl… and for a little while they revisted that past, Zerrex 

refusing to eat the other half of the pizza with how much he‟d already stuffed in his mouth and 

then finally negotiating that he‟d eat one slice and she‟d have the other three. Of course, then 

they ended up scrabbling over the chips, which she won from him… but he flatly refused to 

share his precious caffeinated beverage with her, and then, when she left to get one for herself, 

he immediately liberated the chips from the other side of the bed before sitting up with a 

triumphant laugh. 

The bed tilted under his weight, and Zerrex blinked before falling over and hitting the 

floor with a loud thud, his legs high in the air and potato chips spilling all over his face and 

chest; a moment later, the door opened, and the Drakkaren blushed deeply as Cindy glared at him 

and crossed her arms, her own bottle of Frost hanging from one hand as she muttered: “You ass.” 

Eventually, the rest of the family joined him in the room, after everyone had eaten their 

fill from wherever and revitalized themselves. Cherry surprised them all by not smelling like the 

men‟s washroom when she barged into the room and yet still waving a sizable wad of money, 

and then she proclaimed to the staring group: “And not only did I hustle about twenty sailors out 

of a good thousand and some dollars, I also met our ship captain and arranged our safe 

transport… everyone, say hello to Peg Leg Steve!” 

“If you call me that one more time, I‟m not taking you or your friends anywhere.” A 

sullen voice said, and a moment later a short, aged canine stepped into the room, his long blue 

duster sweeping against the floor before he turned to face the group with a grimace, his eyes 

tracing over them – Zerrex sitting near the back of the bed, with Cindy on one side and Marina 

on the other in a two-piece swimsuit that was fashionably too-small, and Mahihko in his new 

flowery blouse and skirt-shorts hybrid. A pause, and the old male looked over at Cherry, before 

his eyes returned to Zerrex and he asked mildly: “I like to know what my cargo is, even if I‟m 

smuggling it. I can better protect it from searchin‟ eyes that way… and although a friend from 

the navy told me this was a military unit, it looks more like a prostitution ring.” 

With that, the old male strode across the room slowly, half-dragging a leg behind him, 

and Zerrex noted the stiff knee… and also the arm on the same side that was stuck at a strange 

angle behind his back. And combine that with the scars on the right side of his face… “We‟re not 

exactly military, but the idea‟s about the same.” Zerrex said softly, and the old wolf glanced over 

at him, his large, dirty hat shifting a bit on his head. “My girls and I are likely the best chance 

there is to save Lunis.” 

“Lunis be damned.” The old wolf responded meditatively, then he turned slowly around, 

and the arm that Zerrex guessed was mostly prosthetic moved creakily up to grab his hat, the 



hand covered in a thick brown glove and hiding the nature of whatever was wrong with the 

lupine‟s limb. “I don‟t give a rat‟s ass what‟s going on here. I don‟t care about much anymore, 

and I certainly have no love for Ire and the way the Republic has taken to running it. But I do 

love me crew as me own family, and after what the Irenic Military did to me, any chance to 

cause some havoc will be one I‟m glad to take. Besides, the big brute there looks like she‟d do 

well in a fight, and she tricked most of my crew out of money, which I‟ll be takin‟ back as a fee 

for providing safe transport to one of the war vessels out there.” 

Cherry glowered at this, then she ran a finger through the large collection of bills, before 

stuffing them between her breasts and standing tall, saying victoriously with her hands on her 

hips: “Now you can‟t reach them, „cause you‟re like, four feet tall. And I could beat the crap out 

of you with my boobs alone.” 

“Cherry, stop antagonizing him… he‟s not going to help us if you keep being a bitch.” 

Zerrex said mildly, then he glanced over to Marina, who murmured a single word inside his mind 

with her strange abilities. Bargain. “My name is Zerrex, and this is my family… Marina, Cindy, 

Mahihko, and the bitch is Cherry.” 

“Very nice.” The old wolf said drolly, then he gave them a look before taking his hat off 

and bowing his head forwards a bit, his skull beneath covered by a worn, plain black bandana. 

“My name is Captain Armstrong Louvre, of the fishing and supply vessel Celeste-Delacour. 

She‟s the finest ship you‟ll find in these parts, remodeled from a classic sailing freighter and 

outfitted with technology old and new, and crewed by a hearty group of sea-slag. Right now, we 

do biweekly runs to the warships… our next journey is tomorrow, early in the morning, and it 

takes a good five hours of sailing to reach the blockade Ire has set up. We provide them with 

supplies, most of which we spit and shit in to show our appreciation for their stranglehold on the 

port.” 

Zerrex smiled a bit at this, then he nodded before the timberwolf added dryly: “But I do 

still charge for my services, pleasant as it is to meet you all. I take cash up front: one thousand 

dollars and I‟ll drop you at the first cruiser in line, furthest from the island. You‟ll have to take it 

from there yourselves, however that may be.” 

“We‟ll pay a thousand now and two hundred tomorrow before we leave… but I want you 

to drop us off at the flagship, by whatever means necessary.” Zerrex said softly, but his gaze was 

steady as the lupine grinned a bit. “But I want to reach the ship in charge of the blockade, the 

main juggernaut.” 

“You crazy son of a bitch, they scan and check over every little piece of cargo that goes 

through there… the chances of you getting through are next to nothing.” The wolf paused for a 

moment, then replaced his hat and shrugged a bit, looking meditatively over the group as he 

slowly rubbed at his bad arm. “But if you front me the money, I‟ll take you to the Ophelia… 

except I think you‟re about the only people in history who want to get on board that bitch. 

“If that‟s everything, though, I‟ll be going now, and taking my thousand…” The wolf 

held out a hand to Cherry, and she grumbled something, counting the money out and then 

slapping it down into his palm, and he smiled crookedly over his shoulder to Zerrex. “You have 

yourself a nice day today. „Cause tomorrow morning at six AM sharp, you‟ll be coming on down 

to cargo bay six on the private docks and wishing you were anywhere but there.” 

With that, the wolf took his leave, limping off through the door… and the moment he was 

gone, Cherry put the rest of her money down and tented her fingers, saying mildly: “Let‟s kill 

Peg Leg Steve and take his boat by mutiny.” 



“That‟s not a mutiny, Cherry, that‟s piracy.” Zerrex responded flatly, rolling his eyes as 

he relaxed back against the bed, Marina closing her eyes and relaxing against his chest. “Besides, 

I hate boats to begin with, so… I just want as smooth a ride as possible. Gods knows I‟m going 

to be miserable once we get to the… did he say the Ophelia?” 

Cindy nodded, rubbing a hand quietly along her father‟s muscular chest. “One of the ten 

juggernauts Ire stole from Hez‟Ranna, and probably one of the largest warships ever built. It was 

originally part of the naval squadron Narrius deployed to blockade Lunis in the first place… so I 

guess there‟s sort of a sick irony here.” She shook her head slowly, sighing and glancing up into 

her father‟s eyes quietly. “The Republic Council is almost trying to take the Patriarch‟s place in 

history… I never used to believe there could be so many evil people in the world.” 

Cherry made a face, sitting down at the end of the bed and turning off the television, 

before turning around to the others and waving her arms a bit. “You guys are watching too much 

of this shitty propaganda-pouring news… come on, cheer the fuck up everyone and let‟s play 

strip poker or something. Even Zerrex said we should take today to rest.” A nod, and then she 

made a face as Mahihko gave her a strange look from where he sat on the floor beside the bed. 

“The fuck‟re you looking at?” 

He blushed deeply, mumbling and shrinking meekly away, then finally whimpered: 

“But… but shouldn‟t we talk about what we‟re going to do? I mean, we have no money and no 

stuff and stuff… and we‟re down to only a little bit of ammo left and somehow we have to get 

the Hollow Stone, undamaged, through the Ophelia to Lunis… and we still don‟t know how 

we‟re even going to get into Lunis, since it‟s unattackable from the sea… right?” 

“Almost…” Zerrex nodded thoughtfully, glancing over to Cindy, and she nodded, 

smiling a bit. “Since they‟ve been sending in diving teams to destroy the pillar holding Lunis to 

the ocean‟s floor, we can assume there‟s a diving platform somewhere around the cliffs, too, 

even though it‟ll likely be stuffed with Irenic Military. If we get onto the diving platform, we 

should be able to find our way from there into the city itself.” 

“This is going to be fucking freaky shit though, Boss.” Cherry added ruefully, rubbing 

the back of her head slowly and making a face as she idly tickled at Cindy‟s foot, causing her to 

twitch and stick her tongue out. “I mean, Lunis is like… one giant-ass city. One giant-ass sci-fi 

city at that, and possibly infested with all sorts of crazy demons by now: it‟s like we‟ll be 

walking into some sorta space battle film halfway through, when the evil aliens are attacking the 

earth and shit. Besides, I don‟t think none of us have ever been to Lunis before…” A pause, then 

a blink as Mahihko shyly rose a hand. “Dude, seriously?” 

“I… I went when I was… you know, Lone… I went with my… my dad.” he mumbled, 

lowering his hand to quietly lace his fingers together in his lap, looking down at the floor. “It was 

a business venture for the company I used to work for, he wanted to buy property out there and 

he wanted to bring me along with him to… to see how a real business person works, in his 

words.  

“I know that I spent a lot of time drinking and partying at the techno clubs and shit, but 

between hangovers and parties, my… dad… dragged me around the city.” He shook his head 

slowly, frowning and glancing up at them. “It really is… nothing but city there, and it‟s scary. 

The buildings are so tall, and some of the skyscrapers and towers go up literal miles, filled with 

offices and technology… and they have these… these greenhouses, too, every hundred blocks or 

so in the city, big, giant greenhouses that you go into, and when you look up, you see a blue sky 

instead of the looming buildings, and there‟s grass and trees and benches, and it‟s just like a 

park… it‟s really pretty.” The wolf added bashfully, but then he looked down at his hands 



quietly, at the pads on his fingers and palms. “But you have to pay to get in for only an hour… 

but even in… in an hour, you feel… you see how fake it is, and it‟s really sad.” 

He paused, shrinking a bit and looking as if he expected to be chastised for rambling, but 

as his eyes travelled over the group, he saw all gazes on him, curious and expectant… and then 

Cherry silently motioned for him to go on with one hand, and he smiled a bit before licking his 

lips and continuing to talk. “I… everyone lives in an apartment building there. Some of them are 

like… like four good-sized houses like our home smushed together to make a wide base, and 

then stacked on top of each other with these silent elevators on the outside of the building… I… I 

remember going home with these…” A deep flush suffused his cheeks before he mumbled: 

“These two girls, and we took the elevator up to their home… and it was like a house inside and 

they… they even said that it was all soundproofed so…” He broke off, siren-red cheeks shining 

through his white fur as Cherry leered and grinned at him, but then he coughed and continued, 

rubbing at his face quickly.  

“The other apartments are tiny, like cells… and the offices are the same way, either a 

bunch of businesses stacked together or one giant corporation in a whole tower… but as high as 

everything goes towards the sky, it also goes real low into the ground too.” He nodded quickly, 

glancing around at them all. “There‟s the sewers, which all flood into some underground 

recycling plant I got to tour, and it was really clean and the water went from all icky to crystal 

clear to be recycled and pumped back up through the pipes after it went through these laser 

shield filter things… the technician was so sure it was clean, that he actually reached down into 

the water and took a drink of it from the good side. It was really neat… gross, but neat. 

“And even though they ship in most of their food, some of it comes from… from 

underground greenhouses… and oh, all the party spots are under the ground, too.” He nodded 

rapidly, then blushed a bit. “I also saw their generators… they have them set up in each district 

of the city, which are like… mini-cities themselves, which I guess would be about the size of real 

cities for us, out here in Ire, I mean… and they were neat, too. Everything‟s really advanced with 

all their stuff, and they had robots and machines of all kinds, and their military had special armor 

and guns and stuff… they were really, really advanced.” He stopped, then rubbed at his mouth 

before blushing a bit. “Can I go get a drink of water please, Zerrex? My mouth is really dry from 

all that talking.” 

“Go ahead, wolf.” The Drakkaren said gently, and the wolf nodded quickly before 

scrambling off towards the bathroom, and the reptile‟s eyes flicked to Cherry. “You know, Lunis 

is almost the same size as the moon‟s surface. We might have a hell of a time getting through the 

city.” 

“Is that why they call it Lunis?” Cherry asked absently, frowning in thought as she 

glanced up, before shaking her head with a sigh. “But yeah, I was just thinking the same shit. 

First things first, though… we gotta get our asses onto the island before we start moaning and 

bitching about how life and this whole frigging Hell deal sucks ass.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, then he sighed and shook his head. “At least we have some 

information on the layout… but as always, it looks like we‟ll have to improvise once we get 

there. Might as well try and enjoy today as we can, then, like I said earlier.” 

Despite his own advice, the Drakkaren was probably the most worried of the group, much 

as he tried to hide it while they sat together and talked or played a game of cards after Cherry 

scrounged some up from Gods-knew-where. In the early afternoon, however, the group broke up, 

Marina firmly pushing Zerrex towards the bathroom and then glowering at shower stall before 



turning him around and then pushing him towards the door, as Cherry decided to go with Cindy 

and Mahihko and wander the small town for a little while to see what they could find out. 

Zerrex grumbled as he found himself at the beach in a pair of too-small swimming shorts: 

Marina had wanted him to put on a speedo, of all things, but he‟d flatly denied this, and so now 

he sat on a towel under a beach umbrella, watching as Marina frolicked in the showers with a 

few youthful, attractive males before shoving one of them over as his hands grew too 

adventurous and touched one of her buttocks. 

She huffed and crossed her arms, glaring at the male as he stood quickly up, flexing his 

masculine body, and then she said something: from the all too familiar stance, Zerrex was 

willing to bet it was her old favorite line. One day she‟s going to threaten somebody who I 

actually can‟t beat up, and then we‟ll really be in trouble. Ugh. Half of me wants to kick the punk 

in the balls and the other half of me wants to make Marina film a porno with them to try in vain 

to teach her a lesson. 

“Daddy!” And now she was waving at him, from where he sat under this stolen beach 

umbrella on the stolen towels in his stolen swimsuit, all things Marina had conned some poor 

beach salesperson out of, and Zerrex sighed before getting up and making a face as she ran up to 

him, grabbing his hand and jerking him down into the shallows, before beaming at the two 

horrified-looking Drakkaren as the reptile looked at them both sourly: he was no good with 

strangers. “This is my Daddy! Now, weren‟t you saying something, Jerry?” 

“Nope. Hey, look at the time, me and my brother Carl should be going.” One of them 

rose his hands, laughing stupidly, and then they both quickly fled as Marina pouted. 

“Well, what the hell did you expect to happen?” Zerrex asked dryly, and he shoved 

Marina lightly before making a face at the water. “Now come on. I‟ve still got a few stitches on 

my left side, and I don‟t want to get any saltwater in-” 

Marina promptly shoved him over, and Zerrex flailed in the shallow water before sitting 

up and making a horrified face as the female giggled, covering her muzzle before grinning down 

at him and splashing him teasingly. Zerrex only continued to stare, then Marina blushed and 

reached out to run a hand through his hair. “Come on, Daddy, don‟t be like that! Let‟s play a bit, 

maybe some other people will come over and join us… or I could get some pretty girls to come 

and fawn all over you here in the water, and you could be the envy of every male here, how 

about that?”  

“Marina…” Zerrex started, but the female was already bounding off through the water 

towards the beach, and Zerrex sighed before rolling his eyes as she spoke to a pair of pretty 

young girls in bikinis on the beach… and he could almost feel the psychic vibrations in the air as 

he made a face and slowly stood up, his body aching dully. This sucks all the fun right out of 

everything… I‟m going to end up getting in a fight with some meathead for screwing around with 

his girlfriend…  

The girls came over, and Marina grinned, winking as they both blushed and giggled at the 

sight of the tall Drakkaren: the smaller of the two, a raccoon, licked her muzzle slowly and her 

cute bunny friend held out a hand, saying in a friendly voice: “Hi! I‟m Felicia, and this is my 

friend Myrtle… we‟re on a bit of an extended vacation here, since all the ports have been shut 

down.”  

“Why don‟t you girls take my father out for a swim, I‟ll be right back…” Marina said 

quickly, and she grinned a bit as Zerrex frowned slightly, feeling her mental fingers paging 

through her mind before speedily withdrawing. Oh crud. Marina, get out of my head.  



Already gone. Marina responded cheerfully in his mind, and she winked at him before 

bouncing off… before Zerrex coughed as the two girls pressed close and slowly began nudging 

him towards deeper waters, and he looked from one to the other before pausing and asking in as 

casual a voice as he could manage: “So uh… what do you two like to do?” 

“Oh, I‟m in a band. I sing.” Myrtle nodded seriously, then she winked and rubbed a hand 

down his chest. “We could always use a big strong guy like you around, though, you know… to 

watch the band. It‟s an all-girl‟s band, too… and I‟m sure they‟d all be interested in an older 

male like yourself, and the work wouldn‟t be hard, since we just play at my high school and the 

events back home.” The raccoon said slyly, and another flag went up in the Drakkaren‟s head. 

“And I play volleyball for the senior‟s team at my high school… I don‟t do much else, 

since my boyfriend Rod is always really protective.” The bunny added, then she gave Zerrex a 

bright smile, the Drakkaren now just up to his waist in water but Myrtle already up to her 

shoulders, and the water lapping at the undersides of Felicia‟s breasts- Bad thought, Zerrex, bad 

thought! “I bet you wouldn‟t be like that, would you?” 

“No, but I‟m really old… and… bad at… stuff.” Zerrex said lamely, but the girls only 

laughed before Zerrex stared in horror as he saw Marina heading towards him with another 

female, the Drakkaren groaning inwardly before he quickly waded past the two girls, saying 

dumbly: “Um, I‟ll be right back.” 

They giggled behind him, and the Drakkaren made a face as he strode towards Marina 

before halting and staring as he saw her leading the vixen waitress from earlier… except she was 

in a one-piece swimsuit now that made her look young – but thank crap that at least she can‟t be 

as young as those girls back there… “Marina! What the hell!” 

“It‟s playtime, Daddy, now fucking play.” Marina grumbled, and behind her, the fox 

blushed deeply at the sight of the Drakkaren, beginning to stutter out something that sounded like 

a hello before Marina added in a brighter voice: “But this is Angela. Angela, this is Zerrex… you 

remember him from earlier, don‟t you? In fact, you were thinking about him while you were 

doing something, isn‟t that right?” 

Angela turned beet-red, and Marina added to Zerrex in a casual voice: “She grew up in 

this town… she likes outsiders, especially big scary strangers like you, Daddy. Cherry was right: 

she wouldn‟t mind you fucking her brains out, but I think she‟s got a too-romantic idea of you in 

her head and doesn‟t seem to realize your full stature, if you get my drift. Angela, take a look 

down at Daddy‟s shorts.” 

Zerrex immediately stepped backwards into deeper waters, but a bit too late as the fox‟s 

eyes settled on his crotch and stared, and then the male made a face before one of the young girls 

behind him yelled teasingly: “Oh Mr. Zerrex! Come and help me, I think my top popped off!” 

followed by a chorus of giggles. 

“I‟m going up to my room to kill myself. Please put your… „toys‟ back where you found 

them.” The Drakkaren said in a disgusted voice, and Marina trembled a bit, swallowing loudly as 

Zerrex strode past her and back towards the shore, feeling both horribly ashamed of himself and 

angry with his youngest child and her way of all-but-sacrificing poor innocent souls to him. But 

worst of all, he hated himself because at the same time he knew he was denying his nature and 

what his deepest lusts and urges called on him to do. 

But it wasn‟t right… and now he felt too old to play terrible games with people‟s lives 

and he felt more like leaving them well enough alone. But Marina was always pushing the 

envelope… and after a while, even being worshipped can turn into something… painful, forceful. 



It‟s scary how she almost dominates me, simply due to the fact that all she wants is for me to 

dominate everyone and everything despite how I think otherwise. 

The reptile returned to his room to take a quick shower – much as he hated to – before 

looking himself over in the mirror and making a face at how long his hair had grown already: 

now it was down a good bit past his shoulders, enough that he could probably tie it back in a 

ponytail. His hair grew far too fast while he slept… but thankfully, only when he slept, thanks to 

the way the genetic virus that had been passed down from his mother worked. Experimental 

hair-growing nanites turned virus that were never removed from her body before I was born… 

and now here I am in all my hairy glory, with hair that grows down to my ankles after a good 

fourteen hours of deep sleep. Thank Gods it‟s rare that I get that much real sleep over even the 

course of a week.  

 He sighed a bit: nonetheless, he‟d have to get Cindy to cut it back down to shoulder 

length. He made a face at himself in the mirror, then checked over his various wounds and scars 

before toweling himself off and finally putting on the clothing Cindy had left for him in the 

room, and flexing a bit against the plain white t-shirt. The jeans fit fine, but the shirt was tight 

enough that most of his musculature bulged and rolled visibly with every movement, leaving him 

afraid that if he moved around too much the shirt would simply burst into pieces. “Well, 

whatever.” 

He rolled his shoulders slowly, then limped his way over to the bed and sat down, before 

glancing up as a knock sounded at the door. The reptile made a face, then said loudly: “It‟s 

unlocked, go ahead and let yourself in.”  

To his surprise, it wasn‟t Marina, but the vixen from earlier, Angela. She was holding a 

tray with a teapot and several scones on it, and she hesitantly approached the bed, glancing down 

and then murmuring: “I… I wanted to bring this up to you…” 

“If Marina sent you here, don‟t feel obligated to stay…” Zerrex said quietly, but she 

shook her head a bit, and the Drakkaren looked over her slowly before nodding a bit and adding 

quietly: “Thank you for the tea.” 

He brushed at the edge of the bed idly, and she set it down before sitting quietly on the 

other side of the tray, hands in her lap, and then she glanced over him and asked softly: “So… so 

Zerrex, do you… have you travelled a lot throughout the world?” 

 

Cherry lagged behind as Cindy and Mahihko walked through what passed as the 

downtown district in Port Hope, making sounds of delight at all the quaint little stores and 

halting here and there at the tourist traps to discuss the ornaments and hold up articles of 

clothing, asking how it would look and then joking back and forth like little girls. Fucking fuck. 

And like… one of them‟s a genius who could write out a genetic blueprint for an adult of any 

species and tell you exactly how many genes you‟d need and what type they‟d be, and the other 

seems to learn anything you throw at him, even if he tends to forget it all within a few months. 

“Hey, shitheads. When are we leaving?” 

“Go suck a steam pipe, Cherry.” Cindy replied irritably, glancing over her shoulder. 

“You‟re the one who wanted to come out here with us.” 

“Yeah, because I thought there‟d be something to do!” Cherry whined, flailing her arms a 

bit and spinning around in a circle as she stepped into the cracked street, motioning back and 

forth. “Look at this! I‟m dancing around in the middle of the street and there‟s no cars honking at 

me. You know why? Because there‟re no fucking cars to do the honking! This place is deserted 

except for the vultures and the townies… the only tourists here anymore are the ones who are 



stuck here due to the military blockade off the coast, since Ire‟s not letting anyone within a 

hundred miles of those ships and ain‟t nobody want to come to a town where you can see the 

warships coming in to refuel every few hours.” 

Cindy sighed and rolled her eyes, then she muttered something to Mahihko as Cherry 

jumped from foot-to-foot, glancing back and forth before throwing her arms up in disgust and 

turning around, deciding to head back to the hotel to try and cheat more people out of their 

money. Then she paused before sidestepping over to the two, muttering: “Marina‟s incoming, 

and she looks pissed off. I also think she may have „borrowed‟ a truck.” 

A moment later, the female pulled up in a rusted blue pickup, glowering out the window 

at them and snapping: “Come on! If Daddy doesn‟t want me bringing him strangers, I‟m going to 

bring you morons to him and see if that does anything to cheer him up.” A pause as she sulked, 

lowering her head and muttering: “I‟m a fucking useless idiot… I need to find a good way to 

surprise him and make him happy while I have the chance.” 

Cherry decided tactfully to not reply to this comment, but Mahihko wasn‟t as wise, 

immediately saying in a consoling voice: “Oh, come on, Marina! I don‟t think you‟re an idiot… 

and you make Zerrex happy all the time, happier than I ever make him.” 

“Maybe that‟s because in the past you were a worthless fatass who tried to kill him and 

always undermined him, and now the only difference is that you aren‟t fat!” Marina growled in 

return, then she glared at Cindy, her eyes burning: “What?” 

“Nothing.” Cindy mumbled after a moment, looking down instead at Mahihko, who was 

trembling violently with his ears laid back, looking like he‟d just been shot in the stomach. 

“Cherry, would you like to ride up front?” 

“Fuck that.” Cherry grumbled, then she easily jackknifed into the back of the pickup, 

before coughing as Marina looked sourly through the rear window at her. “No offense, Bebop, I 

uh… I just don‟t want to say something bad and have my brain explode.” 

“I could still make that happen.” Marina replied irritably, then she turned her eyes on the 

other two. “Hurry up and get in the fucking truck! We don‟t have all day here, I want to be back 

so we can prepare Zerrex that nice lunch we never got around to doing, since all this other 

nonsense happened and the rest of you decided to put that over pleasing Daddy.” 

“Well, pardon us for dealing with the zombie invasion.” Cherry rolled her eyes, then she 

winced as she felt something like grating steel inside her head, grabbing her skull and mumbling: 

“Sorry, sorry, forget I said anything.” 

The ride back was short… but anything but pleasant, Cherry doing her best to keep her 

mouth shut and Cindy holding hands with Mahihko, all of them probably looking more like they 

were destined for some sort of prison camp instead of simply returning to the Inn. Once there, 

Marina dragged them upstairs, grumbling something about taking over the kitchens before her 

head perked up, and her mood changed considerably as she bounced down the rest of the hall to 

her room, saying something about sketching before adding: “Oh, and Cindy, it‟d be wonderful if 

you could make up a plain salad to go with some takeout… Cherry, I‟m sure you can get 

something nice downstairs or somewhere in town.” 

Then the door slammed shut, and the three stood looking nonplussed before Cherry said 

morbidly: “I hate that little bitch sometimes.” 

“But you‟d never say it to her face, right?” Cindy smiled slightly, glancing over at Cherry 

with faint amusement, before nudging her big sister quietly and saying softly: “You know she 

just wants what‟s best for Zerrex. I think you‟re more jealous than anything else.” 



“Yeah, well, shut up.” Cherry mumbled, and then she rubbed at one of her shoulders 

before turning around and grumbling to herself. “Give me an hour or so, I want to make some 

more cash before I go and get the food. You two can keep Zerrex company for a little while or 

something.” 

They nodded, and Cherry made her way back downstairs as the other two approached the 

door, Cindy knocking perfunctorily before opening it and then blinking at the sight of her father 

talking animatedly with the waitress from earlier. He paused as she looked hesitantly in, 

however, and the Drakkaren smiled, motioning for her and Mahihko to enter. “Cindy, Mahihko, 

good to see you two… this is Angela. You remember her, right, our waitress this morning at the 

table… there‟s still a bit of tea left, if either of you wants a cup.” 

“I‟ll have one, sure…” Cindy said after a moment, then she smiled a bit and walked over 

to sit on the bed next to her father, Mahihko sitting next to Angela on the other bed and looking 

at her curiously as the waitress automatically poured Cindy the tea and handed it over before the 

Drakkaren could even sit down. It made her smile amusedly, taking it and nodding her thanks, 

then she nudged her father, saying teasingly: “I was worried for a moment we were walking in 

on something else… Daddy here isn‟t usually so talkative.”  

“He‟s got amazing stories.” Angela responded with a smile, glancing over at Zerrex and 

then blushing a bit as she bowed her head slightly. “You just have to get him talking, that‟s all. 

Then you can sit back and listen.” 

Zerrex smiled warmly as well at this, and then, at a glance from Cindy, he continued to 

speak, and she almost immediately recognized it as one of his stories from his old military days – 

the nastier parts no doubt carefully skimmed over, of course, but it still surprised her that her 

father had already gotten comfortable enough to talk about such things with the girl.  

Angela stayed half an hour more, then left with a blush and a murmured apology, but 

Zerrex waved it off, saying he‟d be glad to get together again sometime when he was back in 

town. He smiled after her as she walked away, and then he allowed Cindy to check over his 

knee, making a face and complaining through the procedure, but at least not fidgeting overly 

much as she poked and probed at his knee.  

It hadn‟t swollen up much more… but the scales had gained a bit of discoloration, and 

she made a face, sighing and muttering: “Shit.” A pause as Zerrex looked down at her with a 

wince, and she shook her head, saying quietly: “I‟m pretty sure there‟s some sort of blockage in 

there… it could be almost anything, but I‟m guessing it‟s something from the reconstructive 

surgery… how much does it hurt?” 

“A bit more than usual…” The Drakkaren admittedly, then he shook his head a bit. “I 

dunno… it feels… heavy? Thick.” 

Cindy nodded, frowning a bit and then sighing, mumbling: “And it doesn‟t help you‟re 

walking around without a cane… Mahihko, can you run over to the General Store and ask them 

where we could find a cane or anything like that?” 

“Sure, Cindy.” Mahihko nodded quickly, then he turned and ran off about his task as 

Cindy turned back to checking over her father‟s leg, now massaging up towards his thigh and 

checking along it before he coughed as she tapped something else, giving her a mild look, and 

she smiled embarrassedly before straightening and sitting on the bed beside him. 

“Give it to me straight, doc… how long do I have?” Zerrex intoned, and then he winced 

when Cindy slapped the end of his muzzle firmly. “You‟re mean.” 

“And you‟re dumb.” Cindy grumbled, before taking one of his hands and squeezing it 

gently, and they sat together for a little while before Mahihko came back with a shake of his 



head, before mumbling something about how the only place in town that carried that sort of thing 

was a medical supplies shop on the other side of the town. 

Marina, however, stuck her head in the door at this point, immediately volunteering to go 

and get the reptile a suitable cane… and before anyone could speak, she vanished, only for 

Cherry to walk in a moment later, frowning a bit. “Dude, what‟s up with her now? She‟s not 

going to go and kill anyone, is she? „Cause she has that scary focused look on her face she 

always gets when it has something to do with you, Boss.” 

Zerrex made a bit of a face, then he shook his head quickly before changing the subject, 

glancing at the paper bag she was holding that already seemed to be leaking grease. “What… the 

hell did you buy?” 

“Uh…” Cherry coughed, rubbing the back of her head before she grinned stupidly, 

walking quickly over to put it on the table and tapping her fingers against it before turning 

around and mumbling: “Um. Well… I got some tacos, some burgers, and I even found a vendor 

selling some oriental food. So… I helped myself to a little bit of everything and uh… oh, right, I 

dipped into the register, too, while the guy‟s back was turned, and made myself a nice amount of 

money on top of things.” 

“I wish you wouldn‟t do that.” Zerrex said mildly, rolling his eyes… but nonetheless, he 

was thankful indeed for the amount of money Cherry had purloined with the concerns for their 

funds beginning to grind down on them. He also had to admit that it was quite a good selection 

she‟d chosen, too… none of it exactly healthy, but that was part of the fun and it admittedly 

made for some great comfort food while they relaxed a bit. 

The real fun, however, came that night, when Cindy approached Zerrex with a grimace, 

several towels, and a few sharp instruments Marina had bought at the medical supply shop: 

Marina sat with her father‟s head cradled in her arms, and he relaxed against her, his eyes closed 

as strange images and a mixture of sorrowful and calm memories rolled through his mind, 

keeping his body low and relaxed and pain-free even as Cindy carefully cut open his knee with a 

scalpel, an improvised cloth mask over her face as Mahihko hid in the bathroom and Cherry 

watched from a short distance away, making a face at the impromptu surgery that was going on. 

“Shit… yeah, there‟s been a lot of damage done here… most of it is to the synthetic, but 

there‟s a blockage that‟s been building up from cloth fabric sliding towards the veins and pus 

from a minor infection… but the problem…” Cindy made a disgusted face as she picked up a 

pair of tweezers, then pulled out a large, blackened chunk of some sick gunk, Cherry making a 

gagging sound at the sight of it. “Is this.” 

“What the bloody living shitting fuck is that?” Cherry asked in a horrified voice, and 

Zerrex half opened one eye, only to stare in equal shock at the thing that had just come out of his 

knee as Cindy put it aside on the towel. He felt a twinge of faint pain, and then Marina covered 

his eyes. 

“Keep yourself calm and focused on something else… otherwise you‟re going to end up 

in agony very shortly.” she muttered quietly down to him, keeping her hands over his eyes for 

the moment as she pulled him a bit together against his body. For a moment, Zerrex fidgeted, but 

the pain that immediately shot through his leg was enough to get him to still and return to the 

much-more pleasant, if sad, world of memories and daydreams.  

Cindy worked for half an hour on his knee, cursing quietly and motioning for Cherry to 

come over demanding that she heat this up or help with this procedure, and Mahihko watched 

from the bathroom, his features pale and tense as Zerrex continued to keep himself as relaxed as 



possible… but pain was slipping through here and there now, and he could feel Marina‟s powers 

beginning to wane. 

“Fuck, I‟ll have to improvise… uh… Cherry, cauterize that bleed while I remove that last 

piece of material…” A long pause, the smell of burnt flesh in the air as Cherry cursed under her 

breath. “Don‟t worry, at this point, an infection would be the least of our problems… can you get 

that? Thanks… okay… I‟m going to close, sponge up the excess blood while I prepare the 

stitches.” 

Another pause, this one even longer… and then a sick, sludgy sound before Zerrex felt a 

burning sensation shoot through his knee, the Drakkaren wincing as Cindy cursed quietly under 

her breath. “Yeah, well, there wasn‟t a lot in there… the worst part is he‟s better off this way. 

Alright, cauterize that and then flash-fry from here to here, huh? Just enough to singe his scales, I 

want to protect against infection as much as possible… okay.” A hiss, a crackle, a momentarily 

flicker of pain before a sigh. “Okay, that looks better now… I‟m going to finish closing. Go 

wash your hands thoroughly and then you can dress the bandages… you‟re the least likely of us 

to be carrying an infection with how much fire you‟ve been playing over your fingers lately.” 

“No problem, Cindy.” Cherry responded, her playful vulgarity replaced by the cold 

professionalism that usually only came out during something serious… and I really, really hope 

my leg isn‟t in that bad a shape. “I‟ll apply a double layer and then use a helix formation overtop 

to add extra support… it‟ll be a bit stiffer, but it‟ll make up for the damage done.” 

“Normally I‟d want to splint his leg at this point, but since what I did basically amounts 

to cleaning and sterilization, I guess I‟ll leave it open.” A pause as Cindy added: “Marina, you 

should probably start slowly easing Zerrex down so I can check his pain levels. I‟ll want to 

monitor you throughout the night and see how you do in the morning.” 

Zerrex opened his eyes, watching as Cindy deftly did the last of a tight stitching pattern 

across the large wound in his knee, and then he made a face at both the pile of crap sitting on a 

towel on the bed, and the sheer amount of blood that had soaked into the ones beneath his leg. A 

pause, and then he winced as he felt Marina‟s powers recede slightly from his mind, murmuring 

quietly down to him: “Just let me know if it gets to be too much, Daddy… I‟ll tinker with your 

head some more and make the pain go away.” 

“I‟m so glad that you‟re here… without you, I‟m sure this‟d be way too much like old 

times.” A glance over to Cherry, who traded a rueful grin with him as Cindy walked quickly out 

to the bathroom, stripping off the medical gloves she‟d been wearing during the procedure and 

then tossing them into the sink as Mahihko skittered across the room, looking ill. “Yeah… 

there‟s something even you don‟t miss, huh?” 

“I‟m a bitch, not a masochist.” Cherry agreed, then she winked and rubbed her crotch, 

adding teasingly as she picked up a roll of cloth bandages from the floor: “But I guess I don‟t 

mind a bit of pain when we fuck… then again, even when we‟re playing gentle, the size of your 

dick makes me feel like there‟s been a log jammed in there, and we ain‟t even talkin‟ about my 

ass yet.” 

“Someone please shoot her.” Cindy said mildly from the bathroom, and then Mahihko 

charged past them again, almost knocking Cindy over, before retching violently into the toilet. 

Over the course of the night, the pain came and went in waves: when Marina withdrew 

her powers fully, it hurt to move it at all at first… but once he started getting used to it again – 

and after Cindy applied a salve she mixed up herself to his wound, when they changed the 

bandages a few hours later – he found the pain already beginning to fade out. Cindy also took the 

time to explain what exactly she‟d done and what the clumps that she‟d removed from his leg 



had been: just like she‟d guessed, the overstressed materials that had made up for his lack of a 

knee had torn mostly to ribbons, and the continuous movements and stresses to the Drakkaren‟s 

leg had violently shifted many of them, damaging his ligaments further and corroding several of 

his blood vessels. 

His leg had become infected, and blockages had started to build up: all of this explaining 

why he had been limping so badly. For perhaps the hundredth time, Cindy chastised him for not 

going for conventional or modern knee replacement surgery and instead going for a faster 

experimental operation that bypassed knee replacement entirely, instead based around 

strengthening the ligaments and designing a “pocket” of material that took up the place of the 

knee to allow for greater freedom of movement. And as always, Zerrex sulked a bit as he sat 

through it, but most of it was embarrassment and a bit of self-loathing: as always, he had ended 

up trying to push his body too hard and ended up hurting himself… and even worse, perhaps 

even turning himself into a liability. 

Marina, of course, had shaken her head firmly at this and squeezed his shoulders tightly, 

glowering at Cindy and pointing out it might not be the best of times to say „I told you so,‟ and 

Cindy had blushed deeply and nodded. Time had spiraled out since then, and now here he sat, 

alone in his room and the pain at full intensity in his aching leg. Marina had been dragged off by 

Cherry to likely do something illegal, and Cindy was fetching him a snack from downstairs. 

Mahihko, too, had already gone to bed in the other room, although it was more likely to get his 

breath back rather than sleep… and the Drakkaren glanced back and forth before making a face 

and muttering as he sat up: “He who hesitates is lost.” 

The reptile held a hand down over his knee, biting his tongue and concentrating through 

the pain, his eyes intently focused on his hand as it began to glow blue… and a moment later, his 

knee began to glow faintly as well, the light seeming to pulse as he grit his teeth with a snarl of 

pain, his eyes bulging as agony washed through his leg… but at the same time he could almost 

hear the sound of tendons snapping back together and his blood purifying, feeling like it was 

boiling inside his veins as his muscles flexed enough to rip the shirt he was wearing slightly- 

“Daddy, what the hell!” Cindy said from the doorway, frowning and walking quickly 

over as she kicked the door behind her, and Zerrex dropped back onto the pillows, wincing at the 

fact he‟d been caught, his head pounding as he let out a groan of pain. Cindy immediately put the 

tray of food she‟d fetched aside to reach up and touch his head, and she muttered: “That has to be 

around a hundred degrees… Daddy, what were you trying to do? You‟re sweating and your leg 

has started bleeding again… shit, at this rate I‟ll have to change your bandages and get you some 

hemostatic medicine, you‟ve already lost too much blood as it is tonight… goddammit, you 

really need to stop experimenting on yourself…” 

“Then go find me Cherry.” Zerrex mumbled, and he winced as Cindy began to undo his 

bandages, rudely maneuvering his leg around as his eyes rolled back into his eyes. “I‟m going to 

faint, puke, pee myself, cry, or beat the crap out of you later. Which would you prefer?” 

“You‟ve fainted maybe twice in your life.” Cindy grumbled, as she loosened the rest of 

the bandages, then slid them down before checking the stitches. “Great, some of these have 

popped out… the others…” Her voice faded out, and she blinked a few times before shaking her 

head and quietly rubbing up along the uninjured bottom half of Zerrex‟s leg, murmuring: “Tell 

me when it hurts.” 

Zerrex gurgled stupidly in reply, and then he yelped when Cindy slapped him firmly just 

above the crotch, nodding rapidly and mumbling: “Fine, fine…” A long pause, then a grunt as 



she traced along his knee and hit a soft spot, his leg twitching a bit. “Okay, yeah, that stings just 

a little there, Cindy. Kindly remove your fingers before they go back into my knee.” 

“You‟re such a wiseass.” Cindy muttered, then she shook her head slowly before tapping 

gently along the bottom of his knee and smiling slightly as Zerrex raised his head from the 

pillows and opened one eye to peer down at her. “What the hell did you do?” 

A pause, and then the reptile frowned, sitting up. “That‟s not your usual expression when 

I‟ve… hurt myself…” Zerrex looked dumbly down at his knee and the broken tangle of stitches, 

some of them torn from the reptile‟s movements and flexing over the last few minutes, but some 

of them sitting loosely along a red scar that now took up about a fifth of what had been before a 

deep wound. The rest of the cut Cindy had made looked as if it had started to heal already as 

well, even if unevenly at points, and the female glanced up at him curiously as he shook his head 

dumbly. “Well, that was unexpected. Uh… is that good?‟ 

“Yeah… that‟s amazing.” Cindy said softly, then she looked at him thoughtfully for a 

moment, and Zerrex frowned a bit before she yanked him up to a sitting position, the reptile 

grunting and wincing. “Show me what you did, Daddy!” 

“Actually, I sorta have a headache…” The Drakkaren rubbed the back of his head slowly, 

then he made a face at Cindy. “What, it‟s true? And I‟m also a bit hungry…” 

Cindy sighed, rubbing at her head slowly, and then she muttered: “Do this for me, and I‟ll 

go get you the hamburger and a can or two of Frost left over from tonight that I put in the 

fridge.” 

Zerrex mused a bit at this proposal, then he shrugged and nodded, holding his hand over 

his wound and making a face, before his features smoothed out and his eyes narrowed as he 

began to concentrate, his other hand rising instinctively up to his chest as Cindy watched 

thoughtfully as both his wound and hand began to glow with blue energy. The cut seemed almost 

to radiate the azure light as his knee shifted subtly, flesh sewing itself back together and 

hardening into thick scar tissue along the top, before even this began to change and become hard 

scale: for Cindy, it was an amazing sight to behold, and the ultimate goal she had always wish to 

one day witness. 

Then Zerrex groaned and fell over, grasping his head before coughing raggedly, and 

Cindy immediately leapt up and began tapping along his chest as blood splattered over his own 

body and face. She winced, then lifted him to a sitting position despite him trying to weakly 

resist, before he coughed a few more times, more blood flecking his legs and along the mattress 

before he gave another long, low sound of pain, wincing and rubbing at his head slowly. “Feels 

like someone‟s hammering a gong in my brain… and I thought you were the smart one…” 

“Shush now, Zerrex…” a pause as she felt his pulse, mumbling to herself before adding 

quietly: “Your heart‟s overstressed, I think something minor popped in one of your lungs. Is it 

hard to breathe at all?” 

“No…” Zerrex made a face and then cleared his throat before spitting into his hand, and 

he made a face at the mixture of red and black goop that splattered in his palm. “Well, that‟s 

pretty.” 

“Ugh, stay there, you child.” Cindy muttered, then she retreated to the bathroom for a 

moment before coming back with a wet towel a moment later, wiping Zerrex muzzle as he made 

a face before cleaning off his hand, and then she grumbled quietly as she saw his leg had started 

to bleed a bit again as well. “This is the last thing you need… why did I ever think it was a good 

idea trusting you with the usual madness you get up to…” 



“That hurts my feelings, Cindy.” Zerrex replied in a pained tone, and this earned him a 

distasteful look as he rubbed at his head a bit, adding mildly: “My headache‟s going away, at 

least. I think I just overused my abilities, like what happens with Marina or Cherry when she 

used to blow too many things up in a row…” 

Cindy made a face and nodded a bit, then she frowned as she cleaned carefully around 

the wound, at the same time noting the progress Zerrex had made and hating to admit that, 

well… it‟s incredible. That has to be almost three-quarters closed. “Yeah, except they usually 

bleed from the nose and/or the mouth… you‟re coughing it up and your nose isn‟t bleeding. That 

makes me think the lungs, and I can tell your heart is still beating rapidly because you‟re doing 

that weird twitchy thing with your hand you always do when your blood pressure goes up. And 

you have no feelings, by the way.” 

“Bitch.” Zerrex mumbled, but Cindy was right – at least about the medical part. I‟m not 

that sociopathic… at least, not yet. Hell, even Cherry has feelings… I think. “So that- hey, where 

are you going?” 

Cindy had tossed the towel into the bathroom before heading through the door, and she 

vanished through it without an answer… leaving Zerrex at least to raise a hand to his chest, 

closing his eyes as he pushed against it lightly, breathing slowly and painfully through his mouth 

as his eyes closed. Every beat felt almost painful, and it was hard as hell not to grit his teeth or 

just fall flat and wish it‟d explode already with how it was going… but after a few minutes of 

controlling his breathing, his heart began to slow down. It helped with his headache, in any case: 

now it was just a dull throb deep in his skull instead of a loud jackhammer. 

The Drakkaren opened his eyes, but before he could lay down, Cindy came back in with 

two cans of Frost and the hamburger wrapped in foil, and she added these to the tray of food 

she‟d brought in previously, which was also loaded with a salad and a still-hot pot of tea. Zerrex 

blinked as Cindy walked over and put this on his lap, and then she grumbled: “I‟m going to 

spend the whole night here with you.” 

“Do you want tea or a Frost?” Zerrex asked mildly in return, and she gave him a flat look 

before relenting with a sigh as he poured her a cup of tea and held it out. She took it after a 

moment, sipping quietly at the cup, and he added mildly: “I don‟t know why you insist on 

bringing me salads whenever I ask for a snack lately.” 

“Because you‟re getting fat.” Cindy retorted, and Zerrex looked horrified before she 

rolled his eyes and smiled a bit as she slipped a bit closer to her father. “Dear Gods you‟re 

touchy. No, I just want to use up all the lettuce and other stuff I bought… I have a nice breakfast 

planned, too, and I bought some dry snacks we can all take into Lunis with us, in case we want to 

stop and have a pick-me-up before we find some food in the city.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, opening one of the cans of cola and taking a long drink, then he 

added dryly: “If we can find any food, that is… we might have to resort to eating Mahihko or 

pieces of Cherry.” A glance down at his fingers as he wiggled them a bit, looking thoughtful. 

“Do you think I could heal other people with this? I mean, that shield worked well around 

Marina…” 

“I don‟t think so, to be honest.” Cindy said softly after a moment, and the Drakkaren 

looked at her curiously as she put the cup down into her lap for a moment, smiling a bit and 

reaching up to grasp her father‟s shoulder gently. “Did it feel like you were pushing energy into 

the cut, or pulling it into the cut?” 

Zerrex‟s first question was „what does that have to do with anything,‟ but after a moment 

of thought, he frowned a bit and realized that either did have much larger implications than he 



wanted to think about. “A bit of both, I guess.” he admitted after a moment, then frowned a bit 

and added quietly: “More pull, though.” 

Cindy nodded, then reached up and brushed a hand gently through her father‟s hair, 

saying softly: “Daddy, your abilities focus around the use of energy… pure energy that you pull 

out of the air and generate and mix together in your body to form different things. I remember 

when we first discovered it, while we were back in Hez‟Ranna to celebrate a year of… not 

peace, but that a year had passed since the end of the Great War… and you tried it out in all sorts 

of ways after you blew up a blockade of crates some idiots had piled on the road to try and stop 

people from getting to the ceremony. 

“You never use your powers, even though you should, hell, even when you should…” 

Cindy smiled a bit and nuzzled his neck quietly, before she leaned away and picked up her 

teacup, gazing over him tenderly. “But remember that testing we all took? Your body is high in 

energy content, very high: as in, you don‟t seem as solid on the molecular level as the rest of us 

are, which is pretty weird. But your control over energy helps give you form, and I think that this 

is an extension of it. Maybe it came from… from when we were all hit with that big wave of that 

stuff from the Black Hole, or maybe it was because of that Dark Bezoar Marina forced on you… 

but either way, your abilities are increasing, Daddy…” A pause, and then her eyes met his 

evenly. “And we have to discover what you can do with your abilities once we get back into Ire, 

and how far they‟ve come.” 

The Drakkaren nodded slowly, then he rubbed slowly at his chest before glancing down 

at the food. His stomach rumbled, but he didn‟t feel as hungry anymore before Cindy rubbed a 

hand along his back comfortingly, taking another sip of her tea before adding softly: “I think that 

Requiem would be proud of you for learning so much in the little time you‟ve been given. I 

know that I‟m proud of you… Marina‟s proud of you… and even Cherry‟s proud of you. Hell, 

I‟d say even our little wolf compatriot is pretty proud of the male he sometimes calls his real 

father.” Cindy winked, and that made Zerrex smile a bit as he glanced over at her softly. She‟s 

such a wonderful person… I wish I‟d never dragged her into all of this.  

“Now come on, eat up!” she instructed, nodding firmly, then she finished a glass of tea 

before sighing contentedly and placing the cup down, immediately reaching over and picking up 

the other can of Frost sitting on the table despite Zerrex‟s protesting exclamation. “Bite me, you 

aren‟t even done the first one yet. Besides, the tea‟s really nice, very strong. I think you‟ll enjoy 

it more than this.” 

“You bitch.” Zerrex mumbled again dejectedly, and then he finished the rest of his co la 

in one long drink before crushing the can and dropping it back onto the tray, and then he 

unwrapped his hamburger, looking at Cindy distrustfully before digging in. 

Once he started eating, he discovered that he was more than simply hungry: he was 

ravenous, as if he‟d just spent another three days on the train. He ate quickly, devouring the 

hamburger in a few large bites and then starting in on the salad, before making a face as he found 

only the tea left before him and Cindy staring in surprise. “What?” 

“And I thought you said you weren‟t hungry.” Cindy said mildly, watching as Zerrex 

slurped down a cup of tea and then blinked at the flavor. “It‟s made with local blackberries-” 

“It‟s delicious.” Zerrex smiled warmly at her as he poured himself another cup of tea, 

then he drank it down as well in a few quick gulps before making a face as he only found half a 

cup‟s worth left in the pot. Cindy took a slow drink of the can of frost she wasn‟t halfway 

finished yet, then watched as Zerrex tilted the cup up over his head, trying to drain the last few 



drops before Cindy made a face, putting her can of cola on the floor and carefully pried the pot 

and cup from her father‟s hands. 

She put these both down on the tray, then cleared her throat a bit. “If you want, there‟s a 

late-night dinner service, that Angela said goes on until one… I can go down and order 

something for you, since-” 

“That would be wonderful.” Zerrex said cheerfully, then he smiled again as Cindy gave 

him an odd look. “I dunno what‟s wrong with me, I‟m just really hungry all of a sudden… I 

guess maybe it‟s all that energy I used up on myself. Besides, all these meals we‟ve had lately 

have been so small with how rushed around we‟ve been, going here and there… get yourself and 

the others some food too if you want, anything you like.” 

“Right.” Cindy said slowly, glancing at her father and then watching as he twitched a bit, 

his hands beating a light tattoo against his upper legs almost nervously. And his eyes, too… it‟s 

almost like he‟s on a caffeine high, but the last time I saw that, he was so anxious over the fact 

Marina was going out shopping by herself that he drank a pot of coffee so strong I thought it 

smelled like pure evil. “You just uh… stay put, Daddy. Watch your leg, I still have to clean it off 

and bandage it up.” 

“Yep, sounds good.” Zerrex nodded a bit, then he watched as Cindy left before fidgeting 

and making a face, glancing down at himself – still in only his boxers. “I should get dressed. It‟s 

too early to be wearing just these, they don‟t cover very well either.” A pause, and then he made 

a face at his leg, adding morbidly as he continued to talk to himself: “Except look at this here… 

my knee‟s still all ugh and it hurts like a bitch, a raw bitch. You know, one that‟s already been 

screwed silly, so many times it‟s… I dunno where I was going with that.” 

The Drakkaren paused, then he peered at the door before grunting as he brought his legs 

up onto the bed, his knee screaming in protest… but admittedly, it didn‟t hurt anywhere near as 

much as it did before, and he grinned slightly before pausing and eyeing Cindy‟s can of cola… 

and he plucked it off the floor before tilting it back and letting out a sigh of relief as energy 

seemed to course through him, a bit of the liquid rolling down his cheek before he tossed the can 

aside and said mildly: “Cindy might be mad at me, but who cares? Anyway, anyway, anyway… 

uh… right, my leg.” 

Zerrex twiddled his fingers, then he closed his eyes and took a deep breath, holding his 

hand over his leg as he clenched his other hand into a fist… and his twitching smoothed out into 

pure calm, his body flexing as he grit his teeth as pain washed over him again, his leg throbbing 

and his head almost immediately beginning to pound, but the Drakkaren continued to push 

forwards, this time concentrating not just on pushing energy into the wound as he had been 

before, but pulling it into his leg, visualizing a swirling vortex in his head… 

When Cindy came back into the room, she found Zerrex sprawled on the bed, snoring 

loudly… and she made a disgusted face at the sight of his leg splattered with blood, muttering as 

Marina followed her in curiously: “Bastard just cannot be trusted… if he‟s gone and hurt 

himself…” 

“Oh, no, he‟s fine.” Marina said mildly, and Cindy paused by the doorway before Marina 

added cheerfully: “Just watch… don‟t forget Daddy‟s the strongest person in the world!”  

A glance to Zerrex, and he tumbled out of bed, hitting the ground and immediately 

leaping to his feet, then howling in pain as he began to hop around on one foot, clutching his bad 

knee as Marina winced and muttered: “Oh shit. I think his bad knee landed on the edge of the can 

on the floor. It‟s still not fully healed, so it‟s a bit sensitive…” 



“Marina!” Zerrex groaned, then he gingerly put his bad leg down, putting a bit of weight 

on it… before looking embarrassed as Angela followed Marina in, the vixen blushing a bit as 

Zerrex coughed and tried to pull the legs of his boxers down a bit, then tugging them back up as 

he mumbled: “You know, I should put on some pants.” 

Cindy rolled her eyes as she stepped up beside Zerrex, muttering: “We‟re all adults here. 

Besides, I heard she saw you in swim shorts, and that pretty much shows everything there is to 

see, doesn‟t it?” 

“I hate you.” Zerrex replied morbidly, then he sat down on the edge of the bed as Cindy 

put down the tray, Marina holding hers as Angela blushed deeply, heading across the room to put 

her tray on the small table on the other side of the beds before returning quickly to the door, and 

she mumbled something as Zerrex stared before vanishing and closing the door, and Zerrex fell 

back on the bed with a groan. “See that? I ended up scaring her away now.” 

“She tried to say that she didn‟t mind seeing you like that at all and thought you were 

very attractive, but all that came out instead was „holy crap you‟re big.‟” Marina supplied, and 

then she made a bit of a face as Zerrex looked at her flatly. “I guess that could go both ways, but 

if it‟s any help, her feelings towards you are positive. Maybe she‟s too scared to actually fuck, 

but I bet she‟d be willing to play with your cock and maybe suck you off, providing-” 

“You know, I have more goals with people than sex.” Zerrex said morbidly, as Cindy 

explored the Drakkaren‟s knee carefully, for once glad that her father was bickering with 

someone – then again, maybe she just felt a bit angry towards Marina over the way things had 

been lately. Except, on the other hand, it keeps Daddy‟s attention and I can avoid inflating his 

ego any further for as long as possible… my God, if he can do this after a meal, we should‟ve 

just stopped at a restaurant after the Great War and skipped the weeks we spent healing our 

wounds… “There is such a thing as love in this world.” 

“Oh, I know that, Daddy, I love you no matter what.” Marina smiled warmly, looking 

over her father adoringly. “But come on, father…” she softened a bit, glancing over Zerrex 

slowly as her mental hands stroked over his mind, touching him gently as another probed into his 

mind quietly. “You‟re looking for something, you‟re looking for companionship… you‟re 

looking for more people to adore you, love you, give you attention… because…” 

She paused: something was locked down inside the Drakkaren‟s mind, and his eyes 

flicked away as an expression of sorrow passed over his features. Then Cindy quietly stood up 

and touched her father‟s face, a shadow of something over her features… and Marina felt the air 

change a bit. A moment later, Cherry and Mahihko barged in, however, distracting her as Cherry 

shouted cheerfully: “Gun parts! Hey, so Marina and I… uh. Mahihko, so… uh… maybe we 

should assemble these somewhere else. It looks like Zerrex‟s leg has been healed by some divine 

provenance, but on the other hand, it also looks like they just heard about the coming of the 

apocalypse, so maybe we should go.” 

Mahihko made a face, but Zerrex shook his head quickly, his features clearing a bit as he 

cleared his throat. “No, it‟s fine, come on inside…” A bit of a smile as he nodded, motioning at 

the trays of food. “I guessed you would be back soon, so I had Cindy order up some food… I 

didn‟t realize you were down there too. I guess you two must‟ve ran into her, huh?” 

“Oh, yeah.” Cherry‟s grin returned, but her eyes searched Zerrex for a few moments 

before she reached down and patted Mahihko‟s head gently, the little wolf blushing as he carried 

a large crate full of smaller cardboard boxes into the room, stepping around Marina to put them 

on the other bed. “The little wolf here came down too, and said he was glad to help me assemble 



them… I figured we could have some eats in here and then we could sort through the shit we 

stole.” 

Cherry idly opened the door behind her as she put the box down, then she added in a 

pleasant voice: “Hey, Marina, there‟s one more box down in the truck… be a darling and go get 

it, huh? My back is killing me and my stomach is just begging for some of those eats.” And if you 

don‟t go right away, I‟ll kick your fucking face in. she added mentally, then concentrated, adding 

an image of a hammer striking the smaller female firmly, and Marina reacted with a violent jerk, 

almost dropping her tray as her mental fingers stepped in the proverbial mousetrap. 

She nodded mutely after a moment, putting the tray down and giving Cherry a wide berth 

before stepping through the door, and Zerrex said gently: “You didn‟t have to do that… it was… 

nothing, they‟re just old memories now, anyway.” 

Cherry grunted, cracking her knuckles as she kicked the door closed. “The past is the 

past, Zerrex. The past should stay where it belongs and not be brought up every five seconds to 

try and make someone like you more „cause you can associate yourself into their memories.” 

Cherry made a bit of a face, glancing quietly behind her and adding in a softer voice: “I love that 

girl, I do… and I don‟t blame her in the slightest for it… but you gotta be firm with her to get 

anywhere. And I worry about that.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, then he sat back on the bed before Mahihko suggested hesitantly: 

“Maybe you… maybe you should talk to Marina about it sometime in private, when you‟re 

ready… otherwise you know she‟ll just keep pushing you, and… she‟ll try and get to the 

memories through us, and it‟ll… it could really hurt our teamwork and stuff.” 

The others looked at Mahihko, and he blushed deeply before Cherry and Zerrex 

exchanged an amused look and the male Drakkaren glanced over his shoulder, saying softly: 

“Thank you, Mahihko. That‟s actually quite a good idea on how to deal with her… and we‟ll 

probably have plenty of time to do that during the voyage and the smuggling tomorrow.” The 

Drakkaren paused, then he glanced over at Cindy, asking mildly: “So is my knee going to blow 

up?” 

“It‟s back to normal… well… what‟s normal for you, anyway.” Cindy quietly rubbed at 

it, and Zerrex made a bit of a face, nodding slowly as she added quietly: “I can‟t tell what the 

damage looks like inside… but it feels good, so to speak, and you don‟t seem to be in an excess 

amount of pain. Plus we got you that cane from the store.” 

“That cane is stupid.” Zerrex looked at it with disgust, and Cindy snorted as the 

Drakkaren sat back down on the bed, making a face and then glancing around the room. “And 

where the hell are my pants?” 

“First I‟m going to bandage your knee up.” Cindy responded mildly, and then she 

examined his muzzle before looking at him with distaste. “And you coughed up more blood, I 

see. Stop pushing yourself so hard.” 

“So Zerrex can lay his hands on people and heal them now?” Cherry asked with mild 

amusement, wandering over and idly picking up the reptile‟s new cane, before blinking and 

grinning stupidly at the bottom of it: the feet of the metal cane formed a triangle, with bars of 

metal between them to add extra support. “Dude, this cane is sweet. What the fuck do you mean 

it sucks? It‟s all… multiple-headed and shit.” 

“Those are feet, and you can have it if you want.” Zerrex said morbidly, before he 

glanced down as Cindy put a tray on his lap, and he felt like drooling at the sight of the two 

double-hamburgers and extra-large serving of French fries, along with a side of potato salad and 

another pot of tea. “Thanks, Cindy… this is… this is really, really thoughtful…” 



A moment later, the Drakkaren began to gobble up the food, and Cherry leaned slowly 

over to Cindy, muttering: “The fuck is wrong with him? He‟s acting worse than me.” 

“There‟s taco wraps on the plate over there, and some other meaty foods I know you 

like.” Cindy responded idly, and Cherry immediately sprang over to it before Cindy walked over 

to the table and smiled at Mahihko, who hesitantly joined her as he looked over the foods on the 

tray, before blushing and nodding his thanks as he began to eat as well. 

By the time Marina came back, lugging a large, groaning cardboard box that could be 

carrying anything from a computer to an assembled truck engine, most of the food was gone… 

although Zerrex patted the side of the bed and offered her a cup of tea. Marina looked all too 

glad to put down the box and join her father‟s side, snuggling against him and looking up at him 

adoringly. “I‟m sorry for my behavior, Daddy… I‟ll wait until you‟re ready to talk about it.” A 

pause, and then she smiled, adding quietly: “You‟re still hungry, you should eat.” 

“I‟m not really hungry, though… I think at this point I‟m just craving food.” Zerrex 

replied, smiling back as he idly wrapped an arm around her, and she nodded a bit as she took the 

rest of the potato salad and the leftover fries: only scraps, but she still looked lovingly at her 

father as if he‟d given up his full meal for her. 

Once dinner was done, most of the food gone and Cherry harassing Zerrex for how much 

he‟d eaten today compared to his usual rationing of food, the group began to sort out and 

assemble gun parts from the three boxes: Cherry cheerfully explained that she‟d hustled a male 

who claimed to own a gun shop at the other end of town out of most of his money, and he‟d 

threatened to come and shoot her after explaining the previous statement in far-less kind words. 

“So I decided to show the fucker not to declare war unless he‟s ready to drop the bomb, and 

Marina and I went and gathered up these boxes here before coming back into town and making 

use of our combined psychic might to break into empty businesses and homes without setting off 

the alarms.” A pause, and then Cherry added mildly: “It‟s a good thing we‟re getting out of here 

in the early morning, because we‟re like, the first people the cops will come after.” 

“Oh dear Gods.” Zerrex groaned, slapping a hand against his forehead before he glared 

across at her, asking mildly: “So why did you steal the guns and all these spare parts instead of 

actual weaponry, Cherry?” 

“Uh…” Cherry blanked at this, then rubbed the back of her head, finally answering 

embarrassedly: “I uh… was… a bit hesitant about going into the gun factory since I really didn‟t 

want to add more murder charges to the ones we already got, and so I decided to raid his trucks 

instead. Besides, rednecks are scary and the place looked like shit… and it‟s not like these guns 

are in a lot of different pieces! It‟s like… I dunno. It seemed weird to me.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, looking down over the weaponry as he picked up one of the 

strangely-marked, elongated boxes and slid a mostly-assembled handgun out: all it was missing 

was a clip and a stock, which was either sitting in a smaller box or the random parts bin with a 

matching tag laced around it. “And these weapons aren‟t standard Ire make, either. They‟re 

almost too plain… plain metal or blackened steel, no paint, no serial numbers, no make or 

company logo anywhere.” A pause, then he asked mildly: “Do you have a box marked… uh… 

„HGUNCLM-B‟ in there?”  

“Um, lemme check.” Cherry rummaged through the box, then shook her head, looking at 

the Drakkaren with amusement. “Go fish, bitch. It‟s in the parts box somewhere.” 

“Or it‟s not, and we have another gun we‟ll have to toss just because we don‟t have the 

matching slide.” Zerrex grumbled, then he reached for the box of parts and added: “Does it not 

occur to anyone how weird it is to transport stuff like this? I mean, the parts could get damaged 



and banged up pretty easily on a long haul when you‟ve got all sorts of barrels, slides and clips 

just sitting together and a bunch of other boxes of the same are sliding all over the place… and 

by the way, I want to point out that the pieces are like frigging puzzles. We have a few of those 

handguns, but the slides aren‟t interchangeable at all…” 

“Yeah, it gives me a bad feeling too, but what the fuck are you going to do?” Cherry 

shrugged a bit, as Cindy snapped a barrel into place on a rifle and handed it over to Mahihko, 

who loaded it from one of the many boxes of ammo sitting beside him, while Marina, who was 

sitting on the other side of the room, carefully went through the equipment she‟d stolen with her 

older sister. “Hey, Mahihko, so what about those boxes of ammo? How much do you think we 

have of each?”  

“Um… I‟m not sure.” The wolf shook his head, sighing a bit as he rubbed the back of his 

skull slowly. “The boxes all look exactly the same, but there could be any kind of ammo 

inside… I‟ve even seen ammo I don‟t recognize at all.” 

“No shit.” Cherry tilted her head at this curiously, and the wolf nodded a few times 

before holding up a bright blue shell that was shaped almost like a walnut but for the flat base, 

the female blinking a bit and mumbling: “Well, that obviously is your standard what-the-fuck 

round. Someone please let me know if we come across the gun that loads those, because I quite 

badly want to shoot it now and see what it does.” 

“Always a pragmatist.” Zerrex muttered, then he shook his head a bit as he opened 

another box and found a revolver inside… except this one is fully-made. Barrel looks fine, 

chamber‟s attached…  

A flick of the wrist, and it opened, leaving Zerrex staring at the bottom of six rounds 

ready to be fired… and then he tilted it upwards slightly as he rose it past head-level to try and 

peer up the barrel, and he could see light at the other end. “Cherry, here, this one looks like it‟s 

already fully made. Check if it‟s trapped for me, huh?” 

Cherry nodded as the Drakkaren snapped the chamber back into place, taking it from the 

reptile and aiming at the ceiling before concentrating on activating her precognition, squeezing 

the trigger ever so gently to watch what would happen if she pulled it fully, ghost images of a 

round flying out of the barrel and shattering the ceiling flickering out in front of her eyes before 

she grinned a bit and tossed it onto the bed. “Yeah, seems like it‟s fine to me. Shit, what luck, 

huh?” 

At the end of the monotonous snapping together of parts and pieces, they had assembled 

five handguns, three rifles, and the one pre-assembled revolver: all the rest of the pieces turned 

out to be spare or junk parts, other than an extended stock or two that Cherry fitted onto one of 

the handguns. They barely had enough clips to go around for the handguns, which Cherry 

determined to be 9mms and pronounced „worthless,‟ but they had more than enough for the 

rifles, which were the same strange make as the handguns… and a full box of rounds for the 

revolver, which amounted to twenty-four bullets. 

Although Zerrex had first scoffed at the fact Cherry had stolen most of their equipment 

from homes and a hunting store, he had to admit that she had done fairly well. She‟d dug up two 

duffel bags large enough to carry most of their spare equipment, and backpacks for Marina and 

Mahihko to carry the rest in. She also found a pair of combat knives, one for Zerrex and Cindy, 

and then she tossed a hunting knife with a curved blade over to Mahihko, who looked horrified at 

the prospect of gutting someone before Cherry muttered it was more in case of emergencies than 

actual combat. 



It also meant that along with weaponry, they had a coil of rope, two flashlights, some 

small tools, and the small rations Cindy had prepared along with a few other odds and ends. It 

was like they had suddenly become a fully-outfitted team again… and Zerrex smiled a bit as he 

shooed them all to bed, saying softly: “We‟ve done everything we can do tonight now… and I 

know we‟d all like a few hours of sleep before the big day tomorrow. Get some rest: in four 

hours we‟ll get up and at five-thirty we‟ll be heading to meet… the Captain at six.”  

“Peg Leg Steve.” Cherry supplied, then she grinned as she bounced out of the room, 

followed by Mahihko and Marina, who both wished the Drakkaren a good night. Cindy sighed a 

bit, then stripped off her clothes and folded them neatly on the table before looking at Zerrex 

mildly as he simply took off his shirt, staying in his pants as he flicked off the lights and then 

climbed into bed with a sigh of relief. 

“I‟ve never understood how you sleep like that.” Cindy said mildly, as she walked over to 

him, abandoning the other bed in favor of snuggling up with her father: in reality, all five of them 

could probably have squeezed into these two bed with ease if they‟d pushed them together, but 

Zerrex really wasn‟t in the mood for the orgy that Cherry would attempt to push them all into, 

since Marina would probably play along and Zerrex would get sucked into it whether he liked it 

or not. “You‟re gross.” 

“Yeah, and there‟s nothing wrong with the fact my daughter is getting into bed with me, 

completely naked.” Zerrex responded dryly, wrapping an arm around her quietly, and they both 

smiled a bit as he kissed her forehead softly, squeezing her tight against his chest. He pulled the 

covers up over them as they murmured their goodnights to one another, and soon the two fell 

into quiet sleep. 

 

Just before five, Cindy woke up and yawned, stretching as she climbed out of bed and 

smiling a bit as Zerrex rolled over to look at her lovingly, watching the way her body moved as 

he said idly: “You snore a lot and you walk like a male. I miss the way you used to wear those 

high-cut miniskirts and all that stuff Mahihko wears now.” 

Cindy snorted and threw a pillow at him, grinning before she strutted forwards, swaying 

her hips teasingly as she responded: “Well, I just happened to grow up…” A pause as her eyes 

strayed over Zerrex, adding in an amused voice: “It‟s not like you walk around glaring at 

everything anymore… now you‟re a PTA-attending supermom.”  

“I hate you so much right now.” Zerrex said dryly, as Cindy walked around the bed and 

headed for the shower. “You know, I can still be plenty rough and dominating. And I‟d show you 

right now if it wasn‟t morning and we didn‟t only have a half hour before we have to leave.” 

Cindy stopped in the bathroom doorway, then made a face and nodded. “Right, right. 

Alright, I‟ll be out in a moment… if only this was a porno, huh?” she added, leaning out and 

winking, and the Drakkaren rolled his eyes as she ducked back inside the bathroom and closed 

the door.  

The male stretched as he got up, yawning loudly before limping over to snag his ugly 

tripod cane from near the doorway. He made his way to the double doors opening onto the small 

balcony, then looked outside before frowning, his eyes narrowing a bit as he saw a military 

cruiser on the beach and two soldiers walking slowly by. 

Before panicking, he paused and reviewed the situation: first, the cruiser was in plain 

sight, which meant they might be questioning the motel owner or just have stopped for 

something to eat… and second, the patrols were walking by instead or running or hiding. In fact, 

even from here, they almost looked bored as one of them stretched and windmilled his arms 



slowly… and then he paused thoughtfully. What if one of the cruisers is refueling nearby? Or 

maybe one of them is docked… either way, we go out the back door today after we pay for our 

rooms. 

He shook his head, then turned and headed for the bathroom as Cindy came out, rubbing 

at her eyes, and he said mildly as he passed: “Don‟t freak out, but there‟s some military action 

outside… I don‟t think they‟re looking for us, though.” 

“Oh great. I better go tell that to the others… Mahihko might be hiding under the bed and 

Cherry might be getting ready to shoot them.” she muttered, then began to pull on her clothes as 

the bathroom door shut, adding in a grumble: “Glad you listen so good, thank you, Daddy.” 

“I can still hear you, these walls are like paper.” Zerrex complained from the other side of 

the bathroom door, and Cindy rolled her eyes, quickly putting on her bra before heading towards 

the door as she slid her top on, picking up one of the loaded handguns for safety and tucking it 

into the back of her pants. She stepped outside, then made her way down the hall and walked to 

the next room, knocking on the door and then making a face at the fact it was locked. That means 

our daughter was probably in this room…  I mean, little sister…  

“Hello?” she called through the door, and a few moments later the door opened, a 

disgruntled-looking Marina, who was covering herself with a towel and looked flushed… but not 

from a shower. Cindy stared, then asked slowly: “Are you uh… alone?” 

“No, I‟ve got fifty guys in here fucking me until their dicks fall off. Yes, I‟m alone, and 

yes, I noticed the military stuff outside, but it‟s just a routine patrol.” Marina snapped, then she 

glared at Cindy. “Now go away, I‟ll be out in five minutes.” 

The door slammed, and Cindy slowly walked over to the other room, making a face as 

she tried to put the images of what Marina was likely doing in there out of her mind. Yeah, and I 

wonder just who she‟s thinking about if she is… “Cherry, you and Mahihko better be decent…” 

She tried the doorhandle, then stepped inside with a wince: only too often had she come 

in on Cherry doing something she didn‟t want to see, but fortunately, that wasn‟t today. Despite 

the many images that came to mind of what exactly Cherry could be doing with the poor little 

wolf now that she could shift her shape, today the Drakkaren was fully-dressed and in the middle 

of a set of stretches, the female already shifted to the usual form she preferred to take on. On the 

bed closest, Mahihko was tiredly drinking a cup of coffee, thankfully looking unravaged. “Yeah 

I am, I can be professional, „sall good. Zerrex and I only bang the night before a suicide mission 

when it‟s work… and I guess… some other times, but even then it‟s only a quickie.” A pause, 

then Cherry halted and jerked a thumb at the wall, adding in a mutter: “It‟s from that room where 

all the banging is coming from. I went to bed to the sound of clunking, I woke up to the sound of 

clunking. I wanna tell you, that disturbs even me. Sure, it‟s nice to masturbate and it gets your 

mind off things, but only on occasion when there‟s not plenty of cock laying around. 

“And sure, I like to see just what I can insert up there, but that‟s like a game, you know?” 

At her thoughtful words, Mahihko picked up a pillow and covered his head with it, looking 

pained… something Cindy could certainly understand right now. “I mean, once I put a garden 

hose in there and turned it on, and like… yeah, not a bright idea. Another time I used a baseball 

bat… and once I think I got a sword in there, but that hurt like shit and I was pissing blood for 

weeks afterwards… oh, once I tried a road cone! And another time-” 

“Look, you can list off the things you‟ve shoved in yourself another time, I just wanted to 

check if you were awake.” Cindy said in a strangled voice, gesturing with her hands and then 

spinning around to quickly leave, and Cherry looked nonplussed before making a face at 

Mahihko, who was rolling around on the bed with the pillow over his face and ears. 



Cindy stepped back into the room she shared with Zerrex a moment later, and he gave her 

an odd look as he finished putting on his belt, asking mildly: “What‟s wrong with you?” 

“Better question: what‟s wrong with our family?” Cindy replied flatly, and then she 

winced at the sound of something hitting the wall behind her. “Oh sweet lord. I think Marina has 

to take up a sport that includes a lot of physical contact or you have to buy her some art supplies 

the next time we have a long wait. And I swear, if she starts… doing things, certain things while 

we‟re stowed away, I‟m going to hate you forever for the fact she has the sexual urges you used 

to have when you were younger.” 

Zerrex stared at Cindy, not looking up as Cherry let herself in, then he asked slowly: “Are 

you telling me that she‟s… you know…” 

“And she was all night, Boss.” Cherry replied mildly, and then there was an 

unidentifiable sound from next door and the demoness crossed her arms, adding: “If she ever 

becomes a demon… do me a favor. Keep her on an even tighter leash than you do now, okay?” 

“In serious news,” Zerrex said clearly, holding up his hands and moving back to the real 

subject that should be plaguing them all, instead of any of Marina‟s habits… amazing as they 

are. I think I‟ve done that… twice? “The military stuff has moved away from the hotel and we 

need a lot of money for our hotel fees, and two hundred for the cargo ship. Do we have enough, 

Cherry?” 

The demoness made a face, then she pulled several large rolls of bills out of her pockets, 

mumbling as she slipped a thumb through them before nodding hesitantly. “Depending on how 

much we get charged for the food, we‟ll probably just have enough. If worst comes to worst, I‟ll 

throw in one of the rifles or handguns to cover the rest… most people still like to trade, anyway, 

and I can imagine that even a little place like this needs some protection.” 

“Alright, good… what about equipment?” Zerrex tilted his head a bit, glancing over the 

line assembled in front of him before looking up as Marina came in a moment later, fully dressed 

and still looking a bit flushed as she pushed Mahihko and Cindy aside to leap up and grab her 

father firmly around the neck, pressing her body tight to his as Zerrex coughed, his arms 

automatically embracing her. “Er… good morning, Marina…” 

“Good morning Daddy!” Marina said cheerfully, and then she half-lidded her eyes, 

whispering up to him: “Don‟t worry, I‟ll still be fine today… but I just… couldn‟t get you out of 

my head…” She dragged her finger slowly down his chest, then added quietly: “Although, if you 

really want to know, I‟m glad to-” 

“It‟s teaching time, not sharing time. Wait your turn, Marina.” Cherry grumbled, then she 

reached out and grabbed Marina, jerking her backwards and firmly placing her between the 

demoness and Cindy, the youngest daughter pouting and crossing her arms as she looked 

grouchily back and forth. “Go ahead, Boss, continue.” 

“Thanks, Cherry.” Zerrex said, looking relieved, and then he sat back on the bed and 

spoke mildly: “The main problem is our gear. We have a lot of equipment, and we‟ll be carrying 

a good portion… I want a maximum of three weapons on everyone except Cherry, who‟ll be 

carrying her rifle as well as my .52s and her whip. Cindy, I want you equipped for medium range 

combat, and I want Mahihko and Marina equipped with range, whether short or long I don‟t care. 

I‟ll have my sword, my revolver, and a combat knife, and as usual I‟ll deal with most of the 

close-range fighting with Cherry, if it comes to that. 

“I want to stick to this equipment distribution through boarding the Ophelia and into 

Lunis: at all costs we need to keep the Hollow Stone safe.” the Drakkaren said clearly, his eyes 

slowly roving over the group. “I also want to avoid combat as much as possible once we reach 



the Ophelia, which means we‟ll likely be splitting up. I want everyone to keep silent and safe 

first off – our first task is going to be getting past the scanning teams, but once we‟re out, Cherry 

will take point as leader.” 

Cherry blinked at this, making a face, and Zerrex said softly: “Co-leader, then… I need 

your tactical expertise and your precognitive ability… you know that sneaking around has never 

been my thing. But you could walk down a crowded hallway of soldiers and never be seen by 

any of them… Cherry, I‟ve seen you negotiate a minefield like you were dancing and run across 

a hallway filled with invisible, spinning infrared sensors because you could tell what movements 

would activate the siren on the roof. You‟ll have to direct me and the others to a safe place 

before we decide what move to make next, based on where we are in the Ophelia.” 

She rubbed the back of her head slowly at this, then glanced down and finally mumbled: 

“Alright, Boss… but just this one time. I‟m your second, I always will be.” She made a bit of a 

face, rolling her shoulders and adding: “And I cause too many fights to be a good leader, 

anyway. It ain‟t in my nature to think.” 

“Well, it works for you.” Zerrex responded mildly, and Cherry grinned a bit before the 

Drakkaren glanced over the others, adding quietly: “You‟d all better get ready. I‟m going to go 

down and pay… pack up the last of the equipment and then I‟ll meet you downstairs at the 

tables, alright?” 

The group nodded, then Cherry grabbed his shoulder and pulled him aside, her other hand 

touching his chest quietly as she murmured hesitantly: “I don‟t know if I can do this, Zerrex… 

my abilities have gotten better, but a warship is a lot different than a military base or me showing 

off in some death-trap-laden facility… and I‟ve never led a group of people around before, 

either. I just-” 

Zerrex kissed her cheek quietly, and she winced and shoved at him lightly as he grinned 

before saying softly: “You‟ll do fine, Cherry. Besides… I know at worst you don‟t mind fighting 

your way through whatever Ire has to throw at us, crew of hundreds or not.” 

With that, the reptile turned, picking up the money off the dresser and heading for the 

door, and Cherry touched her cheek quietly, looking after him for a few moments as the door 

slowly swung closed. Zerrex… this is why I‟m not your equal, and only yours… 

The Drakkaren grunted as he made his way down the stairs, wincing at the pain in his 

knee: it was acting up a bit, but at least not enough to interfere too much with him – he figured 

he could even walk around without the cane or the rush of battle fueling him and still be fine for 

a little while, but it was better not to check. That, and going down stairs is infinitely easier than 

going up them… I just hope the smuggling goes smoothly… 

Zerrex made a bit of a face as he reached the bottom of the steps, then he walked into the 

breakfast area and almost bumped into Angela, who looked surprised to see him before she 

smiled and said meekly: “I… hello. I was just cleaning off the tables for the early morning 

shift… can I get you anything, anything at all?” 

The Drakkaren shook his head a bit, then he smiled faintly. “Nah… I‟m just here to pay 

off my tab and the hotel fees. I‟m about to leave.” A pause at the sad look on her face, and he 

reached up to quietly touch her cheek, the vixen gazing up at him softly. “You know, fifty years 

ago, people looked at me with terror on their faces and happiness when I left… and that never 

really changed much. This is one of the few times I get to leave a place without leaving bodies 

behind or the people I‟ve connected with dying, and I‟m glad to see it.” 

Angela nodded a bit, swallowing, and then Zerrex embraced her gently and she hugged 

him fiercely back, the reptile lowering his head and saying softly: “I‟ll come back and see you 



one day, Angela. This town might be a trap to you right now, but believe me. One day you‟ll 

look around and only see how wonderful it really is out here.” 

“Maybe.” Angela drew back and smiled at him, then shook her head and quietly touched 

his chest as he reached down for the money in his pocket. “If you‟re reaching to pay, your 

money‟s no good here… I already owe you for listening to me blathering on about this dinky 

little town and for opening up and telling me everything you did.” 

They traded a smile, and then she laughed quietly, patting his abdominals gently and 

saying softly: “You‟re like a great warrior heading off into battle… and you are going into some 

kind of danger, aren‟t you?” Angela tilted her head quietly, and when Zerrex nodded a bit, she 

smiled faintly, shaking her head a bit as the others strode down the stairs and Cherry‟s head 

immediately swiveled around to lock onto Angela, the demoness grinning widely and leering at 

her as the female blushed a bit. “But… I have to go. Take care of yourself, Zerrex.” 

With that, she turned and quickly retreated, and Cherry licked her muzzle slowly, 

muttering: “How I‟d love a piece of that ass…” A pause, and then she added a question with a 

quizzical look to Zerrex. “Am I too obsessed with that piece of angel cake that just ran through 

the door there?” 

“I‟d say no, but she did just run away. Perhaps it‟s the mix of fear of you and the fact 

she‟s not a whore that has you so intrigued.” Zerrex muttered, then turned and headed towards 

the counter, pulling the three keycards out of his pocket and laying them down on the desk as the 

old rat wandered out from the back room, yawning and smiling tiredly. “Good morning.” 

“Mornin‟ sir. Leaving, are you?” A glance over their gear, and he added plainly: “You‟d 

best go out the door to the street… there‟s military patrols running along the beaches to make 

sure no one‟s trying to launch any vessels to smuggle people or possessions, and they‟ll seize 

upon you and beat you senseless if they catch you with that arsenal you‟re carrying.” A pause, 

and then he smiled crookedly. “Then again, perhaps you‟d teach them a thing or two, but it 

would be an awful mess.” 

“Thanks… I think I‟ll have to do that.” Zerrex glanced at the price on the old register‟s 

screen as it dinged open, and he paid out the one hundred and thirty dollars for the room. “Only 

ten dollars tax?” 

“No, just a service charge for the extra towels you ordered.” The rat grunted, making a 

face. “I don‟t charge the taxes the government wants… I was fine until the leap went from 

twenty percent to fifty percent. Sixty dollar rooms would put me out of business when most of 

the money I make here is from the restaurant business. I don‟t see how those bastards are still in 

power after all these years with how much they abuse their power.” 

“Fear and money, sir. Fear and money.” Cherry supplied, then she smiled a bit and 

tapped the end of her muzzle. “It‟s been the method for years… the only difference is that now 

they‟ve got less people to oppress, so now they can start leaning harder on the people.” 

“Bastards.” The old rat grumbled again, and he nodded as he took the money from Zerrex 

before smiling a bit. “But you have yourselves a good journey and take care.” 

“You too.” Zerrex nodded, then led the group down the hall past the counter and towards 

a pair of glass doors leading out onto a long porch that went around the front of the old hotel. 

They made their way to the blue truck that Marina had stolen from Gods-knew-where, Cherry 

and Mahihko jumping in the cab, and the Drakkaren made a face as the car revved into life and 

then sped off down the dirt road with a squeal, an old rabbit running out of his house and waving 

a shotgun wildly as he shouted and danced around on the spot. Well then. Looks like we found 

out who this belongs to. 



Cherry cackled and leaned out the window to flip off the receding shape in the 

background off, then almost hit her head off a lamppost as she quickly ducked back inside, 

making a face as she turned down a side road and headed towards the large shape of the port in 

the distance. “This is why I shouldn‟t drive a pickup truck. It makes me feel like a redneck and I 

do stupid things like that.” 

“You already do stupid things, Cherry.” Mahihko mumbled from beside her, looking 

sour, and then he rubbed at one of his paws slowly. “I‟m never going to forgive you for this 

morning.” 

“I had to practice saying what kind of things I can stuff in my cunt. Just think of it as the 

vagina monologues.” Cherry grinned widely at this, tapping her hands against the wheel before 

slowing to a sane speed as they began to approach the port, turning onto a concrete road now as 

she glanced idly at the signs above each gated dock. “Tell me if you see a sign that reads „cargo 

bay six.‟” 

“Since we just passed one and two, I‟m guessing it‟s the sixth one down.” Mahihko said 

sulkily, and Cherry made a face at him, but failed to come up with a good reply. So instead, she 

settled on glaring at him as she drove to the last dock… then paused as the wolf said dumbly: 

“There‟s five docks.” 

“Yeah, but that‟s marked Cargo Bay 6.” Zerrex said mildly, standing up and leaning over 

the top of the truck to point at the large warehouse at the end of the road, the shutter currently 

open. A pause, and then he rose a hand as he saw… Peg Leg Steve… no, that‟s not his name. 

Uh… crap. “See, there‟s the captain.” 

The canid glanced up towards them as one of the crew pointed them out… then he 

grinned and rose a hand, beckoning them forwards. Cherry drove slowly up and pulled off to the 

side, and the short wolf strode slowly out, looking up at them as he said mildly: “I‟m impressed 

to see you have the courage enough to go on with this journey… or maybe it‟s just stupidity. In 

any case, I want you to know that my price has doubled due to an increase in… certain 

activities.” He made a disgusted face at this. “I can‟t afford to endanger my vessel without 

substantial payment in return.” 

“What the fuck!” Cherry threw the door open and leapt out with a snarl, landing on the 

ground and stomping over to the wolf before hefting him up by the throat and throwing her other 

hand out to shove over a massive bull who tried to come to his captain‟s aid, the half-naked giant 

staring in horror as he was easily knocked flat into the dirt. “Listen to me, Louvre! Here‟s a new 

deal… you help us, or I break you into two pieces!” 

“Listen to me and we‟ll talk about it!” Louvre gasped, and then he fell to the ground as 

Zerrex made a face, jumping out of the pickup with his girls as Louvre panted hard on the dirt, 

the other bulky sailors starting forwards before the wolf waved them away with a wince as the 

bull continued to stare dumbly from the dirt. “The… the Ophelia is playing host to some big-shot 

who headed in from Ire yesterday on a private helicopter… and I‟m not going to put my ship in 

the way of a CFAV-17 unless I absolutely have to. If they find out I‟m smuggling you, they‟ll 

blow my entire crew to pieces.” 

“So you aren‟t confident you can get us aboard?” Zerrex asked mildly, and the 

timberwolf looked insulted as he straightened to his full height – but it was still remarkably 

unintimidating. 

Cherry grinned a bit, crossing her arms as she added teasingly: “Yeah, I guess he‟s short 

in confidence.” A pause as she opened her arms, looking back and forth with a waiting 



expression as the others simply stared at her, and then the bull chuckled stupidly from the 

ground, and Cherry made a face. “Well, wonderful, everyone loves the laughter of a child.” 

Before the bull could figure it out, Cherry hauled him easily to his feet, and he stared 

dumbly down at her from his massive fifteen feet, brushing him off and grumbling: “Look, you. 

Take better care of yourself or next time I‟ll sock you in the balls. Big dudes like you might not 

need brains to get what they need in life, but you don‟t seem to be the lucky type, so I suggest at 

least investing in some common sense.” 

“You‟re strong. And pretty.” The bull said dumbly, and Cherry looked up at him as he 

blushed a bit, rubbing one hoof against the ground with his hands behind his back, his puffy 

pants and sash swaying a bit in the wind as Louvre slapped a hand against his face with a mutter. 

“Norman, go and prepare the ship to leave, and make sure everything‟s loaded and in 

place.” Louvre said flatly, then he turned back to Zerrex as the bull began to leave, before 

grinning like an idiot as Cherry offered her hand, the giant taking it and prancing off with Cherry 

into the warehouse. “Now, do we have a deal or not? Four hundred and you get on the Ophelia.” 

“You didn‟t answer my question, Captain.” Zerrex responded evenly, crossing his arms 

and smiling coldly. “If you aren‟t confident enough to get me on that ship, I want my money 

refunded and I‟ll take whatever I want out of your cargo as a bonus for wasting my time… and 

believe me, whether your crew is ten or a hundred, you won‟t be able to stop me from wrecking 

your ship if my mind so goes to it. Otherwise, you‟ve been paid a thousand and I won‟t renege 

on our original deal of giving you two hundred more if you‟re confident enough to get us on 

board the Ophelia.” 

The wolf made a face, then he sighed and finally held out his hand, nodding and 

muttering: “Deal. You strike a hard bargain though, sir… just ensure that no one in your family 

screws up until we‟re a good hour away from the flagship.” 

“If things go well, the problems in Lunis will be gone within a few days and Ire will lift 

its quarantine of the city.” Zerrex replied evenly, then he reached into his pocket, producing a 

cluster of twenties and holding it up for a moment, adding mildly: “And by the way. Try to deep 

six us or hand us over to Ire, and I‟ll rip your body apart piece-by-piece and leave your head on a 

stick to stare at the sea for the rest of eternity.” 

The timberwolf nodded, his trembling smile giving away the fact that he‟d likely thought 

of both… and then Zerrex slapped the money into his hand and he turned away towards the 

warehouse, leading them inside and leaving Zerrex amazed to stare at the massive size of it. 

Even more impressive, however, was the small dock and the ship sitting in a watery trench in the 

cement, that led out towards a humongous pair of opened double doors, a crane lowering an 

enormous metal box down into the ship‟s hold as other sailors passed crates up a line towards the 

ship from a huge stock of boxes at the other end of the warehouse, to where Cherry and Norman 

cheerfully ran crates up and down the docks and over the small wooden bridge onto the ship, 

where more sailors carefully lowered them down into the hold. 

“It‟s a simple but complex operation, if you understand what I‟m saying.” Louvre said, 

his composure apparently recovered as they strode towards the ship, pointing out the boxes in the 

far corner. “Every day, the Irenic Military drops off supplies and orders on which ship needs 

what: today, however, is mail day, and every ship will be receiving crates filled with packages 

from home, as it‟s the easiest way for us to transport them. Lovely, isn‟t it, the way they care for 

their soldiers? 

“Some ships are also going to be supplied with food and medical equipment, and some of 

the crates in there are just for show. The Ophelia, however, receives a shipment of technical 



equipment today as well as the care packages for the soldiers… and so we‟ve left just enough 

space inside that metal container for several extra large crates, which are marked as gifts for the 

ship‟s captain. We‟ll stack these up and put these in with the other crates once we‟re on approach 

to the Ophelia… but the problem is the technical and scanning crews. They‟re unlikely to pass 

over the crates, and they‟ll be checking for any sort of life-form inside.” 

The wolf paused, turning around and looking over them all seriously. “Smuggling living 

people is a very dangerous and very arduous task, if you care about the life of your passengers, 

which I unfortunately seem to be stuck doing with you lot. Therefore, I‟ve also made sure to 

install deflectors on the inside of the crates, which will block heat signatures from passing 

through… but you‟ll have to keep quiet and not move around too much once you hear the 

scanning process begin, since they‟ll also be using sound sensors. If they find anything 

suspicious, they will open the crate up, and in that case you‟ll be in trouble. Scanning crews are 

always accompanied by military guard, and they don‟t exactly take kindly to stowaways… but 

once they finish scanning, you‟ll probably have an hour or more in the hold before they start 

actually opening the boxes up.” 

“Sounds like fun.” Zerrex said mildly, and then he sighed as he glanced over at Cherry, 

watching as she threw a crate across the bridge despite the protests of the crew to Norman, who 

caught it with a laugh. If we could all be so carefree… 

The Drakkaren sighed, and then he shook his head slowly as Louvre motioned at one of 

the sailors to close the warehouse doors, and as the sailor ran across the open doorway to do so, 

he paused as he noted a cute vixen walking idly along the docks, before making a face and 

hitting the switch for the shutter, muttering about thieves. Ten minutes later, and the vixen sat on 

top of the truck, watching as the Celeste-Delacour left port on route for the fleet of warships that 

barricaded the open sea. 

Angela rubbed her hands together, before making a face as she looked down at her hand 

and wiggled her fingers: this body still felt strange, but thankfully it had served its purpose now, 

and she could cast it off. She grunted as she slid off the truck, then tore at her clothing a bit and 

reached under her shirt to snap off her bra and toss it aside, before flicking her head as a jolt of 

black lightning ran over her body, causing small cuts and bruises here and there. It was too bad 

that she hadn‟t lured Zerrex into bed… perhaps if he‟d been more forthcoming, or if he‟d been 

more into abusing the powers his youngest daughter had, then it would be easier to discard this 

body… still, it had been a thrill to be near him, all the same. 

Angela strode along the back of the warehouse… or rather, Angela‟s body did. Her mind 

would be a jumble of confusion, and she wouldn‟t know if she‟d been mugged or raped until the 

hospital checked for her. She sat down in the tall grasses, avoiding the broken beer bottles as a 

courtesy, and then her eyes turned black as she glanced up at the blue sky, feeling the faintest of 

longing in her… but then she smiled a bit and looked down, closing her glowing black eyes and 

murmuring softly: “My job here is done. I‟ve gathered the intelligence on Lord Zerrex and his 

family, and assessed their power.” And I‟m sure in maybe, oh, I don‟t know, a hundred thousand 

years I‟ll be seeing Lord Zerrex down in Hell… what a pleasure and honor it would be… I just 

hope that Az‟Iriel doesn‟t get his claws into him or there‟ll be no soul left to grind… but I have a 

report to make. 

A pause, and silence… before Angela‟s head snapped back, the female screaming as a 

terrible dark essence tore its way out of her body, flowing out of her mouth, her nose, her eyes 

and ears, and then she collapsed onto the ground as the essence crackled with energy before 



simply vanishing with a rumble like thunder as the vixen‟s body slumped to the ground and 

twitched silently. 

 

Zerrex thought that being on a boat sucked worse than any other form of transportation: 

failure of the boat to reach its destination, for instance, almost always meant suffering a slow 

death drowning with land somewhere in sight but completely unreachable, taunting you until you 

died… or beginning to drown and then feeling something seize you and begin chewing on you 

ruthlessly. 

The Drakkaren made a face as he clung to whatever he could in the hold, where they‟d 

been stuffed by Louvre – perhaps a bit of revenge on him and his family, he was starting to 

realize, since there was always the danger of a loose crate tumbling down or sliding over and 

squishing one of them. Cherry and Cindy were over in the far corner, and Mahihko was 

somewhere near them, whining loudly but blocked from view by a support bar… and Marina 

was over beside him, looking at him curiously. A few moments later, however, the Drakkaren 

realized why the other girls were so far away, remembering what he‟d said last night… and he 

sighed a bit before sitting quietly back in his little nook between a crate and the wall, Marina 

slipping in beside him as he murmured softly: “You wanted to know… so… I‟ll tell you.” 

“Thank you, Daddy.” Marina said softly, yet she still looked almost impatient, and Zerrex 

smiled faintly at her, shaking his head slowly. She always was so impetuous when it came to her 

curiosity… ready to do anything to sate it, anything to get what she wanted, or even what she 

thought she wanted.  

He took another breath, looking at her for a few more moments before glancing up and 

speaking in a soft voice: “When I was young… very young… I had nothing to do and nothing to 

live for. After I joined the Legion and had met Cherry, my urges grew worse… until the day that 

I met a girl named Allie. 

“It was on a movie set… I was working a job there, and I‟d been told to protect the cast 

and crew. I walked in on her finishing putting on her costume, and I remember… that she wasn‟t 

the slightest bit afraid of me.” A faint smile cracked over his muzzle, and he shook his head 

slowly. “It was cute in a way that only I‟d find it cute. But she wasn‟t scared at all… in fact, I 

clearly remember her telling me to either take a picture or get the hell out… 

“I told her she‟d break the camera… I remember stepping forwards… and she, half-

dressed in a pair of combat pants and a stuffed bra, stepped towards me, and… it went back and 

forth like that until she grabbed me and I kissed her and we ended up having sex, right there in 

the meeting room, and…” Zerrex paused for a few moments as the memories came back, closing 

his eyes and hating himself on how everything seemed… faded now, not as vibrant as it had been 

back then… but how he could still recall that fire in his heart she‟d lit… 

“It was a strange courtship. At first it was for sex… later it was for… something more…” 

He remembered sitting with her in a hotel bed, sharing a bottle of champagne with her, their 

glasses tinking together as they smiled at each other. He remembered kissing her gently, 

chastely, even if hours earlier he‟d been butchering a room full of security guards around a lab 

facility. He remembered going out grocery shopping with her and picking up someone who‟d run 

his cart into her, then dropping him at her embarrassed yell… only for her to step forwards and 

punch the asshole out, saying mildly that she could take care of her own problems and making 

him laugh.  

He remembered the sex… and he remembered making love to her, holding her to his 

body… and he remembered going back to the Legion base and Cherry half-snarling at him and 



looking furious, and not even Vampire daring to make a joke at her expense on those nights. 

“Allie didn‟t have the beauty and intelligence of your mother or the fierceness and strength of 

Cherry… but she was strong, and she was smart, and she was…” He paused, then said quietly: 

“She was my soulmate, I guess you could say. 

“And the day after I asked her to marry me, she went home to see her parents, to show off 

her engagement ring.” He stopped for a moment, then said matter-of-factly: “And the train 

crashed on the way home, and she and everyone aboard had been killed. I loved her enough I had 

been willing to take on the Legion and all of Ire to escape the way my life had been heading… 

and it looks like that never can happen now.” 

He lowered his head, and Marina quietly hugged her father from the side, closing her 

eyes and bowing her own, and for a long time there was only silence before she got to her feet 

and quietly walked over to where the others sat, looking as miserable as Zerrex. She sat down, 

then glanced over the others and asked faintly: “Why didn‟t anyone tell me? He‟s still pining for 

her… and now I‟ve torn that wound open again…” 

“Because you wanted to know, and he‟s the only one who could tell you and make it 

clear that sometimes, you just don‟t poke an old wound.” Cherry responded quietly, then she 

smiled a bit. “He‟ll be fine, we‟ve just been pushing him too fuckin‟ much lately. The Boss is 

getting older now, after all, and even if he has all us girls – you too, Mahihko – he doesn‟t have 

anyone who stands as equal with him, get it?” A pause and an ironic smile. “Everyone wants to 

be on top of the world until they get there. Then they find out it sucks.” 

Cindy made a face, shaking her head slowly as the ship rocked in an especially-large 

wave. “Well, we all know you couldn‟t‟ve liked Allie much.” 

“Oh, absolutely hated her…” Cherry said cheerfully, but her smile didn‟t reach her sad 

eyes as she added, leaning over to Marina: “And have I ever been kicking myself in the ass for 

that ever since. I mean, I hated Cindy there too for a while, but I got over that after living with 

her a bit… hell, I gave up being the Boss‟s wife to go back to being his bitch, and I‟ve never 

been happier.” 

“I‟m sitting right here, you whore.” Cindy grumbled, glowering at her. “And you never 

should‟ve married him in the first place, you… you fatty. You probably screwed him up even 

worse with all the extra shit he went through.” 

Cherry looked injured at this, then she rubbed her head and coughed a bit. “In every life, 

we must go through a little bit of rain.” she finally said wisely, and then grunted and stared at 

Mahihko after he elbowed her in the kidney. “What?” 

“I don‟t think any of us deserve to be here, sitting in the hold of a ship, waiting to make 

an attack on what‟s been declared as the most powerful warship in the entire world.” Mahihko 

mumbled, looking sulkily around at them all. “And I wish you would all stop bringing up sad old 

matters. You‟re turning this into a soap opera when we should be worrying about who‟s carrying 

the bags of gear in with them in one of those stupid crates.” 

“You are, dipshit.” Cherry said mildly, poking his nose firmly, and the wolf blinked a 

few times, his eyes widening a bit in horror as all eyes settled on him. “You‟re the smallest and 

most expendable.” 

“Cherry, stop being a bitch.” Zerrex kicked her in the back with the side of his foot as he 

walked over to the group, still looking morbid but also more focused on what was laying ahead, 

the female grunting and wincing before glaring up at him. “But unfortunately, Mahihko, you will 

have to carry everything in with you… you‟re tiny enough that you should still be relatively 

comfortable in one of those crates, at least, but you‟ll have to be careful to not move around too 



much. And speaking of which, we‟re going to have to hide Blackheart in the back of that metal 

crate with Cherry‟s rifle, since there‟s no way in hell it‟s going to fit in the crate with me.” 

Cherry made a face at this, then Cindy frowned a bit, tilting her head slightly: “Won‟t 

they notice the gigantic sword and the rifle after they unload the crates from the shell? I mean, 

it‟s pretty hard to miss.” 

Before Zerrex could speak, Cherry looked up seriously, adding: “Yeah, I really wish your 

sword wasn‟t so long and hard all the time. You should just make it go flaccid.” A grin as she 

looked around at the others, her eyes wide… and then she slouched and looked disgusted. “You 

know, like his penis?” 

“We all like his penis, but that‟s not the point.” Cindy responded drolly, and Mahihko 

giggled as Marina and her father both smiled slightly, and Cherry looked utterly horrified by this.  

“Her comic timing is better than yours.” Zerrex said mildly before Cherry could say 

anything, and the demoness huffed, glaring around at them all before the Drakkaren added 

mildly: “No, they won‟t notice it… the scanning crews don‟t bother opening the shell to scan all 

the boxes unless there‟s something inside they want to inspect… it saves a lot of time for them 

and for the workers who come in afterwards to move everything around, or at least that‟s what 

Louvre told me. I don‟t think he‟s lying, either… his main concern seems to be giving him long 

enough to get away that he‟ll be able to safely cover the ground necessary to hide from the 

military chopper. Or water, I guess, in this case.” 

“Yeah, can‟t say I blame him… isn‟t that the newest model of Irenic piss-yourself-in-

terror-inducing war machine that‟s ninety percent guns and ten percent actual helicopter?” 

Cherry paused at Zerrex‟s grimace, then she grinned stupidly. “Dude, let‟s shoot the Ophelia 

down with it.” 

“The Ophelia has something like two-foot-thick ballistic armor covering the hulls and 

five-foot thick alloy plating over the actual body of the ship… not to mention the fact it has a 

portable shield generator that completely protects the main body of the ship from attack by 

creating a death shield.” Zerrex said dryly, and Cindy frowned a bit at this before the male 

intercepted her question. “Unfortunately, no, they‟re not illegal.” 

Mahihko looked curious, however, so Cherry cheerfully explained: “See, it works by 

vibrating molecules at a distance using some sort of particle manipulation shit… the shield is 

almost invisible, except for a strange haze that gets clearer the closer you get to it… but anything 

solid that moves into this shield gets literally liquefied by the force of the vibrations.” Cherry 

paused, then added reflectively: “It‟s kinda weird that Narrius didn‟t come up with the same 

sorta technology.” 

“He did.” Zerrex said absently, walking over to the massive metal container as he took 

his sword off his back, then making a face as he opened the door with one hand and it crashed 

loudly into the wooden floor. “Before Albatross could get all the facilities locked down, Ire stole 

a bunch of computers and notes from many of the labs and refuses any knowledge of the 

operation, despite the giant boat they crashed labeled „Irenic Military‟ and all the soldiers 

begging to go home and not be executed after watching at least one of their former comrades get 

torn in half by a Dragokkaren‟s bare hands. Between the stuff Ire stole and everything that went 

up in flames, that‟s why it‟s taking so long to decode all the old archives.” 

Cherry nodded a bit, watching as Zerrex wedged Blackheart into the space above the 

crates, then turned it, wedging it between the walls. “I really hope they don‟t scan the roof of that 

thing.” 



“Crap.” Zerrex made a face, then he shook his head a bit and added dryly, as he ducked 

and then hefted the heavy lid: “They‟re looking for chemicals and heat signatures, I think, not 

weird metal things… after all, most people can‟t make a block of useless metal blow up by 

itself.” 

He slammed the metal box closed, then rolled his shoulders and sat down against it with a 

mumble as the ship rocked heavily again, and Louvre shouted some order above, his crew 

responding with grunts and yells. The Drakkaren guessed that they had neared the first 

warship… and a moment later he was proved right as the enormous doors that blocked the hold 

off opened and the heavy gate below those slid back. A few of the larger sailors came down and 

began picking up crates, forming a line up the stairs leading out to unload the ship the old-

fashioned way. 

Ten boxes later, and the line retreated, Norman the giant bull blushing and waving at 

Cherry as she smiled and waved back, then she sighed dreamily and said cheerfully: “I just love 

children, don‟t you?” 

“Yeah, but last time you did anything with one, you were arrested.” Zerrex said mildly, 

and the others laughed as Cherry blushed deeply, crossing her arms and huffing. 

“Look, it was an honest mistake!” she tilted her muzzle upwards with a defiant snort, 

looking embarrassed all the same. “Dude was huge, okay? How the hell was I supposed to know 

he was only thirteen, the bear could‟ve passed for thirty, easily!” 

She mumbled, then sulked for a while as the ship continued onwards, but the rest of the 

unloading points were the same. Only two hours later, however, Louvre came down and looked 

grimly around at them all, saying calmly: “We part ways ahead… but I thought your family 

would like a quick look at just what you‟re going up against.” 

Zerrex nodded, and the group ascended the stairs to stand on the deck… and out ahead, 

still a few hundred feet away, was the most massive battleship any of them had ever seen: the 

only thing Zerrex had ever laid his eyes upon that was larger was the floating Paradise, but that 

had been an engine of destruction so formidable that words like „war‟ and „death‟ paled before it 

– it had been designed to bring the apocalypse, and there was no way it could have been used for 

such a thing as „peace.‟ 

The Ophelia, however, looked like the ultimate expression of a warship built for the sea 

and not the air, and one that was currently serving the grim but at least not destructive purpose of 

heading the fleet blockading Lunis, which towered in the distance behind it. The ship itself had 

to be at least half a mile high at the largest towers that stood off of it, near the center-back of the 

ship, and looked immense – Zerrex knew the total length was something like three and a half 

miles, every inch of it protected. Near the front was a set of immense triple cannons that leaned 

off the sides of the ship, and standing alone like a terrible, bleak statue on the nose of the ship 

was a gargantuan railgun… and Zerrex didn‟t even want to guess at the level of destructive 

power it likely carried. 

All along the body of the ship were cannons, and Zerrex could see turrets built into the 

miniature city the Ophelia carried on its back, all of it drab, military grey, the Hez‟Ranna symbol 

badly painted over by the golden sigil of Ire… and then Louvre said softly: “She requires a crew 

of five hundred, and has at least a small army of ten thousand soldiers aboard her to add meat to 

her bones… one hundred and seventy-two long-range artillery cannons, three hundred and ten 

„defensive‟ cannons, fifty-one full-size missile batteries, and one railgun. She‟s steadied and kept 

afloat even in the fiercest storms by magnetic propulsion discs buried in her belly, and she can 

generate a death shield or electromagnetic pulse as necessary to defend herself, and it is said that 



once Patriarch Narrius walked her decks and directed her into battle himself in a „test war‟ 

outside of Ire, and she sank all one-and-forty ships guided against her by Ire‟s long-range war 

fleet. 

“She is almost completely invulnerable to modern day weaponry, and even her softer 

underbelly is guarded by the death shield when its active and she the „nest‟ of submarines 

attached to her underbelly that crews can engage in case of attack and be used to either flee the 

ship or destroy any underwater attackers. Her weaponry can automatically track targets and her 

supplies are nearly limitless, and she can hold an additional twelve attack helicopters on her 

front, there, for aerial support.” Louvre glanced over to the Drakkaren, adding mildly: “If you 

want to turn back now, I won‟t blame you: hell, I‟ll refund you half your money. I‟m scared 

shitless of her too, after all.” 

“We have the advantage here, not that hunk of metal.” Zerrex said softly, shaking his 

head a bit and smiling slightly as he looked out at the ship, before his eyes fixed on the towering 

cliffs of Lunis beyond. “But thank you, Captain Louvre, for your services on this voyage.” 

He extended his hand, and the wolf grunted and shook it before motioning to his crew. 

“We‟ll see how pleasant it is for you once you switch ships. Remember, stay still and wait ten 

minutes after the scanners leave, you‟ll hear them even through the metal shell. Then you get the 

hell out of there and find yourselves a nice little hidey-hole so I don‟t have to deal with the 

chopper and getting blown to shit.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit with a slight smile, then he and his family retreated down the stairs. 

Norman looked at them sadly as two other crew members pried boxes open, and then Cherry 

swept him into her arms and kissed him firmly, and the bull looked stupefied before she placed 

him lightly back on his feet and slapped his ass firmly, making him blush deeply as she grinned 

up at him and winked. “You take care, big boy, and I‟ll come back and see you someday real 

soon, I promise.” 

“Okay.” Norman nodded quickly, and then he smiled as she climbed into her box, waving 

goodbye as the lid was put on. He dropped his head a bit, and Zerrex gently patted him on the 

wrist before climbing into his own box, and the bull added firmly: “Take care of her!” 

“I will.” Zerrex promised, then he softened at the bull‟s childish smile as he squished 

himself down into the crate… before he wincing as the metal lining of the crate jabbed into him 

as a sailor put the lid on, leaving him in a shroud of darkness. He fidgeted a bit as the sailor 

hammered the lid down, and then he winced as the crate was lifted into the air and shoved rudely 

into what he guessed was the metal shell. “Gods this sucks.” 

“Bite me, shorty!” Cherry snapped from somewhere below him, and she let out a sigh of 

relief. “Oh wait, I can do that…” A pause and a loud clank, and Cherry immediately shouted: 

“The hell is that?” 

“The hell do you think it is!” shot back another female, and Cherry winced at the sound 

of Marina‟s angry voice before it added: “And you know what, fuck you for you and your stupid 

powers! If you were any good to us, you‟d just turn into a fucking soldier and walk us on board 

the ship!” 

A short silence… and then Cherry asked hesitantly: “Zerrex, can we still do that? I‟m 

getting kinda claustrophobic here.” Another pause with no reply, and then she coughed: “Zerrex? 

You aren‟t dead, are you? Um…  oh, wait, you don‟t like small spaces or ships, right? Gee, you 

must really be in hell right now. Not my kinda Hell but the hell that‟s all bad, I mean.” 

“Cherry, shut up.” Zerrex mumbled in a strangled voice, and then there were two more 

clunks as Cindy shouted some vulgarity and Mahihko whined loudly before he scratched at the 



edge of the crates. Oh crap. Getting paranoid. This is never going to work… oh crap, oh crap, oh 

crap… small spaces, tight spaces, darkness, gonna end up dropping this shell in the water and 

we‟ll all drown… I don‟t know if I can break out of this crate with all the other wood around, 

and even if I did it‟d just be in to water… oh crap… 

Daddy, stop it. Marina said irritably in his mind, and Zerrex blinked before he found 

himself sitting in a field with the others, Cherry in her usual form – which Zerrex guessed from 

her chortling earlier was not the form she was in inside the box… that inspires me to write a 

physics joke… is Cherry in the box or is Cherry in her own box or something… I‟m too dumb to 

think of one… – and Cindy and Mahihko in theirs. The last was sobbing uncontrollably before he 

opened his eyes and stared around at them all, and Marina‟s eye twitched as she glared around at 

them all. 

“You all suck.” she declared, then she crossed her arms and grumbled: “This is an 

illusion by the way, yes. You‟re all panicking, so it wasn‟t hard to exploit that and toss you all 

into this fantasy world here, since it left your minds open to invasion. 

“So let‟s get down the rules. If you try to move, don‟t actually try to move… just think 

about moving, and that should be enough to do it. It‟ll take a while to get down, but now‟s as 

good at time as ever to start, so everyone, stand up.” 

Marina jumped to her feet, and Zerrex shrugged before cracking his head off the top of 

the wooden crate he was in and almost knocking himself out, blinking stupidly before returning 

to the fantasy world and finding only Cindy had managed her feet out of the group. Marina 

looked at them all distastefully, and then Mahihko hesitantly managed to stand up… and Zerrex 

and Cherry looked at each other distrustfully before both there was a double crack as they 

whacked their heads again off the crates. 

“Let‟s all just sit down then.” Marina said moodily, and the others sat as the demoness 

and Drakkaren both blushed in embarrassment. “In any case, if you do try to move… don‟t move 

your body. Move with your mind.” 

The others nodded, then Cindy asked curiously: “Do I need to speak, or do I just think…” 

A pause, and a slight smile. “I think I just answered my own question.” 

“I could really use a cock right now to take my mind off things.” Cherry mumbled, and 

then everyone stared at her before she blushed deeper, and there was a fidgeting sound from 

another crate before she laughed and looked embarrassedly around. “What, did everyone hear 

that? Because it wasn‟t a bad thought at all. You know, just Cherry being Cherry. Good ol‟ 

Cherry. Hey, Marina, I think I need to leave this fantasy land and uh… don‟t say masturbate, 

Marina has plenty of know- oh shit, am I still talking? I didn‟t mean to-” 

A moment later, Cherry vanished, and Marina gave a disgruntled look around before her 

gaze settled on Zerrex, who was mumbling over and over to himself: “Don‟t say anything, don‟t 

say anything, keep your thoughts quiet…” 

“What is it, Daddy? Something you want to say to me?” Marina leaned in almost eagerly, 

licking her muzzle slowly and then adding with half-lidded eyes as Cindy and Mahihko 

exchanged a horrified look: “I can broadcast those thoughts from this morning if you wan-” 

There was another crack, and then Zerrex groaned stupidly in pain before slumping inside 

his crate, the world spinning and his mind distorted, finally ejected from the illusionary world by 

the mix of pain and disorientation. He could feel Marina already reaching into his mind again to 

try and snag him, but the Drakkaren deftly slid his mind away before creating a wall of fuzzy, 

indistinct thoughts in his head, which Marina quickly backed away from; over all his years 

studying and battling paranormal phenomenon, the „fuzz barrier‟ was the only one that seemed to 



work a hundred percent of the time. Psychics tended not to like being assaulted by a tidal wave 

of random thoughts that included: „where is the pen cap for that pen on my desk?‟ and „I like 

food, I like food, yum, yum, yum, I like food.‟ 

The reptile forced his body to relax, so Marina couldn‟t catch him unawares at all… and 

then Marina said to him softly in his head: You just had to tell me you didn‟t want to be there, 

Daddy… you didn‟t have to go and hurt yourself. 

No, no. It was an accident… but no, Marina, please. You‟re being a bit… aggressive 

again with me and Cherry, I think. Zerrex replied gently, and Marina tilted her head curiously as 

her image projected into his mind. We don‟t like to share our thoughts all the time because it‟s… 

we‟re ugly people on the inside, sometimes. Like what just came out there with Cherry, and the 

things I sometimes think that… only you see. 

Marina seemed to inflate at that thought, brightening and smiling lovingly to him, and 

then she murmured softly: Then because I know it‟ll make you happy, Daddy, I‟ll keep the others 

company… but I don‟t want you to be ashamed of those thoughts… The sensation of hot breath, 

of being touched. I like them plenty. 

Fortunately, before Marina could begin mentally molesting him, a voice shouted: “Hoist! 

Hoist goddamn you!” followed by a massive rumbling, distracting both of them for the moment 

before the metal shell began to rise, presumably gripped by the crane. There was more shouting, 

slow movements, and Zerrex forced himself to relax… but knowing that he was actually in 

danger now from enemy soldiers instead of just stuffed in a box in the dark somehow helped him 

stay calm. “Move „er over and attach the cable to bring it up! Shipment number 11237578, on its 

way, technical equipment and care packages, including gifts for the Cap‟n of your fine ship on 

behalf of the so-and-so!” 

“Admiral Vonnegut will be pleased, then.” A voice replied coldly over a loudspeaker, as 

there was another heavy vibration before the sensation of being moved and lifted at a much-

faster rate. “Move your ship ten meters back and await further instruction while we scan the 

cargo, Captain Armstrong Louvre.” 

The sound of waves and movement… and then the feeling of being lowered onto 

something that was whirring loudly, and a moment later vibrations ran through the crate before 

something above cracked and something else clanked. A long pause, and then the sound of heavy 

footsteps and a loud buzzing, someone outside mumbling and then a loud curse as one of the 

soldiers said irritably, muffled by the layers of wood and metal: “For the love of shit, Jonas, stay 

the fuck out of the way… but I‟m only finding metals and minor tremors here and there, 

probably the result of the box being shaken around so much and stuff shifting inside.” A loud 

clanking drowned out his next words, but then the Drakkaren felt vibrations running through the 

shell again, and he relaxed a bit, his eyes still closed as he judged their movement forwards, and 

then downwards at an angle. 

After at least five minutes, he felt vibrations running through the shell again… and then 

another loud clanking before several loud beeps sounded, and finally they seemed to be at their 

destination… wherever the hell that was supposed to be. Outside, soldiers were conversing in 

muffled voices, and then someone said: “We can open it later… we‟re all late for assembly. Let‟s 

just leave it there for now and we can get to it later.” 

The sound of footsteps and voices moved away outside, and Zerrex began to count to five 

hundred in his head before a better idea struck him, and he asked in murmur instead: “Marina? 

Can you sense any life forms in the vicinity?” 



He could almost feel the tremors run through him as Marina reached out with her powers, 

and then there was a squirming in the crate next to him as she said quietly: “No one inside this 

room, at least, but there are likely cameras…” 

A loud crunching, and Zerrex winced as his crate shifting, Cherry mumbling: “I‟ll deal 

with that…” A pause, and then there was another crunch before Zerrex‟s crate half-fell 

backwards, the demoness adding lamely: “Whoops. Sorry there, Boss.” 

“Just go.” Zerrex muttered, punching at the wall of his own crate as he heard Cherry 

carefully lowering the door… and light shone into their little box as Zerrex began wiggling 

himself out through the hole he‟d knocked in the crate, making a face and continuing to grumble 

as the demoness rolled her shoulders before turning back towards the shell and snatching up her 

rifle, looking curiously around the inside of the cargo room.  

“It‟s pretty standard, Boss… there‟s a camera up in two corners of the room, but neither 

of them can see us, they‟re more focused on the doorway.” Cherry said distastefully, as Zerrex 

half-fell out of his crate to land on his front, the demoness not noticing as she peered around the 

room. “The door itself looks like it uses a card reader, but I should be able to hotwire that shit no 

problem… and there isn‟t a lot of cargo in this hold, but- oh, shit, you okay, Boss?” 

“Keep talking.” Zerrex said mildly, as he managed to finally climb to his feet from the 

ruins of the box he‟d all but obliterated, before turning to grab his sword and pulling it free from 

the inside of the shell, slipping it securely onto his back before turning around to tear off the 

front of both Marina and Mahihko‟s boxes. A pause, and then he helped Marina out before 

shifting her box aside and tearing off the front of the one behind it, Cindy looking relieved as her 

eyes settled on her father. 

As the group organized itself, Cherry cleared her throat and continued speaking, rubbing 

at her clothing a bit. “Uh… so… this is obviously one of the smaller holds, with the lack of much 

else in here but us… and I‟m willing to bet it‟s fortified and shit, too, so the only way in and out 

is through that door. But thankfully, we got Bebop to move those cameras for us.” 

“No problem.” Marina said softly, then she pointed at one camera and it sparked, 

twitching a bit before some part fell out of it and it lowered slowly to face the ground, before she 

pointed at the next and something else cracked along its base, the camera slowly turning away to 

face the wall before she paused and glanced at the door, making a short waving motion. 

The red light above the control panel next to the door flicked green as the door slid open 

and locked in that position, and Marina looked over her shoulder at Cherry, who looked 

dumbfounded before glancing down at her mildly: “You know, you could‟ve just mentioned you 

stole the code for the control panel from the dude.” 

Marina shrugged a bit, and then Zerrex glanced around the group as Cindy picked up one 

of the duffel bags from Mahihko, everyone facing him before he smiled and looked to Cherry, 

who blushed a bit. “You‟re team leader. I‟m going to make my own way towards the bridge and 

draw their attention if… once… they find me.” Zerrex said softly, then he glanced over at 

Marina as she frowned. “It‟s the same plan as in Paradise, Marina, just quieter… but Cherry will 

lead you well and true. Just make sure you find a way down to either the magnetic discs or the 

main power generator… this place is too heavy to float by itself for too long.” 

“This is stupid, Boss.” Cherry said mildly, making a face and shaking her head quickly as 

she absentmindedly dragged Marina out of sight, a soldier walking by a few moments later and 

glancing curiously at the open door. “Besides, we need to have a plan of escape, too, and when 

the fusion reactor in this thing goes up, it‟ll take out half the goddamn ship… not to mention this 

whole fucking thing is miles long.” 



“Then we meet at Hangar 1 or Hangar A, whichever one‟s the first in line, where they‟re 

keeping those submarines.” Zerrex said mildly, and now Cherry grinned a bit. “But like it or not, 

we do have to do something about this ship‟s defensive capabilities, or we‟re not going to get 

very far even underwater… either way, I‟m still heading up to the bridge, and you‟re still finding 

a way to disable the magnetic discs.” 

“Fine…” Cherry said sourly, but then Marina frowned at her and even Zerrex could tell 

she was thinking of something else before she grinned a bit, nudging the Drakkaren gently. “But 

you better watch your stupid ass, Boss. You wouldn‟t want to get caught too early and fuck 

things up for the rest of us.” 

“Thanks for the vote of confidence.” Zerrex said mildly, then he nodded to her and patted 

her arm quietly. “Get yourselves moving. Marina can contact me if anything goes awry.” 

The others nodded, and then Cherry led them quickly around the shell and towards the 

door as Zerrex closed his eyes and counted to two-hundred. When no alarms went off, he turned 

around and quickly made his way towards the doors, watching as a few soldiers ran before 

slipping in the opposite direction down the hallway. 

Somewhere else in the ship now, Cherry was muttering to herself as Marina growled: 

“Look, if you‟re planning to meet up with Daddy, that‟s fine, but-” 

Cherry shot her a venomous look, saying darkly: “Just shut the hell up, kid, and be 

professional for once in your fucking life.” A shocked look from Marina, and then the demoness 

added in a mutter, as she peered out from the small niche they had all clustered in: “We did so 

good with that attack on Paradise, too… everyone duck and push back against a wall.” 

The others did as instructed, and a moment later several people dressed in grey uniforms 

walked by, oblivious of everything around them as they laughed and chatted. Cherry quickly led 

them out of the little alcove and then across to a valve door, spinning the handle and opening it 

rapidly to lead them inside a storage room of some kind. Here, she let out a sigh of relief before 

scrounging through the lockers and muttering: “We‟re going to split up… I need a detailed 

analysis of the ship and a map to the magnetic discs, so Mahihko and I are going to infiltrate the 

area. Cindy and Marina, I want you two to sneak down to the bottom level of the submarine and- 

ugh. Fine, I‟ll do it the old fashioned way.” 

With that, Cherry turned to sit in front of the open doorway, motioning for the others to 

step to the side of the dark storage room as she concentrated, watching ghost shapes walk by 

before their real versions followed, even as Cindy babbled: “Marina and I might be able to find 

our way through a military base, but there‟s no chance in hell we could do what you do, Cherry, 

and make it through a warship like this… it has to be nearly overloaded with crew and… and…” 

Cherry jumped to her feet and stuck her head out the door as the others watched, 

whistling loudly at a pair of soldiers and then licking her muzzle slowly as she called: “Oh boys? 

I was wondering if you could help little old me with a little problem I‟m having with my 

uniform…” 

She ducked back inside the room, then glared at the others, hissing: “Get the hell back!” 

before she spun around and winked as the two soldiers almost barreled into the room, then stared 

stupidly at Cherry as she flexed before saying mildly: “I think I got it.” 

With that, she reached out and grabbed them both, jerking them forwards against her 

kicking the door half-closed as her strong arms wrapped around their necks, murmuring to them 

gently as they slowly suffocated. A few moments later, Cherry dropped one of them, then 

absently cracked the neck of the other as she said over her shoulder: “There won‟t be much 



sneaking involved… we‟ll go over the technical details in a few minutes, just let me find two 

machine crew members who about match the size of you two…” 

The others stared, even as Cherry picked up the other soldier, then snapped his neck as 

well, and Mahihko looked ill even as Cindy rubbed gently along his back and Marina made a 

face of disgust as Cherry opened the door and once more sat down to watch contentedly, silent 

and deadly, like a spider waiting for the right prey to pounce upon. 

 

Zerrex was mildly proud of himself for making it all the way to the second floor before 

he had to actually kill someone, but on the other hand it gave him an outfit to wear as he hid the 

body in what seemed like some sort of machine room, replacing his knife in the holster on his 

belt before stripping down the body and slipping on the crew uniform from the thankfully-tall 

horse. Then again, he‟d just slaughtered the rest of the crew that had been repairing this room, 

too… and out of six or seven people, you think there‟d be at least someone my size or who I can 

shift down to. 

The reptile paused, then he inspected the controls closer as he did up the grey coveralls 

and idly shoved his hair up to hide for the most part under the mechanic‟s hat, looking 

thoughtfully over it as he glanced down at himself. “I need a helmet… and there are still at least 

a dozen soldiers wandering around on patrols outside.” He murmured, then he shrugged and 

glanced down at his sword, picking it up and spinning around almost gracefully with it to chop 

through a set of pipes behind him before slamming it down into the control panel, and then he 

quickly let out as loud a yell as he could manage before running out of the room and dancing 

around like an idiot, pointing at the room as he manufactured a look of terror, and at least ten 

soldiers came down either side of the hall at his cries of: “Ohmygodohmygodhelp!” 

They all ran into the room, and Zerrex glanced back and forth before following the group 

inside and slamming the door behind himself, grinning coldly as soldiers shouted and barged all 

over each other, asking each other stupidly who was supposed to report, where their comlink 

was, what the hell they thought had happened… and then Zerrex drew his combat knife from his 

belt and leapt on the first, stabbing down into his throat with the knife before rising with a hard 

palm to the chin of the next and knocking him cold. 

In the small room, filled with sparking wires and bleating machinery, the soldiers tripped 

over each other and managed to get in one another‟s way, the lucky ones who could somewhat 

raise their weapons unable to fire for fear of hitting one of their own. One of them staggered into 

the wires, and immediately began screaming as the current ran through him, setting him on fire 

and causing an even greater uproar even as Zerrex continued to move forwards, slicing through 

the throat of another with a wide punch before kicking out the legs of a bear with a low sweep of 

his foot and bringing his leg around in a high hook immediately after, knocking another 

staggering into his compatriots, before his foot fell and he stomped down onto the unlucky bear‟s 

throat, crushing in his larynx. 

In less than a minute, Zerrex stood in a bloody uniform, sliding his knife back into his 

holster and making a face as he looked over the mess of bodies, broken armor, and blood beneath 

him… but then he grumbled and tore off the uniform he‟d been wearing, noting that everything 

had gone from pristine to covered in blood, burns, or cracks. I need to find a soldier on his own… 

then I can probably take him out quietly enough to avoid damaging his gear or anything. For 

now, though… 

The Drakkaren pulled Blackheart out of the control panel on the wall, and it sparked a 

few times as the reptile replaced the sword on his back, slipping back out into the hallway and 



then shrugging a bit as he saw it was empty and silent now. A few steps forwards and a glance 

around where it turned the other way, and he saw nothing but what looked like a ladder leading 

up to a hatch of some kind… and immediately this earned the Drakkaren‟s attention, the reptile 

heading over to it, glancing up at the ceiling to check for cameras at the same time. 

Climbing the ladder, he spun the valve that opened the latch… then lowered his hand and 

used his head to slowly push the hatch upwards just enough that his eyes could see into the room 

beyond. Soldiers were busy hammering at something, however, many of them cursing as they 

worked control panels, and Zerrex grinned a bit as he silently pushed the hatch up and climbed 

quietly out, before slipping around it and kicking it closed, the valve automatically spinning back 

into a locked position as the five soldiers in the room all whirled around to stare in shock, the 

Drakkaren cracking his fists and saying mildly: “Resist and I‟ll kill you. Stay quiet-like and I‟ll 

knock you out.” A pause, and then he made a face as he felt the cold barrel of a handgun press 

into the back of his skull. “I hate heroes.” 

The Drakkaren spun around, one hand snagging the barrel of the gun as his elbow 

slammed into the wolverine‟s face, and then he grunted and put his full strength into a hard kick 

as the male staggered backwards with a groan of pain before howling for his short trip across the 

room, crashing into a computer terminal and sending up a blast of sparks before he fell to the 

ground, and the reptile‟s eyes flashed as he dropped the gun and grabbed his sword with both 

hands, spinning around and dragging Blackheart out in a wide, turning cut that tore through three 

of the soldiers, splattering blood and gore over the computer as the tip of his blade sank into 

another terminal, the reptile glaring at the two who‟d had the sense to stay back and then slowly 

straightening as he replaced Blackheart on his back, saying coldly: “You better tell me what you 

know about the Ophelia, and I recommend beginning to talk right now.” 

One of them stared at the reptile… then the rodent pulled his handgun out of his holster, 

and before Zerrex could reach forwards, the mouse shoved it under his chin and blew his own 

brains out, leaving the Drakkaren staring in shock as the last soldier, a short horse, shrieked and 

leapt away, whacking his head off a monitor before he fell over and turned into a trembling heap 

on the ground. The reptile made a disgusted face, then he leaned forwards over the horse, 

speaking dryly: “Seriously. I won‟t kill you if you tell me what I want. Now talk, and please 

don‟t take the messy road like your friend there did.” 

“I… we… computer…” the horse stuttered, then he fainted, and the Drakkaren sighed a 

bit before stepping forwards and rubbing at his face slowly. The military really does suck these 

days… that‟s the problem with giving them all the power that Ire has. They don‟t have to really 

be hardened soldiers anymore… they just have to be able to fire a gun, and the protection and 

license that the country gives them does the rest. It‟s not hard to police and kill unarmed and 

frightened civilians, after all… 

Zerrex muttered something under his breath as he glanced around the elongated room, but 

all the computer screens were filled with static and the terminals were buzzing stupidly… likely 

due to the fact he had cut up all the wires and control panels below. But he did have a nice view 

from here of the world outside… and the Drakkaren made a bit of a face as he stared out the 

window at what had to be several thousand soldiers standing in a group on the main deck around 

a massive attack helicopter, someone standing with a group of different soldiers and giving an 

impromptu speech. 

The reptile shook his head slowly, then he glanced behind him towards the door at the 

back of the cabin, carefully opening it to peer outside, and watching as a line of soldiers ran 

quickly down the side of the ship – not a patrol, but either some sort of exercises or punishment 



detail. Zerrex followed them, trying to ignore the massive artillery cannons he passed, before 

slipping into the nearest door that led back inside the ship and one of the massive front towers 

that rose to meet the sky. 

He made a face as he heard voices muttering… and then one of them said darkly: “Listen 

to me, soldier, there can‟t be anyone on board the ship… the Ophelia is impregnable and 

invincible, I don‟t care what your crews have reported. You know what the problem is? The 

problem is this ship is loaded with incompetent military rejects, instead of navy marines… now 

report back to the Main Bridge and tell the Admiral that we‟ve resolved the problem.” 

“Yeah, get the fuck out of here, we‟re busy.” added a familiar, growling voice. “Private 

meetings can only go on when they‟re private, you see?” 

“Sir.” Zerrex peered around the corner to see a soldier salute, and then he headed quickly 

to an elevator in the center rear wall of the room around the corner, and then Zerrex‟s eyes 

settled on the angry-looking wildcat in a naval uniform who was standing at a raised control 

panel near the back and in the center of the room… and the one-armed wolverine behind him, the 

general tapping his cigar off to the side as his eyes met Zerrex‟s for a moment before he smiled 

coldly with the slightest of nods. 

“Now what the hell did you want me here for, Lyson? You don‟t have any status in the 

military anymore… you‟re only here as an advisor for Lord Malthus while we figure out how to 

deal with the demons.” the wildcat said irritably, gazing out through the large, clear-metal 

windows towards the ceremony outside. “You‟ve been stalling for twenty minutes now, after 

I‟ve gone through all this trouble for you… now either tell me what the hell you want or prepare 

to be thrown overboard.” 

“I was just waiting for everyone to get here, that‟s all.” The general replied mildly, then 

he flicked some of the ashes from his cigar onto the starched white uniform of the feline, causing 

him to slowly turn towards the wolverine with a look of utter hatred, before it turned to shock as 

the general put his cigar back in his mouth and pulled his handgun out, shoving it under the cat‟s 

chin as he added mildly: “I hate young, arrogant punks like this shithead, don‟t you, Zerrex?” 

The Drakkaren smiled slightly as he stepped out of hiding, the wildcat half turning before 

the ancient wolverine shoved him rudely down the stairs with the butt of his handgun, the cat 

yowling as he landed hard on his stomach and stared up in horror at the sight of the lizard. 

“Yeah, I do myself.” he said softly, then he kicked the wildcat hard in the face, knocking him out 

before his eyes travelled back up the general, adding in a mild voice: “Now what the hell are you 

doing here? I thought you preferred watching games instead of playing them.” 

Griswold gave a wide grin at this, shrugging a bit as he holstered his handgun to begin 

inputting commands into the computer, responding cheerfully: “Yeah, well, I got bored and 

figured I might as well stir some shit in my life. Besides, this is more fun than I‟ve had since I 

was just a kiddo stealing my first porno.” He paused, then became serious as he hit a last button, 

and a holographic image of the Ophelia came up in the center of the room between the other two 

control panels that faced it, Zerrex turning towards this. “Now, this is the layout of the ship… my 

guess is that you got the rest of your team heading for the magnetic discs that support her, right?” 

“Yeah, and we‟re all going to meet at the first submarine hangar in line… but knowing 

Cherry, they might end up splitting up again.” Zerrex responded mildly, glancing over the 

holographic map. “How many soldiers do we have on this ship?” 

“She‟s overloaded… there‟s around twenty thousand military, two thousand additional 

naval troops trained in using the non-computerized artillery, five hundred mechanical crew, three 

hundred standard crew, and about a thousand robots who can repair almost any damage done to 



the ship.” The general made a disgusted face at this as Zerrex looked slightly impressed by these 

numbers. “Fucking robots, not to mention this fucking ship… the whole thing seems to be 

designed around being almost completely self-controlling… it recognizes friend from foe, 

clearance codes, signs of surrender and aggression, and can react based on all those things… it‟s 

like its fucking alive. And you know what you are, Zerrex? 

“You‟re a virus.” The wolverine grinned widely at this, then he took a look inhale of his 

cigar before breathing two long streamers of smoke out of his nose, looking like a grizzled, 

furred dragon. “And you and your family better take this bitch down… but alright, take a look at 

this.” 

The wolverine pressed a few buttons, and the hologram flickered before reshaping into a 

layout of the front tower they were currently in, and then adding the tower behind them, two red 

dots flickering into existence a moment later. One in each tower… that one is here, so the other 

one is… “Is that the bridge?” 

“Excellent.” The general murmured, then he nodded, pointing at its position in the second 

tower just beyond the connecting bridge between towers. “Yeah, that‟s the main bridge. This one 

here can control basic movement and other procedures… but the main bridge has an enormous 

screen connected to maybe twenty or thirty protected cameras outside the ship that create an 

image of everything in and around the front of the ship. It‟s even better than standard navigation, 

to be honest, because the control room is not only protected from attack, it also has a view of 

everything around it – not just what‟s straight ahead.” 

Zerrex nodded, frowning a bit, before he glanced at the general and said mildly: “So the 

idea is that if I destroy the main bridge… some override will kick in and you‟ll be able to control 

everything from here.” 

“That‟s the plan.” The wolverine nodded and grinned a bit, taking his cigar out of his 

mouth and tossing it away as the wildcat below them gave a groan and began to get um, then he 

drew his handgun and fired three times into the feline‟s back, his body twitching before he fell 

still, a puddle of blood slowly spreading out from under his stomach. “Never liked the fucker 

much… anyway, I‟m going to use the cameras to look from your family, and I‟ll set off an alarm 

telling all soldiers to scramble for the rear magnetic disc. In a ship that‟s three and a half miles 

long, it‟s the best diversion you could hope for.” 

“Thanks, general.” Zerrex said, smiling slightly, then he paused and met Griswold‟s eyes, 

asking quietly: “So is this your last blaze of glory or something?” 

The wolverine paused for a moment, then he slid another cigar out of his sidepack, 

coughing a few times before shoving it into his muzzle, chewing on the end of it reflectively. 

“I‟m old. And someone has to launch the submarines from here, even during emergencies… it‟s 

a failsafe system to stop anyone from abusing the privilege, so to speak. The whole reason I 

came out here was to do what I could, anyway… not for you, not for Lunis, but for my country.” 

Griswold straightened at this, adding coldly: “The old Ire, not this new Republic shithole that‟s 

too scared of fighting a war, of playing the game, because it presents a challenge, and much 

prefers to sit on its fat ass and turn out arrogant pricks instead of real military. 

“You, Zerrex, are a piece of old Ire.” The wolverine said mildly, as he pulled a match out 

of his pocket and flicked it alight against one of his war medals, then he lit up his cigar as Zerrex 

looked at him dryly. “You‟re well-trained, adept, experienced, and in a word, strong. Like I 

always said, you were one of my favorite recruits… and even though I feel you probably won‟t 

get much older than you are now, you‟ve lived a life I envy. One of action instead of words and 

privilege. 



“Now get the fuck out of here before I sound the alarm on you.” The wolverine growled, 

leaning forwards and blowing a puff of acrid smoke over Zerrex‟s face, as the Drakkaren tried to 

repress a smile. “Go on, maggot, get!” 

“Sir!” Zerrex snapped off a salute, and the general looked startled before the reptile 

strode off towards the elevator, hitting the button and then glancing over his shoulder as the 

wolverine struck his own salute in return, meeting Zerrex‟s eyes before the Drakkaren stepped 

into the elevator, and the doors slipped closed. 

The Drakkaren hit “3” on the control panel, smiling to himself as he thought he could 

faintly hear the rusty laughter of the general, and then he pulled his sword off his back as the 

elevator quickly rose, then opened silently on the third floor, the reptile walked out and 

immediately swinging his massive sword to the side to behead a soldier even as an alarm began 

to go off, and several other soldiers yelled and ran as Zerrex thought calmly: And the slaughter 

begins. 

The reptile ignored the soldiers running for the alarm switches: he had no doubt that 

Griswold would be overriding any other alarms that were set off, and instead the Drakkaren 

charged straight ahead, stabbing his massive blade through another soldier who tried to raise his 

rifle, then slamming his weapon to the side, the body flying off his blade and knocking over a 

wolf who had been yelling and firing wildly only a moment before. Zerrex turned, then charged 

straight ahead, through a set of double doors and out onto a glass bridge, two enormous soldiers 

with machine guns staring in horror at the reptile for only a moment before raising their weapons 

– but it was a moment too long. 

The Drakkaren speared Blackheart through the first with a snarl, ramming the sword 

through his stomach and into the wall beyond before he released the blade to snag the 

machinegun of the bull beside him, forcing the gun down as he began to fire to send the rounds 

into the floor before he struck the end of his muzzle with a hard butt of his head, the bull 

staggering backwards and releasing the pressure on the trigger. Zerrex immediately grabbed him 

by the arm and throat, then spun and hefted the bull over his head before slamming him down 

into the ground, one of his horns cracking off as his skull collided with the hard steel below. 

He spasmed, blood coming from his muzzle as Zerrex drew Blackheart free of the other 

soldier and the wall behind him, the canine falling lifelessly to the ground before the reptile 

kicked open the double doors they had been guarding, the steel banging loudly against the walls 

beyond as Zerrex strode into the main bridge, naval crew immediately beginning to yell and run 

for other doors, hitting switches as the alarms continued to blare above them, someone shouting: 

“The alarm code‟s been overwritten with something else, I can‟t override or even sound the 

alarm from here!” 

“Shit! They must be after Lord Malthus!” shouted a burly rhinoceros who was currently 

at what Zerrex guessed was the helm of the ship, his hands locked on a large steel wheel as he 

jerked his head towards the panicking security soldiers in blue armor. “Get down there! No guns, 

engage him in close range!” 

Other sailors were charging at him with stun rods, but Zerrex easily batted most of them 

away with hard swings of the sword, not caring whether he inflicted lethal or nonlethal wounds – 

either way, anyone he struck stayed prone afterwards. He looked slowly around the massive 

room, at the staircases on either side that led up to the control station that stood on its little tower 

at the rear of the room, at the monitor above the double doors he‟d kicked in that took up the 

entire wall, twisting with the curvature of the ceiling and walls and displayed images so vibrant it 

was more window than anything else, and at the control panels and panicked sailors lining the 



room as one of the soldiers in blue leapt down with a stun rod… and Zerrex easily shifted and 

swung his sword straight out, chopping him into two halves at the waist. 

The other three hesitated, and then the rhino shouted something almost incoherent, and 

they began to run down the stairs: Zerrex, on the other hand, began to charge upwards, and the 

two coming down the right stairway immediately tried to back up before Blackheart lashed out 

and tore through one, sending him flying off the staircase before the other was slammed 

backwards onto the landing. 

The last soldier continued down the stairs and simply fled, followed by several sailors as 

Zerrex stepped up onto the control tower, and the rhino turned to him with a snarl… but his eyes 

were insane with fear as he picked up a stun rod from nearby, trembling violently as he hissed: 

“Stay away, stay back… you… you can‟t do anything…” 

Zerrex swung his massive sword hard into the controls of the ship, and a new alarm 

began to blare as the main wheel sparked and fell off before the rest of the computerized controls 

simply seemed to explode, circuits popping and wires melting. The rhino let out a cry of horror, 

then he swung the long metal rod at Zerrex‟s bicep… but the Drakkaren caught it, electricity 

sparking over his arm before some instinct kicked in, his hand glowing blue and suppressing the 

blue lightning as the rhino stared in horror. “Don‟t.” 

Zerrex tore the rod out of his hand, then struck the rhino across the face with the handle, 

knocking him sprawling. The Drakkaren snorted, then he looked at the monitor and paused as he 

realized other information was being displayed on it as well, muttering under his breath at the 

various nautical references he didn‟t understand before making a face as several holograms 

fizzled into sight, the ones on either side only some strange jumble of coded image, but the one 

in the middle a cruel-looking tiger‟s face, the top of some sort of ceremonial wear clearly visible 

as he said angrily: “Admiral? Admiral Vonnegut! Where the hell are you, respond?” 

“The Admiral isn‟t here right now.” Zerrex said mildly, then he glanced down at the 

rhino, making a bit of a face. I highly doubt that‟s the Admiral. He‟s probably somewhere else on 

the ship. “How can I help you, sir?” 

“I can‟t see you, is there a problem with your equipment?” The tiger paused for a 

moment, then snorted. “No matter. An alarm is sounding and the troops are beginning to break 

up… should I be concerned?” 

“No concern, sir. I‟m sure it‟s simply a drill or a pointless attempt to stir up trouble 

aboard our ship… the Ophelia is impregnable, sir.” Zerrex said calmly, trying to put a bit of 

pride into his voice but not all that sure what to be prideful about. “We‟re fairly certain that the 

uproar is centered around the rear of the ship, in any case.” 

“Alright.” The tiger looked a bit more certain now, nodding and then glancing to the side. 

“What‟s your name and number, soldier?” 

Zerrex paused for a moment, then he glanced down at the rhino and read off: “First Mate 

Lawson, sir, number 1-357-6229-A, at your service. Sir.” The Drakkaren made a face, repressing 

the urge to curse himself with how sensitive the microphone seemed to be. 

There was a long pause, and then the tiger nodded, saying coldly: “If there are intruders, I 

want them found quickly. I‟ll have my own personal guard assist if necessary and I‟ll have the 

Essence patrol the ship. I do not want any disturbances aboard this ship while I am on board. 

Please tell the Admiral that I wish to meet with him immediately.” 

“Yes, sir. I apologize on behalf of the crew, sir, and I‟ll double the detail to the area.” 

Zerrex responded clearly, then he added: “And I‟ll contact the Admiral immediately as well.” 



“Very good.” The tiger made a face, then the hologram vanished into another strange 

shape, and Zerrex snorted before tearing Blackheart out of where he‟d buried it into the control 

terminal and turned, running quickly down the stairs as he felt a chill run down his spine, idly 

smashing computer terminals and small monitors as he passed before moving to the other side 

just to be thorough. That face… that had to be Lord Malthus, one of the members of the Republic 

Council… that explains the attack helicopter, but what the hell is he doing out here? 

The Drakkaren shook his head slowly, frowning as he finished smashing in the last 

terminal, then he sighed and headed for the doors, before wincing and leaping away as six 

soldiers clustered together in the hall opened fire in a straight line, effectively barring him inside. 

The reptile winced, not even daring to peer around the corner… and then he shrugged and 

grinned a bit as he put Blackheart on his back and concentrated, and the shield of blue energy 

sprung into life over his left forearm. 

It was getting easier and easier to manipulate energy as he was doing… and that made 

him both nervous and excited at the prospect of what he could learn to do, as he ran out from the 

corner and down the hallway, straight into a volley of gunfire that bounced harmlessly off the 

shield, before one of the soldiers turned tail and fled in terror, the others yelling and two of them 

only staring stupidly as the three left continued to spray bullets down the hall… and then Zerrex 

rammed through them, the shield shoving the soldiers out of the hallway before the reptile waved 

his arm on instinct, and the shield exploded in a flash of blue energy, blasting the soldiers into 

the hall. 

They collapsed like rag dolls, stunned and stupefied, and Zerrex snorted quietly as he 

glanced around, panting a bit but still grinning nonetheless, his emerald eyes burning before a 

blast of automatic fire caught him in the side and knocked him sprawling, the Drakkaren wincing 

and then rolling to a crouch to glare at a squirrel who had evidently expected him to stay down, 

the rodent now only gaping stupidly at the fact he had only knocked minor wounds into the 

reptile‟s side despite the close range spray of bullets. Zerrex stood slowly, and the squirrel ran 

away, screaming in terror. 

The Drakkaren muttered something under his breath, then rubbed at his side with a 

wince, heading over to the elevator and chastising himself for not being more aware of what was 

going on around him. He could hear more soldiers coming down the hall, but a moment later he 

was in the elevator and the doors slid closed… but it wouldn‟t move at all. 

A moment later, a voice growled: “Passcode,” before coughing and then grunting: “Oh 

wait, I see you on the camera. You work fast for a crazy fucker, even if I can see you got sloppy 

somewhere along the way. Give me a minute to activate the elevator, and then we can find out 

where the rest of your family is.” 

 

Cindy and Marina had found their way all the way down to submarine Hangar A, in the 

deepest regions of the ship, where it was lonely and cold. Every soldier they passed looked 

miserable, and there were mechanics here and there working on strange, headless robots with 

four arms, all of which ended in some strange sort of tool instead of a hand. 

No one asked about the bags they were carrying, and when Cindy asked quietly if Marina 

was using her psychic powers, she made a face and shook her head, muttering back that that was 

the part that was freaking her out. They had walked right by a pair of soldiers guarding the doors, 

then Cindy had bumped into another and apologized, and he had just smiled and nodded sadly 

before wandering away. 



The submarine itself, on the other hand, was problematic: they could open the hatch and 

go down into the small vehicle without much of an issue, and Cindy thought there would be 

more than enough room for them all as the stuffed the duffel bags under a terminal near the 

back… but the problem was detaching it. The control panels required someone from up on the 

bridge to first input an access code… and only then could the panels be accessed. Cindy certainly 

didn‟t know how to hack this level of technology… and she thought even Cherry wouldn‟t be 

able to hotwire the goddamn thing. 

As they pretended to fiddle around with the pipes and other parts nearby – Cindy actually 

repairing a broken vent in the ship near the guards, one of whom thanked her profusely for 

getting rid of the stench of garbage that had been floating through the gap – eventually a stocky 

dog approached them with a small headset and a bit of a smile, saying dourly: “Here, command 

wants to talk with you, miss, about submarine repairs… it sounds like you might actually have a 

future and get out of this miserable place.” 

“Thank you, sir…” Cindy said with a smile, and Marina looked curious as Cindy slipped 

the headset on, turning away and speaking quietly into the microphone: “Daddy, is that you?” 

“No, but you can call me that if you want.” replied a rusty voice, and Cindy made a sour 

face as the general laughed loudly. “No, sweetheart, it‟s Griswold. Your father‟s here, too, 

though… he just made a mess out of the bridge. I understand you two are down in the submarine 

bay, are you?” 

“That‟s right… but what the hell are you doing here, no offense intended, sir.” Cindy 

asked mildly, but the wolverine only chuckled quietly before she added softly: “Thank you for 

helping us out.” 

“Tempus fugit, Cindy.” The wolverine said dryly, and then he cleared his throat. “I just 

wanted to make sure you got down there alright… are you in hiding?” 

Cindy snorted at this, shaking her head and smiling a bit. “Who needs to hide down here? 

It‟s dark, it stinks, and all the soldiers are miserable. It‟s derelict duty down here… I could be 

naked and covered in Hez‟Ranna tattoos, and no one would care.” 

“Not true!” one of the soldiers leaned over, grinning and winking at her, the zebra licking 

his lips slowly. “I‟d care a whole hell of a lot about you if you did that, if you get my drift. Show 

you some of my advanced interrogation techniques.” 

Some of the other soldiers laughed, and Cindy smiled contritely and even tossed a wink 

over to one of them before raising a hand, saying cheerfully: “Don‟t listen in now boys, this is a 

private call. I‟ll get around to talking to you after.”  

She turned away, and she could hear Griswold ranting and her father grumbling in 

consent on the other side of the line, so she allowed them to go on for a short time before finally 

clearing her throat and saying mildly: “Cherry and Mahihko are heading towards the front 

magnetic disc… by now, I expect Cherry‟s carrying some sort of explosive on her, and she‟ll 

probably set it for an hour and then bust ass to get down here. She thinks if we destroy the disc-” 

“It‟ll cause a power backlash, that‟s right. Everything works in the Ophelia because it all 

depends on one another… listen, I‟ll get back to you, I‟m going to try and contact her before she 

accidently kills us all.” The general grunted, then he added dryly: “Nice talking to you.” 

With that, the wolverine clicked the button on the headset, then he tapped a few buttons 

on the control terminal, muttering to Zerrex: “Fucking kids today, huh? All they want is to stuff 

their pricks in some honeycake. When I was a kid-” 



“Dinosaurs still roamed the earth.” Zerrex muttered, and Griswold snorted before 

blowing a smoke ring at him around his cigar, the Drakkaren making a face. “Do you have to do 

that?” 

“You should have more appreciation for this. Grown in Hez‟Rannan fields, pure Ubuk 

tobacco.” The wolverine said with a grin, then he reached into his pack and offered the 

Drakkaren a cigar as the holographic representation of the ship glowed, the front half slowly 

turning white as a loading bar spilled across the screen. Zerrex made a bit of a face at the 

wolverine‟s offer, waving it away, and then he growled: “Just take it.” 

Zerrex relented and took the cigar, rolling it slowly between his fingers, before the 

wolverine slipped his hand into his pocket and lit a match as he said into the headset: “Cynthia 

Blossom, Cynthia Blossom, please report as soon as possible to Bridge B.”  

Zerrex sighed a bit, then he allowed the wolverine to lit the cigar before sticking it in his 

muzzle and breathing in… then coughing and making a face, pulling it out of his mouth as he 

exhaled smoke, his eyes bulging. “Dude, this tastes like… dung!” 

“Fuck it, enjoy a goddamn smoke with me.” The general growled, and Zerrex made a 

face, putting the cigar back in his muzzle and glaring at the wolverine as he breathed slower this 

time, smoke rolling out his muzzle and nostrils, a strange lightheadedness rolling over him as the 

wolverine finally gave an actual smile: it betrayed his age, but somehow made him look less 

callous, less cruel. “That‟s better… see, there, it ain‟t so bad! Besides, old geezers like us, living 

in war… we‟re so close to death it‟d be stupid not to light up once in a while, yeah?” 

The Drakkaren made a noncommittal sound as he took an experimental drag on the cigar, 

and then he exhaled another long gust of smoke, saying mildly: “This isn‟t half as sexy as they 

make it look in the movies, you know.” 

“Yeah, it takes time and effort to get down a style.” The general grunted, then he turned 

towards the panel as a button lit up, pressing it down and growling: “What?” 

“What the fuck are you doing here?” hissed a voice from the intercom, and Griswold 

laughed loudly as Cherry added darkly: “And don‟t fucking call me Cynthia!” 

“Yeah, yeah. Bitch all you want, but I‟m here to help you. The big bad Captain 

Ravenlight is up here enjoying a smoke with me, too.” The general added, and Zerrex made a 

face as he slapped his forehead. 

There was a long silence… and then Cherry said mildly: “Take pictures. Lots of pictures. 

I wanna see that shit. But seriously, what the fuck is going on here?” 

“Your boss can explain later,” the wolverine said, not even realizing that he‟d spoken the 

unofficial name Zerrex had picked up over the years in Baskin‟s Grove. “Now listen to me. 

Forget your current plan and move down to the submarine bay, Hangar A. I‟ll take care of the 

override for the submarines, and I‟ve still got all the soldiers here confused and running around 

like their asses are on fire, thinking someone‟s at the other end of the ship. But it won‟t be long 

before they start scouring the Ophelia from stem to stern, port to starboard, so move fast so I 

don‟t get my ass killed before I can release the submarine lock.” He paused, then added coldly: 

“This is an order, Cherry! The rest will be taken care of.” 

Cherry growled into the receiver, and then she grunted something and the intercom 

buzzed as she hung up, Griswold smiling slightly and turning towards Zerrex. The two looked at 

each other, smoking in silence for a few moments, and then the wolverine extended his hand, 

saying quietly: “It‟s been good to be on the field, today, Zerrex… Lord Zerrex, should I say? I 

know how they consider you in Hez‟Ranna, after all.” 



“Just Zerrex, please, General.” Zerrex said softly, taking the wolverine‟s hand and 

squeezing firmly, then shaking it twice and smiling a bit as he used the other to reach up and 

drop his cigar, before crushing it slowly under his boot, breathing a last gust of smoke before 

adding quietly: “Thanks for the help. And for the smoke.” 

“I‟ll see you down in Hell, Zerrex.” The wolverine smiled, then watched as Zerrex 

nodded and headed for the side door he‟d originally entered through, murmuring to himself: 

“Lad‟s too serious about all this shit. Needs to learn it‟s okay to lay back and fuck with yourself 

now and again.” 

Zerrex entered out onto the platform through the heavy door, and then the valve handle 

fell off and rolled away a moment before a heavy shutter fell, barring the General inside. Zerrex 

grinned a bit at this, turning towards the small side control room he‟d originally entered 

through… and then a massive assault helicopter shot by, the Drakkaren grunting as the wind 

from the powerful blades almost blew him backwards before it turned around, and Zerrex‟s eyes 

widened as it launched a pair of missiles at him. 

The reptile charged forwards past the control shed, and an artillery cannon behind him 

went up in a massive blast, shrapnel raining all directions and the explosion launching Zerrex 

onto the front deck with a grunt, skidding forwards along the steel tiles before he stared as he 

saw at least a hundred soldiers raising their guns and advancing on him from all over the several-

hundred yard wide deck… and then the attack helicopter lowered a bit behind him, and the 

Drakkaren charged forwards as the double Vulcan cannons on the sides of the helicopter‟s body 

whirred into life and fired into the ground behind him, and several of the soldiers scattered 

before Zerrex dove to the side as the helicopter dived and then flew forwards before spinning 

around, the guns whirring down and Zerrex snarling as he straightened on the main deck, 

grunting as the massive copter halted in the air to hover, giving the Drakkaren his first real look 

at the machine. 

It had two long, rectangular wings laden with all manner of missile launcher and gun 

system, and on the back of the helicopter were a pair of massive square containers Zerrex feared 

contained its ammo stock: from the size of the leviathan, it wasn‟t going to run out of ammo or 

weapons anytime soon. Ire, after all, always prided itself on overcompensation… and as soldiers 

hesitantly advanced, the voice of Lord Malthus boomed from the chopper, several of the soldiers 

falling over from the pure force of sound as Zerrex winced and twitched. “Zerrex Narrius! You 

are wanted by the Republic of Ire for crimes against the world and its people! Turn yourself over 

peacefully, or be destroyed!” 

From under the nose, a large cannon extended and blasted a crater in front of the 

Drakkaren, the lizard‟s eyes widening in shock at the foot-sized hole in the plated steel… before 

he grinned coldly and looked up at the helicopter, creating a sphere of energy in his hand and 

tossing it as hard as he could at the vehicle ironically named „Essence.‟ 

The sphere collided and the helicopter rocked backwards with the explosion, but a 

moment later it shot straight up into the sky with the aid of several miniature thrusters along the 

body of the massive war helicopter, and a group of brave soldiers charged towards the 

Drakkaren, firing bursts from their assault rifles. Zerrex snarled and leapt to the side, gunfire 

pattering off the steel and tearing through the air, and then he leapt towards the closest before 

ducking low as the soldier tried to shoot him in the face, swinging Blackheart off his back and 

literally cutting the soldier‟s legs out from under him, the fox falling with a scream before the 

Drakkaren slammed the sword down through his back, half-burying the massive blade as he 

rested back against it, bullets zinging off the metal and a few stray ones managing to find their 



mark on the lizard, but most of the missing as Zerrex took a moment to breathe and focus 

himself. 

He rolled out from behind the buried sword, snagging the assault rifle from the ground, 

but only managing two bursts into a soldier before he ran out of ammo. A moment later, 

however, the Essence dropped out of the air and almost landed on top of him, Zerrex staring in 

horror at the fact he was inches away from the attack helicopter‟s nose before Lord Malthus 

started screaming and waving his arms around inside, and the Drakkaren leapt forwards and 

clung to the front of the war helicopter with a wince, the pilot jerking the control stick backwards 

even as both Vulcan cannons began to fire, tearing apart the soldiers that had been chasing 

Zerrex only moments ago and sending the lucky survivors fleeing in terror. 

The helicopter shook left and right, Zerrex sliding along the front of the cone before 

drawing his combat knife and sinking it into the metal with one hand, the other punching into the 

armor plating and grabbing the edge of a metal sheet that popped partially upwards. He snarled 

as he began to lift himself upwards… then stared in horror as they soared upwards, the 

Drakkaren clinging tighter before wincing and flexing his muscles, trying to lock his legs around 

the nose of the cone as they shot forwards, Lord Malthus laughing inside and grinning cruelly at 

him as the reptile began to slide upwards along the face of the helicopter towards the whirling 

blades above. 

Suddenly, they dived towards the sea, and Zerrex felt himself lurching upwards, one of 

his legs coming loose before he punched hard forwards into the window of the cockpit with a 

snarl, and the clear metal dented, turning black and cracking as the pilot jumped in shock, the 

helicopter jouncing and Zerrex falling off the nose… but heading thankfully downwards instead 

of upwards, as he snarled and tried to concentrate- 

He crashed down behind the gigantic rail gun, landing in a crouch with his bad leg 

beneath him, feeling bones crackling and a howl of pain escape his muzzle… but he didn‟t care, 

as he leapt to his feet and sprinted for his sword. At the same time, he could hear the Essence 

roaring in behind him and the sound of the Vulcan cannons firing, before they halted and the 

Drakkaren threw himself to the ground out of instinct. 

A moment later, a cluster of at least twenty missiles shot by and crashed into the deck and 

first tower of the Ophelia, a few unlucky soldiers who had come out to see what all the 

commotion was thrown into the sea from the force of the blast. The Drakkaren snarled, rolling 

onto his back… and then he stared in horror as the Essence dropped like a stone towards him, 

even as the thrusters began to spark- 

The reptile created his shield of energy out of instinct, pushing both hands up into the 

blue, solid-feeling mass of energy, and the bottom of the helicopter smashed into it as the 

thrusters activated, scorching heat washing through the shield as Zerrex snarled, sweat and blood 

in his eyes before they widened as the shield began to crack… and then the helicopter rose 

upwards and flew away, the reptile sighing in relief and dropping the shield before rolling to his 

feet, looking back and forth as soldiers seemed to realize he was a living target and fled away 

from him instead of bothering to attack. 

A few of them had dropped their weapons… and the Drakkaren ran over to the nearest, 

picking up the shotgun by the barrel and drawing it back as the Essence spun around for another 

approach… and this time, the reptile stupidly flung it towards the helicopter as it began to dive 

towards him, and it flew through the air before, to everyone‟s shocked stares, it bounced off the 

cockpit window and up into the rotor blades, the shells inside exploding as chunks of broken gun 

flew in all directions. The helicopter twitched again in the air, smoke rising from the rotors… but 



Zerrex snarled as it recovered a moment later and flew in a long circle towards the Ophelia‟s 

nose. “It wasn‟t enough… I have to hit it harder…” 

The reptile spun around, limping backwards as he felt the pain in his body growing, 

panting hard, his lungs aching for air… and then the Essence slowly strafed through the air, 

almost sizing him up as Zerrex created a sphere of energy. The helicopter and the reptile faced 

each other, seemed to wait, both with weapons armed and ready… and then the Drakkaren threw 

the sphere of energy as hard as he could towards the vehicle. 

The helicopter jumped with a controlled thrust from the jets on the bottom of the vehicle, 

the sphere narrowly missing, and then it responded with a pair of fast moving rockets. Zerrex‟s 

eyes widened, and then he tried to leap backwards, only to be caught by the explosion and hurled 

into the air with a cry of pain, even as he snarled and created a second sphere tinged with a 

strange, glowing darkness, throwing it towards the wing of the Essence. 

It flew through the air, then touched the wing of the ship and blinked out of existence 

before a shockwave ripped through the helicopter, the wing falling loose from the vehicle before 

the entire ship went up in a massive blast of fire, the helicopter spinning wildly through the air 

and towards the first tower as Zerrex landed hard on his back, skidding over the deck and staring 

in horror as the Essence fell like a meteor towards the bridge, towards where he could see the 

general saluting in the window- 

It exploded, and the entire front of the first tower went up in flames, metal raining down 

in a terrible hail as alarms blared and the Ophelia gave a terrible rumble. The ship listed slightly 

to the side, and something else shook inside the ship as Zerrex clawed his way to his feet, 

snarling and limping over towards Blackheart, giving one look to the debris of the tower before 

forcing his way to the control room as a mechanical voice spoke over the loudspeakers: 

“Warning. Warning. Permanent damage sustained to reactor core from energy overload. Please 

be advised that all lifeboats are to be deployed immediately. Containment of reactor has failed: 

minimum safe distance is one hundred and fifty yards from ship.” 

The voice continued to repeat as soldiers panicked, running in all directions as Zerrex 

shoved his way through the masses, and then an explosion shook the ship as the voice on the 

speakers became garbled, and Zerrex dropped into the lower halls before heading as fast as he 

could for the elevator that had brought him from their infiltration on floor four to floor two. 

No one was bothering with him now, which was something he was both grateful for and 

disgusted by… but with the Ophelia about to sink, he suppose he couldn‟t really blame them, as 

he reached the elevator and waited beside it until it finally reached the floor he was on, and at 

least thirty soldiers flooded out, the Drakkaren staring like it was some sort of circus trick before 

slipping inside and hitting the button for the bottom floor. 

The elevator dropped down, and Zerrex engaged the override at every floor he stopped at, 

not letting any soldiers on until he snarled at the ones he saw trying to crowd forwards into the 

elevator at the bottom, grabbing the first in line and shouting in his face: “Where‟s the submarine 

hangars?” 

“Through the hatch in the room to the right!” he squealed, and Zerrex threw the badger 

backwards through the other soldiers clustered at the elevator, before stomping through the path 

he‟d made, one hand still on Blackheart‟s handle just in case. He glanced to the right, then to the 

left, making a face at the simple down-arrow sign on the door before letting himself through and 

descending down the hatch beyond to the submarine hangars. 

He glanced up at the sign, and then he let out a sigh of relief as he saw Cherry in her 

usual form but clad in the standard Irenic Military uniform, Mahihko in the same behind her and 



bouncing from paw to paw before he beamed at the sight of Zerrex, then it turned to a look of 

concern as the Drakkaren limped forwards. Immediately, however, Cherry grabbed the wolf‟s 

shoulder, beckoning to Zerrex and shouting: “The others are already down in the control room… 

come on, there ain‟t much time before this thing blows!” 

She paused, however, as Zerrex staggered quickly over to her, then he made a face as she 

quickly slid under his arm to support him, helping him over to the submarine hatch as she asked 

quietly: “So where‟s Griswold? Because we can‟t wait long.” 

“He won‟t be joining us… the helicopter crashed into the secondary bridge and blew it to 

pieces.” Zerrex said quietly, and Cherry blinked a few times before gritting her teeth. She halted 

as Zerrex lowered himself into the hatch… then she threw off a quick salute, glancing upwards 

through the massive warship as the lights began to flicker. Fuckers… we‟ll get „em back for you, 

you old ass. 

She shook her head, then followed quickly down, closing the first hatch behind her before 

dropping the rest of the way into the actual submarine as Zerrex limped over to sit down at one 

of the side chairs, letting out a breath of relief as Cindy glanced over her shoulder, then nodded 

to Marina. The youngest daughter pulled a lever, and a circular shutter spun closed, locking into 

place as something else thudded above, and Cindy smiled around at them all before Zerrex gave 

her a grim smile in a return and a thumbs-up. 

The submarine shook, then dislodged from the bottom of the massive warship, dropping 

down into the sea, and part of the wall seemed to become transparent, creating several windows 

into the deep, dark sea beyond. The magic of clear metal… Zerrex thought ironically, breathing 

softly as they continued to sink for a few more moments… and then the submarine hummed and 

began to vibrate lightly, the single powerful turbine on the back of the ship kicking into gear. 

They hummed quickly through the water, backs on the Ophelia as the massive warship 

continued to sink, several flatscreen monitors on the ceiling of the submarine showing them the 

view from behind as Zerrex made a face at the sight of the gigantic warship going nose-first into 

the sea… and a few moments later, the entire world seemed to rumble. 

The Ophelia, the mightiest warship ever built and one of the few remaining Juggernauts 

designed by the Hez‟Ranna military, groaned like a living thing as it continued to sink for a few 

more moments… and then deep inside its bowels, several of the magnetic discs that had 

dislodged from their place due to a power surge began moving at an insane speed in reverse 

inside their mounts,  pushing themselves further out of place as electricity crackled over them all 

before they simply exploded, and with them went the power generator, the heart of the machine. 

The blast sent half the ship rocketing into the air and disintegrated the other half of the 

warship, fire and energy alike expanding in a terrible sphere that obliterated even the water 

around the ship, creating a perfect, deep dome in the ocean for a moment before water flooded 

back into the wound: at the same time, massive waves rolled in all directions, the little submarine 

battered by the undersea currents and hurled further ahead towards Lunis as its family crew 

yelled and rocked and fell over each other inside the vehicle, while even the heavier ships ahead 

fought not to overturn and sink in the terrible storm. 

But in the end, all that was left of the Ophelia on the surface of the water was a few 

chunks of metal and shipwork… and then the other half of the gargantuan ship crashed down and 

through the waters, sinking almost immediately towards the depths of the ocean to be lost forever 

from the world above.  

 



Only an hour after the Ophelia had sunken to its watery grave, the small submarine 

slowly rose up beside a small, abandoned steel platform built into the high cliffs that surrounded 

Lunis. The hatch opened, and Zerrex was the first to climb out with a gasp of relief: the air in the 

submarine had begun to quickly grow stale and thin, since the vehicle was obviously meant for 

short-range scouting and quick underwater battles more than anything else. 

The reptile jumped out onto the platform, and Cherry hesitantly stuck her head out a 

moment later, asking mildly: “Do you see anything, Boss?” 

“You‟re the one who can see the future, not me.” Zerrex replied mildly, looking over his 

shoulder at her, but then he shook his head after scanning the cliffs for any signs of life, making 

a bit of a face. “Nothing I can see… there‟s not a lot of places to hide on these cliffs even if you 

could fly up them: I can‟t see any caves or plateau formations at all. Actually standing here now, 

I can see why Narrius couldn‟t take this place by force…” 

The Drakkaren walked slowly forwards as Cherry hopped out of the small craft, the 

others crowding onto the platform as the Drakkaren quietly touched the rock face, looking up the 

almost ninety-degree cliffs and then shaking his head a bit: they seemed to stretch for miles and 

miles towards the sky. A pause, and then he glanced down towards the end of the platform, 

where an oversized lift system had been installed between a framework of girders climbing up 

the side of the smooth stone: currently, it was down… but the absence of life and the faint stains 

of blood that even the waves lapping over the platform hadn‟t been able to wash away worried 

the reptile. 

“Marina, do you sense any life nearby?” Zerrex asked quietly, as his youngest 

approached him and grasped his arm gently. He made a bit of a face when she shook her head 

after only a moment, then he grunted a bit when Cindy held up his cane and held it out to him. 

“Cindy…” 

She glared at him, and he gave up arguing, rolling his eyes and taking the tripod cane 

instead, his other hand resting on the revolver still holstered at his side… and then Cherry made a 

sound of disgust and shook her head slowly, muttering: “This is such a fucking obvious trap, 

Boss. Maybe we should stop and think about this…” 

“Our submarine is floating away.” Mahihko interrupted meekly, before Cherry could 

continue her thought, and the group turned to watch with horror as their vehicle drifted slowly 

away from the docks, water spilling down the hatch from the waves pouring over it before it 

began to slowly sink… and a moment later the wolf ducked his head with an embarrassed blush, 

mumbling: “I… I didn‟t think…” 

“Yeah, obviously.” Cherry said morbidly, and then she waved it off with a sigh, the wolf 

blinking a bit as she skipped the lecture in favor of looking at Zerrex seriously. “Look, okay. We 

have no way out of here, but it‟s not like we had either the air or fuel to get us going anywhere 

else, I do realize that. Still, we shouldn‟t… okay, right, go over there, see what happens.” 

“I‟ll make you climb that wall up to us if you keep being a bitch.” Zerrex said mildly, as 

he stepped carefully onto the lift platform, Cindy and Marina following. For a moment, Mahihko 

made a face, looking from Cherry to the male lizard… and then he scrambled quickly over to 

Zerrex as the female huffed before mumbling something and following last onto the platform. 

She turned towards the control panel without bothering to wait for a command, pulling 

the simple lever… and a moment later the lift shuddered before it began to rise with a low hum, 

cliff face passing by quickly as they rose high into the air. Zerrex felt a wave of illness roll 

through him as he noted the height they had already achieved and the fact that still the top of the 

cliffs were only a hint of line just under the clouds. 



A few minutes later, the humming began to wind down, and the lift locked into place at 

the top of the cliffs… and Zerrex stared, his anxiety over the heights forgotten in the face of the 

smoking wreckage atop the cliffs. He walked slowly forwards, looking back and forth at guard 

towers that had literally been melted by some terrible heat, and an archway that had originally 

been part of a massive wall that surrounded the immense city had crumbled away, skewed on an 

angle and surrounded by broken pieces of concrete and a steel door that had fallen off its hinges. 

The rest of the Drakkaren‟s family followed him slowly, Mahihko making a face as he 

whined low in his throat at the sight of the dead, twisted bodies on the ground, and Cherry said 

quietly: “Smell that? Sulfur, brimstone, and the slightest hint of copper… that‟s the smell of a 

demon, and a bigger one at that. The ones from the Abyss end up leaving that smell behind when 

they exert certain abilities… or if they‟ve just come up out of the Pit.” 

“The demon‟s right,” said a cold voice, and Zerrex looked up in surprised before Cherry 

hissed as her body automatically shifted to her demonic form, drawing back at the flash of 

golden light that shone from above the broken archway, and dirt and stone pattered down 

above… but Zerrex snarled, pushing forwards into the light and covering his eyes, and the voice 

added in a softer tone: “Interesting…” 

A moment later, and Zerrex was looking up the form of an angel, and he let out a soft 

breath at the sight of the mouse: his features were handsome and calm, his eyes a brilliant blue, 

his fur albino white and from his back extended two enormous feathered ivory wings… but the 

similarities to the angels as described by religion ended there.  

The mouse did not have lower legs: instead, it was almost as if he had mechanical 

replacements, his knees feeding into strange, silvery steel, the metal slightly-curved and feeding 

down into feet with a pair of large, hooked talons and a long, curving spike on the heel of each. 

The rest of his legs were hidden, however, by a pair of pants that seemed to slip under these 

terrible boots. 

Furthermore, the Drakkaren noted that the mouse wore no shirt, but only a vest that was 

made of a dark-grey duraflex material and overlaid with metal plates over the shoulders and 

chest… and it seemed almost as if spring-clips had been built into his forearms, and Zerrex‟s 

eyes settled on these as he stepped slowly forwards as the mouse uncrossed his arms and flapped 

his enormous wings, floating into the air and hovering, his arms wide… and both the black-

plated .45 on one arm and plain-looking combat knife with an extended handle on the other 

clearly visible. “Lord Zerrex… I thought you were told not to come here.”  

“Who are you?” Zerrex asked mildly, looking up at the angel, and the mouse smiled a bit 

as he shook his head slowly, lowering his arms to his sides and continuing to hover with slow 

flaps of his wings. He heard Cherry starting forwards with a snarl, perhaps compelled by some 

deep-ingrained hatred from her time of Hell, and he looked over his shoulder at the others, 

snapping: “Stay back, I‟ll deal with him! There might be others!” 

“I came alone.” The angel said mildly, but then he nodded a bit, a look of distaste 

crossing his features. “But alright, Lord Zerrex. I have your name, and you shall have mine: I am 

Sir Francis Delacroix, Captain of Lord God‟s Royal Vanguard, from the 13
th
 Rank of the 

Seraphim. And as I stated before… you shouldn‟t be here. You were warned… this place is 

fallen, and the Corruption is spreading over it… soon Hell‟s forces will claim all the souls here 

and distort this city towards their own ends: leave now, and you may yet live to fight another 

day.” 

“I‟ll live and fight my way through here, Frank. Now go away, we‟re busy: there‟s a long 

march towards the center of the city and I don‟t have all day.” Zerrex muttered, and he reflected 



it was probably not a good thing that he found it harder to get along with an angel than with a 

demon, as he stepped forwards- 

The quality of the light changed as he heard more than saw the movement, and then 

Zerrex swung his cane forwards as Francis swung out with his handgun, and the angel and 

Drakkaren snarled at each other, the reptile‟s muscles bulging and the angel‟s arm trembling as 

he tried to push back against the reptile… before he pulled the trigger of his handgun, and a blast 

of white light shot from the barrel with an echoing bang, the recoil enough to dislodge him from 

the reptile as Zerrex leapt back, wincing from the burn along his arm where the beam had 

brushed him as the angel rose his handgun, only to find Zerrex had already trained his own 

massive rusted revolver on the angel. “Can you… dodge a bullet?” 

Amazingly, Francis smiled coldly, then he let go of his handgun, and it retracted back 

into place on his forearm, holding his hands out after a moment and Zerrex slowly relaxed his 

aim as the angel said softly: “Zerrex… please. Do you really think you can take on an angel in 

battle? I‟m of the highest order, and in charge of defending Heaven from Hell… if I can take on 

a platoon of rampaging demons, I‟m fairly certain I can take on you.” 

The Drakkaren snorted, then he holstered his revolver, tossing his cane away and 

steadying himself as Cherry began dragging the others over to the side of the area while 

catcalling and yelling, apparently greatly anticipating the fight. “It‟s a fight of Captain against 

Captain, then.” Zerrex said softly, and he leaned forwards a bit, flexing his powerful body and 

cracking his neck with a wince, then his eyes narrowed on the mouse, automatically sizing him 

up as he drew Blackheart off his back. “Tell you what though, Frank. If I kick your ass, you‟re 

going to be the laughingstock of every world and alternate dimension out there.” 

“Pride is a sin, anyway.” Francis responded, then he flicked his right arm, and the knife 

popped out into his handgun, a blast of fire shooting out of the blade and transforming the 

weapon into a sword of white flames, the angel taking the weapon into both hands and raising it 

slightly, and then he frowned at Zerrex‟s wide grin. “What?” 

“I‟m just glad you look like you actually might be a challenge.” the Drakkaren said 

softly, and Francis snorted… but the reptile could see a gleam reflecting in his eyes. “I‟ll try my 

very best not to kill you, I promise.” 

“I think I‟m the one who will have the difficulty there.” Francis responded calmly, and 

then his body tensed, his wings raising before he propelled himself forwards, swinging down 

hard with his flaming blade as Zerrex countered with a hard upwards swing, and his eyes 

widened in shock as the massive sword glowed blue upon colliding with the angelic weapon, and 

instead of being chopped in half, easily deflected the sword upward. 

Immediately, he snarled and lashed downwards as Zerrex swung his blade around his 

head and chopped mightily downwards in a straight-down slash, their swords colliding above 

their heads and Francis feeling a moment of triumph before his eyes widened in shock as one of 

Zerrex‟s knees swung hard up into his gut, causing him to grunt and lean harder forwards into 

their clashing blades even as his eyes bulged, before Zerrex lashed out with a hard side-kick to 

the mouse‟s kidney. 

The angel grunted, staggering backwards as the Drakkaren dragged his sword down to 

point towards the sky before shoving it straight forwards, knocking Francis backwards before a 

final hard, simple boot to his stomach sent him sprawling backwards… except before he hit the 

ground, he simply vanished with a flicker of light and reappeared several feet back in a crouch, 

panting hard and snarling, and Zerrex narrowed his eyes, a chill rolling down his spine. 

Teleportation? That could cause some problems. 



But the moment the lizard‟s guard relaxed slightly, the mouse brought his left hand up, 

his gun snapping out into his hand as the angel quickly fired off several shots at him, the 

Drakkaren snarling as he twisted the flat of his blade to block the beams of light, the lasers of 

holy energy bouncing off the sword and going wild before the Drakkaren ducked on instinct, 

swinging his heavy sword around in a half-circle to attempt to cut through the angel as he heard 

the flurry of wings behind him… 

And then he glared up at Francis, the mouse seeming to weigh nothing as he landed 

easily atop the flat of the massive sword, his talons squealing against the metal as he aimed the 

gun at Zerrex‟s face, saying coldly: “It‟s over. Surrender, Zerrex, and turn back. You fought hard 

but you can‟t win.” 

“There‟s a mistake.” The Drakkaren said mildly, and then he threw himself to the side, 

Francis cursing as he half-fell before his wings shoved him backwards through the air, the mouse 

blasting off a volley of shots towards the lizard, but the reptile created a shield of energy in front 

of his body and the shots were simply absorbed into the blue energy. 

Zerrex straightened, the shield vanishing from existence as Francis landed on his feet. He 

held gun in one hand and sword in the other, the mouse‟s head lowered and his eyes closing in 

concentration for a moment as Zerrex readied himself… and then he leapt backwards before 

vanishing, and the Drakkaren cursed as he heard the rustle of wings above him before a pair of 

metal talons clamped onto his shoulders and he felt himself hefted into the air. 

A moment later, his body swayed as the angel twisted and threw him upwards, the 

reptile‟s world spinning before one metal talon collided with his stomach, sending him flying 

through the air with a pained grunt before he let out a yell as a volley of white lasers hammered 

into him, leaving deep sears along his body and in his chest before the angel teleported and 

flipped onto his back to smash both feet into the Drakkaren‟s back, sending him flying high into 

the sky. 

Zerrex‟s eyes bulged in agony, snarling as he saw the mouse appear high above with both 

hands now on his sword, the flaming blade point down and ready to pierce the Drakkaren‟s 

body… and then Zerrex threw his arms out, and his own wings burst into existence, shirt tearing 

to tatters on his back as he roared and his wings propelled him suddenly upwards in C, Francis 

gaping in shock as the Drakkaren cocked Blackheart back, the blade sizzling with energy as his 

emerald eyes burned down into the mouse‟s sapphire before he slammed the flat of the blade 

down as hard as he could. 

The angel fell from the sky like a white comet, hurtling down through the air as Zerrex‟s 

wings fizzled out of existence a moment later, the Drakkaren falling after him with a wince as 

Francis crashed into the ground and lay prone. Only seconds later, the lizard landed in a half-

crouch, grunting in pain as Blackheart bit into the barren cement… and then he straightened 

slowly and replaced the sword on his back as Francis twitched a bit, panting hard and half-buried 

in a small crater in the cement, his body steaming lightly as blood dripped out of his mouth. 

“Incredible…” 

“Not really.” Zerrex said quietly, then he wiped at the burns and gouges on his chest 

before offering a hand and pushing the tip of his boot into the angel‟s kidney, muttering: “Get 

up, you big baby. I don‟t want the death of an angel on my hands on top of everything else I‟ve 

done.” 

“I can see why so many people hate you.” Francis replied after a moment, then he 

grunted and winced, pushing himself slowly up and out of the ground before glancing at the 

Drakkaren‟s hand, and finally gripping it, allowing the lizard to haul him up to his feet as Cherry 



continued to yell and dance around the battleground, the mouse rubbing at his head slowly and 

murmuring: “Can you please shut her up?” 

“Lose your challenge, live with the consequences of the fight.” Zerrex replied mildly, but 

he rose a hand and waved at Cherry anyway with a bit of a smile, noting that even Cindy looked 

impressed and pleased… whereas Marina and Mahihko were dancing around with Cherry, 

apparently quite taken with the aggressive celebrating methods of the demoness.  

The two stood for a few moments, and then Francis grunted and rubbed at his neck, 

rolling his shoulders as his body ceased to smolder with the strange steam, seeming almost as if 

he‟d stabilized himself somehow. He glanced over Zerrex for a few moments, then said finally: 

“You‟re a strong warrior, and the things some of the other angels have said about you may be 

true… but I‟m disgusted to say that unfortunately… demons tend to be far superior to angels in 

terms of their combat ability. Even if you can defeat me, you may still be no match for the 

horrors that have gathered in that city.” 

Francis looked towards the broken gates for a moment before he shook his head in 

disgust, then he nodded to the reptile before flapping his wings once, flying into the air and 

crossing his arms as he said dryly: “I have to go and make my report to Heaven, that you‟ve 

passed the trial and gained entry into Lunis… but again, beware. There are terrible things loose 

in this world that never should have been… and even though even we in Heaven hold some 

demons as our allies…” A glance over to Cherry, who stuck out her tongue at him in reply. “A 

friend of a friend in Hell is never to be trusted.” 

With that the mouse flapped his wings once, and then simply vanished, the air flickering 

for a moment where he had been… and Zerrex made a face before looking over at Cherry and 

asking crossly: “Do you have to embarrass me in front of every single supernatural entity we 

meet?” 

“No, just most of them.” Cherry replied cheerfully, rubbing at one of her horns before 

bounding over with a wide grin, flailing her arms. “But fuck, Zerrex! Do you know who you just 

kicked the ass of? Stop and think for a minute, go into that wide thing of memories you stole 

outta my skull!” 

“So what, he was just the Captain of the Vanguard, right?” Zerrex responded mildly, but 

at the same time he could hear Cherry‟s voice overlapping his own in memories that didn‟t 

technically belong to him, and he blinked a bit, his head cocking to the side as he reached up and 

slowly rubbed a hand through his hair. I mean… what‟s so impressive about that? I‟ve never 

much been a fan of angels, after all… 

Sir Francis is one of the highest-standing angels in Heaven, Cherry… spoke the voice of 

one of the sisters now, sounding both quietly amused and somewhat surprised. I would‟ve 

thought you‟d have heard of him before… he is young, but valorous and strong: during a 

skirmish at the very Gates of Heaven, it‟s said he was responsible for the singlehanded 

destruction of several waves of the fiercest demons Hell had to offer… 

“So what, are you trying to point out you just embarrassed me in front of a bigwig?” The 

Drakkaren asked mildly, and Cherry rolled her eyes a bit, slouching and looking irritable. She 

perked up a bit when the reptile added: “But I get what you mean… yet for some reason, I 

dunno… I just don‟t feel exactly proud of what just happened.”  

Cherry looked over him curiously, and Marina smiled a bit, glancing towards Lunis and 

speaking quietly: “There are greater obstacles to come yet, Daddy… especially if what he said 

was true between the strength of demons and angels. Besides, perhaps it‟s only because you 



didn‟t end up killing him and he was still able to stand at the end of your confrontation… you 

can be a bit bloodthirsty now and then.” 

“Just a bit.” Zerrex nodded thoughtfully, then he paused as something gleamed and 

caught his attention from the ground, ducking and curiously picking up the knife that Francis had 

been using, tilting his head a bit as his eyes roved over it slowly. It felt strangely alive in his grip, 

crackling with an energy the Drakkaren had rarely felt in this world… and he shrugged a bit as 

he looked it over before glancing over at Cherry, making a face as she made grabby-hands for 

the blade. “You‟re a child.” 

He tossed her the knife a moment later, however, and Cherry promptly flicked her wrist 

with a grin, a blade of orange flames sparking into life as Mahihko yelped and covered his head, 

grasping at his singed ears as the demoness looked embarrassed a moment later, the blade of fire 

vanishing as quickly as it had appeared as she stuck the knife in her sidepack. “Whoops. I‟ll just 

put this away, then… that‟s probably best for now.” 

“Always finding new and inventive ways to cause trouble, aren‟t you?” Zerrex said 

mildly, tilting his head before he glanced slowly over the rest of his family, and he paused as he 

felt a chill roll through his body, something hostile seeming to touch at his mind before he added 

quietly: “But maybe we should get going… Marina, I think you should run some mental 

interference, just in case there‟s any psychics in the area.” 

“I can already sense them… they‟re interacting with some sort of computer interface, too, 

one designed to react to mental signals.” The youngest female responded softly, then she glanced 

up to Cindy before adding quietly: “We‟re all scared. But we can keep pushing forwards through 

this.” 

 “Thanks, Marina.” Cindy said softly, then she blushed a bit as she looked up at her father 

before nodding to him, saying quietly: “We‟re all tired, Daddy, and the city is in ruins… I think 

we‟d better find a place to regroup, like Cherry said earlier, inside the city. We need to find out 

what we‟re up against before we rush into things if we‟re getting ready to battle demons like 

Cherry, don‟t we?” 

“That‟s a good point.” Zerrex said softly, and Cherry looked both dubious and prideful as 

he kicked his cane up to his hand, spinning it idly once before shoving it down into the 

blackened earth and starting forwards into Lunis, his family following shortly behind. 

 

The city itself was a war zone that had been ravaged by fire and terror: the earth crackled 

and many of the immense buildings half-fallen and lopsided, steel and concrete littering the 

ground with broken cables and corpses. The world itself seemed like it had become warped, as 

they stepped into what had been a technological paradise first taken down by Narrius, then 

turned into a gigantic factory before it had finally been torn apart by what seemed like a 

thousand raging gods. 

Zerrex made a face as they passed a tower that had somehow been torn out of the ground 

and lifted straight into the air, the long support rods that formed the foundation creating an 

awkward web that it now sat on, leaving a gaping pit in the earth… but that had somehow been 

one of the least-strange things they had seen so far on this trip, and they had only been travelling 

for a few hours now at the very most. 

They had found a working subway that had taken them to „Bermuda District,‟ but it had 

taken them a while to clear the stairs leading out of rubble… only to find themselves entering a 

building that had fallen on its side through a window, stumbling their way through debris, 

furniture, and bloodstains before Cindy had finally kicked down a weak chunk of wall, and 



they‟d made their way back out into the streets as Cherry reminisced about Cindy‟s earlier barge 

through another wall that had gotten in her way back at the train stations, until Zerrex finally told 

her to shut up. 

What the Drakkaren found unsettling was that they hadn‟t seen any demons… figures 

had scurried away from them, but Marina had identified them as people, and from the bits and 

pieces of broken thought she‟d picked up from those in hiding, she was able to tell them that the 

demons were apparently sticking close to the center of the city, which the Drakkaren was rather 

sure they were starting to approach. And as night‟s falling, too. Isn‟t that just a wonderful 

coincidence? 

He glanced back and forth, grimacing a bit, then nodded towards a back alley between 

two broken steel towers, murmuring: “Let‟s see if we can find somewhere to rest for an hour or 

so before we start getting into more combat. I think we‟re all tired after the events on the Ophelia 

today.” 

The others nodded a bit, and they slipped down the alley and through a side door into 

what had once been the lobby of an expensive office tower, but was now just a room full of 

broken chairs and metal. Zerrex righted a chair as he walked inside and then sat down in it with a 

sigh, Cherry propping herself up on the reception counter and crossing her legs primly as the 

others stood, looking around at each other awkwardly. 

It was silent… there were no birds chirping, no bugs scuttling, no nothing. The only 

sounds were distant ones, of terror, explosions, and what could either be gunfire or someone 

throwing rocks against one of many available metal walls… and then Zerrex grimaced and shook 

his head slowly, sighing a bit as he rubbed at his bare chest and wished idly that he‟d packed a 

spare shirt. “Marina, do you sense anything?” 

The youngest concentrated for a few moments, narrowing her eyes… and then she shook 

her head slowly, murmuring: “At least a klick away, but I can‟t be certain what‟s going on. It‟s 

more vague images than anything else, although-” She halted, then her eyes widened as she 

stared at the ceiling, whispering: “Above us. Hunting us… barely sentient lifeforms. Their minds 

are different from ours… demons.” 

“Suit up.” Zerrex said calmly, and then he checked over himself, glancing over to Cherry 

as Cindy and Mahihko both quickly went through the duffel bags as the Drakkaren continued to 

speak: “We outfit for the situation and leave the rest of our equipment here: as much as I don‟t 

want to say it, Cindy, I need you to load up with heavy weapons. Mahihko, long range and at 

least moderate firepower: Marina can take the lighter weapons, and she‟ll keep the orb safe. 

Which leaves you and me as the frontrunners, Cherry.” 

“Awesome.” Cherry grinned, her sharp teeth gleaming as Cindy gave her own odd smile, 

her eyes focused and narrowed. “Fuckin‟ right, Boss. Too bad we don‟t have some serious 

artillery on us…” 

“Want to bet?” Cindy straightened, holding up a massive anti-tank rifle made of blue 

plated steel, complete with an underslung shotgun attachment for close-range confrontations as 

she slammed a clip into the six-foot-long rifle, then slipped an extra shell into the breach, Cherry 

and Zerrex both staring as the female shouldered the enormous 1.52 caliber weapon, looking 

dryly amused. “While Marina was „working‟ on the submarine, I went to look for any equipment 

we could use and the kind soldiers on board the ship directed me down to the weapons locker. I 

emptied out one of the duffel bags and filled it up with this… and this.”  

She slung the rifle onto her back, then ducked again and pulled out what looked almost 

like a hi-tech shotgun… except Zerrex recognized the small cylinders lining the bandolier in her 



other hand as grenades. “Hi-Impact, Low-Blast grenades… and this nice beauty here-” A gesture 

with the almost, small, streamlined snub-nose rifle that fit easily in one of her hands. “-loads five 

of them at once. Apparently it was designed for taking down BADs and other combat enhancers 

while not harming those around you.” 

“Fuck her, I want that.” Cherry said greedily, walking towards Cindy, but then she made 

a face when the female stuck out her tongue and strapped on the bandolier, before reaching back 

into the bag and digging out the matching black holster for the grenade launcher, strapping this 

on to one long leg. “Come on, bitch, that thing was like… made for me!”  

Cindy only rolled her eyes, however, then added a telescopic stun rod to complete her 

arsenal. The others switched and secured their own armament as well, and Mahihko blushed a bit 

as he increased in size and muscle bulk, his body masculine and now over seven feet tall, with 

thick muscles over his limbs and chest stretching and tearing the fabric of his far-too-tight 

uniform. On the other hand, it did give him the body and strength necessary to easily carry and 

use the drum-loading machine gun currently gripped loosely in one hand, so Zerrex could 

overlook the fact the wolf looked like a porn star, even if Cherry was drooling a bit every time 

her gaze rolled over him and the lupine‟s crotch. We‟re dysfunctional. And we‟d all be thrown 

into the brig in the military. 

The group spread themselves out in a narrow circle, Zerrex pulling his huge sword off his 

back, Cindy standing with her stun-rod held ready and sparking, Cherry with her whip out in her 

hand and Mahihko and Marina both aiming their respective weaponry at the ceiling… and a 

moment later the youngest female said sharply: “On your three and nine, Zerrex!” 

The Drakkaren turned immediately to the left as Cherry stepped beside him, their backs 

pressing together as the rest of the group broke off into a triangle formation, the ceiling above 

shuddering and sending down flakes of dust and rock before it crashed inwards in several spots, 

and strange, chittering creatures crawled out – the upper half mostly wolf, Drakkaren, whatever 

mortal being, but the lower halves all buglike, elongated abdomens with pairs of massive, 

scythe-like legs. Zerrex snarled as one of them lunged at him, surprisingly fast, and his eyes 

noted the enormous claws the half-wolf, half-bug had a moment before the Drakkaren cut it in 

half with a single downwards stroke, the body crunching and spray blood and green goo over 

him. 

Cherry laughed as she snapped her whip upwards into one of the creatures, then 

gracefully half-spun to the side, dragging the deadly chains in the same direction to tear through 

another two monsters, squeals and hisses filling the air in a terrible cacophonic chorus. Her eyes 

strayed for a moment to the others in their little family as she drove a metal boot into the head of 

one of the bug demons – watching Mahihko screeching as he emptied round-after-round into the 

thronging horde of monsters that was pouring from another gap in the ceiling, Marina pulling out 

another handgun as she  coldly fired bullets through skulls and chests, and Cindy using the rod 

and her bare fists and feet to lay waste to the creatures in front of her, snarling as she easily 

dodged claws and scythe-like arms with ease. 

Zerrex grunted as he forced his way forwards, swinging Blackheart in a simple back-forth 

slash pattern before cocking the massive blade back and slamming it into a particularly-large 

demon-thing, reducing its upper body to green goop and splattering its remains over many of the 

others, who screamed and began to flee back towards the ceilings. 

The other monsters, too, fled, and soon the group was left staring around a room filled 

with carnage and body parts. Mahihko was rubbing slowly at a wound on his arm, and Zerrex 

found himself disgusted to find he was the only other person to carry a wound – a minor 



laceration, but he could tell by Cherry‟s smug look that the demoness was going to harass the 

hell out of him later for it. But after giving her a glare, she cleared her throat and crossed her 

arms, instead mumbling: “So uh… those things would be Beelzebub‟s minions, I think. Any of 

the Damned or Cursed who are sent down to Hell and sent into his circle become warped and 

twisted into bug-like creatures; it‟s the same with any other circle, the inhabitants become like 

the world they‟re in, you get it? Like… Beelzebub is also the Lord of the Flies and the Lord of 

Lies… so like… those things were obviously souls damned into his ring… and there‟s hundreds 

of other realms in Hell.” 

“Absolutely wonderful.” Zerrex muttered under his breath, and then he shook his head 

slowly as he glanced over the group, straightening and replacing Blackheart on his back before 

saying calmly: “Alright. Everyone load up and prepare for combat. Current weapons and only 

the ammo you can and still move easily: we‟re going to move quickly into the city, since I have 

no doubt the demons are well aware of our presence by now.” 

The others nodded, and a few moments later they were back on the street, moving at a 

quick pace in a double-line formation with Zerrex heading the group, breathing a bit harder as 

they ran down the cracked highway, his eyes flicking back and forth as he kept himself tense and 

ready before his eyes focused on a T-shaped intersection ahead. A pause, and then he skidded to 

a halt, the others quickly sliding out to either side and readying their weapons as the Drakkaren 

found himself gaping at a massive, bulky bull that strode slowly into sight onto the highway 

from behind a building. 

But there was no way it could be just a bull… it was massive, at least thirty feet tall, with 

huge, thick horns that curved forwards and inwards towards its nose, irises a terrible, burning 

orange and arms almost too-long for its body, the creature‟s body thick with impossible muscle 

and a long, whip-like tail ending in a small, chestnut tuft at the end of his tail, the rest of his body 

covered in short, bristly red hair. The giant was clad in a rusted solid breastplate and ragged cloth 

pants, enormous hooves sending up sparks with every stomp against the pavement, and he 

lugged a massive bardiche in his hand… and then Cherry cursed and quickly dragged Zerrex off 

to the side, the others following as Marina‟s eyes widened as well. “That‟s a Gigataur… Zerrex, 

keep your fucking head down, those things are-” 

“Fire!” yelled a hoarse voice, and there was the sound of something charging up before a 

massive beam of white light shot down the highway from the other side, blasting into the 

Gigataur and sending it flying away as white motes danced around the enormous beam of light, 

the demon shrieking and flying backwards, crashing somewhere back down the left arm of the 

intersection, the ground rumbling loudly for a few moments before the massive beam wound 

down, fading quickly from sight as the reptile motioned to quickly head across the street, 

ignoring Cherry‟s pleading look, before she fumed and quickly followed after them, her form 

changing at the same time to leave her in a more-natural looking body.  

Zerrex rounded the right corner, tossing a glance over his shoulder to see the Gigataur 

half-buried in the ruins of an office building, smoke rising up from the ruins before he returned 

his eyes ahead of him, and he made a face as a cadre of soldiers in silvery uniforms immediately 

all rose assault rifles at them… and Zerrex rose a hand, saying quickly: “We‟re here to act as 

support and shut the Black Hole, on the behalf of Hez‟Ranna!” 

The soldiers hesitated, and Zerrex glanced over their gear: rifles with lengthy, rectangular 

barrels and some sort of glowing keypad on top, a few of them with underslung grenade 

launchers attached to the bottom… and they all wore helmets with a small visor that went over 

one eye that he was rather sure had some sort of identification lock-on system. They all seemed 



confused, one of them lowering his rifle hesitantly and looking up at their apparent boss, a 

soldier in the same uniform but with a golden helm and matching plates over his shoulders. 

He was seated in what could almost be a bulldozer… except that instead of a shovel, 

there was a massive generator in front of the machine, cables going back and forth from the 

engine to the rewired control panel to the massive cannon covered in electrodes, fuses, and 

ending in a deep hollow with a sphere inside from which electricity still sparked around as the 

huge weapon continued to gear down. 

The leopard frowned a bit, leaning forwards on the controls before his eyes widened a bit, 

looking up in shock as the Gigataur stirred at the end of the highway, then slowly shoved itself 

slowly out of the broken building and back to a standing position, most of its armor, clothing, 

and even its coarse hairs burnt away and leaving the gigantic creature standing nude, covered in 

tarry black wounds through which white streaks of pulsing scar stood. It roared, and Zerrex 

snarled as he turned towards it, the soldiers behind him panicking and quickly fleeing in the 

opposite direction even as the leopard yelled: “Reattach the power couplings, recharge the ion 

cannon! You idiots, wait!” 

“Cindy, Marina, help him out. Cherry, Mahihko, you two are with me.” Zerrex said 

coldly, as the gigantic bull-demon strode forwards a few steps down the street, shaking shrapnel 

from its mane as ash and charred flesh pattered down from the creature‟s body, which was 

quickly healing over. I can actually watch the burned flesh rotting away to make room for new… 

flesh, skin, and even hair… it‟s faster than Vampire, sure, but I bet it weakens just like Baskin…  

The Drakkaren started forwards, shouldering his greatsword as Mahihko immediately 

followed behind with a wince, and last in line shuffled Cherry, flickers of memory from Hell 

coming back and fighting against the terrible chill that ran through her body at the sight of the 

gigantic monster, as it snarled and blew smoke from its nostrils, hooves stomping down the 

ground as its massive body swayed back and forth, tossing away the broken handle of its 

polearm as its glowing eyes locked on Zerrex. 

“He‟s insane…” breathed the leopard, only staring stupidly despite Cindy‟s shouts for his 

attention, before Marina grabbed her older sister and dragged her around to the other side of the 

machine, where several fuses had popped out of place and half the cables were hanging loose. 

“He… he can‟t… no one can, they just don‟t die no matter what you hit them with, they can kill 

thousands before they even take a breath…”  

Zerrex, however, was continuing to stride towards the giant, ignoring Cherry‟s protests 

and Mahihko‟s whimpers of fear: all he could focus on was this next fight ahead, a slow, cold 

grin spreading over his features as he said calmly over the others: “Cherry, flank him. Mahihko, 

aim for his eyes and head. I‟m going in to see if I can bring him down to earth.” 

“Goddammit…” Cherry muttered, but she nodded after a moment and made a disgusted 

face, but it was more for herself than the Drakkaren leading the attack, her fear fading even as 

the Gigataur flexed and roared, the sound mighty enough to make them all wince a bit as the 

surroundings rumbled. What the fuck is wrong with me? I‟m acting like a pussy… this isn‟t Hell, 

this isn‟t some world where I randomly can‟t defend myself, and I‟m not being dragged into 

battle by some fuckwit who doesn‟t know his shit from his food. This is the Captain… this is the 

Boss. Whatever Zerrex says… “I‟ll do. I‟ll draw its attention so you can go in with a direct 

attack.” 

Cherry flexed a bit, her body shifting automatically back to her demonic form, her eyes 

flashing with blue fire as she snapped her whip once… and Zerrex grinned over his shoulder 



before she sprinted to the side, curving in towards the Gigataur‟s right as she shouted: “Hey, 

retard! I‟m down here, motherfucker, or are you having trouble seeing me from way up top?” 

The giant thing turned towards her, snarling and raising a hoof, but Cherry easily dodged 

backwards despite the monster‟s surprising speed, and then she deftly ducked under a hard 

punch, the skin of the thing scraping against the tips of her horns as it snarled. It swung its arm to 

the side, turning at the same time… yet Cherry danced between its legs and struck her whip hard 

into its crotch, the hook catching on the inside of its thigh and tearing a chunk out of the cloth 

fabric of its pants. 

It roared in anger, spinning towards her and starting to reach out… before its eyes caught 

sight of Zerrex sprinting forwards, his massive blade still resting across his shoulders but held 

tight in both hands, and it hesitated for the briefest of moments as it tried to decide its target; a 

moment that Zerrex immediately took to leap towards its leg, slashing Blackheart into its shin 

with a grin of triumph- 

And the blade simply bounced off, Zerrex staggering backwards and looking stupefied as 

he clung to the sword with one hand and wildly waved his other to try and keep balance, the 

Gigataur grunting and leaning forwards a bit… but that was all, before it slapped the Drakkaren 

away with tremendous force, the reptile landing on his back and skidding several feet down the 

road. He winced, grabbing his head, but then kicked to his feet with a snarl, brushing himself off 

and clenching Blackheart tighter in one hand as he started forwards again at a brisk walk, 

muttering: “Wonderful. I didn‟t hurt it, but on the other hand it didn‟t hurt anything but my pride. 

Let‟s try this again, but with spirit this time, Zerrex.” 

The Gigataur stomped forwards, a grin spreading over its muzzle as it watched the reptile 

approaching, before it grunted and swatted irritably at Cherry as the demoness ran in close, the 

sharp chain whip lashing into its body and then its hand, before it seized the chain and dragged 

Cherry up into the air by her weapon. It blinked stupidly as it raised her to head level, the 

demoness aiming one of Zerrex‟s .52‟s at its face before she fired several times, and the bull-

demon roared and tossed her away as it grabbed at its head, snorting and stomping around in a 

circle as blood ran down from its nose. It hissed, turning around… then glanced over its shoulder 

as Zerrex charged and kicked one enormous hoof backwards. 

The reptile immediately leapt upwards, landing neatly on the creature‟s heel before he 

jumped up higher, reversing Blackheart and roaring as he stabbed downwards into the enormous 

beast‟s back… and this time the sword tore a hole into the monster, blood spurting out around 

the Drakkaren as it whinnied and staggered forwards, arms lashing back and forth as Zerrex 

forced the sword‟s blade deeper, his muscular arms bulging as he grit his teeth in exertion – 

whatever the demon might look like, its hide had the consistency of hardened steel under his 

boots. A moment later, it straightened, and Zerrex kicked off its back, ripping Blackheart free in 

one swift motion before the thing turned around, its fist catching him in midair and then 

slamming him down into the ground. 

The Drakkaren gagged, his eyes bulging in agony as he was crushed down into the 

concrete with enough force to shatter it like thin wood beneath his body, his limbs spasming 

outwards and Blackheart flying from his grasp, before the giant reared back and rose one 

enormous hoof with a furious snarl… but a moment later, it staggered backwards, giving the 

reptile enough time to crawl to his feet as it covered its bleeding face again, several bullets 

bouncing uselessly off its huge hands as Mahihko emptied the rest of the sniper rifle‟s clip at the 

demon‟s head. 



The Gigataur was distracted for the moment, snarling at the wolf and then letting out a 

loud, furious roar, the earth seeming to tremble as blood and drool flew from its huge, fanged 

maw, flinging its arms wide as it prepared to charge… and then Cherry leapt up onto its 

shoulder, snapping her whip down around the monster‟s throat and hooking the claw at the end 

onto one of its horns. It gagged violently, lurching back and forth as it tried to shake Cherry off, 

girthy fingers unable to pull the small chain links loose as it began to bite through its hard flesh, 

the demoness roaring with the exertion as she shoved both feet into the giant‟s back and yanked 

as hard as she could. 

A moment later, however, it leaned suddenly forwards, and Cherry leapt free from the 

monstrosity as it clawed at her in midair uselessly. As it concentrated on the demoness, it missed 

the sight of Zerrex running in and curving around behind the creature, the Drakkaren drawing 

back his sword in mid-stride as his muscles flexed with power. 

He grunted, and then his sword blazed with blue energy before he slashed into the back 

of the giant‟s knee, and the Gigataur howled, back arching as it fell to a kneel as Blackheart 

cleaved through most of its leg before leaping away. It groaned loudly, then twisted and threw 

itself forwards, and Zerrex stared in shock as the massive arms and hands of the things slammed 

down on top of him even as he tried to leap backwards. 

It knocked him to the ground, and then both hands of the gigantic bull-demon shoved 

down on him, pinning him into the concrete as it rose over him, nothing but muscle and roaring 

fury, orange eyes burning with pure hatred down into the Drakkaren‟s own emerald. He tried to 

move, but he was unable to even wiggle, the pressure on his chest growing ever heavier as he 

wheezed for breath, drool falling from its jaws before it began to lean down, apparently intent on 

simply eating him. 

A huge hand clamped on one of its shoulders, ending in terrible, vicious claws… and 

Zerrex stared before the Gigataur was jerked up to a sitting position by what was unmistakably 

Cherry… but a greatly-changed, even further demonized version of the female, as she laid a 

single punch into the thing‟s face and sent it skidding down the street and into a building with a 

loud groan as Cherry roared and flexed, a crazed grin on her muzzle before she glanced down 

and winked at Zerrex, grunting for him to get up… but for a moment, Zerrex could only stare. 

Her height had increased to at least twenty-five feet… and her demonic body had gone 

from lithe to gargantuan with bulk and muscle that was almost comparable to the Gigataur they 

were currently facing. Her fins had turned black and grey, glinting like steel and jagged as a 

sawblade, lengthened and forming a deadly Mohawk on her head, between horns that had 

thickened and grown outwards even further. Similar fins had sprouted along the outside of her 

forearms as well, razor-sharp and stained with blood: whether her own, symbolic, or from some 

older battle, Zerrex had no idea, but the effect was the same nonetheless: they only added to her 

fierce appearance, much as the huge black spikes on her back and along her long tail did. 

As he stared, she seemed to shrink back a bit, looking almost embarrassed… and then the 

Drakkaren finally pulled himself out of the concrete with a wince before turning towards the 

Gigataur as it climbed to its own hooves, hissing at them… and he muttered: “Gods, if I knew 

you could do that…” A pause as the bull-demon stumbled, and he leaned forwards a bit, picking 

Blackheart up with a grin as he added quietly: “Cherry. It‟s weakened. Grapple it and hold it just 

for a moment.” 

Cherry nodded beside him, then she spread an enormous pair of leathery wings, roaring at 

the fellow demon before she leapt forwards, both clawed hands lashing out in a downwards rend, 

and the Gigataur shoved its own hands upwards, catching her and gripping her hands tightly, the 



muscles of both titans flexing as they battled with pure strength alone, leaning forwards to try 

and shove one another back… and then Zerrex charged forwards between Cherry‟s legs and leapt 

upwards, bringing his sword in an upwards rend along the stomach of the Gigataur, the creature 

lurching backwards in shock as Cherry forwards its arms down at the same time, and a moment 

later Zerrex twisted in midair and shoved Blackheart through the bull-demon‟s throat. 

It spasmed, staggering backwards as Zerrex landed in a crouch between the two 

creatures, Cherry shoving it hard backwards before standing protectively over her master and 

commander with both hands raised gamely. The Drakkaren looked over his shoulder, his eyes 

focused on the blade still buried in the Gigataur‟s throat as blood spurted from the terrible 

wound, the monster stumbling backwards and into a building… and finally, it released a long 

whine before falling forwards onto the ground, blood spilling out of its neck as it quickly 

shriveled and rotted away, dark smoke flowing up into the sky as the demon soon turned to 

bones and ash. 

Zerrex slowly stood, breathing hard… and then he smiled up to Cherry, holding a hand 

up and then wincing when she gave him a high-five that almost knocked him sprawling, causing 

the enormous demon to cough and look lame as he glared up at her invertedly. He rolled his 

eyes, then strode over to the dead remains of the Gigataur, idly kicking in the skull and sending 

pieces of dusty, suddenly-ancient bones flying down the street before picking his massive blade 

out of the broken remains. 

When he turned around, he was facing an embarrassed-looking Cherry who was quickly 

slipping her weapons and gear back on… but she was still naked, her clothes torn to pieces by 

the sudden transformation. The Drakkaren stared at her, and she huffed a bit, looking almost 

sheepish as she mumbled: “Fuck off. I saved your butt back there, Boss. You owe me whatever I 

want later on, got that?” 

“Fair enough…” Zerrex glanced over her, then watched as her body changed a tiny bit, 

leaving her female in appearance but otherwise sexless: no vagina in sight, and no nipples on her 

large breasts. He paused as he looked her over again at this, then he added mildly: “You look 

almost like a PG-rated female assassin character from a video game or a B-movie.” 

“Fuck you.” Cherry said disgustedly, and they glared at each other before a smile 

twitched at Cherry‟s mouth, and a moment later they were both laughing, stepping forwards and 

hugging each other tightly in the glow that sometimes came after defeating a particularly-tough 

foe. A moment later they quickly pulled apart, however, and they glanced over each other lamely 

before they both glanced down the street, where Mahihko was still staring, slack-jawed, and the 

Lunis soldier on the massive sci-fi gun was flipping out as Cindy and Marina shouted things up 

at him. “Oh wonderful. Looks like I‟m not being overlooked by fag-boy, there.” 

“Fag boy?” Zerrex asked mildly, then he started down the street, watching as Mahihko 

scrambled up to his feet and listening to Cherry fall in step beside him with a slight smile. “How 

do you figure that?” A thoughtful pause. “And… what the hell did you do, there? I‟m trying to 

sort through those memories I got from you but I‟m getting nothing but haze… I don‟t think the 

mind reading thing worked properly.” 

“Yeah, didn‟t you already point that out, captain obvious?” Cherry asked dryly, and 

Zerrex muttered something under his breath before she continued in a more serious tone: “But to 

your first question, he‟s wearing skintight pants to show off his goodies, and he doesn‟t seem to 

be doing it for either of the cute girls currently haranguing him down there. But as to the bigger 

question, well…” Cherry smiled a bit, halting and then waving Mahihko away when he started to 

come over, and the wolf looked curious for a moment before wandering down to where the other 



girls were attempting to drag the leopard off the gun, looking down and apparently sizing up her 

words carefully. And that‟s a rarity… how much did Hell really change her? 

 “You see… I… this is my „rest‟ form, I guess you could say, but because of my 

background…” Cherry hugged herself a bit and glanced down for a moment, stumbling on her 

words before continuing quietly: “Because of what I did in life, too… because of what we did 

together… I have a body that can reflect both my sexual sins and perversions, and in that much 

larger form, one that reflects hatred, darkness, and wrath.” 

Cherry smiled a bit, glancing up at him and blushing a bit before touching the collar she 

had always worn, and Zerrex reached out and gently traced the „II‟ on it with his fingers, gazing 

into her eyes at the same time before he smiled faintly in return and said softly: “We‟ll have to 

talk more about this and whatever other secrets you‟ve got later, Cherry… but for now, we have 

to keep moving, in case more things like that Gigataur show up. But I‟m not afraid, if that‟s what 

you were thinking.” A pause, and then he added in a gentle, teasing voice: “You‟ve gone a bit 

soft on me, huh?” 

The female snorted at this, then knocked his hand away before strutting ahead of him, 

raising her muzzle arrogantly as Zerrex rolled his eyes with a bit of a grin. Overacting, what a 

surprise. “Like shit! I‟m still the fucking toughest bitch around these parts, asshole, and if you 

wanna spar right now, I‟ll prove it to you, Boss!” She winked, spinning around and beckoning to 

him, before she paused and ducked a moment before a bullet flew into the space where her head 

had been only a moment before. 

The leopard stared, dropping his handgun dumbly, and then Cherry whirled around, 

flailing her arms and shouting angrily: “Hey, asshole! Who the hell just took down that giant 

fucker and- hey, is that thing working?”  

Cherry immediately toddled over to the modified vehicle, peering at it curiously as Cindy 

muttered something about ADD under her breath as she fixed a few power cords on the huge 

weapon, and the leopard blinked before shrinking back as the demoness looked up at him, Zerrex 

following a few moments later, giving his own interested glance over the device. “It‟s… it‟s an 

ion laser. It generates a concentrated beam of positively-charged particles and-” 

“Boring.” Cherry muttered, then she leaned up and grabbed the leopard by the front of his 

uniform, jerking him rudely out of his seat as Mahihko winced and Zerrex just sighed, dropping 

his head in his hand. “So, look at me. I‟m a demon. A succubus.” A pause as she leaned 

forwards, leering, and then her eyes flickered and the leopard spasmed suddenly, his jaw 

dropping dumbly as she added softly: “And I could easily enchant some ass like you to cream his 

pants and adore me as his mistress if I wanted to.” A pause, and she dropped the leopard on his 

face, walking away with her hands held in the air and muzzle high, saying cheerfully: “But I‟m 

not going to, because I‟m currently on your side, helping out and bringing justice to the universe 

with my mighty powers and transformation ability, much like-” 

“Shut up.” Zerrex said dryly, shoving the female aside, then he held a hand out to the 

leopard, saying softly: “We‟re here to help, honestly… and yes, she‟s a demon, but she‟s on our 

side and she won‟t cause problems.” A pause and a glare over at her. “Will she?” 

“None at all.” Cherry immediately held up her hands, coughing and then awkwardly 

walking away down the street, rubbing at the back of her head and muttering about something 

under her breath. The leopard watched her for a few moments warily… but finally took Zerrex‟s 

hand, and he hefted the soldier up to his feet, the feline staring stupidly at the ease with which 

the reptile had lifted him up. 



Zerrex glanced over the soldier in front of him, idly brushing a few bits of debris off his 

chest before he asked the leopard casually: “So are you going to order your soldiers to stand 

down from wherever they‟re likely aiming at us in hiding? Either way, I‟d appreciate it if you‟d 

speed us on our way, but I‟d rather do so without-” 

“This is stupid, Daddy.” Marina muttered, walking up by the Drakkaren and tugging at 

his arm childishly, tossing a glare at the leopard before her eyes flicked up to the lizard, meeting 

his as she continued in his mind in a cold voice, Let‟s just kill him and leave. They‟ll never trust 

us… he‟s a soldier who was brought up under the Irenic regime, and with Cherry being a 

demon, he thinks we‟re all not mortals now. He‟s scared and the moment our backs are turned, 

he‟ll call out his strike team to chase us down… come on, I know you can feel the Black Hole, 

just like I can. It‟s not far from here at all now. 

Zerrex shifted uncomfortably, then he glanced back to the feline, making a bit of a face as 

he pulled lightly away from Marina: her thoughts came more in images than it did her voice 

these days, and it was uncomfortable to receive a summary that could‟ve filled a short story in 

less than a second, to say the least. He also hated that she made sense… but I‟m not going to 

start killing pointlessly, at least not mortals. We need all the help we can get. “Mister…” A 

pause as he waited for the leopard to speak his name, but he didn‟t, instead continuing to stare at 

Zerrex like he was a monster. “Soldier. We‟re going to continue into the city… things are going 

to get messy, so I think it‟s better if you don‟t try to follow, for whatever reason.” 

The Drakkaren nodded, looking down at the leopard… and then he sighed and patted him 

on the shoulder, then winced as the feline fell back against the enormous cannon machine, 

looking terrified. Zerrex muttered something under his breath, then shook his head and motioned 

for the others to follow as he started down the street opposite the massive ion laser, Cherry 

quickly falling into step beside him as Cindy sketched a curtsy politely to the soldier, offering a 

hesitant smile before she left with Mahihko and a sour-looking Marina to quickly catch up to the 

pair walking ahead. 

“Fall back into double line formation, Cherry at the head of one column, Cindy the 

other.” Zerrex instructed absently over his shoulder, and the others nodded, the group shuffling 

itself around as Cherry made a face – not at his words, but at something else. “What is it?” 

The demoness paused, then shook her head as they passed a narrower side street… and 

Zerrex stopped, staring around the corner as she muttered: “Looks like I don‟t need to try and 

explain… that.” 

The street had been reduced almost to rubble by some tremendous force, along with 

several of the buildings that had once lined the road. Pieces of metal, cement, and overturned 

vehicles lay in ruin inside the enormous crater, and the other end had what looked like a narrow 

pass some great, terrible creature had carved with its passage leading up through what was 

otherwise sheer, forty foot cliffs of stone and metal bulwark to the street beyond. Zerrex shook 

his head slowly at the sight, not wanting to know how or why such a strange crater had formed… 

before he glanced to the right, and muttered quietly: “Come on. We can pass by on the right, 

through the ruins in that lot… it doesn‟t look like it‟ll be too hard to navigate.” 

The others nodded, forming a single file line behind the reptile as he led them carefully 

around the high cliffs that had formed in the street, the Drakkaren stepping over most of the 

rubble and shoving aside larger girders and chunks of free-standing wall until they reached the 

other side, and then he half-fell, staggering forwards as part of the roadway gave out beneath his 

feet. 



He flailed a bit, but only a few rocks pattered down into the pitfall from the street, the 

reptile breathing a sigh of relief but moving quickly away from the edge anyway, just in case. 

The others followed, and then they once more resumed their walk deeper into the town, trying to 

ignore the strange creatures that skittered back and forth around the street, but made no move to 

engage them. 

Once they reached another intersection, however, things changed, as the Drakkaren‟s 

sharp eyes caught a crackle of black lighting in the air a good distance away, before his body 

tensed and his instincts whispered something to him… and a slow look up towards the rooftops 

of the buildings that surrounded the relatively-untouched square where the streets met, and 

Zerrex caught sight of a hulking figure on the first, framed in red against the black smoke rising 

up to the sky.  

He drew Blackheart off his back immediately, as it leapt down from the high building, 

and the others pulled out their own weapons before four bull-demons crashed to the ground 

around them: perhaps not even the size of the bull that Cherry had been teasing with the other 

sailors, but different, somehow scarier – they were, without a doubt, minotaurs, from the 

different slant of their horns, the different bulk of their bodies… and the fierce fangs inside their 

maws as they roared and charged without further ado, quickly joined by a swarm of the terrible 

half-bug demons that had been their introduction to the demons that had overtaken Lunis. 

Zerrex snarled as he leapt for the first minotaur, the bull drawing its massive bardiche 

back before swinging down in a crude overhead chop, and the reptile spun to the side, the 

polearm whizzing by to bite deep into the cement. It grunted, half-staggering forwards, and the 

Drakkaren quickly swung down, cutting cleanly through the metal pole that connected into the 

head of the huge, curved blade… and without hesitating, the minotaur shifted the now-pole and 

smacked him in the face with the butt of the weapon, blood flying from Zerrex‟s jaws as his eyes 

bulged in surprise. 

Mahihko, meanwhile, had his back to Marina, his rifle dropped in favor of a lever-action 

shotgun, wincing as he pumped shells into the bug creatures swarming towards them while the 

dangerous psychic waited for the minotaur facing them to come close, drawing its weapon back 

with a roar – and she easily shoved it backwards with a telekinetic blast as she held a hand up, 

and as the bull demon flew away to crush several half-bugs under its bulky body, the halberd it 

had been using flew out of its hand and landed neatly in Marina‟s, the female grunting in surprise 

at the weight before grinning as she shifted it to both hands, idly tossing another glance at a bug 

that had almost snuck up on her to crumple its body inwards like a tin can. 

Cindy was also dealing efficiently with her enemy, leading the minotaur off to the side as 

it slashed back and forth with the bardiche, dodging easily as it inadvertently slaughtered bug 

after bug that drew too near, before she leapt backwards into the clear space between the other 

embattled members of the group, raising her grenade launcher and blasting a round into its chest, 

the blast staggering it, before she took out its leg with another round, sending it crashing to the 

ground… but it quickly got back up to its hooves with a snarl of fury, staggering forwards to 

swing hard down in an awkward overhead slice, chest and leg smeared with its own blood… and 

Cindy caught the pole of the halberd with one hand, her muscles flexing as she held it in place 

with the blade only a foot or so away from her head, the minotaur snarling furiously, eyes alive 

with dumb hate… and then Cindy leveled the grenade launcher at its face and fired, most of its 

head exploding backwards as she made a face at the gore that splattered everywhere, the 

minotaur‟s body falling backwards. 



Cherry, too, had dealt effectively with her minotaur, but in a different form: it was 

kneeled stupidly in front of her, breathing heavily, its weapon fallen aside and one of Cherry‟s 

hands tied lightly in its mane between its ears, the thing looking up at her with stupid 

obedience… and Cherry leaned down in front of it, smiling slightly as she whispered a few 

words in another language in its ear, and it quickly nodded, snarling and standing up before 

charging towards the bug-demons, many of them immediately drawing back in terror as several 

unlucky others were seized in its huge hands to be crushed down into nothing but blood and 

green goo. The weak-minded are the easiest targets to dominate… now I know exactly what 

Marina meant by that… 

Marina, on the other hand, had grown tired of playing with her prey, the minotaur 

staggering backwards with a dumb growl from an almost-teasing telekinetic shove, and now she 

drew back the halberd like a spear, concentrating for a moment before throwing it hard forwards, 

and a moment later it glowed purple, firing like a rocket and ripping through the minotaur‟s 

stomach to spear it to the building behind it, the bull-demon letting out a weak whine before it 

slumped forwards. A moment later, its corpse was consumed in flame… and then Marina snarled 

as a bug-demon grasped her shoulder, claws tearing into her scales as it leaned in close, 

screaming, before Mahihko yelled something and its head was blown off from a single handgun 

shot, the female whirling immediately on the wolf with a furious glare as goop splattered over 

her face and muzzle. 

Zerrex, meanwhile, had dropped Blackheart in favor of disarming the minotaur with a 

kick, muttering under his breath as he slapped its muzzle back and forth with the end of the pole 

before spinning it around and striking it hard in the gut with the butt of the weapon, the thing 

seeming almost stupefied by the flurry of the Drakkaren‟s attacks as he moved gracefully around 

the creature at the same time. Finally, the reptile spun the pole around his body and over both 

shoulders as he swayed back and forth, looking strangely calm as the minotaur tried to follow his 

movements a moment before he struck it firmly between the ears, and the creature collapsed to 

its knees before falling backwards, gaping dumbly and a bit of blood trickling from its maw. 

Zerrex snorted, then tossed the pole away, returning his gaze over the others as he called dryly: 

“Is everyone alright?” 

“Super-duper.” Mahihko mumbled, covering the black eye that Marina had given him 

and sulking as the last of the bug-demons retreated with screams of terror, before he made a face 

and glanced over to where Cherry was teasingly running her hands through the last minotaur‟s 

hair, speaking to it in some strange, sibilant language as it looked up at her with adoration. “I 

think I missed a page somewhere.” 

“Surprise, surprise.” Zerrex rolled his eyes, making a face as he wandered over and 

wondering idly how to dislodge Cherry from her pet. Well, I guess she is a succubus, right? And 

that‟s what they do best… although I am admittedly surprised she hasn‟t started banging it yet, 

since it looks like her type… “Cherry, may I ask what you‟re doing?” 

“I uh… know what this looks like.” Cherry held up her hands, grinning a bit and looking 

lamely around at the others, before attempting to look serious as Cindy walked over to Zerrex 

and began to try and poke at his bloody muzzle, the two Drakkaren muttering at each other. 

“Uh… but… yeah, so I completely lost my train of thought there.” 

“Shut up and hold still!” Cindy grumbled, and finally kneed Zerrex in the crotch, causing 

him to grunt and lean forwards, breathing a bit harder as the others stared. “Fuck, you‟re so hard 

to take care of… but alright, you‟re fine. Another good hit like that and you‟ll end up with a 

broken jaw, though.” 



“Another hit like that and I‟ll end up with a broken groin.” Zerrex mumbled, then he 

sighed as Cherry rose a finger, making a bit of a face. “Yes, Cherry, you can actually break your 

groin. Now before you make any sexual remarks, can you please tell me what you‟re doing with 

that thing? Because you aren‟t allowed to bring any pets into the house, unevolved, demonic, or 

otherwise, after that fiasco we had with the unevolved dog.” 

Cherry sulked a bit, then muttered: “Fine, fine. Then just bring Marina over here to read 

his mind, I‟ll order him to drop his mental defenses and let her.” She stood up, looking gloomy, 

then kicked at the dirt as the minotaur looked after her tenderly. “You‟re a bastard, you know 

that?” 

Zerrex rolled his eyes a bit, then he crossed his arms and looked at her flatly for a few 

moments until she raised her hands and said something to the minotaur. It nodded immediately 

as Marina strode over, then she looked at Cherry for a few moments, the demon frowning and 

opening her mouth, before simply gaping as Marina turned to the minotaur and said something in 

the same language, which made it smile a bit. “Dude, what the fuck! Since when can she like… 

like…” 

“If you paid more attention to her, maybe you‟d know.” Zerrex said mildly, as Marina 

grasped the minotaur‟s horns gently, kneeling in front of it and locking eyes with it, the 

Drakkaren watching with quiet interest. She‟s not just going to read its outer thoughts… she 

wants to dig as deep as she can, by that positioning. “As long as someone else nearby speaks it 

or understands it, Marina can talk the same language as anyone around her, by „borrowing‟ their 

memories, so to speak.” A glance over at Cherry, adding under his breath: “So maybe you should 

be more careful about what you say in the future about her.” 

“Yeah, I‟ll be keeping that in mind.” Cherry muttered, then she watched as the minotaur 

winced and groaned, before Marina drew back and nodded a bit. “Are you done?” 

“Bitch.” Marina muttered, then she glared at Cherry, looking as if she was about to punch 

the demoness in the face: a move that might have gone particularly badly at this point. “You 

aren‟t the strongest here, you‟re just a tantalizing whore. Now send him the fuck away, I got 

what I need… the Black Hole‟s about twelve blocks away, just over a mile or so, but there may 

be other ambushes along the way. We‟ll need to be prepared for anything.” 

The demoness made a bit of a face, and then she sighed, turning and stroking the 

minotaur gently under the muzzle before Zerrex tapped her lightly on the shoulder, and she 

looked at him curiously as he said mildly: “He might be useful still… tell him to scout ahead of 

us, roughly fifty feet. He‟s a big, heavy-looking creature – with his bulk, he‟ll be able to stop and 

let us know where there‟s a trap or the rubble‟s shifted. The closer we‟re getting towards the 

Black Hole, the worse the state of the ruins, it looks like.” 

“See, that sounds like a great idea to me!” Cherry said casually, but she turned a glare on 

Marina, tapping the end of her muzzle before adding with a glare to Zerrex: “And if he survives, 

he goes through the Black Hole instead of us killing him?” A pause, and she rubbed the back of 

her head a bit, muttering: “I dun wanna kill him. He‟s my first successful capture in battle. He 

has… sentimental value.” 

“You‟re such a romantic, Cherry.” Zerrex smiled slightly and gently flicked her under the 

chin, and she muttered something at him before he nodded. Cherry smiled, then said something 

cheerfully to the minotaur… and a moment later the Drakkaren was struggling to breathe, 

flailing lightly at the giant‟s chest as it lifted him off the ground in a tight hug. 

It put him down after a few moments and everyone had gotten in their laugh, the reptile 

pale and out of breath… and then he nodded and reached up to pat the minotaur on the shoulder, 



mumbling mindlessly, but the minotaur gave him a cheerful look and returned the slap firmly, 

almost knocking him over as he felt his head reeling. Yeah. That‟s strong. I hate Cherry. 

A few moments later, they had armed him with a halberd from one of his fallen kin – 

Zerrex asking aside to Cherry if he was really fully trustworthy, and Cherry looking insulted 

before admitting if they tried to make him do something he really didn‟t like, he might break 

loose from her control – and now he was walking down the street a fair distance ahead of them. 

One advantage it did have was that demons cleared the way for him… and Zerrex caught 

snippets of Cherry‟s memories floating by in his head as he let himself unwind a bit, things about 

the rank of a minotaur in Hell and, awkwardly, how many Cherry had slept with. I‟ll focus more 

on how they‟re mostly officers for now, though… I can bother Cherry later about the other stuff. 

Three blocks down, the minotaur stopped and waited for them, then said something to 

Cherry with frown, and she nodded before relaying to Zerrex: “We have to backtrack a bit and 

go down a sidestreet…” She paused at their looks, then snapped her fingers, creating a spark of 

fire that leapt down into the – too undamaged, too plain… Zerrex thought – street, then shot back 

and forth, setting several hidden patterns in the ground alight and burning them into white, ugly 

stains that covered the street. “Those are binding runes. It‟s done in inverted angel warped for 

demonic purposes… instead of trapping demons, people will be stuck inside that huge circle.” 

“Alright.” Zerrex paused for a moment, then gently pulled Marina forwards, resting his 

hands on her shoulders and asking softly: “Do you see them?” 

“I even see the ones still hidden…” Marina murmured quietly, looking almost entranced 

as a strange calm entered her voice, and Cherry frowned a bit. “See… they‟re in a different color, 

you can faintly see them if you look hard enough at the very center of the circle… yes… yes, 

Father, I can remember this pattern easily. It‟s already etched into my mind.” 

He nodded with a smile, then patted her shoulder gently, murmuring: “Good work.” A 

pause as she turned around, looking up at him with a bright smile, and he relented, giving her a 

quick hug as well – the minotaur seemed to take this as the sign that he had earned another hug 

himself, however, and pounced on Zerrex a moment afterwards before the Drakkaren winced and 

countered by hefting the bulky bull-demon into the air this time, the minotaur staring as Cherry 

guffawed and began walking back down the street. 

On their way back, however, they ran into a group of zombies that formed a solid barrier 

across the street… and a moment later, black lighting struck the ground in front of them, before 

turning into a dragon who stood a head taller than Zerrex, his eyes hollow, empty black sockets 

in ancient, gray scales, one of his horns cracked and his neck rotted away near the throat, but the 

rest of the terrible creature was hidden from view by a dull red robe with a golden sash tying it 

tight around his middle, his hands hidden in the folds of the wide arms that were crossed over his 

chest. Immediately, Cherry bristled and snarled, as the minotaur cowered backwards, and the 

creature said in a cold, soft voice: “Cherry… long time no see.” 

“Ezekiel.” The demoness bowed her head forwards politely, then rose both hands and 

both middle fingers, adding mildly: “Get out of our way and take your toys with you.” 

“I‟m afraid I can‟t do that.” Ezekiel replied, then he looked up to the left and right of the 

group, and half-bugs swarmed over the building, screaming and chittering as they glared down at 

the group hungrily, Zerrex snarling and immediately pulling Blackheart off his back… before 

staring over his shoulder as a massive wall of flame tore up from the earth to block their escape 

with a simple rising motion of the dead dragon‟s hand, and he tensed, a chill rolling down his 

spine. This is out of our league… “The Plasmids are hungry, after all… and you know I‟ve never 



been one to deny them a snack, since they always leave me a crisp skeleton behind to raise and 

add to my collection.” 

Cherry snarled… then dark lightning cracked behind the row of zombies, before 

becoming a portal through which a terrible coldness emanated… and a moment later a figure 

stepped through, clad in full battle armor that covered him from head-to-toe, made entirely from 

large leaf-shaped plates that left small spikes jutting out here and there over his form, but left not 

even a joint uncovered by metal that bent and shifted easily with his movements. Upon his head 

was a helm that wrapped around his entire skull and locked into a protective collar around his 

neck, and covering his face was a terrible, featureless mask that sloped downwards to his chin 

with two holes cut in the blue and gray steel for eyes. Not a part of him was uncovered except for 

those holes, from which burned terrible red light… and then a cold voice spoke, saying irritably: 

“Ezekiel. Leave your minions to take care of these interlopers… I need you to come with me and 

help repeal another attack from the Princess. We‟re far behind schedule as it is, and I don‟t want 

to waste yet another millennia in a stalemate, unable to move my troops out of Leblanc Castle.” 

“Yes sir, Prince Az‟Iriel.” The dragon turned around and bowed slowly, then the zombies 

parted to allow him to pass through towards the rift, the demon prince known as the Warlord 

vanishing into the portal as Ezekiel said quietly over his shoulder: “You‟re lucky this time, 

Cherry, but that luck won‟t last forever. I‟ll kill you for the trespasses of your ancestors soon 

enough.” 

“I‟ll be waiting.” Cherry said dryly, and Ezekiel snorted as he turned and vanished into 

the swirling dark vortex, which flickered with lightning before closing behind him… and then 

the female grinned, visibly relaxing as she muttered: “Now, what kind of idiot uses pyromantics 

around a pyromancer?” 

As the swarms of bugs approached from both sides and the zombies began to stagger 

forwards, Cherry turned around to face the flames, then her muscles flexed as she grunted with 

effort, before spinning around and dragging the massive fire wall with her, bugs screaming as 

they were engulfed in the enormous firestorm as it passed by, then setting the zombies alight 

before finally dragging the storm to the other wall, the bugs immediately trying to flee but 

popping like frogs in the blaze before Cherry let out a breath and the fire wall puffed out of 

existence, slumping to the ground before wincing as Cindy shouted irritably: “You did it again!” 

The charred zombies were still walking forwards, but the others quickly peppered the 

group with gunfire, Zerrex holding Blackheart loosely in one hand as he drew out his own 

revolver to aid the others, each shot knocking a massive hole in the body of an approaching 

undead creature. 

The confrontation didn‟t last long, as the other zombies finally began to succumb to the 

flames covering their bodies, leaving only a few burned carcasses behind… and Cherry grinned a 

bit as she got back to her feet, wincing and rubbing at her head as the minotaur walked over to 

her and asked her something… and she blinked, looked up at him, then laughed and slapped his 

shoulder firmly as she replied. Marina frowned at the two, but Zerrex disregarded the exchange 

in favor of the greater question lurking in his mind: “So who the hell is Ezekiel? And…” he 

broke off, but the same needless question burned in everyone‟s eyes as they focused on Cherry.  

She shook her head slowly, then finally looked over to Zerrex with a bit of a smile. “To 

the other thing… yeah, that was the Prince. Ezekiel is one of his most-trusted lieutenants… the 

real scary thing is that he‟s not nearly as strong as some of the other higher-ups or the Gigataurs 

who work for Az‟Iriel, but on the other hand… well, you saw him.” Cherry shivered a bit, 

making a disgusted face. “To think that in Hell I almost hit that. „Cept then he took his robe off 



while we were chatting and I saw he was all bone and no boner, if you get my drift. The fucker‟s 

what we call a Jumper… many years ago he was killed in Hell, and he wasn‟t strong enough to 

reincarnate, but he was powerful enough to remain floating around in Hell as an evil spirit, 

instead of going… wherever you go after you‟re actually killed in Hell.” 

“I thought you couldn‟t die, though?” Zerrex frowned, tilting his head, and Cherry made 

a face, raising a hand and making a see-sawing motion. 

“It‟s tricky.” she said finally, rubbing the back of her head slowly. “It requires a weapon 

forged specifically for killing demons or angels, or a particularly-powerful magical spell or 

incantation… at least usually, it‟s fuckin‟ complicated. It‟s mostly forbidden, but Ezekiel told me 

it was because he lost a duel with my grandfather, during which his body was completely 

destroyed.” she paused, then said softly: “He tried to Jump from his current corpse into me, but I 

fought him off and ran… he‟s just an evil spirit who tries to take over whatever body he can, 

living or dead… and he stays inside you until you‟ve rotted away to nothing, and then he finally 

moves on to someone else, keeping all the powers he‟s gained over the years, which includes a 

vast array of necromancy, unfortunately. His control over the undead is unrivalled, except for 

two other demons: some high-rank in Az‟Iriel‟s army and some ancient demon who‟s been 

sealed away for billions of years for some transgression.” Cherry paused and then blushed, 

quickly spinning around and striding through the corpses, the minotaur following after her 

rapidly. “Come on, we got a long way to go… and we definitely don‟t want to tangle with the 

Warlord at the portal, so we should really close that thing double-fast.” 

“Yeah.” Zerrex nodded a bit, musing to himself as he stepped carefully through the 

charred remains of the zombies and followed after Cherry, turning down the side street as he 

slipped Blackheart on his back so he could reload his revolver. He avoided asking any questions 

as they moved along, much as he wanted to, his eyes roving slowly over the demoness as she 

looked down in quiet thought herself. What are you, Cherry? What are you hiding? Why are you 

scared to tell me all this… because I‟m starting to think you resisted a bit during the 

mindreading that Marina did… 

“I don‟t want to be what I am.” Cherry said quietly, as they turned down another street… 

and now, despite the fact they were still nine blocks away, Zerrex could see the massive Black 

Hole at the end of the street, strange demons roaring and screaming as they danced around it, 

fighting a small resistance group. Enormous panels surrounded the Black Hole, sealing it in… 

but minotaurs were hacking at the support pillars with broken blades, trying to bring them and 

ignoring everything going on around them. 

The Drakkaren glanced over at Cherry, and she smiled a bit at him, nodding and saying 

softly: “Eyes front, Zerrex. You don‟t know what‟s going to come from down there… but I guess 

introspection is better saved for later, huh? We got a job to do.” She straightened a bit, then 

looked over at him and smiled, adding quietly: “Race you, Boss. Last one there has to do laundry 

for a week.” 

“Deal.” Zerrex reached out a hand, and they shook firmly, eyes meeting… and then the 

two turned, Zerrex pulling out his sword and Cherry her whip as they charged down the long 

stretch of road towards the Black Hole, still almost a mile away. The others groaned, Mahihko 

lagging behind… and then he yelped as the minotaur scooped him up and placed him firmly on 

his shoulders, the wolf staring in shock before the minotaur mimed a shooting motion… and the 

wolf grinned stupidly, pulling out his handgun and holding tightly onto one of the bull-demon‟s 

horns as it barreled past the others to try and catch up with the two leaders. 



A Plasmid demon leapt out in front of Zerrex, screaming… and the Drakkaren chopped it 

in half before leaping up on top of a car as another leapt at him, more of them and other strange 

monstrosities pouring out of the buildings around them as Cherry laughed, her joy and cruelty 

returning to her features as she danced between a Plasmid and a zombie, cutting the head off one 

and kicking in the chest of the other before leaping forwards and charging down the street. 

For a few moments, she gained the lead on the Drakkaren, then her precog picked up the 

sight of something ahead of her, and she skidded to a halt as a massive worm tore out of the 

ground, its head that of an enormous, grinning rat skull, connected to the maggot-white body by 

green vines covered in bloody thorns that wrapped all around and pierced through the demon‟s 

body. It leaned forwards, then the jaws fell open and it unleashed a gout of flame that Cherry 

blocked with one hand, looking disgusted with herself. “Fuck you, Boss! How‟d you know?” 

“The cars are all lined up like something big passed between them, and the ground‟s all 

cracked and humped!” Zerrex called back, glancing over his shoulder as he continued to jump 

along the ruined cars that lined the street… and then a massive hand shot out of the building he 

was passing and sent him flying across the street to crash onto his back, skidding painfully into 

another building before he stared as the brick and steel seemed to come alive, two huge hands 

reaching out of the ruins and crushing the car he‟d been on like paste before a terrible, headless 

beast pulled itself free, a long tail made of sparking cables connecting into the thin, log-like 

body, and between the shoulders of the thing, an enormous eye opened and stared at him 

balefully. “What the hell is that?” 

“It‟s ugly, that‟s what.” Cherry muttered, as the worm finally ceased its attempts to cover 

her in flames, and then she snarled before staring as the minotaur charged by, swinging its 

bardiche out as it passed and almost cutting the worm in half in the middle, causing it to scream 

and fall over, convulsing madly on the ground. “What the fuck?” 

Zerrex grunted as he rubbed debris from his hair, standing up as the strange building-

made creature crawled forwards… and then the minotaur carrying Mahihko sprinted past, and 

the wolf fired several rounds into the thing‟s eye, causing it to explode, the monster immediately 

squealing as it fell apart almost immediately, leaving only a few long, fleshy veins behind it. 

The Drakkaren stared dumbly at this, then Cherry caught up to him as more of the eye-

things crawled out of the buildings and even out of cars, forming into strange, terrible 

monstrosities that encircled them… and they exchanged a disgusted look before sprinting after 

the bull-demon, Zerrex slapping one of the eyeball things out of his way with Blackheart almost 

idly as Cherry pulled out the twin .52s, covering the Drakkaren as she fired precise shots into the 

eye creatures as they ran past, reducing them all to dust, junk, and dead flesh. 

“They really are demons…” Cindy panted, lagging a bit behind the others with Marina 

before she straightened and grunted, punching a zombie and then staring as its head flew off, 

glancing down at her bloody fists. “Maybe I got a bit of that from Daddy, too.” 

Marina muttered something, picking up a car with her psychic powers and slamming it 

into one of the interior pillars supporting a leaning building behind them, then she grabbed her 

sister‟s wrist and dragged her forwards. Cindy could only stare as the building behind them 

groaned loudly… and then the tower collapsed, crushing a swarm of Plasmid demons and 

effectively blocking two more worm demons that had been slithering over the ground towards 

them. “Although now that I think about it, you‟re far more demon than I am.” 

“Thank you.” Marina said sincerely, and Cindy made a face as they continued quickly 

past the dead worm and up the road towards the rest of the group, mostly ignoring the other 



demons that were forming a larger and larger mob chasing after them, however slowly they 

moved. 

Zerrex and Cherry, meanwhile, had overtaken the minotaur, and the four were continuing 

quickly towards the goal, their eyes locked on the Black Hole – and this one was indeed massive, 

even though now they could all hear… and feel… the effects of the psychic impairment panels 

that surrounded the enormous portal. It was burning and sparking with purple energy that every 

so often lashed out in a bolt that struck one of the panels… but was always easily deflected, 

making the Black Hole shudder in its place even as several more minotaurs leapt out of it… and 

Lunis soldiers were screaming, firing madly and many of them wearing BADs, and he could 

barely make out someone yelling to get out of the way as dead bodies fell from even the 

rooftops… 

Here, there were less minor demons, as Cherry had called them, and now they were 

getting into real monsters: minotaurs who were even clad in ceremonial armor and helms, and 

strange lizard things with saber teeth and spikes jutting from their backs and long, twin tails. The 

latter wielded thin swords and hissed as bullets pounded into them, but they seemed to shrug off 

all but the largest of rounds, leaping towards their aggressors and swinging their blades wildly. 

Worms were circling around the battleground as well, and Zerrex made a disgusted face batted 

away another one of the eye creatures… before two of the gigantic, rat-skulled monstrosities rose 

up in front of them, roaring and both blasting a terrible gout of flame down towards them. 

Immediately, Cherry stepped in front, one hand up as she snarled and redirected the 

flames into the sky, and the minotaur took the middle, Mahihko spinning around as he dropped 

his empty handgun and unshouldered his rifle with a snarl, leaning back as he tried to aim 

through the flames passing only a few feet ahead of him. At the back, Zerrex lashed hard 

outwards with Blackheart as the eye creatures swarmed towards him in all sorts of unnatural 

forms, some coming forwards as massive hands and others as spiderine beasts with spikes at the 

ends of their thin legs, the reptile concentrating more on holding them back as the minotaur aided 

him with hard stabs of his halberd, before Mahihko fired two precise rounds down the throat of 

one of the creatures, the monstrosity gagging and immediately retreating towards a hole in a 

building, the other ceasing its barrage of flame to hiss loudly in the direction of its former 

partner. 

Instantly, Cherry danced backwards, lashing out with her whip in one hand and a .52 in 

the other, the female grinning coldly as the minotaur and Zerrex stepped immediately forwards, 

the reptile swinging hard into the creature‟s stomach and severing it almost in half as the 

minotaur crushed in the rat skull, the worm screaming before it fell silently backwards… and 

then Mahihko leapt off the minotaur‟s back and the four exchanged nods, three running forwards 

and the wolf staying behind as he blasted out the eyes of the strange, self-built monsters, his 

sharp eyes gauging the distance of and danger that Cindy and Marina were in. 

Near the portal, Zerrex slammed Blackheart home into a minotaur‟s waist, then he pulled 

hard to the side with a grunt, disemboweling the creature as it whined loudly and clutched at its 

guts before falling over… and meanwhile, Cherry‟s minotaur – easily identifiable by its mostly-

bare body and rusty halberd – crushed two of the lizard creatures into the ground with one hard 

swing to the side, before he stepped firmly down on the skull of one of them, a Lunis soldier 

staring at him from the ground with pale, shocked features before the bull-demon walked quickly 

onwards towards another harried group of soldiers. Cherry, finally, was making her way around 

the portal, ducking under swings from lizard demons as she made her way towards a pair of 



skeletal monstrosities in tattered robes, who were raising the corpses of the dead to fight once 

again as unfeeling zombies. 

Cindy and Marina reached Mahihko, and he quickly shouted over the chaos behind them: 

“The others are going to draw the attention of the demons… we‟re supposed to stay back and 

wait for the minotaur dude to jump in the portal after they‟ve caused enough ruckus, then-” 

“Throw the stone, got it.” Marina said quietly, touching the small sack tied around her 

waist, and then she snorted, saying quietly: “Every demon in Lunis is coming here. Despite the 

psychic repressor, I can hear the message, loud and clear in my head… Cindy, go help the others. 

Mahihko and I are capable of holding the scum and waste behind us back.” 

Mahihko blinked in surprise as Cindy frowned… but then she nodded, unholstering her 

grenade launcher and reloading it quickly before muttering: “Good luck,” and heading quickly 

into the battleground, firing at a minotaur who was about to finish off a Lunis soldier on the 

ground. The wolf turned to Marina… and she snorted and looked away, mumbling something 

under her breath before he shrugged and reloaded his own rifle, dropping down to a kneel and 

firing into the crowd of demons approaching behind them. 

Marina drew a handgun, turning to the side to fire several rounds into a swarm of Plasmid 

demons that had overtaken the building despite the soldiers that had once been on the rooftops… 

and surprisingly, a few moments later the two were joined by a pair of Lunis soldiers wielding 

large-size assault rifles, aiding in keeping them back as one of them shouted: “I don‟t know who 

the hell you are, but I do know you assholes are crazy! And I have never been more glad to see 

crazy in my whole damn life!” 

Near the portal, Zerrex paused for a moment as a lizard monster fell to the ground a few 

moments after his arm struck the earth, his emerald eyes searching over the buildings and the 

area… before they widened as he caught sight of a Gigataur stomping towards them down 

another street, this one at full health and carrying a gigantic flanged mace. And the last one we 

barely took out while wounded… A pause, and then he caught sight of their minotaur friend 

under siege by another, who was quickly forcing him back towards a swarm of Plasmids coming 

down the wall with repeated attacks from a warhammer in either hand. Goddammit… 

The Drakkaren charged over the ground, something compelling him to help out the 

demon despite his expendability – but something twinged inside him that wasn‟t coldly military, 

and the reptile leapt forwards, kicking off the skull of a lizard creature that slid into his path 

before bringing down Blackheart in a mighty rending slash that almost cut the armored minotaur 

in half from top to bottom, the creature spasming wildly before the bull-demon Cherry had 

enchanted spun around and slashed his halberd through the bug demons behind him, sending 

them shrieking and scattering. 

It panted and nodded to Zerrex with a smile… and the Drakkaren grinned slightly as 

something clicked in his mind, and he muttered: “You aren‟t even enchanted anymore, are you?” 

A pause as the bull-demon simply tilted his head… and Zerrex shook his head a bit, unable to 

contain his amusement as he jerked his thumb at the portal. “You better get out of here.” 

The minotaur nodded with a grunt, then it ran quickly for the portal, pausing for a 

moment to look over its shoulder at Zerrex, then at Cherry… and then it turned and charged 

towards the Black Hole, trampling several zombies beneath its hooves before it leapt into the 

dark sphere and vanished. On the other side of the portal, Cherry grinned a bit as she saw the 

disappearing hoof… and then she turned back to the draconic skeleton she had in one hand, 

raising it in the air before slamming it into the ground with all her strength, shattering it as she 

yelled: “Hey, assholes! I‟m over here, come and get some!” 



Marina‟s eyes narrowed as she saw the demon vanish through the portal… and 

immediately she broke away from the group, tearing the bag off her belt before throwing it hard 

at the portal… and it bounced off some invisible wall, the air rippling before Marina caught the 

bag in a gentle telekinetic hold, narrowing her eyes as she realized the psychic repressors 

wouldn‟t let it through. But how strong are they? 

She rose her other hand, and she felt her first attempt repelled, before a sword caught her 

arm and she snarled, her eyes burning with fury as a lizard demon hissed at her, jaws opening 

wide… and Marina caught the falling Hollow Stone without bothering to look while lashing out 

with her mind at the lizard thing, slamming it into the dirt. A cold grin spread over her features, 

and then other demons approaching to flank her halted and stared as the lizard thing shrieked in 

agony, its limbs slowly twisting off before it all but exploded into a splatter on the ground, and 

immediately even the minotaur that had been approaching fled in terror as Marina felt rage, 

pride, and hatred building inside her, turning all the psychic fury she had built up onto one of the 

repressors and now simply attacking it with her mind instead of attempting to grasp it. 

Sparks flew as it exploded, bending and distorting as Lunis soldiers yelled in terror… but 

as the Black Hole rippled and began to swell, Marina shoved the Hollow Stone forwards with her 

mind and the bag finally flew into the portal. A moment later, it trembled… and then even the 

Gigataur that had just entered the ruined area was knocked off its feet by the explosion of force 

that emanated from the Black Hole, the panels surrounding it exploding in bursts of light and 

thunder as dark energy shot in all directions out of the wilting sphere, the rip in the fabric of 

space and time melting quickly inwards before simply vanishing from sight, leaving behind only 

a few sparks of dark lightning before those too vanished. 

Demons and soldiers alike stared in shock as Zerrex slowly picked himself off the 

ground… and then a terrible wailing rose up in the sky as the ground cracked apart, zombies 

falling silently to the ground with the strange eye monsters to rot quickly away to nothing, as the 

bug-demons went insane, attacking whatever was closest to them. Minotaurs yelled in their 

strange demonic language, several of them running after lizard demons that were quickly fleeing 

the area, and the Gigataur charged after the minotaurs, trying to roar orders to them before 

Zerrex swung Blackheart out into one armored shin as it passed by, tripping it with the flat of the 

blade and knocking it sprawling onto its front. It snarled, immediately climbing to its feet and 

picking up its massive club as Cherry and Cindy joined him, Mahihko carefully pulling Marina 

to one side of the battleground as several Lunis soldiers joined him, watching as Zerrex said 

coldly: “We might as well take care of one last problem while we‟re here.” 

“That‟s right.” Cherry grinned as she quickly shrugged off her equipment, tossing it aside 

into a pile before closing her eyes… and her body bulged terrible, shifting and growing rapidly 

until she reached her full, gargantuan form, hissing as the Gigataur snarled and flexed, its eyes 

locking on her. “We might as well.” 

“Oh Daddy… you‟re always ready to go up and beyond the call of duty.” Cindy 

muttered, but she was smiling too… and the three readied themselves as the Gigataur roared… 

before it died down to a whine as a golden light shone over it, and the three were joined by an 

unexpected fourth, Zerrex unable to suppress his look of surprise and amusement as Francis 

faded into sight, a new knife in his holster but a longsword now gripped tightly in one of the 

mouse‟s hands, the blade burning with golden fire as he looked down over them all calmly… but 

the reptile could sense the smile in those stony features. 

“This isn‟t like the last one you fought… this is Commander Blackthorn of the minotaur 

brigade.” The angel said clearly, flapping his wings slowly as he hovered above them, his eyes 



locked on the Gigataur as it grinned cruelly… and Zerrex had to admit, it seemed both larger and 

more intelligent than the last one they‟d fought. “He‟s taken the lives of many angels… but as 

Heaven has taken an interest in you and permitted me to aid you… I thought I would give you a 

hand in this matter. Once he is dead, this strange city will be liberated from demonic control… 

and you should have little trouble cleaning up the warring gangs of demons left behind.” 

Before Zerrex could reply, Blackthorn leapt forwards, swinging his gigantic club 

downwards… and the Drakkaren grunted as he  leapt backwards, bringing Blackheart up 

defensively, but recognizing that no matter what he did, a direct hit from the mace would likely 

squish him in one hit. Cherry, however, managed to slip just to the side and step firmly down on 

the neck of the huge weapon, and as the Gigataur rose a fist to punch the gigantic demoness 

away, Cindy brought up her grenade launcher and fired two shots directly into his face, the 

monster staggering backwards with a roar of pain. 

Immediately, Francis dived down, his flaming sword biting through the demon‟s armor 

like butter as he cut through his shoulder before spinning and snapping the sword outwards, and 

part of the giant‟s helm and one of his horns fell to the ground as well, the Gigataur spinning 

around with a roar of pain and humiliation as he snatched at the angel… but the mouse flew high 

into the air, firing several shots from his handgun into the monster‟s face. The blasts of light 

energy barely fazed the monster, however, but distracted it long enough for Cherry to get close 

and wrap both her arms around its throat, trying to pull him backwards to throw him to the 

ground as Zerrex and Cindy circled around to either side of the monstrosity. 

But Blackthorn was smarter than he looked: immediately, he snapped an elbow back into 

Cherry‟s kidney, causing her eyes to bulge as she grunted in pain, her hold loosening… and then 

he leaned hard forwards, jerking on her arms at the same time to heft her up onto his back, 

headbutting her with the back of his skull before he roared and threw her high into the air, 

Francis staring as the demoness‟s massive form hurtled towards him… but he quickly teleported 

upwards as Cherry flipped over, regaining her composure and shrinking her body down to her 

usual size, forgoing her monstrous form for the speed of her lither one as her wings unfurled and 

she hovered by Francis, shouting and holding out her hand: “Gimme that fuckin‟ sword!” 

The Gigataur picked his mace back up, swinging it around in a half circle the moment his 

hands grasped the long handle of the weapon: the result was that he managed to knock Zerrex 

sprawling on his back, but Cindy ducked under the weapon, firing a lucky grenade that went into 

the Gigataur‟s ear. It howled in agony, grasping the side of its head as its ear was left hanging by 

a few threads of flesh, blood splattering down before it stumbled, wincing and swaying, balance 

lost completely. Zerrex jumped up to his feet, taking the opportunity to run forwards and slip 

around its back as it half-fell and vomited a pond‟s worth of foul-smelling gunk, and the 

Drakkaren‟s eyes watered even as he leapt onto the creature‟s armored back and then onto its 

horn as it straightened, drawing Blackheart back as the Gigataur looked back and forth with a 

groan of pain… and then he stabbed hard down into its eye, and the groan turned to a scream as 

it dropped its mace once more, grabbing at its face and shaking Zerrex loose. 

The reptile winced as he fell towards the demon vomit, feeling like puking himself as his 

boots splattered in it before he quickly ran away as the Gigataur fell to all fours, crawling around 

and roaring as it tried to search him out, apparently pushing through the pain for the chance of 

causing any to the mortals it could find… and a moment later, Cherry flew down with the fiery 

sword she had wrestled free from Francis, coming in from its now-blind side and then lashing the 

blade cleanly down to tear through the back of the Gigataur‟s neck. 



It spasmed… and without fanfare, fell forwards into its own vomit and died, body quickly 

beginning to rot away to leave only bones, blood, and empty armor behind. Zerrex, meanwhile, 

took the opportunity to turn around and dry-heave himself, before making a face and wiping at 

his muzzle as he did his best to ignore the smell around him, Cherry flying down towards him 

with a cackle before halting and landing a short distance away, folding her wings up and 

mumbling: “Wow, fuck, you stink.” 

“Set me on fire or something.” Zerrex said dryly, and then he winced as Cherry shrugged 

and pointed at him, immediately dropping and rolling around in the dirt as his pants caught 

aflame. A moment later, he sprang up, opening his mouth to yell at her… and then he paused, 

brushing at his smoldering clothes and muttering: “I wasn‟t serious. But thank you. The smell of 

burnt pants is far superior to the smell of Gigataur puke.” 

“We made quick work of him.” remarked Francis, as he landed nearby, then cleared his 

throat and held out his hand. Cherry immediately slapped it with a stupid grin, and the angel 

looked at her flatly before she sighed and handed over the sword. He tapped the flaming blade 

with one finger gently, and the fires went out before the weapon vanished from sight, the angel 

adding  dryly: “Be glad I‟m not asking for my knife back as well, foul spawn.” 

“Spoils of war, you grape-juice drinking tightass.” Cherry shot back, then she crossed her 

arms before frowning and looking around for Cindy. “Where‟s Books?” 

“She‟s tending to your youngest, who overexerted herself a bit earlier.” Francis said 

softly, and Zerrex looked up in concern before the angel smiled a bit, reaching over and touching 

his shoulder gently. “Don‟t worry yourself, Zerrex. She‟ll be fine… but she has a terrible power 

indeed. I‟ve never seen such force and hatred mixed together…” he shook his head slowly, 

murmuring quietly: “She is a great threat to both Heaven and Hell… and to even existence 

itself.” 

The Drakkaren glanced down a bit as Cherry immediately snorted, grabbing Francis by 

his vest and hauling him off his feet, a look of something akin to terror crossing the angel‟s 

features as she snarled: “Listen to me, motherfucker. Don‟t you ever, ever, talk about my little 

sister like that, you got that? Or I‟ll break your fucking face, and I get the idea that even a 

shithead like you knows that I can. So why don‟t you fly off like the fairy you are and go fuck 

yourself with-” 

Zerrex shook his head once, and Cherry blinked as she looked over to him, putting down 

the angel as he said softly: “Stop it, Cherry. It pisses me off, too…” A pause, and he made a face 

before rubbing the back of his head slowly, looking down and continuing quietly: “But it‟s 

unfortunately true. None of us could stand up to Marina for very long… and Narrius did terrible 

things to her in the labs, locked away in files Albatross still can‟t decode. We can‟t… pretend 

she‟s not dangerous. But I love her, all the same… and I‟ll protect her and stand up for her as 

best I can. So let‟s not get into that subject, Frank.” 

The angel looked at him for a few moments, then finally he made a face and nodded, 

adding dryly: “It‟s Francis. But I and a few other angels are going to be cleaning the city of 

filth…” A pause, then he looked around the area in distaste at the demons who had clustered 

together in little groups, most of them shivering in fear. “It shouldn‟t take long. 

“Zerrex… you and your family have done a great thing here, though. You have shown a 

strength I didn‟t believe any of you had and a valor that matches any angel I‟ve met, despite the 

fact you act more like a demon and are undoubtedly destined for Hell.” Francis said mildly, and 

Zerrex rolled his eyes a bit at the last, looking across at him flatly, the angel matching his eyes 



seriously. “But do not overestimate your power… and let go of the idea that this was your fault, 

or it will be your undoing.  

“I have to go. Take care of yourselves and send my best regards to the other members of 

your little family.” The angel nodded to them, then leapt into the air and flew into the sky, 

vanishing into the smoke over the rooftops as Cherry exchanged a look with Zerrex. 

“This sucks. Officially.” Cherry said dryly, then she shook her head slowly before patting 

the Drakkaren on the shoulder, nodding past the minotaur vomit to where several soldiers were 

gathering. “Go ahead and check on the others, I‟ll talk to the demons „round here and see if 

they‟ll go peacefully or if we have to kill them all.” 

Zerrex nodded in return, unable to resist a small smile as he said mildly: “Just like any 

other military operation, huh?” 

“Hey, what‟s the difference between demons and mortals, really?” Cherry grinned back 

and winked a bit, striding backwards before adding: “And pick up my gear before someone fucks 

with it, huh?” 

The Drakkaren rolled his eyes as Cherry turned around and strutted away, Zerrex picking 

up what he could find and making a face at the damage done to his .52s: at some point during the 

battle; the Gigataur had apparently stepped on them, from the hoofprint in the pavement. They 

were a bit squished now, but at least looked repairable… but they were the one heirloom he 

actually liked. Mostly because Narrius never used them but treated them as art… 

He also found her whip, and he rolled this up tightly, remembering how Cherry had 

shown him to without cutting himself and concentrating on this… before blinking as a Lunis 

soldier ran up to him and patted him on the arm. He looked up… and winced as he found himself 

surrounded by staring troops in battle gear that ranged from plain uniforms to full-body BADs 

that doubled as heavy-duty armor. He winced as he cut himself on the whip, and then he stood 

holding it in one hand and the .52s on the other, asking dumbly: “What?” 

“How‟d you tame that demon? And like… our entire army‟s killed one Gigataur, but… 

but it took four of you guys to mush him down! Was that guy really an angel?” babbled one 

recruit, apparently voicing questions for the group as the others nodded and stared… and Zerrex 

laughed a bit, wincing and feeling a bit trapped. This is worse than the demons… 

“Daddy‟s just got a certain aura about him.” Cindy said mildly from the other side of the 

group, and then she smiled a bit as Mahihko and Marina came out of the cave, the wolf rubbing 

slowly at a cut on his chest and Marina looking a bit tired and bruised, but otherwise fine. “We‟ll 

take questions later… for now, we‟d like to know where your base of operations is and what the 

relative damage to the city is.” 

Zerrex smiled a bit at this: Cindy really had grown up a lot over the years… and then he 

winced as Cherry shouted cheerfully from the other side: “See, these fuckers ain‟t so bad! They 

promise to halt their attacks and even clean up so long as you don‟t, you know, pop a bullet in 

their skulls.” 

Incredulous looks followed as Cherry led a small parade of minotaurs and lizard demons 

behind her, all of them with their head bowed and hands clasped in front of them, not a weapon 

on any of them – not like they need one, really – and in complete submission… and then 

someone said in a strangled voice: “But… they‟re demons! They killed and looted us, half the 

city‟s been reduced to rubble because of them!” 

“They‟re soldiers, and should be treated the same way you treat any other enemy 

soldier.” Cherry replied coldly, cracking her knuckles a bit as she glared at the group of Lunis 

soldiers, causing them all to wince backwards and shuffle uncomfortably… a trick Cherry had 



always been good at, long before she‟d become a demon. “Besides, much as they rampaged, they 

were under strict orders to… and if you think a reprimand is bad from your commanders up here, 

you should find out what a reprimand is like in Hell.” 

Mumbling and muttering ensued, and then Cindy said mildly: “Why don‟t we discuss it 

back at base? At worst, you have a bunch of prisoners to lock up and force to do menial tasks for 

you.” A pause, and then she added quietly: “And who knows? It might scare Ire enough to get 

them to back the hell off.” 

That got a favorable response between the soldiers, who tossed indecisive looks at one 

another… but finally, one of the soldiers wearing BAD gear stepped forwards, his gold and gray 

armor gleaming despite the scars of battle on it as he took off his helmet to reveal a ferret who 

looked around at them all solemnly. “Despite the losses we‟ve endured, I‟m inclined to try and 

be a bit… understanding, for now, if I may use that term. Soldiers, fall into a double line on 

either side of the prisoners, and let‟s take the rest of our guests home.” 

 

The worst thing about the walk was that it wasn‟t the most awkward one Zerrex had ever 

been on: back in the Goth Legion, he‟d led more than his share of prisoners – including children 

– to a slaughtering ground or prison camp, sometimes even while in disguise. Once or twice he‟d 

even had conversations with them as he pretended to be another prisoner, only to find out 

everything they knew before they were to be executed… or worse. And that was probably one of 

the crueler things Zerrex had learned over the years; when it came to death, there was always 

something worse that could happen to you than a quick few gunshots to the head. 

The demons were quiet, though: the mix of thirty-two minotaurs and lizard things – 

Swamp Spines, that‟s the slang for them… I remember that much from the memories I got from 

Cherry, at least – walking in a column of four by eight. They didn‟t make any sort of move to 

attack the soldiers who walked on either side of them, and Cherry didn‟t even bother to heckle 

them as she fell into step with Zerrex near the front of the column, Marina, Cindy, and Mahihko 

taking the rear of the group in case anything happened.  

It was an hour‟s march, but any complaints Zerrex might have had were lost as they 

approached a military guard post with two massive pillars generating some sort of purple force 

wall, and after a quick conversation, it was turned off and they were permitted to pass into what 

Zerrex thought was almost like the Untouchable District had been in Uroboros: a massive, 

shielded area where the town was still in excellent condition, even though a tow truck was 

currently dragging the bullet-riddled corpse of one of the Death Worms down the street. But it 

was a beautiful, bustling metropolis nonetheless under a domed forcefield that had the slightest 

tinge of green to make it visible. 

Their procession went straight down the highway, vehicles and pedestrians both halting 

as they were soon joined by a pair of military trucks outfitted with enormous turrets on the back, 

Zerrex making a face as these were initially pointed at him and Cherry… but several vulgar yells 

from the demoness and a quick explanation from the ferret heading their group to one of the 

trucks got that little issue corrected, although Cherry continued to fume for a while. Zerrex made 

the mistake of consoling her… and she immediately noticed he was limping, and slipped him 

against her to help him keep up with the fair place, muttering about his pride and his stupidity. 

Soon, though, their courses diverged: a military unit lead the demons down towards a 

processing facility – I really, really don‟t like the sound of that – and Zerrex and his family were 

brought around to the front of a massive military complex that, like every other building Zerrex 

had seen, was mostly built towards the sky. The difference was that this building took up a block 



of Lunis by itself before it towered up towards the top of the high dome shield… and the ferret 

smiled at the incredulous looks it earned, saying easily: “We have to bar roof access when the 

shield is up… otherwise people would be getting some rather nasty burns from stepping out onto 

the rooftops.” 

He led them inside, dismissing his soldiers at this point, and they were greeted in the 

lobby by six soldiers in BAD gear Zerrex didn‟t recognize: not only did they have the full armor, 

they also had a pair of small cannons on their shoulders and large metal blocks on one forearm, 

containing Gods-knew-what. Wonderful… can this get worse? “I‟m going to have to ask you all 

to disarm and place your equipment in the chest by the scanner.” 

Zerrex made a face as he looked at the two scanning systems in the middle of the room, 

which was otherwise barred by a tiny divider Zerrex could easily slip over with an entrance for 

the soldiers to walk around… and he looked back at his family before glancing to the ferret, but 

he shrugged a bit. “Sorry. Regulations for everyone who‟s not in the Lunis military. I can‟t make 

any exceptions, even for you guys… as it is, I‟m getting in hot water for letting the demoness in 

here.” 

“Fuck you all.” Cherry said disgustedly, then she walked over to the enormous black 

crate that one soldier was standing by, kicking it open and muttering under her breath as she 

tossed her equipment inside, and the others did the same, Zerrex making a bit of a face as he 

slipped Blackheart and then his magnetic lock in with everyone else‟s weaponry. It was like 

putting a part of himself into lockup… and then one of the soldiers closed the crate and pressed a 

button on it, and the black metal crate locked itself before an energy shield sprung into life 

around it. They stared, and then Cherry voiced the question they all had: “Isn‟t that a bit like… 

overkill?” 

The ferret shrugged, and then bowed them towards the scanner… which Zerrex promptly 

set off, a BAD soldier holding up his hand on the other side of the scanner and looking at him 

coldly through the transparent visor, a scanner in his hand. The scanner beeped at his boots and 

at his pockets, and Zerrex sighed a bit as a door opened and a few guards in plain security 

uniforms emerged, looking distasteful. “Sir, please come with us.” 

“This sucks.” Zerrex voiced mildly, then he limped over to the room, where he was 

forced to take off his steel-toed military boots and empty everything out of his pockets before 

they scanned him from head-to-toe while he stood in front of a lead wall using some high-tech 

device with x-ray vision… and then he was finally permitted to put on his boots and limp out to 

join the others, Mahihko looking miserable as he held a small plastic bag in one hand that held 

every single piercing he had on his body… and the ferret was staring at the wolf with something 

like shock after likely seeing the sheer amount of piercings Mahihko had gotten in certain places 

of his body. 

“Debriefing will be done on floor five with Commander Meyer. Please go there now.” 

One of the BADs said coolly, as the ferret slipped through the security gate and approached them 

with a shrug. “Please be prepared to answer any and all questions and do not wander. 

Misbehavior inside the facility will not be tolerated.” 

“Sir, yes sir.” Cherry said sourly, giving a salute… and when one of the BADs reached 

out to grab her, she snagged his wrist and twisted it around, several plates of armor popping off 

as the others immediately turned on their equipment and rose hands that were sparking with 

energy as the demoness snarled: “Don‟t talk shit to us, motherfucker. We‟ve had a long day 

saving your country… and your strength comes from wearing a fancy metal briefcase. My 

strength comes from blood, sweat, tears and toil.” 



She shoved him over into the scanner, and it began to bleat loudly as the ferret rose a 

hand and shook his head slowly, the other BADs looking at each other uncertainly… and then 

the elevator behind them dinged open and a gazelle wearing deep blue body armor stepped into 

the room, waving away a pair of bodyguards in BAD gear as he idly adjusted the golden plates 

on his shoulders, asking mildly: “What‟s all the commotion about, Jeff? I just heard good news 

from outside, but all I‟m getting inside the base are alarms.” 

The ferret immediately struck a rigid salute as Zerrex looked morbidly over at the 

gazelle, saying clearly: “Sir! Just a minor quarrel, sir, that‟s all… our storm troopers haven‟t 

taken too kindly to Miss…” 

“Cherry.” The demoness grumbled, huffing and then glancing over the gazelle idly, the 

male making a face as he rubbed at his chin slowly in thought at the sight of her. “Dude, these 

guys fucking suck.” 

His brown eyes slid from her to the troops lined up at the security booth beyond, and then 

he made a face at the fact half of them still had their armor active, hands glowing with white 

energy. “Why else do you think they‟re on this detail?” he asked mildly, then he glanced down at 

his own arm, sliding a metal plate back on one of the large vambraces he wore and tapping in a 

code on the hidden keypad beneath, the BADs in front of him immediately shutting down. 

“Never leave your armor running. For the next ten days, all six of you are working double shifts 

out here without your BAD gear. This technology is a privilege, not a gift, and either way you 

shouldn‟t be abusing it.” 

“Our apologies, sir!” the security team said clearly, and the gazelle waved at them 

distastefully before turning away, striding towards the elevator and catching the door before it 

could close, pushing it open and stepping inside. 

Zerrex shrugged a bit as Jeff followed quickly, then he strode over himself as the gazelle 

smiled slightly and beckoned to them, only half-listening to the ferret‟s babbling as Zerrex and 

the rest of his family squeezed into the little elevator. It was awkward, with the Drakkaren 

towering over both Jeff and the armor-wearing gazelle… and then he said dryly: “So are you 

Commander Meyer?” 

“I am indeed. I was just called down from my office to come talk with you.” The gazelle 

nodded, as the elevator hummed upwards, before Mahihko almost fell out as the doors opened on 

the fifth floor, Cindy catching him and then gently pushing him out as the others followed, 

clogging up the hall for a moment to the irritation of several workers, before they saluted as 

Meyer strode out and led them down the right hall of the T-shaped intersection. “But funny 

thing. I‟d received a coded communication from an old friend, Commander-in-Chief Albatross, 

telling me that a group was sneaking onto Lunis from Ire to assist with dealing with the Black 

Hole. I never guessed it would be a clutter of war heroes like yourselves.” 

“I‟m no hero.” Zerrex muttered, rubbing the back of his head, and Meyer laughed at this, 

looking over his shoulder with a grin before pausing at a door and quickly inputting another code 

on his keypad, and the door slid open a moment later with a loud beep. 

“He said you‟d say that. What a strange, strange world we live in… not half the world it 

used to be anymore.” The gazelle remarked as he stepped inside, and the others followed into a 

darkened meeting room, the Commander idly hitting another button on the keypad on his arm to 

cause the fluorescents above to flicker to life. “But we live in an evolving and expanding 

world… the best you can hope for is to avoid the bad turns as much as you can.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, glancing around the meeting room: low tech chalkboards on one 

side, facing a pair of clear glass touch screen computers on the other and a massive monitor on 



the wall that currently displayed the symbol of Lunis: unsurprisingly, an ivory moon. In the 

middle of the room, four long wooden tables formed a square, with roughly sixteen seats around 

it… and the group sat themselves down in the cheap plastic chairs, Meyer making a face.  

“All the technology in the world and we still haven‟t figured out how to make a chair 

comfortable.” Meyer muttered, and then he tapped a few buttons on the keypad on his arm, and 

the monitor on the wall flickered to „Status: Connecting…‟ for a few moments. Zerrex had 

enough time to think mildly that it was a lot like the satellite connection he had at home… and 

then the symbol of Hez‟Ranna appeared on the screen before Albatross appeared, and the 

Drakkaren blinked stupidly as Meyer added: “You might as well talk to both of us at once.” 

“It‟s really early in the morning here, so let‟s do the short version of this, Meyer.” 

Albatross said tiredly, then he sipped something from a mug slowly, the blue-scaled 

Dragokkaren looking exhausted but pleased nonetheless, dressed in his old military uniform 

instead of the ambassador‟s robes Zerrex usually saw him in. “I can‟t see you on screen, still. Do 

you just build things or do you actually make sure they work, first?” 

Meyer grumbled something under his breath, then he glanced over to Jeff, saying mildly: 

“Go and find a techie to come up here and fix the damn camera, huh? It‟s been on the fritz all 

day.”  

The ferret nodded and scurried quickly off through the door, and Meyer tapped a button 

on his keypad, and the door clicked locked before Albatross yawned and said dryly: “You know, 

instead of going through this entire ruse, you could‟ve politely asked him to leave.” 

The gazelle shrugged a bit, and this earned a look of approval from Cherry as he said 

over his shoulder to the group: “Sometimes you just don‟t wanna hurt a poor kid‟s feelings, you 

know? But hey, Albatross…” A glance back over to the monitor and a bit of a smile. “You didn‟t 

tell me it wasn‟t some ragtag group of freedom fighters you were sending it, but the real big 

guns. I hear they even took down one of those giant bull things!” 

“Yeah, well, I know how much you love surprises.” The Dragokkaren responded mildly, 

and then he grunted and shifted a bit in his chair, turning his attention to Zerrex with a bit of a 

smile. “And we just got word, Zerrex, that at least seven Black Holes have closed up, all over the 

world, along with the one you shut down. Whatever else, it seems that what you found works… 

and three more Black Holes were closed earlier in the week using psychic reflectors and…” A bit 

of a smile as his eyes roved over to Zerrex. “Old school magic.” 

Zerrex laughed a bit at this, shaking his head and smiling slightly before he  leaned back 

in his chair, Marina laying her head on one of his shoulders as he said softly: “You never know 

what might work, huh? But I‟m glad… what about the other Black Holes, any reports on them?” 

Albatross shook his head slowly, looking almost solemn as he rubbed at his muzzle. 

“It‟s… well, it‟s not looking good in some other places.” He admitted after a moment, then 

continued to speak quietly: “Lailland, across the sea, has reported mass demon surges… but 

they‟re a well-armed country and they‟ve been able to hold their own against the weaker demons 

that have mostly been pouring out. Here in Hez‟Ranna, we closed one hole… but the jungles 

around Uroboros and Tek‟Kanna have been infested with demons.” A pause, and then he added 

dryly: “Well, I guess that‟s not much different from the normal state of the jungle, anyway. 

Admittedly, half the corpses we‟ve dragged out of there have been husks of demons eaten alive 

by the Great Mother spiders, and others trampled to death by Draybeasts… so it‟s not exactly 

like we‟re in trouble yet here. 

“Ire refuses to release any information about what‟s going on there… but I‟d like you to 

return to the Northlands and the Arctic, to find out if there‟s any news of demonic invasion in the 



warring empires. I also hear from the engineers up there that they‟ve been able to shrink the 

Black Hole to a point where only the smallest of demons can crawl through, and they‟re quickly 

killed by a mix of the cold and military… they‟re taking no chances after a certain demon 

demolished about half the campsite.” Albatross glared at Cherry at this, and the female blushed 

deeply, shrinking slowly out of her chair to half-hide under the table as the gazelle stared at her. 

“Fortunately, they contained the casualties and damages from that little misadventure, Miss 

Cherry, and snow is quite good for putting out fire. I suggest you show a bit of courtesy next 

time for the poor bastards who have to put up with evil things leaping out of the Black Holes all 

day and trying to eat people‟s faces off. They may be a bit scared of a succubus that cackles 

insanely as it flies up into the sky spouting fire.” 

“I was not spouting fire.” Cherry mumbled, but then she quailed under Albatross‟s purple 

eye: the fact that he was one less an eye than most people somehow made him twice as 

intimidating. “Okay, okay, I‟m sorry, fuck. I‟ll apologize to Killer and the bitch queen too, and 

everyone I accidently set fire to.” 

Zerrex sighed a bit as he dropped his head in his hands, rubbing his fingers slowly 

through his hair before looking back up at Albatross with a frown. “But… wait. So we know a 

good portion of Black Holes have been closed… have you managed to at least confirm how 

many there are in total?” 

The Dragokkaren nodded back, glancing down to rifle through the papers on his usually-

neat desk before he read off: “There are fifty-one Black Holes in total, thirty-five of them small 

in nature, fourteen of moderate size, and two of immense proportions.” He paused, then glanced 

up and smiled dryly. “I bet you can guess what size of Black Hole you closed in Lunis.  

“We made a map that I don‟t have on me… but I believe there was one other Black Hole 

in Lunis that was closed by whatever disruption you generated, and most of the other portals that 

closed were of smaller size. I do know at least one other Black Hole we closed ourselves was 

large, here in Hez‟Ranna…” Albatross paused, then became more serious again as he knit his 

fingers together, now turning his attention to Meyer, who was only looking over the ragtag group 

curiously now. “Commander… I trust you‟re going to keep Ire in the dark on what happened 

here as long as possible?” 

“No, I have a small microphone planted on my body somewhere so they can extort us 

into building some more weapons of damnation and kill these wanton terrorists.” The gazelle 

said flatly, looking at Albatross with something between entertainment and irritation. “See, the 

real problem won‟t be me or my troops like Jeff, or the old-timers… it‟s those new assholes who 

are shipped out to Ire for training on how to use the BADs and defend Lunis. Do you understand 

that at all?” He shook his head slowly, looking disgusted. “Sending your soldiers to another 

country to teach them how to defend their own. What a wonderful way to slowly but surely take 

over another nation and use its people for your bidding.” 

The Dragokkaren nodded slowly, making a bit of a face before he glanced over to Zerrex, 

speaking softly: “Zerrex… I hate to put you in this position. But… but I want to ask you and 

your family, and all you know who are willing to do something for me… something that 

amounts to treason against the world and the destruction of an entire Empire. Before I ask, I want 

to know… would you be willing to turn on those who trained you, who taught you, who brought 

you up as a soldier? Would you be willing to risk your life and your family‟s lives, not for 

Hez‟Ranna or Lunis, but for the world itself?” 

“You want me to destroy the Republic Council, don‟t you?” Zerrex asked softly, and 

Albatross didn‟t flinch, only nodding at the calm tone of the reptile. For a few moments, silence 



spiraled out… and then Zerrex stood, placing his palms flat on the table as he lowered his head, 

speaking softly: “Ire didn‟t raise me, nor did it turn me into a monster… it was… being brought 

up by my father, Patriarch Narrius, that destroyed half of me. The other half, the good half… that 

came from the teachings of my uncle, which I learned the meaning of only after I discovered I 

had a daughter…” A glance over at Cindy, and he smiled faintly. “A daughter born because I had 

raped her mother one fateful night… but a daughter who still loves me as her father, and who I 

try to be good for, stay in the light for, even if that means giving into the darkness on occasion to 

„save the world,‟ or some other stupid, silly thing that I never really do for the world… just for 

myself and my family. 

“I learned the teachings of Requiem too late in life, the… who…” He broke off and 

cleared his throat, looking up at the screen as Albatross watched him quietly. “Ire used me, then 

threw me away. Ire has tried to kill me again and again. And Ire has oppressed the entire world, 

using weaponry and its status as a „superpower,‟ even though it‟s only on top of the biggest 

garbage heap in this messed-up world. I don‟t like that, to be honest, but even though it‟s evil, 

that‟s not what compels me to do anything about it. What drives me is the way they‟ve struck out 

at my family… and the fact that whether you argue about good or evil, right and wrong are not 

something to be quarreled about in academics, but solid facts. It‟s wrong… and I want to do 

what‟s right.”  

Zerrex grimaced as he sat down, blushing a bit at the impromptu speech and looking 

lamely around the room, but all eyes were still quietly on him… and a moment later he nodded a 

bit and said quietly, looking up at Albatross: “Yeah. I‟ll do it. But Ire‟s on the hunt for me, and 

they know I‟m here…” 

Commander Meyer laughed a bit at this, the gazelle smiling slightly as Zerrex turned his 

eyes to him curiously. “We‟ve already arranged all that for you and yours… you‟ll be taking a 

Hez‟Ranna-marked aircraft of Lunis make on a diplomatic mission to Kesteven. By the time Ire 

sorts out what the hell is going on, you‟ll be in the North and they‟ll be unable to do a thing 

about it, leaving you able to get to the Hez‟Rannan embassy in the Northlands and take a car 

from there into Northern Ire at your own leisure, after conducting a little look-around the 

Empires up there for signs of demonic activity. That‟ll even help make everything look perfectly 

legit, too, which is a nice bonus.” 

“From there, we have a transport that will be ready and waiting to take your family into 

Ire itself, all the way to the capital.” Albatross said softly, glancing over the group and smiling a 

bit. “Of course, you can get a night‟s rest if you want, and there‟s no great rush: everyone is 

standing by, ready to do their part when their part is ready to be done, all of us too-well aware of 

Ire‟s spy and information-gathering network. Take your time inspecting the empire of Lord 

Killer and the surrounding kingdoms: he‟s aware of the basic idea we have in mind and if you 

have faith in him, I‟ll do my best to have faith in him as well.”  

The Drakkaren nodded a bit, and then Albatross made a face before he sighed on the 

monitor, murmuring an apology before pressing a button under his desk and asking waspishly: 

“What is it? I‟m in the middle of a meeting!” 

“Sir, High King Churchill immediately requests a meeting with your lordship… Ire‟s 

ambassadors have arrived to negotiate a treaty on information sharing.” a crisp voice spoke from 

an intercom. “The High King says that he is urgently in need of your presence, and wishes to 

inform you that a small naval group has been noticed illegally patrolling our waters, while the 

ambassadors‟ transport also appears to have a small military contingent of soldiers armed with 

BADs. He requests you to advise the military of possible invasion.” 



Albatross sighed, glancing at the monitor and miming shooting himself in the head, then 

he said dryly: “Bring the silent alert to stage two and send out two fishing boats to troll the 

waters in relative proximity to the ships. Lock down all sensitive areas and try to confine the 

ambassadors and anyone else from Ire or the related countries to public-access areas. And tell 

Lord Churchill I‟ll be there in a few minutes.” 

The voice offered a clipped thank you, and Albatross stood up, making a face as he 

adjusted his eye patch and said into the monitor: “Thank you all for coming to our brief 

debriefing. Commander, I‟ll leave the rest in your hands… and Lord Zerrex?” A pause as the 

Drakkaren looked up with a flat look at him. “Good luck to you and your family.” 

“Thanks.” Zerrex muttered, and then the satellite connection closed out, the word 

„Terminated‟ rolling slowly across the screen, the reptile glancing now over to the gazelle, who 

shifted to put his feet up on the table. “Wonderful. I‟m sure Ire‟s being very generous with their 

treaties and alliance agreements, too… so what are you going to do, Commander Meyer?” 

“Well, if you want to stay here, we do have empty rooms…” A pause, and then a shrug as 

Zerrex shook his head. “Well, in that case, I‟ll have you taken to your plane and the shield 

lowered. I suppose you can sleep on the flight just as easily as you can in a room, huh?” 

“Not so much, but I‟m anxious to be on my way now…” Zerrex said mildly, glancing 

over the rest of his family, before he added: “But I don‟t think any of us would have a problem 

with eating on the plane, and… one or two of us could probably go with using the facilities.”  

Meyer smiled a bit at this, then he tapped a button on his keypad to unlock the door 

leading out to the hallway, tilting his head back and saying idly: “Bathroom‟s on the right, and 

I‟ll have the best feast I can dig up brought to you on the plane.” A pause as they all stood up, 

then he winked and said softly: “Show those bastards why you don‟t play god in this world, huh? 

And send „em down to Hell for me; maybe their fat asses will clog up the portal leadin‟ down 

there.” 

“It‟ll be my pleasure.” Zerrex said softly, nodding and smiling slightly as the others 

began to walk out, and he traded salutes with the gazelle before walking out the door, leaving the 

Commander to sit and relax for the moment in the meeting room in the sudden peace that had 

engulfed Lunis with the sealing of the Black Hole. 

 

Once more, the Drakkaren was on a plane; the difference, at least, was that this one was 

not only smoother than the last, it was much faster… and best of all, it was equipped with beds 

that had little railings to ensure you didn‟t roll off it should things become particularly turbulent. 

The beds lined a small corridor on the long-range plane, and they had been served food 

by a pretty flight attendant whom Cherry had immediately made all sorts of sexual remarks about 

and likely scared off… but thankfully, after they had eaten their fill of the meats, salads, and 

everything else that Lunis had to offer. Zerrex, on the other hand, was happy to just have some 

tea to parch his thirst – everything else was a bonus. 

Then they had slept, but the Drakkaren had been awake after only a few short hours, 

yawning and climbing carefully out of his little bed to limp down to the bathroom… they had 

thankfully lost the stupid-looking cane with the rest of their equipment, but he had to admit, it 

had worked quite nicely while he‟d been using it. And furthermore, it wasn‟t exactly a wonderful 

thing they had lost yet another bag of equipment – this was exactly why they were one of the 

favorite customers of Marty‟s back home, a little, very illegal gunshop that nonetheless did a 

booming business with civilians and military types alike. And now we‟re going to have to stop 



there after we put an end to this garbage and buy even more. Dear Gods, to think we bought so 

much crap he started giving us a discount on all his wares… 

Zerrex yawned, then smiled a bit when the flight attendant strode over to him, a very 

pretty young bear in a uniform that was too tight on her – a white shirt with a gray vest overtop, 

and a pretty, knee-length silver dress. She sat down beside him on the bed, and he tilted his head 

curiously before her brown eyes turned deep black, and she said softly: “Lord Zerrex… please 

don‟t be alarmed.” 

The Drakkaren, on the other hand, had leaned back in shock… before he made a face and 

tilted his head, asking quietly: “You‟re a demon… possessing a body, aren‟t you?” 

“Yeah, she is.” Cherry said darkly, and the demoness sat up a moment later from her 

bunk, cocking back the trigger of Zerrex‟s massive revolver with her other hand, and the bear‟s 

face twisted in distaste as the female shouted: “Wake up, bitches! Hostile!” 

“If I wanted to kill you, I had a hundred chances.” The bear said dryly, then she looked 

over her shoulder at Cherry, adding quietly: “Maybe you should put that gun down, Dius. You 

have no idea who you‟re holding it on… but maybe you‟ll get a better one if I tell you about that 

night we spent together at the monastery, when the Sisters told me you were being punished.” 

Cherry started as the others sat up, Cindy and Mahihko both drawing their own handguns 

on the possessed bear… but then the demoness shuddered and slowly lowered the hammer of the 

revolver, muttering quietly as she slumped back on the bed. “Forget it… she‟s an Inquisitor, and 

a nasty one, too. That body is like a puppet, anyway… no matter how many holes we put in it, 

she won‟t feel it with these useless guns.” 

The female threw the gun down on the bunk with a snarl, clenching her eyes shut… and 

Zerrex stood up, then limped carefully past the bear as Mahihko and Cindy slowly lowered their 

guns, exchanging confused looks as Marina sat up on her bunk with a yawn, seeming 

disinterested in the whole goings-on. He sat down beside the demoness, and then quietly touched 

Cherry‟s arm… and she stiffened a bit as she glared across at the bear before relaxing against 

him and murmuring softly: “I‟m sorry, Boss. But… she‟s…” 

“My name is Cleo. And I‟ve been spying on you since the beginning of this long journey, 

Lord Zerrex, and reporting back to Hell everything you‟ve been doing…” she said softly, then 

smiled a bit even as Zerrex snarled at her. “No, no, not like that. Rarely anything tactical… just 

broad estimates of your strength and your exploits; after all, you‟re a big number down in Hell. 

The Princess herself is extremely interested in you… but unfortunately, so is the Warlord. His 

rage has been unparalleled in Hell ever since he realized he missed a chance to kill you himself 

on that battlefield in Lunis… how Ezekiel suffered at his hands for not telling him right away 

that it was the infamous Lord Zerrex whom he was about to engage in battle against.” 

“Stop calling me that.” The Drakkaren said distastefully, and Cleo laughed a bit, smiling 

at him as he snapped: “And what the hell‟s so funny?” 

“Your humility… the way you… fight, kill, and survive… the things you feel and say…” 

Cleo‟s eyes flashed, and then she shook her head slowly, murmuring softly as she reached up to 

touch his face… and Zerrex felt a strange heat roll through him before Cherry snarled and leapt 

to her feet, batting Cleo‟s hand away and then grabbing the bear‟s throat, shoving her down as 

the bear gagged and stared at her. 

“Fuck off!” she shouted, then slung the bear down the corridor, the ursine hitting the 

ground and sliding all the way to the end of the room with a wince before Cindy grabbed 

Cherry‟s arms, holding her back as she screamed: “I ain‟t afraid of you anymore, bitch! Keep 



your filthy, sadistic hands off him, you piece of shit, I‟ll kill you if you think about doing to him 

what you did to me!” 

“Don‟t you get it?” Cleo leapt up to her feet, her eyes black as night… but burning red in 

their very center, as if they both contained the glowing embers of Hell‟s deepest pits. “You are 

all pieces in a massive chess match, a tournament between Heaven and Hell, and Hell and Hell! 

You are legendary, but you‟re also toys, all of you, but I‟m on your side. It was my job, Cherry, 

and when Zerrex dies and goes to Hell, it will be my job to punish him as well…  

“But I‟ve been travelling back and forth between the worlds and I‟ve come to deliver a 

warning from the Princess herself.” Cleo closed her eyes, and they returned to the bear‟s normal 

brown as she visibly shook herself out to regain her composure, saying quietly: “Ire has known 

about Hell for a long time, perhaps even longer than Hez‟Ranna, despite the lore about the 

Cradle of Life… because Ire has been attempting to harness the powers of any supernatural force 

they can get their hands upon for many, many years. If you go to the Sanctuary of the Republic, 

you‟re pitting yourselves against things that none of you can yet understand.” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, standing up and quietly pulling Cherry down to a bunk, 

murmuring quietly: “Calm down.” A pause as she closed her eyes and struggled with herself… 

and finally, she slumped with a dejected look against the wall of the plane as he touched her 

cheek gently. The Drakkaren made a bit of a face, then he turned his attention back to Cleo, 

saying quietly: “Your message has been received. But tell me… if it‟s your job to torture people 

in Hell… why are you so interested in seeing me stay alive? And why is there so much interest in 

me and my family?” 

Cleo smiled at this, looking almost surprised as she shrugged and stepped forwards, 

saying softly: “Isn‟t it obvious, Lord Zerrex? You killed the Red Beast, the last remnant of the 

old gods… and I just happen to be one of your… fans, that‟s all. The Princess is taken with you, 

as well, you know… and with the eternal wars for power in Hell, you have to be on someone‟s 

side, or you end up dying. 

“I‟ve overstayed now, though… it‟s late in Hell, and I‟ll be missed soon by the Scholars 

and Scribes if I stay any longer. Take care of yourself, Lord Zerrex… and keep in mind that 

sometimes it‟s the times of inaction that are more important than any battle that lies ahead, in the 

near or distant future.” The bear smiled a bit, nodding to him, and for a few moments seemed to 

wait for something, before Zerrex finally nodded and sighed, earning a look of approval. 

Then that look vanished into pain as the bear‟s head snapped back with a shriek of agony 

that tore through the plane, a terrible darkness streaming out of her… and for a moment, Zerrex‟s 

eyes caught an outline of a demon similar to Cherry seeming to claw her way out from the bear‟s 

mouth before it vanished, and the ursine fell lifelessly to the ground. Cindy immediately ran 

forwards, leaning down by the bear girl and checking her over… and then she sighed with relief, 

murmuring: “Looks like a mild concussion from Cherry, but otherwise fair condition… body‟s a 

bit shocked and I think she‟ll be unconscious for a little while, but she might even wake up 

before we land.” 

“Wonderful.” Cherry muttered, sulking on the bed… and then she blushed deeply as the 

others looked at her, looking away and quietly pushing against Zerrex as he sat down next to her, 

whispering: “I‟m… I‟m sorry.” 

“Don‟t be.” Zerrex responded quietly, and he squeezed her gently around the waist as 

Mahihko looked away embarrassedly and Marina‟s eyes narrowed, her features contorting with 

jealousy for a moment before she turned away with a grunt. For a little while, Zerrex and Cherry 

just sat together… and the reptile mused on the words that the demon had spoken.  



Cleo… he thought quietly, then he glanced over Cherry, who was holding onto him 

tightly… and reminding him horribly of when he‟d found her back in Hez‟Ranna after she‟d 

been tortured and warped by Narrius into a Breeding Queen to produce his cloned soldiers. He 

hated seeing her this way… he hated what Hell had done to her will… but at the same time, he 

admired her courage for standing up to the demon, even if it had been a useless gesture. It had 

been symbolic and strong in its own way, though, and he would never think Cherry was weak… 

But something terrible did happen… and when Cherry gets scared, you know it must have been 

horrible. 

The rest of the plane ride was most silent, Mahihko and Cindy chatting quietly as Zerrex 

laid down to rest, Cherry and Marina both staring at the walls of the plane and ignoring 

everything around them, likely both lost in memories. An hour or so before they landed, Cindy 

did push the food cart through from the back one more time, and they ate their fill before 

checking over their equipment as the pilot in the cockpit announced their final approach coming 

up. 

“I‟m a fucking douche.” Cherry muttered, looking embarrassed as she rubbed over a horn 

with one hand, and then she glared at Marina as the female muttered something in agreement. 

“Well, you don‟t have to be such a… prick about confirming it, bitch. Fuck, I‟m trying to work 

some heavy shit out of my system, don‟t you get that?” 

“Fuck off and die.” Marina said darkly, and Zerrex sighed a bit, dropping his head in his 

hand as the two locked their eyes furiously, Marina‟s hands clenching at her sides and Cherry‟s 

claws digging into her own knees. Furthermore, she was still naked… and Zerrex made a face at 

this, realizing the complications it would cause the moment they landed in Kesteven, soldiers 

from which she‟d „accidentally‟ attacked the moment she‟d come out of Hell. And we‟re already 

off to a great start, really… they‟re both ready to kill each other, we‟re all tired from constant 

movement, and I made the mistake of thinking we‟d get some rest over the seven hour plane ride 

and that we‟d probably be able to get some nice rooms here before we had to start work. 

They were scheduled on the same route they had taken before: they would land at the 

Embassy, and then take the helicopter immediately after their flight to the military base. Cindy 

had also agreed that it was a good idea to keep moving at this point, pointing out that if they 

stayed even one night in Lunis, Ire might be able to send in aircraft carriers and set up an aerial 

blockade to halt all traffic out of Lunis by that method. 

And even landing at the Embassy was dangerous: after all, Ire would undoubtedly have 

its eyes fixed on any and all locations that Zerrex might show up at, and that included any and all 

Hez‟Rannan Embassies located around the world. So he thought the immediate transfer to head 

towards the arctic regions was also a necessary evil… but it might just be pushing his already-

strained family too hard, which was another constant worry on his mind. I should go on alone… 

“I‟d kill you if you did that, and so would everyone else here.” Marina snapped 

immediately, then she grabbed her father and shook him firmly, making him wince and blink as 

she added darkly: “Don‟t think I‟m not above hurting you to prove a point, either, Daddy! You  

need to have more faith in yourself… you know us inside out, and we all trust every decision you 

make, so… so there!” A pause, and then Marina muttered: “As long as we get some sleep and 

clothes at Killer‟s base. That‟s all I want.” 

“We‟ll get them here.” Zerrex said dryly, and then he held up his hands when Marina 

glared at him again, as a loud beep went off to inform them that the plane had started its final 

landing procedure at the Embassy runway. “I‟m not saying we‟ll stop and rest here, just that 

we‟ll get new clothes so Cherry doesn‟t show up naked and demonic at the military base-” 



“But that‟d be fuckin‟ hot, too.” Cherry piped up, apparently back to her old self – at least 

for the moment. She grinned widely as Zerrex looked down at her sourly, adding cheerfully: 

“Dude, I could totally trick them all into raping me to take revenge… maybe we shouldn‟t 

mention to the Big K that I‟m like… me, huh? Because then he might not rape me so hardcore, 

y‟know? And I want it to be hardcore with that… big ding-dong he has…” 

The Drakkaren rolled his eyes, grumbling to himself as the plane shook for a few 

moments, and then he blinked as the plane‟s engines whirred down, the vehicle rolling to a halt. 

He stared outside one of the small windows that lined the wall, and then he looked stupidly back 

to the others, Cindy looking equally-surprised as the door opened at the end of the plane and the 

pilot stepped out nervously, the ram lacing his fingers together. “S-Sorry about the rough 

landing… this was my first time bringing a plane down on such a small airstrip, I was worried 

we weren‟t going to stop in time…” 

Zerrex could only stare, letting Cindy do all the talking before they stepped out of the 

plane, and the Drakkaren once more met with the local ambassador, requesting some uniforms… 

and fifteen minutes later, Cherry was dressed and sulking, her body shifted from demonic to her 

old form sans the piercings, and Zerrex glad for once to have a long-sleeve shirt on and a 

Hez‟Rannan military jacket overtop this. A few other changes of clothes were in a brand-new 

duffel bag that Mahihko had on his lap in the helicopter, the poor wolf still carrying his little 

plastic bag of piercings around with him and looking sulky as Marina kept elbowing him and 

snapping at him inside the helicopter.  

It brought back memories of the general… and the Drakkaren rubbed at his muzzle 

slowly, remembering the taste of the cigar in his muzzle before he smiled a bit at Cherry‟s 

inquisitive look, and then another thought struck him as he looked to the sky. All at once, the 

weight of everything they had done seemed to fall in on him despite all his training and 

experience… and he cleared his throat and faked a yawn to hide the tears that were coming to his 

eyes as he asked quietly: “Do you think Tinny‟s up there somewhere in Heaven?” 

“No doubt… all the rest of the Legion I‟m sure are somewhere in Hell, but the Tinman‟s 

probably chatting with Frank as we speak.” Cherry replied firmly, and Cindy looked quietly out 

the windows of the helicopter as they flew northwards through a light snow, much unlike the 

vicious blizzard they had travelled through on their first time through this storm. And even 

Mahihko looked down quietly, remembering the badger that had attempted to befriend him even 

when they‟d first met and he‟d been Lone… and how he‟d never really paid his respects or 

properly thanked the badger who had done so much for even him. 

Marina looked back and forth, then she closed her eyes to touch each of their emotions, 

feeling what all of them felt… and finally she made a face, resting back and saying quietly: 

“Tinman. But it seems like you all thought he was so weak for most of his life-” 

“Yeah, well, we were all fucking stupid, okay?” Cherry snapped, and Marina looked 

surprised at her harsh tone, her eyes widening. “You see, it‟s like… he was that little nerdy guy 

who we all thought of as dead, extra weight, who we made do all the extra shit and shit. He was 

the guy who we all made fun of, and who I remember kicking hard in the face and yelling at way 

too often, and calling names and basically being a bully to. He was the guy who was the zero to 

the ten that‟s the Boss there… but without him, I think we all would‟ve been way worse off. 

That‟s why Vampire carted him around everywhere, I think sometimes… and maybe shithead 

was the only dude who ever got around to realizing early on Tinny‟s real value, or maybe he was 

just manipulating him for kicks, I sure as shit don‟t know. The only thing I know for sure is that 



it‟s true: when you find a friend, you do your best to keep „em around, „cause the world‟s real 

different when you lose them.” 

Marina glanced down, nodding slowly and frowning a bit, and Zerrex looked at her 

quietly, watching as she struggled to understand Cherry‟s words… and once again, feeling 

nothing but utter hatred for what Narrius had done to his sweet little girl. If I could kill him 

again… Gods know, I would. I would tear him limb from limb for what he‟s done to Marina… 

“You‟re sweet, Daddy.” Marina said quietly, and Zerrex closed his eyes, but only to see 

her image in his mind, walking over to him, kissing him hungrily, grinding their bodies 

together… and he made a face as his eyes opened, the female looking across at him with a 

teasing smile as she said gently: “Want me to show you just how thankful I am to have a father 

like you? I‟m glad to do it in person or in your mind, Zerrex…” 

Cherry scowled, but Zerrex only shook his head, saying politely: “No, Marina. Be 

professional, okay?” A pause as she nodded and smiled embarrassedly, and he added softly: “But 

thank you. It means a lot to me.” 

The rest of the helicopter ride was uneventful… and once more Killer met them at the 

helipad, waving to them as they touched down and looking tired as the family approached, 

Zerrex leaning on a plain wooden cane the Embassy had included with the clothing. “Zerrex! It‟s 

good to see you again, and what a surprise that it‟s so soon… but you and your family look like 

you‟ve been through hell.” A pause, and then he made a face as Alexis coughed gently, adding 

lamely after a moment: “No pun intended, of course.” 

Cherry grinned and leered at him, leaning forwards and opening her mouth to make some 

bad quip, but Zerrex immediately grabbed her muzzle and closed it firmly, the demoness 

squawking as he said mildly: “Before Cherry can start verbally raping you, I was wondering if 

we could have some rooms to rest up today… and tonight I‟d be glad to take up that raincheck 

on having dinner, if you two aren‟t busy.” 

Killer smiled warmly at this, glancing up at the already-bright sky… but here in the far 

north, the light could be all too deceiving as he said amiably: “Well, I was going to take a team 

out to check on the Black Hole… but it‟s well under control right now, and we can do that 

tomorrow together, if you like. Tonight we can relax and just talk a bit… I think that‟d be good, 

after everything that‟s happened in only the last week alone.” 

Zerrex nodded, smiling back a bit and glancing over the liger as he leaned on his cane, 

saying mildly: “It looks like you two have been getting up to quite a lot yourselves… if I‟m not 

mistaken, that‟s a fair splatter of blood over your shirt.” 

Killer rubbed a hand against his head, looking faintly amused as he nodded slowly. 

“Yeah… not only from demons, but rebels and other insurgents as well who are taking advantage 

of the current… distractions to stage their own attacks.” The liger made a face, shaking his head 

slowly. “I‟ll never understand people these days.” 

“People suck.” Zerrex shrugged a bit, looking quietly amused, and the liger nodded and 

grunted in agreement before the Drakkaren‟s eyes travelled over to Alexis, adding with a slight 

smile: “Well, at least you two won‟t be getting bored any time soon.” 

“And here we were thinking things might actually quiet down after we destroyed that last 

military base from the Patriarch‟s reign.” Alexis said mildly, before cocking her head towards 

Cherry with a teasing grin. “Not that it‟s stopped me and Killer from having some fun between 

ourselves now and again… too bad you couldn‟t be there, Cherry, to learn how a girl‟s supposed 

to act in bed when she‟s with a real male. Maybe then poor Zerrex here could get more pleasure 

out of sleeping with you.” A pause as Cherry huffed, and then she added softly: “But it‟s good to 



see you‟re back in action. I have to admit I‟m surprised… we had no idea what happened to you 

when you were taken by those demons into that portal.” 

“I‟ve seen Hell,” Cherry remarked mildly, looking completely serious as she continued: 

“It was full of guys who looked just like you two, but all of them were too small for Killer‟s big 

penis to fit inside. So I had to show them all how it just takes a little effort to get it all the way in 

to the hilt.” A pause, and then she grinned as Alexis glared at her flatly. “Oh no, wait, that was a 

dream I had. Or an internet stream recording, I forget which.” 

“Hey, I‟ve got a porno inside where Killer shows just what he can do to me. Why don‟t 

you follow along… following me is what you‟re best at anyway, isn‟t that right?” Alexis 

retorted, and Cherry perked up at this while growling at the same time, before the tigress spun 

around, and Zerrex sighed as the two went down the path before breaking into a race for the 

doors, yelling at each other and squabbling as they tried to shove one-another out of the way. 

Killer exchanged a look with Zerrex, then he sighed and shook his head as he glanced 

down at the Drakkaren, the two heading down the path for the doors of the military base as he 

said mildly: “I don‟t know if Cherry brings out the best in her, or the worst in her, to be 

completely honest… but Alexis really does only act that way when she‟s around.” A pause and a 

slight smile. “Mostly. Maybe it‟s just because Cherry‟s so…” 

“Cherry.” Zerrex supplied, and Killer nodded with an amused look. They chatted amiably 

as they continued inside, Killer mentioning the change in weather and Zerrex talking a bit about 

the long trip they‟d had as they climbed a staircase to the second floor, and then the liger left 

them at a pair of private rooms, apologizing that he didn‟t have more. 

“It‟s just that we‟re still repairing the damage from the raids…” Killer paused, glancing 

up at a hole in the ceiling barely covered by several layers of plastic and insulation to stop as 

much heat from escaping as possible. “But in any case, I‟ll send Cherry back to you once I get 

the chance. We can talk about more serious subjects afterwards, like the demons in the district, 

once you‟re all well-rested. If you want, I can have someone bring you up a meal or change of 

clothes…” 

“Thank you Killer, but we‟re fine… we have some clothing here and we ate on the 

plane.” Zerrex nodded courteously, smiling slightly and patting the liger firmly on the bicep. 

“But don‟t let us hold you up, either… it‟s already more than I could ask for to see you meeting 

us out here and offering us rooms on such short notice.” 

The huge feline smiled in return at this, reaching out to squeeze the reptile‟s shoulder 

firmly and laughing softly. “You‟re the ones doing me another favor up here, Zerrex. It‟s always 

a pleasure and a bonus to have a good, strong warrior like yourself around, especially since we‟re 

finally establishing a better relationship with Hez‟Ranna. But we can talk more later on all that. 

I‟ll likely be in and out of the meeting room all day, so find me whenever you‟re ready.” 

Zerrex nodded as Cindy smiled and curtsied, and the male watched the huge warrior tiger 

walk away before he pushed into the room and rubbed at his legs a bit with a sigh, heading over 

to the nearest of four beds and immediately dropping down into it, the soft blankets and pillows 

fluffing out as he let out a sigh of relief. Cindy rolled her eyes as she made for the bathroom 

herself, and Mahihko finally shifted downwards from his increased size, slipping off the tight 

combat outfit and prancing naked around the room as Marina muttered something in disgust. A 

few moments later, as Mahihko was carefully putting his piercings back in on the furthest bed, 

Cherry kicked in the door and then slammed it loudly behind her, gaining glares from everyone 

as she sulked a bit and muttered: “Why can‟t I have mind powers, too?” 



“You do have mind powers; in fact, you have too many mind powers. And I‟m scared to 

think of what you‟d do with telekinesis.” Zerrex said flatly, then he rolled over in bed… before 

squeaking as Cherry immediately jumped in behind him and began to bump and grind against his 

back, her arms wrapping around his chest as he flailed a bit. “What the hell are you doing?” 

“Proving my dominance!” Cherry said cheerfully, and then she squawked when Zerrex 

rolled on top of her and drove an elbow into one of her boobs. “Ouch, motherfucker! Okay, 

okay, okay, back the hell off, you have no sense of humor.” 

“You have no sense of morality.” Zerrex shot back, rolling off her… and then making a 

face when she immediately clung to his back and mumbled something to him, her muzzle resting 

beside his head. “You know, there‟s a whole four other beds in the other room that-” 

Cherry made some loud sound of disgust, and Zerrex‟s expression darkened as the side of 

his muzzle was covered in spittle. “Like hell. I‟m staying here. Hey, Marina, come and make it a 

sandwich! Or one of the other bitches in this room… hey, let‟s see if we can all cram into one 

bed, huh, how about that?” 

Marina grumbled something as Cindy rolled her eyes, the middle sister currently in the 

middle of a short stretch routine in her underwear, and Mahihko mumbled something from 

across the room as he carefully continued inserting various rings and rods. Finally, however, the 

youngest daughter of Zerrex slid out of bed and wandered over, climbing in and wrapping her 

arms around her father as she pressed in against his chest… and Zerrex sighed a bit, awkwardly 

shifting onto his back and wrapping an arm around either female as Cherry grinned cheerfully up 

at him. “See? It ain‟t so bad, huh? You two are just dumbasses.” 

“You suck.” Zerrex muttered in reply, but amazingly, it didn‟t take him long to get to 

sleep. Later, Cindy quietly walked over and gently removed both Marina and Cherry to different 

beds, Zerrex opening one eye tiredly for a moment before smiling a bit as the gentle daughter 

made for the door… but he patted his bed, and Cindy smiled slightly over her shoulder at him, 

seeming unsurprised before they curled up together and went back to sleep like that. 

On the other hand, they were all awoken around one in the afternoon by Cherry‟s enraged 

squawking, and Zerrex made the unfortunate mistake of sitting up his as she was diving across 

the bed to attack Cindy. He ended up being tackled to the ground and rolling around with her as 

she attempted to strangle him, before he kicked her off and Cindy stepped on her, pinning her in 

place as she wiggled around and muttered about „unfair play.‟ 

Afterwards, they changed – Cherry leering around at every single occurrence of partial 

nudity like she was in a strip-club – and Zerrex headed outside to go and find Killer and find out 

what was on schedule for today. As he let himself wander a bit to refamiliarize himself with the 

base, he came across Alexis chatting amiably with several other snipers, and she waved him over 

with a smile as she dismissed the team. 

“I was just coming to find you or Killer.” Zerrex glanced over her equipment, then he 

smiled slightly up at her, adding as he nodded to the enormous, enlarged sniper rifle she easily 

cradled in one arm: “You know, it‟s no wonder why Cherry‟s always arguing with you, with you 

toting around and wielding a rifle like that so easily… not to mention how enraptured all those 

soldiers looked. When Cherry walks into a room, she‟s more likely to get stares of horror than 

gazes of admiration these days, after all.” 

“You‟re too kind, Zer.” Alexis glanced down the hallway curiously, before adding in an 

amused voice: “And speaking of Cherry, you didn‟t kill queen bitch, did you? I was hoping to 

show her how to properly shoot later today.” 



“I‟m sorry, could you repeat that second part?” Zerrex asked curiously, and the tall 

female did so, tilting her head a bit, before Zerrex laughed a bit and shook his head slowly with a 

bit of a grin. “So you call her the same thing, do you? I bet that must make her real pleased… 

then again, she‟s probably wracking her brains to think of more good one-liners right now. I just 

wanted to ask when we should meet for dinner, originally, but if you want to go shooting, the 

rest of my family would be more than pleased to join you and watch.” 

“Excellent.” Alexis rubbed her hands together slowly, smiling to herself. “Then I‟ll meet 

you all out by the helipad in a few minutes. I‟m supposed to be doing a solo demonstration for 

some of the soldiers, but this should serve as a good treat to see instead.” 

Zerrex nodded, then they smiled to one another before she added teasingly, reaching up 

to stroke under his muzzle gently. “And don‟t be a stranger, okay Zer? Believe me, I‟m always 

happy to have some good fun with a wonderful male like yourself…” She winked, adding 

teasingly: “And it has been so long since we‟ve spent any fun quality time together.” 

With that, she turned away, striding off down the hall, and Zerrex coughed a bit before 

rubbing a hand over his chest slowly, turning around and heading back up the hall before 

focusing more on figuring out the best way to get Cherry down to the helipad without having her 

throw some sort of fit- 

He stared as he opened the door to their room and saw Cherry sitting in the middle of the 

floor in a combat vest and military pants, military boots already tied tight on her feet and a 

bandanna around her head, the massive anti-tank rifle across her lap and her thumbs forming 

little circles with her forefingers, resting on her knees as she looked up at the Drakkaren 

seriously and said solemnly: “I sense a disturbance in the world. I feel that someone has 

challenged me to a mighty conquest, and so I am spiritually preparing my-” 

“She followed you outside.” Cindy said flatly from where she was laying on a bed with 

Mahihko browsing some magazine, and immediately Cherry lost her composure, glaring at them 

and flailing a bit as Cindy added over Cherry‟s grumbling: “I‟m so not going outside with her 

when she‟s like this.” 

“I‟ll go, Daddy.” Marina said immediately, walking over to him with a smile and hugging 

him loosely around the neck, before she leaned up to kiss his lips chastely, Zerrex smiling a bit in 

return and hugging her gently around the waist before she added softly: “We‟re all you ever need 

though, isn‟t that right? There‟s no one else out there more important than us to you, right?” 

“Yeah…” Zerrex replied after a moment, then he hugged her quietly back, leaning over 

his youngest protectively even as he felt shadows flutter over his face, even Cherry frowning a 

bit at Marina‟s forwardness. “Yeah, you know you are.” 

“Good.” Marina said cheerfully, then she rested both hands atop the one pushing down on 

his cane, adding in a gentler tone: “We‟ve gotten some rest now… and this is no real difference 

than the way things were during the war, never knowing what was going on, never knowing what 

was coming next, always fighting against terrible odds for our very survival… perhaps now we 

should move on again, start into Ire on our mission. I don‟t want to be here.” 

Zerrex tilted his head towards her curiously… and he realized a moment later he could 

feel her paging through the memories he had of Killer and Alexis. He made a bit of a face, trying 

to figure out how to tell her that she shouldn‟t feel threatened at all by the fact he was capable of 

getting along with non-Drakkai… but a moment later, Cherry stood up and cleared her throat, 

saying loudly as Marina turned around: “First, I have to go and outshoot a certain someone. And 

afterwards, we have a rather important mission to do involving inspection of the Black Hole and 



gathering information about the presence of demons in all of the imperial and sovereign areas 

north of even Northern Ire.”  

For a moment, Zerrex was about to compliment Cherry on being so candid… and then 

she added, leaning down and growling in Marina‟s face: “So stop being such a prissy little bitch 

about everything and learn to live with the fact you can‟t spend your whole life wrapped around 

Daddy‟s cock, wonderful as that would be.” 

Zerrex gaped a bit, and Marina immediately punched Cherry hard in the face, sending her 

reeling backwards with a grunt of surprise before the youngest daughter of Zerrex yelled 

furiously and tackled the demoness, Cherry falling to the ground as Cindy immediately jumped 

down to drag Marina off before she could do any more damage, the psychic snarling and flailing 

uselessly as Zerrex sighed and covered his face.  

Cherry rubbed the back of her head as Marina clawed at her, refusing to calm down until 

Zerrex finally gave his youngest daughter a pleading look, and she almost immediately stopped, 

as if someone had flicked an off switch on her anger, now only looking grouchy as she sat down 

on a bed and muttered something angrily, kicking at the floor. Cherry grinned lamely as Zerrex 

turned a glare on her, rubbing at the back of her head slowly, and then she quickly picked up the 

fallen rifle and said dumbly: “You know, I‟m uh… I‟m just going to head out now and stuff. You 

know, before I spontaneously combust.” 

“Cindy, would you…” Zerrex broke off as he tilted his head towards Marina, and Cindy 

nodded a bit, heading over to sit quietly by her little sister and daughter, before the Drakkaren 

turned around and beckoned for Cherry to follow with a grunt. She winced as she walked out 

into the hall… and then gagged when Zerrex grabbed her by the throat and pushed her up against 

a wall, saying quietly: “Cherry, this isn‟t the Legion… this isn‟t like the old days, where I always 

had to punish you physically to get any sort of response out of you. 

“These days, you‟re supposed to be my daughter, and not causing trouble inside the 

family, but outside, natural as it is for you three to argue.” Zerrex continued in a soft voice, 

releasing his grip on her as she coughed once and then rubbed slowly at her neck with a wince. 

“You know I love you, and I know you love me. And we both know how much you love 

Marina… but here‟s a thought: if you act like this, do you think Marina knows you love her?” 

Cherry started, looking up in surprise at this… and then she nodded slowly and gave a bit 

of a small, sad smile, handing over the huge rifle to Zerrex and saying softly: “Why don‟t you 

take this, Boss? I don‟t think I‟m going to be shooting today after all.” She made a bit of a face 

as she rubbed at her head slowly, then muttered quietly: “You‟ve ruined me, Zerrex. Gone and 

made me into a sentimentalist. Some field commander I am.” 

“Shut up.” Zerrex said dryly, and Cherry grinned before grabbing his shirt and jerking 

him forwards into a hungry kiss, and their mouths moved for a few moments in delicious passion 

before he drew back and jerked his head at the door, saying firmly: “Get in there, soldier.” 

“Sir, yes, sir.” Cherry said cheerfully, and then she kicked open the door and stomped 

back inside, heading over to Marina… and Zerrex shook his head, smiling a bit but wondering at 

the same time how much chance his little family stood against the tests of time. 

 

The afternoon wasn‟t too busy: Alexis had been disappointed at Cherry‟s failure to show 

up, but had been equally surprised when Zerrex had been willing to at least try a few shots at the 

targets set up in the snow, despite the terrain and the fact he never did any long range shooting… 

but he wasn‟t exactly much of a challenge, amusing as it was to see how many shots it took him 



to hit targets that Alexis could nail while talking over her shoulder to the huddled group of 

soldiers nearby. 

On the other hand, then Killer had come outside and slapped him firmly on the back, 

cheerfully embarrassing the Drakkaren by talking about how he was an infamous war criminal-

slash-hero… and the reptile had grunted and promptly slipped his cane around Killer‟s legs while 

elbowing him over, and most of the platoon had stared in shock as the liger‟s eyes had widened 

in surprise before he‟d fallen over into a snowbank. Zerrex had coughed… and then winced and 

fallen over when a particularly large ball of snow had flown out of the bank and hit him in the 

face, knocking him sprawling. 

They had moved to an indoor gymnasium after this, and Zerrex had muttered a few 

useless protests as Killer asked him to perhaps stage a demonstration for the group of soldiers 

they were currently training… but then one of them had started laughing at the „old lizard with 

the cane,‟ and now here Zerrex was, muttering and rubbing embarrassedly at the scars that 

mapped his muscular body, his shirt off and still rubbing snow out of his hair as he stood at one 

end of a boxing ring, a big, brawny tiger at the other side looking at him with a wide grin. 

Alexis deftly jumped up to the side of the ring, then she leaned forwards over the ropes 

and said clearly, as soldiers from both outside and who had been using the workout area earlier 

clustered around: “The rules, as agreed upon, are no rules. The first fighter to issue his surrender 

loses.” A pause, and then Alexis looked over to the big tiger, saying mildly: “Good luck, soldier. 

Think of this as your first lesson.” 

“Yeah, I‟m sure I‟ll ace it.” the orange and black-striped tiger grinned widely, crackling 

his knuckles before he flexed his body, hopping back and forth from paw-to-paw as he looked 

across at the reptile, adding teasingly: “So how old are you, dude? Like… eighty?” 

“Over eighty, actually.” Zerrex muttered, looking embarrassed, and Killer stared at him 

from out of the ring as the Drakkaren snapped: “What?” 

“I‟m just very, very glad that I don‟t have to worry about aging anymore.” Killer said 

kindly, a mischievous gleam in his eyes. “You‟re starting to wrinkle.” 

“I am not!” Zerrex looked horrified at this, and then he groaned as Cherry and Cindy 

wandered in through the doors, looking curious at what was going on. “Oh dear crap. This is just 

wonderful.” A pause as the tiger who was in the ring at him suddenly leapt at him, and he almost 

absently threw a straight palm out into his chest, sending him sprawling backwards to the 

laughter and yells of the crowd as Cherry began to dance around at the edge of the group. “Go 

away!” 

“Kick his ass! Hey, hey, send in like, three more dudes! And if they win, they can all fuck 

me however they want!” Cherry shouted cheerfully, flapping her arms stupidly. The crowd 

quickly began to murmur among itself, and then Alexis shrugged and Killer nodded in consent, 

and immediately hands went up all through the group as the tiger in the ring stood up, wincing 

and rubbing at his head. 

Zerrex made a face as three more tigers entered the ring a few moments later, handpicked 

by Alexis: two in uniform and one in shorts and a sweat-stained shirt, and they half-circled one 

side of the large ring as he rubbed at his head slowly, before leaning back against the ropes and 

muttering to Killer: “This was so not the idea.” 

“Zerrex, most people would be happy to show off what they can do. Don‟t think of it as 

unwanted attention: think of it as… instructing some of our newer, younger generation that 

strength and size do not a warrior make.” Killer said easily, gesturing with one hand before 



adding mildly: “Besides, you‟re doing me quite a favor. Ever since the Great War, I‟ve been 

trying to build – twelve o‟clock.” 

“I know, he‟s just feinting… it‟s the one on the right who‟s thinking about attacking me.” 

Zerrex responded absently, tossing a glance towards the ground before one of the tigers halted in 

mid-step, falling over and staring at the Drakkaren. “See?” 

Killer shook his head a bit, looking quietly amused as he turned his eyes to the 

Drakkaren, crossing his arms and asking curiously: “Where did you learn all this, Zerrex? You 

seem to have precognition when it comes to hand-to-hand combat. Or is that just another secret 

you‟ve been hiding all these years?” 

“Well, you heard roughly how old I am and I‟ve been fighting since I was two or three, I 

don‟t remember which.” The Drakkaren shrugged a bit, then he coughed and nodded to the 

arena. “Anyway, I think they‟re too worried about interrupting their King while he chats with 

their enemy, so I better go and take care of this. You don‟t mind, right, your worship?” A wink, 

and Killer snorted, waving a hand at him with a roll of his eyes. 

The Drakkaren stepped forwards, readying himself and then nodding to the tigers… and 

all four immediately swarmed him, attempting to grab onto him and likely simply crush him 

down with their combined weight… but the reptile ducked and slipped between the two in the 

center before shoving a flat palm into both of their backs, sending them sprawling before he 

added a firm kick to the chest of the tiger that was now on his right, the feline‟s eyes bulging as 

he staggered backwards and fell over the ropes into the crowd amid yells of surprise. The last 

tiger standing stared for a moment before quickly backing off to the corner, waiting for the other 

two to climb back to their feet. 

They muttered to one-another as Zerrex rubbed idly at his bad leg… and then one of the 

tigers dived for this, only to earn a kick to the head that knocked him unconscious, Zerrex 

making a face as Cherry cackled from somewhere in the crowd. The Drakkaren leaned down and 

picked up the unconscious feline easily, muscles flexing lightly as the others stared, watching as 

he strode over to the ropes and dumped him out before turning to his last two competitors, who 

were both staring in horror at the ease the reptile had lifted the soldier who had at least double 

the Drakkaren‟s mass. 

Zerrex beckoned with a slight smile to the two… but they both stayed back, muttering 

between themselves before falling silent as the Drakkaren said mildly: “Now, do we all see 

what‟s happened here? First they underestimated my speed and strength, so I quickly took down 

the first one when he ended up being stuck on his own with no support nearby. The second 

fellow went for an obvious weak spot, and then was ambushed by my foot to his face, which 

took him out. 

“These two have survived by staying back and planning together… but on the other hand, 

constant strategizing for every move your enemy makes doesn‟t work when you have to go over 

it again and again and wait for every soldier to confirm in.” Zerrex added, then he sprang 

forwards, startling both of the tigers as their arms rose defensively… before he dropped and 

swept both their legs neatly out from under them, one of them barely catching himself against the 

ropes before Zerrex landed a flat palm to his chest and winced when several of the ropes snapped 

off with loud twangs, soldiers yelping as their comrade fell a few moments later out of the ring 

with a dazed look on his face. “As I uh… just demonstrated. Sorry about that.” 

He coughed a bit, then glanced down at the other soldier, who was attempting to wiggle 

his way under the last rope… and Zerrex reached down, hefted him by the ankles as he winced 

and looked over his shoulders, before bending his heels up to touch his lower back and sitting on 



his ankles, cheerfully pinning the huge feline as he shoved him down by the back of the head 

with one hand. “I hate wrestling. Why? Because the moves are so damn awkward. Hurts like 

hell, doesn‟t it?” 

The tiger groaned something that Zerrex guessed meant „yes,‟ and then the Drakkaren 

applied a bit more pressure forwards, grabbing one of his wrists and pulling it up to the center of 

his back as well now as the feline bucked and tried to move beneath him, ignoring Cherry‟s 

shouts and taunts. “Here‟s my advice. Surrender, before I end up breaking you in two.” A pause, 

and then the Drakkaren smiled slightly at a muttered curse from the tiger, leaning down and 

saying softly in his ear: “You can‟t win this fight. Know when you‟re beaten, or else…”  

The lizard let the silence roll out as soldiers muttered to each other, and then there was a 

gentle crack before the tiger arched his back, his teeth grit in pain as Zerrex twisted his arm and 

popped his elbow out of place. He waited a few seconds, and then the tiger surrendered beneath 

him before groaning as there was another pop as the Drakkaren snapped his arm back together 

and then stood up, the feline rolling over the moment Zerrex was on his feet to cradle his injured 

arm. The reptile looked around the room as he rubbed at his chest, Cherry still catcalling from 

the near the back of the crowd, and then he sighed and walked over to the ropes, shouting at her: 

“You‟re not setting a good example here!” 

“And you‟re a tightass, Boss.” Cherry barked in return, then she shoved her way through 

the crowd and leapt up into the ring, before grinning over her shoulder and saying cheerfully: 

“Hey, I got an idea! Queen bitch, why don‟t you come up here and fight me?” 

Alexis glared up at her, then immediately jumped up into the ring as Zerrex quickly 

scampered out, wandering around to stand by Killer with a wince as he muttered: “What if one of 

them gets thrown out of the ring and they start chucking weights at each other?” 

“Alexis wouldn‟t do that.” Killer paused, crossing his arms as his eyes settled on Cherry 

as she flexed, then a wince crossed his muzzle as they exchanged a slew of vulgarities obscene 

enough to make him flush a bit. “You know what? Just in case, it should be very clear that 

getting tossed out of the ring is a loss.” 

“Yeah, good idea.” Zerrex mumbled, then he held up a fist as Killer looked at him 

curiously. “Rock-paper-scissors to decide who has to referee?” 

“You big pansies, I‟ll do it.” Cindy said mildly, then she walked by to climb up to the 

side of the ring, clearing her throat and then shouting to get the attention of the two females who 

were currently locked in an insult match with one-another, and they both looked at her with 

surprise before she said in a cheerful voice: “Alright, the rules are simple. Cherry, no grabbing 

Alexis‟ hair and pulling. Alexis, no telekinesis. Cherry, no setting her on fire. Alexis, I feel I 

have to warn you seriously, do not under any circumstances hit Cherry in the crotch, since she‟ll 

take it very personally. Cherry, no groping or fondling of breasts, your own or your opponents, 

or any other sexual area for that matter. Otherwise, try to keep the taunts to a minimum, and first 

one to surrender wins, or first one thrown out of the ring. Ready…” 

Cindy rose a hand as Cherry and Alexis readied themselves, facing each other and glaring 

into one another‟s eyes… and then Cindy shouted, dropping her arm: “Fight!” 

Immediately, Alexis rose her hands as her sharp blue eyes searched for a weakness… and 

Cherry struck a pose, wiggling her hips back and forth as she put her hands behind her head, 

scrunching her muzzle up as she mocked: “Ooh, look at me, I‟m a pretty princess! You can brush 

my hair, dress me up in clothes, and I even come with a moan button for when you put your dirty 

parts in me! Dirty, dirty, dirty princess action figure, now with extra girly-muscle!” 



Alexis glared furiously as Cherry continued to wiggle, then stepped forwards and 

punched Cherry in the face, and the demoness fell sprawled on her back. Zerrex frowned, 

however, then recognized the tactic as Killer looked nonplussed, shaking his head and muttering: 

“Oh, don‟t worry… it‟s just starting. I‟ve seen Cherry do this before.” 

The female stared a bit, then looked down at her own fist before leaning over to peer at 

Cherry, a bruise forming quickly over her muzzle… and then the ivory white feline snarled, 

leaping backwards as both of Cherry‟s combat boots snapped up and she leapt to her feet, 

grinning widely as the color of her scales flickered to solid green, saying cheerfully: “Whoops, it 

looks like I have the advantage here, Alexis honey-cupcake-darling.” 

The tigress snorted, though, raising her hands gamely and saying coldly: “Come on, 

Cherry. Stop screwing around… or is it because you‟re scared to fight me, is that it?” 

“Oh, believe me… we‟ll see just who‟s scared in a minute.” Cherry grinned widely, her 

eyes flashing, and then she leapt forwards, kicking out hard at the feline‟s side before drawing 

her foot back a moment before it hit the hand that Alexis dropped to snag it in midair, spinning 

around on the toe of her other boot and slamming her foot home towards the feline‟s stomach, 

Alexis barely managing to twist out of the way as the heel of Cherry‟s boot scraped along her 

abs. 

Killer and Zerrex both watched curiously as soldiers throughout the crowd gaped as the 

displays of speed, agility, and raw power, the two leaping back and forth through the ring so fast 

that they seemed to almost be flashes, and then Killer tilted his head down towards Zerrex, 

saying softly: “I don‟t even remember Cherry being this strong the last time we fought 

together… and if I‟m not mistaken, she‟s predicting moves even further into the future now than 

she was the last time I saw her fight Alexis.” 

“Yeah… she‟s improved, to say the least.” Zerrex said softly, then he shook his head a bit 

as Cherry dove towards Alexis with a downwards punch that the feline leapt gracefully over, the 

demoness landing and skidding on all fours before throwing herself to the side as Alexis 

slammed her fist down into the floor of the ring hard enough to crack it, before leaning 

backwards and almost falling over as one of Cherry‟s boots snapped past her head. “At this rate, 

they‟re going to very quickly wear one-another out.”  

“I wouldn‟t be so sure…” A pause, and then a stare as Cherry mirrored several of his 

wife‟s attacks, a hard double kick colliding in midair before both spun around and shoved off 

one another‟s shoes to land on their hands against the floor of the ring, only to shove back in the 

air and twist around in midair as they landed with their backs to opposite corners. “On the other 

hand, Alexis makes me feel just a bit… slow… sometimes. I honestly didn‟t think what just 

happened was possible.” 

“And yet they look so happy for the challenge.” Zerrex said dryly, and Killer snorted 

with amusement, grinning a bit as he amiably squeezed one of the lizard‟s shoulders. “I‟m just 

glad they don‟t have weapons, or this whole room would be in tatters by now.” 

In the ring, Cherry charged towards Alexis, then ducked suddenly low under a hard kick, 

before wincing as the feline slammed her heel down into her back… but the demoness took the 

hit well, falling to her knees but immediately wrapping her arms around the feline‟s leg, Alexis 

blinking before letting out a grunt of surprise as she was hefted into the air, catching herself from 

falling on her face with her hands before she was half-dragged around in a circle, gritting her 

teeth as she drew her other leg back and quickly walked along the floor of the ring with her 

hands to avoid falling… but a moment later, Cherry threw herself backwards, jerking the leg she 



had a hold of painfully up to the middle of Alexis‟s back as the muscular female‟s weight drove 

the feline to the ground. 

But the vibration allowed her leg to slip free for a bare moment, and immediately Alexis 

spun around to attempt to wrap her legs tight around Cherry‟s throat… but the demoness slipped 

neatly upwards between her thighs and tackled her upper body to the ground, Alexis grunting 

before wincing as Cherry half-punched, half-slapped her with a cackle before shoving a palm 

into Cherry‟s gut and sending her flying towards the other side of the ring. 

She crashed into the ropes, but continued to laugh stupidly as Alexis rubbed 

embarrassedly at her reddened cheek, the demoness pointing at her and saying cheerfully: “I got 

you, bitch! I got you good, and the whole damn world can see! What do you think of that now, 

huh? Ain‟t no one can beat me!” 

“It isn‟t over yet!” Alexis snapped, then she ran forwards, and almost immediately 

Cherry was up on her feet and slipping along the sides of the ring, easily avoiding the first set of 

attacks. The feline snarled a bit… then controlled herself, drawing backwards to avoid falling 

into Cherry‟s pace and playing her little games. I have to stop and think… that‟s all Cherry‟s 

trying to stop me from doing. I might have size and reach on her, but she‟s fast, strong, and 

she‟ll avoid any kind of direct physical attack…  

Cherry snorted, crossing her arms and grinning a bit as Alexis‟s eyes sized her up, drew 

over her body… and then the demoness sat down and assumed a meditative position, Alexis 

blinking a bit as she said thoughtfully: “I am… the savior of the universe… here… to destroy 

that which… would destroy all good sexual things… like porn and bad animations on the 

internet done by amateur artists.” 

Alexis bit her cheek to avoid from replying as she continued to sort all the information 

she had gathered up. I‟ll slip around her, then… that‟s my best shot at beating her… “Knock-

knock.” 

“Who‟s there?” Cherry piped up, almost immediately looking cheerful, and Zerrex 

winced a bit, rubbing a hand through his hair at the bad feeling he got from Alexis‟s grin. 

“Cherry.” Alexis said mildly, and the other female blinked a bit before, as she opened his 

mouth, Alexis immediately interrupted: “Already came, sorry.” 

It took Cherry a moment to get the joke, but then she glared and jumped to her feet, 

saying huffily: “I‟ll have you know that I‟m very good at controlling my orgasm until the precise 

moment that it would best suit mine or my current partner‟s interests, Miss Alexis.” She put her 

hands on her hips and snorted, tilting her muzzle in the air, and then demanded: “I think you 

should apologize.” 

“Alright.” A pause, and then Alexis walked over to the ropes, winking down at Zerrex 

and saying cheerfully: “Hey, I‟m sorry your squeaktoy here is such a letdown in bed… if you 

want, I can-” 

“Bitch!” Cherry lowered her head and charged like a bull, and Alexis winced before 

leaping and slipping out of the way, and a moment later Cherry crashed headfirst into one of the 

posts at the corners of the ring and fell over, groaning and grabbing at her head before rolling 

around on the floor comically, and Alexis could only stare before the demoness began to crawl 

over to her, mumbling: “I will do very bad things to you.” 

Cherry scratched at one of her boots slowly, and Alexis made a face before reaching 

down… and immediately Cherry seized her wrist, cackled and grinned sharkishly at the feline as 

she jerked her head back, looking repulsed, before rolling and jerking down hard to drag her to 

the ground. Alexis, however, dove into a roll, safely avoiding Cherry‟s attempt to pin before she 



spun around on her side and kicked both feet outwards, the demoness grunting as she rose both 

forearms in front of her face to block the hard attack. 

The feline leapt up to her feet… and Cherry immediately followed suit, raising her fists 

as the two glared at each other before Cherry winced and rubbed at her head… and then her eyes 

widened before she grabbed her own crotch and spun around, yelling: “I surrender!” and 

charging out of the ring, leaping over a group of horrified soldiers and heading for the door as 

Zerrex groaned and dropped his head in one hand.  

Alexis stared for a few moments, then ran to the edge of the ring, waving one arm angrily 

and shouting: “You can‟t surrender! Get the hell back here!” And a moment later, she too leapt 

out of the ring and charged off after the female, and Killer exchanged a look with Zerrex before 

the Drakkaren shrugged a bit and smiled tiredly. 

“This is my life.” he said plainly, and then exchanged a quick goodbye with Killer before 

leaving with Cindy, leaning over to murmur to her quietly: “Are you thinking what happened 

what I‟m thinking what happened?” 

“If you‟re thinking what I‟m thinking what happened, then yes.” Cindy nodded a bit as 

they pushed out the doors into one of the halls of the facility, then quickened their pace as they 

saw Alexis turn a corner ahead, hot on the trail of Cherry as their mixed shouts echoed down the 

hall. “It makes sense though… if she got too excited, too into the fight, she might‟ve started 

changing without anyone noticing… in the studies we did of Dragokkaren who had size and 

body shift abilities, heightened emotions often led to form reversion…” 

“Gods, no wonder Cherry calls you Books.” Zerrex muttered, and Cindy snorted before 

pausing and glancing at Zerrex curiously as they rounded the corner, and then they both winced 

as they saw Alexis pounding on a door and yelling through the wood before rudely shoving it 

open. “Oh, wonderful.” 

“Out of curiosity, before all hell breaks loose in the base, why exactly does Cherry call 

Marina Bebop, anyway?” Cindy asked casually, as they hurried past a few soldiers on patrol 

towards the door, both hoping against hope that Cherry wouldn‟t lose control of her form before 

they had a chance to explain to Killer and Alexis privately about what happened. 

A moment later, however, Alexis skidded out the door, her eyes bulging and her hands 

covering her muzzle, then she shot past them, gagging and looking pale. Zerrex and Cindy both 

stared after her, then looked towards the doors as several other female soldiers ran out, and the 

Drakkaren replied calmly to Cindy‟s question: “Bebop is an old cartoon character… we‟d watch 

the show on TV sometimes after missions, when we were just relaxing. He acted intelligent but 

he was really just a dancing fool, one of the villains… what?” 

“You and Cherry watched cartoons after slaughtering people?” Cindy asked flatly, and 

Zerrex shrugged a bit before they both made a face at the smell currently emanating from the 

bathroom, the female asking in a strangled voice: “What the hell is that?” 

Cherry emerged a moment later with a blast of the stuff through the swinging door, and 

both Zerrex and Cindy gagged as the demoness rubbed at her pale muzzle, looking ill. “I 

complained about eating some bad meat and set someone‟s floater on fire.” She paused, rubbing 

a bit at her head as she added stupidly: “The smell sure as hell got me back under control. I got 

all a-flutter and thought I was going to end up doing something… bad… in the ring.” 

Zerrex nodded and made a face, quickly staggering away from the smell as he muttered: 

“Good. Now go roll around in the snow to get rid of the smell.” 



“Yeah, going now.” Cherry responded agreeably, waving at the air in front of her muzzle 

and mumbling to herself as she stumbled down the hall in a cloud of reek. “What the fuck did I 

set on fire… what the hell do they eat up here…” 

When Zerrex and Cindy returned to the arena, the military group had moved on to some 

other demonstration, but one of the soldiers – in gear Zerrex recognized as being from Killer‟s 

prized „Predator‟ company – handed him a note once he stepped into the room, saying 

courteously: “General Huxley requests your company at the main table in the dining room at 

eighteen hundred hours, sir.” 

“Thank you, soldier.” Zerrex nodded, and the Predator saluted quickly before walking 

past, the Drakkaren glancing down at the note: it said almost the same thing on it, but also 

included a postscript that read: „Feel free to come find us at any time: Alexis has returned to 

working with her personal sniper unit and I‟ll be in the meeting room.‟ 

Zerrex handed it over to Cindy, who glanced it over before pocketing it, and the 

Drakkaren paused for a moment as he looked over at the weight sets, asking mildly: “So what are 

Marina and the wolf doing?” 

“I couldn‟t find much, but there was some paper and a few pencils left over in a desk 

drawer… so they‟re probably both sketching upstairs, the one thing they do quietly together.” 

Cindy strode over to the bench, sitting down on it and smiling slightly. “Why, you want to get 

back into practice?” 

“Couldn‟t hurt to work out and relax a little.” Zerrex admitted, nodding and rolling his 

shoulders as he added: “Plus it‟s one of the few quiet things Cherry‟ll do with us and not beg for 

sex or squawk too much.” 

Cherry, however, didn‟t show up for another hour, leaving the two to have a peaceful 

workout as the warrior tigers around the room stared in shock at the weight the two were capable 

of moving while still keeping up an amiable banter. Upstairs, however, Zerrex wasn‟t sure if his 

mood became better or worse when he found Cherry posing naked for Mahihko and Marina, who 

were both drooling slightly… since Cherry was posing naked as him. 

The Drakkaren glared at Cherry as Cindy snorted laughter, quickly closing the door 

behind them… and then Zerrex let out a yelp when Cherry immediately grabbed him and pulled 

him over, saying hungrily: “Kiss me!” 

A moment later, he had his jaws locked with a copy of himself, and his eyes bulged in 

shock as he resisted Cherry‟s efforts to get him to kiss back, hating the way she – now he, he 

supposed… I‟m confused – ground his length against him: it was creepy, in a word. He quickly 

wiggled free… but Marina was staring and Mahihko was flat out gaping, before the two 

exchanged a look and said pleadingly at the same time: “More!” 

“Hell no!” Zerrex fumed… and yet ten minutes later, he was posing with a grin pasted on 

his muzzle and an arm around Cherry, one of them standing with a bulging cock fully erect and 

no scars on a smooth, younger body… and the real Zerrex flaccid but still showing off his length, 

both embarrassed but strangely pacified by the attention he was being given by everyone, even 

Cindy looking entertained and unable to keep her eyes completely on the book she was reading 

as Marina and Mahihko sketched like mad. 

Ten minutes to six, and Zerrex didn‟t think he‟d ever been more thankful to get moving: 

even Cherry seemed like she was getting tired of her pose and had been mumbling for a while 

about how much her penis was starting to ache and that she was going to have the worst case of 

blue-ovary ever. The Drakkaren didn‟t even bother arguing with her, but was afraid to move at 

the same time – even though Mahihko had done a sketch by now and was working diligently 



over by Cindy, Marina was still detailing like crazy and glared at them every time they even 

breathed too loudly, shouting an order to stand still here and there. 

But as the clock began to tick down those last few minutes, the two slipped free and 

Cherry shifted her form back to her usual body before she clutched her own crotch, moaning and 

grumbling about being sensitive before waddling over to her clothes. Zerrex, meanwhile, was all 

too glad to put on his own, and Marina mumbled something under her breath that sounded 

suspiciously like a pelt joke before suddenly brightening and bounding over to her father to show 

off her artwork. “Isn‟t it pretty?” 

Zerrex gaped, staring in shock: it looked almost like an old black-and-white photo, 

complete with a somewhat-grainy quality she‟d added on purpose… except she‟d made the 

Cherry-Zerrex a bit smaller and him a bit larger in… every way, he noted. Yeah. That‟s big. And 

the backdrop… “Is… that Uroboros?” 

“I‟m glad you recognized it!” Marina smiled warmly, hugging the picture against her 

chest and looking up at him with an embarrassed shuffle of one foot, saying happily: “I know 

you like being big, so I decided it‟d be fun to draw you at about twenty five times your height… 

I hope you don‟t mind.” 

“Not at all.” Zerrex said dumbly, then he smiled and reached out to stroke her face 

gently, saying softly: “It‟s beautiful, Marina. Thank you.” 

He leaned in, kissing her forehead, and she blushed before happily walking over to store 

the picture away in a safe place. A few moments later, an embarrassed Mahihko came over, and 

he held up the art he‟d done with a blush, mumbling: “It‟s… not much…” 

The wolf had sketched him and Cherry at different angles, and although it lacked the 

talent and realism of Marina‟s artwork – It‟s a bit more… thick, I guess you could say – it had… 

something else. Zerrex took the pictures gently, shuffling through them and halting on a portrait 

of himself that wasn‟t actually half bad despite the obvious difficulty Mahihko had had with the 

angle of his muzzle and face… and then he smiled slightly, reaching a hand out to squeeze the 

wolf‟s shoulder gently as he said softly: “It‟s a lot. Thank you, Mahihko.” 

He leaned down, kissing the wolf‟s forehead, and Mahihko blushed happily and 

wandered away. And unlike Marina, he never wanted to have his pictures hung up or shown off 

or seemed to care what Zerrex did with them once they were safely delivered to the reptile… he 

did it just to get a smile from the lizard and then he left. The wolf was unselfish… and this 

seemingly-small thing, his hard work in learning how to draw and giving his sketches to the 

reptile he sometimes called his father… it always touched Zerrex‟s heart. 

On the other hand, Marina was now glaring angrily at Mahihko as Zerrex set the 

drawings down on his bed, and the wolf shied away from her, his tail tucking between his legs 

before she turned and walked over to her father, hugging him tightly around the neck. Zerrex 

hugged her back around the waist, making a bit of a face… but by the clock on the wall, they 

were going to end up late if they spent any longer here, so he cleared his throat and said mildly: 

“Come on, everyone, time to go. We don‟t want to show up-” 

“Tardy to the partay!” Cherry supplied, pumping a fist in the air and looking back and 

forth for support… and then she made a face and muttered something about how they were all 

losers before heading for the door. Zerrex rolled his eyes, then followed with the others, Marina 

still clinging to him. 

They found the dining hall without much trouble, and Killer waved at them from the head 

table at the front, where he and Alexis were currently digging in to what Cherry referred to as 

„kitchen scraps‟ with a group of Predators and other officers, most of them dressed in Kesteven 



uniform… but Zerrex also noted two Drakkai as they drew closer, and one of them immediately 

leapt to his feet at the sight of Zerrex, his eyes widening before Zerrex stared, a faint memory 

flickering through his head as he said dumbly: “You. You‟re that… Becca!” 

“Oh sweet fuck, please tell me you aren‟t still mad about me stealing your pants back 

then, right? Because like I said then and have said again time after time, it was business!” Becca 

cowered back a bit, then he smoothed out the officer‟s uniform he wore as he coughed and added 

dumbly: “By the way, you‟re lookin‟ real in shape there for an old dude, Lord Zerrex. You 

know, real… fit and stuff.”  

The smallish Drakkaren pumped an arm with a laugh, then he adjusted the fez he still 

wore on his head before beginning to play with the rainbow-colored scarf he wore, causing his 

many rings and the little silver chain around his neck with the name he went by on it glinting in 

the light. Killer and Alexis looking on dumbly for a few moments before the liger coughed a bit 

and said: “Well… I‟m glad you two… know one another, then. Please, Zerrex, sit down…  I‟ll 

have someone bring you a tray.” 

“I‟ll get it, Daddy.” Cindy said gently, tapping his shoulder, and Zerrex exchanged a 

smile with her before sitting down in the empty spot beside Becca, the other Dragokkaren 

nodding to him and murmuring something in Hez‟Rannan, Zerrex managing back a friendly 

hello in the same language. For a little while there was an awkward silence… and then the others 

returned with trays of food, and Cherry immediately began causing problems by kicking Alexis 

under the table. 

Alexis glared at her, and Cherry whistled innocently before grunting and almost falling 

over, her chair sliding back a notch as she was nudged by a telekinetic push. She sniffed 

disdainfully, then quickly began to dig into her food, Zerrex wincing at her atrocious manners as 

Cindy asked pleasantly: “So how is everyone today?” 

Minor conversation continued between those along the table as Becca poked at Zerrex‟s 

bicep, earning a glower from the Drakkaren before the smaller reptile mumbled that he just 

wanted to see his tattoo. That made the lizard roll his eyes, and the two exchanged jabs and 

threats before sinking into actual conversation about the state of Hez‟Ranna and Ire‟s 

interference. 

The latter topic caught Killer‟s attention as they finished eating, the liger frowning a bit 

and shaking his head slowly. “It‟s a safe bet that Ire‟s been interfering up here, too… we have a 

report that an Irenic probe was launched into the snows, but there‟s no way we‟ll ever find it…” 

Killer made a face, rubbing at his muzzle slowly. “It‟s a puzzle. Most of my technology is more 

advanced than Ire‟s, other than those new BAD suits they‟ve designed and some of the 

miscellaneous junk they have in their military bases… but I‟ve never been able to capture or 

figure out the way their probe and droid units work. They‟re self-sustaining, they don‟t show up 

on any of our scanning equipment other then short-range, high-wave radar, and the moment you 

get too close to one, they explode so cleanly you‟d never know there had been anything there a 

moment before.” 

“Killer‟s been frustrating himself trying to stop Ire from getting into the arctic site.” 

Alexis added, patting the liger‟s arm as he snorted and looked at her with amusement. “We‟ve 

got it completely covered, shielded, and locked down, yet we‟re still detecting abnormal life 

forms in the vicinity.” 

“You mean, other than the demons and other crazy thingamabobs that crawl out of the 

portal.” Becca said glumly, picking at his mashed potatoes before dropping his fork and sighing, 

putting his hands behind his head as he leaned back in his chair. “Let‟s see what came out of 



there today, for instance… a fucking wooden bucket, of all things, that hit me square in the chest 

because some asshole demon likely threw it from the other side… a few small things we‟ve 

dubbed Moles, because that‟s what they look most like… a zombie or two that died almost 

instantly when it hit the cold air and turned to a block of ice, which we burned for safety 

purposes…” A long pause, and then he made a face. “Oh. And a bunch of fucking gigantic bugs. 

Real glimpse of the jungles back home, you know? Like I haven‟t seen enough centipedes the 

size of my goddamn arm in my life. Thank shit for the fact they die fast in the snow.” 

“Thank you for that eloquent summary.” Killer said dryly, and then he made a face as he 

looked over to Zerrex. “But I will say one thing… we did have one demon who really fucked up 

our operations for a short while come out of there, although everything else has been, as Becca 

often puts it, „shit.‟ But this demon…” Killer shook his head, crossing his arms and frowning 

down at his plate. “Twenty three injured, seven casualties.” 

“Some bitch-demon…” Alexis added, shaking her head with distaste and leaning on the 

table, looking across at Cherry with a grin. “I was out there, and it was just lucky I didn‟t have 

my rifle close… or Killer would be showing it the meaning of pain right now. Hell or not, we 

don‟t like to see our soldiers die.” 

Yeah. This isn‟t awkward at all. Zerrex thought morbidly, and then Cherry snorted and 

muttered: “Yeah, like you could shoot… it.” she finished lamely, and Alexis frowned at her 

before the demoness added in a firm tone, leaning forwards and raising a finger. “I would bet 

money that a demon like that couldn‟t be taken down by a single shot from even your big-ass 

rifle… but supposing it could uh…” A stupid grin to Killer. “What would you do to it, if you did 

catch it?” 

Killer grunted, shaking his head with distaste. “Thinking about it, I‟m not sure. I know 

what Alexis wants me to do, of course…” The two tigers traded a grin for a moment as Cherry‟s 

eyes widened in excitement… before her face collapsed into a grimace as Killer finished flatly: 

“But being a demon, I wouldn‟t want to give it too much pleasure. It‟d be better just to kill it and 

avenge my soldiers.” 

“Well, that sucks.” Cherry grumbled, crossing her arms and looking sulky… but 

thankfully, with Cherry being Cherry, her disappointment at the lack of having what the two 

probably thought was just another rape fantasy for her to drool over was overlooked.  

Zerrex wondered for a moment how to breach the subject, and then Marina said casually, 

without looking up from the salad she was munching: “Cherry‟s the demon.” 

Cherry gaped at her stupidly, the bandanna she was still wearing flapping around her 

head, and both Killer and Alexis stared for a moment at Cherry before both of them laughed, and 

Marina frowned as Cindy muttered something in her ear and Zerrex urged her silently not to do 

this. “Oh, come on! You can‟t hate your big sister that much, can you? Or are you doing this as a 

favor to Cherry out of the hopes Killer here will „rape her to some point of intense agony?‟” 

Becca, on the other hand, peered over at Cherry thoughtfully, then tilted his head towards 

Zerrex, mumbling: “I could believe that, especially after hearing she was in Hell for a little 

while… besides, I don‟t hold a grudge. We were all a bit trigger happy these days and she killed 

one of the former MPs who used to extort my little shop all the time. Tell her thank you for me, 

huh?” 

“You‟re a cold-blooded little monster.” Zerrex said mildly, and then he reached down 

and grabbed one of Becca‟s larger rings, twisting it painfully into his finger to bend his entire 

hand awkwardly, the Drakkaren wincing and letting out a whine of pain as he leaned to the side. 

“By the way, if I go back to the archives and find out this particular ring here was one of Huck‟s, 



I‟m going to do terrible things to your body that will cause you vast amounts of pain. And after 

that, I‟m going to tell Albatross, who will also do terrible things to your body and likely revoke 

your merchant‟s permit.” 

“Maybe you should just take it and we can forget the whole thing?” Becca squeaked, and 

Zerrex yanked the ring off the Drakkaren‟s finger, who immediately clutched his hands together, 

sulking and holding his now-bloody knuckle. “You‟re a bastard.” 

“You‟re a wimp.” Zerrex shot back… then he winced when Killer glared at Cherry, who 

had likely said something stupid, and the liger slammed his hands down into the table, looking 

injured as Alexis frowned deeply and leaned back a bit from Cherry in confusion. 

“How could you… kill… Cherry, I can understand some blue-on-blue fire, but the reports 

I received were that the demon… you… burned down almost half the outpost!” Killer said 

angrily, his loud voice echoing through the dining hall as most other conversation in the room 

ground to a halt. Alexis, however, muttered something to him, and Killer slowly sat down, 

frowning a bit and then glancing over to Zerrex, asking in a voice that was almost pleading: “Did 

you know about this? Zer, please. You and Cherry are my friends. I don‟t want to think that you 

would hide this from me.” 

Zerrex shook his head slowly, sighing as he clutched Huck‟s ring in his hand and saying 

softly: “I wanted to tell you earlier, Killer, I did… but… I figured it would be best to wait until 

things had settled down.” He glanced pointedly at Marina, who shrank a bit in her chair at his 

dark look. “Cherry is… Cherry, wait.” 

The female had already stood up, through, bowing to Killer and Alexis before turning and 

quickly stomping off and shoving a soldier out of her way as she went, his tray flying from his 

hands to splatter food over the others as Killer dropped his head in one hand with a wince. No 

fight started, though, as Cherry glared around the room before shoving her way through the 

doors and knocking another soldier down, before Zerrex looked over to the two and said quietly: 

“I‟m sorry for the mess and ruckus, Killer, I am. My family and I are prepared to do whatever it 

takes to make it up to you and these soldiers… but Cherry needs a bit of understanding right 

now. She‟s literally been through Hell, and even though it‟s not my place to defend her-” 

“No, no, it‟s fine.” Killer rose a hand, leaning back in his chair and looking depressed, 

rubbing a hand through his Mohawk slowly as he glanced over to Alexis, who had taken one of 

his huge hands into her own gently. “When I think back on some of the things I‟ve done… I can 

understand. And after all the time I‟ve spent with Alexis, I know what it‟s like to love someone 

so much that you‟d do anything for them…” He paused, then shook his head a bit, saying 

quietly: “We can talk more later. I think for now we should all have our space.” 

Zerrex nodded, then he bowed a bit to the huge tiger and the others at the table, the rest of 

his family following suit before he said quietly aside to Marina: “You‟re on gun detail. I want 

every piece of ammunition checked over and every gun we have cleaned out, and a full count of 

all the ammo we have in stock. You‟d better start with bringing the anti-tank rifle up to the 

room… it‟s stacked in the armory with several other rifles.” 

“Yes, Father.” Marina whispered, nodding to him and bowing her head silently, and she 

quietly strode away to find the gun as Zerrex and the rest of the family made their way up to the 

room. 

Cherry was back in her real body now: her demonic form, hugging herself and looking 

miserable… and Zerrex nodded to her, and silently Cindy and Mahihko slipped past… before 

Mahihko hugged Cherry impulsively, and she looked down in shock as he mumbled 

embarrassedly: “I don‟t think you‟re a bad person, Cherry. I like you.” 



“Fuck off…” Cherry mumbled, but she blushed deeply and nodded, then grunted 

something that sounded almost like a thank-you as Mahihko wandered over to sit with Cindy. 

She looked after him quietly, then shook her head slowly and left the room with Zerrex to step 

into the other – a smaller, more private room that also had an attached bathroom, and Cherry 

glanced up at this before looking at Zerrex with a bit of a grin. “Wanna take a shower?” 

“I‟ll never understand you.” Zerrex said flatly… but he couldn‟t help smiling a bit in 

return, because all the same… he did understand her. They looked at each other, met one 

another‟s eyes, and whispered words they‟d forbidden themselves to say to one-another long 

ago… and only moments later, they were naked under the spray of hot water together in the 

shower stall, steam rising up from their bodies as Cherry moaned and pressed against him and 

Zerrex‟s thick, erect shaft ground into her stomach, their mouths working hungrily together as a 

bit of blood rolled down their muzzles from the their tongues wrestling dangerously between 

sharp teeth that bit as much as their mouths worked together. 

A bead of blood made its way along Cherry‟s neck, then down the slope of one large 

breast to touch her hard nipple, and from there it fell gently to the head of Zerrex‟s pulsing, 

obsidian cock; it continued its journey downwards, rolling along the underside of his shaft before 

touching his huge testicles. It slid along these, defying gravity to reach his thigh… and finally, it 

rolled down his leg, over a knee that was no longer completely there, and down to his foot to the 

floor, washed away through the water down the drain… and with it seemed to go all the worries 

and pain of the two for the moment, as they gave themselves to each other in their hungers and 

lusts, and Zerrex pulled back as Cherry rose one leg high and pressed it against the wall, the 

thick head of his penis rolling along the smooth wonderland of her body… 

He shoved forwards into her, and her sex stretched wide to accommodate him, the female 

not holding back her eager, hungry moans as she bucked hard forwards, one leg sliding around 

his waist as he buried fully inside of her with a growl of pleasure, arching his back as their kiss 

broke and he looked down at her with primal need, the demoness gazing back with the same. She 

began to rock her hips hard against him as he leaned back against the wall of the stall, thrusting 

hard upwards as his hands gripped tightly into her hips, her breasts bouncing under the hot spray 

of water from above that was only adding to the eroticism and pleasure… 

He thrusted firmly upwards over and over, at the same time gyrating his hips to screw his 

massive shaft into her, making her moan louder as the gargantuan black flesh ground against the 

walls of her sex as she gripped his shoulders tightly with both hands, sitting on his inclined hips 

as she gazed down at him hungrily, the two moving together lovingly but sinfully at the same 

time, challenging each other with growls and grunts as water continued to flow over their bodies, 

adding an extra wetness to every squelch of his shaft into her sex and the slap of his testicles 

against her anus. Her body flexed and seemed to ripple in the water as he rammed into her over 

and over, and he groaned in ecstasy at the feeling of her passage squeezing and rubbing against 

his member as he pounded up into her: not loose, but not too tight, either, and so very hot… and 

the sound of her breasts slapping against her wet body as she bounced on him mixed with the 

sound of his massive member thrusting into her was quickly causing his ecstasy to skyrocket, 

made the flesh of his cock feel painfully, exquisitely hard. 

They moved together hungrily, the reptile‟s thrusts increasing in strength as his muscles 

bulged, growling lightly under the flow of the water as his musculature stood out in perfect 

profile on his enormous form. Cherry only urged him on, however, leaning forwards so that he 

could feel her hard nipples scratching against the scales on his chest, her muzzle by his as she 

breathed hungrily against his wet neck, hair and sweat and water blurring his vision but her eyes 



boring into his as she grunted and moaned to him: “Zerrex… Zer… Boss… oh, Daddy, make me 

your bitch…” 

He growled in reply as he slid one arm up around her waist, cutting himself on the small 

spikes along her spine but not caring as he began to shove even harder into her, but slowing his 

pace to draw back more than half his enormous length as she bucked hard down against him, 

letting out a cry with every deep penetration of his gargantuan member into her body. His 

testicles struck against her anus with enough force to cause her to spasm at every thrust, and her 

body pressed closer to his, her moans increasing in volume as she let out ecstatic, needy cries, 

her passage beginning to clench tightly around the huge obsidian tower burying deep into it 

again and again. 

A few moments later, she arched her back, screaming her pleasure to the world as she 

shoved hand into the wall beside Zerrex with enough force to crack the tile, her eyes ablaze with 

bliss as she shoved herself down the Drakkaren‟s shaft, forcing him to hilt in her as she made 

short, hard bucks, the reptile grunting as he arched his back with a groan of pleasure and surprise 

at her aggression as her passage squeezed his huge cock tighter than he had ever felt, feeling his 

member being milked with terrible power before her fluids burst down in a rhythmic flow along 

his shaft, spurting out around the obsidian member as she released cry after cry of bliss. It lasted 

for more than a minute, her sweet nectar continuing to pump out of her body as her hands 

eventually gripped into his shoulders, glaring down at him hungrily as he snarled back at her, 

their eyes locked as her passage enveloped his penis in animal bliss… and then she finally let out 

another scream of pleasure and bucked extra hard, drawing back before the reptile pulled free, 

and a moment later he spun her around, gripping her wrists tightly as she automatically bent 

forwards, her expression hungry as she moaned: “More, more, more! I need more!” 

“Now we fill my needs first, bitch!” Zerrex replied hungrily, and he ground his massive 

shaft against her buttocks, her tail raising automatically as the obsidian member pushed between 

the large cheeks of her ass, the reptile growling teasingly before drawing far back and releasing 

her wrists, Cherry immediately pushing her hands against the fogged glass wall of the stall, 

looking over her shoulder with a moan as her fluids continued to leak from her wet, hot sex, hot 

water continuing to pour over the masculine chest of the male and her lowered back as he 

stepped away from the wall, her tail automatically half-wrapping around him. 

The head of his bulging cock teasingly poked into her tender rosebud, causing her to 

moan and buck slightly in anticipation, her tongue lolling out of her muzzle as she stared over 

her shoulder… and then he ground slowly down between her legs, pushing his massive cock 

between her thighs to press against her stomach, the hot, throbbing shaft grinding against her 

sensitive clitoris as she moaned and spasmed, her already-hot body sent rocketing into even 

greater bliss by the male‟s cock. Zerrex grinned hungrily behind her, his eyes flashing with a 

lustful fire even greater than that which burned in the eyes of the demoness… and then he leaned 

over her as he drew his hips back and her tail tightened around his waist instinctively to try and 

drag him closer, before the Drakkaren grasped one of her horns as the other pushed the head of 

his cock between the blossomed lips of her sex, saying hungrily: “Yes… I‟m going to fill you 

up…” 

 Cherry groaned hungrily and lowered his head… and then he shoved forwards, and she 

let out a shriek of bliss as if she had just been pierced for the first time, the reptile spreading his 

legs behind her and immediately beginning a rapid, hard thrusting that beat a wet tattoo against 

her thighs with his enormous testicles, Zerrex growling in pleasure as he slammed to the hilt over 

and over again, the hungry lips of her sex completely engulfing him into her slick, tight passage, 



the walls of her vagina massaging and squeezing the Drakkaren‟s shaft and bringing him to a 

level of bliss he had almost forgotten existed. He rammed over and over into her, not holding 

back as her body rocked violently, the reptile leaning over her and reaching down to dig his 

fingers painfully into the swell of one breast, pulling it back against her body as he felt one of her 

large, erect nipples slip between his fingers, and he growled hungrily at the feel of her firm flesh 

as she cried out over and over again, his other hand moving from one horn to her shoulder for 

support to let her drop her head fully, the female crying out over and over again in ecstasy.  

He felt his steel-stiff shaft hardening up further as the water splashed over them both, 

growling and grunting in primal ecstasy as he grinned down at her like a beast, hammering the 

female with his girthy cock even harder now as he moved forwards a bit more, his thrusts short 

but powerful enough to rock and bounce her body, free breast swinging wildly back and forth as 

she cried out again and again. It wasn‟t long before he felt as if he was thickening, growing even 

further inside the passage of the demoness, and then she arched her back and shrieked loudly, 

cracking the glass in front of her as she pressed forwards against it as her hips spasmed and 

bucked, another orgasm striking her and squeezing the Drakkaren‟s cock, inviting him to fill her 

with his load as her own sweet juices leaked down her thighs. 

The lizard grunted hungrily as the last of her orgasm washed through her, her passage 

giving a final few rhythmic clamps before her eyes widened as a new feeling entered her vagina, 

and her eyes bulged with ecstasy as Zerrex roared in pleasure behind her, his shaft twitching 

several times as he made short, incomplete thrusts, trying to resist before slamming to the hilt in 

her, both hands moving back to grasp her hips, claws digging through the scales to draw blood as 

he tilted his head back with another loud, primal cry of ecstasy that was drowned out by Cherry‟s 

shriek of bliss, yelling her master and father‟s name over and over again as the first volley of his 

seed blasted into her like a comic, filling her body with an ecstasy she hadn‟t even felt during her 

orgasms as shot after shot of his thick load spilled into her with powerful and fast thrusts, much 

of it squelching out to splatter back over the Drakkaren‟s own crotch and run down her thighs, to 

be quickly washed away in the flow of hot water from the shower. 

He pumped his seed into her as he pistoned his black-fleshed member in and out almost 

savagely, growling hungrily as he looked down at the body of the moaning demoness below 

him… and then, slowly, he came to a halt, panting hard and growling hungrily as he felt his shaft 

give a last few twitches inside of her, his whole body engulfed in a passionate fire before he 

slowly drew back as Cherry straightened with a moan, the lips of her sex sealing almost 

instantly… and then she turned around and he grabbed her by the sides, jerking her forwards in a 

passionate kiss that she immediately submitted to, their mouths working lovingly and firmly 

together before she drew back and gazed hungrily down to him from the ten feet of height that 

was the norm for her demonic form… and yet somehow she still seemed to be looking adoringly 

up at him before she grasped his thick cock with one hand, murring softly and whispering: 

“Here, Lord Zerrex… let me… ease another out from you… I‟m anxious to taste your seed…” 

She lowered her head, and Zerrex allowed her to gently set the very tip of his penis into 

her mouth as she fell to her knees… before he yanked her back by one of the horns, and she 

grunted in pain but looked up at him immediately with only respect, as he said softly: “You 

didn‟t say „please,‟ bitch…” A pause as she licked her own muzzle slowly, the look in her eyes 

telling him it wasn‟t the hot water splashing over her face that was making her blush… and then 

he added with a smile, fighting every instinct in his body: “And I think we‟ve had enough for 

today, in any case.” 



Cherry made a disgusted face at this, then she gazed longingly at his massive shaft before 

grasping his hips and leaning forwards to kiss it gently… and he watched her, grunting in 

pleasure as she leaned up and took it into her maw… down to her throat… and then down past 

that until her lips touched his waist with an expression of dreamy ecstasy, suckling slowly back 

as her tongue lapped around his cock before she drew dejectedly back until his penis sprang free 

of her muzzle, a clean thirty-two inches of black flesh slicked not with his-and-her juices now, 

but only saliva as she pushed her face gently against his enormous member for a moment, 

murmuring softly: “Whatever you want, Boss… but I still think you‟re a fuckin‟ idiot for givin‟ 

up this and my new „you‟ll-never-feel-it-bending‟ deepthroat trick.” 

“Whore.” Zerrex poked her forehead, and she grinned stupidly before the Drakkaren 

turned around, saying mildly: “But you can at least wash my back and my hair, if you want.” 

Cherry grunted at that, but he caught a glimpse of the cheerfulness in her eyes, and she 

went about the job briskly as Zerrex thought for a moment on the mentality of the female: be it 

sex, combat, or anything else, as long as he was the one giving her orders, she‟d do anything for 

him with a smile… and once again, it brought back memories of exactly why she‟d been given 

that number II plate, which she‟d apparently cherished enough to keep whole even through her 

long durance in Hell. 

Afterwards, he washed her over… and she attempted to coax him into sex, but he refused, 

only fondling her breasts gently from behind and making her flush and mutter about him being a 

stupid romantic. She hadn‟t exactly objected, though, and finally they‟d ended up back out in the 

room, Cherry curled against him as they lay together on one of the beds, her naked and him in 

his pants as she asked with a slight smile: “So what the fuck‟s on your mind, Boss? You‟re never 

quiet for long before you ask me some mind-boggling philosophical treaty or some shit like 

that.” 

“Does it ever occur to you that sometimes you should just keep your mouth shut?” Zerrex 

asked dryly, and Cherry grunted something in response before he asked gently, deciding to go 

the direct route: “What do you remember about Hell, Cherry… and what exactly are you keeping 

from me?” 

Cherry made a face at this, squirming against him before she looked lamely up into his 

eyes, and she finally mumbled: “I dun wanna talk about it… it‟s stupid.” A pause at the frown on 

the Drakkaren‟s features, and she fidgeted a bit more before saying quietly: “I know I‟ve 

changed… and I… I guess I‟m scared of that, you know? I‟m scared of what Hell can do to you, 

what those demons are capable of, especially the Scribes and Scholars… and worst of all, I 

understand why the fuck so many of them wanna get out of there, beautiful as parts of it are, and 

despite as… as well as I fit in there.” She glanced up at him and smiled a bit, murmuring: “It‟s 

like the old days in the Legion. I hate that I care about you, Zerrex… and I hate myself for 

knowing I can‟t protect you from it.” 

“We reap what we sow, Cherry.” The Drakkaren said quietly, glancing down and shaking 

his head a bit, before he smiled faintly as he rubbed a hand through his hair slowly. “Yeah, 

I‟m… I‟m pretty terrified myself, honestly, of what awaits, but I don‟t want to give up, and I‟ve 

never known you to give up or be… you know…” 

“So childish as I‟ve been lately, yeah.” Cherry admitted, nodding a bit against him and 

then making a disgusted face. “Believe me, I‟m trying to control myself… but I guess I finally 

just get why Marina can be the same way with you. And because both me and her are struggling 

to show you we can do what‟s best for you, that we care about you, it‟s ended up becoming a 



war. A war that I‟m pretty damn sure I‟ll lose, with Marina being telepathic and all that other 

shit. She‟s one scary little mofo, I‟ll tell you that.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, then he sighed and sat up, rubbing a hand gently along the curves of 

Cherry‟s body as they traded a look, the female winking and sliding her legs apart slightly, but 

the Drakkaren only rolled his eyes and poked her stomach, before asking softly: “And why are 

you so scared to tell me about all these new abilities…” A pause, and he asked a better question 

after a moment of thought: “Why the hell do you have every superpower ever?” 

“I am not a super-thing.” Cherry said pettishly, sitting up and tilting her muzzle upwards 

arrogantly as she crossed her arms. “Except super-awesome and super-boobed, and super-good-

in-bed, ad etcetera. But to answer your- yeah, please don‟t hurt me.” The demoness shrank away 

with a wince, hopping off the bed to crouch on the ground as she covered her head. “I‟m a Dius, 

it‟s in my nature, I swear.” 

Zerrex kicked her lightly in the kidney, and she grunted before quickly sitting on the bed 

across from him, settling herself before crossing her legs primly and knitting her fingers together, 

looking at him thoughtfully. “See, I honestly don‟t know. I mean, sure, I‟ve had a mess of weird 

abilities ever since I was a kid… freaky shit‟s always happened around me, too, you know? And 

hell, you‟ve seen my powers in action yourself before I went to Hell, and even then I was starting 

to learn how to kill things with my mind.” 

“Yeah, that‟s a fun way to phrase it.” Zerrex said with a slight smile, and then he shook 

his head a bit at her odd-look. “Go on, flex the muscle you use best.” 

Cherry blinked and glanced down at her crotch stupidly for a moment before glaring at 

him. “Hey, you mean my ton…” She broke off, frowned thoughtfully, and then shrugged a bit. 

“Out of the context you meant it in, sure, I like to think I‟m good at that. But er…” A pause as 

she looked embarrassed, rubbing at her head slowly. “I uh… I never paid much attention to shit 

that went on in Hell… my main goal was waiting for the Sisters to tell me I could leave after a 

while and I had my little period thinking I could do alright by myself in Hell without you or 

anyone else. 

“Yeah, I think we all know what I got up to over those years. Same as before the Legion, 

same as after… wild sex, violence, partying, and feeling like shit and dragging my heels between 

the mind-numbing fucking with others and myself.” Cherry shook her head slowly, then she 

looked over Zerrex and said quietly: “So I never really did a lot of work, and I regret not learning 

everything I could. What I do know though, is this… 

“My grandfather was a Baron of one of Hell‟s northern provinces, I remember tellin‟ you 

that… but he was also the guy who destroyed Ezekiel‟s physical body and apparently he had 

some relationship with even the High Throne Monarchs.” Cherry rubbed at her head slowly, then 

she laughed faintly. “You know, this thought never occurred to me over those millennia… but I 

really should‟ve gone north and seen if he was still alive. I mean, sure, the rest of my family was 

shit… my father and my stepfather and all mom‟s many boyfriends beat and raped me, and 

Beatrice herself was a piece of work…” she shook her head slowly, murmuring quietly: “The 

one good thing she taught me was about my heritage… but the rest of it, all she craved was 

fucking and selling us, her own damn kids, for more fucking. 

“I… to be honest, I think the reason I‟m so strong is… do you remember what happened 

to my little sister, Sin?” Cherry glanced up quietly, and Zerrex did indeed remember… he had 

watched the very souls of the two sisters tangle together way back in the Hell of the Great War, 

and Sin had given herself up so Cherry could go on, combining her essence with her older 

sister‟s. Sin – known first to him as Cherubim, who had then served on the opposite side of the 



field as one of Narrius‟s feared RED officers – had originally been the one who had been able to 

shift her size and become a demonic, monstrous concubine, after all… and Sin too had been a 

succubus in her own way, looking for the same thing that Cherry had been searching for: not 

only a master who could tame her, but who had respect for her as well… even if that respect 

showed itself in strange ways. 

“Yeah. How could I forget her?” Zerrex nodded, rubbing idly at his bad leg, and Cherry 

nodded back as she paused for a few moments, frowning and sorting out her thoughts. Zerrex 

gave her time: with almost three millennia of memories to go through, he could guess how that 

would be a bit difficult. 

“Anyway… Sin was probably a Dius too. I know my mother… I think my mother was an 

only child, we never got much into heritage and shit… but I don‟t know what she would have 

been.” A long pause, and then a mumble: “Fuck shit. I wonder if she‟s in Hell too, with all the 

rest of the brood… now I really wanna keep you the fuck out of there.” A pause and she made a 

face. “My mom really would be your kind of MILF, except she might eat your head afterwards. 

If she‟d turned into a demon, I don‟t doubt she‟s serving as some high-ranking demon‟s 

concubine-slave-whore-bitch.”  

Cherry‟s voice dripped with anger and disgust as she clenched her hands into fists… and 

then she closed her eyes, relaxing a bit before shaking her head and frowning slightly. “Shit. I‟m 

sorry, Zerrex. I got no explanation because I never went sleuthing. I just… I just accepted it, I 

guess.” A pause and then a bit of a smile as she said softly: “But fuck, I might know a few dozen 

spells and have some crazy powers… but Zerrex, imagine what would happen if you became a 

demon.” 

Zerrex made a face at the vision of him with demon wings and flapping around caverns 

like an idiot, and he quickly cleared that from his mind before remembering something else he‟d 

meant to ask the female. “Speaking of other demons… what about Cleo? You said she was an 

Inquisitor?” A pause as Cherry‟s face tightened, and then he said hesitantly: “Does… she look 

like a Drakkaren?” 

Cherry blinked at this, then grinned slightly, rubbing her hands together as she leaned 

forwards, looking suddenly eager to talk about a subject that only a day or so earlier she‟d 

absolutely refused to breach on the plane. “Dude, so you could see her energy signature through 

the haze, couldn‟t you?” A pause, and then a snort at Zerrex‟s bewildered look. “Oh fuck, it‟s 

explanation time, then. This is like a really bad anime or something. Okay, listen up, retard.” 

“I hate you.” Zerrex said sourly, but he leaned forwards, intent on listening in any case 

even as he sulked a bit inside his head. Besides, it‟s interesting… at least… well… I think it‟s 

interesting… so… there. Poo-head. I should call her that. “You poo-head.” 

Cherry‟s mouth was left gaping open for a moment as she stared at him, then she made a 

face and asked mildly: “What the fuck? What are you, like, four? Like, shut up and listen.” A 

pause as Zerrex held up his hands, sulking a bit, and then she cleared her throat before 

continuing in a more amiable tone: “But like, in any case, so like… yeah. Cleo‟s an Inquisitor, 

that‟s right… and normally, those fuckers aren‟t permitted to leave Hell, and definitely not with 

their physical form and all that shit. I mean, the Inquisitors sorta have their batteries juiced-up 

regularly by the Scribes and Scholars, for instance, and they form a symbiotic circle: the 

Inquisitors protect the bookworms, and the bookworms use their abilities to ensure that ain‟t 

nobody gonna be able to resist their tortures. 

“That‟s not to say an Inquisitor that‟s not currently charged-up is gonna be a pushover… 

and she might‟ve called herself Cleo, but I remember her by another name that I can‟t speak.” 



Cherry made a face, shaking her head a bit as Zerrex tilted his head curiously. “I dunno, it‟s like, 

I can think it, and I can say it in my head, but every time I try to say it „Cleo‟ comes out. I think 

it‟s got some shit to do with some of the rituals they do in Hell… you know, so you can‟t go and 

tell everyone the name of your punisher or who to avoid. Keeps a nice anonymity for the 

Inquisitors for a period of years, which makes, you know, avoiding or gossiping about them hard 

as shit. 

“But Cleo is one of the higher-up Inquisitors… and whether I hate the bitch or not, she‟s 

tough, she‟s beautiful, and she is one cold bitch.” Cherry looked distasteful, rubbing at her head 

slowly. “I guess you develop some thick scales though if you be torturin‟ people every day. So I 

was real surprised to see her as I guess you could‟ve guessed, especially with how she was 

talking about you and the Sisters… but she‟s dangerous. More dangerous than I can say.” Cherry 

fell quiet for a moment, then she coughed and straightened, glancing up at Zerrex as he looked 

over her slowly. 

She gathered her thoughts as his eyes travelled up to meet hers, and then she offered a bit 

of a smile as she said softly: “Demons, yeah, they are definitely capable of possession, among a 

hundred other neat and nasty little tricks. They‟ve got all sorts of „safe rooms‟ down in Hell for 

demons to sorta… store their physical bodies, I guess is the best way to put it, while their 

spiritual essence slides its way through a crack in the fabric between dimensions – and you‟d be 

surprised just how many there are, too, apart from these portals. Nothing that no physical entity 

could pass through, maybe, but just perfect for the occasional lost soul and evil spirit to worm 

their way through into our world, along with any demon essence that‟s coming up here on a job 

or a hunt for some new flesh for Hell.  

“See, demons have to abandon their bodies to pull this kinda shit… but on the other hand, 

it means their spirits and souls are roaming free to force their way into any person they can either 

dominate or find the weakness of… say, like, an addiction, a fear, or someone real upset. And 

you‟ve heard about the kids who get possessed, right? They talk about some new imaginary 

friend or shit like that before they go all crazy and shit, that‟s another common method, bein‟ a 

voice and some shit before actually taking over the vic.” Cherry nodded a bit, looking thoughtful 

as she leaned back on the opposite bed. “And some demons are like, completely invisible, as in 

you don‟t see or even feel them until the last moment… but other demons like Cleo there leave 

behind a haze as they move.” 

She paused for a moment, looking lame as she realized how long she‟d been talking for… 

but Zerrex simply motioned for her to continue. “Well… okay, I guess… but uh… anyway then, 

yeah. So like, the haze isn‟t actually her spirit, but I guess you could call it something similar to 

ectoplasm. Spiritual goo, in other words… and it‟s nasty-ass stuff, leaves traces of sulfur and all 

sorts of other gunk behind on whatever it touches. It‟s sorta like a protective layer… her spirit 

itself, that‟s her energy signature that you saw.” She frowned, trying to think of a way to explain 

it, then brightened. “The energy signature part is pretty much just like Ghost and his astral 

projection shit, though.” 

“Actually, it sounds like the entire thing is like Ghost and his astral projection ability.” 

Zerrex said dryly, and Cherry stuck out her tongue and blew a loud raspberry at him. “Other than 

the haze, I mean… but if she‟s able to possess people when they‟re upset, basically, then 

couldn‟t she possess anyone during a battle?” 

“Other demons are pretty much immune…” Cherry shrugged, smiling slightly and 

tapping the end of her nose lightly, looking quietly amused. “But on the other hand-” 



She halted, her head snapping up before she made a quick opening gesture with her fist in 

front of her stomach, and Zerrex nodded before looking over his shoulder as there was a 

perfunctory knock before the door opened, Alexis stepping quietly inside and giving a bit of a 

smile as she said quietly: “Hey, Cherry… why don‟t you and I have a little… girl time?” 

Zerrex glanced over to Cherry, but she nodded despite her grimace, saying dryly: “You 

know, when I came here first, babe, I had a hell of a dick on me. But sure, me and you can do 

some girly talking and maybe I‟ll braid your hair.”  

Alexis made a face at her simpering tone, responding dryly: “Gee, wouldn‟t that be nice? 

I guess later I could take file down those antlers for you if you wanted.” 

“They‟re horns.” Cherry said moodily, then she patted Zerrex as the Drakkaren stood and 

walked by, glancing up to him and murmuring: “See you in a few, Boss. Go have a smoke or 

something outside.” 

The Drakkaren rolled his eyes as Alexis looked at him curiously, before he smiled and 

nodded as he passed and stepped out into the wall. A few soldiers were walking warily past, and 

he guessed that word had spread fast… and he wondered idly about Killer‟s troops, if anyone 

might do anything… rash. After all, no matter how disciplined your troops are… some are 

always bound to be a bit excitable and worse, vengeful.  

He made a bit of a face as he opened the door to his room, and Marina glanced up at him 

quietly from where she was currently working on cleaning over the high-tech grenade launcher 

Cindy had discovered, the older female sitting on the bed closest and reading some large book on 

military ethics. Mahihko, meanwhile, was huddled in a corner, looking morbidly over some other 

art book. 

Zerrex sighed as he closed the door, but he wasn‟t interested in „taking a smoke,‟ which 

was an old code for spying in on what was going on in the other room. Instead, he sat down by 

Cindy, who rested her head against his shoulder and asked quietly: “Do you think they‟ll want to 

hold a trial or tribunal? You know these people better than I do, Zerrex.” 

“I think it might be overlooked… but either way, we‟ve got the information we need.” 

Zerrex responded quietly, shaking his head slowly. “I really don‟t want to get in a fight with 

Killer… he‟s been one of our only true allies after all these years, after all, and nor do I want to 

have to hurt any of his soldiers or especially Alexis. She‟s talking right now with Cherry, 

though… so we may hear a fight erupt rather shortly.” 

“I have faith in Cherry.” Marina said quietly, and then there was silence for a while as 

she continued to clean their weaponry and count their ammunition, jotting a number every so 

often on a scrap of paper nearby. It was almost eerie, sitting there and looking every so often at 

what Cindy was reading, but for the most part simply waiting for something to happen. 

After more than an hour, Cherry entered the room, grumbling and looking irritably over 

at Zerrex before jerking her head with a grunt. “Come on, Boss. We‟re supposed to go to some 

fucking hearing or shit like that. On the bright side, they don‟t want to execute me and can try to 

understand a few millennia in Hell do things to a person‟s head: on the not-so-bright side, they 

want to hold a military hearing to make sure the soldiers don‟t riot over hearing that the demon is 

not only still alive, but peacefully living in their quarters. Plus they‟re kinda freaked out over the 

whole shapeshifting deal.” 

It was expected, but that didn‟t make it any better… but Zerrex nodded, and Cherry 

flushed at the indignity of being handcuffed when she stepped outside, Alexis murmuring it was 

just part and parcel of the standard procedure and that they weren‟t permitted to show any 

favoritism. As she spoke, she looked at the floor, her own arms crossed… and it went to show 



just how much it could suck to be a monarch instead of a simple soldier, free of the duties of 

punishing your own friends and cohorts. 

The trial itself was a simple one: Killer had obviously tried to make things more familiar 

for them by shuffling the tables around in the dining room, leaving himself – and Alexis, when 

she moved up to sit beside him – as judge and a group of Predators and the two Drakkai – Great. 

Becca will be wonderfully glad of an opportunity to get back at us… – as what Zerrex guessed 

would be jury at two tables pushed to the side of the room. Cherry was led up to one of the last 

two tables to sit with a Predator beside her, and there was another soldier at a table placed 

opposite, both of these facing where Killer and Alexis sat. 

A few other soldiers were positioned around the room, and Zerrex mumbled something 

under his breath discontentedly before he sat down in one of the plastic chairs obviously 

arranged for him and his family behind where Cherry sat as a few murmurs went through the 

room, and the Drakkaren leaned forwards to say quietly to the demoness: “Don‟t worry about it. 

If worst comes to worst, we can always fight our way out of here.” 

“Yeah.” Cherry gave a bit of a smile, but still looked more uncomfortable than Zerrex 

had seen her… and it took him a moment to realize because she was vulnerable. Not because of 

the cuffs that were currently binding her wrists in front of her – those she could break with ease – 

but because she was there, in her naked demonic body in front of the world that was now judging 

her… and somehow Zerrex thought she would be less vulnerable if she‟d left her sexual bits 

exposed instead of hiding them with her form-changing powers. 

“Everyone, your attention, please.” Killer said clearly, his features stony as he looked 

around the room, and the chatter stopped as Zerrex leaned back in his chair, both hands on the 

handle of his cane. “I‟d like to commence this impromptu session of court at once so we may 

make a quick decision regarding the demonic attack at the Arctic Black Hole Research Facility.” 

The liger halted, and then he made a bit of a face: he, too, was obviously uncomfortable 

with what was going on, and Zerrex was beginning to get the idea some other nitwit had 

mentioned this and brought a group of soldier or some other silly shit forwards to force the 

King‟s hand: and in this empire, although no one would question Killer, Zerrex was beginning to 

get the idea that dissension had started in the ranks from fear of Hell itself… and even the 

mightiest empire in the northern regions can‟t control the terror that Hell will inspire in even the 

hardiest and well-disciplined of troops…  

“Miss Cherry.” Killer stopped, then he leaned to the side as Alexis leaned up to murmur 

something in his ear, covering her muzzle before he nodded a bit. “I take it you wish to enter a 

plea of not guilty by reason of temporary insanity?” 

“Sure.” Cherry said distastefully, then she grunted as the Predator elbowed her hard in the 

side and snarled something to her, and she sighed before standing up and saying in a toneless 

voice: “That is correct, sir.” 

Killer nodded with a grunt, then glanced over to the other table, saying mildly: 

“Prosecution, please make your opening statements, but keep it brief. This is not a trial or a 

tribunal, but an immediate judgment hearing. The decision of myself as judge and king will be 

final, but I will take into consideration the information provided and the feelings of the jury.” 

The tiger at the other table stood with a cold smile, and Zerrex‟s eyes paused on him, 

noting grey fur and a smaller, thinner stature. He‟s not originally from the North, even though 

that‟s an officer‟s uniform on him… “Prosecution calls for immediate retrial at a later date, your 

Excellency, due to the fact that a prior relationship exists with this person between your lordship 

and the accused.” 



Killer frowned at this, saying coldly: “Denied. I think I‟m fit to judge the accused for 

whatever crime she committed: if anything, the past relationship myself and Alexis hold with her 

would only improve my judgment. Please do not question this matter again.”  

The tiger nodded, looking unfettered despite the glares he was receiving from around the 

room, and Zerrex frowned a bit before the prosecuting officer continued in his cool, slick voice: 

“In that case, we call for immediate execution of the-” 

Protests and shouts broke out around the room, Zerrex‟s frown deepening as the liger 

looked back and forth with a glare. Something was wrong here… not only in the trial, but with 

the tiger and his grin, his calm demeanor and cruel eyes… and then the Drakkaren opened his 

mouth, not even realizing what he was saying before speaking it in a murmur: “Get thee back, 

daemon.” 

The tiger shuddered and turned, his eyes turning to a terrible ruby for a moment, and the 

Drakkaren stood slowly as the tiger turned to him, silence falling before Killer said irritably: 

“Zerrex, please seat yourself, you‟ll be called later for-” 

The Drakkaren created a sphere of energy in his hand, then lashed out with it, firing it 

into the chest of the grey tiger and blasting him backwards through the table with enough force 

to shatter it into splinters, at the same time shouting: “Marina, bind! Cherry, exorcise it or 

something!” 

The tiger, however, impossibly twisted his body in midair as he flew backwards, his 

crotch almost touching his face before he landed smoothly on his feet and batted away a chunk 

of wood that was still falling, everyone in the room staring in shock at the sudden combat that 

had erupted before he laughed, his eyes filling with red light again as he shouted: “You can‟t do 

anything against me, Lord Zerrex, not unless you can chop this host‟s body into bits and pieces!” 

Cherry, meanwhile, had snapped her shackles and laced her fingers together, arms out at 

either side as she closed her eyes and began to chant something in the terrible, twisting language 

of the demons… and a moment later, the grey tiger stumbled with a grunt, and Zerrex caught a 

flicker of some terrible beast‟s energy before he leapt forwards. Killer and Alexis immediately 

jumped towards the possessed officer, both of them attempting to pin it down… but a moment 

later both of them were sent flying, the Drakkaren wincing as he ducked under Killer‟s massive 

body as it flew through the air, thrown by some wave of force emitted by the creature. 

Alexis, meanwhile, was caught by Cherry… but the room was a mess of havoc, 

Predators, soldiers, and everything in between running around and yelling, unable to open doors 

that had sealed themselves and their comlinks jammed, and Marina shouted over the chaos: 

“Daddy, there‟s some strange design on the ceiling!” 

Cherry glanced up as she threw Alexis unceremoniously to the side, but the agile feline 

easily gained her own balance before the demoness muttered: “Oh, this is beautiful. It‟s some 

sort of demonic trap rune.” A pause as she grabbed Alexis by the arm to halt her from charging 

the tiger, shouting over to Zerrex: “Don‟t try to get close to him, Boss! The fucker‟s channeling 

his powers through that host‟s body, who knows who it is or what the hell it can do!” 

“Screw that.” Zerrex muttered, attempting to leap in towards the tiger anyway, the 

laughter driving him insane… and he saw a flash of red before something blasted him backwards 

into the wreckage of the table, the Drakkaren grunting and snarling before kicking up to his feet 

and clenching his hands into fists, glancing over to see Cindy and Marina doing their best to 

restrain Killer while Mahihko was trampled by soldiers. Come on… all of us here and none of us 

able to do anything? And that bastard‟s just laughing in the corner, as if he‟s waiting for 

something…  



The lizard grit his teeth… then he created another sphere of energy and threw it hard at 

the creature, and again the tiger was blasted off his feet, bouncing off a wall and falling to the 

floor with a grunt of pain. The possessed being shook his head, his eyes flaring with red light 

before the settled on the Drakkaren, and he reached out a hand before the reptile felt himself 

beginning to choke, the tiger growling: “Fine. We‟ll do it the old-fashioned way.” 

It felt like a band of steel was tightening around his neck, as Zerrex staggered forwards 

towards the tiger, gagging and reeling… and then he half-fell and caught the lapels of the 

creature‟s jacket, two other soldiers who tried to approach blasted off to the side as the grey tiger 

leaned down towards the reptile, grinning into his face… and immediately Zerrex grunted and 

slammed his head into the tiger as hard as he could, knocking the possessed feline sprawling. 

The Drakkaren felt the band around his throat vanish as he winced, head reeling… and on 

instinct, he reached down and tried to grab the tiger, but his hand settled on something else 

instead, smoke rising up as pain burnt through his fingers… but at the same time he could hear 

something else screaming in an unnatural voice, felt something wiggling in his hand… 

The lizard stared down to see the dark outline of some terrible creature in his grips, his 

hand settled on the edge of a skeletal ribcage that still had a few bands of skin between the 

bones, staring in shock at the shape of a monster that stared back… and a moment later it seized 

his arm, smoke rising up from there as well as Zerrex let out a cry, his back arching in pain even 

as smoke began to pour out of the tiger‟s mouth and eyes, forming a haze around the outline that 

gave it more depth and form as the demon squealed and tried to tear free of his grip. 

But at the same time, Zerrex could feel energy burning down his arm, the pain halting as 

he snarled and tore backwards… and it felt almost like he was peeling an orange, as the 

transparent shape was bit-by-bit torn out of the creature, energy flashing around the reptile 

before he finally jerked the monstrosity upwards, holding it towards the ceiling as it howled and 

tried to flee… and the Drakkaren‟s eyes widened as Cherry shouted: “Pull!” 

He didn‟t know what it meant… but somehow his body did, and he shook violently as 

dark energy laced up his arm, arching his back with a snarl as his eyes bulged, his muscles 

standing out in profile and his hair on end as he felt a terrible sensation filling up his body from 

his hand… and a few moments later, the demon let out a final shriek that echoed through the 

room before it sparked out of being, the haze slowly floating apart into harmless smoke and 

vanishing, the outline disappearing in a flicker of lightning that looked like a bad special effect 

from an old sci-fi movie. 

A moment later, Zerrex‟s eyes rolled up in his head, and he fainted backwards with a 

grunt, his body thudding against the ground and the last thing echoing in his head Marina‟s 

shriek of dismay. 

 

“Silly Zerrex. Don‟t do things like that.” said a petulant voice… but it was the voice of a 

child, and the Drakkaren could tell there was a lot of drama in the tone instead of actual 

meanness. “Tsk-tsk, you get yourself all worked up and all stressed out, and look what happens!” 

It took a few moments for the reptile‟s eyes to focus… before he blinked as he realized 

he was sitting at a small white table on the patio of some expensive resort, the ground made of 

stone tiles he bet cost more than his annual salary at the bookstore. White chairs matching white 

wooden tables, all of it hand-crafted and hand-painted with golden trim along the tops, a little 

umbrella to give shade, all the tables organized neatly… and…  

Zerrex stared down at the table, and the tiny cup of tea and matching teapot, and the plate 

of cookies beside it… and then across at the little girl who was smiling warmly at him, looking at 



him tenderly. She had on a pretty white dress and one of those big helmet-hats with a red bow on 

it, and in her arms she cradled a worn-out teddy bear… and a shiver ran through the Drakkaren 

as he whispered: “I… I know you.”  

“My name is Arcy.” She glanced down at herself, then laughed a bit and smiled warmly, 

waving a hand, and immediately her clothes changed to a cute little blue dress and her hat melted 

into a blue beret upon her head, set jauntily to the side of the kitten‟s head, her pretty, doll-like 

features setting off something deep inside himself as she added softly: “Maybe this will jog your 

memories. We‟ve met twice now… once in a world like this, and once before in reality, but… 

we won‟t get into that, will we?” 

She gave him a bright smile as she put her teddy bear aside, the one button eye on it 

seeming to stare into the reptile‟s soul as he struggled to breathe, watching as she reached down 

and pulled a heavy bookbag onto the table with a grunt and began to shuffle through it. The 

lizard felt another shudder roll through his body, and then he looked away, glancing to the side 

and watching people walking idly by on a street that ran in front of a long beach… and finally he 

asked, turning back to her: “Where the hell are we?” 

“Hell‟s a bad word. At least in the context you‟re using it.” Arcy – Little Arcy – said with 

a slight smile, glancing over him curiously. “But I guess you‟re a grown-up, and I‟m not really a 

child anymore… so maybe I shouldn‟t be so fussy. Here we go.” 

She pulled a laptop free of her bag finally, and made a face as several papers and pens 

spilled out as well before sighing and taking a moment to put the excess back into the bag and 

put it back down beside the chair. A pause as she peered up at him, the reptile still pale and 

staring, and then she smiled slightly: “What, you don‟t think laptops are a perfectly-acceptable 

accessory for otherworldly beings?” 

“You‟re an angel now.” Zerrex said stupidly, and Little Arcy nodded, looking quietly 

entertained as she opened her laptop and turned it on, pushing it aside so they could still clearly 

see each other over the table. “I… I just…” 

“I forgave you a long time ago, Zerrex.” Little Arcy said softly, then she leaned forwards, 

a pair of feathered wings fading into existence on her back as she smiled a bit. “Who knows? 

Maybe I wouldn‟t have these if you didn‟t kill me back then, either… see, there‟s always a bright 

side to life, dark and satiric as it might seem to certain other people.”  

She nodded firmly, then sat back before brightening and spinning her laptop around as 

she hopped up onto the table – she was short enough that her head didn‟t even brush the top of 

the high, open umbrella that was offering them shade from the bright sun above, leaning over it 

with her hands together as she said cheerfully: “This might interest you, though!” 

Zerrex glanced down at the screen of the laptop, squinting a bit to see before Little Arcy 

adjusted the slant of the monitor for him, and a moment later he found himself staring at a profile 

of himself, complete with pictures. He reached for the button, then glanced up with a wince at 

the little girl, but she nodded and reached out, patting the end of his muzzle gently: “If you 

touching it bothered me, I wouldn‟t‟ve shoved it towards you, Zerrex. Go ahead, it won‟t bite… 

just watch your tea and cookies.” 

“Right…” Zerrex mumbled, carefully pushing the plates aside and pulling the laptop 

closer to him so he could get a better view, and Little Arcy put her hands behind her back, 

smiling benignly and studying him curiously… and Zerrex took another quick look over her, 

feeling awkward… but on the other hand, her behavior didn‟t make him feel patronized in the 

slightest, it was just… awkward. But how many other people can say they were helped out by the 

angel of a four year old they killed when they were in the military? Ugh. 



The lizard tapped along the keys, eyes going through the long paragraphs of statistics 

beside pictures of him in every shape and form: there were even x-rays and muscle-structure 

images on here, along with ones he thought no four-year-old child should be looking at. It made 

him wince as he did his best to remember she was far older than he looked, before he muttered: 

“What the… heck is this? I… there‟s every single statistic I could imagine on here, from my 

resting pulse to my blood cell count to how often I brush my teeth a week…” 

“And the sperm count caught your attention too, but you didn‟t want to mention it to me 

because I look like a little girl, right?” Little Arcy put her hands on her hips, and Zerrex coughed, 

leaning back in the chair and staring at her. “I know perfectly well about all that sex stuff and the 

pleasures a handsome male can provide, thank you very much.” 

This derailed any and all trains of thought Zerrex had, staring across at her as he asked 

stupidly: “You… you‟ve had sex before?” A pause, and then he laughed a bit at her flat look, 

rubbing a hand through his hair as he babbled: “I just mean, not that you‟re not attractive, 

because you‟re not… not not attractive I mean! I mean, you‟re just… young… but not a little 

girl, I know, but you look really… er… you can have sex in Heaven? I didn‟t know that.” 

“I don‟t know if I want to smack you or pinch your cheek and call you cute.” Little Arcy 

said after a moment, looking down at him with mild amusement, then she shook her head a bit 

and said matter-of-factly: “I‟ve had many males come up to me in Heaven who have told me I‟m 

very attractive, thank you very much, and they were very glad to have sexual relations with me. 

Intercourse indeed isn‟t banned in Heaven, since most of us can‟t become pregnant anyway… 

being a divine being supplies you with the ultimate form of birth control, in most cases. 

“But enough of that.” Little Arcy waved a hand dismissively, returning to the real subject 

at hand as she said firmly: “Zerrex… you have to be more careful with your energy abilities. 

Excellent as it is that you‟re learning more about yourself and how to properly use these powers 

that have opened up, on the other hand they present great dangers and risks, especially when you 

tamper in the realm of energy absorption.” 

Zerrex, however, was lost in his own thoughts before he mumbled: “So I guess priests in 

Heaven are just like the priests here. Wonderful.” A pause as Little Arcy cleared her throat, and 

he looked up embarrassedly, asking dumbly: “What?” 

The little girl sighed a bit, then hopped nimbly off the table before jumping up to sit in 

his lap, the Drakkaren grunting and swaying backwards as she crossed her little arms and glared 

up at him as he stared down at her. “Please listen, Zerrex. But basically, I‟m telling you to watch 

what you pull into that big body of yours.” She accented this by tapping his muscular chest 

firmly several times, continuing in a serious voice: “You have a high tolerance, but having too 

much in your body will strain it, and having too little will physically hurt you. And worst of all, 

absorbing a powerful negative essence will make you extremely sick.” 

The lizard frowned at this, tilting his head as he automatically wrapped his arms around 

her when she laid back against one of his strong biceps, asking curiously: “So… are you saying 

that I‟m comatose right now because I basically ate a demon?” 

Little Arcy giggled a bit at this, reaching up and patting his cheek gently with a warm 

smile. “Silly! See, this is why I like you, whatever the other Prophets and Watchers may think. 

You‟re smart, but you‟re very eccentric in your own way, and it‟s rather adorable. But no, you‟re 

only unconscious while we chat a little bit… to everyone else it‟ll seem like a few minutes, but 

we can spend as long as we want in here.” 

She smiled up at him again, then leaned up as far as she could and gave him a look, and 

he lowered his head so she could kiss his cheek with a delighted smile, reaching up to poke his 



nose firmly. “You‟re very good with people, Zerrex. You just have to trust more in yourself and 

not do that weird thing where your voice goes mute because you‟re nervous.” 

“That doesn‟t happen too often.” Zerrex muttered, glancing away embarrassedly, and 

then he paused, turning his attention back to Little Arcy and unconsciously holding her a bit 

closer as she giggled, asking quietly: “Why is all this data on record? Why are Heaven and Hell 

at war… and why have I become a piece in that war?” 

“You never stop dogging a line of questioning until you‟ve exhausted every possible 

lead, huh?” Little Arcy shook her head slowly, laughing quietly and gazing at him softly. 

“Zerrex, you asked the same basic question to Francis, why is this happening to me. But I can‟t 

answer that…” she glanced down, adding softly: “I want to, believe me. And if I could, I 

would… but I‟m only a Prophet. I can see the future, not like Cherry‟s precognition but in vast, 

broad strokes of ages to come and the paths people may take… and although there are many 

different paths, and although many prophecies fail to come true thanks to the interference of 

beings malevolent and benign… more and more signs are pointing down a path of darkness for 

you…” 

She fell silent… and then suddenly she stood up, hugging him tightly around the neck 

and he hugged her back even as his breath caught in his throat at the cold vision of a little girl 

dying, choking on her own blood from a terrible strafe of automatic gunfire… but then it was 

gone, and this glowing, angelic girl took his face gently in his hands, gazing into his eyes softly 

as she said quietly: “Look at me, Zerrex… don‟t be ashamed of what you did. I forgave you for 

that… I did, honestly, I wouldn‟t lie about such a thing as this. I even forgave you for killing my 

father after a long period of years in Heaven… and now I have devoted my life to seeing your 

future, following your path and trail after I had gained the wisdom and clarity that only comes 

after training to grow into a mature, strong angel, with whatever body I may have here. 

“I chose to follow you because I wanted to understand you… I wanted to understand why 

you did what you did, and once I did… all hatred that might have stayed with me left my heart, 

and soon after followed my resentments.” Little Arcy said softly, her eyes holding his, his hands 

grapping into her hips as her little fingers trailed along his scarred and worn muzzle. “Gods, 

Zerrex… I don‟t feel anyone could hate you after what you‟ve been through… after seeing what 

you have seen… yet I know that same rings true for everyone else in the planet as well, because 

what all creatures divine and mortal often lack is the power of understanding. 

“Maybe the High Lord God has it… but I do not know.” Little Arcy looked down for a 

moment, and Zerrex‟s eyes fell as well, his head lowering before she pressed her forehead gently 

to his, whispering quietly: “Even after I understood, I followed… because I saw into your future, 

and I saw that all destinies at the end of your trail led down to Hell. Even now, you spiral 

towards Hell, no matter how many of the divinities have sided with you… you are still on the 

dark side of the scales of balance.” 

Little Arcy paused, then she quietly stroked her hands down his chest, looking into his 

eyes for a few moments and murmuring softly: “But to explain to you things you already know 

and understand is not why I came, nor is it to reinforce the terror that all things feel, knowing 

their destiny at the end of the path is Hell. I came here to tell you, to urge you, not to go back 

into Ire and take on the Republic Council. For all the information we have here on you, from 

your background to your long, long life, we know that Ire must have compiled almost the 

same… and we know that they have been harnessing the Black Holes to their own purposes, 

despite whatever claims they‟ve made. Live to fight another day, when the angels can assist you 

or after you‟ve met more demons who are battling against the Warlord.” 



“But none of that answers the question I‟ve still been asking every angel, every 

demon…” Zerrex reached up and grasped Little Arcy‟s shoulders, leaning over her and filled 

with desperation more than intimidation, as the doll-like girl gazed back up with him, her own 

eyes reflecting his sorrows. “Why? Why do I have to make these decisions? Why am I so 

important… give me some clue, some hint, please!” 

Little Arcy gazed up at him, then she said softly: “Zerrex… the only clues I can give you 

are these two things… one is that the Warlord himself has ordered your execution on site after 

you destroyed the portal he was creating in Lunis… and the other is because of your family, your 

heritage, and what you yourself are becoming. Look at yourself in a mirror sometime, Zerrex…” 

A tear slid down her cheek as she reached up, and he breathed softly, basking in the aura of 

radiance that seemed to shine off her, struck by the divine mix of sadness and joy that was 

emanating from her. “You didn‟t have to go to Hell to become, in essence, a terrible, dark 

demon… but you have the wings of an angel that shine with a radiance not even the Heavens can 

match in their glory. You are darkness and light, Zerrex, you are the shadow that is between all 

things, and you have shown yourself time and again willing to take on whatever gets in your path 

in order to set things right in the world, be they monsters or gods or a terrible amalgamation of 

both… you have earned the title „Ravenlight.‟” 

The Drakkaren looked down quietly, closing his eyes… and when he looked back up, 

Little Arcy was staring to the left, her teeth grit and a look of almost fear on her face… and when 

Zerrex followed her gaze, he saw a tall figure clad in a white robe with a patterned blue trim 

standing silently beside them, a double set of angelic wings extending from his back and half a 

halo floating ominously above a golden bird-mask that covered his face. He made no sound, but 

he was fearsome… and Zerrex noticed after a moment that he cast no shadow, despite standing 

directly between them and a sun that was now setting. “Metatron Zeta…” 

“You are hereby forbidden to make contact with this mortal, Arcy, until you complete a 

punishment detail to be decided later in Heaven. But rest assured, it will be at least a million 

years before you see him again.” The voice of the creature was terrible, chilling Zerrex to the 

bone, and his only thought was: This is the angel who serves as the voice of God? This is the 

angel who- 

His thought was cut off as the Metatron waved one arm, his hand not revealing itself 

from inside the long, wide sleeve of his rode, and Little Arcy let out a cry as she turned to face 

Zerrex before she seemed to simply slide apart and vanish, like many long, thin strips of a 

painting that had suddenly been pulled apart. After a moment, her personal items vanished too, 

and Zerrex narrowed his eyes, keeping his features calm and collected as he stood up and turned 

the strange angel. 

“Zerrex Narrius.” The Metatron‟s voice was tinged with the slightest hint of disgust, 

before he rose his other hand, and Zerrex saw golden claws before it ordered: “Get out of my 

sight.” 

Zerrex opened his mouth, and then suddenly the world was gone, agony ripping through 

his body before he started upwards, grunting and flailing at the air above him… and immediately 

his hands were seized as a familiar voice barked: “Zerrex, calm the hell down! It‟s us, you killed 

the fucking thing!” 

The Drakkaren blinked a few times stupidly, and after a moment, Killer came into focus, 

looking down at him with concern. He coughed a bit, then sat up quickly and made a face, 

mumbling: “Yeah. Sorry about that. Wow, that sucked.” 



“What the hell happened?” Killer asked, frowning a bit and gripping the reptile‟s 

shoulder, before he glanced up and pointed to a Predator, adding: “Get a medic in here 

immediately. He should be looked over, along with the rest of the injured.” 

“I‟m fine, I‟m fine, I just have a headache.” Zerrex winced as he stood up, the room 

seeming to spin around him before he half-fell over, catching himself on his bad leg and sending 

a bolt of agony through him as his eyes rolled up towards the ceiling, adding under his breath: 

“Gods, why do you all hate me?” 

He shook his head firmly again, then smoothed out his hair with one hand before sitting 

down in a nearby chair and breathing a sigh of relief, glancing around the room and noting 

Cherry sitting down beside him with her head cocked… but he ignored her for the moment as 

Killer walked over, blocking a good portion of the room from his view with his enormous bulk 

before the reptile closed his eyes, asking querulously to whoever was listening: “Where‟re the 

others?” 

“Books is taking the tiger to the sick bay… his body‟s fine, but the demon did a number 

on his mind… it‟s the usual side effect of possession.” Cherry said quietly, and he heard the 

creak of a chair as she leaned towards him, but the reptile was more comfortable with his eyes 

closed for now; it made him feel like he wasn‟t about to throw up due to the apparent complete 

loss of coordination he was currently suffering. “Bebop uh… we‟re just leaving the Hell alone, 

because she already sent some poor dick flying across the room for asking her what she was 

doing. She‟s in one of her art phases, copying the symbols down on the ceiling that even I can‟t 

see, although I haven‟t tried my spark trick yet… and uh… Alexis is… where the hell is Alexis?” 

“Increasing area patrols and going over the soldier‟s logs for any unusual absences or 

adverse occurrences in their behavior.” Killer answered, and Zerrex peeked one eye open to see 

the liger leaning back in a chair that was far too small for him, looking awkward as he asked 

after a moment: “Can you tell me how you figured out he was a demon? I‟d like to make sure no 

one else in the base is possessed… who knows what kind of technical and security data has 

already been stolen by them…” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, but didn‟t answer: Cherry, thankfully, supplied one for him, and he 

could hear the grin in her voice as she leaned back a bit. “It‟s pretty easy to spot most 

possessions, actually… behavior changes, there‟s weird movements and gestures, and they might 

become either very aggressive or just very… happy, depending on where they‟re coming out of 

Hell from. But Zerrex made the demon twitch by citing a line of scripture that invokes a strong 

emotional response: basically, he told the demon to fuck off. It won‟t always work, but if you 

catch a demon off guard with it, their eyes will often flare.” 

“Why their eyes?” Killer asked with a frown, and this time Zerrex did answer, opening 

his own emerald irises and leaning back, gazing up at the ceiling as he felt the pain in his head 

beginning to subside and his vertigo going with it. 

“Because the eyes are the windows to the soul, as it has been said…” he murmured 

quietly, then cleared his throat and said in a more-lucid voice: “You‟ve seen yourself, I‟m sure, 

how many different emotions eyes alone can portray. So when a demon possesses someone, it‟s 

like the eyes become… uh… what‟s the word…” He muttered for a moment and looked down, 

embarrassed, then he brightened and looked back up. “Like they become curtains. The demon 

hides itself behind them, but you can jerk that curtain aside and reveal their true nature by 

invoking the right emotional response.” 

“Thank you for the explanation, mister scientist sir.” Cherry said drolly, and Zerrex 

tossed her a glare before he stood up, the female immediately leaping to her feet as well and 



holding up her hands, saying mildly: “Not this time, Boss. On this subject, I actually agree with 

Spikes. You‟re getting checked the fuck out.”  

A pause, and then she coughed and looked pointedly at Killer, and the liger looked at her 

for a few moments before nodding a bit himself and looking embarrassed and quickly leaving, 

turning his attention to the Predators remaining in the room as Cherry leaned forwards and 

muttered: “Your eye‟s got that weird fleck in it again, and your body‟s changed a bit. It‟s subtle, 

but it‟s there: muscle swelling, shit like that.” Another pause as Zerrex reached up for his right 

eye with surprise, and Cherry grinned a bit, nudging him lightly as she added in a brighter voice: 

“But hey, shit, I ain‟t saying it‟s all bad! And that eye thing is kinda cool.” 

Zerrex made a face at this: he knew she was referring to the fact that part of his iris had 

turned crimson, which usually only happened after he‟d seriously overexerted himself or took a 

hard shot to the eye: there was some permanent damage in there, but Zerrex usually did his best 

to disregard it. On the one hand, people did find it rather neat, but on the other he utterly hated it 

due to the fact it reminded him of his father. Like I don‟t have enough problems already looking 

at myself in the mirror. 

“Cherry, I don‟t want my eye to end up filling with blood and exploding. Cindy thinks it 

also could be from my brain swelling up, which I‟d like to remind you is very bad, because 

without the upstairs brain, the downstairs brain will cease to function.” He paused, then glared at 

Cherry when she opened her mouth. “Make a necrophilia joke or say anything about rigor, and 

I‟ll kick you in the nuts or the ovaries or the whatever the hell you have in there.” 

Cherry snapped her muzzle shut and decided to pout instead, sniffling a bit and crossing 

her arms before he added in a lower voice: “And what the hell do you mean, my muscles have 

changed? Couldn‟t it just be like… you know, unconscious shifting upwards? I mean, I know I 

haven‟t used my size-changing ability in a while, and I‟m way rustier than you and Mahihko, 

but-” 

The demoness shook her head, making a bit of a face as she poked his bicep, running a 

finger over it… and when the reptile looked down at it, he had to admit that there was something 

visibly different, even through his shirt. “Zerrex, you started working more on agility exercises 

and shit instead of muscle-engorging crap, because you wanted to build down and keep your 

body looser as you grew older and fuglier. And you did actually build down a bit, going for more 

a chiseled look than a bulging look… but now look at this shit!” She knocked on his chest, and 

the Drakkaren had to admit that it felt different somehow. “Dude, I cannot wait to get your shirt 

off, and I hope with all my evil little heart that this ain‟t some short-time effect due to you 

gobbling that demon up.” 

“By the way, how the hell did you figure I could do that?” Zerrex asked mildly, then he 

paused and glanced to his side as someone tapped him on the shoulder, turning to look curiously 

at a tiger in a white uniform. “Yes?” 

“Would you please sit down and take off your shirt, sir? I‟d like to quickly run some 

tests, it‟ll only take a few moments.” The tall warrior tiger said courteously, and Cherry grinned 

brightly as the Drakkaren made a face before letting out a sigh and nodding once Killer turned 

around with a concerned frown. 

He did as asked, resting back in the chair, and Cherry mumbled something under her 

breath as her eyes roved over the reptile, the Drakkaren crossing his arms and feeling 

ridiculously exposed as the medic ran through a few standard tests, everyone ignoring Cherry 

when she said cheerfully that Killer should check the reptile‟s prostate. A few moments later, 



and the medic told him his blood pressure was high and his heartbeat was a bit fast, but that it 

was likely just a side effect of the adrenaline and that he was fine.  

“See?” Zerrex said mildly, reaching for his shirt… and immediately Cherry snagged it 

and tore it in half, earning a deathly glare from the Drakkaren before he leaned over to Killer and 

said mildly: “Do you still want to cut her head off? Because by all means, go right ahead, I won‟t 

mind too much.” 

“I think we can safely say that Cherry wasn‟t the cause of the attack on the enemy 

encampment, but instead the demon who everyone must have missed coming out of the hole 

after her, and who you just took care of here.” Killer responded calmly, and Zerrex looked up at 

him with surprise before Cherry tackled him with a hug, and the huge liger nearly toppled, 

flailing his arms for balance as she cackled and crawled all over his massive form. 

Zerrex took the opportunity to sneak away, knowing that Cherry would give the liger a 

more-than-adequate thank you from all of them, and instead he made his way over to Marina, 

kneeling beside her on the ground as she sketched and worked… and a few moments later, her 

furrow of concentration vanished from her face as she glanced up at her father, saying softly: “I 

memorized the symbols already… but they‟re so alien it‟s hard for me to draw them. We can 

leave here if you want, Daddy, I can continue working on these upstairs.” 

“Alright, Marina.” Zerrex said gently, and he stood up before taking his youngest 

daughter‟s hand as she offered it childishly, beaming radiantly up at him. They left together like 

that, as Killer tried to pry Cherry off of himself, wincing as her horns poked into his chest every 

so often while the soldiers around their general stared at the demoness‟s way of showing 

appreciation and affection. 

As the two strode out and down the hall, Cindy and Mahihko turned a corner ahead and 

both immediately shot towards Zerrex, hugging him tightly as Marina looked at them both 

sourly. The Drakkaren was glad of the affection however, before making a face and flailing a bit 

as Cindy began to probe along his chest and neck with two fingers. “I already got checked over 

in there! Get out of my way, I wanna go lay down!” 

“Yeah, well, now I‟m checking you over.” Cindy muttered, as Mahihko stood back and 

beamed over them despite the bickering of father and daughter, before he winced as Zerrex 

finally managed to shove Cindy off… only for Cherry to burst out of the doors behind them a 

moment later, knocking over two warrior tigers as she winced and then leapt past them, running 

away with what looked like… “Daddy, are those Killer‟s pants?” 

“I believe they are.” Zerrex said mildly, as the liger‟s shouts of consternation echoed out 

of the room a moment later, and Killer leapt out of the room and gave chase to the female, 

running past Zerrex as he vainly attempted to cover his bulging boxers. “Yes, that they are 

indeed.”  

While Cherry was distracted in attempting to flee and hide from Killer, the rest of the 

little group made their way back to their rooms, Zerrex more than content to take as much of the 

night as he could to relax after the fiasco today and fallen into. After all… today we were just 

trying to rest. It‟s tomorrow that‟s supposed to be the difficult part…  

For the most part, the night was quiet: even Cherry seemed content to head off to sleep 

after coming back from her unsuccessful romp with Killer around the yard: despite her best 

attempts, she still hadn‟t been screwed silly by the liger, even if she had managed to secure a 

promise to give him a „fun time he wouldn‟t forget‟ at some point. On the other hand, the 

Drakkaren pointed out that she couldn‟t exactly blame him for being less-than-thrilled with her 

right now – not only had she sewn chaos and dissension in the ranks of these far-north warriors, 



she‟d also stolen his pants and led him on a wild chase around the yard that probably hadn‟t been 

quite nearly as fun for the liger as it had been for her. Cherry, however, refused to reflect on 

either of these things, instead grumbling something about how people were just no fun anymore. 

The rest of the night was quiet and relaxed, Marina relaxing and sketching her father‟s 

profile as he sat back and read beside Cindy, the two pausing to read an interesting passage to the 

other from their text once in a while. Mahihko was doodling a bit himself in the corner, and 

Cherry was carefully cleaning her whip off and going over the metal links, here and there buffing 

out some invisible mark on the steel of the chain. On the other hand, the Drakkaren did notice 

that the old metal had finally begun to show signs of aging and wearing out… but he thought it 

would last a good while longer before Cherry needed to have the weapon reforged for her use. 

Bedtime, on the other hand, was a bit more complicated, and the Drakkaren ended up 

once more sandwiched by Cherry and Marina in one of the beds, and this time both threatened 

Cindy with nasty amounts of bodily harm should she pull the same trick as she did last time. 

Zerrex ended up staying awake long into the night with both his oldest and youngest daughter 

snuggled against his strong chest, thinking quietly about these two who had completely dedicated 

their lives to him… but he did sleep that night, and peacefully. 

When he awoke, on the other hand, Cindy had taken a loophole and was asleep with her 

back to him and her head resting against his firm abdominals, her arms primly crossed over her 

naked breasts even as she slept… and Cherry, even in her demonic form, was almost adorable 

with one hand on her own muzzle and the other tight around her father‟s neck, muzzle resting on 

his shoulder… and Marina with her head against his chest, as if listening to his heartbeat, one of 

her hands resting gently on the junction of his shoulder and neck beside Cherry‟s muzzle and the 

other wrapped around one of his arms, holding it tight against her body.  

The bathroom light across the room was currently on, but something was blocking the 

way to it… and it took the reptile a moment to realize Mahihko was looking at him 

embarrassedly, ears folded back as he sketched the family group on paper, the three girls curled 

up with their father, naked but far more romantic and sensual than sexual or explicit… and a 

moment later Cindy opened an eye to look up at him invertedly, saying softly: “Good morning, 

Father. Why don‟t you let him finish up?” 

“I was planning to, Cindy.” Zerrex smiled a bit at her, looking quietly amused, and for a 

few more minutes there was only the sound of Mahihko‟s pencil scratching across paper, until he 

smiled awkwardly at the reptile and hopped off his chair to walk quietly over to Zerrex, holding 

it up for approval. 

It wasn‟t half bad… but before Zerrex could say anything, Cherry woke up with a loud 

yawn, stretching and smacking her lips… and then she immediately grabbed the wolf and yanked 

him into bed with them, his papers scattering across the floor and Marina jerking awake with a 

start at Cherry‟s cheerful shout of: “Orgy time!” 

Twenty minutes of flailing and kicking later, Cherry was on the floor with a sizeable 

bump on her head, looking dazed as she swayed a bit back and forth while Marina and Cindy 

climbed into their clothes, Zerrex yawning and stretching from the edge of the bed as Mahihko 

swayed a bit on the spot and filled in the details of the sketch, blushing as his eyes roved over the 

Drakkaren every so often. It was quiet and peaceful… at least, until Cherry regained her senses 

and Marina strode over to Mahihko, glancing down at his drawing and then saying dismissively: 

“Try again when you get talent, wolf. Adding a fancy angle is pointless if you can‟t draw the 

subject material.” 



The poor little lupine looked as if his heart had been broken, slumping a bit and hugging 

his drawing to his chest as Marina strutted into the bathroom, and Zerrex sighed before giving a 

bit of a shrug as Mahihko looked at him helplessly. After a few minutes, the wolf packed up his 

drawing stuff and slid it into the supplies bag, Cindy consoling him in a quiet voice as Cherry sat 

beside Zerrex, still naked but a bit more serious as she muttered: “What the fuck is her problem 

lately? She‟s not usually this snooty.” 

“I‟m not sure.” Zerrex shook his head slowly, and then he sighed before glancing at her 

mildly, asking softly: “Could it be an effect of the dark energy released from that Black Hole? It 

is apparently affecting all of us, isn‟t it?” 

Cherry looked thoughtful at this, but she kept her opinions to herself as Marina walked 

back into the room, glaring at the demoness before smiling warmly to her father and bouncing 

past Cindy as she tossed her a disapproving glare, Mahihko shrinking towards the gentle female 

as Marina said cheerfully: “Don‟t worry about me, Daddy! Worry about yourself…” A pause as 

she searched his eyes with her own sapphire ones, and he felt her hands probing through his 

thoughts… but either because he was still muddled with sleep or she wasn‟t yet totally awake 

herself, she quickly withdrew her mental fingers, her pout betraying the fact her psychic search 

came up empty-handed. 

They left for the cafeteria together, the Drakkaren figuring something was still probably 

being served even though it was already a few minutes past nine in the morning – late for a 

military‟s breakfast. But fortunately, a few patrols were still inside and the food counter hadn‟t 

yet shut down, and the Drakkaren managed to get a bottle of juice, Cherry grunting that she was 

fine and the others having a fairly-normal breakfast. 

Afterwards, Zerrex wandered up to the briefing room as he told the others to get their 

gear ready: he appreciated the rest he‟d gotten last night, but now he felt more nervous towards 

whether or not they would actually get a chance to head out today, and he wanted to talk to the 

liger as soon as possible. Fortunately for him, Killer was just heading out of the room, clad in his 

armor and royal cloak, and he smiled when he saw the Drakkaren, reaching out and slapping him 

gently on the shoulder as he adjusted the visor securely in place over one eye with his free hand. 

“It‟s good to see you up and moving, Zerrex…” He paused, adding teasingly: “I thought 

for a moment you were going to be sleeping all day with your family, or perhaps doing 

something else.” 

“I still don‟t have your stamina there, Killer.” the Drakkaren responded with a smile, 

nudging him gently with his shoulder as he gazed amusedly up over the huge liger male. “But I 

was just curious as to when we‟re moving out to check the Black Hole… I‟d like to get moving 

as soon as possible, and I also was wondering if we could go over some of the technical data 

regarding demonic appearances throughout the northern empires that you know of. I‟m sure your 

intelligence network must have some records of everything going on up here… after all, I well 

remember the impressive devices you had built and readied even before Narrius unleashed his 

own techno-terrors on the world.” 

“And yet they still weren‟t nearly enough…” Killer made a face, shaking his head slowly, 

and the two automatically fell in step as they strode down the hall together, the tiger frowning a 

bit as he locked his hands together in front of himself and his long black cloak flowing out 

behind him. “I‟ve been pondering over that robotic arm the Unseen we fought had… multiple 

functions, hollow inside, and yet it still carried extra ammunition and had an automatic loading 

system… not to mention it worked perfectly. A friend of mine, a sniper named Ken… after 

he…” A pause and a bit of a grimace. “After he lost his arm during a battle, he had a new one put 



in place… but even that was nothing so advanced and powerful as this. I‟d like to get my hands 

on that sort of technical data, not for military use but because we could upgrade all prosthetic 

replacements for soldiers who lose their limbs in duty… I‟ve witnessed firsthand the troubles 

they go through, and I want to give back to my „second family‟ as much as I can, with how much 

they gladly give to me.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit as they turned the corner leading to the private rooms, and the 

Drakkaren knocked before opening the door and saying over his shoulder to the huge feline: 

“Albatross would probably be glad to see that sort of thing put in motion, so the next chance I get 

to talk to him-” 

“Dirty, dirty, dirty.” Cherry clucked from inside the room, and Zerrex blinked, turning 

around and then groaning at the sight of her waggling a finger at him, a porno mag she‟d stolen 

from some poor soldier on base in her other hand… but on the bright side, at least she‟s wearing 

her clothes and already got her gear lined out. “You two shouldn‟t be talking shop like that! It‟s 

sick that you enjoy your work, helping people and all that shit.” 

“You‟re on crack.” Zerrex said flatly, then he strode past her as Killer snorted and shook 

his head slowly, looking faintly amused. “In any case, I‟m glad to see you‟ve all assembled your 

stuff…” A pause, and then he glanced around the room, asking curiously: “Where‟s Marina?” 

Cindy shrugged a bit, and Cherry frowned, tapping the end of her muzzle with the rolled-

up magazine, saying thoughtfully: “Last I remember, she said she was going to go grab some 

more ammo for us and gave me this…” A pause, and then her eyes widened as Zerrex gaped at 

her in shock. “Oh shit! Oh no, she didn‟t…” 

“You moron.” Zerrex slapped his forehead as Cindy and Mahihko exchanged a confused 

look, and Cherry flushed deeply before he added over his shoulder to Killer, making a face. “I‟m 

sorry, but Marina‟s probably stealing ammo from your reserves right now, possibly weapons… 

you should likely tell your soldiers there might be a surprise drill this morning or something in 

case she sets off any alarms…” 

Killer looked a bit ruffled at this, but he sighed and nodded, reaching up to his visor and 

tapping a button on the side as he leaned away, talking quietly into it as Zerrex turned his 

attention to Cherry, saying distastefully: “Have you learned nothing over all these years, or 

what? I told you to keep an eye on her… don‟t you think it‟s suspicious that she suddenly gives 

you a skin mag when half the time she calls them trash and insults you for having such a prized 

collection of them back home?” 

“Well… um… you smell.” Cherry responded in a surly voice, and then she winced at the 

Drakkaren‟s deathly glare, shrinking back from him a bit as she added stupidly: “Smell good, I 

mean! Real powerful-like… in a good way, powerful good, powerful strong… but not… you 

know, bad-strong, good-strong. Not… smelly. Bad.” 

“I told the troops.” Killer interrupted, stepping back out of the doorway and into the room 

as he made a bit of a face, adding to the Drakkaren: “It seems like your family is quite a handful 

to deal with.” 

“You can say that again.” Cindy said from the corner, glancing up as she rubbed a hand 

lightly between Mahihko‟s ears, the wolf looking embarrassed but happy at the same time as his 

tail wagged slightly. “Marina and Cherry make things difficult sometimes… Marina will do 

whatever she thinks will help Zerrex out the most, and Cherry will be… Cherry. Which, as you 

probably noted again yesterday for the umpteenth time, can lead to all sorts of awkward 

situations.” 



“I did indeed.” Killer nodded, glancing over at the demoness as she laughed dumbly and 

rubbed the back of her head slowly, before his eyes returned to Zerrex, adding: “You know, she 

seems to have a magnet in her head that always leads her to you… perhaps we should just go 

downstairs, since I‟ve already made a request for a long-range helicopter to take us north into the 

Arctic. With the strange calm we‟ve been having lately, it‟s the fastest way to the Black Hole 

Research Facility in the northern crater.” 

“Alright.” Zerrex nodded a bit at this, rubbing a hand through his hair before adding after 

a moment in a lame voice: “Listen, Killer. I‟m really sorry about this whole mess here: we‟ve 

caused you nothing but problems during both our visits when you should be concerning yourself 

with your vast empire instead of us, and I just want to make it up to you, however I can.” 

But the huge tiger shook his head at this, laughing a bit and smiling slightly. “Zerrex, 

what can I say? They gave me the nickname „Bullet Magnet‟ for a few reasons, and one of them 

is because I attract a lot of trouble my way. Sure, things might have gone awry once or twice, 

but… since when do things ever work out as we‟ve planned, huh?” He nudged the lizard gently, 

adding after a moment: “Besides. I can‟t say it hasn‟t been interesting lately… and there‟ve been 

plenty of good times with the bad, too.” 

Zerrex smiled a bit in return to this, then he nodded a bit as Cherry grunted something 

nearby. “Fair enough then. But don‟t think I won‟t be buying you a drink later or whatever to 

help even things out, whatever the case may be.” 

Killer nodded, eyes twinkling with entertainment, then the two reached up and locked 

their hands together, squeezing firmly and large biceps flexing on either side before the liger 

laughed and let go, lightly pushing the reptile backwards. “I‟m going to go and grab my gear… 

you‟d better get into your own, too. I‟ll meet you at the helipad, and don‟t worry about whatever 

Marina grabs from the armory.” A pause, and then he made a bit of a face, tilting his head. “You 

know, one question, though. Why didn‟t she just ask?” 

“Because that‟s just the way Marina works. She‟s… very single-minded and goal-

oriented.” Zerrex responded carefully, not wanting to get into the details of what she‟d gone 

through with Narrius… at least, not yet. That would just lead into another long conversation we 

don‟t have time for right now, mostly because I know Marina will flip out if she comes back here 

and sees me spilling everything about her to Killer. “I‟ll tell you another time, when we‟re alone 

and safe from ambush by less-than-stable people such as Cherry.” 

“Fuck that. You ain‟t never safe from me.” Cherry responded pompously, and then she 

coughed and blushed as the two looked at her, the demoness currently laying on the bed with her 

legs spread and her head hanging off the edge of the side, the magazine turned sideways so she 

could leer over a centerfold picture with greater ease. “What?” 

“Nothing. Nothing at all.” Zerrex said dryly, then he exchanged a nod with Killer before 

the tiger left, giving a last wave at Cherry as she flailed an arm at him madly. “Are you going to 

put that away or am I going to have to take it from you?” 

“Spoilsport.” Cherry muttered, then her eyes widened as Zerrex approached and she 

quickly leapt up and off the bed, cackling as the magazine exploded into flames for a brief 

moment before crumbling away into ashes, declaring: “If you can‟t have it, then nobody can 

have it!” 

“Don‟t you mean „if I can‟t have it?‟” Cindy asked mildly as she checked over her 

grenade launcher, and Cherry muttered a string of vulgarities that amounted to a civilized 

person‟s „pardon me, but please be quiet, as you have offended me.‟ “Daddy, Marina didn‟t put 

this back together properly… the reload mechanism thingy seems to be jammed.” 



“Let me see it.” Mahihko piped up, holding out his hands, and Cindy nodded before 

handing him the empty rifle, Cherry sliding slowly over by shuffling her feet rapidly to peer at 

the gun as the wolf examined it. “I uh… I don‟t think it was an accident. There‟s some damage 

here and there…” A pause and a blush as he shrank a bit, looking as if he expected to be hit, but 

Cindy only gave his back a gentle rub and he added meekly: “I think I can fix it with some 

tools…” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, making a face, and then he sighed as he nodded to Cherry. “Are you 

just taking the .52s and your whip?” 

“I was thinking of taking a rifle, but if I‟m thinking what you‟re now thinking, then fuck 

that, I‟ll use Cindy‟s at worst since I gave that thing a nice once-over myself before bed, once 

Marina was done tinkering with it.” Cherry grunted, and Mahihko glanced back and forth 

worriedly before the demoness added, looking at him with something like irritated affection. 

“Dipshit, stop freaking out. Nobody‟s blaming you for saying anything… in fact, I for one am 

damned glad you did, since otherwise I may have blown my face off while attempting one of my 

spectacular circus-style shots.” 

The Drakkaren rolled his eyes, and then wondered silently again where Marina was and 

how bad this „period‟ she was going through was getting: after all, it was rare that she 

purposefully endangered a mission or disobeyed a punishment detail just to get back at the 

others. She‟s looking for me to do something… I don‟t know what though… “Alright. Everyone 

arm up with simple guns and Mahihko can check them over in the helicopter. I don‟t expect to 

actually have to deal with any demons today, so just take what you need for self-defense over 

real combat.” 

The others nodded, Mahihko only taking a .45 and Cindy the huge rifle, while Zerrex 

armed himself with his enormous sword and slid his combat knife into the holster in his boot, 

more out of habit than anything else. They made their way down the now-familiar path out to the 

helipad, Cherry making a face at the looks she received from some of the soldiers before the little 

group halted outside the main doors, Zerrex making a face and as he stood back a short distance, 

watching as Killer attempted to talk with Marina, who had an assault rifle on her back and a 

cardboard box of what was probably loose ammo and clips at her side.  

It didn‟t look like he was scolding her: on the contrary, as they approached – Zerrex 

pretending there was something wrong with his jacket and going to great lengths to adjust it so 

he didn‟t have to look directly at his youngest for the moment, since that always attracted her 

attention somehow – he could hear him trying to make idle conversation with her. Alexis, 

meanwhile, simply stood nearby with an apprehensive look on her muzzle, seeming to recognize 

that Marina was much like the ocean: calm and peaceful one moment, and raging and traitorous 

the next, willing to turn on all but her one true lord and master. 

It was awkward that Zerrex was in that position of being her controller as much as her 

father and friend… but as they stood nearby, Killer finally gave up on trying to talk to her, 

instead coughing and turning to look over at the Drakkaren almost plaintively, saying in a 

relieved voice: “Oh look, there‟s your father… I suppose we should get going, we don‟t want to 

lose too much daylight or anything, do we?” 

Yeah, she even freaks him out. But she seems to have that effect on pretty much everyone. 

Zerrex thought, a bit of faint amusement rolling over his features as he asked curiously: “Do you 

happen to have a small toolkit that we could use in the helicopter? You know, one kept for 

emergencies or whatever?” 



“Most of my soldiers have their own little kit, actually, so they can do field repairs on 

their weapons.” Killer nodded and then paused, reaching down to a small pack on his belt and 

smiling slightly. “I happen to have my own on me. I‟m not going in armed, but it‟s force of 

habit.” 

“I know what you mean.” Zerrex said with a slight grin, nodding at this and remembering 

the way he‟d ended up taking his knife for the same reason. “But we should probably get going. 

We just need to do a few small repairs in the helicopter to our weapons, one or two of them seem 

to be a bit jammed.” 

“And what the hell do you mean, not going in armed, Lion?” Alexis added after a 

moment, nudging the liger and looking over him with slight amusement, one of her hands patting 

his massive bicep. “I saw you order one of the soldiers to pack your rifle in the helicopter, „for 

emergencies,‟ as you said.” 

Killer snorted at this, nudging Alexis back and retorting playfully: “And look at you, 

dressed in your uniform complete with the Blue Vixen on your back: you‟re the one who told me 

not to carry anything in today, as I remember.” 

Alexis shrugged, then turned and strode through the doors, glancing over her shoulder 

with a teasing smile. “Maybe I just didn‟t want you stealing all the fun in case we saw some 

action.” A pause, and then she flicked her tail teasingly at the tiger, Killer snatching at it but 

missing by a hair‟s breadth as the tuft at the end of the long appendage brushed the back of his 

hand. “And besides, I wanted to look my best for our guests.” 

With that, she slipped out the door, and Killer followed, trading an entertained look with 

Zerrex before Marina mumbled: “Asshole.” 

“Marina, please try and be a little nice. Killer and I go back a good number of years 

now… the rest of the family likes him just fine.” Zerrex said gently, then he walked towards the 

doors and they swung open for him, the Drakkaren pausing before adding softly over his 

shoulder. “And the next time I ask you to do a job, I expect you to do it properly… we‟re going 

to have a talk later about what you did with the weapons and about stealing from the base.” 

The doors shuddered a bit, as if Marina‟s powers had flickered, before she lowered her 

head as the others walked out ahead of them, Cherry of all people showing enough tact to half-

drag Mahihko and Cindy out ahead of the father and troubled daughter. Marina watched them 

go, looking ashamed, and then she whispered: “Yes, Daddy.” 

Zerrex nodded and walked out, and Marina followed quickly a moment later, lowering 

her head and adding quietly: “Please don‟t hold back on me either, Father… you know I‟m 

yours, and that you can deal with me any way you wish…” A pause, and she added in a voice 

that was almost scolding: “You really should hit me now and then to keep me in line.” 

The Drakkaren gave his daughter a flat look at this, responding dryly: “You know I don‟t 

want to do that, Marina. Sometimes I can‟t decide if you‟re a masochist or if you-” A pause as an 

image of her beaten and dressed in a slave‟s collar and leash went through his mind, and he 

reached up to touch his head, muttering: “You know, after everything you went through, I‟d 

think that you‟d want to be treated nicely, instead of having sick fantasies about things like that.” 

“I am your daughter.” Marina replied haughtily, but Zerrex bit his tongue, holding back 

his usual snapped response of „what the hell is that supposed to mean?‟ as he recognized all too 

well that now Marina was doing whatever she could to purposefully piss him off. Instead, he 

scrunched up his muzzle as he concentrated hard and put Marina in a clown outfit in his mind 

instead of being all beaten and bondage-y, and a moment later he was rewarded with a stare as 

she asked stupidly: “What the fuck?” 



He shrugged, looking back at her defiantly as they approached the helicopter, and then 

they both laughed… and from inside the transport, Cherry smiled a bit, looking both sour and 

amused at the same time as she muttered: “Fuck, but I wish I had the relationship those two had. 

I don‟t think they‟re capable of pissing one-another off.” 

“I just haven‟t found the right button to push yet.” Marina said absently, glancing over at 

Cherry as she slid into a bench beside Mahihko, and she made a face at the wolf as he tinkered 

with his jammed handgun using a screwdriver, immediately blushing and shrinking away from 

her meekly as she muttered: “And yes, I‟ll be getting back at you later, wolf bitch.” 

“Marina, please.” Zerrex said flatly, and he grunted, dropping onto the bench on the other 

side of the helicopter to sit beside Alexis, wincing a bit as he glanced around the plain interior of 

the vehicle and slinging his enormous blade aside to rest beside the female feline‟s own massive 

rifle in a set of clamps next to the bench. “So uh… this thing is safe, right?” 

A Predator slid through a small space in the front wall to slide the transport‟s door closed 

and seal it into place by means of a tiny lever on the roof, and Zerrex made a face at the size of 

the little locking mechanism as Killer asked playfully: “What, you don‟t trust my designs?” 

“Remember that time you tried to design a new transport system and it ended up being so 

heavy the brake system snapped just because of the momentum?” Alexis replied in an amused 

voice, and Killer coughed, glancing to the side and rubbing at his shoulder slowly. “But no, 

Zerrex, this is just your plain long-range transport helicopter. It runs off a purified version of the 

fuel cell we use to power most of our machines, and there‟s a backup battery system to ensure 

things don‟t go awry mid-flight.” 

“Besides, that was one time.” Killer added, as Zerrex looked back and forth around the 

helicopter to check where the parachutes were kept, just in case. “The only reason it failed is 

because I forgot to take in the extra pressure on the gears and tires. Otherwise it worked fine.” 

Alexis simply smiled and rested against her husband, and much of the rest of the flight 

was silent, other than the occasional quiet click as Mahihko tinkered with a gun here and there, 

unscrewing this and readjusting that. Forty minutes later, however, and a green light flashed on 

the front wall, Killer straightening as he said quietly: “Looks like we made it. This should be the 

outside of the crater… we haven‟t finished construction yet, so we‟re going to have to rappel 

down, but I‟m sure all of you know how to, right?” 

The others nodded, even if Mahihko looked a bit nervous: it wasn‟t exactly anything he 

liked to do on a regular basis, since the lupine was apparently firmly-convinced his slight little 

girly body was just as heavy and bulky as Cherry‟s, and the rope would one day snap and send 

him plummeting to what would obviously be a terrible death. Personally, Zerrex was always 

more afraid the rope would break and he wouldn‟t die: going on all these great epic adventures 

he loathed was hard enough as it was with only one leg failing him, but being stuck in a 

wheelchair would make it impossible, due to the lack of handicap-accessible things he came 

across. 

When the soldier in Predator gear opened the door for them, Zerrex was surprised to see 

it was onto a small, square helipad that had been hastily but effectively put together, the 

Drakkaren grunting a bit as he hopped out and adjusted Blackheart idly with one hand, walking 

over to the edge of the enormous gouge in the earth and remembering fighting Ill Weather at 

almost this very spot,  before his eyes flickered down into the crater towards where several 

enormous psychic-repression panels had been erected around the Black Hole  floating above a 

large hole in the floor. Zerrex made a bit of a face as noted that whatever else, much of the 

crater‟s floor had been reconstructed: the explosions and then the great expanding orb of energy 



or gravity or whatever it had been had done quite a number on the shape of the crater itself, 

leaving a deep pit leading into what looked like an enormous collection of dull, broken gears and 

scraps of metal still visible beneath narrow platforms that had been erected around the area, and 

Killer followed the Drakkaren over to the edge. “There‟s still a little bit of the original path down 

left, and we put in a few ladders here and there, just plain wood for now – if we used metal, 

someone probably would‟ve gotten stuck halfway down the ladder and we‟d have to pry them 

off.” 

He smiled a bit as Zerrex nodded slowly, remembering the initial blasts, seeing where the 

crater walls had collapsed in, and noting the little metal huts that now lined the way down: 

around the portal itself was a large ring of platforms connected by narrow catwalks, and each 

platform connected into a ring of even-larger raised metal areas surrounding the first, forming a 

honeycomb shape. He noted the outer ring connected to several raised bridges that attached into 

the remaining crater floor that was left, this carefully-shored up from the look of the ropes, 

cables, and shiny bits of steel here and there… but the stairs leading down the steep cliffs had 

been lost, and with the avalanches that had occurred, several of the natural slopes going down to 

the next level of plateaus around the crater wall had been long destroyed as well. 

The Drakkaren drew back a bit, trying to clear his mind as he turned to ask Killer a 

question, but then he paused as he saw the frown on the face of Alexis as she approached, before 

she said softly: “Killer, there‟s no activity down there at all… no guards, no one manning the 

repression field or by the generators in the northern corner, no one near the caverns and I‟m 

getting no heat signatures from inside the huts on my visor, either.” 

“What?” Killer reached up and touched his own visor, glancing over the area before 

adding quietly: “Now that I think about it, someone should have greeted us the moment the 

chopper landed… but… we contacted them less than an hour ago to confirm our route here, and I 

don‟t see any bodies or bloodstains…” 

“So what, they all just went for coffee or something?” Cherry asked dryly, and then she 

reached up and pulled her shirt off, making a face at the cold and idly adjusting her bra before 

glancing over to Zerrex and jerking her head to him, looking deadly serious. “Unbox your wings 

and come with me.” 

“I hate gliding.” Zerrex muttered dejectedly, but he sighed and nodded, taking off his 

jacket and tossing it aside as Killer and Alexis stared, watching as first Cherry flexed and 

grunted, leaning forwards as a pair of leathery, enormous wings popped out of her back with a 

sick cracking sound… and then the Drakkaren‟s angelic wings of white energy pushed out of the 

long, curved scars over his own shoulderblades, burning a pair of crescent-shaped holes in the 

back of his shirt but strangely enough, only passing harmlessly through the massive sword as he 

glanced over to the others, saying quietly: “Mahihko, stay back after the others start making their 

way down and wait a few minutes before heading down yourself, just in case there‟s an ambush. 

You can flank them that way.” 

“Okay, Zerrex.” Mahihko said quietly, and then the demoness and the Drakkaren turned, 

and Cherry launched herself into the air, even Zerrex watching with surprise at the ease with 

which she flew, before he threw himself forwards and flapped his wings firmly, making a face. 

Flying sucks hard. Sucks. Hard. 

The reptile never felt as bulky and awkward as he did gliding dumbly through the air, as 

he folded his arms against his body and kept his legs slightly apart, the cold air whipping 

painfully over his face as he angled his body downwards and did his best to try and control his 

movement. It felt like every muscle in his body was straining, and his lungs burned painfully in 



his chest as he tried to carefully guide himself downwards while Cherry easily flew in an arc and 

then simply dropped like a stone, her wings wrapping around herself as she spun slowly towards 

the ground before suddenly snapping her body back, wings spreading wide and launching herself 

upwards a moment before she struck to land neatly on her feet. He could see her inspecting some 

panel on one of the platforms as the buzzing of the psychic repression panels entered his head, 

and then he grunted, his wings vanishing as he fell the last ten feet or so and landed in a crouch, 

wiping at his half-frozen hair as Cherry muttered from the next platform over: “Took you long 

enough.” 

“Yeah, sorry. It was the in-flight happy meal that held me up.” Zerrex responded drolly, 

before glancing over his shoulder and watching as Mahihko all-but tumbled down the cliff to the 

first set of plateaus, the others already carefully rappelling their way down the crater. He nodded 

a bit, then turned around, walking over to Cherry and asking in a quieter voice: “What‟s wrong 

here? And with you?” 

“It‟s this energy… I can almost recognize it.” Cherry muttered, shaking her head slowly 

before she glanced up at the Black Hole with a frown. “And this? Someone turned down the 

power being fed into panels… I‟m going to turn it all the way up and see if we can close this 

goddamn thing, whether they‟ve gotten their research done or not. With the energy in the air, 

though…” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, patting her on the shoulder and finding her scales still strangely 

warm, despite how chilly it was in the air. He glanced towards the Black Hole burning and 

roiling in the middle of the psychic panels surrounding it, as Cherry tapped in a few commands 

on half-frozen buttons with a grimace, before he felt and heard the hum increase in the air, and 

dark electricity bounced between the panels before the Black Hole sparked out of existence, 

releasing a short blast of forceful energy that made both lizard and demoness wince and lean 

away back from the foul essence that washed over them. 

The panels sparked, electricity continuing to surge over them for a few moments before 

one of them exploded… and a few moments later, the sound of something gearing down filled 

the air as Zerrex shook his head slowly. He sighed, rubbing a hand through his hair and turning 

at the sound of something clanging, half-expecting a fight… but instead, he only saw the others 

continuing forwards, before his eyes roved back to the cliff face, searching for Mahihko as he 

strode onto the catwalk to the next inner ring platform to meet the others as they stepped onto the 

larger outer ring. 

A sense of dread washed over him, and the Drakkaren looked up, snarling as a chill rolled 

down his spine and Cherry let out a loud growl behind him. On the platform ahead, between the 

outer ring area where most of his family and the two felines stood, and the catwalk he was 

currently on with his oldest daughter, a terrible dark circle came into being with a strange, 

echoing „whump,‟ electricity flickering over it as a voice tittered quietly. 

A moment later, a strange, terrible figure rose up out of the portal to hover quietly in the 

air, thin arms wrapped around itself and one leg curled up in the air, before the portal beneath it 

slowly closed. It continued to float, and Zerrex snarled a bit at the strange demon as a terrible 

feeling rolled through his body, not speaking and only watching with his emerald eyes as it 

turned slowly towards him. 

It was effeminate, but female without being voluptuous: gaunt even through – or perhaps 

in part of – the strange, tight clothes it wore and with barely-visible breasts and long, thin fingers 

that ended in long claws. Its hands were clad it skintight leather gloves, and the same stretched 

material covered its lower legs and feet in sharp-toed, square-heeled boots; even the demon‟s 



head and shoulders were covered by the seamless, smooth leather in a mask that covered a round, 

muzzleless and featureless head and face. The only adornment it wore was a strange crown 

overtop the mask, sitting on its forehead and curving up in a pair of long, double-pronged horns 

out to either side of its head with a final third spike jutting up from the back of its skull, the same 

pitch black as the leather, making the long strips of metal that locked against its smooth cranium 

seem almost invisible.   

A red bodysuit covered the rest of the being, the rubbery material bordered and patterned 

with the same deep obsidian leather, and around its waist was a heavy black length of chain… 

and it was from here that the creature became truly strange. Seven lengths of similar links floated 

out in seven different directions, floating slowly up and down and never seeming to run out of 

chain while at the same time never going too loose, all of them ending in heavy steel rings 

attached into the bottom of a white theatre mask, each of them with a dramatic expression carved 

and painted into it… and all the masks held a terrible vivacity to them as they floated and swayed 

around the creature before she laughed in a high, cruel voice, throwing her arms out to the side as 

the masks formed a ring around her.  

“How adorable… it‟s no great loss, but I must admit some irritation all the same, Lord 

Zerrex and Lady Cherry.” she said, cold voice echoing through the crater and Killer snarled and 

rose his fists, Alexis pulling her own large hybrid gun-sword off her back as Cindy leveled her 

own grenade launcher. “The Warlord can become easily irritated when things upset his plans 

even in the slightest, after all… and as this is the second Black Hole you fools are responsible for 

closing, I have to admit he will be less than pleased when he hears what has happened.” 

“So who are you, some lieutenant of his?” Zerrex asked sharply, his eyes narrowing as he 

reached up and settled a hand on the back of his enormous sword, and then he snarled as the 

creature laughed and floated to the side, landing with a gentle tap of her boots on the top psychic 

repression panel as her masks arranged themselves in a ring around her head with a jingle of 

chains. She‟s not going to allow herself to be flanked… and it‟ll be impossible to ambush her or 

sneak up on her if those masks are acting as her eyes… “And let me guess: you‟re responsible 

for everyone vanishing from the crater, correct?” 

“I didn‟t kill them, if that‟s what you‟re implying…” But the female‟s voice was teasing, 

before she added easily: “I only gave them a bit of affirmative action… allow me to 

demonstrate.” 

Her head turned towards Killer and she pointed one long finger at him, her voice 

overlapping as if many were speaking as a mask with its eyes and mouth cut in an expression of 

misery and tears painted down it rose up, shouting a single word: “Sloth!” 

Killer snarled, nothing seeming to happen for a moment… and then his expression 

changed as his muzzle drooped and he sat down on his haunches, yawning widely and lowering 

his head as Alexis stared for a moment, then kicked him hard, Cindy going to his other side and 

shaking him firmly. The huge warrior tiger only shrugged a bit, though, looking utterly miserable 

as Alexis shouted: “Come on, Killer, what the fuck are you doing? Get up, get on your feet… 

you, bitch! What the hell did you do to him?” 

“I don‟t want to move.” Killer said sulkily, and then he wiped at his muzzle before slowly 

falling over on his side and closing his eyes, looking abject. “It‟s all pointless anyway. I think I‟ll 

just go to sleep…” 

“What the hell are you?” Zerrex asked in horror, his eyes going from the warrior tiger to 

the demoness… and then he winced, covering his eyes as a moment later, a string of automatic 

fire blasted into the creature and bounced off a purple sphere of energy that flickered into being 



around it from thin air, bullets bouncing uselessly off in every direction as Alexis let out a snarl 

of fury, before she knelt down by her husband and attempted to shake him awake.  

The demoness floated into the air as Zerrex felt Cherry in closer to him, and then she 

bowed, her masks bowing with her as she said in clear, proud voice: “I am known as the 

Countess of the Seven Sins in Hell, but you may call me simply Seven, or the Seventh Countess. 

My full name is far too long to bother telling it to mortals.” She added dismissively after a 

moment, flicking her wrist, and then she pointed at Alexis as the female continued to shout and 

snarl between attempts to wake Killer up, saying clearly as a mask with large, pudgy cheeks and 

a pig-like nose appeared: “Gluttony.” 

This time, Zerrex almost saw the air vibrate around the female before Alexis‟s hands 

spasmed open and she dropped Blue Vixen into the snow, the female looking as if she‟d been 

punched in the stomach before a bit of saliva fell from her muzzle, and she began to violently 

shiver, obviously fighting with all of her willpower before falling to her knees and slowly 

picking up a handful of snow from the steel and shoveling it into her muzzle, and Zerrex felt his 

mouth go dry before he created a sphere of energy in one hand, snarling furiously- 

“Envy.” This time, the mask that snapped up was one that had been heavily painted and 

lined with gold around wide eyes and a thin-line mouth cut into the white material, and a 

moment later Zerrex looked over his sword slowly before looking at Cherry and snapping it back 

onto his back with a grunt, eyeing the guns at her side, her body, and the whip out in her hand, 

his arms crossing as he glanced down uncertainly at his own body every now and then. 

“Zerrex, snap out of it… Alexis- Cindy, for fuck‟s sake, go and stop her before she 

reaches the fucking snowbank and eats the whole goddamn Arctic, Killer wake the hell up!” 

Cherry snarled, as Marina ran over to her father, her eyes going from uncaring about the others 

to wide. 

“Snap out of what?” Zerrex asked harshly, immediately shoving Cherry childishly over 

as he looked over her angrily. “What the hell do I have to snap out of, huh? Nothing that‟s not 

like yours! Look at you, look at how… how pretty you are and… I want that. Those are mine, I 

want them now!” 

“Pride. Greed.” The first mask had an arrogant, haughty expression carved into it, and the 

second was painted gold, with a wide, insane grin. Immediately, both Cindy and Marina let out 

cries of shock, even as Cherry stared wordlessly up to Zerrex… and then Cindy stood up and 

crossed her arms as Alexis charged into a snowbank, sending up a puff of white stuff, and Killer 

continued to simply snore away on the platform.  

Cindy tilted her head over towards Cherry as she stood slowly, under the emerald gaze of 

the Drakkaren that was gazing over her with rapture and anger in the same stroke, his hands 

raised as if he was getting ready to claw her apart, and then the female said cockily: “I don‟t have 

to listen to you, Cherry. You‟re just jealous because I‟m stronger than you. In fact, I‟m stronger 

than you and Daddy put together.” 

“Shut up! Shut up, you and your stupid muscles can go to hell!” Zerrex wheeled around 

immediately, waving his arms angrily at her as Marina stepped carefully around the reptile, 

rubbing her hands over the mirror of the blade and licking her own muzzle slowly, eyeing the 

material greedily before Zerrex turned around and shoved her over, shouting down at her: “And 

you can follow her there, with your stupid psychic abilities! I don‟t need you, no one needs you, 

get lost! You aren‟t that special!” 



A mask that was tainted red rose up, one eye a crescent wink and a teasing smile carved 

into it as Seven‟s finger finally settled on Cherry, and her eyes opened wide as she spoke softly: 

“Lust.” 

Cherry froze… and then snapped a .52 out of the holster at her side and fired a bullet into 

the mask, and it exploded into pieces as Seven reeled backwards with a shocked scream a 

moment before she was engulfed in flames as the demoness rose her other hand, snarling: 

“Sorry, doesn‟t seem to work on other demons, you fucking whore!” 

A moment later, however, Seven regained her balance, snarling furiously as the flames 

were blown off her body from a blast of pure force that emanated from the female, one of the 

long chains now hanging loose with a shard of white at the end of it and the others slowly 

regaining their own consciousnesss, Killer sitting up and staring around himself in shock before 

scrambling to his feet and running quickly over to Alexis, who was sprawled on one of the outer 

ring bridges and slowly staggering over to them, one arm around her stomach, the others 

swaying more or less back into sanity as Zerrex gripped his head and fell to one knee with a 

grunt of pain. “You bitch! But it doesn‟t matter…” A pause, and then Seven made a series of 

quick grasping motions with her hand, and purple energy surrounded Marina, Cindy, and the two 

ligers, the four freezing into place as Seven snarled: “I only need to kill you two, after all!” 

She pointed outside the crater, and four purple sparks of light appeared on the very rim of 

the massive furrow in the earth before the demoness floated into the air, laughing and throwing 

her arms outwards, and the sphere of purple flickered around her for a few moments as the air 

itself seemed to vibrate, Cherry wincing and skidding backwards a bit as Zerrex leaned forwards 

from his kneel into the pure force travelling through the air, before a massive purple dome 

twisted into existence around the edge of the crater, sealing the two in with the demoness. 

A moment later, she pointed at Zerrex, and a mask with furious eyes and a wide, gaping 

mouth full of terrible painted fangs rose up, hatred seeming to burn off its expression like a 

living thing before she said coldly: “Wrath.” 

Zerrex twitched violently, struggling for a few moments and making a strange, almost-

gagging sound… and then his expression slowly darkened as he stood slowly up, and Cherry 

immediately holstered the .52 in favor of spinning her whip once at her side and backing off as 

much as the ten foot steel platform would allow, going pale as the Drakkaren reached up and 

jerked his massive sword off his back, shuddering violently again for a moment as Seven hissed 

in pleasure. 

The Drakkaren‟s hand squeezed tightly around Blackheart‟s obsidian handle, his teeth 

slowly gritting and expression turning into a snarl, eyes almost glowing in his head as blue 

energy surrounded the blade for a few moments… and then slowly turned to a terrible, roiling 

black fire that covered the gleaming blade. Slowly, he looked over to Cherry, and she quailed at 

the hatred in his eyes, unable to even manage a plea before he brought the enormous sword 

slowly back to his right… and then he suddenly spun and threw it hard at Seven, who reared 

back in shock before screaming as the whirling black tornado ripped through her side and 

smashed through several of the chains, sending her flipping violently through the air. 

“I‟ll kill you!” Zerrex shouted furiously, leaping forwards like an animal to kick off the 

panel the demoness had been standing on with enough force to knock it out of place with a shriek 

of steel, and he tackled her in midair, slamming her down onto a metal platform and already 

beginning to hit her even before they‟d stopped skidding. Cherry could only gape for a moment 

before wincing and running around to the other side of the ring, and then she halted a platform 

away, wincing and hoping she was close enough if something bad happened… but far enough 



away in case things went sideways. That was not a bright thing to do, scary floating lady. He 

might not like me too much sometimes… but I‟m sure on the other hand, he hates you a hell of a 

lot more right now. 

Zerrex was straddling the female, hard left and right hooks smashing into her face before 

she tried to point at him, and one of the reptile‟s hand snagged her finger before simply jerking 

back hard, and the demoness shrieked as it was almost torn off her hand, left to hang by a few 

bloody strings before the reptile‟s hands locked around her throat as he leaned over her, a terrible 

grin spreading over his face as he throttled her while beginning to smash the back of her head 

over and over into the steel platform, his body heaving with animal breaths and snarls. 

Seven was like a rag doll in his hands, uselessly beating her hands against him and 

clawing small gashes in his chest, before the Drakkaren suddenly let go of her neck with an 

inarticulate howl of rage, bringing one arm far back above his head and slamming his fist down 

into her stomach as hard as he possibly could – and Cherry heard the sound of that same fist 

pounding into and perhaps through metal as blood splattered up over the reptile‟s body, Seven 

spasming with a hurk as her arms went out, one of her hands accidently brushing against his face 

– and immediately the reptile snarled again and seized her upper arm, jerking back on it before 

driving an elbow down into her shoulder, and it snapped out of place and down more than two 

inches, the demoness‟s back arching as she shrieked in agony again, the few remaining masks 

snapping back and forth around her on their chains as her collarbone broke and shoved its way 

up out of her body and through the tight leather. 

Purple energy flashed around her, not so much in a sphere but as in a formless fizzle, and 

Zerrex was thrown backwards, skidding on his back for the edge of the platform as his claws 

scraped against the metal, Cherry watching in horror before he sailed over the edge… and then 

Seven scrambled to her feet, coughing and gagging harshly, grasping her destroyed arm and most 

of her abdomen collapsed inwards, blood leaking through either side of the torn bodysuit she was 

wearing and darkness leaking out of her mask, the same terrible gunk boiling up from her body 

as her masks hovered slowly beside her, the other chains jingling beside her as she tried to limp 

quickly away… and then Zerrex‟s claws seized the edge of the platform and he dragged himself 

up onto the steel, still grinning savagely as his eyes burned with hate and fury. 

Seven screamed in terror and tried to turn away, and Zerrex dived at her, snagging one of 

the chains before jerking her down, and he started to laugh as she fell on her back and tried to 

cower away from him. The reptile only looked at her for a few moments as he continued to 

cackle like a demon, and then he stood and kicked her hard in the side, crunching in her ribs 

audibly and sending her up into the air, but the chain still tightly held in his hand so she swung 

upwards on an arc instead of away from him as he spun around and slammed her face-first into 

the metal platform. 

She smashed deep enough to leave a heavy dent in the steel, and Zerrex turned the other 

way, smashing her down on the other side of him and repeating the process back and forth, still 

laughing, his body seeming to burn with dark energy as Cherry could only stare limply from 

nearby, before watching as he threw the female hard to the side, and immediately she drew one 

of the .52s, snarling and trying to hold in her tears as she fired three quick rounds into the 

remaining masks before shoving her hand outwards, and flames leapt up over the other 

demoness, causing her to scream and arch her back, twisting back and forth in agony as Zerrex 

grunted and snarled in surprise, staying back from the flaming creature as his eyes roved to 

Cherry… and then they slowly cleared as she gazed back at him helplessly, and he fell back on 

his ass as the flames slowly died out over the demon‟s body. 



Seven slowly climbed to her feet, the purple energy of the dome above dying out as she 

stared at the two… and slowly, she staggered backwards before she said raggedly: “No more… 

I… no more… but don‟t think… don‟t think that I won‟t be back…” A shudder, and then she 

slowly floated up into the air before raising her working arm and gasping as she rose her palm, 

broken finger dangling loosely from her hand as a portal slowly opened, and the Countess of the 

Seven fled quickly with her broken chains and dying body through this, leaving behind nothing 

but darkness that smoldered for a moment before it and the portal vanished from sight. 

Zerrex swallowed a bit as he got back to his feet, and then he rubbed the back of his head 

before mumbling: “I think I lost Blackheart.” 

Cherry stayed silent for almost a minute, and then she finally replied quietly: “No, Boss. 

It‟s over by Mahihko… I can see him trying to jerk it out of the cliff face above.” 

“Oh.” Zerrex said dumbly, and he glanced down before glancing back up at her, asking 

hesitantly: “It… are you okay, Cherry?” 

“Yeah, just… a bit shocked to see you acting like the old Captain Ravenlight I used to 

know after all these years, Zerrex.” Cherry said with a bit of a smile, glancing over at him, and 

he could feel the sadness in her eyes flowing quietly through his heart and body. “You know, I 

always wondered why you stopped behaving that way, but… I guess I can see now. You‟re a 

scary motherfucker, Boss… no wonder you‟re always holding back.” 

“Discipline is all that separates us from the beasts.” Zerrex murmured quietly, and for the 

first time in her life, Cherry got what the saying actually meant as she grunted in response. Then 

he sighed a bit and made a face, glancing over at her awkwardly. “It… let‟s just pretend that it 

was the spell she put me under for now. We can talk about it later if you want but I‟d rather not 

make Mahihko pee himself right this moment.” 

“Yeah.” Cherry grimaced a bit, rubbing the back of her head, but she caught on to the 

undertone: Marina would have likely been utterly captivated by what her father had just done 

and would likely start talking about it and bringing up all sorts of embarrassing memories in 

front of everyone if she thought it was anything other a one-time effect caused by demonic 

interference. Which is just about the last thing we need to top the day off right now… “Come on, 

let‟s get over to the useless little bitch before he gives himself a hernia trying to jerk that out of 

the cliff wall, and then we still gotta get our way up to the others.” 

The longest part of the journey back was the rappelling: after that, a few short ladders 

took them the rest of the way to the top, Mahihko looking awkward and quiet as he glanced at 

Zerrex every so often. Not because of what the reptile had done… but instead because he‟d done 

absolutely nothing himself out of fear at the sight of everyone suddenly seeming to go insane 

inside the crater. 

But I won‟t be scared anymore… I won‟t give Zerrex any more reasons to be ashamed of 

me than, he already has enough of those… Mahihko thought silently to himself, climbing the last 

ladder up to the top and the sounds of welcoming and talk dull in his ears, his .45 tucked 

carelessly in the front of his pants as he fought to keep himself from crying, his face glum and 

tired… but that could easily have been attributed to what had just gone on, since he noticed that 

neither Cindy or Cherry didn‟t exactly look like they were having a ball themselves, and Alexis 

was still rubbing tiredly at her stomach from the plethora of terrible things she likely shouldn‟t 

have eaten. I shouldn‟t be afraid when, as long as Zer is around, everything can be okay… will 

turn out okay… 

“Did the demon run or did it die?” Killer asked, grasping Zerrex‟s arm gently, and the 

Drakkaren felt a coil of remaining anger in him wanting to shrug it off, but he resisted and 



grunted before making a face and rubbing the back of his neck, the liger blinking a bit and tilting 

his head. 

“It ran off… sorry, my head is still messed up from the creature.” Zerrex replied, and 

then he gently attempted to pry Marina off him, who had attached herself to his waist the 

moment he‟d stepped away from the edge and refused to let go, her head buried against his chest. 

“It… really is okay now, Marina. I‟m fine, everything‟s fine.” 

“Shut the fuck up and hold me.” Marina mumbled embarrassedly, and Zerrex sighed a bit 

before giving a faint smile, wrapping his arms around her and keeping her close as Killer rubbed 

the back of his head and traded a look with Alexis, who was leaning lightly against him. “Hey, if 

you two can cling to each other all day, I have every right to.” 

“I didn‟t-” Killer paused, perhaps realizing that not only was a it a futile to argue with 

her, saying „I didn‟t say anything‟ to a psychic was like staring at someone‟s cleavage while 

saying you had no sexual interest in them whatsoever. “I wasn‟t criticizing you, I mean.” 

Marina simply grunted something as Zerrex shrugged apologetically to the liger, and then 

the two exchanged looks before he glanced down to Alexis, rubbing a hand lightly along her 

back. “I think we should probably head back to the base… we need to tell another crew to get out 

here and monitor the area, for one thing, and I want to talk to Commander Albatross and let him 

know what‟s happened to his soldiers. Not to mention the fact that after what happened, we 

should all probably take the time to lay down or something.” 

Alexis didn‟t even bother to say anything, just looking up at him mildly before the tiger 

coughed a bit and glanced up, adding quickly: “You know, if we need to… I think I‟m going 

to… work out and check how training the new recruits is going after I have the doctors see to 

Alexis here.” 

“I‟m fine.” Alexis said stubbornly, and then she grunted and turned towards the crater, 

wobbling a bit unsteadily and rubbing at her muzzle with the back of her hand as she added 

sourly: “Anyway, I need to get my sword…” 

“I can get it.” Killer said helpfully, and then he sighed and rubbed his forehead when 

Alexis only gave him a challenging glare before simply running to the edge of the cliffs, leaping 

down it as the others stared after her, the male mumbling: “If I could keep up with her, I‟d rule 

the world by now.” 

“Well, fuck, I can keep up with her!” Cherry said arrogantly, puffing out her chest, and 

then she flailed her arms and pranced around in front of the liger as he made a face and looked 

worriedly out over the crater, despite the fact Alexis was already leaping down to the metal 

platforms and heading over to pick up her fallen sword. 

She turned back around as Cherry gave up her attempts to draw attention to herself, 

instead walking moodily around in a short circle as she kicked at some snow here and there, and 

finally she glanced up and stuck her tongue out when Alexis clambered up over the cliffs with a 

grunt, her blade securely resting once more on her back.  

Killer walked forwards and scooped her up, and she tried uselessly to push free when as 

the male held onto her tightly and carried towards the waiting helicopter before managing to 

slide out of his grip once more, glowering at him. “For fuck‟s sake, Killer, it wasn‟t poison! It 

was just some… stuff…” She trailed off, looking embarrassed as she smoothed back her hair as 

he put her down, and she climbed up into the helicopter as the huge liger watched her with 

concern. 

“That doesn‟t mean its any good for you.” he replied mildly, then hopped in the 

helicopter himself, followed by Cindy, Cherry, and Mahihko. A moment later, Zerrex sighed a 



bit and slipped an arm under Marina, and then he grunted as he walked over and hopped into the 

helicopter, the others staring a bit as the Drakkaren slowly began to fall backwards before halting 

and mumbling a „thank you‟ to his youngest daughter, cradled in his arms like a very tall child. 

He sat down at the end of the bench as Blackheart detached itself from his back and 

floated over to the clamps, half-thought of a crack about safety belts and carseats, then failed to 

think of how to phrase it so it would be funny, instead settling for looking morbid as Marina 

glanced up once to confirm that she‟d safely docked the giant sword into the clamps instead of 

something else. Then she dropped her head back against him as the Predator slipped back from 

the cockpit to lock the door into place. 

It was a long forty minute ride back: no one seemed up for talking, and Alexis grimaced 

with every movement she made. Marina shifted every now and then with him, but obviously had 

no intention of moving, and even after the helicopter sat down and Killer quietly excused himself 

and Alexis so they could both head over to the medical area, Marina refused to get off Zerrex‟s 

body. 

“Fuck, Marina, get the hell off him.” Cherry said irritably, and then reached down to 

grasp the psychic‟s sides, before she winced as one of her hands punched herself squarely in the 

eye, her entire arm surrounded by a purple glow as Marina glared over her shoulder. “Okay, 

okay, okay! I get the point, dear God you could use some oral sex.” 

She stomped off, and Cindy and Mahihko quickly followed, the two trading depressed 

looks as Zerrex stood up, and Marina glanced over his shoulder, Blackheart pulling itself free of 

the clamps and floating along behind him. It made things extra eerie – and likely extra-

frightening – for the soldiers whom the two passed, staring at a scarred male Drakkaren with a 

limp carrying his fully-grown daughter, a massive sword following last of its own apparent 

will… and Zerrex was very glad to reach their room and set down his daughter on the bed and 

pull his sword out of the air to lay it down with his torn shirt and jacket, flopping onto another 

bed and holding up a hand the moment he heard Marina starting over to him, muttering: “Please 

Marina. No. Not right now.” 

Marina sighed a bit, but nodded as Mahihko let out a sound of relief from another bed, 

and a moment later he was knocked sprawled by a telekinetic blast from Marina. Cherry 

immediately grunted something irritably at the young Drakkaren, and Zerrex covered his head 

with a pillow as the three girls in the room began to yell at each other, Mahihko cowering against 

Cindy as she went from helping him put together guns to holding onto him like a stuffed animal. 

“Will you all just shut up?” Zerrex yelled finally, jerking up to a sitting position and 

glaring around at them all, and then he immediately felt horrible the moment Marina and 

Mahihko both began to shudder and the older two sisters stared in shock, and then he rubbed a 

hand slowly over his face before mumbling: “Please, girls. It‟s been a long day, and-” 

But Marina had already started to cry quietly, pointing sulkily at Mahihko and declaring 

in a childish voice: “But he started it, he tattled on me!” 

“You broke the guns! And besides, I‟m the first one who noticed.” Cindy said angrily 

from across the room, as Mahihko started crying now. “Look at you, stop lashing out at everyone 

here, Marina… we all risked our lives for you all those years ago and-” 

“You all sucked and failed and died and left me alone!” Marina retorted furiously, and all 

the furniture in the room shuddered before she jumped across and clung to her father, adding 

hatefully: “I wish you‟d all just stayed dead and-” 

Zerrex shoved Marina off him, hard, and she fell heavily to the floor, landing with a grunt 

on her back before he stepped on her, pinning her firmly with a combat boot even as she 



struggled, staring at him with shock as he said softly but dangerously: “Marina. I want you to 

listen to me, right now. Cindy is your mother. Cherry is your big sister. Mahihko is your little 

brother. I am your father. We are your family, and your friends. And I put up with a lot from 

you, but I won‟t put up with you treating everyone like garbage and saying all these things.” He 

paused, then reached down and pushed his finger against her nose, adding softly: “Get out. You 

can stay in the other room for the rest of your time here, alone. Keep this up, and I‟ll send you 

home, Marina, and you can stay there by yourself and see how different it is.” 

Marina stared, then she leaned up, saying firmly: “I don‟t need them. Fuck them.” 

Zerrex snarled a bit, and then a shudder went through him as he looked down at her 

silently for a few moments before asking quietly: “Are you doing all this just so I‟ll hit you?” 

“And that‟s why you‟re the best, Daddy…” Marina gazed up at him with sick devotion, a 

smile spreading across her face that was sad in all that it encompassed. “You always see through 

me… but I had you close this time, huh? Maybe next time…” She slowly licked her muzzle, 

adding in a husky voice: “Next time… next time, and I‟ll be bleeding and beaten and bruised…” 

Revulsion ran through the Drakkaren‟s body, and he pushed away from her, but she leapt 

up, grabbing his neck and kissing him hard, almost moaning into his jaws as her body pushed 

forwards against his, the reptile feeling her horrible lust as images played into his head, sick 

images and terrible feelings of arousal… and then a moment later Marina was yanked away, and 

Cindy punched her hard enough to send her crashing onto the bed before that too flipped over 

and landed on top of the female.  

“You want it so bad, there you go!” Cindy shouted angrily, even as tears streamed down 

her face. She pointed at the door, balling her other hand into a fist and trembling vio lently. “Go, 

get the hell out of here! You don‟t even act like you‟re my daughter anymore, you‟re not the 

Marina I know or loved… you‟ve turned into some vile… w-whore!”  

Marina winced away, blood running from her nose and muzzle, and then she trembled 

and bolted for the door when Cindy stepped forwards, before the middle sibling collapsed back 

into Zerrex‟s arms and began to cry as he held her close, only able to stare miserably at the other 

room filled with wailing and the sound of objects breaking. A helpless glance over his shoulder, 

and Cherry shrugged, still slack-jawed, as Mahihko curled up in a ball and began to rock and cry 

hard as well. This… is my life. And this is all my fault. 

It took three hours for everyone to stop crying, and by then Mahihko was sleeping quietly 

and Cindy was obsessively fixing the bed she‟d knocked over, righting it before carefully putting 

the mattress back on the single bunk and then adjusting the sheets endlessly. Zerrex, on the other 

hand, took the route of staring at the ceiling as he heard Marina‟s angry voice on the other side of 

the wall, since Cherry had volunteered to try and speak to her: the demoness came back a few 

minutes later with her clothes ripped and looking disheveled, muttering: “Okay. I shouldn‟t‟ve 

started with „so you‟ve been a bit of a prick lately,‟ it seems. Unfortunately, I think the only 

person she‟s going to listen to is you, Zerrex. And if you want my honest opinion, maybe she 

does need someone to beat the shit out of her.” 

“Cherry, what I did was a huge mistake, okay?” Cindy snapped, smoothing out the sheets 

on the bed before sitting down and hugging herself, looking down miserably. “I should really go 

and apologize…” 

“Yeah, for not hitting her hard enough.” Cherry grunted, and then sighed at the twin 

glares she received, holding up her hands and looking miserable. “But honestly? I love her. You 

guys love her. I‟m sure Mahihko at least… well… respects her. But like… shit. Zerrex, I‟d be 

the last one telling you to actually, you know, start beating her like you‟re her drunken redneck 



pimp, but… maybe you should indulge her fantasies a bit. Don‟t like… you know, hurt her, 

but… hit her around a lot. Humiliate her. Treat her like crap, since she‟s so absolutely bent on 

it… but make sure she sees and more importantly, thinks that you‟re not enjoying it at all, 

because she reads your emotions and your mind more often than I glance at porn. Because you 

know, whether she turns out to be that masochistic or not… if she even thinks you‟re enjoying it, 

if she finds any trace of say, even a link to „oh well, this is the twentieth cousin to the memory of 

me punching a kid who really deserved it in the face when I was seven,‟ then she‟ll like… beg 

you to do it more often just because she thinks you enjoy it on some impossibly-small level 

despite how miserable you‟ll feel.” 

Zerrex stared at her, and Cherry rubbed her head, looking lame and obviously about to 

apologize, before he sighed and said softly: “Cherry, that does honestly sound really intelligent 

and all… but the problem is, I don‟t know if it‟s actually a good idea or not. Because…” A 

glance down as he lowered his head, murmuring quietly: “Cindy… remember… remember 

when…” 

“Yeah…” she made a face, then glanced up at Cherry, who frowned a bit, before 

explaining quietly: “We all knew that Marina used to cut herself here and there a few years 

back… but once Zerrex and I came home after a date, while you were out at one of your fight 

meets… and Gods. It was horrible, the screams we heard… but when we burst inside to check it 

out, Marina immediately tried to get us to leave, even though it looked like she was being…” 

She made a face and swallowed thickly, then glanced over at Zerrex to continue. 

The Drakkaren nodded a bit, looking at Cherry and saying in as calm a voice as he could: 

“She found five males, as big as she could, to come in and rape her. Dragokkaren, almost 

exclusively… you know, clones. She must have taken away their inhibitions or something with 

her powers, because she was pretty bloody and bruised and they looked absolutely horrified by 

what they had done afterwards… but after we got rid of them, we talked it over and she said…” 

A pause, and Zerrex laughed shortly. “She told me she wanted to give me „some porn she knew 

I‟d really enjoy‟ for my birthday.” 

“Shit, and I thought I was the only one who had ideas like that.” Cherry rubbed the back 

of her head slowly, trying to lighten the topic by adding in a louder voice: “Hey, remember when 

I did that gangbang for you and had it all filmed, and gave it to you for your… yeah, okay, bad 

timing, I‟m sorry.” She swallowed and coughed as the two continued to look miserable, then sat 

down by Zerrex, looking down and phrasing her words carefully. “Zerrex… you‟re the one who 

taught me that it was okay to be submissive sexually to someone, and moreover, that it was okay 

that I just wanted to serve you: there wasn‟t anything bad about it in a mutually-beneficial 

relationship, like the one we have. You‟re the Boss, and I‟m the bitch, and that‟s just how it is – 

fuck, if you didn‟t treat me like dirt every now and then, I‟d honestly be a lot less happy than I 

am now. 

“So sure, I can understand Marina‟s point of view, sorta. Except whereas I just look at 

you as Master and…” she cleared her throat, mumbling the next few words.  “And… love you… 

for… stuff… um… Marina… Marina sees you as God. I know that say… you can‟t drive a stick-

shift, for instance. Sure, I‟d encourage you if you wanted to learn, and even teach you what I 

could, but like fuck I‟d get in the car if one day you jumped in the driver‟s seat and said 

cheerfully to me, „hey, Cherry, let‟s go for a ride!‟ or some shit. Actually, I‟d be freaked out just 

by you being cheerful… yeah, I think I‟ll just stop with the joke attempts.” 

She smiled faintly, and Zerrex just continued to look down quietly, before she sighed and 

wrapped an arm around him firmly, squeezing him tightly around the shoulders. “Listen to me, 



Boss. If you took a dump on some paper and showed it to her, Marina would honestly think it 

was the best art anyone could ever shit out. But if you say… wrote one of your pretty little 

poems and showed it to Marina, but you wanted to hear something bad or mean about it, Marina 

would just as soon be as cruel as she could to you, because you wanted it. She‟ll do anything to 

make you feel good… and I think what she‟s latched onto is your dominance. Just like how I 

can‟t help liking sex an unhealthy amount, you can‟t help liking being in charge an unhealthy 

amount. She wants to show you the ultimate form of submission, and she wants to see you 

established in the ultimate place of importance: and I think she even digs your darkness, if you 

get what I‟m saying. 

“I think Marina realizes there‟s a part of you that‟s pretty much evil. Ravenlight, you call 

it, right?” Cherry asked mildly, and Zerrex glanced at her with a bit of surprise that she‟d broach 

the topic, the female smiling a bit. “Hey, I know you, Boss, inside-out, just like you know me 

outside-in, and I do remember shit about you, so don‟t fuckin‟ look at me like that, you prick. 

But I don‟t think she realizes that you‟re trying to get away from that part of yourself, and she‟s 

only thinking about how if she does this for you…” Cherry stopped, enunciating her words very 

carefully. “Some part of you that you don‟t like might be made very happy by doing such things 

to her.” 

“Fuck, Cherry, don‟t talk about Daddy like that!” Cindy snapped, and Cherry 

immediately hid behind Zerrex when the female jumped to her feet, adding threateningly: “If you 

like being treated like crap so much, how about I give you a punch in the face, too, and we can 

giggle about it later! Daddy might be mean to you, but that‟s because you‟re… stupid! Not all 

girls are like that, he doesn‟t treat me like dirt at all, and he‟s never hit me because I‟ve never 

begged for it and rejected how gentle he can be!” 

“Thank you for the feminist rhetoric.” Cherry muttered, then she squawked when Cindy 

grabbed her leg, wincing as she was dragged off the bed and then immediately throwing herself 

backwards the moment Cindy‟s grip loosened, the female grunting angrily and stepping forwards 

before Zerrex grunted something. 

Cindy hesitated, and the Drakkaren turned to her, shaking his head slowly and saying 

quietly: “She‟s right, Cindy. Cherry and I used to do… a lot of very bad things. Even when we 

were married, you knew that me and her would go off on our… our little jobs every now and 

then and a few days later, there‟d be a few less scuzzballs in the world… but that doesn‟t mean 

that what she and I did in any way was good, or even okay. We were just feeding our own 

monsters.” A glance over at Cherry, smiling faintly. “I might not do that anymore, but believe 

me. With all four of you willing to do pretty much anything I please, not to mention the fact I‟m 

sore and tired most of the time, even a serial rapist wouldn‟t need to find anyone else to… rape.” 

He finished lamely, rubbing the back of his head. 

“You are a serial rapist.” Cherry said mildly. “And you so totally used that term wrong. 

It‟s like- oh, hey now, Cindy, please, violence isn‟t the answer, right?” 

Cindy was advancing angrily on Cherry again as she shoved herself quickly backwards, 

wincing, and then Zerrex tilted his head back, asking quietly: “Does it bother you because you 

know she‟s telling the truth, or because you honestly think I‟m some white knight in shining 

armor, Cindy?” 

The female paused, then looked down quietly as Cherry got to her feet and walked 

quickly over to Zerrex, wincing and using her precog to go from a fall into a neat handspring 

after Cindy tripped her. “I think more because she‟s being Cherry.” 



“I guess that‟s understandable. I can be a bitch.” Cherry admitted, then she rubbed the 

back of her head, adding in a mutter: “But… you know, if it really bothers you, Cindy… I don‟t 

have to bring this sorta shit up in front of you. I know our past ain‟t like… roses and happiness 

and shit, and it can be pretty… ugly to other people.” 

The middle sister of the family paused, then shook her head slowly, walking over to the 

bed before she sat down, and then she tilted her head, asking hesitantly: “After… after you and 

Daddy broke off your marriage… I… you two would go out some nights and you‟d come back 

with some nasty bruises, Cherry. But the past times in the few years that‟s happened, I always 

thought you two were just sparring but… it wasn‟t just that, was it?” 

Cherry smiled a bit, quietly taking Zerrex‟s hand and trading a look with the large reptile, 

before he nodded to her and the demoness relaxed a bit, saying quietly: “You see… you know 

that I‟m not just a bitch, but I also uh… am a bitch in another sense.” Cherry rubbed the back of 

her head, looking embarrassed but also proud before saying amiably: “Yeah. Zerrex and I would 

fuck, and sometimes while fucking, if we were feeling up to it, he‟d beat the shit out of me. Not 

literally of course, that‟d be gross, but what can I say? It‟s pretty frigging hot.” 

Cindy was only staring, though, as if waiting for a punchline, and Zerrex and Cherry 

shared an embarrassed look before the demoness said carefully: “Sometimes when a Mommy 

and a Daddy love each other very much, they get a bit carried away and start hurting each 

other… or in this case, the Daddy starts doing things to the Mommy because it really shows just 

how powerful he is, and his bitch gets to see just how lucky she is that she belongs to him, like 

any other piece of property…” Cherry faded out, looking dreamy, and Cindy gaped at her 

dumbly before Zerrex nudged the demoness firmly, and she spluttered and coughed before a 

deep blush suffused her face. 

“What Cherry‟s trying to say is that it heightens the uh… roleplaying, I guess you could 

call it.” Zerrex rubbed the back of his head, then barged onwards as Cherry simply nodded 

repeatedly and looked serious. “See, Cherry‟s a switch and into rape fantasies and vicious, 

violent sex. So even though sometimes we uh… let her take the top, she much prefers to play the 

role of „rape victim,‟ and so we get into hitting, shoving her down, actually fighting and 

attacking each other before I eventually wear her down somehow, then forcing her down and all 

sorts of other things. We rarely fight hard, though, she doesn‟t hit me too hard and steps into 

some of my swings.” 

“Holy shit. You two are serious.” Cindy said dumbly, and then she stared at the wall, 

asking stupidly: “And you‟re saying my little sister… my daughter Marina… is… wants her 

father to rape her and beat her up?” 

“You know, since she‟s vaguely-masochistic, I hang out with her a lot, she‟s often into 

my porn and she can read both our minds… maybe it‟s us who influenced her?” Cherry glanced 

curiously over to Zerrex, and then immediately grabbed him and yanked him over the other side 

of the bed, at the same time flipping it over as Cindy dived at them with a yell. The scuffle was 

brief but left Mahihko staring in horror, Cindy flailing and kicking her legs stupidly as Zerrex 

and Cherry both restrained one of her arms firmly, the male Drakkaren now sporting a black eye 

and Cherry grunting as Cindy‟s hand clawed into one of her breasts every so often. 

“I knew you two were bad influences! Goddammit, Daddy, let me go!” Cindy let her 

arms go loose for a moment, and then with a mighty grunt, she wrenched them free, sending the 

two others stumbling forwards before Cherry grabbed them by the backs of the neck and bonked 

their heads together, saying angrily as they looked at one another stupidly: “I know that most of 

this isn‟t your fault, but to make her think you two really hit each other while doing that-” 



Cherry rose a hand, correcting: “Excuse me, but he really hit me, and it wasn‟t just play, 

it was fucking. There‟s a big difference, missy, between lovemaking, sex, rough play, and 

fucking.” 

Cindy frowned at this, then let go and put her hands on her hips, glaring from one to the 

other as she said firmly: “Look, Cherry, Daddy said it was roleplaying, and you might‟ve been 

bruised up, but I‟m sure Daddy would never intentionally hit you, nor would you let him during 

something like that… I‟m sure it was just from the sparring before and… what?” 

Zerrex winced as he rubbed the back of his neck, looking embarrassed, and Cherry said 

cheerfully: “Well, that‟s because he‟s a douche and he doesn‟t like using the word „fuck‟ for 

whatever reason. But hey, if you want a demonstration…” A pause as she tilted her head 

curiously. “Do you mind, Boss? I‟m not saying fuck me silly or anything, or even get your dick 

out… let‟s uh… let‟s see…” She looked down thoughtfully, absently motioning for Cindy to 

step back, and the gentle female did so, staring. “Should I fight back?” 

“No, I already have a black eye and I‟m sore after today… how about we start with a bit 

of choking, dirty talk… maybe I could humiliate you a bit?” Zerrex tilted his head, rubbing a 

hand through his hair as he looked embarrassedly over at Cindy, then at Mahihko, who was 

watching with much-greater curiosity. “‟Skinda feels awkward though, you know.” 

“Just pretend they‟re not there.” Cherry said cheerfully, waving a hand, before she poked 

his chest firmly, looking up at him threateningly. “And you better fuckin‟ knock me stupid, or 

I‟m gonna punch you in the balls afterwards. No holding back like I‟m a little wimpy towel. 

After that uh… just toss me onto the bed or whatever, and we‟ll finish around there?” A pause, 

and she slapped her forehead, grinning and shifting her body to her usual form, adding mildly: 

“I‟d size down, but these clothes‟ll go all loose on me… can you work with me being plus two to 

your height?” 

“As long as you don‟t struggle too much, sure. You‟re good tall.” Zerrex responded with 

a smile, poking her breast, then he added: “We‟ll go with „hot dog‟ as the safety and end word. 

Ready to begin?” 

Cherry nodded, grinning slightly, and then she rose a finger, adding quickly: “Wait a… 

er, hot dog!” she flailed her arms a bit as Zerrex opened his mouth to growl at her, and then he 

coughed instead, looking embarrassed as she quickly turned around and righted the bunk behind 

them, then added lamely: “Yeah. That would‟ve been fun to try and jump onto. Anyway, let‟s 

go. Since she wants to see hitting, you might as well start with that.” 

Zerrex nodded, then Cherry winked and gave him a thumbs up… before the male 

Drakkaren snarled and grabbed her by the throat, hefting her into the air as he said darkly: “Look 

at what we have here… a fine piece of ass all… Cherry, I can‟t do this with people looking!” 

She immediately kicked him in the shin, and the reptile winced as Cindy and Mahihko 

continued to gawk, hissing: “Then cut the crap and just punch me already! It‟ll get easier after 

that!” 

Zerrex sighed, then he nodded before dropping her and punching her hard… and Cindy 

not only heard the collision, she saw the blood fly from Cherry‟s nose as her head snapped to the 

side, the female grunting in pain before Zerrex grabbed her by the neck again and jerked her 

back in front of him… and was that pleasure she saw in Cherry‟s eyes along with submission: 

“You‟re gonna make me feel good, isn‟t that right, whore?” 

“Fuck you.” Cherry spat, and Zerrex immediately slammed his fist into her gut, the 

female‟s eyes bulging before he fell to her knees gasped for air a moment before Zerrex grabbed 

the back of her skull firmly, shoving her muzzle into his crotch as his head tilted upwards. 



“You‟ll be getting to that in just a minute… don‟t get impatient, bitch, I want to have 

some fun with you, first.” The Drakkaren replied coldly, and then he grinned cruelly as he 

ground her forwards, Cherry‟s hands pressing against his waist before he  jerked her back to her 

feet by a fin, reaching up and grabbing one of her breasts through her shirt, twisting and 

squeezing as Cherry gave a moan of pain. “Yeah, you like it… you like that, don‟t you, whore.” 

A pause, and then he snarled and slapped her hard across the face, shouting: “Say you like it, you 

worthless slut!” 

“I like it…” Cherry whispered raggedly after a moment… and then she grunted as she 

was shoved backwards, toppling onto the bed, and Zerrex pounced on top of her as she 

immediately tried to push him away, shaking her head and stuttering: “I‟ll scream rape, I will!” 

The male growled at her, then hit her with a hard left-right hook combination, Cherry‟s 

muzzle knocking back and forth and more blood spilling from her jaw as she cried out loudly, 

bucking her hips hard against him… and then slowly opened one eye, peering up at him when 

nothing else followed, Zerrex looking down at her and his cheeks burning with embarrassment 

before he mumbled: “Cherry, I uh… I think Cindy gets the picture.” 

“Like fuck she does!” Cherry spat, then she grinned viciously, reaching up and grabbing 

Zerrex‟s shirt and dragging him down over her even as her body shifted back to her demonic 

self, her hips bucking firmly against him again as her eyes gleamed. “There‟s no reason we can‟t 

just keep going… come on, Zerrex, fuck me hard, hit me, Boss! Make me feel alive inside, I love 

the taste of my own blood and your big fat-” 

“I get the picture!” Cindy spluttered, covering her eyes and waving one hand wildly, and 

then she turned around, making a face. “I knew you used to do it when I read your journals about 

the Legion, Daddy, and I guess I can try to understand… but Cherry, come on! You‟re being 

punched so hard that-” 

Cherry snorted, grinning up at Zerrex as she grabbed his muzzle, jerking him back to face 

her as she said playfully: “That ain‟t nothing. Remember back in the Legion, when you broke my 

arm in the shower? Now that was hot.” 

“Ugh, Cherry, why are you degrading yourself? That‟s not submission or playing around, 

you‟re being hit…” Cindy said helplessly, staring in horror at Cherry, who turned to look at her 

with amusement as one of her hands slowly played along Zerrex‟s strong chest. “It‟s wrong, it‟s 

not nice, and you could get even more seriously hurt… you don‟t like pain, do you?” 

Cherry paused for a few moments, then she gave a surprisingly-gentle smile and said 

softly: “Babe, you‟re a sweetheart… but it ain‟t just about the pain. I trust Zerrex… more than I 

trust any other male, any other person, in this world. It‟s fun to get batted around a bit here and 

there, but only with the Boss do I ever lay my life on the line… because I know he might be able 

to scare the hell out of me and do some damn terrifying things… but he‟d never kill him, he‟d 

never go too far.” A pause. “That‟s real trust, right there… and that‟s real, full submission of 

myself to him. My body is Zerrex‟s playground.”  

She turned to wink up to Zerrex, before looking at him tenderly, showing the soft side she 

rarely revealed the world as she added quietly: “I can be myself with him, Cindy, and he‟ll fulfill 

all my desires, creepy as they can be, without ever laughing at me or thinking less of me. Sure, 

I‟m a sadomasochistic whore who needs a regular fucking and even to get my ass kicked now 

and then, but that‟s that and I‟m happy with it and how things are. And hey, I am a demon… I 

might as well be as creepy as I can.” 



Cindy only stared for a little while… and then she shivered and quickly headed to the 

door, making a face at them over her shoulder before leaving and slamming the door behind her. 

Cherry and Zerrex exchanged a look, and then Mahihko piped up meekly: “I thought it was hot.” 

 

Zerrex frowned a bit as he sat at the briefing room table with Killer, the liger going over 

the locations of known demon sightings on a computer hooked into the large monitor at the other 

side of the room. The Drakkaren rested with his elbow on the table, fist nudging his muzzle 

gently as he frowned before pointing towards one of the red spots that indicated a demon attack, 

glancing at the liger and asking curiously: “And when did that attack happen?” 

“Uh… 12:43 PM.” Killer replied after a moment, before typing a bit on the laptop in 

front of him and bringing up the statistics for the attack on the monitor, mumbling as he read a 

different file from the laptop: “Let‟s see… twenty-three demons in total, of varying type, escaped 

the portal and attacked the village… but the important thing is that despite how much damage 

they did, almost all of it was to property. Very little of it was the whole „dragging away of 

innocent virgins‟ deal.” Killer paused, then glanced over Zerrex and added carefully: “Speaking 

of demons, I heard a lot of arguing from across the base and then a scuffle… did something 

happen?” 

Zerrex smiled a bit at the tiger, shaking his head and looking dryly amused. “Just Marina 

acting up a bit… she started saying some nasty things and it upset… everyone.” He paused at the 

liger‟s concerned look, glancing up over the statistics and then adding quietly: “It‟s alright. It‟s 

just one of the things about living with Marina… she… Narrius did a lot of terrible things to her 

that were just… sickening. She‟s a bit… destroyed inside.” 

“I‟m sorry, Zer.” Killer said softly, reaching up and grasping the reptile‟s shoulder 

gently, before he made a bit of a face and added quietly: “I have to admit, that the brutality I saw 

in Narrius‟s attacks was matched only by an old enemy of mine named Raja… but even now I‟m 

still hearing and seeing things that only strengthen my hate for him.” An awkward pause, and 

then he said quietly: “But as to the demons in this village…” 

“Yeah. I‟m not surprised, actually… it‟s similar to what we saw in Lunis.” Zerrex 

responded, glad to return to a subject that wasn‟t his family. I can deal with demons. Just not 

these ghosts that still haunt me… “Most of the buildings had been heavily damaged, but it turned 

out there were a lot of survivors living inside a safe zone they constructed and guarded heavily. 

The demons rampaged, killed anyone they found, but never made a direct assault against any of 

the guard posts… and with the amount we found and some of the power of them, they obviously 

could have easily overtaken it. It was more like they were… waiting for something. Preparing 

something in the ruins, maybe, you know?” 

Killer nodded, making a bit of a face before glancing up at the map himself of the 

northern empires: the land had changed with nuclear blasts, war and destruction, but there were 

still a good number of other empires, small and large, along with the one which Killer ruled. 

“But that‟s the biggest report. Everything else up there is something minor that was easily put 

down, and most of the portals are guarded… there are also one or two very small Black Holes, 

but they seem to emit nothing other than junk, so they‟re left alone while we ship out modified 

psychic repression panels to all the other governments that have requested them.” The huge liger 

shook his head, smiling faintly. “I‟m truly glad we discovered the method, but we should have 

used the modified panels to close the breach immediately instead of researching it further… 

maybe then we never would have had to deal with that demon.” 



Zerrex nodded in return, thinking for a moment of Seven before shaking his head quickly, 

then he frowned thoughtfully and leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms a bit before pausing 

and adding: “How‟s Alexis, by the way?”  

“She ate a few rocks, so she‟s having her teeth looked at while they figure out how to get 

those out of her stomach.” Killer said distastefully, scrolling along the map to give a better view 

of the area. “I can‟t believe that demon‟s abilities… it was terrifying. I also can‟t believe I fell 

asleep and refused to move.” 

Zerrex looked over at him with mild amusement for a moment, then returned his eyes to 

the map and the various little stats that popped up as Killer scrolled through a closer view of the 

northlands. “Well, at least you didn‟t get hit twice by its powers, like me. Wait a minute.” The 

Drakkaren held a up a hand, and Killer did so, tilting his head and glancing over at the Drakkaren 

as he frowned a bit. “Have the demons been sighted in every different kingdom?” 

“No, only those… bordering on Ire.” Killer said after a moment, then he frowned at the 

Drakkaren, adding slowly: “And there have been several here. An invasion like that would 

almost successfully take over the northlands, sure, but… Ire can‟t be controlling demons, could 

they?” 

“Maybe it‟s the other way around.” Zerrex muttered, thinking back to the at-least two 

possessed people he‟d seen so far. And many others could‟ve been possessed by demons, too… 

soldiers, teachers, workers, that girl I met at the restaurant, the old shopkeeper, the cook who 

made my burger when we stopped at that burger joint one time, and there‟ve been hundreds of 

demonic possession reports over the years that I mostly discounted… but… “Ire owned Lunis, 

too, which was the perfect fortress for any army, large or small, and armed with terrifying 

technologies…” And maybe that‟s why they left a large chunk of that metropolis intact… “Killer, 

what else does Ire have rights in?” 

The tiger closed his eyes thoughtfully for a moment, then looked at the Drakkaren quietly 

as he said softly: “Everything. If the demons successfully invaded Ire… they would literally be 

in the position of conquering the world. It‟s one of the largest, most powerful countries, with ties 

to every other nation ordained by the World Council… and even a few that aren‟t. Even if other 

nations tried to help out, there‟s little to the far south but deserts, ruins, and a lot of dead cities, 

and Ire is securely sandwiched by the two oceans, on top of that. 

“Look again at the lines, Zerrex. Maybe it‟s not an invasion line from Ire… but with their 

southern positioning, perhaps it‟s a line intended to keep the northern lands busy while Ire 

suffers attacks. It would also explain the coincidental occurrences of „terrorist‟ attacks on 

Kesteven from supposed rebel groups that I haven‟t been able to trace at all, and how several 

other known terrorist organizations have deployed unprovoked attacks on trade routes and some 

of the major cities throughout all the northern empires. 

“As much as I hate to say it, if we lose Ire, we‟ll likely lose most of the world shortly 

afterwards… and with demons being demons… we could lose the entire war.” Killer said 

quietly, then he laughed quietly and shook his head slowly, muttering: “Fucking irony. One of 

my worst enemies, and we have to save them to ensure that the demons don‟t get an easy fight 

taking over the rest of the planet, especially if they possess people at will.” 

Zerrex sighed a bit, then he looked grimly over to Killer as he stood up slowly, then he 

said quietly: “I need immediate transport to the Hez‟Rannan Embassy, as the plan indicated… I 

feel like we‟re running out of time now. With Ire‟s current leadership from the Republic Council, 

they‟re more likely to hand over the keys to the demons than actually attempt to fight them off, 

with their hunger for power… but that power structure crumbles, we might just have enough 



time to salvage a figurehead leader with emergency powers to start cooperating with the rest of 

the world instead of fighting against it.” 

“Yes, but on the other hand, it could cause Ire to implode with fighting and civil war, 

making it an easy target for the demons.” Alexis said from the doorway, and Killer stood up, but 

she grunted and waved at him to sit back down, walking into the room and gently touching the 

Drakkaren‟s shoulder, her ice-blue eyes looking into his own softly. “I understand what it‟s like 

to lose your country, but you can‟t be hasty, Zer. Not with the world like this.” 

The lizard nodded, then he rested a hand on the desk and glanced down, saying softly: 

“The problem won‟t be keeping the military together or defending the cities… the problem is 

with the council itself. They refuse to cooperate with anyone unless they get to be on top and 

their policies are the ones that go forwards… and if they don‟t actually protect Lunis and the 

territories they own, then we‟ll lose them first and the demons will have their way in.” 

The two tigers exchanged a look, and then Killer clapped a hand gently on Zerrex‟s back, 

giving him a bit of a smile as he said firmly: “Then we go forwards with the plan, and we‟ll trust 

in your judgment, Zer. It really is too bad that you couldn‟t stay for longer, though… it always 

seems that at the last moment, something happens and drives our two little families apart. But let 

me know if I can supply you with anything at all, Zerrex, to help you and your family out… 

there‟s a lot riding on your shoulders, and I honestly wish that Alexis and I could go with you, 

but…” 

“Hey, you‟ve got a kingdom to run there, Killer.” Zerrex patted his chest and then 

grinned a bit, adding teasingly: “And I think you‟ve got enough glory there, too, your lordship, 

with all that. What, aren‟t you the most feared General Wyvern of the northlands?” 

Killer snorted and shoved him back, the reptile swaying and grinning as he caught 

himself against the desk. “Don‟t start up with that crap, Zer. You‟re the infamous son of the 

Patriarch who saved Hez‟Ranna and the rest of the world. I might have done some admittedly-

impressive things in the world… but I don‟t know if any of it compares to that.” 

“Yeah, because I set out to be a savior.” The lizard responded dryly, then he poked the 

liger‟s firm abdominals and looked amusedly up at him. “You know where I worked after the 

war? A bookstore. You‟re still King, General, and everything else. I‟m… attending senior 

manager Zerrex.” 

“Are you two going to argue all day, or are you going to go commit high treason, Zer? 

Killer, don‟t keep our guest waiting… I know you two can go back and forth until the world 

ends.” Alexis scolded playfully, and then she smiled and traded a hug with Zerrex, adding 

quietly: “Take care of yourself, Zer.” 

“And watch your back.” Killer added, and then he too embraced the Drakkaren, Zerrex 

grunting a bit as Killer lifted him into the air for a moment before grinning slightly. “But make 

sure you don‟t kill too many of them, huh? It‟d be bad if we got to Hell and there was no one 

left.” 

“I don‟t think that‟ll be too hard… from what it looks like, things might go into chaos on 

your end at any time.” Zerrex replied, then he patted the liger‟s strong chest, winking at him and 

saying softly: “Thanks for everything, Killer. I‟m going to go and tell the others we‟re moving 

out. It‟s been a pleasure working with you, as always.” 

The Drakkaren turned, heading back out into the hall, and he motioned to Cindy as he 

saw her walking past. She made a face at him, but came over anyway before throwing off her 

jitters as she saw her father‟s serious expression, tilting her head towards him and asking quietly: 

“What is it, Daddy?” 



But Zerrex shook his head a bit, saying quietly: “It‟ll be easier to explain to everyone at 

once. The short version is that we‟re leaving, but I‟ll give more details after we‟re back at the 

room. We have to move fast, though.” 

“Alright.” Cindy nodded, glancing over Zerrex and watching his movements, asking after 

a moment with a bit of a smile: “Did you remind them that we left the log data behind?” 

“Yeah.” The reptile nodded back, looking at Cindy with faint amusement. “Killer said he 

already got a report from a repair crew that was out near there, working in the train tunnels, that 

they‟d managed to retrieve it from the machines and the other gear left behind in the crater. 

Nothing of ours, don‟t worry, but some measuring instruments and other sensitive materials. We 

probably shouldn‟t have left the area in such a hurry, but after seeing the emptiness…” 

“And still the lack of snow.” Cindy added, glancing up at the ceiling and making a face, 

murmuring quietly: “At least it works to our advantage, but I don‟t like the change in currents 

and temperature we‟ve seen. It could mean unnatural weather in other parts of the area, and 

much nastier stuff at that.” 

Zerrex looked over at her curiously, but before he could ask what she meant, they had 

already reached their room and he pushed the door open, before frowning a bit at the sight of 

Marina arguing with Cherry, and then the youngest of the group turned towards Zerrex with a 

hopeful smile, but the Drakkaren brought his eyes away to say instead to the group: “We have to 

leave… things have gotten more complicated, and it appears that the demons may be massing for 

invasion or attack on Ire and the surrounding area. Killer‟s already ordered a transport to the 

Hez‟Rannan Embassy… does everyone remember the plan?” 

“Might as well rehash it.” Cherry said mildly, then she tapped off: “We go the Embassy, 

likely by air, and there we take a vehicle to Northern Ire, which won‟t greet us very warmly but 

is a quicker and safer way in than going straight to Ire‟s heavily-guarded borders. From there, 

we‟ll be smuggled in a transport of some kind into Ire, likely through one of the military routes, 

where they won‟t expect us to move through. From there, we go to Ire‟s capital city, and we 

should be able to dig up where the Republic Council is.” 

“Sanctuary.” Zerrex murmured, then he shook his head slowly and rubbed at his head a 

bit, but the puzzle could wait for later, once they were better prepared for dealing with it and 

everything else. “Alright everyone. Get your equipment together and pack things up, we‟re 

moving out the moment our transport‟s ready.” 

“Wait, did you say Sanctuary?” Cherry asked curiously, and Zerrex glanced up as the 

other three began to quickly load up the duffel bag with their other equipment, Cherry idly 

strapping on the .52s again and attaching her whip to her belt by means of the small, metal-lined 

snap she used. “Because I heard some talk about that in Hell. Gossip, really… but they were 

saying shit about how the Warlord was going to personally visit the Sanctuary in the mortal 

realm one day, because of how mortals had defiled it and made it into their own governing 

temple. Now, I ain‟t saying this is what we‟re looking for, but…” 

Zerrex looked at her flatly, not taking the lure, and Cherry coughed, finishing dumbly: 

“But um… what they talked about sounded a lot like it could be in northwestern Ire, around the 

Row of Skulls area. Not the mountainous portion, but the fields… but the minotaur described it 

as before the place where the great jaws of earth bite the tides of the sea.” 

“That would make sense… bombs couldn‟t penetrate that area, not even modern-day 

burrowing explosives or bunker-busters with the ore-filled mountains, and the sea gives a quick 

escape route.” The Drakkaren said slowly, leaning a bit on his cane as he made his way over to 



the bed to grab his enormous revolver and Blackheart. “But you said before, right? Fields 

wouldn‟t make sense, any sort of explosive could pierce through that…” 

“Unless it was a deep-earth facility.” Marina said quietly, and she laced her fingers 

together as she looked at the two of them, then glanced down a bit when her father‟s eyes moved 

to her with surprise. “The barracks and expendable parts of the facility all buried in the relative 

safety and likely shielded under the fields, and the secure bunkers where the Republic Council 

lives and makes most of their decisions under the mountains and the ore hills.” 

The others looked at her for a few moments… and then Zerrex gave a bit of a smile, 

glancing over at Cherry and asking quietly: “How would we be able to get proof, though? 

There‟s no way I‟m going that far northwest without knowing for sure…” 

“We are going to stop in the capital city… and that‟s where the so-called senate building 

is, where the city governors or their ambassadors meet once or twice a month to discuss what‟s 

going on with the council‟s representative… and I‟m willing to bet we can find a good few 

rumors there if a psychic and a shapeshifter work together.” Cherry said firmly, wrapping an arm 

around Marina, and for the first time in too long, Zerrex felt like they were actually acting like a 

family, as Mahihko and Cindy smiled faintly at the surprise of the youngest Drakkaren. 

Ten minutes later, a Predator announced that the helicopter‟s fuel cells were fully 

recharged, and it was ready to take them to their next location. They quickly made their way out, 

and on the helipad, Killer and Alexis met them with goodbyes, even Marina managing to act at 

least cordial and going so far as to shake Killer‟s hand when he offered it before climbing into 

the helicopter. Zerrex and the two exchanged one last fond farewell, and then the Drakkaren 

caught one the strange visor systems when the liger tossed it at him before the door closed, 

calling: “Something to remember us by!” 

The Drakkaren looked it over with amusement, shaking his head a bit… but then again, 

he was admittedly also a bit of a technophobe. On the other hand, he hadn‟t exactly taken a close 

look at the visor gadget yet, and he turned the  little device around in his hands, musing a bit to 

himself as he mumbled: “Well, I like the design, anyway. But HUDs always confuse me.” 

“Give it.” Cherry held out a hand, and Zerrex tossed it over to her, the demoness fitting 

the aviator-shaped clear glasses over her eyes and adjusting the padded metal squares at the end 

of either arm against the sides of her head before she toyed with the buttons and then said 

cheerfully: “Kick ass. It‟s got like, everything in here…” A pause, and a teasing grin to Zerrex as 

she leered at him through them. “But I bet you don‟t like that, right, old-timer?” 

Zerrex gave a grunt in reply, making a face at her. “Cherry, don‟t waste the battery power 

in those things and stop fiddling with it. You don‟t know what the buttons do, and I don‟t want 

you screwing up the pilot ahead of us in mid-flight.” 

“Shut up, there‟s a help menu.” Cherry said sulkily, and then she brightened when Zerrex 

rolled his eyes and let out a defeated sigh, flickers of numbers and images going across the 

screen as she mumbled: “All I need is a life bar and then maybe I could pretend I‟m playing one 

of our old FPS games while we kill shit… yeah… that‟d be sweet.” 

“You‟re sick.” Cindy muttered grumpily, and Cherry blew a raspberry at her before 

ducking under a swing and retaliating by stabbing one of her horns out into the female‟s hand, 

Cindy wincing and backing off as she rubbed at a small hole in her scales. “That hurt, you 

bitch!” 

“You‟re a bitch.” Cherry retorted, then she went back to fiddling with the buttons on the 

side of the visor, mumbling things under her breath as she added dryly: “But the only problem is 



it‟s hard to keep track of everything when my precog‟s going… but hey, weren‟t those two 

wearing different goggles than this?” 

Zerrex paused, tilting his head back and failing to remember, before Marina muttered: 

“They‟re testing the same sort of visor system we saw in Lunis, which only covers one eye and 

leaves the other one free. Something about… the difference in an eye‟s perceptions when 

uncovered and stuff like that, and this new system uses a completely different HUD setup.” A 

pause and a shrug as the others stared at her. “I took the occasional peek into their minds every 

now and then, along with the soldiers around the base. I was curious.” 

The male Drakkaren only nodded a bit with a half-sigh, and then he sat back a bit, 

crossing his arms and glancing over at Cherry as he said mildly: “You know, even supposing you 

two do find some information… we‟re sort of on a time crunch here, Cherry. If Lailland really is 

under serious demonic attack, then we could be in a lot of trouble: I mean, the goal here isn‟t just 

to stop the demons from overtaking every nation in the world, it‟s to save as many people and as 

much of the world as we can manage.” 

“Well, that‟s not fun. Spoilsport.” Cherry muttered, and then she sighed, nodding and 

rubbing at the back of her head a bit before turning the visor off and putting it down over one 

leg, gazing across at the Drakkaren as she made a face. “But you ain‟t givin‟ me a lot of options 

here, Boss. I mean, our one major military contact is dead, we‟re Hez‟Ranna exiles, and if you 

really did kill the Lord Malthus, we‟re going to be seen as national super-criminals… then again, 

that‟s assuming anyone on the Ophelia lived to tell the tale and it isn‟t all covered up by the 

usual „oh, he‟s just taking an extended vacation.‟” 

“Remember the Aztec Corporation?” Cindy glanced up, tilting her head curiously and 

making a bit of a face. “Much as I don‟t like what I saw, perhaps we could take one of those 

magnetic trains.” 

But Zerrex was continuing to look at Cherry with something like misery… and after a 

moment a slow grin spread over her face as she said excitedly: “Fuck. Fuck yes. Fuck yes, fuck 

yes. I know what you think we should do… you want to steal the best fucking aerial transport we 

can find and get me to pilot it, right? Right?” 

Zerrex rubbed the back of his head slowly, then he muttered: “It would be the fastest way 

there, but I‟m not entirely giving up on the idea that we… you know… might be able to get away 

with just taking an all-night transport to the Sanctuary or whatever they‟re calling it… and if we 

can find a train that goes there, I think we should definitely take that… but in a worst case 

scenario, Cherry, do you think you could pilot something like the new lightweight aerial 

transports they‟ve designed safely? And the key word there is „safely,‟ by the way.” 

“Shit, no problem… you worry too much, Boss.” Cherry said airily, waving a hand and 

continuing to grin as she added cheerfully: “I hear the new LSTT1171 is designed entirely 

around the concept of goin‟ real fast over long distances to avoid enemy fighters and ground 

defenses… I mean, these things are damn fast, and they run off the same modified power cell 

system as everything else these days, so they have a range of something like ten thousand miles 

or some shit… but sure, if I keep my eyes on the prize, I could get us there no problem… the 

only thing is like… they‟d be able to see our arrival, yeah?” 

“Yeah, so that‟s another reason I want to avoid that if possible.” Zerrex rubbed at his 

head slowly, and then he sighed a bit, adding quietly: “But we‟ll do whatever we have to do. 

Train, plane, transport truck, or however else… we‟ll find our way to the Republic‟s bunker… 

but I just hope not too late?” 



“When‟s too late?” Mahihko asked quietly, and Cherry snorted a bit at this as Zerrex 

looked over at him with a bit of a smile. It‟s not that dumb a question, Cherry. 

“Once we hear about severe demon invasions occurring in several other countries… or 

once a major invasion begins here and we‟re forced to turn our own attention to other things.” 

Zerrex said quietly, nodding and glancing over the others grimly. “And once that happens… it‟s 

going to be the Great War all over again, and there‟s no reason it has to be. If the countries work 

together this time instead of Ire railroading everything, it doesn‟t have to be another seven years 

of Hell followed by decades of rebuilding.” 

“Decades that may never take place if this keeps up.” Cindy murmured softly, glancing 

down, and Mahihko followed her eyes as he rested quietly against her side, closing his own… 

and even Marina glanced away at that. But I guess no matter how much she believes Daddy 

should be on top… it‟s not that much power if you have nothing to rule. 

 

Zerrex nodded as he slid out of the limousine, the driver bowing deeply and continuing to 

hold the door open for the others as Cherry said apologetically for the hundredth time to the 

Drakkaren that was pointedly ignoring her presence: “Seriously, Boss, I really didn‟t think it did 

that…” 

“What the fuck did you think it did?” Marina shoved Cherry hard, almost sending her 

toppling before the demoness did a quick flip through the air instead to land with all her limbs 

out and a silly grin on her face, but then she slumped and winced instead when Zerrex instead 

looked at her flatly, smelling of coffee and alcohol. “It was clearly labeled: „drink fountain: do 

not attempt to refill while moving.‟ And well, no, you didn‟t attempt to refill it… you attempted 

to pry the fucking drawer out where all the containers were, and you splattered Daddy with 

everything from hot coffee to cold beer!” 

“And me.” Cindy added plaintively, attempting a bit of a smile as she held out her wet 

arm and side and adjusted the new backpack she was wearing with her other hand… but it wasn‟t 

nearly as much as that which had soaked Zerrex‟s body and formed a large wet spot on his 

crotch. She paused as Marina shot her a deathly glare, and then mumbled one of Cherry‟s 

favorite phrases: “Just trying to lighten the mood.” 

“Yeah, no one around here has much of a sense of humor.” Cherry muttered, leaning over 

to Cindy, and then she quickly trotted over to Zerrex as Mahihko stumbled out of the car last, 

lugging their duffel bag with him and running up beside Cindy as the chauffeur closed the limo 

door and bowed to their backs. “Hey, Boss, seriously, I really am sorry, and I‟ll make it up to 

you… how about a lapdance, huh?” 

“Cherry, I can get a lapdance from you any time I want.” Zerrex said stiffly, glancing 

over her with a look that made the demoness quail. “If they hadn‟t packed extra clothes for us at 

the Embassy, I‟d be punching you in the head right now.” 

Cherry mumbled something, and then pressed against him and apologized yet again, 

looking lame and embarrassed… and finally, Zerrex sighed and nodded a bit, and she grabbed 

his arm and pressed close with a cheerful smile as they strode off the highway onto a short dirt 

road that led through a fence and into a dusty, cracked parking lot. A pause, and then Cherry 

straightened beside him, her eyes roving over the facility before she muttered: “Snipers with old 

rifles, more bush-soldiers than anything else I guess you could say… posted in the upper right in 

the shadows in that half-constructed building there, the one that‟s all girders and wooden panels 

between the floors. Ahead, there‟s at least one person on the roof, but he‟s just got binoculars…” 



Zerrex nodded, glancing left, then right, taking in the red metal girders that made up the 

building to the far right of their group… and ahead of them was a squat but long building made 

of stone, and they were currently walking towards several closed loading doors. “I‟m only seeing 

trucks on the right, but I can hear music playing faintly… and I get the sense there‟s a lot more 

people around here than we‟re seeing.” 

“Try about fifty more people. It‟s a small resistance movement.” Marina said softly after 

a moment, and then she glanced over to the trucks, adding quietly: “They‟re part of the Northern 

Ire army… most of these trucks have just been painted over with Ire logos instead of those from 

the North‟s military companies and trading corporations…” 

“You must be one of them psychics to know all that, missy.” drawled a voice from 

around the corner of the second-last truck, and a tall bear strode out, chewing idly on the butt of 

a bent, unlit cigarette and clad in a trucker‟s cap, checkered flannel shirt, and a torn denim vest 

overtop this, hanging loosely open so they could all see the butt of a revolver with the initials: 

„C.M.‟ crudely written on the bottom in black marker. He put his hands in his faded jeans and 

kicked one dusty boot against the ground, saying dryly: “I hope you respect my privacy enough 

though not to go reading too much into my mind. I don‟t want you finding out too much about 

the separatist faction.” 

“So you‟re the one taking us into Ire?” Zerrex asked, tilting his head curiously, and then 

he gave a slight smile as the black bear nodded before spitting off to the side. “How do you know 

they won‟t check your truck?” 

He shrugged a bit, then responded after a moment of glancing over the group: “They 

never have, they never will, so long as we go through Outpost 46 instead of down one of the 

main trade routes. Them military boys don‟t care too much about what gets through the borders, 

even if it was a new-cue-layer bomb. On the other hand, I can‟t say I‟m not grateful for it… if 

they were a bit smarter, we‟d have a hell of a lot harder time up here.  

“Now listen, boys and girls. I hear from a mister Big Bird that you want to get your asses 

all the-” A pause, and then a flat look over Cherry as she snorted loudly at this. “And what‟s 

your problem, sir?” 

“Big Bird. That‟s fuckin‟ awesome. And you‟re just so adorable.” Cherry added teasingly 

after a moment, putting her hands on her knees and leaning forwards as Zerrex slapped his 

forehead. “Shouldn‟t you be home farming potaters and making chirrun between beating your 

wife?” 

The ursine looked at her sourly, then he said dryly, the drawl dropping out of his voice: “I 

got a degree from Lawson University in philosophy and moved here twenty years ago after 

publishing a book on existential philosophy. But times were tough overseas and I moved here 

just before the Great War started and got sucked into the Irenic power struggle. So I moved up 

here to avoid the draft and just picked up the mannerisms from there and had to start over driving 

a truck. Now do you want my help or not, you butch bitch? And by the way, what do you do for 

a living?” 

Cherry gaped dumbly, then she coughed and rubbed the back of her head, mumbling 

something incoherently before raising her fist and saying defiantly: “I beat the shit out of people, 

so… so you better watch it, mister tough guy!” 

Zerrex shoved her over, and she squawked loudly as he said dryly: “I‟m attending senior 

manager at a book store. I‟m in charge of putting price tags on things and sorting the books out, 

and I‟m not allowed to work cash because I scare away business.” 



“I‟m a waitress!” Mahihko chipped in, and then he coughed when the bear gave him a 

strange look. “Er, I mean, I‟m a waiter.” 

Marina grunted a bit, then muttered: “I‟m an artist. I did an exhibit once in a small 

gallery, and they held a little party for me. It was an okay turnout, I guess, some seven hundred 

people in total over the course of the day.” 

A pause, and then everyone looked at Cindy, and she blushed a bit before rubbing the 

back of her head and mumbling embarrassedly: “I‟m a biochemist specializing in viral biology 

and the application of genetic restructuring to wounded and infirm patients at the special military 

studies hospital.” She shrank away a bit from the others, then added after a moment: “But I used 

to tend a bar back home. My name is Cindy.” 

“You know, that‟s the first time I‟ve heard about someone‟s work life getting better after 

the war instead of worse.” The bear said mildly, the drawl fading back into his voice as he 

glanced over them all, before holding out his hand, and Zerrex shook it, the bear‟s grip firm. 

“And I suppose you‟re Zerrex, right? My name is Curtis Mathews. I can take you as far as the 

capital and I‟ll do it as fast as I can, but you‟re going to have to ride in the back. After that, 

though, I have to keep going south, but I know a safe place or two where I can drop you off.” 

“Thank you, Curtis.” Zerrex nodded appreciatively, and the bear grunted a bit in return as 

the Drakkaren glanced up at the large red transport truck, then over the badly-scraped cargo 

container it was attached to. “So I take it we‟re riding in the back?” 

The bear nodded, then motioned for them to follow as he strode down the narrow path 

between his truck and the one parked beside it, saying mildly: “Come around and I‟ll show you 

were you‟ll be staying. Not the most comfortable to be sure, but it‟ll get you where you‟re going 

safe and sound. To be honest, I‟d rather I had a different box, but this one should do nicely… 

like I was saying, Outpost 46 don‟t check you unless they have one of Ire‟s big shots currently at 

the base, and from all reports, there ain‟t gonna be a big shot there for a long time yet. 

“Here, take a look.” The bear firmly pulled a lever on the back to an upright position with 

a grunt, and the shutter on the back of the long metal container popped up before he managed to 

slide his fingers beneath it and shoved it open, revealing a few unlabelled wooden crates and 

cardboard boxes, but it was otherwise empty. 

After a moment, however, Cherry squinted a bit and said mildly: “Nice. It‟s a 

holographic image.” She looked proud of herself when Curtis looked surprised, then said 

pompously: “There‟s a distortion and it‟s not completely in-line with the walls… but it‟d 

definitely fool anyone who took a quick look inside, that‟s for sure. Or it could just be because 

I‟m made of awesome.” 

“Right… well, you folks go ahead in then. There‟s a curtain that the image is being 

projected over, just make sure you lock it taunt against the ground after you go through into the 

compartment. There should be just enough room for all five of you.” Curtis said slowly, glancing 

over Cherry thoughtfully before nodding to them. “Just open the panel in the wall and knock if 

you need anything. I‟ll check on you guys at my first pit stop.” 

“Great, thanks.” Zerrex nodded, and then he and the others climbed quickly inside, 

Cherry strutting to what looked like the halfway point of the container before seeming to simply 

vanish from sight, and the others followed her, Mahihko looking curious before letting out a bit 

of a whimper as they were left in the total darkness once Curtis slammed the door.  

A moment later, however, light shone out of the holographic wall and Zerrex‟s arm 

stretched out of it, Mahihko staring before he was seized and dragged through the curtain with 

the others, and Zerrex absently patted him on the head as he giggled stupidly before staring 



around the sixteen-by-eight rectangle they were in, his paws pushing lightly down against the 

soft, padded floor, and then he hopped up and down a bit as Cindy carefully secured the curtain 

into the floor by means of a few hoops in the cloth and hooks in the metal. “This is neat!” 

“You‟re such a tool.” Cherry said dismissively, and then she grinned as Zerrex stripped 

off his shirt and pants, throwing them aside with his cane and boots as she said immediately: 

“Orgy party!” 

“Fuck off and die.” Marina muttered, and Cherry grumbled something about anger issues 

as Zerrex sat down with a grunt to slide a pair of pants on, Cindy pulling off her own shirt and 

tossing it aside, for now seeming content in only her bra. “Daddy, can we really trust Curtis if 

he‟s a separatist? From what I‟m getting, they still tell each other scary stories about the Goth 

Legion and what they did here.” 

“Yeah, we should tell them about the shit we didn‟t do.” Cherry grunted, rubbing the 

back of her head as she settled herself down on a pile of pillows near the front of the truck, 

kicking her boots off as it started up and glancing idly over the other things in the truck as her 

horns and fins slowly retracted into her skull. “Dude, there‟s like… a snack cabinet pantry-thing 

here. And… eww, books. Looks like real literature too, I don‟t want any of that shit. But hey, 

Boss, remember when you got in shit for wanting to end the war?” 

Zerrex snorted, shaking his head as he did up his fly and then snapped his fingers at her, 

and she tossed him a pillow as he settled in beside her, putting it under his head as Cindy 

carefully leaned over the two to inspect the books on the shelf. “Yeah, that was ridiculous… I 

mean, they gave me a frigging reprimand that I think is still on my record somewhere for 

insubordination. Then again, everyone knows that the war between Ire and the separatists 

should‟ve ended more than half a century ago now… but it brings in a lot of profit to the military 

sectors and the shipping magnates, since the rebels constantly have to buy new materials, new 

tents, new guns… and then new lives, once they want to get away from the battleground that all 

of Northern Ire‟s become by now.” 

Cherry nodded, grunting a bit as Cindy pulled out a few books from the shelves, tossing 

one over to Mahihko, who blinked and then let out a loud whine as it bounced off his head and 

knocked him onto his back, the well-meaning female wincing. “Fuckin‟ Ire. We did do a lot of 

shit up there though, didn‟t we? Wars, killing, asskicking… that was even uh… that was where 

Homicide and you went to that lame-ass reader‟s group, right?” 

“And you followed us and ruined the whole thing, yes.” Zerrex said dryly, punching her 

lightly in the shoulder, and Cherry immediately hit him back just above the hip. “Excuse us for 

having brains. I think you need to inject some culture into your life sometime, Cherry, instead of 

just trying to rape everything you meet.” 

“I think you should bite my ass.” Cherry replied mildly, then she grunted and rolled her 

shoulders slowly, then she grunted and rubbed slowly over her head, muttering: “Fuck, I feel so 

bald. Dude, no wonder you always refuse to shave your head. It‟s so fuckin‟ weird now.” 

Zerrex merely snorted and rolled his eyes, and then he settled himself down and closed 

his eyes, lacing his fingers together above his waist as he said dryly: “I‟m going to just take a nap 

and pretend you don‟t exist for a few hours. Don‟t disturb me if we stop, alright?” 

“Yeah, we‟ll probably switch out watches over the day and all get some sleep.” A pause, 

and Cherry glanced over at Mahihko, teasing in a patronizing voice: “Maybe the baby there can 

stay up for all of us today, since he slept like a widdle child in the limo.” 



Mahihko bared his teeth at her, and Cherry growled at him in return, the wolf 

immediately whining and shrinking away as he lowered his ears… but Zerrex was already 

ignoring the rest of the group as he did his best to drift off to sleep. 

But almost immediately, he felt something else coming over him, cutting through his 

tiredness… and then a voice said silkily in his head: You‟re a fool, Lord Zerrex. There‟s no way 

you stand any chance against that which awaits you in the Sanctuary. 

The Drakkaren glanced back and forth inside his own mind as a world began to fade in 

around him, and then he looked down at his hands, murmuring first: “Another dream…” A 

pause, and then he looked up, watching as a field came slowly into view under his feet, and the 

sun rose in the sky above a cluster of short hills: it definitely wasn‟t any Row of Skulls, though. 

No jagged peaks, no bumpy hills… were they talking about something else, those demons Cherry 

was listening in on?  

“Lord Zerrex.” The Drakkaren glanced over his shoulder, and then he frowned when he 

saw an angel standing over a small, plain grave sitting in the center of a beautiful little garden of 

flowers, at the end of a path made from what looked like a single long rectangular stone. It 

wasn‟t any of the angels he had met so far, yet seemed somehow familiar, despite the metal mask 

it wore and the white robe that covered its body. Oh look, another bird… well, at least this one‟s 

more silver-blue. “I am the last person sent from Heaven to help you… the last they can send. 

After this, the High Lord has commanded us to avoid contacting you, as your journey into the 

Sanctuary spells almost-certain death.” 

“That‟s not the first time I‟ve heard that from an angel and been successful.” Zerrex 

responded quietly, then he frowned a bit as he strode through the small garden and in front of the 

cement marker, kneeling down and resting a hand on top of the tall grave as he murmured 

quietly: “I know this place…” 

The marker read: „Placed in honor of all those who died in the Great War that ravaged the 

world. May their souls rest in peace.‟ This was followed by a series of thirty names, arranged in 

rows of ten side-by-side… names not taken from charity as the Irenic government claimed, but 

instead sold to the highest-bidder. And at least two of the names are fake… they arrested former 

Colonel Anderson and threw him in jail for faking his own death and abandoning the military, 

but he was released because they apparently lost all the evidence somehow. Last I heard, he 

received lenience in the military and now is serving in some General‟s office somewhere as a 

glorified lackey. “This is Joix de Vive Park, southwest of Liberation in the direction of the old 

capital, New Tears City.” 

“That is correct.” The angel nodded, and Zerrex glanced up over it thoughtfully as the 

voice added quietly: “But we are forbidden to aid you, Lord Zerrex… so I cannot tell you 

anything other than that this spot has always stood, throughout time, as a holy place for those 

both mortal and not. Even Ire cherished it, and Joix de Vive has been left unscarred and 

untarnished for many years… at least, until now. It is one of three such locations throughout Ire, 

but the mortals have put the most stock and faith into… this one.” 

Zerrex stood slowly, tilting his head and saying quietly: “Are you saying… this place…” 

A pause, and then he looked down at the monument stone, snorting softly and closing his eyes as 

he rubbed a hand through his muzzle. “How could I have been so stupid, of course… the 

construction and „land development‟ of the park took almost two years… everyone thought they 

were just dragging their heels, but that‟s at least the time they‟d need to start building up a 

bunkerized facilitiy…” He paused again, then frowned a bit, asking slowly: “But… I thought you 

weren‟t supposed to help me?” 



“I never did.” The angel shrugged slowly, and Zerrex could almost sense the smile 

behind the mask as it added quietly: “Like I said, this is a place holy for mortal and divine 

alike… and it was readily accessible in your mind. But remember my message… even if you 

succeed in your quest, the Sanctuary holds many creatures not much different from demons you 

have already battled, and some of them created by mortal hands. Even Lunis will prove pale in 

comparison to this and the danger that lurks ahead.” 

The Drakkaren nodded as he made a slight face, before he crossed his arms and opened 

his mouth to ask another question… but the angel rose a hand before he could, and everything 

faded away into darkness that was laced with a thousand more questions… and no answers. 

 

Zerrex awoke a few hours later, blinking stupidly and mumbling under his breath, and 

Cherry glanced up from a book she was reading – I think maybe I‟m still dreaming – to grunt a 

hello before closing the book and tossing it aside… and Zerrex grimaced at the title, wiping sleep 

from his other eye as he read aloud: “„Bodily Functions?‟ Sounds like a crap book.” 

“Oh, ha-ha.” Cherry said dourly, and then she glared at him before blinking at his stupid 

look, the reptile apparently not getting the pun he‟d just made. “Er, but hey, how‟d you sleep?” 

Mahihko giggled stupidly before Zerrex could reply, clapping his hands together as he 

looked up from his story to say childishly: “Daddy made a poop joke!” 

“He‟s not your Daddy.” Marina snapped immediately, and the two glared at each other 

before Marina flicked his nose, and the wolf winced and grabbed his muzzle, immediately 

looking meek before she looked over at the Drakkaren, smiling brightly. “Daddy, why don‟t you 

tell the others about that little vision you had?” 

Zerrex blinked again, still feeling slow and failing to remember if Marina had ever 

managed to skim through his thoughts so quickly before… but Cherry immediately sat up and 

asked: “Angel or demon? And do you think it‟s a trap, „cause like… I don‟t trust either of the 

fuckers. It could even be an angel pretending to be a demon pretending to be an angel, you know, 

and that‟s some real confusing-ass scary shit right there. Fuckers.” 

“Cherry, don‟t say things like this to me!” The Drakkaren covered his head, making a 

face as all sorts of paranoid thoughts came to him. After a moment, he peered over at her, and 

she looked back at him for a few moments before the reptile finally said simply: “It was an 

angel.” 

“I trust them least.” Cherry said cheerfully, and Zerrex groaned before throwing his 

pillow at her, and then Marina glowered at her and sent several books dropping onto her head, 

which was far more painful and effective. “Ouch, fuck! Fuck! Fuck! You guys all suck!” 

“That rhymes.” Cindy said amiably, as she continued to peacefully read her own book, 

which caused Cherry to pause for a moment before letting out a loud „ha!‟ “In any case, Marina‟s 

been blathering to us all about it for the last half hour, except Cherry put all her concentration 

into figuring out the little words she could, since there are no picture books.” 

“You‟re shitting me. You guys were talking?” Cherry asked stupidly, and then she flailed 

her arms a bit, frowning and glowering at them all as her horns and fins popped back out in her 

apparent frustration. “What the fuck! Tell me when you‟re talking about important shit!” 

Zerrex rolled his eyes a bit, but thankfully the next few hours carried in on relative calm 

with discussing the new information they had just learned. The Drakkaren still felt edgy about it 

– and he could tell Cherry did, too – but the other three seemed convinced… and after he 

allowed Marina to „experience‟ the memory with him by replaying it through his head while they 



watched, she confirmed that it had both been „beamed in‟ from somewhere else, so to speak, and 

that the angel didn‟t seem to be lying about anything. 

After that, there was a short break as Curtis pulled over for dinner, and he said the 

restaurant here was safe if they wanted to join him. Zerrex figured it was a fair idea, and the 

group did, Cherry assuming a form that was a bit less-obvious than the other ones she had so far 

and posing as Marina‟s boyfriend, while Cindy went as Zerrex‟s wife, and Mahihko and Curtis 

just as friends. It was an unnecessary cover story, as was getting two separate tables back-to-

back, but it was always better to be prepared, even if they were only in a smoky, greasy truck 

stop that served bad short-order. 

On the other hand, it also meant they were prepared and got away without a fight when 

the place was raided by Irenic Military grunts and they were all kicked out and sent on their way. 

Zerrex recognized the team and brute-force tactics they employed from Northern Regiment 23: a 

small army group that was based out of a series of large military bases in the heart of Northern 

Ire, and which exerted no small amount of control over the entire area. They were cruel, heartless 

bastards… and although he was pretty sure they were just kicking everyone out so they could 

gang-rape the waitresses, sleep in the inn, and leave with all the money in the morning, he didn‟t 

want to put aside the possibility that the enforcers might have been ordered to sweep for a group 

of Drakkaren. 

Either way, they slid out the back door when they had the chance and made it safely to 

the truck, which roared off with the rest of the transports and other vehicles: civilian cars would 

be stopped, but since the trucking companies paid for and brought most of the supplies from Ire 

into the Northern separatist country, they wouldn‟t dare touch any of the cargo or even the 

truckers. It meant the getaway was clean and easy, despite the fact several armored humvees had 

pulled up… and Marina murmured after a few moments: “We‟re safe. The soldiers weren‟t 

looking for us… they just wanted some fun, as the captain of their platoon put it.” 

Night passed into day passed into night, most of it uneventful and spent on the road, with 

a few breaks here and there for food and the use of the nearest bathroom… but before morning of 

the next day, they slowed as they pulled into the military outpost the bear had spoken about, and 

Zerrex could hear faint voices outside as he motioned for Cherry to flick off the light and for 

everyone to stay quiet. 

Almost twenty minutes passed… and then they were slowly pulling away, but Cherry 

murmured: “Don‟t celebrate yet… we‟re turning. I think they might be doing an inspection.” 

Mahihko whimpered quietly, and then there was silence other than the quiet rumbling of 

the vehicle for a few moments before there were raised voices outside… and then the engine 

turned off. A minute or so later, Zerrex heard the back shutter rise up as Curtis pleaded with a 

soldier, his drawl vanishing quickly: “Come on, what‟s one truck? And look at this, there have to 

be around twenty guys here with guns, and three trucks being inspected from top-to-bottom…” 

“Chuck, I‟m sorry, I really am, but I just can‟t overlook anything…” replied a strained 

voice, likely the inspecting soldier, and then there was a crack of wood and a grunt before he 

muttered: “Artificial cheese blocks. I‟m not sure if that‟s illegal, but it should be… I guess it‟s 

food to some people, though…” 

“It‟s Curtis.” The bear corrected, and then he sighed and asked after a moment: “What 

are you looking for, anyway? You don‟t have one of those fancy book-thingers with you that tell 

you what‟s illegal and what‟s not.” 

“Criminals. We have a report that they‟re trying to get from the northern empires all the 

way into Ire, and that they‟re likely using a transport of some kind, so we have to check every 



single goddamn truck for them.” The soldier muttered, and then he tapped the side of another 

crate, asking: “Have you picked up or dropped off any weird cargo lately?” 

“Once I had to bring a shipment of bondage equipment to a specialty sex boutique in the 

south. I don‟t think much of anything‟s weird after that.” Curtis replied, and the soldier snorted 

before there was another loud crack, followed by a shriek and laughter. “Oh, relax! They‟re 

fake!” 

There was a scuffling sound, a squelch, a grunt, and then the transport rocked a bit as at 

least two more soldiers climbed up… before one of them laughed and there was that weird slick 

squelch again. “Hey, what‟s this for? It ain‟t Halloween!” 

“It says on the manifest they‟re going to some movie studio…” the first soldier said, but 

now he sounded surly. “That‟s gross. I thought they were real.” 

“Well, shit, what do you think they‟re going to look like if they‟re going to a fuckin‟ 

movie studio, noodles?” said another voice, and then there was a hammering sound as it added: 

“Get your ass back out front, there‟s obviously nothing here… besides, Curt‟s an old-timer. He‟s 

been transporting things for years and I ain‟t never heard word one of a complaint… but I 

thought for a minute there you‟d gone all separatist on me, you lousy shit.” 

“Great as always to see you too, Hank.” There was a pause, some mutters, and then the 

sound of people leaving and someone else climbing into the transport, before the bear grunted 

quietly: “By the way, I thought we were supposed to avoid references to that?” 

A snort, and then Hank replied quietly: “Yeah, but it‟s more suspicious to constantly 

avoid referencing something than it is to say it once in a while and otherwise only talk about it if 

other people already are, especially in an outpost like this one. Anyway, watch your ass. I hear 

they‟re doing random searches along the highways, too.” 

A moment later, there was the sound of someone climbing out, followed by a loud 

hammering… and then Curtis left the back. The shutter closed behind him… and a few minutes 

later, the truck started back up and they were back on their way.  

Fifteen minutes later, the truck slowed appreciably, and Zerrex glanced up at the small, 

closed window in the wall as there was a knock at it. He stood and slid it open to see the bear 

looking in on them from his own little window in the back of his cab, asking mildly: “You all 

alright?” 

“Yeah, we‟re good, hillbilly. Thank you.” Cherry said loudly, and Zerrex rolled his eyes 

before stepping on her stomach, and she let out a half-cough, half-gag that splattered Marina 

with saliva, the youngest daughter immediately glaring at the female and punching her in the 

nose, which caused Cherry to yelp. 

“I think we‟re surviving for now.” Zerrex answered after a moment, and Curtis nodded, 

looking somewhat amused at the sounds of fighting echoing through the open slot in the front 

wall of the cargo container. 

“Alright. We have about twenty hours to the capital… I‟ll drive for as much as I can, but 

at some point I‟m going to pull over for a meal and a nap, just so you all know. It shouldn‟t be 

too much more than a day more, though.” Curtis said mildly, and Zerrex nodded in return to him 

before the bear withdrew and closed his little window, the reptile doing the same before he 

sighed and went to breaking up the wrestling match Marina and Cherry were currently engaged 

in, the older female currently attempting to strangle the younger one as she ducked and weaved 

under books Marina chucked at her using her telekinetic abilities. I wonder if Hell is something 

like this… stuck in a metal box with little to do with people who don‟t get along. 

 



Around noon on the next day, Curtis let them out at a small junkyard, where they were 

greeted by a golden retriever with one arm dressed in old military fatigues. He stood up on the 

porch of his small little home, made mostly from discarded scraps as Zerrex slipped off the roof, 

and the retriever grunted as he stepped down the short wooden stairs, grunting: “If it ain‟t the 

legend himself, Zerrex Narrius… the infamous terror Captain Ravenlight. When I had kids, I 

used to tell them horror stories about the shit you pulled, you know. Kept them right in line.” 

“Hey uh… we didn‟t kill them, did we?” Cherry asked dumbly, as she jumped down out 

of the transport after the others. The old dog laughed a bit at this, though, and she looked 

relieved. “Well, I‟ll take that as a „no,‟ then. Good, „cause I don‟t feel like running from twelve 

gauge buckshot today.” 

“Nah, it was one of them „anti-terrorist attacks…‟ a grenade went off near me, took my 

arm and… burnt down my old house up there.” He paused, glancing up at the sky and rubbing 

the back of his neck slowly, before nodding to Curtis as he closed the door of the transport and 

walked around to the front of his truck, and a few moments later he pulled away and back onto 

the road, leaving the little group standing in the dirt road the led into the junkyard beyond 

awkwardly. But a moment later the dog looked back at them with a smile, nodding and saying 

amiably: “Come on, walk with me. I dug you up a vehicle so you can get yourselves around the 

city without much of a problem.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, watching after the old dog curiously as the golden retriever 

continued to talk in an easy voice, and the Drakkaren noted that the dog wasn‟t even carrying 

any weapons, despite the shotgun Cherry had obviously noticed resting against a rocking chair 

on the porch. “You know, before the Great War, when I moved here, it was originally to get 

away from the fighting up north… when I was young, oh sure, it was a great cause… but after I 

lost my family to it and almost all of my friends, I began to realize what a damned fool I was to 

be fighting a war that no one even knew was about anymore… and a war that was almost 

exclusively run by Ire, too. I think we all knew that at any time, the mighty Irenic army could 

have walked in and destroyed us all, and hell, we all suffered at the hands of that there Goth 

Legion you ran… but here I am, makin‟ a fool out of myself all over again.” The dog stopped, 

turning and reaching a hand out to Zerrex. “My name‟s Belmont. Chad Belmont, formerly from 

the Northern Ire Freedom 55 Brigade.” 

The Drakkaren nodded, smiling a bit as he shook the dog‟s hand gently. “And you 

already know who I am… but you might not recognize Cherry, the one with the banana fins 

sticking out of her head. The other female with the fin is my daughter, Marina, and the last is her 

older sister, Cindy… and the little wolf is Mahihko.” 

“I wish you wouldn‟t call them that.” Cherry said sulkily, and then she grinned when the 

dog turned his eyes her way, looking proud of herself as she added: “As you can see, I‟ve 

changed a bit over the years, and-” 

“She-Devil, we used to call you.” The golden retriever observed, halting Cherry in mid-

flow as he added: “And the first things our spies said to us was that you were the loud, annoying 

one who was always clinging to the leader. The second was that we should just run away if we 

saw you, though, since you were almost impossible to hit. Your name‟s Cynthia too, ain‟t it?” 

“Don‟t call me that.” Cherry mumbled, then she pouted at Zerrex, crossing her arms and 

saying loudly: “Boss, I don‟t like him. Let‟s eat him.” 

“It‟s a pleasure to meet you, sir.” Cindy sketched a curtsy to the old dog, and he smiled in 

return. Marina simply nodded and grunted, and Mahihko gave him a bit of a wave, looking 



embarrassed, before Cindy added: “Marina‟s a bit antisocial and Mahihko‟s somewhat shy… but 

we‟re hoping for the best in this mission we‟re on.” 

He nodded, then turned and continued to speak as they walked deeper into the junkyard, 

following the well-trod dirt path as Zerrex strode in time with him, leaning a bit on his cane 

while Cherry glared distrustfully at the retriever. “Well, I wish you all the best in that 

endeavor… and God knows I wouldn‟t be here today if I thought you didn‟t have a chance. But I 

remember what you two did, and I‟ve heard many a thing about the rest of your little family here 

from Big Bird and some of the others in Hez‟Ranna, and I‟d much rather have you as friends 

than as enemies.” Chad paused, then added: “It looks like time and war have caught up to you, 

though, Captain Ravenlight.” 

“Please, just Zerrex is fine.” The Drakkaren nodded a bit, then he smiled a bit and 

shrugged, adding quietly: “And I guess if you spend your entire life fighting, you end up looking 

like me one day, no matter how strong you are.” 

The dog grunted in agreement, and then he stopped, pointing across at an enlarged 

muscle car. “I found this out back one day and had some of the boys who work for me fix it up 

as best they-” 

But Cherry was already gone with a squeal of delight, leaping at it and slowly, lovingly 

rubbing her hands over the vehicle, mumbling: “A restored eighties Thunderbolt, from the 

redesigned A2-Series built for Dragokkaren… rectangular base body, steel rims, all-terrain tires 

with  the „tornado‟ grip design and bulletproof glass in the windshield, and a full-metal body 

painted in raven-black… Zerrex, I think I need a towel!” 

The Drakkaren slapped his forehead with a groan, and the dog laughed a bit. “Well, I‟m 

glad she likes it, Zerrex. It‟s a pretty car, I‟ll give you that much… they don‟t make tanks like 

that anymore. The engine system‟s been replaced, too…” A pause as Cherry immediately flipped 

up the hood to peer interestedly at it, and the dog glanced over to Zerrex before nodding to him. 

“But I guess I‟ll let her do all the tellin‟-you that you need. I‟d offer more, but the military raided 

here a few days back and took half the equipment in my junkyard, bulldozers included. They 

might be back, so I reckon I shouldn‟t hold you up and should just let you get out of here.” 

“Thanks, Chad… I won‟t forget this.” Zerrex said quietly, and he shook the dog‟s hand 

again before adding: “And… I am honestly sorry for any hardship I caused you and yours in the 

past. I know it isn‟t much, but I‟d like to offer whatever I can to make up for what I did.” 

“Zerrex, if you succeed in your job here, then I‟m sure most of the souls lost during all 

these tragic years between Ire and Northern Ire will be able to rest easy.” Chad responded firmly, 

and he patted the Drakkaren‟s bicep before nodding to him with a smile. “Now you‟d best get on 

your way.” 

The Drakkaren nodded back, then he turned, watching as Cherry closed the hood with a 

grin before immediately dancing around to the driver‟s side door and cursing as she found it 

locked, tapping her fingers across the black roof of the car with a frown. Chad laughed a bit at 

this, then held up a hand and dug in his pocket for the keys and tossed them over to the female, 

and she grinned widely, catching them easily. “Thanks, old dude! I‟ll take good care of her, I 

promise!” 

“See that you do, she‟s a mighty-fine piece of machinery.” Chad replied, and then 

stepped back off the road as Cherry opened her door and slid inside, the female unlocking the 

passenger and back doors as she started the ignition, looking blissful at the utter lack of power-

anything, one of her hands settled firmly on the stick. 



Zerrex shifted his seat a bit as the others climbed in the back, Mahihko sitting awkwardly 

in the middle, before Cindy said mildly: “Daddy, there‟s no seatbelts in this car. I don‟t feel safe 

with Cherry driving.” 

“Well, losers, only the little wolf bitch knows how to drive stick properly, other than me, 

and he is so not touching this beauty. Look at this! Maple paneling, black leather seats! Fucking 

hand-crank windows!” Cherry let her tongue loll out, Zerrex leaning away from her with a wince 

as she eased the car forwards without bothering to look, easily avoiding a small hole in the road 

before adding as she adjusted the rearview mirror: “And you guys aren‟t even squished there in 

the back, either, which is great for everyone, right? Sure, maybe we should‟ve thrown the junk in 

the trunk, which is where junk should be… in the trunk.” 

“Cherry, no one likes you or your puns.” Cindy said flatly, and Cherry glared over her 

shoulder as she turned down the road at the same time, Zerrex wincing and mumbling to himself 

about finding a happy place. “Keep your eyes on the road, you‟re going to make Daddy have a 

heart attack.” 

“Mi-mi-mi-mi-mi, daddy-daddy-heart-attacky.” Cherry muttered in a high-pitched, 

mocking voice, but she turned her attention back to the road, running a hand back and forth over 

the steel steering wheel as she turned on the radio and searched for something appropriately 

metal enough to go with the car. “Oh, I miss the days where everything was unsafe like this…” 

“I don‟t. There‟s always unsafety as long as you‟re around.” Zerrex mumbled under his 

breath, and Cherry looked at him sourly as he added dryly: “Go find your way to the senate 

building, so we can get out of this car.” 

“Yeah, well, the nice thing about giant-ass cities like this, is that they‟re about fifty-

billion miles big.” Cherry replied with a wide grin, and then she rolled the car out in front of a 

transport truck, Zerrex wincing before she accelerated suddenly, laughing as the truck‟s horn 

blared at her as it missed the silver-steel rear bumper by inches. “This is so fucking awesome!” 

The ride was stressful for the male Drakkaren, to say the least: in a normal car, Cherry 

was bad… but a muscle car like this made the female‟s ridiculous amount of testosterone flare 

up, and she began to drive even more offensively than usual, cutting off cars, racing anyone 

stupid enough to challenge her, refusing to signal for anything, and causing as many car 

accidents as she could, at one point letting go of the wheel and yanking up her top and bra to 

flash a driver next to her, causing him to gape before plowing into the back of an ice cream truck 

before she quickly swerved between two cars ahead of her with one hand, and then hit the gas to 

shoot narrowly between a pair of turning transports, almost losing the mirror on her side of the 

car as she cackled and Zerrex covered his eyes. 

It took a little less than two hours for them to reach the inner city from where they‟d been 

in the suburbs, and now Cherry became more serious, driving far more normally to avoid 

attracting attention as she leaned over to Zerrex, muttering: “This is worse than our first visit to 

Hez‟Ranna… there‟s cops and military everywhere, and I swear I saw a guy hover over our 

heads in one of those Aerial BAD setups, too.” 

“ABADs?” Zerrex frowned a bit, then he paused as he leaned slightly out his window, 

glancing up to see three of the aforementioned fly slowly overhead in a V-formation. BADs with 

jetpacks, wings, and grappling hooks. I think whoever came up with that idea needs to be shot. 

Twice. In both kneecaps. “Yeah. They look like they‟re performing a patrol… we must be 

moving towards the heart of the city.” 

Cherry nodded, then cursed at the traffic as she looked over her shoulder at the enormous 

duffel bag, asking dryly: “So like, how do we get that through security? I mean, I can‟t exactly 



morph into a soldier and then say that I arrested you all single-handedly or that you surrendered 

and admitted defeat to John or Jane Doe Cop.” 

“I thought we were using the word „shift‟ to describe your ability to transform into 

whatever.” Zerrex said, glancing over at her curiously, and she looked back with a shrug, putting 

her hands behind her head and sighing a bit as they continued to sit in traffic.  

“Morph, shift, whatever. Transform sounds so stupid though: ooh, look at me, I‟m a 

transformer!” Cherry rose her hands and shook her head back and forth wildly as she made the 

scales on her head change different colors before going back to their usual green, adding 

irritably: “It‟s a dumb word. Like poop. Who the fuck came up with the word „poop‟ for kids? I 

mean, half the adults these days don‟t realize that stool is the fancy scientific word for shit.” 

“It is not. That‟s excrement.” Zerrex responded absently, glancing out the window. 

Neither he nor Cherry were really paying much attention to their banter, however, both of them 

instead concentrating on how they were going to manage to get into the senate building without 

being noticed by the increasingly-tight military presence, as Cherry finally grasped the wheel 

again and made a right turn behind the truck ahead of her, nodding to the sign ahead of her. 

“Saint Luthor‟s Row… Saint‟s Row, that‟s where the senate building is, right? Along 

with uh… city hall and the governor‟s office?” Cherry tilted her head curiously, and Zerrex 

nodded as he rubbed his head slowly. “Great. We‟re going to get there and end up sitting outside 

in the fucking car. I mean, Marina and I could get through the building easy… but shit, with this 

much action going on, we won‟t even be able to reach the fucking place without fifty assholes in 

BAD gear asking to see our ID and then making us lay down on our stomachs before possibly 

violating us.” A pause and a grimace. “I wouldn‟t mind the violating but the prison part 

afterwards might be bad.” 

Zerrex nodded, then he glanced over at her and asked mildly: “Do you have any other 

neat demonic tricks or magical spell things that could cover you and Marina and get you two 

inside? I‟m being serious here, by the way, because I‟m running quickly out of ideas.” 

Cherry made a face, then jerked around a truck that squealed to a stop in front of her, 

flipping him off across Zerrex before pulling in front of him and driving slowly along the street, 

ignoring his honks before they came to a halt with a squeal. “Dude, if I could actually remember 

the useful spells, believe me, I‟d perform them, just to watch the sparkles. But even though the 

Sisters taught me them, the only ones I can still remember clearly are a few binding spells, one to 

get rid of evil spirits, one to create a fire wave, and uh… this is really stupid… but one to 

summon a really big, harmless unevolved snake.” 

“I… don‟t want to know what you did with the last one.” Zerrex said mildly, and in the 

back seat, Cindy immediately covered her muzzle and made a sound of disgust. Then he made a 

face as the car ground to a halt as ahead, a car merged into another lane in front of someone else 

and the truck behind it crashed into the bumper of the smaller car in front of it.  

There were yells of irritation from all down the line, and a tired-looking elephant in a suit 

climbed out of the car, waving a bit at the lioness in the truck, who had a hand on her head and 

was waving her other hand, looking almost horrified, and he went over to calm her down as a 

toddler stuck his head out the driver‟s side window, the young boy sucking his thumb as he 

watched curiously. Ironically, the problem came from behind them, when the truck Cherry had 

flipped off earlier crashed into them with much-greater force than the small bump that had 

occurred ahead, and Zerrex whacked his head off the dashboard before blinking and righting 

himself, rubbing at his forehead as Mahihko scrambled to get up from where he‟d been thrown 

between the seats. 



Cherry, on the other hand, looked as if she‟d been punched, even though she hadn‟t even 

been nudged out of position and had even stopped the car from bumping into the van ahead of 

her despite how hard they‟d been hit. For a moment, she continued to gape out the front 

window… and then she snarled and shifted her form slightly, her horns and fins vanishing with 

her breasts as she became a male version of herself, cracking her knuckles with a snarl as a 

lumbering dragon climbed out of the car behind her, slamming the door and already yelling 

profanities at them, before he threw the cell phone he had in one hand into the ground, his 

glasses toppling off with them as he roared and shouted, before he jerked a tire iron out from the 

back seat of his car with the other hand… and Zerrex stared, grabbing Cherry‟s arm and saying 

quickly: “Cherry, it‟s not worth it, don‟t do it-” 

The asshole behind them then smashed in the signal light on the back of the car, and 

Cherry tore off his shirt and the bra that had fallen down around the now-his waist, before she 

snarled as the dragon dented the trunk and then slammed the tire iron into the back window hard 

enough to send cracks twisting through the thick glass as he continued to rave, Mahihko and 

Cindy both shrieking in fear. “I have something to do, Boss.” 

Cherry threw the door open and stepped out, towering over the dragon‟s seven feet even 

though he was only a foot or so taller in her current form, cracking his knuckles and looking 

unafraid of the bulky, likely steroid-driven hulk, before the now-male snarled in a rumbling 

baritone: “Hey, prick, do you know what this is? This car is a fucking treasure, just restored, and 

now you‟ve gone and ruined it.” 

Zerrex made a face, then he glanced back and forth and gave a disgusted look to the 

military patrols on both sidewalks, several of them pulling out their wallets as they muttered into 

their headsets. They‟re making bets on who wins. The bastards are so secure, so certain that 

everything‟s going to go according to the master plan that they‟re not going to intervene… hey, 

why bother, free entertainment, right? And who cares about anyone that gets hurt… Ire‟s motto. 

It‟s all fun and games, as long as you aren‟t the one dying. 

“Fuck you! I saw you flip me off and pull ahead of me, bitch, and I don‟t care about a 

shitheap like this!” The dragon struck the rear back door now, before he grinned inside to the 

girls, asking in a huskier voice: “Tell you what, gimme one of those chicks to borrow and I won‟t 

kick your ass… and I‟ll try not to rip her up too much so she can fit on your little dick when I 

give the whore back.” 

“Don‟t talk about my sisters that way, asshole.” Cherry snarled in return, and Zerrex 

could sense the growing rage inside the now-male as he added darkly: “Now stop hitting my 

fucking car, and put the fucking tire iron down, and leave. Otherwise, I‟m going to break your 

face and tear off your balls.” 

The dragon snarled, and whether or not he was intimidated, he was apparently too sure of 

himself to notice the deadly gleam in Cherry‟s eyes. Before he could reply, however, the lioness 

that had been in the accident walked forwards past Cherry, holding her hands up, and his eyes 

widened in surprise as she said quickly: “Hey, let‟s all just calm down-” 

The dragon struck out at her with the tire iron, and she let out a shriek of pain as her hand 

snapped backwards, her wrist cracking audibly as she fell forwards on her side, and Zerrex 

snarled, half-tempted to get out of the car… but as the dragon struck what would have almost 

certainly been a fatal blow to her skull, Cherry‟s arm lashed out and he caught the end of the 

heavy metal bar, holding it tight in his hand as the dragon grunted and tried to jerk it free, his 

eyes widening as his muscles bulged through his tight dress shirt, but unable to do anything to 

budge the bar as the now-male said darkly: “You so should not have done that.” 



“Fuck you!” The dragon shoved the bar suddenly forwards, and Cherry yanked it with 

him, the dragon staggering forwards with the suddenly jerk and his own momentum and running 

straight into Cherry‟s other hand, his muzzle connecting painfully with the now-male‟s palm 

before the dragon fell backwards with a cry of pain and surprise. The lioness quickly crawled out 

of the way of the two, the elephant no longer looking so tired as he grabbed her and helped her 

quickly to her feet, almost holding her as Cherry threw the tire iron down and kicked the other 

reptile hard in the side, snarling: “Get up.” 

The dragon groaned as he slowly got up to all fours… and then his eyes settled very 

obviously on the tire iron before he looked up at Cherry… and immediately made the stupid 

mistake of diving for it. In midair, Cherry snagged him under the neck with the top of her combat 

boot, not in a kick but merely halting him only inches away from grabbing the weapon… and 

then he jerked him hard back up to his feet and punched him hard with a simple right cross, 

knocking him flat on his back again. 

The military next to the car were laughing and chatting amiably, as if this was a prize 

fight or a television show… and then Cherry kicked the dragon under the jaw when he sat up 

before grabbing him by the shirt and jerking him to his feet. He swayed a bit, moaning in pain, 

arms limp at his sides, only begging for it to be over… and Cherry only grinned cruelly before 

the now-he stepped forwards and in one swift motion, lifted the dragon above his head, almost as 

if performing some sort of dance. 

A soldier across the street clapped, and he was joined by a few others as Cherry 

continued to grin up at the dragon, who was flailing and kicking to no avail… before the now-

male stepped forwards once more and shifted the dragon to one hand, his shirt tearing as Cherry 

spun him around before slamming him face-first into the concrete, and the asshole‟s body 

spasmed as a loud „ooh!‟ came up from a few of the soldiers, followed by some more laughter. 

Finally, one of them stepped into the road, saying clearly as Cherry stepped forwards: “Okay, 

okay, sir, that‟s more than enough.” 

“Come on, pal, one more for the road?” Cherry asked in an earnest voice, and the soldier 

glanced over at his buddies, who shrugged, one of them nodding almost amiably. He finally 

grinned and nodded himself, and Cherry laid a hard kick into the dragon‟s side, causing him to 

gurgle and roll slowly off, moaning in agony. “Thanks. And thank you for the fun, fuckwit. 

Maybe try actually doing something next time, huh?”  

Cherry headed back to the car, looking proud of his male self… and then another soldier, 

this one looking far-more surly, stopped him and said irritably: “We‟re going to have to impound 

this vehicle, sir. Please ask the other passengers to get out and take everything you need with 

you.” 

“Oh come on, Carl, don‟t be a sore loser!” shouted one of the soldiers, and the others 

laughed, not bothering to hide the money they were counting… and inside the car, Marina 

murmured the same words, her eyes flashing a bit. 

Outside, Carl twitched and his features went slack for a moment… and then he sighed 

and said loudly: “Fine. Get in the car, sir. I‟m having your vehicle towed to a repair shop, then… 

as a favor to you guys to show just what generous guy I am. Make sure you pull over to the 

sidewalk once traffic begins to move.” 

Cherry nodded and didn‟t bother to respond as he slipped into the car… and then quickly 

put his clothes aside and reverted to her usual female form, wincing and rubbing at her head a bit 

as her horns popped out. “Fuck, I gotta remember to hide these better…” A pause as she glanced 



over her shoulder to Marina, adding mildly: “And thanks, kid. It‟s good to see you behaving like 

a team player.” 

“Yeah, whatever.” Marina replied dismissively, glancing out the window and muttering: 

“It‟s so confusing when you turn to male. I don‟t know whether to refer to you as a he or a she.”  

“Well, right now I still have a penis, so you can call me either.” Cherry said comfortably, 

then she leered over at a sour-looking Zerrex. “Wanna see? I‟ll hold a special sock puppet show 

if it‟ll cheer you up, Mr. Grumpypants.” 

“I hate this city. I hate you. I hate everything.” Zerrex muttered, crossing his arms and 

shrinking back in his seat as Cherry snorted amusedly, then paused and touched her head lightly, 

carefully shrinking her horns back into her skull. “You abuse your shapeshifting ability too 

much… and put on a shirt, you‟re attracting looks.” 

Cherry grinned out the window at a passing couple who were staring in shock at her… 

and she reached up and fondled her breasts, looking at them suggestively. Immediately, the 

female growled as her male counterpart gaped, and then jerked ahead into traffic to the angry 

honking and squalling of many different horns. Satisfied with her perversion for the day, Cherry 

then put her bra back on and slipped into her shirt, muttering: “Thank crap for body-fitting 

fibers… but hey, you know what? I‟m awesome. And I‟m like clay and can turn into any-

fucking-thing scaly. So I have every right to do whatever I want. Now do you wanna see my 

penis or not?” 

“No, I do not want to see your penis, Cherry.” Zerrex replied acidly, and then he looked 

out the window as an ABAD touched down nearby and the soldiers immediately saluted, giving 

some half-assed status report before the ABAD took off again. “This place sucks.” 

“You‟re telling me.” Cherry replied, as the vehicle ahead of them slowly started to move. 

The soldiers in the area all began to move on, even Carl no longer paying attention to their car, 

and Cherry followed traffic idly before looking up curiously at honk, and leaning back into the 

dark interior of the car as the lioness rose her hand to them from her truck with a wince, and 

Cherry waved back, mumbling: “I hate people like that. She‟s a douche for getting involved.” 

“What‟s wrong, does the mean old Cherry feel bad that an innocent civilian got hurt? Is 

that the faint rumblings of a tiny little shriveled heart in there?” Cindy asked from the back seat 

teasingly, and Cherry glared over her shoulder at her as the female added: “Besides, she seemed 

nice, even if I only saw her. There should be more people like that in the world.” 

“Five bucks says the bitch is possessed.” Cherry muttered, then she became more serious 

again as she carefully pulled around a van to turn down a narrower, far-les travelled street, 

driving slowly between an archway guarded by two soldiers in thicker, larger BAD armors. 

“We‟re approaching the Marble Dome… that‟s the senate building, right?” 

“That‟s right.” Zerrex nodded a bit… and then the two stared at the sight of several 

busses slowly pulling into a parking lot that was mostly empty, five uniformed, pretty girls 

standing in front of a pair of double doors at the side of the massive, unsurprisingly dome-shaped 

building instead of along the front, long marble stairway that led up to a huge, pillared 

entranceway. The main doors were heavily guarded… but Cherry quickly turned into the side lot 

and slipped behind the other bus as it halted, and hissed: “Get out, leave the bag of stuff on the 

floor!” 

The four quickly did as Cherry said, and female stepped on the gas the moment they were 

out, the car‟s engine rroaring as it half-spun into a side parking space, before she leapt out and 

charged over to where they were. Immediately, the female guided them around the front of one 

of the busses… and the group stared as people of all ages climbed out, most of them younger but 



a few older people as well, before Marina leaned to the side and murmured: “Landsdale 

University‟s entire law class; there are four professors here and roughly eighty students. And no, 

none of the professors can even recognize if they‟re really students or not or half of their own 

seminar group, and nor do they care.” 

Cherry grinned widely, then muttered over to them: “Perfect. Let‟s move forwards, 

then… hang back a bit, though, step into a space if you see one.” A pause, and then she 

demonstrated by deftly striding forwards into line and walking into one of the four groups 

forming, one of the apparent tour guides in blue speaking in a cultured but nervous voice. 

On the other hand, only Cindy and Mahihko got away without odd looks from the other 

students… and then one of them whined, adjusting his glasses: “You aren‟t in our class. I don‟t 

think you‟re in our class. Who are you, what are you-” 

Cherry reached out and took his glasses before he could attract too much attention, then 

crushed them to dust in one fist, and immediately everyone looked away as the cheetah turned 

pale, the female muttering: “Not only am I in your class now, I‟m your best friend. Now shut up 

and act like it or I swear to God you‟ll be losing your virginity to either a broomhandle or my 

foot, and either way the penetration will be very, very deep.” 

Zerrex, on the other hand, had a different problem, as a possum peered over him while 

slowly rolling a joint, before he asked curiously: “Dude, are you in a band?” 

“Uh… no.” Zerrex said after a moment, looking down at him with confusion and leaning 

a bit away from the bright-color-wearing new-ager.  

“You should totally be in a band. Seriously. Even if you can‟t play anything worth shit, 

you should totally be in a band. That‟d be epic.” The possum nodded, adjusting one of many 

rings in his ear before sticking the freshly-rolled joint in his muzzle and then pulling a lighter 

free from a brightly-colored band around his wrist, lighting up and asking: “You want a hit?” 

“Er, I‟m good, thank you.” Zerrex shook his head a bit, then added lamely when the 

much-shorter male didn‟t seem satisfied with that answer: “Maybe later, if we have to listen to 

too many speeches from the G.” 

“Awesome, dude. Just ethereal.” The possum grinned stupidly, coughing a bit of smoke 

into the air before adding: “Wherefore art thou, freedom, right?” 

Marina, Cindy, and Mahihko had ended up near one-another, and Cindy was peacefully 

chatting away with people, while a chubby skunk with a fair number of tattoos down her arms 

and a purple-dyed line of fur from her forehead to the end of her tail poked lightly at Mahihko‟s 

muzzle piercings, the wolf looking awkward as he swayed back a bit. Marina, meanwhile, had 

already stolen someone‟s notebook and another girl‟s pencil case using her psychic abilities, and 

now she was complacently sketching as she stood in the middle of a group of people. Someone 

then made the mistake of attempting to peer over her shoulder, and almost immediately he 

managed to „trip‟ backwards and fall heavily on the pavement, one of the professors helping him 

to his feet as he looked back and forth in confusion. 

Finally, the head guide said something worthy of note: “Although you‟ll be splitting up 

for the beginning and end of the tour, we‟ll all be meeting at the viewing gallery above the senate 

so you can all experience firsthand how it works and how laws are passed and reviewed. The 

next meeting convenes in half an hour, so until then we‟ll be giving each of you a short tour 

around different areas of the building. Now, normally the gallery is reserved only for news 

reporters and…” 

Zerrex stopped listening, glancing around at the others, and he received slight nods from 

everyone in turn before glancing forwards again and tuning back into the speech as the head 



guide wrapped up, clapping her hands together. “I‟ll now pass you all over to your respective 

guides: group one will be going with Maria, group two with Beatrice, group three with Felicity 

and group four will follow Julie. Please stay with your group and your appointed guide, since 

you don‟t want to get lost! The building is a very big place! 

“But I‟ll see you all at the senate gallery, then. Please remember to be quiet and 

respectful, as there are currently several caucus meetings taking place in several different areas 

of the building, and as always, enjoy.” The head guided bowed a bit to them, and then strode 

quickly to the large double doors that were guarded only by two security officers, opening them 

wide and then stepping aside, her smile pasted on her face as the group walked in and saying 

things like „enjoy!‟ and „have a good time!‟ randomly in a too-happy voice. 

It wasn‟t the worst infiltration Zerrex had ever done, at least, as he carefully slid through 

the group to avoid the new-ager still blissfully smoking his joint. On the other hand, instead he 

ended up by a musclehead who slapped his bicep lightly, the muscular fox making lifting 

motions with both his hands and saying up to him in a slightly-too-fast voice: “Hey, I bet you 

can really pump a lot, right?” 

That is so… inappropriate. “What?” Zerrex said stupidly instead, however, before he 

could stop himself. The fox only laughed and grinned however, making a few punching motions 

now. 

“Yeah, lizard, you know, like, move a lot of weight! Damn you got some guns on you, 

hey, do you fight?” The statement turned into a question at the last moment, and Zerrex only 

stared as they reached a fork in the path and thankfully moved to the left, instead of up the stairs, 

but the todd continued as if he had answered the question. “So like, where do you work out? Are 

you a townie or are you from somewhere else? I‟m from a small town myself, came for the 

football stayed for the chicks, know what I mean? Yeah, football scholarship, that‟s how I got 

here… glad too, „cause the student loans are murder, aren‟t they?” 

Zerrex continued to stare, and the fox faltered a bit, wincing back as he slowed right 

down and mumbled, rubbing the back of his head: “I uh… I‟m sorry, I just transferred from off-

campus way over in Valise, and I haven‟t really seen anyone here who‟s buff enough to look like 

they were interested in the same stuff as me, and-” 

“I‟m from Valise. I was born there, then moved back after the War.” Zerrex interrupted, 

and the fox brightened at the Drakkaren‟s halfhearted conversation attempt. Ugh. I‟m getting too 

soft in my old age. 

Cherry, on the other hand, was doing the opposite, holding the poor cheetah tightly 

around the shoulders and squeezing him against her side, the cat looking terrified at the feeling 

of her flexing, bulky muscles against his back as she explained calmly, gesturing with her other 

hand as her group made their way up the wide stairs on the right: “So you see, since I‟ve always 

been so interested in the law, that‟s why I‟m here, and that‟s all you need to know. Now you‟re 

going to help me out, isn‟t that right?” 

“Yes, ma‟am!” The feline babbled, nodding rapidly as he looked up at her with complete 

submission, and she grinned widely, leering down at him as he tried to shrink away. 

“That‟s a good start.” she said teasingly, then glanced over him thoughtfully, asking 

amiably: “So, do you have a girlfriend? And you know, I feel sorta bad for calling you a virgin 

earlier… you know, unless you are one, then I won‟t feel so bad, but I know that nerds need and 

get lovin‟ or at least a dry fuck now and then, so like, you know. What kinda sex have you had?” 



The feline only stared, his mouth falling open as they stepped up to the second floor and 

through a pair of open security doors, and then Cherry said in a cold voice: “Yeah, I‟m serious. 

Now tell me or I‟ll chuck you down the fuckin‟ stairs.” 

“Language, miss.” said a voice firmly, and Cherry glanced over her shoulder at a stallion 

in a cheap grey suit, his red-and-white-striped tie fluttering a bit as he strode up beside her, hands 

behind his back… and then whatever question he had died in his throat when Cherry glared and 

rose a hand, flexing enough to make her bicep bulge larger than his head, instead mumbling an 

apology and walking quickly ahead. 

“Um… I‟m a virgin.” The male squeaked, and he tried to shy away when Cherry licked 

her muzzle in an almost-hungry fashion. “I‟m… bi-curious, I kissed a guy once? And we 

touched one another but… but that‟s it, please ma‟am, I don‟t want to talk about it in public like 

this!”  

Cherry snorted at this, looking over the male with a slight grin as her eyes gleamed. “Oh, 

come on! It‟s like porn, but not… anyway, tell me more, you little bitch, and you better start 

talking damn fast.” 

Cindy, Marina, and Mahihko, meanwhile, ended up on the third floor, touring a hall filled 

with paintings of governors, Marina completely ignoring everyone around her but the other two 

at least half-listening to the tour guide. Then Marina glanced up as the tour guided added: “And 

although some people think it‟s in bad taste, we also have a picture of Patriarch Narrius on the 

wall here, surrounded by those who served as important ambassadors during the Great War…” 

A corner wall was dominated by a massive framed picture of Narrius behind a quietly-

buzzing electric field, and people murmured between themselves with both academic interest and 

scholarly distaste. Marina‟s head tilted a bit as she gazed at the cold red eyes and over the cruel 

crimson features of the massive Dragokkaren, the profile including his broad shoulders and the 

top of his black suit: behind him, the Black Double Standard had been painted, in the upper left 

corner – two towering Dragokkaren profiles facing one another like savage creatures, arms 

reaching out as if to grapple. 

Mahihko‟s eyes, meanwhile, were drawn to a picture of a cruelly-grinning mugshot of a 

wolf on the wall, the only non-Dragokkaren image present. His eyes were stupid with malice, 

and his face handsome but twisted with selfishness, the collar of his leather jacket flipped up as if 

he was trying to make himself look cool. The wolf whimpered quietly and glanced down, and 

Cindy quietly touched his back before looking over at Marina, who was focused on the painting 

of Narrius… and a moment later, she smiled coldly, and a moment later all of the paintings 

shattered simultaneously into broken fragments, falling out of place and sparking as they collided 

with the electrical field, the tour guide letting out a shriek of surprise as many of the students 

laughed and began to talk excitedly with each other, Marina going back to sketching quickly as 

Cindy let out a sigh of relief. It wasn‟t the best thing that could have happened… but on the other 

hand, it wasn‟t the worst, either. 

Down at the bottom of the stairs, the head tour guide cocked her head, before her eyes 

turned solid blue, a cruel smile spreading over her face as she reached down and slid a plain-

looking locket out of her dress, speaking quietly into it: “Master… they‟re here. Shall I destroy 

them now?” 

“No.” responded a cold, soft voice. “Allow them to continue forwards for now… I 

wouldn‟t deny my weaker demons the sport or the Countess a chance at revenge. There will be 

plenty of time to torture them in Hell once they‟re dead, and I‟ll allow you first bite at them.” 



“Thank you, Master. You‟re too kind to your humble servant. I‟ll keep my eye on them.” 

the possessed tour guide said softly, and then she snapped the locket shut and smiled, her blue 

eyes burning like fire before she blinked, and they immediately returned to chestnut irises… but 

still a terrible darkness lingered inside them. 

 

Zerrex quietly sidled over to Cherry as the groups gathered in front of several sets of 

locked double doors, and she nodded to him silently before pushing the poor, small cheetah 

she‟d attached herself to away, and then the Drakkaren tilted his head curiously as he stammered: 

“Do… do I have to?” 

A glare, and the feline whimpered as the other three members of the family slowly made 

their way through the crowd, and then Cherry motioned for them to sidle carefully to the back of 

the group before giving a thumbs up to the cheetah… and his teeth chattered for a few moments 

before Cherry snarled, and he turned around with a scream, shoving people aside left and right as 

he howled: “They‟re after me, they‟re after me, they‟re going to rape me!” 

Zerrex stared stupidly for a moment before Cherry jerked him backwards, and the 

Drakkaren and family turned and ran down the middle hall in the T-shaped intersection and 

around the closest corner, chaos erupting back in the crowd before several students and 

professors chased after the cheetah, who they could still hear screaming even from where they 

were. Cherry was holding her sides, attempting not to laugh… and then she let out a grunt of 

surprise as Zerrex grabbed her by the back of the neck and hauled her into a small office before 

closing the door, the others sitting down with sighs of relief as Cherry cackled. “Did you see the 

look on his face? That was fucking priceless!” 

“Shut up, not everything here is soundproofed!” Zerrex hissed, and Cherry‟s laughter 

died down to giggles as she held onto her muzzle with both hands, Cindy glancing through the 

files on the desk and Marina already searching the bookshelves as he asked quietly: “So do you 

think we‟ll be able to find anything on the council leaders?” 

“There‟s a memo here about the death of Lord Malthus… of course, on here it says that it 

was a boating accident, nothing about the Ophelia or even that he was near Lunis.” Cindy 

muttered, glancing over the memo before adding quietly: “On the other hand, it does mention an 

Advisor Walter Bundy here. It says all questions regarding the „tragic death‟ of one of the two 

only known members of the Council of the Republic are to go through him… office number 

308.” A pause and a frown over to Zerrex. “Do you think it‟s worth checking out?” 

“It‟s the only lead we‟ve got… it sounds like at worst it‟ll lead to another lead or 

something we might be able to use.” Zerrex responded, shaking his head a bit as he looked over 

at her before glancing to Marina. “Anything interesting?” 

“Books on physics and chemistry… looks like a high school bomber‟s instruction 

manuals.” Marina muttered, then she turned around as Cherry finally stopped laughing with a 

sigh, adding dryly: “You‟ve had your fun. Try doing some work.” 

“Buzzkill.” Cherry grunted, then she made a face before opening the door and stepping 

outside, saying easily over her shoulder: “Stay here for a minute. I‟ll be right back.” 

Twenty minutes later, and Cherry returned with a wide grin and several large file folders 

under one arm, shoving one of them against Zerrex‟s chest as she kicked the door closed behind 

her, saying in a pleased voice: “And the winner for the controlling faction of Ire, with a 

whopping forty-seven percent in control over all of Ire‟s major companies and utilities, including 

the Aztec Corporation and cronies like that suave white-suited motherfucker we saw, is none 

other than…” 



Zerrex glanced down at the file, a thrill going through him before he stared at the name, 

and then he looked up at Cherry, saying stupidly: “No. No way. There‟s no way. Axel Jackson?” 

“You mean second-lieutenant Axel Jackson of the Anti-Hez‟Ranna Brigade, one of the 

unsanctioned military movements aimed at exterminating the Dragokkaren clones?” Cindy asked 

dumbly, and then she snarled and punched the desk hard enough to crack the wood, the others 

staring as she muttered: “That asshole… I remember treating his wounds after one of the attacks 

at the Silvan Front, when I went with Zerrex on a mission for Albatross. He was… angry. So 

angry at me, the whole time.” She shook her head slowly, then leaned against the wall, 

murmuring: “No wonder Ire‟s in the state it‟s in.” 

The others exchanged a look, and then Cherry shook the files she‟d discovered, saying in 

a more serious voice now: “The good news, though, is that there‟s apparently a special access 

route in the Marble Dome‟s Celestial Garden… and since most of the security right now is 

concentrated around the doors leading inside here, the private caucus sessions and the meeting 

hall where at least ninety percent of the senate‟s present, we might actually be able to sneak our 

way back out the side door and slip unnoticed through the back gates.” 

The reptile nodded, then made a simple gesture that neither Cindy or Mahihko 

understood, but immediately Cherry skimmed through the files and pulled out a good few papers, 

folding them up and then tucking them into pants at her hip before covering them firmly with her 

shirt, and Zerrex folded up the last few and put them in his pocket. The rest of the files Cherry 

simply tossed away, then snapped her fingers and they burst into flames, smoldering for a few 

moments before the fire snuffed itself out, and immediately she took point, Zerrex following 

close behind as she muttered: “Watch it. There‟s a guard coming. I‟ll take care of him and you 

toss, alright?” 

“Yeah.” A pause as Zerrex leaned back into the room as Cherry strutted out into the hall, 

saying mildly to the others: “Get to the side.” 

The three did curiously… and a few moments later there was a loud crack as Cherry 

slammed an open palm into the chin of the security officer that walked up to her, and she caught 

him as he fell, spinning him over to Zerrex, who caught him in his arms before turning and 

throwing him unceremoniously into the room, the horse landing with a heavy thud on the ground 

and groaning quietly before Marina punched him hard in the jaw, sending him into deep 

unconsciousness. Zerrex exchanged a glance with Cherry, and then she shrugged, saying mildly: 

“That was usually Vampire‟s job, wasn‟t it?” 

“Usually. But we have a better replacement here.” Zerrex said easily, and Marina beamed 

brightly, then shot a nasty, snide look over Cindy and Mahihko when the male glanced away. 

“Come on. We‟d better get moving before he‟s found.” 

Cherry led them quickly down the stairs and out of the doors of the facility, immediately 

snagging the skull of one of the guards standing outside and cracking it off the concrete wall 

behind him, sending him down in a slumped heap as Cindy smashed her fist into the gut of the 

other one, the soldier gagging and then vomiting as Cindy murmured an apology, and a moment 

later he fell to the ground, his eyes rolling up in his head as Cherry gaped at the female, before 

asking: “What the fuck did you do to the bastard?” 

“I twisted my fist when I hit his stomach and then pushed upwards with my palm into his 

solar plexus to cause a shock to his body and send him into angioedema…” Cindy made a face, 

half-leaning down as Zerrex quickly led Mahihko and Marina over to the car, muttering: “Shit. I 

hope he doesn‟t choke to death.” 



“Yeah, well… come on.” Cherry muttered, and she ran quickly over to their junkheap 

car. She paused, however, at the sight of a ticket sitting beneath one of the windshield wipers, 

and she snatched it up as Cindy slid past her to get into the back before shouting and flailing her 

arms at the senate building angrily: “This is not a junkpile you sons of bitches, and it certainly 

isn‟t unfit for the fucking road! Come on out here, I‟ll beat the shit out of you, a few dents is not 

grounds for a hundred fucking dollar parking ticket that I‟m never going to pay!” 

“Cherry, get in the goddamn car!” Zerrex shouted, and Cherry let out a squeak and 

quickly slid in through the open window, managing to fit despite her bulk with an elegant twist 

of her body, landing in the driver‟s seat with a grunt and immediately twisting the key in the 

ignition, the car roaring to life as Cherry‟s grin returned, and she turned it on Zerrex, who 

quailed from her this time before she grabbed the wheel with one hand and settled the other on 

the stick shift, cackling like the demoness she was. 

Either way, Zerrex immediately regretted not suggesting they go on foot as the tires of 

the muscle car squealed before the female spun the wheel hard, the car twisting to the right 

before shooting forwards as she let the wheel spin back, looking gleeful at the handling of the 

huge car as she caught the wheel and said over the roar of the vehicle crashing through the steel 

gates that barred off the public from the back gardens: “It‟s not the same as a fuel engine, but it‟s 

still pretty fuckin‟ epic! I think it‟s the 5500 model, because there‟s that electrical hum in the 

growl of the engine!” 

Meanwhile, the car was shooting down a narrow cobblestone path, ripping apart bushes 

and flowers as people dove out of the way, before Cherry tweaked the wheel ever so slightly to 

the left to narrowly miss a thick lamppost in the middle of the path, instead splashing one tire 

through a shallow pond as the car shot between the two different decorative structures, before the 

damaged vehicle simply ran over a soldier standing in front of a steel gate that barred the 

entrance to hedge maze with walls of green leaf and ivy over twenty feet tall. Zerrex heard the 

splatter as the soldier was crushed a moment before the huge car slammed through the metal gate 

and the brick archway it was built into, the entire structure collapsing behind them and several 

pieces of brick and mortar raining down over the body of the car as Cindy and Marina shrieked, 

Mahihko clinging to the latter with a loud whine as Zerrex grabbed the dashboard, shoving back 

against it as Cherry howled with the straining roar of the engine as they smashed through several 

more layers of leaf-covered steel gate. She twisted the wheel suddenly after ramming through the 

fourth wall, and the car spun through the next hedge-and-steel-fence before tilting up on its side 

and threatening to roll onto its back for a moment, Cherry working the stick even as Zerrex 

tumbled into her, but the demoness barely budging, using one leg to lever herself against the 

door and hold herself in place as the other foot stomped the gas pedal when the car began to fall 

safely back to land with tires on the ground, but hit a solid wall instead of leafs and weak metal 

fencing. 

The engine screamed, beginning to overheat as the wheel on the ground dug into the 

ground, churning up mud as the other tire spun rapidly against the concrete wall they were 

resting against, Cherry snarling as she flexed her body against Zerrex, the Drakkaren scrambling 

out of the way of her movements as best as he could as he managed to grab the seat, Marina in 

the back using her powers to shove Cindy and Mahihko up the seat and off her body before they 

suddenly jerked forwards, and Zerrex stared out the windshield at a stupidly-staring soldier in 

BAD gear down a narrow hall between two massive concrete walls, and a moment later they shot 

forwards with the car angled almost forty-five degrees, sparks flying as the car failed to fully 

straighten out in the too-narrow space, flattening the soldier despite his heavy armor. A second 



later, they fell with a loud thunk back to the ground as the car shook from both that and a 

moderate impact into the wall ahead as it twisted slightly to the side, Zerrex hitting his head off 

the dashboard as Mahihko flew with a squeal between the seats, Cherry absently shoving the 

wolf into the other reptile‟s lap.  

The car had entered a wide archway, and three BAD soldiers were staring in horror from 

inside a round cement room with a small fountain in the middle… and Cherry narrowed her eyes 

as she twisted the wheel and hit the gas again, and everyone was thrown back against their seats 

as the heavily-damaged car shot forwards, crushing a BAD on one side as the other two 

panicked, both of them hammering at their keypads. The huge vehicle was already spinning 

around the rounded walls of the room, and Cherry ran into one before twisting the wheel hard 

and smashing the other with the side of the car, sending him flying backwards to crash onto his 

back with a cry of agony. Moving quickly, the demoness opened her door and strode over to the 

soldier, kicking him in the head to knock him onto his back when he tried to sit up, then 

stomping down on his throat as she pointed two fingers at him as they burst into flames, her wide 

grin still in place as she said softly: “Turn your BAD off or I‟ll blow you up.” 

As she spoke, her body shifted, returning to her demonic form… but a moment later, the 

soldier shuddered and fell limp. Cherry cursed under her breath, the fire on her fingers going out 

as she ducked and checked his pulse… and it was weak and erratic. Shit. I probably busted his 

kidneys or something hitting him with the car at that speed… 

Zerrex, meanwhile, was clawing at his doorhandle… and when he realized it was stuck, 

he rose his good leg and simply kicked the door off, sending it flying into the cement wall 

opposite before he gagged a few times and then fell out of the car to land on his face with a 

groan, closing his eyes and letting his head rest against the ground despite the pain, one arm 

beneath him and the other stretched out, wishing weakly that he was dead. A moment later, 

Mahihko fell out beside him, moaning weakly, and Zerrex opened one eye to look at the wolf 

laying on his back beside him with his paws raised high in the air and hands on his stomach, 

trembling violently. 

“You look how I feel.” Zerrex muttered to the wolf, and the lupine opened his eyes and 

turned his head towards him, wincing a bit as he reached a hand up to wipe at the small trails of 

blood coming down his muzzle from a few of the piercings that had twisted awkwardly when 

he‟d been thrown forwards: the wolf‟s piercings may have been designed to expand when he 

shifted size, but they were still hoops of metal, and they didn‟t stretch sideways at all.  

“Funny, I was going to say the same thing to you.” Mahihko murmured, and then the two 

slowly climbed to their feet, Zerrex sighing at the sound of Marina screaming at Cherry 

furiously. She almost sounds hysterical… this is wonderful. But I have to admit, she got us here, 

despite the fact about a hundred alarms are probably going off right now. 

“We can argue later.” Zerrex said loudly, and Marina instantly went silent and limp in 

Cindy‟s arms, glancing over at him and smiling in relief before the Drakkaren realized she had 

likely thought he was seriously injured… and he pointed to Cindy, who also looked a bit pale but 

at least calm, saying clearly: “You can take carry-duty, since you‟ll be the best equipped… stay 

near the rear of the group, Mahihko will protect you as the back.”  

The wolf looked up at this with surprise, then he smiled faintly and nodded, his body 

shifting up a bit from his girlish figure to grow more bulky, murmuring quietly: “I‟ll do my very 

best to keep you safe, Cindy.” 

“I know you will, baby brother.” Cindy said gently, and the wolf beamed at this, losing 

his ill look as Marina gave a distasteful look from one to the other… but didn‟t say anything, at 



least, as Cindy strode over to grab the now-torn duffel bag, and Zerrex glanced down, frowning 

at a bleeding cut in her leg. 

“Cindy…” he started, but she only shook her head a bit and smiled at him as she  

followed his gaze to her leg, and Cherry – standing over in the water fountain – blushed deeply 

as her own eyes went to the slash in the female‟s leg, looking suddenly guilty. She wasn‟t 

limping at all, though… but on the other hand, he‟d seen Cindy fight using a fractured forearm 

and broken wrist, so it wasn‟t like her pain tolerance was anything minor or laughable. But for 

now… “Alright. Distribute gear, same style as we‟ve been using. Cindy will carry the duffel, 

Marina, you take the backpack.” 

“Right.” The female nodded, immediately taking the pack from Cindy and slipping it on 

as they pulled their gear out, and Zerrex made a face at the sound of alarms beginning to wail in 

the distance, looking over to see Cherry fumbling with some mechanism in the center pillar of 

the fountain before she let out a sharp „ha!‟ and leapt backwards as it began to drain.  

The Drakkaren looked over… then stared as half the fountain floor slowly slid back, 

revealing a steep, spiraling staircase leading into the depths of the earth. Cherry grinned stupidly, 

meanwhile, quickly jumping past to grab her stuff out of the bag as she said cheerfully: “We 

should really get our asses moving before they set off an alert and close that fuckin‟ thing down. 

It should be a direct route to Joix de Vive Park… and as much as I hate to leave the poor car 

behind…” She looked over to the ruined muscle car, intoning: “We are going a place it may not 

follow.” 

Marina rolled her eyes as Zerrex stepped carefully into the fountain, walking to the front 

of the stairs and making a face as he glanced at his cane, then tossed it away, feeling like he 

wasn‟t exactly going to need it for what was ahead. He rolled his shoulders slowly, and then 

began down the steps as Marina came back, Cherry stepping into the middle position as Cindy 

and Mahihko took their place at the back of the back, the smaller wolf cocking his .45 as he 

glanced back and forth with a bit of a frown, ears laid back nervously.  

Without a word, the Drakkaren began down, followed by his ragtag family – a demoness, 

a sexually-frustrated psychic, a proud-faggot wolf, and a gentle biochemist with seemingly-

limitless strength. They descended down the spiraling staircase, Zerrex grunting quietly every 

now and then as the others threw him the occasional look of concern… but on this narrow 

staircase, the railing would have to suffice. On the bright side, even after the sliding floor shut 

once they were halfway down, there were still the faintly-glowing lights in the wall, so they 

weren‟t left in darkness as well. 

It went down at least a hundred feet of spiraling concrete steps… and then they finally 

reached bottom, Zerrex letting out a wheeze as Marina touched his back, and he embarrassedly 

shrugged her off before straightening with a cough, heading for a rusted steel door in the wall 

and shoving it open with a shriek of metal, as Cindy murmured: “There‟s a lot of moisture down 

here.” 

“That‟s because there‟s a river.” Zerrex said stupidly, and the others crowded through the 

door after him to stare at the quietly-flowing water as they stood together on a small concrete 

dock. A glance back and forth, and the Drakkaren pointed sourly at a pair of motorboats, saying 

disgustedly: “Oh boy. Quiet and effective transportation.” 

“Hey, they might be.” Cherry said stupidly, rubbing the back of her head and grinning 

lamely as Zerrex turned a glare on her. “We‟ll uh… still make it there faster than if we‟d taken 

the car.” 



“Depends on how anxious you were to get us there.” Zerrex muttered, and then he rolled 

his shoulders with a sigh, mumbling: “Me and Cherry in one, the rest of you in the other one, 

since we‟re the heaviest.” 

A moment later, they were flying down the river, the whine of the engine cutting through 

the air as they went with the flow of the stream, at least. Zerrex sat sourly at the head of one boat, 

Cherry with her hand on the rudder bar as she checked over her shoulder to make sure the others 

were still in sight, Mahihko sitting between Marina and Cindy and looking remarkably 

uncomfortable as the latter female steered and drove along at a much-slower pace. 

Cherry steered easily to the left, around some rocks marked by a flashing light, and then 

Zerrex held up a finger and she rapidly slowed down, then she cut the engine as the reptile made 

a slashing motion with his hand, and behind her, the others did the same, Cindy looking up 

attentively as they let the current and their momentum carry them forwards before Zerrex let out 

a sigh of relief as the black shape ahead turned out to be an empty troop transport bumping 

lightly against a dock that was devoid of life, murmuring: “I don‟t think anyone‟s home… we 

would‟ve been dead long ago.” 

“Correction, shot at.” Cherry replied mildly, and Zerrex rolled his eyes a bit, looking 

amused nonetheless as they drifted up and bumped against the transport lightly, Zerrex 

immediately pushing along the slippery metal until he could grasp the edge of the dock. He 

pulled himself up with a grunt, and Cherry simply leapt over him, landing easily on her feet with 

her arms outstretched, giving a proud: “Ta-da!” 

“Showoff.” Zerrex muttered, his legs kicking uselessly a few feet above the water as he 

tried to find purchase, and then Cherry grabbed him and jerked him up to a standing position as 

he flailed, before rubbing the back of his head. “Thank you.” 

The two helped the others out of their own boat – after Cindy yelled at Cherry for 

inadvertently sending the one she had leapt out of floating into them – and then reassembled their 

line as Zerrex opened another ugly-looking, flaking metal door and stepped out into a moldy 

cave. He could see a strange green light in the distance, however… and as they approached, 

muttering back and forth about security systems, Zerrex blinked as they drew close enough for 

him to see it was simply thickly-grown grass, weeds, and ivy. The Drakkaren hesitated for a few 

moments before finally pushing through this natural barrier and into sunlight as Cherry hissed 

dramatically… and a small boy that had been playing nearby ran away crying. 

“Hey, it‟s a fucking Big Boy Fire Engine!” Cherry said, pointing at the large plastic toy 

the child had left behind, and Zerrex slapped his forehead at the excitement in her voice. “Dude, 

they have like, real water hoses and… and there‟s no time for toys because we‟re working.” 

She dropped her head, sulking as she followed Zerrex into the park, a few people staring 

at them in horror… but from what he could see, there were no guards of any kind here. It didn‟t 

mean they were unexpected, however… and the Drakkaren‟s eyes narrowed as he saw most of 

the flowers in the garden had died and the gravestone of the monument had cracked apart… and 

then Cherry‟s head snapped up and she shouted: “Down!” 

Zerrex looked up as he heard a whistling, and then he dived to the ground with the others, 

snarling and covering his head as something enormous flew through the space his body had 

occupied only a moment before, cackling coldly. He immediately rolled to a crouch, a snarl 

spreading over his features as his eyes narrowed at the sight of what he thought at first was an 

angel landing behind them… until a moment later he realized its wings gleamed not because it 

was divine, but because they were made of steel. 



They furled up with a loud scrape of metal-on-metal, twisting in ways steel never could, 

and then the figure turned around, the Drakkaren grinning cruelly as it spread its arms wide. Two 

long horns pushed out of his head, sloped to point towards the sky, and its chest was naked and 

masculine, but speckled with strange blots of black scale over what was otherwise a plain pale 

green over its inner body that deepened into dark green over the rest of its form. The demon 

wore a plain bandolier across his chest from which dangled several large grenades, a pair of 

heavy black pants and gleaming steel greaves, leaving most of his upper body bare. And I don‟t 

want to know what‟s in that oversized holster he‟s wearing on his leg… 

He licked his muzzle slowly as he looked over them all, watching as Zerrex stood up 

before dropping his hand to the black handle sticking out of his holster… and then his metal 

wings opened wide as he hissed: “Lord Zerrex Narrius, I‟ve heard great things about you…” 

Cherry jumped to her feet, snarling and flexing as her body shifted automatically to its 

demonic form… but the male only glanced at her disdainfully before dragging his eyes over the 

others climbing up from the ground and drawing out a single-shot grenade launcher, popping it 

open and slowly drawing out a strange, black orb… and then he pushed this back into place and 

closed it, leveling it at the ground in front of the others as he said softly: “I am Icarus… and let 

me just thank you on behalf of all us down in Hell. Not you yourself, of course, but this whole 

foolish world…” His eyes gleamed as he leaned forwards, and his wings flapped once; Zerrex 

noticed they were made not of metal feathers, but instead long, rectangular pieces of steel. “None 

of us have ever thought of the applications of mortal technology before, until you started 

showing us that with a little pain and effort, one can add all sorts of excellent things onto one‟s 

own body…” 

“You‟re sick.” Zerrex said coldly, and then he drew Blackheart off his back, gazing over 

him coldly and raising his sword to a ready position, his eyes narrowed as he looked at the 

others… then said softly: “He wants me. You all stay out of this.” 

“I want you all to die!” Icarus shouted furiously, his eyes turning from brown to a 

murderous red as he pointed the grenade launcher at Zerrex. “Don‟t you tell me what I want, 

mortal!” 

Zerrex glanced up in surprise, and then he winced and brought Blackheart up, turning his 

head away behind the flat of the enormous blade as the demon fired at him, and he heard more 

than felt a ball of energy hit the huge sword before exploding, instead of a grenade. It flung him 

backwards, but the moment he hit the ground on his back, the reptile rolled backwards and 

shoved off the ground with his hands to land neatly on his feet. 

Icarus snarled, and then the creature flapped its wings hard, and this time Zerrex heard 

the roar of some sort of thruster system before the demon fired several grenades into the ground 

in front of himself, the others covering their faces with yells of confusion as dirt and smoke 

washed over the group as the Drakkaren turned around with a cold laugh, and the scarred lizard‟s 

eyes settled on a massive black box on his back with a pair of small, intensely-white-burning 

pipes coming out of the bottom of it. ABAD technology taken to the next level… cold thrusters, 

since they‟re not burning him…  

The demon shot into the air, and Zerrex whistled, Cherry immediately glancing over at 

him as Icarus circled around, the reptile pointing at the monument: “He‟ll come after me, first! 

Have the others concentrate on getting the other people in the area to safety while you open that 

up in case he starts-” A pause as the Drakkaren leapt to the side, Icarus cackling as he blasted a 

crater in the ground instead, shooting by and then curling up towards the sky as he spun lazily, 

and Zerrex picked himself up off the ground as he finished: “Attracting ABAD here!” 



“Fuck that, I‟m going to… shit, speak of the devil! New plan, I‟ll deal with the ABAD, 

Marina and Cindy can open the grave, and Mahihko, you‟re covering me.” The demoness said 

coldly, and Marina snarled before nodding sulkily as Icarus shot back towards them… and then 

both looked up as Icarus fired into the ground near them.  

Marina let out a shriek as Cherry dived into her, and then both were hurled away by the 

explosion, before Icarus twisted around in midair on his back and fired a second grenade into 

them with a laugh, sending both of the females crashing bonelessly through the air. Immediately. 

Zerrex let out a snarl of fury as the demon circled around towards the two approaching ABAD, 

next and blasted one with a grenade, its armor exploding as Cindy and Mahihko knelt by the 

wounded girls… and Zerrex concentrated, gritting his teeth. “If you won‟t come to me… I‟ll go 

to you.” 

The reptile‟s wings pushed out of his back, and then he leapt up into the air, Blackheart 

hanging from one hand as his wings flapped hard and propelled him upwards towards the back of 

the shorter demon, as Icarus leveled his grenade gun at the fleeing ABAD before blasting him 

out of the air… and then whirled suddenly, looking horrified before Zerrex swung Blackheart 

hard at him with both hands, twisting at the same time. 

Icarus immediately shot upwards, and Zerrex gave chase before grunting and half-

spinning as the demon shot at him, the explosive hitting the end of his sword and the blast 

knocking him sailing backwards, Blackheart flying through his hands and flipping several times 

to stab blade-first into the earth below. Zerrex looked down in shock, then up at Icarus as he 

clutched his bleeding hand for a moment, snarling at the creature as he looked down the bore of 

its huge gun, before the demon said in a mocking voice: “Oh, come now, Lord Zerrex! You‟re 

not living up to my expectations at all… and your family has already proved to be such 

pushovers… maybe I should go and give them another round?” 

The demon grinned at the fury in Zerrex‟s eyes… and then he shot upwards as Zerrex 

gave chase, laughing before he went into a spin, his metal wings wrapping around himself as he 

fired grenade after grenade down at the reptile, the angel-winged Drakkaren zigzagging back and 

forth through the air around the deadly, glowing balls of energy. Then, suddenly, Icarus twisted 

over, arching his back and going into a dive as he reached his other hand out, seizing Zerrex by 

the neck and shoving him down ahead of him as he fell towards the earth like a stone, at the 

same time trying to shove the barrel of his grenade launcher into the Drakkaren‟s muzzle. 

Zerrex kicked both feet hard out into the demon‟s gut, and Icarus spun madly through the 

air as he sailed away with a shriek of surprise before managing to halt and right himself, wings 

spreading wide as he grabbed at his head almost comically, teeth grit and eyes clenched shut for 

a moment. Then they opened in shock as he remembered where he was, only to have them bulge 

in agony, spittle flying from his jaws as both of Zerrex‟s combat boots collided with his stomach 

and sent him hurtling backwards again. 

He went limp, falling a bit further through the air before he snapped his head up with a 

snarl, raising his grenade launcher to fire several energy blasts at Zerrex… and something awoke 

in the Drakkaren as he held his hand out, snapping his other hand to the side as the balls of 

energy collided with his palm and he pulled in the same way he had torn the demon out of the 

possessed tiger.  

He felt the energy enter him, burn up his arm, along his collarbone and then down his 

other arm… and it formed into an unstable blue sphere with a core of black that pulsed and then 

grew to three times its size as Zerrex caught the other two balls of energy in his other hand, and 

then he hurled the gigantic sphere with the glowing heart of darkness at Icarus. The demon stared 



for a moment in horror at it… and then he immediately flew backwards and fired into the sphere, 

an expression of terror on his features- 

The resulting explosion turned the sky red, Zerrex thrown backwards through the air as 

his wings sizzled, spinning rapidly before he managed to catch himself and lift back to his 

former hovering position, the ball of black smoke slowly dissipating as Icarus fell towards the 

ground… and then he twisted and shot upwards with a howl of furious rage towards the 

Drakkaren, his eyes glowing red and one of his horns snapped off, arms and face covered in 

wicked burns as he screamed: “I‟ll kill you, I‟ll kill you and rip you apart in Hell, piece by piece 

by piece!” 

Zerrex threw himself backwards, Icarus narrowly missing him before the Drakkaren spun 

and fired a flurry of blasts at him, and the lizard‟s eyes widened in shock before he half-spun, the 

blasts exploding against his white wings, Zerrex feeling pain rip up and down his back as dark 

lightning sparked over them before Icarus shot down and wrapped one arm around his neck, then 

flew rapidly upwards. 

Zerrex clawed at his arm as he gasped for breath, at the same time trying to twist… and 

then Icarus hissed in agony as the back of one of Zerrex‟s wings pressed against his arm, kicking 

him away… and then moaning in horror as Zerrex spun around with a hacking gag but a cold 

grin, watching as the demon‟s scales slowly fell off in charred, formless chunks from the bottom 

of his forearm… and then he looked across at the reptile and hissed: “Pure energy just makes it 

all the sweeter… you will be destroyed by that which makes you!” 

Icarus pointed the grenade launcher at him, and Zerrex flipped his body over as he kicked 

one leg out, hitting the barrel squarely and knocking the huge weapon flying high into the air… 

and then Icarus flew at him and spun around at the last second as he swung out with a metal 

wing, slamming the Drakkaren backwards through the air… and the demon caught his grenade 

launcher as it fell, pointing it down at the reptile and firing a single round at his chest. 

Zerrex managed to turn at the last moment… but instead of striking his body, the round 

struck the inside of one of his wings, and the blast hurled him away as his left wing shattered like 

glass, pieces of it falling with several long feathers that all quickly vanished from sight as Zerrex 

fell towards the earth, a long, twisted white membrane sticking out of his broken wing. Zerrex 

fell through the air with his eyes half-closed, vertigo gripping his stomach at how high up he 

was… and then he saw Cherry shooting towards him from the ground, and he stretched out both 

hands as she stretched out hers. 

Their fingers locked together, and for a bare moment they looked into one another‟s eyes 

as the Drakkaren grunted: “Catapult!” 

He fell over her back, curling his complete and stump of wing tight around himself as 

Cherry grunted, arching her back and half-falling backwards as her own demonic wings curled 

back… and then she roared and flexed, throwing Zerrex upwards in a movement that arched her 

entire body back upright from almost on her head, and Zerrex shot back up towards Icarus even 

as he glided down towards him… and the demon let out a grunt of surprise as Zerrex‟s wing 

snapped open and the Drakkaren grabbed his shoulders before flipping over him, grunting in 

pain as the sharp corners of the metal box on the demon Drakkaren‟s back dug into him as his 

arms wrapped tightly around his neck. 

Icarus flailed back and forth with a furious snarl, then he rocketed skywards, opening his 

muzzle… before staring down in horror as Zerrex‟s hands settled on a grenade and the reptile 

tore it off his chest as he jerked the pin, holding it tightly with one hand before the lizard 



managed to tear the pin out of another, Icarus immediately swiping at his chest almost girlishly 

as he screamed: “No, no, no, what the fuck are you doing!”  

“Fucking you over.” Zerrex grunted as he counted time in his head… and then he shoved 

off his back while throwing the grenade as hard as he could at the demon‟s back, wrapping his 

wing around himself and turning away from the blast with a wince… 

The double-explosion almost drowned out Icarus‟s scream of fury and agony as he flew 

into the air like a rocket, covered in flames as chunks of metal fell from his wings, reaching both 

hands up and shrieking to the sky… and then the booster pack on his back exploded, both wings 

turning into shreds of metal that hailed down from the sky like fireworks, with the flaming 

meteor that Icarus‟s body had become as the centerpiece, the demon spinning violently as he fell.  

Zerrex, meanwhile, was falling limply as well, staring at the carnage above him… before 

he was slammed into by a lightning-fast figure, and then Cherry and Zerrex fell together to the 

side, the Drakkaren clutched and nestled against the female‟s bosom as she grit her teeth and 

gazed down at him with a single tear leaking from one eye. They glided down through the air in 

an arc around the wide path of debris left by Icarus‟s death… and then both turned their heads to 

watch as the demon‟s corpse crashed into the ground before turning into a column of fire, dark 

energy sparking out from the crater in all directions until nothing was left but burning ruins and 

smoldering hunks of metal. 

“A green field; a sunny day.” Zerrex murmured quietly, as Cherry settled slowly down to 

the ground, holding Zerrex in her arms as he looked up at her, saying mildly: “If I should be so 

lucky, huh?” 

“Fuck off, Boss, don‟t joke about that shit.” Cherry snapped, and then she blushed a bit 

before setting him down and muttering, wiping at her face. “Sorry. I got… blood in my eye. 

That‟s all… but… are you okay?” 

Zerrex nodded after a moment, glancing over at the monument, and then around for the 

others, before sighing in relief as he saw all of them hurrying towards him, Cindy carrying both 

Blackheart and the duffel of equipment… and Marina looked a bit bruised, but no worse for 

wear. “Yeah… what about you and her? I was scared there, you know.” 

“Bah, it‟ll take a lot more than that to take me down!” Cherry declared pompously, 

smacking her chest and grinning widely. A pause, and then she glanced over at the others, before 

reaching out to rub a hand over Marina‟s head, making her growl in distaste. “And this one‟s 

tough, too. You got every right to be as proud of her as you are, Zerrex.” 

That, on the other hand, made Marina beam brightly, before she glanced over Zerrex and 

murmured quietly: “You‟re running low on energy, Daddy… and you‟re wounded.” 

Cindy made a face as she glanced at Marina, and then she shouldered Zerrex‟s sword, 

unconsciously mimicking her father as she looked him over slowly, before asking quietly: “If 

you aren‟t okay, you need to tell me, Daddy. Do you have any serious injuries? I saw you take 

those explosions up there, but there‟s nothing I can do if the concussive force has damaged your 

internal organs, not with the bush-medicine we have here.” 

“His back is bleeding a bit, but he‟s fine.” Cherry said cheerfully, then she paused, and 

Zerrex‟s eyes bulged as she jerked two long stalks of flesh off his back, the reptile leaning 

forwards and letting out a groan as she muttered: “Huh. I guess that must‟ve been the parts that 

expanded into wings, huh?” 

“Not only am I okay, I‟ve lost any hint of lightheadedness or drowsiness thanks to 

Cherry.” Zerrex mumbled, leaning forwards and wincing as he rubbed at his head slowly, then he 



glanced to the side at Cherry‟s hand as the strips of flesh withered away into nothingness, the 

demoness staring at them. “If you had a baby, would you remove its umbilical cord like that?” 

“Uh… why not?” Cherry asked mildly, and Zerrex groaned before blinking and looking 

towards the monument as he heard a loud scraping. “Mahihko?” 

The wolf glanced up embarrassedly from where he had been hauling the concrete floor in 

front of the monument away, and then he dropped it and rubbed the back of his head, mumbling. 

“I saw some um… handles. So I decided to pull them.” A pause and a deeper blush as Zerrex 

strode over, before he smiled brightly as the reptile reached up and gently scratched his head as if 

he were a housepet. 

“Good wolf. You found the entrance.” Zerrex murmured, and the wolf beamed despite 

the somewhat-condescending choice of words. The reptile reached down with one hand, grasping 

one of the handles the wolf had been holding onto a moment before, and then he grunted and 

hauled the block easily backwards as Mahihko jumped out of the way, before making a face as 

he looked down into a short drop to a hall below, adding quietly: “This could certainly be it, 

too…” 

“Then let‟s go and finish this.” Cherry said darkly, and she took Blackheart from Cindy 

before turning to Zerrex… and the reptile smiled a bit as he took it from her, meeting her eyes as 

she added softly: “And then we‟ll have one less problem to worry about in this whole fucked-up 

world.” 

Zerrex nodded, slipping the sword on his back, and then he waited for the others to go in 

first as Cherry lingered beside him, quietly asking Mahihko to carry the bag and Cindy to take 

point for now, while he rested up near the back. They did so, the line a bit awkward but still 

perfectly workable with Cindy‟s grenade launcher… and then Cherry quietly helped Zerrex 

down into the hole before jumping in herself, and she wrapped his arm around her shoulders, 

taking the weight off his leg as she said softly: “There‟s something wrong in the air, Boss… I 

can feel it.” 

“Cherry… the whole world‟s gone wrong.” Zerrex responded quietly, and Cherry grunted 

in reply before the reptile looked up as they approached a massive lift that stood beyond an open 

archway, the others waiting quietly ahead. “But I know what you mean. This is it, though, 

Cherry… this is the end of the road for the old Ire, the first step to putting things right and 

ensuring a better future… and that we stand a chance when the demons begin their real 

invasion.” 

The demoness grunted quietly and nodded a bit, then she frowned as they stepped onto 

the lift, Mahihko walking over to the simple controls to pull the lever to the „down‟ position. She 

didn‟t speak, though, but Zerrex felt the chill in the air and a sinking sensation in his gut before 

the lift slowly began to descend into the earth… and he let out a sigh as they sat down, Cindy 

kneeling beside him with some bandages to apply to his minor wounds. 

Fifteen minutes later, the lift slowed to a halt, and a pair of double steel doors slid open to 

a white painted hallway that was splattered with long streaks of red blood. Zerrex narrowed his 

eyes at this… and then a door burst open at the end of the hall and a swarm of the Plasmid 

demons rushed out to greet them, screaming and hissing. 

“Cindy!” Zerrex shouted, and the female nodded, stepping forwards and firing several 

rounds into the group, and immediately the swarm fled in all directions, some of them crawling 

through broken panels on the ceiling and others fleeing through open doors and back the way 

they‟d come. The Drakkaren snarled a bit, then said coldly: “We have a serious issue here. Cindy 



and I will take point, Marina will cover the center, and Mahihko and Cherry the rear to avoid 

ambush. We move in fast, and we strike hard at anyone we meet.” 

“Understood.” Cindy nodded as she reloaded her grenade launcher, and then the two 

strode forwards, Zerrex‟s limp barely noticeable now as he felt energy entering his veins again… 

and something strange gnawing at his mind now, a terrible excitement burning inside his body. 

He could feel some monstrous presence inside this place… but for whatever sick reason, it was 

only making him look forwards all the more to moving forwards and fighting his way through, of 

earning the privilege to meet whatever had directed the attack here… 

He paused, glancing into a security booth filled with static-ridden security screens, 

damaged terminals and a set of dead guards who had been torn into pieces, the bulletproof glass 

laying in shattered chunks around them… and then he glanced to the door at the other side of the 

hall, which was marked: „Meeting Room 1A.‟ “Cindy, Cherry, I want you two to see what 

information you can find in there. I‟ll take the others and check over the rooms down the hall.” 

“Got it, Boss.” Cherry said, but she frowned a bit even as she hopped through the 

shattered window, Cindy heading in through the open door. Zerrex had already moved across the 

hall, though, glancing at Mahihko, and the wolf nodded, aiming his .45 at the door before Zerrex 

kicked it open. 

 Several Plasmids hissed furiously at them, and then they shrieked as Mahihko emptied 

half a clip into the room with a snarl of disgust, chunks of bug-demon flying in all directions. 

After three fell, the rest of the swarm fled through several cracks in the walls and ceiling, leaving 

around ten savaged corpses of officers and soldiers behind in a strew of paperwork and spent 

bullets. 

They entered the room cautiously, then Marina murmured quietly: “One of them is still 

alive, but he‟s fading fast…” A twitch, and she whispered: “There‟s nothing worse than the 

thoughts of the dying… regrets, despair, and pain… he‟s not sane, he barely remembers his own 

name, but it‟s one of the Republic Council, Martin Fauntleroy.”  

“Wonderful. I‟ll check these over… Mahihko, Marina, look for files and other 

information.” Zerrex muttered quietly, and he pulled the piece of folded paper out of his pocket, 

glancing over it as he searched savaged corpses, pulling their ID cards out of their pockets. Jake 

North is a no… Devin Tower is a yes… shit… six of seven of the council slain, and I killed 

Malthus myself out at the Ophelia… “They‟re all dead.” 

“And some of these wounds are straight cuts…” Marina added as she knelt by a corpse 

the Plasmids hadn‟t started tearing apart yet. “Not rips and gashes. Minotaurs or other intelligent 

demons must have been here as well.” 

“The Plasmids came after.” Cherry said from the doorway, as Mahihko looked up from 

the files he was reading over, the demoness looking grim as she added quietly: “From what I see, 

at least one of these poor bastards was possessed… and the other idiots were all too glad to help 

the demons out. How do you think Lazarus got those wings made of demon and mortal 

technology?” 

“You… Ire…” Zerrex‟s mouth went dry as he stood up, saying quietly as the puzzle-

pieces fell together: “Ire refused to cooperate… because it created an alliance with the demons 

and they were betrayed?” 

Cherry nodded, then Cindy appeared behind her, adding coldly: “More than that. This is a 

low-scale meeting facility… it hasn‟t been too long since these people died, and the demons have 

several possessed people meeting in another room ahead.  



“The problem is there‟s an entire barracks facility attached to this place too, and soldiers 

are being slaughtered by demons and chased back and forth. I want to help them out.” Cindy 

added after a moment, tapping her grenade launcher and then glancing over the others with a bit 

of a smile. “I need Marina and Mahihko to ensure that we take down as many demons as 

possible and rally the remaining soldiers, but… I know we shouldn‟t split up, but you and Cherry 

can handle the Commanders and the possessed guys, right?” 

“Right.” Zerrex nodded after a moment, and then he glanced over at Cherry, but she only 

grinned coldly and nodded with a grunt, a hand on her whip. “Then we split up. Which way is 

which?” 

“Just keep going straight, Daddy, the room‟s dead ahead.” Cindy said quickly, and then 

she turned, motioning for the others to follow with a shout of: “Let‟s move!” 

She ran past the doorway, and Mahihko tossed a look to Zerrex before following, Cherry 

stepping out of the way before Marina hesitated in front of her father… and he smiled a bit, 

kissing her cheek and murmuring: “I‟ll be fine. Time‟s of the essence, Marina… and no matter 

what, keep yourself safe.” 

Marina nodded, gazing up at him with adoration for a moment before turning and leaving 

with a grimace, catching quickly up to Mahihko as Cindy entered a short code on a panel next to 

a large pair of double doors, and they slid open with a beep as Zerrex and Cherry strode out into 

the hallway, the reptile‟s hand resting on the handle of his huge sword. The three ran down the 

hall a moment later, and then the doors closed as Cherry said quietly: “She‟s grown up strong, 

Boss. Much different from the little scared girl you raised, who let herself be raped when she 

could have creamed Lone into mush. You did good with her.” 

“Thanks, Cherry.” Zerrex smiled a bit at her, then pulled his sword off his back, resting it 

against his shoulder as he added in a firmer voice: “But we have our own job to do, don‟t we?” 

“Fuckin‟ right.” Cherry grinned, snapping her whip off her belt and cracking it in the air 

as she added in a strong voice: “I‟m with you to the end, my Captain, my Master.” 

Zerrex‟s smile turned into his own grin, and then he nodded before they both turned and 

sprinted down the hall, that dark excitement worming its way into both of their hearts as they 

charged forwards through the broken doorway at the end of the hall and into a wider one… and 

in front of them, a vent fell off the ceiling and a moment later, a terrible monster on a stretching 

stalk of green flesh tore out of the vent with a scream from jaws filled with triangular, terrible 

teeth, reaching out with a talon at the end of a long, orange-feathered arm, and then Zerrex cut its 

eyeless head in half with a single slash from Blackheart as they sprinted by, and it rotted quickly 

into ash as it fell from the vent.  

He slammed a shoulder into the double doors at the end of the hall, and they burst open 

as the two skidded to a halt inside a massive, oval-shaped bunker. The floor alternated between 

bars of what looked like blue plasma burning under clear metal and solid black concrete, and the 

slope was far gentler than the domed roof above, which lacked a pattern but instead was covered 

in thick black cables that connected into a center dome that pushed back down out of the ceiling 

in the center, the blue glass gleaming and sparkling even in the low light given off by the 

fluorescents that lined the walls. 

Then Cherry‟s breath caught in her throat, as she shivered, stepping back once more 

snarling and settling herself as Zerrex leaned forwards, his excitement only growing as they both 

settled their eyes on not just a commander, but the Warlord himself, with a massive Gigataur in 

full body armor standing guard next to him. In front of the huge demon stood three beautiful 

girls, one of them the head tour guide and the other two dressed in what looked like secretarial 



wear… but two of them had eyes of solid black that burned with small red dots of hellfire at the 

pupil, and the possessed tour guide had eyes of burning, unworldly blue. The Gigataur grunted 

after a moment, straightening and raising a massive maul with a stone head in both hands… but 

then the Warlord held out one of his hands, saying in his terrible, cool voice: “No. I will handle 

Lord Zerrex myself.” 

He leapt over the heads of the possessed mortals, landing with surprising grace as his feet 

banged loudly against the metal on the other side of the room… and Zerrex immediately ran over 

to meet him, and Cherry automatically moved towards the other group. With a radius of only a 

hundred feet and a height of fifty at the center, both the Warlord and the Gigataur were slightly 

cramped at their over thirty feet of height… and even Zerrex felt it wasn‟t much space to work 

with. The group on the other side didn‟t seem interested in engaging in combat at this point, 

however, all eyes instead on the fearsome Prince of Demons and the scarred, mortal Drakkaren 

facing him.  

Zerrex slowly looked over the Warlord as he straightened to his full height, then bowed 

slowly, exposing the armor-plated back of his neck purposefully – a gesture of honor he hadn‟t 

expected. The Warlord straightened a moment later, and Zerrex drew his eyes measuringly over 

the apparently-unarmed giant, noting again that every inch of him was clad in steel plates other 

than his burning red eyes. “As you have undoubtedly been told, I am Prince Az‟Iriel Tor Cra‟Vel 

Thull the Fallen, the Warlord of the Western Throne. I already know your name, Lord Zerrex 

„Captain Ravenlight‟ Narrius, and as much as I admire your tenacity despite being a mortal and 

the things you have accomplished over the course of your mortal lifespan, I am afraid I have no 

choice but to destroy you.” 

The Drakkaren laughed quietly, then he straightened and bowed himself back to the 

Prince, before assuming a ready position and raising Blackheart in front of himself, feeling a 

thrill run through his body as he said softly: “You‟re unarmed, and I‟ve never met anything I 

haven‟t eventually been able to cut through with my sword… and I‟d like to note that I‟ve 

already destroyed many of your other minions without much of an issue.” 

“I‟m never unarmed.” Az‟Iriel held his hands out to the side, and black fire burst into life 

over his hands before he rolled his shoulders, steel plates clanking and grinding together lightly, 

moving against his body like muscle as his eyes glowed ever brighter. “Let us begin, Lord 

Zerrex.” 

 

Cindy led Marina and Mahihko into a square room where a large spike of rock had for 

whatever reason torn up through the center through metal tile towards the ceiling of the forty foot 

cube… and then she skidded to a halt as she heard a laugh that made her blood run cold, 

recognizing all too well what had happened the last time they had heard that sound. 

They looked up towards the top of the rock spike… and balanced there, in the flickering, 

dark light given off by the hanging lamps on the ceiling, was the Countess of the Seven Sins. 

One leather boot rested on top of the enormous stone spike, and the other was raised up behind 

her knee… and her red outfit had been replaced by a steel blue one that matched the plates of 

metal that looked almost like they had been drilled into her body here and there. A closer look, 

and Cindy realized one of her arms had been entirely replaced by a skeletal steel one that 

attached into a black metal shoulder and ended in a thin, long barrel instead of a hand: 

furthermore, there was also a massive hole in her stomach now that her uniform had been cut 

around, and inside this glowed a blue sphere to which black cables were attached, the four visible 

on this side of her going into one small breast, a hip, the robotic arm and her waist… and she was 



willing to bet that the tube she noticed coming from the back of her skull went down into the 

sphere‟s back as well. 

Seven laughed again, arching her back and hovering into the air, so the new „crown‟ she 

wore of four curving metal spikes almost touched the ceiling… and then Cindy noticed the black 

metal band around her waist with thin, narrow metal arms, as they whined and rose seven masks 

around her, beginning to slowly spin on the metal „belt‟ around her waist. Unlike the last set, 

however, these had far-plainer expressions cut through badly-shaped pieces of steel with their sin 

labeled over it in black paint or marker. And when Seven spoke, Cindy thought she could hear 

the buzz of machinery beneath her voice, making her wince. “Little children of the Lord Zerrex! 

You have fallen into my trap… now I shall destroy you all while the demons kill those you ran 

so desperately to save!” 

Cindy snarled and rose her grenade launcher, firing a round at her… but the Countess 

laughed as a purple sphere of energy flicked into being around her for a moment, blocking the 

explosion as one of her masks rose up in front of her shapeless, leather-covered face, announcing 

cruelly through the sad expression: “Sloth!” 

The three grunted as a shock ran through their bodies, and then Mahihko slowly fell first 

to his knees, his eyes becoming heavy. Cindy and Marina managed to keep their feet, however… 

but surprisingly, it was the wolf who managed to hold up his .45 and fire off a shot, and Seven 

hissed as the bullet struck her shoulder and knocked her off balance in midair. 

The strange, soporific effect faded as the mask slowly whirred back into place, and Cindy 

shook her head quickly as Marina mumbled something about psychic waves and sat down, 

closing her eyes and going what could almost be described as meditation. Cindy could only stare 

for a few moments… and then Seven said in an outraged voice above them: “Well, if that won‟t 

work on you… then I‟ll use a different method!” 

A whirr as the masks revolved around her, and she said clearly: “Lust!” A pause, and 

then she added: “Dominate!” 

The badly-cut, winking mask rose up over her face, „LUST‟ clearly visible across the 

top… and then Mahihko dropped his gun and his jaw as he slowly began to walk towards her, 

beginning to breathe hard… and Cindy felt the effect roll over her as well as she moaned and 

dropped to her knees, flickers of terrible images and a horrible heat growing in her body as she 

stared up at the figure that had captured her attraction so much, noting how beautiful, how 

artistic and strong and glamorous the female was as Mahihko began to scrabble at the stones 

beneath her, whining loudly… and then Marina rose her own handgun and absently fired a bullet 

into the strange sphere in the middle of Seven‟s stomach, and the demoness shrieked as it 

exploded in a bright flash of light, both Mahihko and Cindy jarred back into consciousness, the 

former falling over and the latter leaping up to her feet with her fists raised as Seven toppled 

backwards and bounced off the stone spike to fall to the ground below with a loud crash, her 

masks collapsing around her as the small mechanical arms snapped off the belt. 

Cindy kicked her grenade launcher to her hand and aimed immediately at the demoness 

as she moaned… and then she looked up with a hiss before vanishing from sight, Cindy staring 

back and forth stupidly before Mahihko screeched: “She‟s right in front of you!” 

Cindy saw nothing, though… and then Seven punched her hard in the face and then under 

the jaw, knocking her over as the demoness appeared once more in her line of sight. The grenade 

gun clattered across the floor as Seven aimed her strange mechanical arm at Marina and 

unleashed a beam of focused purple energy. 



Marina rose her hand, and then laser was simply deflected off the side before Seven 

gasped in shock and drew back, cursing and snarling as she turned the laser cannon towards 

Cindy. “Well, I bet this one doesn‟t have such psychic-” 

Cindy reached up and grasped the steel barrel, then simply twisted it like putty in a 

different direction, and Seven rose the weapon in front of its face: if it had a mouth, Cindy was 

sure it would be gaping, before she took the opportunity of the demoness‟s guard being down to 

kick it as hard as she could with one boot.  

Her foot connected solidly just above the creature‟s crotch, and Seven flew backwards 

with a scream before rolling several times and letting out another snarl, hopping neatly back to 

its feet and vanishing from Marina‟s sight – but Cindy and Mahihko could both see it clearly still 

as it charged in close as Marina closed her eyes, listening even as the other two yelled at her… 

and then she opened them, her eyes glowing purple. 

Mahihko and Cindy both winced at the psychic vibrations that went through the room… 

but as a fellow psychic, Seven screamed in agony, her back arching and arms spasming, her body 

twisting back and forth as purple energy flickered over her body… and then she simply burst into 

flames, staggering slowly backwards as Marina‟s eyes continued to glow deadly violet. The 

Countess‟s metal arm literally exploded off her body, turning into shrapnel as she fell down to a 

crawl, gagging and retching as the metal sphere fell out of her stomach, the cables tearing off her 

body and spraying blood before she leapt towards Mahihko… and the wolf shrieked as he drew 

one arm back before punching out, in that single moment his arm becoming huge and muscular, 

his fist bigger than the demoness‟s head, which it slammed squarely into. 

The Countess of the Seven Sins flew across the room and hit the wall with a sludgy 

thump, her horned crown deeply imbedded in the concrete as the rest of her form slid down it 

slowly… and then she flickered a few times as Marina grunted and jerked, the purple glow 

fading out of her eyes as the demoness faded out of existence, leaving only a charred burn behind 

and a few glowing embers that quickly died out into ashes. 

 

Zerrex swung hard at Az‟Iriel as he swung in with a strong punch, and spiked knuckles 

collided with huge blade, both bouncing backwards only to clash again and again in another 

quick series of slashes, the Warlord grunting in surprise at the Drakkaren‟s tenacity before 

leaping backwards as the reptile ducked forwards and slashed at one of his legs and responding 

by jumping forwards with a hard dive punch. 

His fist tore only into the ground, however, smashing a dent in the clear metal and turning 

more than a meter of the ring he‟d struck pure black. He straightened slowly as Zerrex panted a 

bit, and then he said darkly: “You‟re only drawing out your death, mortal. You‟re already 

growing weak and tired… and I‟m growing bored of playing with you.” 

“Then stop playing…” Zerrex responded with a grin, raising his sword as he added: “Or 

are you just a bitch in armor?” 

Az‟Iriel snarled, then looked up in surprise as an alarm sounded and the room flashed 

red, and he cursed under his breath before pointing at the blue dome in the ceiling. Lighting 

crackled down to the center of the dome, and a moment later a white beam of light shot down 

into existence, the Warlord growling furiously: “I don‟t have the time for this! I‟ll destroy you 

after I‟ve destroyed this world!” 

The Prince of Demons leapt for the center of the room, and Zerrex followed quickly even 

as the huge demon hurled a sphere of darkness into the dome above, cracking it as he vanished 

into the light. Zerrex followed only a moment later, however, and then the beam of light 



flickered out of existence as the blue dome shattered and Cherry shouted the reptile‟s name, 

shards of azure glass and plasma hailing down from the ceiling as several of the large cables 

sparked and snapped in half. 

She stepped forwards… and immediately found herself face-to-face with the blue-eyed 

demon, the tour guide grinning widely as a heavy shutter slammed closed behind her, the 

wooden doors Zerrex had kicked in falling off their hinges. A furious growl rolled from her 

lungs as the possessed mortal leaned forwards, murmuring softly: “It‟s already too late… and 

now Lord Zerrex will die, as will you… and all you love…” 

Completely unaware of what he had stepped into, Zerrex saw only white light for a few 

moments… and then he saw a field below him before he landed on it, landing on wobbly legs as 

his head spun… and a metal boot kicked him in the back, knocking him sprawling as laughter 

echoed all around him. Zerrex leapt up, snarling as he stood in the wide, green field under a 

beautiful, happy blue sky of afternoon on the other side of the continent… and he slowly looked 

back and forth as he realized was surrounded almost entirely by demons of all shape and size. All 

of them, however, were warriors, and he saw no weak-bodied Plasmids or bestial Death Worms 

here… he saw only seasoned soldiers: minotaurs with enormous polerams; horses with black, 

stretched skin and armored bodies that snorted smoke and carried tall spears; tiger-headed beasts 

in long robes and terrible, glowing eyes; half-goats with thick ram‟s horns and hairless, muscular 

chests and arms but unguligrade legs and ruffs of thick fur equipped with bows and hammers… 

And Zerrex slowly turned around to see Az‟Iriel standing with a massive Gigataur on 

either side of him, looking down at him with those burning eyes as he said teasingly: “Oh Lord 

Zerrex… you didn‟t expect to find me here alone, did you? I believe a certain… angel… warned 

you about coming to the Sanctuary as well, did he not?” 

The Drakkaren stared… and then he snarled, clenching his sword tighter. “That voice… 

it belonged to you. You… you tricked me!” 

“I led you here… you followed.” Az‟Iriel said coldly, and then he shrugged and waved a 

hand over his shoulder, turning away and striding off down a path that quickly formed for him 

through the enormous demon army, saying idly: “Don‟t die too quickly, Lord Zerrex. Amuse me 

a bit, if you will.” 

Zerrex snarled and charged after him… and one of the Gigataurs smashed him with a 

hard swing of the enormous stone hammer he carried, sending the Drakkaren flying bonelessly a 

good fifty feet away before he crashed onto his back, skidding another ten as demons laughed 

and chortled around him, and the reptile immediately leapt to his feet before a minotaur stepped 

forwards, swinging a heavy axe at him. 

The fight began: demons charged him from all sides, struck at him with every melee 

weapon imaginable as Zerrex hacked his way through the crowd with a roar of fury, cutting 

through demonic soldiers like they were stalks of corn, Blackheart gleaming as blood ran down 

the scarred Drakkaren‟s face from the wound he had already endured, trying to force his way 

through the crowd in the direction Az‟Iriel was gone… and he leapt up for a moment to shove 

off the head of a goat demon before jumping for a moment from head-to-head-to-head, before a 

Swamp Spine lizard demon leapt out of nowhere and tackled him, raising a sword with a hiss 

before Zerrex slammed his palm twice into its chest, collapsing its ribs into its heart as it gurgled 

and rolled off him to loud boos from the crowd of soldiers. 

Zerrex kicked up to his feet, spinning Blackheart around himself and causing demons to 

scatter like wildfire, trampling each other to get away from the massive blade before a dark horse 

charged and stabbed its long spear forwards, and Zerrex immediately cut the head off the spear 



before chopping the legs out from under the horse, sending it crashing to the ground. He panted 

hard, taking the moment of peace as demons laughed… and then an arrow tore through Zerrex‟s 

arm and he staggered backwards with a hiss of pain, immediately lopping the shaft off and then 

running towards the offending archer… who immediately ducked as the crowd parted and five 

more arrows flew at the Drakkaren. 

Zerrex created a shield of energy in front of himself as he ran, and the arrows bounced 

harmlessly off before he simply plowed through the demons and several after, creatures yelling 

and scampering over each other to get out of the way… and then a massive, draconic beast with 

large, curved horns and thick fins going from its forehead all the way down to the end of a long, 

thick tail smashed a stone sledgehammer into the Drakkaren‟s blue energy shield as he began to 

run past, and it shattered before Zerrex was knocked flat on his back from the strike as demons 

cackled, before the huge, bulky creature rose the hammer to deal a finishing blow- 

It paused as it rose its head, however, gaping at something in the sky a moment before 

there was a thick splat… and then Zerrex rolled over, covering his eyes with a yell of surprise at 

the massive explosion of white light that followed, the draconic beast and its weapon essentially 

evaporating. 

The shockwave knocked over every demon in a two hundred foot radius: the blast itself 

disintegrated every demon in fifty feet… and then Zerrex slowly climbed to his feet, looking 

down at himself in shock, feeling energy coursing over his body before he looked up at the back 

of a tall angel with a double set of wings, before a calm, gentle voice said: “You‟re out of form, 

Zerrex. I only counted ninety kills and two hundred and twenty wounded. And still you‟re 

lugging around that oversized sword.” 

“R… Requiem?” Zerrex stared as the figure pulled a bamboo spear out of the ground and 

turned around, and then he gazed over his uncle, the Dragokkaren‟s eyes a brilliant blue that 

were filled with grace and intelligence, despite his enormous stature and the thick muscles that 

covered every inch of his body, from his naked chest to his thick arms and legs. His feet were 

bare, and his lower body clad in only a pair of white cloth pants… and around his waist was tied 

a red sash with golden edging, knotted neatly to his right on the left side of his waist to hang 

down his leg, halting just an inch above the knee. 

Markus Requiem Narrius nodded, and then the uncle of Zerrex spun his spear to a ready 

position as he straightened and said mildly: “Small talk can be saved for later, Zerrex… stay on 

your guard. I came as quickly as I could against the wishes of Heaven, so I‟m sorry for cutting it 

so close.” A pause, as he added dryly: “You need to train more. Your cross cuts are sloppy and 

there‟s a slight hesitation in your backwards movements that I don‟t remember being there 

before.” 

“You‟re a jerk.” Zerrex muttered, but both of them were smiling as they rose their 

weaponry, even as the circle of demons closed around them, and the Drakkaren added quietly: 

“You better not have gone soft on me in Heaven, uncle.” 

Requiem snorted quietly, and then let his actions do the work for him as one of the 

minotaurs began roaring commands in a different language, and demons surged forwards on all 

sides. Immediately, the Dragokkaren kicked a lizard demon hard enough to send it hurtling back 

through its brethren like a rocket as he swung his spear out at the same time in a wide cut at head 

level, taking down another demon and neatly spearing the two who had ducked beneath the 

swing before they even knew what was happening. 

Zerrex, meanwhile, knocked a minotaur into the air with a rising cut, and his falling bulk 

crushed a goat demon before he cut straight through the sword and body of another creature, 



catching the blade as it fell and tossing it into the throat of charging a minotaur, sending it down 

with a long wail as it fell to the side before he nodded as Requiem tapped his right shoulder. 

Demon after demon came forwards as the two slowly fought their way to the right, 

Requiem easily knocking weapons out of the hands of opponents and spearing them with the 

long bamboo spear, demons shrieking as the chosen weapon of the Dragokkaren pierced through 

them… and Zerrex, meanwhile, slashing through the heaviest of armor and batting enemies away 

with the flat of the blade like they were toys, sending entire groups of demons sprawling. Despite 

the matchup of grace and power against the raw fury of the demons, however, neither warrior 

was left untouched: soon, Zerrex was dragging his bad leg heavily from a slash he‟d taken to the 

thigh, among other things, and Requiem had several long cuts through both his wings and over 

his strong chest. 

A goat demon ran forwards with a long lance, and Zerrex knocked the blade up before 

leaping forwards and decapitating it in a single hard slice, as Requiem knocked a minotaur to the 

ground with his spear before stabbing it through the back as he used the spear as an axis, kicking 

down another two demons. He landed facing Zerrex as the reptile chopped the legs out from 

under a dark horse, and then the two leapt past one another, Zerrex cutting a minotaur into two 

halves with an overhead chop and Requiem spearing a draconic, hammer-wielding creature 

through the neck in an elegant stab into its brain, and it gurgled before falling slowly backwards. 

Howls, and then demons ducked and ran as a line of goat demons rose their bows a short 

distance away… and Zerrex snarled before raising one hand and releasing a beam of energy 

before he even realized what he was doing, sweeping it over the goats and sending the dozen 

archers crashing backwards with a handful of other demons. He blinked, and then Requiem was 

beside him, his spear piercing the heart of a minotaur that had been drawing its axe back to 

decapitate the Drakkaren. 

“Attention at all times!” Requiem reminded the Drakkaren calmly, even through the 

blood on his face, and then he spun around, facing into the crowd, both of them panting hard as 

the demons circled for a few moments, and the Dragokkaren said quietly: “Zerrex, you can still 

escape. I‟ll knock a hole in their ranks and draw their attention, and you‟ll be able to make a run 

for it and get away from here, and I‟ll hold them as long as I can manage before-” 

“I will not leave you to die… I won‟t kill you again.” Zerrex said coldly, raising 

Blackheart in front of himself as he grit his teeth, and Requiem glanced over his shoulder in 

surprise as the Drakkaren added quietly: “Don‟t even ask me to, Requiem… I can‟t. I had to 

watch you die countless times over the course of the Great War… and I won‟t do it again. I‟m 

old, my body‟s broken, and I‟m sick of waiting to die just to go to Hell anyway… if we die 

today, we die together… or we take all of them with us.” 

Requiem nodded after a moment, then he faced forwards again and said quietly: “Then 

we die together. You‟ve always been a bit stupid, Zerrex, but you‟ve always been admirable and 

honorable… you were my best student, and my favorite.” 

“And you‟re like a father to me.” Zerrex murmured… and then he braced himself as a 

minotaur charged forwards before roaring furiously and leaping towards the demon, startling it in 

the middle of its charge before sending it to the ground with a single hard slash, the lizard 

running back into the fray with his blade swinging to ignore the tears stinging his eyes. 

Behind him, Requiem closed his eyes for a moment… then he leapt into the air when a 

demon dived at him with a sword, kicking both feet off its head and flapping his wings once to 

sail high into the sky before making a swift jabbing motion with the spear, sending beams of 

light down into the ranks of the demons below from the tip of the divine weapon. The blasts of 



energy sent demons hurtling through the air in all directions before he hurled the spear straight 

down into the ground beneath him, sending up another pillar of light energy that disintegrated all 

demons caught inside it. 

Zerrex slashed and weaved through the crowd of demons in a circle, no longer intent on 

any sort of escape and instead only on destroying, Blackheart glowing with his energy in 

response to his rising fury and cutting through even the thickest of armor with ease now. The 

Drakkaren snarled as two of the huge draconic demons swung their hammers at him to try and 

bring him to the ground, and instead he blocked it with the flat of the huge blade, the hammers 

shattering upon striking it and repelling both the creatures before Zerrex performed an easy 

turning slash through the demons, sending both of them flying backward with their guts spilling 

out of their stomachs. 

Zerrex grunted as a hammer smashed across his muzzle, dropping Blackheart… but 

before the offending goat demon could strike him in the skull and send him down, Requiem 

stabbed into the demon‟s throat with his spear across Zerrex‟s chest, the bamboo thudding 

against his body lightly, and the Drakkaren automatically grabbed the spear, stepping forwards 

and stabbing rapidly outwards with it in an up and down motion, demons quickly trampling each 

other to get out of the way of the reptile‟s rapid movements. 

Requiem, meanwhile, spun around and picked up the Drakkaren‟s huge sword in one 

hand, tearing it out of the ground as he twisted it upwards in an elegant cut that sent a minotaur 

staggering backwards before he blocked a swing at his back from an axe and immediately pulled 

the sword hard back over his head to block another swing at his chest, the axe flying out of the 

goat demon‟s hand before it received a hard foot to the chest from the Dragokkaren angel as he 

stepped forwards and made a simple, minute shoving motion with the huge blade, and the sword 

of the lizard demon that had swung at him went back into its own throat before Requiem kicked 

the thin blade it held in its other hand into another nearby demon. 

The Drakkaren watched with a snort as a sword flew by him to bury into the chest of a 

draconic beast, and then he quickly spun the spear around his waist as demons lunged at him 

from either side, one of them staggering and the other falling on its ass to avoid being cut by the 

sharp spearhead, and the reptile snagged the pole in both hands just above his tail and knocked 

the one on its butt into unconsciousness with the bottom of the pole before flipping it up over his 

shoulders and slapping a minotaur between the horns with a snap of the pole as he held the spear 

by the neck. The reptile snorted, then he spun it rapidly around his body again before spearing 

into the gut of a goat demon that tried to charge him, sending it down with a scream as he jerked 

the weapon free by the butt of the pole and spun it around to sweep the legs out from the soldiers 

behind him. 

A pair of goat demons charged Requiem, and he swung neatly out at head level, 

decapitating them both before turning around and cutting down a minotaur that ran at his back 

and finishing with a graceful reverse kick into the head of a lizard demon that dived at him. He 

spun the sword back and forth in front of himself with a snort, then went into a sudden charge, 

swinging the blade left and right at the legs of startled demons before ducking into a low spin as 

Zerrex leapt forwards past the Dragokkaren and ran his spear into the gut of a dark horse that 

attempted to charge in behind the giant. 

The two stood beside one another, then Requiem slashed the massive sword over 

Zerrex‟s shoulder into a lizard demon as the reptile stabbed the spear up under Requiem‟s arm 

into the throat of a goat demon that ran in at the Dragokkaren‟s side, and the two quickly grasped 

their own weapons with their free hands before leaping forwards with them, Requiem striking 



with an upwards swing of the butt into the jaw of a minotaur and Zerrex cutting a lizard demon‟s 

arm off as he stepped forwards with a hard swing of the blade. It squealed it agony, then slashed 

out at him with its other arm. 

The Drakkaren barely managed to deflect the blade with his own, then kicked hard into 

the hilt of the sword to send it through the demon‟s own skull before stepping back-to-back with 

Requiem, and he grunted: “I think I can manage one last hurrah… what about you?” 

“Let‟s take as many of them with us as we can…” Requiem replied quietly… and the two 

nodded with a glance at one another before acting on instinct with each other, leaping forwards 

into separate crowds as white energy began to build up over the Dragokkaren‟s spear while the 

Drakkaren‟s blade shone with dark-tinted azure. 

Zerrex tore through the crowd, unmindful of the blades that slashed at him or the 

hammers that crashed into him as Requiem did the same, both of them slowly circling around in 

opposite directions before charging at one another as spear and sword ripped apart demon body 

after demon body… and then the two leapt upwards at the same time, reversing their weapons as 

energy crackled and mixed, just missing one another and landing back-to-back before they both 

stabbed down hard into the ground. 

A massive blast of white and blue energy erupted high into the sky, demons thrown in 

every direction with howls of agony as the shockwaves washed through the entire army… and 

then the two were left kneeling back to back, both panting hard, blood running from Zerrex‟s 

muzzle and nose as he slowly climbed to his feet with a quiet grunt to see nothing but slowly-

dissolving smoke… and then a massive wooden mallet smashed him in the chest and sent him 

flying away, Blackheart flying out of his hands. 

He crashed onto his back with a cry of agony… and shortly after, Requiem crashed to the 

ground nearby with a grunt, his spear slowly rolling away as he landed on all fours, breathing 

hard. He coughed… and then Zerrex looked up with a snarl to see Az‟Iriel clapping slowly, his 

ears barely registering the sound as four Gigataurs strode slowly over to him and the 

Dragokkaren, all of them armed with the terrible wooden mallets. Those… design… that… those 

aren‟t designed to kill… 

“You put up a fair fight. You and this… angel friend of yours.” Az‟Iriel said 

dismissively, looking at them as his red eyes burned with disgust. “But as I expected… you 

weren‟t strong enough to cause more than a middling amount of damage to my troops. They‟re 

easily replaced… but I do have to admit a bit of irritation. So therefore… I‟m going to have you 

punished doubly for your insolence.” 

He snapped his fingers… and the four hammers came down, crashing in a terrible rhythm 

on the bodies of the Drakkaren and Dragokkaren, over and over and over with cruel force, Zerrex 

crying out in agony as Requiem grunted and grit his teeth, tears of pain flowing from the eyes of 

both even as the angel attempted to crawl over to Zerrex, to protect him with his own body… 

and one of the Gigataurs smashed him in the face with a hammer, knocking him sprawling on his 

back as Az‟Iriel ordered coldly: “Kill him.” 

 “No!” Zerrex shouted… and Az‟Iriel‟s red eyes flickered with amusement as he rose two 

fingers, watching as Zerrex forced himself to his feet despite his broken and ravaged body… 

before dropping them, and the Gigataur standing behind Zerrex slammed his hammer down into 

the reptile‟s lower spine, snapping it like a twig and pinning him beneath the mallet as Zerrex 

screamed in agony, his legs and tail twitching slowly as he soiled himself… but he didn‟t feel it, 

as Az‟Iriel laughed cruelly. His emerald eyes bulged in horror as he looked at Requiem‟s face, at 



the one half-closed blue eye he could see… and the Dragokkaren offered the Drakkaren one last, 

supportive smile before all three hammers crashed down. 

Again. Again. Again. Again… until all that was left was broken, ruined body from which 

floated a few motes of white energy before Requiem‟s body rotted rapidly to leave not even 

bones behind… and Zerrex howled in fury, hate, and pain before a Gigataur‟s mallet crashed 

down on his skull, sending him into a lost haze. 

When his senses came back, he was naked and hanging by several large meathooks 

buried through his arms, covered in blood and rot, every inch of his body hurting… and he could 

smell fucking, fear, and death. He was on a cement wall on a high balcony facing over the 

bloody field, where thousands of soldiers were massed… and Az‟Iriel sat across from him in a 

large throne, a small table beside him as he examined the Drakkaren‟s sword, before the reptile 

groggily gazed at the other side… and he was somehow unsurprised to see a Gigataur slowly 

adjusting his body armor as it leered at him and licked its muzzle slowly. 

“I figured you wouldn‟t mind my friend here giving you the last fuck you‟ll ever have… 

you obviously can‟t feel down there, anyway, or you would‟ve noticed us cutting your feet off so 

you can‟t run.” Az‟Iriel said mildly, before he strode across to the Drakkaren, then shoved 

Blackheart through his stomach, Zerrex letting out a loud „hurk‟ as his eyes bulged, before 

slowly looking down to stare the hilt of the blade, feeling the world threatening to fade again as 

blood spilled slowly out from around the wound. “That‟s a fine weapon you have, Lord Zerrex… 

it will make a fine addition to the other weapons of heroes I‟ve collected over the years. 

“Now I‟m going to have some entertainment, and the second half of your punishment 

begins…” Az‟Iriel added, as a hunched, misshapen goblin staggered into the room with a pair of 

enormous shears and a hammer… and then the Prince of Demons nodded to the creature as it 

bowed several times in its makeshift clothing of patched rags and burlap. “Whenever you‟re 

ready, Brisco.” 

“Yes, Master! Ready now, Master!” The green-skinned, wart-covered creature said 

quickly, then it hurried over to Zerrex, looking up as it sniffed with its piggy nose at his body, 

then put down the hammer and rose the shears… and Zerrex looked away before letting out a 

loud moan as he heard a loud snap and the sound of flesh falling away, before Brisco said 

sulkily: “Master, he does not react!”  

“His spine is broken. Continue your work, and then show him and explain what you‟ve 

done.” Az‟Iriel said calmly, and Brisco cackled and nodded… and Zerrex heard several more 

cutting sounds before there was a loud double squelch, and Zerrex kept his eyes closed… but 

even when he tried to open them, there was darkness… strange… “Bris-Brisco, no, don‟t pull on 

that!”  

“But Master…” Brisco‟s voice faded slowly out amidst an angry shout from Az‟Iriel… 

and sight returned to the Drakkaren for a moment as he opened his eyes, to see his body 

completely disemboweled from the goblin yanking the sword free, the creature flailing his limbs 

– the reptile‟s cut-off penis in one hand, a crushed testicle in the other – while the Prince of 

Demons gestured angrily… and then a Gigataur crushed the goblin with a massive stone hammer 

before Az‟Iriel shoved it angrily out of the way, striding over to jerk Zerrex‟s head back… but 

already the light was fading out of them, and there was only darkness, and the pain was gone. 

A flicker, and he remembered his mother‟s smile… he remembered the first time he and 

Cherry had said they loved each other… he remembered meeting Cindy, kissing her hand gently, 

the taste of her scales… he remembered Marina as a baby, cradling her in his arms and 

promising to always protect her, to always come to her rescue… he remembered Tinman telling 



him happily about his days working with children… he remembered Requiem telling him he was 

the best student he‟d ever taught… he remembered Mahihko showing off his Property of Zerrex 

tattoo for the first time and calling him Father… he remembered hugging Reia close… he 

remembered Allie saying yes to him when he‟d proposed, his soulmate, his love… 

Darkness. 

 

Marina twitched in the middle of the fight… and then she began to shudder violently as 

Cindy kicked over a minotaur before stomping its throat in, as Mahihko shouted for her to look 

out, even as tears streamed down her cheeks, a minotaur charging her with a battle axe raised… 

and then she screamed, arching her back before her eyes glowed purple, the psychic force 

emanating from her knocking everyone around her off her feet as the minotaur simply exploded, 

blood splattering over everything as Marina began to lash out violently with her mind in every 

direction, demons clawing at their throats as they choked to death and others hurled into the 

ceiling with enough force to liquefy them as the very walls trembled with her power. 

Cherry felt it, and so did the demons she was fighting – two Possessed remained with the 

wounded Gigataur currently wielding its longsword instead of the broken battle hammer that lay 

in a corner, but one of them she had dealt with by dismembering it and setting the remains on 

fire. The Gigataur only looked confused, but the psychic vibrations were enough to drive one of 

the demons out of the body it was possessing, the dark smog fleeing into the cracked earth before 

Cherry looked up in horror through the pain at- 

Zerrexisdeadzerrexisdeadzerrexisdeadzerrexisdead 

-the message she was receiving, and she lunged forwards with a howl of fury at the blue-

eyed demon, grabbing the tour guide around the throat and charging into the nearest wall, 

smashing her into the cement with enough force to send cracks meters away from the impact 

point before she simply began to punch her over and over in the face, crushing in first her 

muzzle, then her cheeks, then her head, forgetting completely about her whip as tears flowed 

from her eyes until there was nothing but a bloody mess left between the female‟s shoulders, the 

demon‟s spirit rapidly fleeing and vanishing from sight before Cherry turned around and roared 

at the staring Gigataur, and white-hot flames burst up over its body, melting it rapidly away as it 

let out a mewl of pain and shock, staggering backwards… but by the third step, it simply 

collapsed into ashes as the floor shattered, Cherry falling to her knees and screaming as she 

covered her head, trying to block the pain and the heartache as Marina‟s rage and agony 

continued to grow, the clear metal shattering like glass and sending up deadly gouts of plasma. 

In Hez‟Ranna, Albatross awoke from a nightmare with a throbbing headache, and the 

first thing he did was run outside in his striped flannel sleep pants and down the street towards 

the center square… and he skidded to a halt at the sight of the statue of Zerrex and his family that 

had been erected slowly bleeding, a crowd already surrounding it as a chill ran through his body, 

his hands trembling violently.  

In Valise, Reia halted in mid-sentence on her radio, then she turned it off and put it down 

beside her, instead picking up her cup of coffee as people walked back and forth past her in the 

café, sipping quietly at it and not speaking… only knowing that something, somewhere, had 

happened to someone. 

In the Northlands, Alexis suddenly fell to her knees in the hallway of their Palace, one 

hand shoving down against the ground as the other grasped her head, and Killer immediately 

dropped beside her with a look of concern, before he went pale as she whispered: “No… Zerrex 

is dead…” 



And the message continued to blare in the skull of every psychic worldwide as Marina‟s 

body was consumed with purple energy, the female lashing out at every demon in the room, 

causing them to explode, to rip themselves apart, to choke to death as they literally began to 

vomit out their own organs… until finally none were left, and Marina went limp before 

collapsing into unconsciousness. 



Book II: The Brightest Skies of Heaven 

 

Two days later, and Marina was still drawing her father over and over and over again, as 

if she could bring him back. Mahihko wouldn‟t stop crying, and Cindy was doing her best to 

bear the brunt of being the mother and leader of the group now… but thankfully Cherry helped 

her out as much as she could manage, although she seemed faded and lost now, no longer eating 

and walking around wearing Zerrex‟s old clothes. 

They couldn‟t find his body anywhere, and Cherry explained that he had gone through a 

teleport device that combined demonic magic with mortal technology, and that she had failed to 

follow him through in time or warn him, even though she‟d recognized what it was, right away. 

But Marina didn‟t lash out at her, upon learning this: either because she was in her own world 

right now, or because she knew that Cherry wanted pain. 

The little bright side they had wasn‟t very bright, either. Although they‟d escaped the 

Sanctuary and Ire‟s forces, Cherry carrying Marina on her back and following the river all the 

way out to a small farming valley instead of returning to a likely locked-down Liberation, no one 

would confirm the deaths of all members of the Council of the Republic or print the story. And 

as expected, twenty minutes after Cindy made the call, a shifted Cherry watched as about fifty 

soldiers descended on the payphone, tore it apart, and ran away with the receiver as soldiers 

began patrolling up and down the farming town. 

Cherry‟s only thought was a miserable: „Zerrex would know what to do,‟ but it didn‟t 

help the situation very much with the fact that… Don‟t. Don‟t cry, Cindy. You can do that later, 

not right now. 

She closed her eyes as she finished packing up the truck they‟d stolen, then she sighed 

quietly. They were heading for a safehouse that Albatross had set up for them, and he had sent 

along an entire cadre of gigantic Dragokkaren Enforcers to stay with them and guard them, 

refusing to take no for an answer while he got them air clearance to leave for Hez‟Ranna as 

refugees. Other nations had also begun clamoring for proof that the Council of the Republic was 

still installed, with the growing demonic threat… and even in Ire, some former pro-government 

groups had turned on the hand that had fed them for so long as they realized that the demonic 

army in the north wasn‟t simply a rumor. 

A few minutes later, she went back to the small cabin they had stayed at the night before 

to see Cherry sitting naked in a circle on the floor, candles put out over several points and a 

bloody knife stabbed into the floor in front of her… and Cindy remained quiet as Cherry 

murmured softly: “Okay… okay. So… can you send someone? Alright, thank you. I‟m looking 

forwards to meeting him.” 

She relaxed, then stood up and flicked her wrist, the candles around her puffing out as she 

murmured to Cindy: “I‟m going to find out what happened to Zerrex from someone who says he 

was there, a mole in the Warlord‟s army. Where‟s Marina and Mahihko?” 

“Marina‟s sketching out behind the house on one of the swings, and Mahihko was in the 

bedroom, sleeping between crying fits, last I checked.” Cindy responded quietly, before helping 

to clean up as Cherry nodded and made a face, rubbing at one of her horns slowly. “Do… do you 

think they‟ll be okay?” 

“I don‟t think even I‟m going to be okay.” Cherry said quietly, looking away and walking 

over to the counter, then she laughed a bit as she looked over her shoulder, murmuring softly: 

“Knowing there‟s a thereafter… doesn‟t really help, does it?” 



“It doesn‟t seem that way, no.” Cindy said softly, then she glanced up at a polite knock 

on the door, and Cherry strode quickly over to answer it. 

A rat glanced over her curiously, then he tapped his temple, his eyes turning completely 

black as he mumbled: “I want you to keep in mind I‟m just a messenger, and had nothing to do 

with this, alright? It‟s… it‟s not good.” A pause as he looked over to Cindy, saying quietly: 

“Miss, maybe you should leave the room. You especially may be hurt by what I have to relate.” 

“I want to know everything.” Cindy shook her head, striding over to the ugly wooden 

table that took up the little kitchen, and the Possessed nodded after a moment as Cherry let him 

inside, sitting down himself as Cherry closed the door before leaning against it. “So… you were 

there?” 

The rat laughed shortly, looking down and saying quietly: “Fuck, it seemed like half of 

Hell was there. Whatever else, A… the General was scared.” He paused, carefully avoiding the 

name and looking at each of the sisters meaningfully. “Something about how he didn‟t want him 

to escape, no matter what the cost… and that we should harm him seriously but to avoid killing 

him at all costs, at least until the General was down in Hell. He wanted to „catch‟ Lord Zerrex‟s 

soul himself to make sure that the Princess or Heaven didn‟t get a hold of it first. 

“See, when souls leave their bodies, they float around for a short period of time: it‟s only 

seconds up here, but in Hell or Heaven its weeks. Archangels and archdevils and royal demons 

constantly fight over who gets certain souls… sometimes to the point where an angel will 

actually enter Hell to steal a particularly-powerful spirit if he committed some infractions he 

could redeem himself for in holy service, but in the same breath, devils and demons may lay an 

assault on the gates of Heaven itself, which are not as sturdy as you may have been led to 

believe. 

“Zerrex‟s soul was fought over for two weeks. Heaven got it, the Prince‟s cohorts got it, 

etcetera. Finally, of all people, Death snagged his soul and hauled ass to the Princess. Zerrex is 

there now… he died… I can‟t lie. I‟m sorry. He was tortured to death after a terrible battle.” 

Cherry nodded, looking down and grasping her forehead… and then Cindy said in a 

surprisingly-cold voice: “I want to know every detail. Tell me right now.” 

The rat looked over at her with surprise… and then he nodded slowly after a moment, 

biting his tongue before looking down at the table and lacing his fingers together tightly. “The 

plan was to lure you all into the facility, since he learned you were heading to Liberation to find 

the location of the Republic Council. He figured it was a perfect time to do away with everyone 

at once: he would betray the council and while the senate lays in chaos, have us possess as many 

of them as we could. Then they‟d „elect‟ a new leader, one of the General‟s lackeys in disguise… 

and Ire would successfully be taken without a fight. 

“He recognized that your father was threat to him, however… so he decided to lay in wait 

himself and lure Lord Zerrex into a trap, while leaving the Countess of the Seven and Majesty 

behind, one of his concubines, to kill you and the others, along with a brigade of assorted demon 

soldiers run by minotaur officers and commanded by a Gigataur.” A pause as he shook his head 

slowly, the rat murmuring quietly: “But his focus on Lord Zerrex was intense… 

“In the end, he called in most of his reserve soldiers to form a massive army… over eight 

thousand demons massed together in what he called the Row of Skulls, along with a full 

Gigataur Attack Team and Rakshasa warrior mages trained in binding and curse spells.” The rat 

rubbed slowly at his head, murmuring: “He stood no chance… not even the strongest demons in 

Hell would have stood a chance of escape.” 



He stopped, looking back and forth, then lowered his head and said quietly: “And then… 

then a great and powerful angel came to his rescue…” A pause, and then the rat shuddered and 

went silent as there was a soft hiss in the air, and Cindy looked slowly over shoulder to see 

Francis standing by the back wall, the mouse‟s features quiet and solemn. 

“The Captain of the 21
st
 Vanguard Legion, Requiem Narrius.” Francis said softly, 

looking away as the angel murmured: “You have my deepest condolences for the loss of both of 

them, daughters of Lord Zerrex. Requiem joined in the battle…” 

“And his power was incredible, like nothing I‟ve witnessed.” The rat added quietly, 

continuing to look at Francis for a few moments before he turned his eyes back to Cindy, 

calming a bit as he shook his head slowly. “More than a thousand wounded and double that 

number injured… but despite how hard they fought, they were wounded and beaten down, even 

with the extraordinary power they showed…” 

Francis nodded, then he rubbed a hand over his head as he murmured: “We felt the 

vibrations all the way up to Heaven when they combined their powers for that last attack…” 

The rat gave a faint smile, looking back and forth as tears flowed down Cindy‟s cheeks 

and Cherry continued to simply look stony. “And we felt it all the way down in Hell, too. But 

then the Gigataurs came forwards… and they killed Requiem with their hammers and broke 

Zerrex‟s back so he couldn‟t fight.” 

The Possessed look down, and Francis finished with disgust. “And then they tried to 

torture him back at their new fortress here on earth, a corrupted castle ruin near the Row of 

Skulls… but the Warlord‟s idiot dungeon master, Brisco killed him instead.” The mouse 

withheld the details, and the rat simply nodded in consent, the Possessed heaving a quiet sigh. 

Cherry turned away and put her hands against the wall, leaning forwards… and then she 

asked in a snarl: “And why the hell are you here, Francis? To tell us „I told you so?‟” 

“Cherry… I‟m sorry. I failed you the moment I judged you… I failed Zerrex the moment 

I judged him.” Francis murmured quietly, and then he reached out and touched the demoness‟s 

shoulder as Cindy dropped her face in her arms, crying quietly as Cherry clenched her eyes shut 

and fought back her own sadness. “So, against the advice of Heaven, I‟m going to teach you how 

to open a Black Hole to Hell, and then how to refine that into a true portal.” 

Cherry started, then wheeled around and stared in shock, shrugging his arm off and 

grabbing him by the shoulders, Francis wincing in pain as she asked stupidly: “You… you can 

really do that? This isn‟t a trick?” 

“I can… but you‟ll only be able to visit a place you know well, and you know that Hell is 

an enormous place…” Francis grunted, before making a face as he added mildly: “And I will 

need my arms back, thank you.” 

The demoness let him go with a wince, before trading looks with Cindy, who was 

holding hands with the rat as her tears continued to flow, whispering: “Hey, see, it‟ll be okay… 

you hear that, little sister? It might not be good at all, but it does make things better… we… I can 

visit Zerrex in Hell. Maybe he can write letters or some dumb shit like that, and it‟ll be like he‟s 

in prison.” Cherry laughed a bit, and her tone was slightly hysterical before she controlled 

herself, returning her eyes to the angel as she asked coldly: “How fast can you do this?” 

“Ten weeks, give or take, to learn how to open  a vortex… but unfortunately many more 

to learn how to control it enough to create a feasible portal you can go anywhere with and safely 

bring people with you.” Francis said quietly, then he smiled a bit and added at Cherry‟s 

disheartened look: “But that‟s in the dimensions of Heaven and Hell… and we‟re both well 



aware the difference in the flow of time between there and here, and how much harder it is to 

learn and improve in either dimension.” 

“Oh thank shit.” Cherry looked a bit relieved at this, then grabbed Francis‟s hand and 

jerked him past Cindy and the demon, throwing the door open and charging outside as she 

called: “Training time! Be back for dinner!” 

Cindy sighed a bit, wiping at her eyes with one hand as she held the demon‟s with the 

other, and then she took a deep breath before asking: “Does… this mean that Requiem is… 

gone?” 

“He… yes.” The Possessed looked down quietly, rubbing the back of her hand slowly 

before he murmured: “The GATs use weapons soaked in the blood of angels and charmed with 

unholy runes that are specifically designed to banish an angel‟s spirit… he… he has gone to the 

next place on the path, which few of us know the name of. They call it the Unworld… but I don‟t 

know what‟s there… it‟s a closely-guarded secret.” 

Cindy felt a chill run down her spine at the name, and then she shook her head slowly 

before murmuring quietly: “Alright, thank you… thank you for being honest, and coming here to 

tell us all this.” 

“It‟s alright. I have to return this body to its workplace before he‟s missed too much, if 

you don‟t mind me taking my leave.” The rat said quietly, and Cindy nodded before they both 

stood and shook their hands, and the Possessed left quickly out the front door. A few moments 

later, Marina came inside, looking dull and listless, a thick notebook in one hand. 

She threw it down on the table, and Cindy opened it to see sketches of Zerrex… then of 

Requiem… and then of the fight, and at first she smiled… before trembling as they grew more 

violent, tinged with red here and there from a paint Cindy guessed Marina had made with her 

own blood… and then she moaned and drew back at the final few pictures of Zerrex‟s death 

before slamming the notebook, and Marina said to her quietly, the first time she‟d spoken since 

her rage had driven her into madness: “Daddy is dead. I want Daddy back, and I will get Daddy 

back… and I will kill Az‟Iriel and anyone else who gets in my way. If he dies, the war ends.”  

“We… we don‟t know where he is.” Cindy said helplessly, knowing Marina would only 

grow angrier if she pointed out they likely couldn‟t kill the Demon Prince… and Marina slumped 

a bit before straightening again. 

“You‟re babysitting until Daddy gets home. You and Cherry. That‟s all.” Marina said 

coldly, then she strode around and sat on Cindy‟s lap, the female grunting in surprise before she 

flipped her sketchbook open to an untarnished page and said coldly: “Think of a memory with 

Daddy in it.” 

Cindy trembled even as she wrapped her arms around her daughter and sister‟s waist… 

and then she closed her eyes and remembered their first meeting as tears rolled down her cheeks, 

and Marina‟s pencil immediately began to move as she felt the female grasp her mind and take 

hold of the memory like an expensive painting. And as she drew, tears rolled down Marina‟s 

cheeks too… until finally, as she finished, her pencil scraped a tear through the page and she 

burst into tears, clinging to Cherry and crying: “I want my Daddy! I want my Daddy!” 

In the other room, Mahihko trembled on the bed, and then he curled up in a little ball with 

a torn shirt that still smelled faintly like Zerrex, tears rolling down his cheeks as he listened to 

Marina‟s sobs and whispered: “I want my Daddy, too…” 

In all honesty, the wolf couldn‟t think of a worse thing that could have happened: Zerrex 

was dead, the demons were invading, and here they were in a little cabin guarded by a half-dozen 

massive Dragokkaren sentries that were patrolling the hillside and staying a short distance at all 



times, with only one of them checking in every so often. Mahihko had half-expected to hear 

Cherry‟s screams of pleasure echoing the first night… but instead, all he‟d heard was quiet 

crying behind the house that could have been anyone. 

What made it worse was the idea… the fact… that Zerrex had died and gone to Hell. 

Sure, even the little, loving wolf couldn‟t deny that Zerrex had done some things in life that were 

not particularly good, but the Drakkaren had been through so much, and done so much: from 

protecting Baskin‟s Grove, to killing his own father to save his family, friends, Hez‟Ranna, and 

the world… and his life had brought him nothing but pain. Somehow, that was the worst part: 

there was not even the comfort that Zerrex had gone out fighting anymore… just the knowledge 

that he‟d fought as long and hard as he could, only to be tortured to death and accidently killed 

by an idiot underling of the Warlord. 

Could he be proud of the male he now called Father? Always. Did he resent what the 

demons had done? More than anyone could have believed the little girlyboi could. Inside the 

wolf, some part of him was screaming and raving… and despite the fact that on the surface and 

the outside, he was a little, meek, tattoo-covered super-fag… inside all he could feel was hate, 

pain, and that darkness he‟d heard Zerrex mention ever so often, but never truly understood until 

now. 

He didn‟t want to go on with life, as he shoved his face into the shirt and rocked slowly 

on his back, beginning to cry quietly again… but he would. He would because Zerrex had always 

told him how important it was that he take care of himself, and he would because the other girls 

were here for him and he could still help them fight and kill the demons… and a shudder went 

through the wolf as he sat up, sobbing and hugging himself as he asked the air miserably: “But 

why? Why did it have to be like this? Zerrex… oh Zer…” 

Back in the kitchen, Cindy held a quaking Marina, shushing her quietly and holding her 

close, her eyes closed as she rocked slowly and murmured soft nothings to her. Marina didn‟t 

seem to take too much comfort in her actions… but she did calm down bit-by-bit, laying curled 

against her body, her tears flowing down onto Cindy‟s bosom. The mother, the middle sister 

clenched her teeth as she squeezed Marina compulsively to her body, looking up at the sky and 

hating how much everyone was suffering… from Mahihko to Cherry, none of them deserved 

this, not for anything they‟d done, and certainly not for anything Zerrex had ever done. Daddy 

went to Hell… I can still barely believe it. I know he and Cherry aren‟t your average good 

people but there was good in his heart… there was good down to his very soul, and yet… they 

threw him in the pit, anyway. And… and… 

Marina finished for her, hugging her tightly around the neck as she murmured: “And I 

don‟t care what Daddy did in the past… he didn‟t deserve to go to Hell. I… I almost wish we‟d 

never gotten involved in all this… that I had grown up with Daddy, to be more like Daddy… that 

there was more darkness inside me…” The female halted, and then looked up at Cindy, 

whispering: “No, Cindy… you made Daddy happy because you were so bright… and I could 

only shape myself to try and make him happy… I‟ve never hated any of you, only envied all of 

you, including Mahihko, for the time you got to spend with him…” 

“Marina, he loved you as much as the rest of us, if not more than all of us…” Cindy 

murmured quietly, looking down into her daughter‟s eyes and holding her tightly, and then she 

closed her own, taking a hitching breath as she fought back her tears before whispering: “We… 

we‟re going to have to move out soon. It‟ll take us all night to drive out to the safehouse 

Albatross set up here with his contacts… and I‟m sure the Dragokkaren soldiers want to get 

moving themselves.” 



“Yeah…” Marina said quietly, then she slowly slipped off Cindy‟s lap, picking up her 

notebook and walking over to the bedroom door, opening it to look quietly at Mahihko, who was 

sniffling and holding Zerrex‟s shirt over his muzzle, before she silently held out a hand. “Come 

on, little brother. We‟re going to go.” 

“Okay.” Mahihko said quietly, and he took her hand silently, not even caring about what 

she‟d just called him, that she may have accepted him for the first time in years. He‟d give 

anything to have Zerrex back… and that included his friendship with Marina. Or maybe I‟d just 

give up myself if it meant I could trade places with Zerrex… I‟d go to Hell for him and he could 

come up here… 

Cindy looked up at the two as they stepped back into the room, at how they were holding 

hands and looked so small and broken despite the fact Marina‟s fit almost brushed the ceiling 

and that Mahihko was half her size, the wolf currently clutching Zerrex‟s torn shirt like a 

security blanket against his chest in his free hand and Marina her art notebook. And Cherry‟s 

been dressing like him and wearing his .52s everywhere… “I… are you two ready?” 

“Yes, mommy.” Marina said quietly, and a moment later Mahihko glanced at her before 

echoing the words, and it was so empty as Cindy stood up and walked over to them, looking at 

them both quietly and cupping the cheek of either one in her hand. They seemed so broken, so 

lost, so disjointed… and even when they spoke to her, she knew she was just a temporary, bad 

replacement for Zerrex. I can‟t even hear a capital in my name like when they say Father or 

Daddy… but in a way I‟m glad for that… Marina‟s always been her father‟s daughter… 

She nodded to them both after a moment, then led them quietly out to the truck, and they 

crawled into the back of the pickup to curl up under one of the dusty blankets together, Mahihko 

pushing his head against Marina‟s chest as she held him close, the scent of their father‟s shirt 

between them, almost lost among the hay and dust that coated the back of the pickup. Cindy, 

meanwhile, slowly drove down towards the small pond down the dirt road that led back to the 

highway, where Cherry was talking quietly with Francis still and looking perplexed, a small, 

clear stone in one hand and an empty, small cloth bag in the other. Cindy merely waited, 

however, until Cherry finally nodded and Francis stepped back before vanishing, and a few 

moments later the demoness entered the car, looking curiously down at the little, quartz-looking 

stone. 

Cindy didn‟t bother to ask as they drove in silence, until half-an-hour later, Cherry 

murmured: “This is some kind of… of Hollow Stone thing that will absorb minor Black Holes, 

the sort I‟ll be creating. Francis explained to me in detail what I have to do, and he left me a 

locket with the instructions inside and a few recorded responses… it‟s a magical artifact I 

thought was only… down in Hell.” Cherry stopped for a moment, glancing down and then 

murmuring: “But nope, they make and sell them in Heaven, too… little magic recording 

devices.” 

Cindy nodded a bit, and Cherry sighed quietly as she held a hand up in front of her, palm 

to the roof of the car, and only a few sparks of dark energy appeared, twisting around one 

another and then vanishing. “But shit, is this stuff hard to do… even if I‟ve been wracking my 

brains like crazy… remembering how to perform a séance is a far cry from creating portals. It‟s 

beyond even teleportation, and Francis told me I should work my way up… but the other issue is 

that he told me not to go through any Black Holes I create.” 

“Why?” Cindy asked quietly, frowning a bit as she glanced over to Cherry, and hating 

that the first thing she thought was: Don‟t you want to see Daddy as much as the rest of us do?  



Some of the guilt must have leaked onto her face, because Cherry only grunted in return, 

and for a while there was silence… but just as Cindy was about to apologize, she said quietly: 

“Because rifts aren‟t like portals… there‟s no control, there‟s no guarantee you‟ll end up where 

you‟re supposed to. I mean, I never wanted to be like this, Cindy… I never wanted to be no 

fucking cheap-ass magician, I always wanted to be on the front lines beside the Boss and… aw, 

fuck…”  

She trembled and lowered her head, snarling even as a few tears leaked from her eyes, 

before she pounded on the dash childishly with a loud, consternated yell a moment before her 

airbag shot out and knocked her backwards, Cindy staring with surprise before it popped against 

one of Cherry‟s long antler-horns… and a moment later the two were laughing as Cindy pulled 

over the side of the road, and then crying in one another‟s arms. 

Whatever else, it helped at least a little, though… and then they were rolling back down 

the highway ten minutes later, after Cindy checked on Marina and Mahihko and found them 

sleeping quietly together. It wasn‟t anything she‟d ever expected to see in her lifetime… and it 

hurt her inside to imagine how happy Zerrex would have been, to see this. 

Night fell, and military cars began passing more frequently… but they weren‟t pulled 

over, and Cherry switched out with Cindy at a rest stop on a small ridge as the Dragokkaren 

soldiers sent to guard them pulled up behind them in a large extended van, one of them hopping 

out of the back to check if they were alright. 

Cindy nodded, and when Mahihko and Marina both hopped out of the back and made 

slowly for the small rest station, she lapsed into polite conversation. A few minutes later, the two 

came back with a small box of snacks and beverages, and Cindy climbed back into the truck as 

the guard confirmed they‟d stay at three miles back for the rest of the trip, until they reached the 

safehouse. 

When they pulled up to the safehouse two hours later, Cindy still hadn‟t finished the glass 

bottle of juice: lately, she hadn‟t been eating much, and her usual health-nut diet had spiraled 

down into candy bars, chips, and chocolate… but it was better than Cherry, who hadn‟t been 

eating anything at all and drinking only the occasional bottle of water. 

The safehouse itself was a broken-down home in the slums, with an overgrown yard, 

rusted gate, and a wing that had entirely collapsed under the weight of age and stress of 

weather… but inside they found two Dragokkaren soldiers already posted, both of them saluting 

to the family as they strode inside, then extending their condolences. Whatever it looked like 

outside, inside it was spotless and shining, the windows carefully sealed with layers of black 

paper to avoid letting any undue light out or attracting any unwanted attention whatsoever. 

A third Dragokkaren met them, not a clone soldier like most of the others but instead a 

shorter, black-and-white scaled Hez‟Ranna-born officer, shipped overseas to Ire as part of the 

„military trading program‟ and then promptly kicked out of the school he was supposed to be 

attending for special training for insubordination. “I got up confused the first morning, and I 

didn‟t have a uniform from Ire or even know what I was supposed to wear… so I put on my old 

Hez‟Ranna uniform. They court-marshaled me the moment I walked in the door and revoked 

everything they could, then refused to spring for the ride back home or let me on board the 

transport once the others finished their classes.” Salkin Larond said, his features amused at his 

own misery as he adjusted the beggar‟s rags he was wearing while absently dousing himself in a 

mixture of crumbs and booze from a wine bottle labeled ironically „Seasoning.‟ “On the bright 

side, I learned to speak the native language and how things work here… on the not-so-bright 

side, as you can see, my job isn‟t exactly the most glamorous one. His Honor Albatross tried to 



keep me on the payroll, but they had to let me go… now I mostly live in the shelters for 

displaced Hez‟Rannan soldiers and only get called in to do special operations like this. I‟ll be 

sitting outside the door for the next while, guarding it and being smelly.” 

“Fuckers.” Cherry grunted, then she put her hands in the pockets of her black pants, 

glancing over him for a few moments before turning away and heading off without much 

comment towards the eastern wing to explore the soldier‟s quarters. Marina and Mahihko had 

already wandered upstairs and found their private room on the second floor… and when Cindy 

finally tired of exploring the beautiful little safehouse and all its eccentricities – like a kitchen 

that prepared almost-exclusively Hez‟Rannan food – the female found the two curled up together 

on the same bed, asleep and clutching one-another close. 

In the morning, Cherry and Cindy wandered downstairs after a soldier politely woke 

them up, Cherry still wearing the same clothes she had for the last few days as Cindy only 

bothered to put on a new shirt, and then both of them were surprised to see Albatross standing at 

the foot of the stairs, looking up at them miserably. They started down, and he immediately 

dropped to all fours, his eye shut tight and his hands clenched into fists as he said weakly: 

“Cherry, Cindy… I‟m so sorry to all of you for doing this to you… I never should have asked 

Lord Zerrex to take on this operation when I knew how many things were wrong with him-” 

“It was the cost of doing business… now get up, you‟re embarrassing me.” Cherry said in 

a strained voice, looking down and clasping her hands together… and Cindy only looked away 

silently as Albatross shakily got to his feet, slowly straightening his suit as she added weakly: 

“So… so are we getting out of here, then?” 

“I‟ll take you to Hez‟Ranna tonight in my private plane, yes.” Albatross murmured, 

glancing down and adding quietly: “You‟ll be treated to anything you like there, and you‟ll stay 

in the central palace with High King Churchill… we‟ll accommodate your every need and want 

through this period of mourning, Miss Cindy and Miss Cherry.” 

Albatross lived up to his word beyond what Cindy had expected: when they left for the 

private jet that evening, they went in a guarded convoy that included Salkin at the gentle wish of 

Cindy… and it made her happy for a brief moment to see him so exhilarated at the thought of 

returning home. 

The entire trip, Marina and Mahihko held hands and curled up together on one of the 

large, plush benches… and Cherry and Cindy played poker as Albatross sat quietly near the front 

seat with his hands in his lap, talking quietly with Salkin in his native tongue: probably the first 

time in years he‟d had a conversation in Hez‟Rannan, with the way people in Ire reacted when 

you spoke it. Cindy didn‟t mean to listen in, but it happened anyway. 

“They lost their father… Lord Zerrex, technically the Lost King of Hez‟Ranna, after he 

killed his father, Patriarch Narrius. He saved the whole world from damnation… and do you 

know how I found out? I awoke with a headache and a… an urge to run out of my own home, 

and I did… and I discovered the statue we‟d erected of the Lord and his family in shambles, 

Zerrex himself cracked apart and bleeding.” 

“That‟s amazing… in… in the most respectful way possible, I mean.” Salkins stammered 

after a moment, at the look that flickered over Albatross‟s usually-calm features. He mumbled a 

short prayer in Hez‟Rannan that Cindy didn‟t catch, then continue in the same tongue: “What 

sort of force could cause that?” 

“Well… I have no idea.” Albatross admitted honestly after a moment, before murmuring 

quietly: “We tested the blood, though, and it was a perfect match for Lord Zerrex‟s. I‟ve never 

seen such a terrible omen… and I‟m scared that without him to guide us, we‟ll collapse under the 



growing demonic threat. We already have word that a massive army has been marching on 

several major cities in Ire, and that more have appeared throughout the northern empires and 

blocked many trade and access routes… but worst of all, Lailland is falling quickly to repeated 

demonic attacks, and the senate in Ire is moving to elect its first War Leader, who will have total 

power over the military and police forces. It‟s a dictator, but of course a dictator who‟s supposed 

to give up his powers…” 

“Which never happens, not even in our culture.” Salkin muttered, shaking his head 

slowly and adding quietly: “Ire was bad enough to begin with, but if what you‟re saying it true, 

then they‟ll probably elect a demon and surrender in an attempt to get more power.” 

Albatross laughed shortly, murmuring quietly: “The information that Miss Cherry 

managed to get points to exactly that, unfortunately… possession of the different senate 

members to elect a shapeshifting demon. They informed me of this only today, which is part of 

the reason I‟m returning so promptly to Hez‟Ranna. I need to tell High King Churchill of what‟s 

happened here and advise him to push for temporary suspension of Ire‟s senate while they 

produce evidence of the continued existence of the Republic Council… and if they fail, to have 

Ire taken over as a global territory for the time being, so the World Council can make decisions 

regarding…” 

“Your move, Cindy.” Cherry grunted, and Cindy blinked before looking at her cards and 

sighing as she dropped them, and Cherry made a face, muttering at the sight of the full house: 

“You‟re the only person who can be sad about winning. Fuck, if only I could see things clearer 

with my precog, then I‟d be able to actually beat you.” 

Cindy shook her head a bit, murmuring quietly: “You tend to forget that low cards can 

beat high cards, if you have enough of them. Big numbers aren‟t everything, Cherry.” 

“But they do help.” Cherry responded quietly, dropping her own pair of Queens on the 

table, and then she hugged herself tightly and closed her eyes, mumbling: “Fuck… it‟s so hard to 

focus right now, though… and I just want to be working on my abilities and shit, learning more 

and seeing what else I can remember…”  

Cherry sighed, looking down at the floor, then she murmured a short incantation and 

flicked her fingers at the ground, and an unevolved snake twisted into existence from coils of fire 

that rapidly solidified into flesh and red-orange scale. It blinked its blue eyes, then glanced up at 

Cherry and flicked its tongue at her before sliding up into her lap, the ten-foot snake twisting its 

way around her neck as she stroked its body idly, then glared at Cindy‟s look. “Fuck off, it 

makes me feel better.” 

“Whatever works for you.” Cindy said quietly, then she held out her hand and Cherry 

stared as the snake immediately made its way across the table, twisting around her arm and then 

gently settling on her shoulders, closing its eyes and looking peaceful as she added quietly: “The 

trick is to be calm… and extend that calm outwards. And any beast will come to you and be at 

peace with you.” 

It was a lesson from Zerrex or Requiem… and either way, Cindy lowered her head and 

felt a few more tears drip down her face. Gods, the pain will never stop… 

Cherry, on the other hand, nodded slowly and grit her teeth before holding her hands out 

in front of herself, elbows resting on the table and palms roughly a foot apart as she breathed 

deeply… and slowly, the air between her hands seemed to crystallize, before dark energy began 

to bounce back and forth inside the orb that formed. It was a meditation exercise she had been 

taught in Hell that looked flashy but she didn‟t think did a whole lot… and she could remember a 



discussion on that subject with Zerrex she‟d had, before she‟d died, and her mind honed in on 

this. 

Meditation is stupid… she‟d muttered to him, half glaring and dressed up in a leather bra 

and leather pants. Now come on, we‟re going to the fucking road show. Do you know how hard it 

was to get a bra that actually fits my boobs made of leather? And furthermore, how expensive it 

was? 

Meditation is an art. Zerrex had replied, looking stonily up at her for a moment before he 

took a deep breath, relaxing his body and resting his hands on his knees, his legs crossed as he 

sat his bed and went back to concentrating. Mediation is all about focusing your mind and your 

chi, your body‟s energy… it‟s about tuning in with the soul, and training yourself and your body 

by training your mind without touching a book or lifting a weight. It‟s about- 

Looking stupid. Cherry laughed and grinned widely, and then she‟d clapped her hands 

together and declared: You‟re a fuckin‟ new-age hippie now, Boss. 

Zerrex had looked at her sourly… but now she thought she was beginning to understand 

what he had meant. She had to fight to keep her concentration on the one thing, on holding the 

sphere together as darkness slowly filled it up, bolts of it striking harder against the edges as she 

grunted and flexed against the magical sphere she was creating without even understanding fully 

what she was doing. 

And she realized as she delved into her mind, as she fought to concentrate harder…. that 

despite everything had had happened over the years, how much she had changed… she still hated 

herself. She hated her cravings and lusts, she hated her body, she hated her bad sense of humor, 

she hated the way she could never get her words to come out right. Zerrex had made that hate go 

away… but he wasn‟t here anymore. And then the sphere of glassy energy cracked, and the 

darkness inside turned into black lighting that coursed over her body, the demoness cursing 

loudly as she was slammed backwards into the bench hard enough to awaken both Marina and 

Mahihko, the two staring in shock as Cherry straightened, wincing as the snake vanished from 

around Cindy‟s shoulders into embers and ash. 

Cindy coughed a few times into her hand, closing her eyes and wincing as she dusted 

herself off… and then she looked across at Cherry with concern, asking quietly: “Are you okay?” 

Albatross had run over, too, probably already well on the way to apologizing… but 

Cherry managed a stupid laugh as she waved a hand, lying dumbly: “Sorry, I was… I was doing 

a spell I just remembered, to try and see where… Zerrex is in Hell…” she stopped and glanced 

down, rubbing the back of her head as Albatross nodded quickly and left, looking embarrassed 

that he‟d interrupted. 

Cindy looked across at Cherry for a few moments, then said quietly: “You don‟t need to 

lie about it, Cherry… not to any of us. I think even Albatross would understand whatever it is 

that got you so riled up if you gave him a chance. He‟s helped us a lot over the years.” 

“It‟s not that… it‟s… I just don‟t want to talk about it right now.” Cherry muttered, then 

dropped her head on her arms and was quiet the rest of the trip, as Cindy sighed softly and 

nodded slowly, closing her own eyes. 

They touched down in an airfield in Tek‟Kanna, the new capital city of Hez‟Ranna: at 

first, Churchill had wanted to stay in Uroboros, and had promised to move the capital back to the 

mighty city once it was fully reconstructed… but they were still repairing the damages that 

Paradise and Narrius‟s troops had done to their own shining city of golden stone, and removing 

all the excess technology, almost every Hez‟Rannan wanting to return to their traditional way of 

life as soon as possible while retaining only the few technological advances that didn‟t interfere 



with their lives or were useful for science. Science, not military aspects… Hez‟Ranna had seen 

far too much of that during its existence as a country, from settlers to destroyers to the Great 

War. 

Tek‟Kanna wasn‟t as large or beautiful as Uroboros, but it was on the edge of the lush 

jungle that had started to grow back after the terrible fires that had ravaged it for years after the 

Great War, from the fall of Paradise and the resulting nuclear blast. The city itself was still being 

repaired from the extensive damages done to it by bombing runs before and after the war, but the 

central square was still perfectly intact and protected by a harmless barrier of magnetic energy 

strong enough to repel anything that touched it, forming an octagon over the central palace and 

the beautiful gardens below and generated from eight different towers on top of the surrounding 

buildings. 

Cindy was holding one of Marina‟s hands and one of Mahihko‟s – the youngest female 

looked like she‟d revived a bit of her old self for the moment as she gazed back and forth at the 

beautiful plants and friendly Drakkai they passed, but Mahihko, on the other hand, had regressed. 

Now he was sucking his thumb and toddling along like a baby, and Cindy feared soon he‟d shut 

down entirely… out of them all, she thought that Mahihko might have always been like a 

humble, intelligent pet to Zerrex… but all the same, the two had loved each other. 

Mahihko had never stood out much from the group: Marina overshadowed him in art, 

Cindy could throw him around like a toy even when he increased his size to the maximum, 

Cherry was a better driver and a far-superior shot. And Zerrex, of course, had simply been the 

wolf‟s master… and Mahihko glad to be a pet. Some days, the wolf would literally curl up on 

Zerrex‟s lap when the reptile was in the mood, and he‟d purr like a kitten at having his back 

rubbed or his head stroked, much to the amusement of the Drakkaren. 

And ever since he‟d become Mahihko from Lone, the wolf had been childlike in nature: 

he liked to dance around like an idiot, singing to songs he enjoyed and not caring what anyone 

thought, and he liked to play dress-up and play with dolls and color in children‟s books and play 

video games. Not too hard games, of course, but ones with plenty of action and fun, often meant 

more for children than adolescent-acting adults… and since Cindy had often shared a room with 

the wolf, she knew more about him than anyone else in the family, excluding the master he had 

so adored and was pining for now. 

Mahihko was as gay as it got… but a few times he had come to Cindy, looking at her 

curiously, and a few times she had gone to him. She still remembered how hesitant he had been, 

how embarrassed, how she‟d guided one of his hands to her breast to feel it through her clothes 

and telling him softly it was okay, explaining to him how it felt when he fondled it. It was 

because many, many years ago now, he‟d raped her when he was still selfish, puling, ugly 

Lone… but she had forgiven him years and years ago for that. After all, in a way, it had been 

responsible for sending her to Zerrex, and discovering how he was her father… but if she ever 

made even the most lighthearted of jokes about such a thing, Mahihko immediately started 

trembling and babbling apologies. 

She remembered having sex with him that first time: she had kissed him gently, 

romantically, as they‟d lain together naked, feeling his penis pushing slowly out of his sheath 

and rubbing slowly along her stomach until it stood at its full foot-long length, covered in 

piercings, studs, and a twisting, black flame tattoo… and she‟d spread her legs and guided him 

ever-so-carefully forwards until the tip pressed against her lips, and she‟d nodded at his hesitant 

look before he‟d pushed slowly in, and she could still remember the exotic feeling of his metal 

studs rubbing slowly along the inside of her passage as he slipped inside her body… 



It had been quick: two minutes, give or take ten seconds, and he had released and pulled 

out, and she‟d held him close as he‟d curled up against her meekly, whimpering apologies… but 

she had quieted him with a finger to his lip and said gently he could make up for it later. Half an 

hour later, despite his absolute terror of vaginas, he had given her oral sex until she‟d had her 

own moment of release… and she thought he‟d done quite a good job at making it up to her. 

Mahihko had loved to cook… loved to wear dresses and skirts and dance around in 

them… loved to please people and make everyone else happy before he thought of himself… but 

now he was silent and lost, sucking on his thumb and not even noticing the others bowing to 

High King Churchill as they stood in front of his throne. 

The Dragokkaren had formerly served as General of the Rebel movement, but he‟d had 

little actual battle experience, his knowledge instead comprised of history drawn from textbooks 

and expensive Academy courses, which his father – a high-ranking officer in the old Hez‟Ranna 

army, who had earned his position through countless years of duty – had gotten him into straight 

out of private school. It had led to many clashes with Zerrex, including a pointless duel where 

the Drakkaren had humiliated the General repeatedly before kicking him off the leadership 

council the rebels had guiding them. 

But in the end, Churchill had figured out something: despite his training and his heritage, 

he wasn‟t meant for war. It was too bloody, too scary, too dangerous and too unpredictable: so 

instead, he switched battlefields and became a political figurehead. Hez‟Ranna accepted him 

almost immediately as High King when Albatross, made legend by his many battles through the 

war and his successful leadership, backed Churchill by declaring him one of the best leaders he‟d 

ever had the honor of serving under. Zerrex, too, had grudgingly added his own support, and that 

had finished the debates and installed Churchill as the new leader of Hez‟Ranna after the deaths 

of all their former monarchs, including Patriarch Narrius. 

Admittedly, the stern-looking Dragokkaren was doing a fair job, even if he was a bit 

wishy-washy at times and constantly looked to Albatross for advice. It was a job he was suited to 

do, as he stood up and bowed back, glancing over them all in his ceremonial robes before 

murmuring softly. “I was… I‟m so sorry to hear about Lord Zerrex‟s death. You have my 

deepest condolences, from myself and all of Hez‟Ranna.” 

“We‟d like to hold a funeral service, if you don‟t mind.” Albatross added quietly after a 

moment, and Cindy and Cherry exchanged a look before Cindy smiled faintly and nodded with a 

murmur of thanks. “The honor is all ours… I‟ll make the arrangements to have it tomorrow, 

then. I‟m sure the High King will prepare a fine eulogy.” 

Churchill looked a bit queasy at this, but he nodded after a moment, then sat back down 

in his throne with a sigh, dropping his head in one hand and mumbling: “I really wish he was 

here with us still… I could use his help and advice. He always knew what to do, even if 

sometimes he acted so damned rash…” 

“And yet it worked.” Cherry said softly, then she bowed her head a bit and added 

respectfully: “If you don‟t mind, I‟d like to retire… and I‟m sure the others are tired, too. It‟s 

been a long few days coming here after experiencing the loss of our… our father, Zerrex.” 

Cherry glanced down, murmuring quietly: “We‟d like to sleep for now.” 

“Of course.” Churchill motioned with one hand to two Dragokkaren servants standing at 

the side, and they came forwards, both bowing and clad only in loincloths and a wrap of cloth 

around the breasts of the female. “Please tend to our guests as if they were your masters and 

answer whatever whims they have.” 



“Yes, milord.” The spoke in unison, then both motioned for the group to follow. Cherry 

bowed once more, and then led the group, Cindy still holding the hands of the two youngest 

members of the family and walking with them to either side of her.  

But it was all just sounds and colors to her by now… she was still trying to process and 

understand what happened as much as any of them, and all she knew is that she ended up in a 

beautiful yellow stone room on a one of two enormous plush beds. Even one could easily 

accommodate all of them… and that didn‟t count the large, C-shaped couch outside that half-

wrapped around a circular table, or the comfy-looking, bed-sized chairs.  

Cindy took one of the beds herself, though, and closed the door, wanting a bit of private 

time as Marina and Mahihko walked out to stand on the balcony, staring out at the sky aimlessly, 

not caring or recognizing whether it was night or day but listening to the sounds of this jungle 

city and ignoring anyone who came to speak to them. Cherry, last of all, lay on the couch, her 

head back and eyes closed, wishing for Zerrex… and out of spite, wishing the world into 

darkness and hoping that the demon invasion couldn‟t be stopped, just because if Hell filled the 

world… maybe she could find Zerrex somewhere in the tides. 

 

The funeral was one of the best and worst things Cindy had ever experienced. 

There was no funeral party, and there was no body to put in a casket, and it wasn‟t like 

any funeral Cindy had ever attended – and she had attended a few, including an impromptu one 

for her poor godfather Elliot, who had been killed by the Blind Girl, one of Narrius‟s higher-

ranking officers. But this one was a mix of both the Irenic and Hez‟Ranna custom… and the 

mishmash was jagged but she thought her father would have liked that. 

It took place in the center square, in front of the statue of their family that they had 

finished repairs on… and yet as the funeral drew on, people murmured and stared as the eyes 

slowly dripped blood… and Cindy noticed that it was because Marina was crying herself. The 

statue seemed to respond to her… and Cindy soothed her gently as she gripped her shoulders, 

leaning over her from where they sat in the front row of chairs that had been set up. 

Four rows of seats surrounded the central statue, in front of which a large pyre had been 

set up… and a few moments later, the coffin was brought out, held up by Albatross, Cherry, and 

two former members of the special forces team that they had hastily assembled to aid in their 

final attack on Paradise. Brute and Little Sin: a massive Dragokkaren, and a lithe, beautiful 

Drakkaren, two of the „Children‟ of Cherry… but that was a story for another day.  

They strode slowly up the aisle, people murmuring as the black coffin passed by them up 

the wide aisle. Military and civilian alike were clustered into the square in „civilian viewing‟ 

areas: at first, Albatross had offered to make it a closed funeral proceeding, but Cindy had shook 

her head slowly, saying quietly they deserved to see what her father had stood for. 

The black coffin was laid down upon the pyre, the symbol of Hez‟Ranna inscribed upon 

it in red… and then the four pallbearers took their places at the sides of it as Churchill walked 

around to stand in front of the coffin, raising his arms and saying clearly: “A life has been lost: a 

life that was a treasure to this nation. Lord Zerrex, the greatest warrior I have ever seen, died 

from the treachery of the demonic army. Their leader, the mightiest Prince of the Demons, feared 

him, and so he lured him into a trap and sent his entire army surging down upon him. 

“But we know that Zerrex fought and killed a hundred times that which any normal 

person may have been able to kill. We know that he stood against the raging horde, and he stood 

tall until the moment of his death. We know that he remained true to the legend in Hez‟Ranna of 

the warrior with the great blade who slew the mighty Patriarch and brought down his entire 



Paradise to the ground… and we will revere him from this day forth as King of Hez‟Ranna, as a 

savior to our people, and as an idol we can all look too and respect!” Churchill said clearly, his 

voice echoing through the silent square before he laced his hands together and bowed his head 

forwards, taking a slow breath. “I was not worthy to stand before him… 

“Lord Zerrex inspired me and taught me more than I deserved to learn. Lord Zerrex was 

misjudged, pushed around, trampled upon by his own people… and yet still he protected and 

saved all of us. When he was given the chance to take the place of the Patriarch, he refused… 

even during the Great War he remained humble, and a teacher. He fought, and his interest was in 

fighting until the time came when there didn‟t need to be any more fighting done.” Churchill 

stopped, and then he turned around and nodded to the pallbearers, and they turned, lifting up four 

large, black buckets and holding them steady in front of themselves.  

Churchill reached into one and pulled out a single black rose, then he tossed it quietly 

onto the pyre as he said quietly: “We pay our respects to you, Lord Zerrex…” A pause, and he 

turned around, nodding to Cindy and adding gently: “All those who wish to come forwards may 

now do so.” 

Cindy stood with the rest of the family and several other officers: survivors of the Great 

War and members of the team that had served under Zerrex, as well as others Cindy didn‟t know. 

Churchill shook her hand, then that of Marina‟s when they came close… before he looked down 

at Mahihko and quietly touched his forehead at the sight of the poor, small wolf that refused to 

take off Zerrex‟s shirt, now wearing it like a tunic. He suckled his thumb quietly as he looked up 

at the Dragokkaren, his other hand tightly clutching a badly-made drawing.  

Cindy felt tears rolling down her face for the hundredth time in the last few days as she  

threw a bouquet of white roses onto the pyre, and Marina sobbed quietly as she took Mahihko‟s 

drawing and added it to her notebook, before those were added as well into the garden. Several 

officers threw in photos, uniforms, flowers… and then there was sudden half-panic through the 

crowd, many people shifting and curling away as Churchill looked up in shock… but Cherry 

murmured after a moment: “No. Let them come.” 

A pair of minotaurs slowly walked down the aisle, both of them with weapons resting on 

their backs and clad only in badly-made loincloths… and they walked wordlessly past Churchill 

as Cindy stood with the rest of her family on one side, clutching Marina‟s hand as she worried 

for a moment that she was going to lash out… but she only watched as they both knelt in front of 

the pyre for a moment, then added scraps of dirty black cloth from what was undoubtedly some 

part of Zerrex‟s clothing. 

They left quietly as three more lizard demons came forwards, and one of them placed a 

bloody, thin sword into the garden as the other two added flowers… and then they stepped to the 

side, nodding to the family as Cherry gazed at them with tears rolling down her face before a 

mumble of amazement went through the crowd as Francis Delacroix strode quietly forwards with 

a little girl who was crying her eyes out, a book bag over her shoulder and a teddy bear in her 

hand as she wiped uselessly at her muzzle. 

They stopped in front of the coffin, and then Francis fell to his knees and lowered his 

head before he slowly pulled out a pair of dog tags from beneath his vest, and he tore them off, 

tossing them into the pyre as he murmured a quiet apology, and the little girl angel gently set her 

teddy bear down into the garden before stepping backwards, her voice hitching as she began to 

pray. “God, take care of this spirit, this lost s-soul… d-d-divine mercy be showered upon him 

and… guide him well and t-true into e-e-e-e-e…” she broke off into another sob, then she and 

Francis hugged tightly before they turned and slowly left. 



Little Arcy paused a moment, however, and looked over her shoulder at the family, 

whispering: “Don‟t you dare give up on yourselves now… the world needs you guys. Stick 

together and we‟ll… we‟ll save Mr. Zerrex.”  

With that, she turned and allowed Francis to lead her off… before they slowly stepped to 

the side with quiet breaths of what could be surprise or perhaps amazement as the four Sisters of 

the Judgment Cross came forwards, all four quadruplets with heads bowed, long cloaks floating 

quietly around their naked bodies, all four of them solemn and sorrowful as they approached the 

grave and slowly placed down small orbs filled with different glowing colors… and then Water 

glanced over to Churchill as he stared, slack-jawed as they were followed by at least fifty more 

demons that slowly filled the square – from mighty minotaurs in full armor with their helms 

removed, to hooded figures that stood with skeletal hands together and heads bowed forwards. 

“We‟ll finish the service, your highness…” 

“As… as you wish.” Churchill slowly stepped aside, before he glanced at the pallbearers 

and murmured: “Just… in a moment, though.” 

Cherry cleared her throat, getting the attention of the other three pallbearers… and then 

she turned and they immediately fell in step, before all of them splashed the contents of their 

buckets out over the coffin, emptying it completely as Fire gently touched Cindy‟s shoulder, 

looking at her with deep compassion. Cindy nodded a bit, then returned to her seat with the 

others, several demons shifting politely out of the way without her bothering to ask so they could 

sit down, before all the demons kneeled as the contents of the buckets were fully emptied and put 

aside, the pallbears moving to their own seats… except for Cherry, who stood with the sisters as 

Churchill wandered over to sit with Albatross at the side of the square, looking stunned still.  

“People of Hez‟Ranna…” Earth began, in a clear, strong voice as she spread her arms, 

looking out over them all with a mix of sorrow and strength. “What has happened is a tragedy… 

but it is not without its joys. Lord Zerrex has for the moment, halted the attacks of the Warlord… 

even in death, he has struck the first severe blow. And as you honor him, you must remember 

what he always willed, what he always wished for: not paradise, nor purgatory, for anyone 

anywhere… but serenity, understanding, and compassion. Despite his looks and ways, he was 

calm and stronger than anyone I have ever seen, with both strange morals and great bravery 

creating a powerful sense of right and wrong in him… and he would not want you all to cry, and 

fear, and be in pain.” 

“Lord Zerrex wishes for you all to be happy… to be well, and strong, and brave in the 

face of the danger you face now. Look to your left and right: no matter how alone you may feel, 

none of you are without friends.” Water continued firmly, nodding and hugging herself quietly. 

“A funeral should not be a terrible, tragic announcement of loss… but a celebration of the life he 

lived, and all that he had, and should honor the battles he fought without insulting the memory of 

those who lost their lives in the same great wars. Look to his family, look to this monument, look 

to the sky and earth that still exists for you to see because of what he went through and endured, 

and be glad.” 

Fire paused for a moment as she looked around at them, then spoke next, saying softly: 

“There is terror and hatred in your hearts right now for all demonkind, and we understand… but 

we are not all enemies. We are tasked with punishing the wicked, but we are also simply 

creatures that want to live our own lives in our own worlds… we are not all like the Warlord, and 

we are not here to mock or betray Lord Zerrex‟s memory any further, but to honor him and ally 

ourselves with you, and help you build a better future. Lord Zerrex was a creature watched by 



both Heaven and Hell because of his heritage and his actions during the great battle with 

Paradise… and we swear that even in Hell, we will honor him, no matter what.” 

“You love him… and we all love him.” Air said softly, looking down at the ground, then 

holding out her arms and adding clearly: “And now it is time to show that love to him… now it is 

time to love each other, and celebrate what he has done, tying all our kind together like this. I ask 

you all to join in with us, and pray… pray for Lord Zerrex‟s soul, and remember him as the 

warrior… the father… the lover… and the person he was.” 

She clasped her hands together and lowered her head… and then all four turned slowly 

towards the pyre as demons and mortals alike all lowered their heads… and Cherry stepped 

forwards, holding a hand out and sending up a burst of flame over the pyre as she began to sing 

in a quavering voice that slowly grew stronger: “From the depths of darkness I call to you… into 

the brightest lights I‟ll fly to you…” 

The other sisters took up the song, forming a harmony that grew steadily louder as a 

gentle breeze began to blow, grey clouds slowly rolling over the sky: “Without you life is 

meaningless… so I pray, and I sing… and I call to you… how I wish to hear your voice again…” 

A soft rain began to fall as the pyre burned high, turning into a great inferno in the garden that 

completely surrounded the statues as blood began to flow once more from the eyes of the statues. 

“How I wish to see you one more time… how I‟ve wished so long to stand by you in the bright 

sunshine… together our souls will forever be entwined…” 

The earth seemed to tremble beneath their feet as demons around the square joined in, the 

language turning into their sibilant, strange tongue… but it was still beautiful, and Cindy cried 

quietly again as the fires burned and the demons sang their praises to the Drakkaren who had 

joined them now in Hell. 

 

Afterwards, the Sisters of the Cross sat with Albatross, Churchill, Cherry, and Cindy 

around a large table: Marina and Mahihko were coloring quietly… and Mahihko had finally 

changed out of the shirt, although he was still carrying it around with him. It was a good sign 

though… and on the other hand, the Sisters brought their own tidings of both joy and despair 

with them. 

They had been given permission to attend the funeral and participate with a cadre of 

soldiers… but their actual job was to discuss a peace treaty and alliance with High King 

Churchill and any other groups in the world who would listen. Lunis had also signed the treaty, 

and afterwards the Sisters would be visiting the northern empires… but they had already 

discounted Ire. 

“The Warlord has already set up several bases there and has countless backup plans for 

what he‟ll do if he‟s overrun by mortals… they‟ve converted one Black Hole into a portal that 

can bring enormous amounts of soldiers through at once as needed every hour or less.” Fire said 

quietly, shaking her head slowly. “Plus there‟s the issue of the Possessed and the shapeshifting 

demons like yourself, Cherry, that may already have infiltrated the senate and other important 

government offices.” 

“Besides, if Ire already made a pact with the Warlord, I doubt they‟ll turn their back on it 

just because some already-disliked leaders were slaughtered, when Ire is already little more than 

a military zone.” Earth added, shaking her head slowly and sighing as she leaned morbidly 

forwards in her chair. “We also have the issue of what you mortals call Lailland to discuss… if 

that nation and Ire are both lost, the Warlord will be able to begin moving his major armies 

forwards into this world, and then holding him off will become even more difficult.” 



Churchill looked desperately at Albatross, who laced his hands together on the table and 

asked quietly: “So you‟ve brought us around sixty soldiers as a sort of… peace offering. A 

gesture that you do honestly wish to work with us… and in return, you wish for us to sign a 

peace treaty and permit you to build a portal into Hell somewhere in Hez‟Ranna and move your 

troops back and forth as you wish?” 

“We‟re only messengers…” Water murmured, shaking her head a bit and then glancing 

over at Cherry with a faint smile, who looked back with a mixture of queasiness and happiness. 

“The Princess is the one who wishes it, the Warlord‟s nemesis in Hell. As we speak, they‟re 

waging war on one another, and they‟ve divided Hell almost completely in half… the Warlord 

wishes to escape Hell and expand his powers into the physical world, perhaps so he can begin 

staging attacks on Heaven from all sides, so-to-speak… but the Princess wishes to peacefully 

coexist with mortals and only continue the traditional duties of punishing the wicked and those 

who challenge Hell‟s authority.” 

Albatross nodded, then glanced over at Cherry, who rubbed at her head slowly, asking 

her quietly: “Do you trust them?” 

Cherry looked almost surprised at the question, straightening and saying dumbly: “Fuck 

yes. They saved my life… and… and Zerrex trusted them.” A glance down at the table as she 

rubbed the back of her head, mumbling: “Just don‟t let their Inquisitor friend near you.” 

“That was an honest mistake.” Air said immediately, but she winced at the same time, 

looking embarrassed as the other sisters shifted awkwardly. “We didn‟t think she‟d be so rough 

with you… and we did pull her off. Besides, you‟ll be glad to know that most of the Inquisitors 

are on the side of the Princess.” 

“Yeah, „cause… well… actually, that‟s weird. But it is good to hear.” Cherry said mildly, 

then she paused and frowned a bit. “Wait, what about the Scribes and the Scholars? How is the 

Warlord moving so many troops up here with them not halting what he‟s doing? And for that 

matter, what the hell are you four doing up here?” 

“In a three-to-one vote, the Warlord and the Princes have dismissed the abilities of the 

Scribes to overrule the orders of the ruling monarchs of Hell. So they can grant us permission to 

leave whenever we want without waiting for the Scribes to busy themselves with restructuring 

the laws or anything like that.” Fire said disgustedly, shaking her head slowly as Albatross 

simply listened… but the sharp Dragokkaren seemed to be getting the gist of the confusing 

conversation anyway. “So in order to keep the Warlord‟s troops in Hell, we‟ve had to engage 

him on all fronts with most of our troops.” 

“It‟s a losing battle, though… the Warlord recognizes he has enough talented troops to 

hold back our lines if we attack, so he‟s been training the damned and converting them into 

demons as fast as possible before sending them through a portal somewhere. Not to mention the 

fact we know he‟s been digging up mortal cemeteries to raise the dead and send them into 

battle.” Water added after a moment, rubbing at her muzzle slowly. “So we‟re trying to move as 

fast as possible. Even Angels have been aiding us in this battle, but Heaven‟s rules are strange to 

us and they often aren‟t very effective in close-range combat.” 

“So I‟ve seen.” Cherry muttered, and then she straightened and glanced over at Albatross, 

saying mildly: “I‟d sign the treaty.” 

“I figured, after you mentioned Lord Zerrex.” Albatross nodded slowly, then he glanced 

over at Churchill, adding gently: “This sounds like it‟s our best course of action for now. We 

could use all the help we can get… but tell me, what‟s happening in Lailland?” 



Fire shook her head, snorting. “A slaughter, that‟s what. A massive Black Hole formed 

there, and there have been enormous amounts of troop movement through it. He‟s sending 

Plasmids, minotaurs, Craven, anything he can get his hands on through the portal… and 

apparently its being led by one of his higher-up commanding officers, but we‟re unsure of just 

who, yet. There‟s also rumors that Az‟Iriel himself is currently in charge of an operation taking 

place there, which is why his army hasn‟t spread throughout Ire yet but appears to be staying 

back near the Row of Skulls and rebuilding the castle they took over while corrupting the land.” 

“Then that‟s where we have to go.” Cindy said quietly, and everyone stared at her as she 

sat back and crossed her arms, closing her eyes. “Not now… but we‟d better get prepared, then. 

I‟m not letting Daddy‟s death be in vain… and now that we know what we‟re up against better, 

we‟ll stand a chance at striking a blow to his army.  

“Either way, we don‟t have a choice. If Lailland falls, we‟ll suffer a huge loss…” Cindy 

added softly, shaking her head slowly and looking around the room grimly. “Either way, a 

country is a country, right? And Lailland is near Banff and Enmora, two of the major powers on 

that side of the world. If they fall or see that the rest of the world sat around discussing what they 

should do instead of helping…” 

Cherry sighed and dropped her head in her hand with a groan. “We get it, then we‟re 

really screwed.” A pause, and a glare over at Cindy. “But fuck me if you don‟t sound like you 

just want to get Az‟Iriel‟s head on a platter.” 

“I do.” Cindy said quietly, and Cherry felt a chill at the cold expression on the female‟s 

face and wondered for a moment whether or not this was really her innocent sister. 

  

Pain and darkness… 

And then just darkness. 

A moment later, Zerrex groaned and coughed hard before his eyes flickered open, and at 

first everything was just a dark blur… but slowly, colors faded in, and he made out a red cavern 

wall… and the fact he was laying with one cheek against the cold stone of a tiled floor. He was 

near the corner of the floor… platform… whatever it was, and there was a very pretty marble 

pillar that he found his eyes staring at for a little while… and gods, did his head hurt. 

You‟re dead, you fucking moron, an irritable voice said in his head… and Zerrex groaned 

and rolled onto his back, closing his eyes tightly and mumbling: “Go away, Ravenlight. I have a 

headache and I just watched my genitals get cut off. I don‟t even care.” 

“It‟s just the jet lag.” said a soft, teasing voice, and Zerrex immediately sat up in shock 

before blinking as he saw the back of a large golden throne, then he slowly climbed to his feet 

and carefully tested both legs, noting that he was thankfully clad in a pair of pants… and then he 

blinked as he felt no pain. “You seem surprised, Lord Zerrex. It‟s only natural: you still have 

most of your scars… but you are dead, and this isn‟t the physical plane, and nor is that your 

body. It is a manifestation of how you see yourself in the ethereal… but I prefer to talk face-to-

face.” 

“I do too.” Zerrex said, and he walked – walked, I‟m walking, there‟s no pain and this is 

freaking awesome – around to the front of the throne, noting that he was on a square platform 

atop what seemed like a high mountain plateau… and then he paused as he looked slowly over 

the figure seated in the golden throne. “You must be the Princess.” 

She laughed a bit… but he couldn‟t tell whether or not she was smiling, from the large, 

golden mask she wore over her face, completely covering her muzzle and with etchings all along 

the golden helm it attached into down the sides. Only a pair of green eyes could be seen, looking 



over him contemplatively… but he could see her neck, and her arms were bare, although the rest 

of her body was covered by a tight white dress and a long shawl made of white roses half-

wrapped over her shoulders, and these were covered in purple scales. Drakkai? “Correct.” 

Telepathic, too. Oh joy. “You should be used to it by now, Lord Zerrex.” 

Her voice was playful, but he still didn‟t feel at ease with her, even as she bowed her 

head and then said softly: “I am called simply the Princess of the Southern Throne… and I would 

like to welcome you to Hell, Lord Zerrex. You spent a very long time regenerating your soul 

after that terrible battle above with Prince Az‟Iriel‟s minions… oh, the rage I feel coming off 

you, yes… you‟ll enjoy the next section, then.” 

“What the hell…” A pause as he made a face, reaching up and rubbing a hand through his 

hair and both hating and loving how young and light he felt. “Bad choice of words. What are you 

talking about?” 

“Look.” The Princess pointed beside her, and Zerrex gazed down the mountain as the 

strange, formless sky above turned from black to red… and unhealthy light shone down through 

an enormous, vast valley that led to some structure in the distance he could barely make out. On 

either side of the valley were deep pits of bubbling tar… and Zerrex could see some sort of 

archway at the bottom of a set of natural stone steps that led down the mountain, apparently the 

entrance to the long path. “That is what you refer to as the „Highway to Hell.‟ Right now, we are 

in… neither purgatory or limbo, but a terrible place between Hell and the world. A space 

between dimensions, if you will… but no, no, don‟t worry, upon entering Hell you won‟t suffer a 

million lashes with a whip every time you move or such nonsense.” 

The Princess laughed quietly, then stood: she was far taller than Zerrex had thought, at 

least fifteen feet… but she was also terribly thin and gaunt, as if she‟d been stretched out over 

the course of time. “At the end of this Path of Lost Souls is a gated doorway leading into the next 

test… but to reach there…” The Princess leaned down at this point, speaking playfully beside his 

head as her golden mask almost touched him, her green eyes twinkling with entertainment. “You 

have to get through a long, dangerous gauntlet filled with the angry spirits of everyone you‟ve 

ever had a hand in killing, Lord Zerrex. And for you, that means that path down there may look 

empty… but is very full indeed.” 

Zerrex nodded slowly… and then before he could even ask the question, the Princess 

straightened and nodded in return, saying in a cold, serious voice: “Die? Of course you can still 

die… but these spirits will not kill you. They will maim you and rip you to shreds, and yet you‟ll 

still be alive and forced to endure the agony of being torn to pieces and live through it, still able 

to feel every part of your body and all the pain they put you through… and then they‟ll drag your 

remains to what you call the tar pits on either side of the valley and you‟ll be pulled down into a 

little pocket dimension reserved for those who fail this particular test, and there you‟ll float for 

all eternity, until you eventually destroy yourself. 

“Now, Lord Zerrex – just Zerrex, then, if you prefer it so much – listen to me.” The 

Princess gently clasped his face in her hands and he stared up at her in surprise as she said softly: 

“Don‟t underestimate what you can do in your current shape, but don‟t overestimate, either. You 

will not grow tired, nor do you need to eat or perform any of those filthy bodily functions… but 

at the same time, remember… that applies to them as well. I honestly do wish you all the best in 

this test… but at the same time, I cannot show favoritism, do you understand? So if you fail, I 

cannot save you… yet all the same I look forwards to watching you plow your way through this 

struggle.” A pause, and then a smile as she patted his cheek gently. “Watch out for angry 



demons, as well. There aren‟t only lost souls, spirits, and the damned down there… but every 

other thing your nightmares can imagine as well.” 

She gently turned him around, then pushed him lightly towards the stairs, and Zerrex 

made a face as he wobbled a bit on the platform before stepping off onto the dusty mountain… 

and when he looked over his shoulder, the Princess and everything else was gone. He stared 

stupidly at this… then looked down at his hands before jumping a few times and letting out a 

loud, triumphant „Ha!‟ at the lack of pain. 

Whatever else… whether he was playing some demon game or not, whether he was in 

Hell or not… he wasn‟t in pain for the first time in years, and he had his legs back. That was 

enough to let him trot happily enough down the stairs – he was half-tempted to run back up 

them, too, just for the hell of it – and then he halted in front of the archway, making a face as he 

looked down the long path before settling himself into a sprint position. 

A pause, and then his head flicked to the side as another thought entered his brain… and 

he said stupidly: “I‟m dead. I‟m in Hell.” 

There was a long silence… and Zerrex waited patiently for the hysteria or something else 

to set in… and yet nothing came. He felt rage at Az‟Iriel, and if he could, he‟d slowly twist off 

every part of the demon‟s body before killing him for what he did… and he felt humiliation at 

being tricked so easily. There was sorrow for his daughters, and disappointment in himself… and 

yet, he was able to recognize that yes, he was in Hell… and all the same, it changed little to 

nothing for him. 

He missed his family… from little shy Mahihko to big mean Cherry… but he also 

recognized it was futile to try and do anything about it. That lesson he had been forced to learn 

over and over in his life, except this time he knew Mengele wouldn‟t pop up out of nowhere with 

some magical solution to his problems at hand like a time-capsule… but at the same time, he 

thought maybe he was just in shock. After all, Hell was Hell… and he mumbled to himself, 

shaking his head quickly after a moment before focusing, narrowing his eyes at the path ahead of 

him. “I can deal with all that later… for now, I have to deal with this… path of crap.” 

He took a deep breath… then bolted onto the path and immediately crashed into a group 

of semi-transparent soldiers and females that sent him into a roll, a shock of pain going through 

his body before he leapt up, staring back and forth in horror at the quickly-closing circle of 

soldiers, civilians, people young and old… and all of them reaching out towards him with their 

death wounds glaring out of their body, moaning questions and curses at him. 

One of their hands brushed his body, and he winced away as it brought back memories of 

death and sent a shock through his mind, making him feel weak. He tensed himself and then 

leapt over the spirits in front of him as they lunged, lost souls colliding together and simply 

pushing through each other‟s bodies as Zerrex stared over his shoulder in shock before facing 

forwards again… and letting out a squeak of surprise as a minotaur leapt at him with a snarl, 

swinging a halberd down towards him. 

Zerrex leapt forwards, catching the pole easily in his hands before spinning it around and 

spearing it through the minotaur… and immediately it turned semitransparent like the other 

specters, hissing at Zerrex, but the Drakkaren slammed a foot into it and knocked it down before 

continuing to duck and weave forwards through the mob, swinging the halberd at his sides in 

easy strokes and knocking other lost souls flat with the demonic polearm. 

Two more demons, lizard-things this time, leapt out in front of him with loud hisses… 

and Zerrex plowed them both backwards as he spun the halberd rapidly back and forth in front of 

his body, sending them both crashing to the ground with grunts of pain before he continued to 



run forwards, ducking and twisting with a wince around a naked female Drakkaren who clawed 

at him, moaning and bleeding heavily from her slit throat and torn vagina. That makes even me 

feel a bit bad… I mean, who cuts their own throat? 

 A jump over a soldier who struck at him with a semitransparent sword, and then the 

Drakkaren went into a low spin with the pole, knocking over the zombie-like lost souls before 

bringing up the halberd as a minotaur charged at him and shoving the pole forwards between his 

horns, the reptile‟s feet skidding backwards before he twisted the pole hard and sent the bull-

demon flipping through the air with a loud, upset mooing sound, of all things. 

He crashed heavily on his back, but Zerrex was already gone, darting back and forth 

through the crowd of spirits before stopping with a grunt and staring at another blank stretch of 

road ahead beyond a thin, rune-covered black line the ground. The Drakkaren glanced over his 

shoulder, then winced at the amount of transparent souls and the angry-looking lizard things 

hopping towards him… before he stepped carefully past the line. 

A wall of black energy shot up out of the ground, the reptile letting out a yelp and leaping 

forwards as it caught the end of his tail and set it briefly aflame… and then he stared as several 

very-visible, very-animated, very angry lost souls screamed at him and charged, more of them 

flickering into existence of all shapes and size… and Zerrex grunted, slashing one with the 

halberd before simply tossing the pole at the ones in front of him, tripping them up and leaping 

over them to charge forwards down the dirt path towards the massive set of doors at the end of 

the long valley. 

Several of the angry zombie-things latched onto him as he ran, and then one of them bit 

his shoulder and he cursed, spinning around in a circle and kicking one of them in the head, then 

grabbing the one that had snagged onto his bicep by the back of the neck and tearing it off as the 

fox howled and screamed a moment before Zerrex threw it into another dead body, the two 

hitting with a sickening crunch as the Drakkaren winced at the sight of the gaping bloody hole in 

the fox‟s back. But more were charging in from all sides, and he could only remember some of 

Requiem‟s last words to him: Attention at all times. 

“Right.” Zerrex‟s eyes flicked back and forth, and at the last moment he ducked, a 

Dragokkaren and a tall horse clawing at each other‟s faces before the Drakkaren shoved his 

hands into the chests of both creatures, sending them crashing backwards. Immediately, he 

charged forwards again, slipping back and forth between the monsters and even ignoring the few 

demons he saw here and there… before he saw a figure leap down from a rocky cliff face nearby 

and instinct told him to leap. 

The Drakkaren jumped forwards as it smashed into the ground, and a shockwave of 

darkness blasted out in all directions, narrowly missing the reptile‟s feet but washing over the 

creatures nearby and sending them crashing backwards as Zerrex landed easily, raising his fists 

gamely as the figure straightened and tore a long black spear from the ground before his eyes 

widened in shock. 

Vampire grinned at him, the huge black wolf now larger then Zerrex remembered: he had 

to be at least nine feet tall now, big enough to look down at him. Along with his creepy black 

eyes and shadowy obsidian and grey fur, he now had two long red horns pushing out of his head 

just behind his ears that curled slightly downwards behind his skull… and he was adorned in 

golden armor that covered his shoulders and muscular breast, but left his chiseled abdominals 

visible to the world, and a final set of golden plates that covered his crotch and hips, the middle 

plate hanging past his knees and the others covering down just slightly along his thighs. 



He stepped forwards, slamming the butt of the spear down against the dirt floor of the 

valley, his other hand at his side as he glanced idly over Zerrex… and then he said tauntingly: 

“Well, well, who do we have here? It‟s the Captain, down in Hell, and a lot uglier than I 

remembered, too.” A pause as Vampire leered over him, leaning forwards as he grasped his spear 

with both hands, the zombies and lost souls milling nervously around before the wolf said 

thoughtfully: “I‟d still bang you.” 

“I hate you.” Zerrex said mildly… and then Vampire held out his fist, and Zerrex struck 

the top lightly with his own before punching them together, and finally slapping their palms 

together, both of them squeezing hard and huge biceps on either male flexing as the Drakkaren 

grinned widely: “What, you aren‟t going to try and kill me? Now there‟s a disappointment. I was 

looking forwards to chopping your head off again.” 

“Fuck off.” Vampire brought the spear up, glowering at him and poking the Drakkaren 

irritably in the chest with his weapon, before the reptile snorted and shoved it away by the neck. 

“Yeah, for the first few million years, I did. But then I got settled in here… and look at me, now 

I‟m the Captain!” Vampire added cheerfully, knocking a palm firmly against the golden armor 

he wore, a wide grin on his muzzle. “I mean, shit, most of the Legion is down here and I heard a 

rumor that Cherry‟s a demon too, like the rest of us… but of course Tinny ain‟t here, he‟s gone 

to a way better place.” 

“Yeah, now you have to have your homosexual attraction to him from afar.” Zerrex said 

mildly, and then he made a face at the way Vampire leered at him. “I can still beat your face in, 

by the way.” 

“Shut up.” Vampire muttered, and then he shrugged with a grin. “But what can I say? I 

like reaming asses and makin‟ people squeal. If you wanna fuck later, just gimme a shout, huh?” 

A wink and then he turned, taking his spear in both hands as his grin became sharkish, adding 

coldly: “You know, I came here the moment I heard, Zerrex, about you dying and coming to 

Hell. We all got invitations, all the lost souls, non-demons, and demons you fucked with over the 

years… and as you can guess, I‟m the last. Honestly? I shouldn‟t be doing this. But you know 

what? I‟d like to see you survive…” 

Zerrex laughed, and he knew Vampire was speaking the truth, because of an old promise, 

an old pact, when the team had finally started to become an actual team. But memories were 

better saved for later, as the circle of furious, physical – are they? Am I? – lost souls began to 

move in closer and faster on them both. “Just like old times, right Vampire?” 

“Fuckin‟ A.” Vampire‟s eyes gleamed… and then the lost souls charged in, and the 

demon wolf spun around with the spear, letting out a howl of entertainment as Zerrex ducked 

under the wide swing before leaping forwards, grabbing the skull of a lost soul in mid-leap at 

Vampire‟s back and crushing its head down into the hard floor below. 

Vampire stabbed rapidly forwards with his spear, covering their front as Zerrex 

backstepped and knocked away monsters that attacked their rear and sides, lost souls flying in all 

directions like toys before a group of wolves and felines with massive claws and dripping, feral 

mouths leapt out of seemingly-nowhere, charging in and howling, all of them dressed in the 

shreds of old military uniforms. 

Zerrex grabbed the arm of the first to swing at him by the wrist and just behind the 

elbow, twisting it backwards to snap it out of place before smashing the creature across the face 

with a hard fist. Two more of the monstrous creatures immediately took its place, however, 

lashing out with thick, almost-foot-long claws at the reptile‟s face. 



The Drakkaren ducked and shoved an open palm into both their chests… and then he 

snarled as three of them tackled him from either side, trying to pin him to the ground. 

Immediately, the reptile rolled over, despite the claws he felt ripping through his scales and flesh, 

and he kicked the one on the left in the head, knocking it senseless to the ground before Vampire 

stabbed the other two with his spear, the sharp point piercing through both skulls and leaving 

them hanging for a moment before the half-demons dissolved into dark mist. 

Immediately, several of the wounded creatures backed off as Zerrex kicked up to his 

feet… before he simply grabbed Vampire and hauled him over his shoulder, the demon wolf 

squeaking as he felt Zerrex jump before hearing the Drakkaren‟s boots collide with something, 

and as they flew through the air, he stared as they soared over the heads of several minotaurs, 

two of them attempting to yank their polearms out of the third that was squealing in agony, 

Zerrex‟s footprints still visible on his chest. 

The reptile landed and threw Vampire unceremoniously to the ground before snatching 

his spear and swinging it around in a wide helicopter spin, the lost souls trampling each other as 

they backed quickly off. The Drakkaren glanced back and forth as he slowly relaxed his body, 

hearing the demons fighting through the mob of lost souls that seemed to rise from the very 

ground, many of them with gaping, mortal wounds. But we‟re getting close… 

The massive doors were only perhaps a dozen meters away… and then a massive hand 

tore out of the ground ahead of them, followed by another… and slowly, a Gigataur pulled itself 

out of the earth with a terrible roar, its eyes burning red, the hair that covered its body a listless 

grey that offset the shiny silver armor covering the rest of its form. A pause, and then another 

massive Gigataur hauled itself up out of the earth, the ground neatly sealing itself even as the 

creature ripped free, this one naked but the same color, with the same dead eyes. 

“Fuck this.” Vampire grunted as he picked himself up from the ground, then he snatched 

the spear from Zerrex‟s hands and cocked it back. He stepped forwards, then threw it hard at the 

head of the first, tearing through its skull, and the Gigataur let out a low, keening whine before 

falling backwards onto a crowd of lost souls as its body – and unfortunately, the spear – slowly 

vanished from sight in a mass of black smog. Vampire winced a bit, rubbing the back of his head 

as Zerrex glared at him, and then he muttered: “It seemed like the best time to use that trick. But 

yeah. My spear dissolved with it. Fuck you, I didn‟t see you coming up with any ideas!”  

“Shut up. I hate you.” Zerrex responded in a mutter, as lost souls simply fled around them 

instead of attacking them, thankfully creating a massive clog in the path behind them and barring 

the rest of the mob that was still interested in chasing them from pushing through. “I‟ll take this 

one, then.” 

The Drakkaren narrowed his eyes as the Gigataur roared before charging forwards… and 

then he ran to meet it, sliding between its legs as it tried to stomp him before leaping up onto its 

back. The giant let out a loud snarl, shaking itself back and forth to try and rid itself of the 

reptile, but the Drakkaren moved with a grace he‟d thought long forgotten, kicking off its body 

only when he needed to before landing on one of its horns. 

He grasped the thick black horn with his hands, waiting as the creature reached up to try 

and grab him… then at the last moment, slid down and twisted his body around to slam both feet 

into the Gigataur‟s throat as hard as he could. It wheezed loudly in pain, leaning forwards as 

Zerrex dropped to the ground… and then it punched hard down at him, and Zerrex winced, 

shoving up at the same time with both hands. 

Its fists smashed into his palms, and Zerrex skidded backwards, snarling and shoving as 

hard as he could against the massive strength of the beast… and then switching his grip and 



shoving down, performing a handspring off the top of the monster‟s own hand and landing on 

the creature‟s wrist as its fist slammed down into the ground. 

It snarled as Zerrex ran up its arm, attempting to brush him off… and Zerrex leapt over 

its hand before landing on the huge demon‟s muzzle, creating a sphere of energy in one hand 

before shoving it down into the beast‟s right eye as he leapt backwards. 

The sphere and most of the Gigataur‟s head exploded, the giant staggering backwards 

with a loud groan of pain, clutching at its destroyed face as it slowly toppled over and crashed 

hard on its back, and Zerrex landed with a grunt beside Vampire, who nodded a bit and clapped 

slowly, making a face. “You know, you shouldn‟t abuse that energy ability of yours. All that sort 

of power is suppressed in Hell, so you‟re using two or three times the necessary effort on a good 

day.” 

“Thanks for the tip. But I think you‟re just jealous.” Zerrex said mildly, as the Gigataur‟s 

corpse disappeared… and then the creatures behind them howled and they traded a look before 

running for the massive, red-paneled double doors as the horde of lost souls and demonic entities 

stampeded forwards behind them as the Drakkaren added with a snarl: “And here I was thinking 

they‟d be scared of us after what we both just did!” 

“They‟re scared of me, but they want to eat your kidneys badly enough that nothing‟s 

going to stand in their way.” Vampire replied with a grunt, and then he leapt into the air, 

snagging a massive lever handle on the door halfway up the goliath forty foot structure, and it 

slowly lowered before a loud clunk sounded… and Zerrex barreled ineffectively into the doors, 

bouncing off them and landing sprawled on his back. 

The demon-wolf dropped down with a cackle… and then a spear of energy shot from the 

crowd and tore through his guts, knocking him back into the doors and sending him down in a 

crumpled heap with an enormous hole in his stomach, as Zerrex snarled and jumped up to his 

feet with both hands raised. A moment later, however, the demon wolf crawled up to his paws as 

well, grasping his head and shaking it with a mumble. “I didn‟t deserve that.” 

The wound rapidly closed and healed, his intestines and guts visibly twisting back into 

place before flesh, muscle, skin and fur spread over the wound, closing and sealing it tightly as 

the demon-wolf rolled his shoulders, glancing back and forth over the crowd of lost souls as he 

added coldly: “Something‟s in there that you killed and has come back for revenge, Captain… 

my suggestion is that you figure out how to get through this door before even more blasts from 

the past come out here, because we killed some pretty heavy-duty shit.” 

“Wonderful.” Zerrex began to turn… and then he straightened and rose his arms as a 

gigantic Dragokkaren leapt out of the crowd, landing on top of several lost souls and sending the 

other zombie-things fleeing with its snarling grin, before turning slowly towards the Drakkaren, 

wearing only a pair of ripped pants and covered in scars… including a set of terrible black burns 

around eyes that were glowing white, with deep, black pupils like a terrible maelstrom in the 

center of each. It could have been any Unseen… but the fact that one of its arms was a mixed of 

raw muscle, torn flesh, and sharp spines of bone that jutted out at every angle made him think of 

one in particular. “Ill.” 

“Yeah, it‟s gross, but don‟t puke.” Vampire said disgustedly, then he cursed under his 

breath, baring the enormous canines that had given him his name before he looked over to Zerrex 

and said clearly as Ill began to stagger towards Zerrex with a demented grin: “Let me bite you- I 

mean, I need some of your blood!‟ 



“Kinky.” Zerrex said dryly, but he sidestepped quickly towards the black-furred demon-

wolf before exposing his neck and muttering: “You know, I don‟t usually do this on my first date 

with demonic losers I killed a lifetime ago, but you have such a cute butt-” 

“Lord Zerrex… I‟m going to rip you limb-from-limb for what you did to me…” Ill 

hissed, and then he rose his flesh-arm, and several blades of bone shot out of the bottom of the 

limb with a splatter of blood over the creature‟s own body, followed by a long, fleshy tentacle 

that slowly twisted its way out of the wrist of the Dragokkaren. “And then I‟ll force my way out 

of this world and back onto the physical plane so I may take revenge on the tiger, next… and 

then I‟ll kill your family, one-by-one-by-one…” 

Zerrex snarled, then he grunted as Vampire grabbed him from behind, his claws digging 

against his masculine breast as his teeth sank into the Drakkaren‟s neck, and Zerrex let out a 

surprised grunt before twisting and throwing the demon-wolf off, clutching at his bleeding neck 

and shouting raggedly: “Ask, you asshole!” 

“I did! And besides, it hurts less this way.” Vampire made a face, wiping at his own 

muzzle before looking disgusted. “Yeah, so your blood tastes like crap. Dear fuck, I‟ve had 

better from…” Vampire paused, then he groaned and leaned forwards as his body suddenly 

rippled, and a moment later he arched his back and howled, his arms spreading out to the sides as 

his eyes glowed white with power, the armor he was wearing falling to the ground in useless 

pieces as his muscles bulged and his body doubled, then tripled in size. 

Drool dripped from his jaws as he leaned forwards with a twisted grin, only a few patches 

of fur here and there over his body now, leaving the taunt pink skin beneath revealed as muscle 

flexed against it with every movement, and he glanced over at Zerrex before growling in a low 

baritone: “Nice. Lots of energy, lots of power. No matter what the taste.” 

“I hate you.” Zerrex responded, tensing his body, but Vampire only lazily stuck out a 

long, forked tongue at him before the Drakkaren glanced back towards Ill, saying coldly: “I‟ll 

take him. You can hold back the crowd.”  

Vampire grinned and held out his hands, and his claws thickened and extended before he 

charged into the crowd, knocking lost souls flying as they shrieked and panicked, many of them 

once more turning to flee as Ill turned to watch the demon stride by… and then Zerrex‟s foot 

slammed into the back of his head, and the Unseen flew forwards with a roar of rage, catching 

himself with his actual arm… but Zerrex leapt quickly behind him and slammed both feet down 

into Ill‟s back, slamming the Dragokkaren flat into the ground. 

Ill‟s flesh-arm cracked as it bent backwards, and the long tentacle snapped around 

Zerrex‟s ankle before pulling him hard to the side, the reptile‟s arms waving wildly before he 

was smashed into the ground with a loud grunt. He quickly rolled over as he felt the tentacle 

retract, before his eyes widened as he saw Ill dive towards him… and immediately he kicked 

both feet out and sent the Dragokkaren flying over his head instead. 

Ill twisted in midair, however, landing easily on his feet before stomping down to try and 

crush in the Drakkaren‟s skull… but Zerrex had already rolled a short distance away and spun 

around in a crouch, his eyes narrowed at the Unseen. The creature grinned widely for a moment 

at him, then grasped his fleshy bicep and held out the thick, sickening arm, and Zerrex 

immediately ducked on instinct before the long tentacle snapped out over his head, accompanied 

by several jagged pieces of bone. 

The spiked tentacle withdrew after a moment of flicking back and forth, and as it snapped 

back into place, Zerrex dived at Ill; the Unseen moved with terrible grace, however, raising an 

elbow to strike him in the stomach… and Zerrex seized it in midair before pushing off it and 



twisting his body into a rapid sideways spin as Ill lashed hard downwards at him with his flesh 

arm. 

Zerrex landed in a crouch as Ill snarled, almost overbalancing as his other arm went 

out… and the Drakkaren immediately slid down onto his back and shoved his foot up as hard as 

he could, catching Ill under the jaw and knocking him onto his back with a howl of pain and 

indignation. The Dragokkaren immediately kicked back up to his feet, snarling… but Zerrex was 

already a good ten feet away, standing by the door and beckoning slowly to him. “Come on… I 

don‟t have any time left to waste playing with you.” 

Ill‟s eyes burned with fury… and then he roared and charged forwards, bringing his flesh 

arm back before swinging it viciously forwards… and Zerrex sidestepped, the thick, bone-spiked 

limb slamming into the door and burying into the wood, Ill letting out a squawk of surprise 

before Zerrex‟s hands settled on his muzzle and the back of his neck for a moment before 

twisting viciously, and the half-demon screamed, his body convulsing once before he slumped 

and faded into particles of dark energy. 

“Yeah, hurry the fuck up!” Vampire shouted from behind him, and Zerrex winced as he 

glanced away from the door to the mob, where the gigantic demon had been swarmed by lost 

souls that were slowly pulling him to the ground, the wolf snarling as he batted them away like 

toys… but there‟s just too many of them surging forwards, and Gods know what else… “It‟s a 

puzzle door! There must be another switch or some shit!” 

Zerrex glanced up over the door, snarling and looking back and forth desperately… and 

then his emerald eyes picked up on a strange outcropping high up the forty foot structure, before 

shouting: “Vampire, get your ass over here!” 

The demon-wolf grunted something, then roared and spun, knocking the lost souls around 

him flying before barreling over to the Drakkaren… and Zerrex promptly leapt backwards, 

kicking one of the demon wolf‟s feet out from under him and sending him crashing headfirst into 

the door, the structure shaking before he grunted as Zerrex ran quickly up his body, the demon-

wolf shouting as the Drakkaren leapt up onto his shoulder and splattering the lizard with saliva: 

“So you‟re too proud to ask for help or some shit?” 

“No, it‟s just funny to watch you hurt yourself.” The reptile wiped spittle from his face as 

he leapt up onto Vampire‟s head, and then he grunted and threw himself to the side, catching the 

narrow edge near the top of the door as the giant wolf turned around and returned to swatting 

away lost souls as they swarmed forwards, howling and raving.  

Zerrex kicked at the doorframe before pulling himself upwards… and then he half-slid 

backwards as his hand pushed a small door open in the top corner of the door, clinging to the 

ledge with a wince as the door shook with the force of lost souls pounding into it behind him. A 

grunt, and he jerked himself upwards and into the now open door, before glancing over his 

shoulder and staring at the silent valley beyond, not a soul – metaphorical or literal – present. 

“Vampire?” The reptile called hesitantly, and he leaned back towards the valley… but 

nothing happened. The lizard found himself half-tempted to jump down… but even I might have 

a bit of trouble with forty feet of height, and I really don‟t want to open my wings here in Hell. 

That might attract some rather nasty attention that I don‟t need right now. 

The Drakkaren shook his head a bit, then instead turned around, striding to the other side 

of the small passage through the door and then carefully examining the next area, this time not 

wanting to make any assumptions except that the worst possible thing would happen in this area. 

On the other hand, it also looked and felt empty, and was devoid of any bubbling tar of doom or 

even sand… instead, it was simply a moderate-sized hallway of stone that widened in the middle 



and narrowed at the other end, with a bit of moss growing here and there on the tiles and a few 

curling stems of some sort of ivy Zerrex didn‟t recognize. Taking in every detail, he noted two 

patterned braziers that lit the room by means of some strange glowing, bubbling liquid poured 

inside them… and a long red carpet with a plain golden outline leading to a massive wooden 

gate. 

The floor of the hall was admittedly a bit awkward: the middle of the floor formed a 

shallow trench with a single stair leading down to it, where the red carpet lay along the dusty 

stone… but the Drakkaren figured it was an aesthetic choice more than a deadly trap, as he 

finally stepped out of the doorway and landed with a soft thump on the stone below. 

Nothing happened… and Zerrex strode forwards a few feet to step into the wider area, 

noting the room formed an enormous hexagon… before pausing and slowly turning around to 

stare at a beautiful female Drakkaren, her body naked and smooth, her scales and eyes a 

matching crimson… and large black horns jutting from her skull as she reached up to fondle her 

bosom teasingly, and Zerrex could sense more of these demons stepping into existence around 

him, feeling arms wrapping around his own and gentle hands caressing along his back and 

powerful abdominals, the succubi all whispering to each other in demonic as the one in front of 

him strutted slowly forwards, her long, spiked tail flicking back and forth behind her as she 

spread a large pair of demonic wings before furling them on her back, murmuring softly: “Lord 

Zerrex… you should not have done what you did in the world above. Now you‟re here before we 

were… fully ready for the little party we had planned.”  

Zerrex closed his eyes and tried to pull away, but the succubi were strong… and he grit 

his teeth as the demoness in front of him wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him… but 

she didn‟t force herself on him, and she pulled back afterwards with a smile as he hesitantly 

opened one eye before he realized the only thing running through him was anxiety at testing his 

willpower against the half-dozen or so sexual demons currently teasing him. A pause, and then 

he opened both eyes as the succubus ahead of him laughed quietly, looking at him with 

entertainment he found strange. “Oh Lord Zerrex! Did you really think that we would try and put 

you under our spell… when we‟re already captivated under yours?” 

“What are you talking about?” The Drakkaren asked slowly, and then he twitched a bit 

and coughed as he felt one of the succubi squeeze his buttocks, mumbling: “Hey uh… can we lay 

off with the touch- yeah, okay, I‟m going to have to ask you to take your hands off that.” 

He wiggled a bit, but the demons behind him only giggled, one of them pressed tightly 

against him and whispering excitedly to the others as her hand rested on his crotch, and the 

Drakkaren could feel another sliding inside the waistband of his pants… and he tossed a pleading 

look over to the succubus ahead of him, who gave a sigh before smiling teasingly and saying 

something in demonic, and the other girls immediately slid away from the Drakkaren to stand in 

front of him, giggling like schoolgirls. They were all naked, and of various different colors, but 

all of them had the same slender, attractive figures, large breasts, and curving hips… along with 

the horns, wings, and rows of spikes that led down to an almost-scissors that came out of the 

ends of their tails. They have similarities to the Sisters… but at the same time, they‟re obviously 

much different… “So please… what were you talking about?” 

“So polite, isn‟t he?” murmured the red-eyed demoness, and the others chattered and 

giggled for a moment before she stepped up to the Drakkaren, grasping him by the cheeks gently 

and saying teasingly: “Do you love me for my body, or for my personality?” 

“Is… what?” Zerrex looked at her stupidly, and the succubus closed her eyes for a 

moment before her body swelled upwards, and he stared as she grew from a petite five-six to at 



least ten feet tall, several spikes of bone jutting their way out of her shoulders and elbows as her 

arms bulged with thick, flexing muscles, the claws on her fingers and toes becoming long and 

gnarled, her horns pushing outwards and twisting upwards further with the tiara of spikes along 

her forehead, her teeth now massive, inwards-twisting fangs as she opened eyes that glowed 

completely red. 

“Do you love me for my body, or for my personality?” she asked, and her voice had 

taken on unearthly tones that sent chills down the Drakkaren‟s spine… before one of her huge, 

clawed hands grasped his and guided his palm gently to rest against one massive, swollen breast, 

the lizard swallowing a bit as he stared up into her glowing red eyes… before she smiled and 

said softly: “Yes… you‟re turned on by this, aren‟t you? You‟d fuck me harder now then you 

would when I looked so little and defenseless, even though you knew I wasn‟t… but here, with 

my real self revealed, you want me on my knees, sucking your cock even more… and oh, Lord 

Zerrex, this is part of the reason we adore you so much in the Hell of Lust… 

“You see, you are being tested. The Princess is watching every move you make, every 

little thing that happens, so she can know what to do with you… for you, Lord Zerrex, 

emphasize…” A pause as she leaned down, and he felt a long tongue drag slowly over his neck, 

the Drakkaren‟s eyes slipping closed as he tilted his head to the side, automatically squeezing 

into her swell gently. “So very many sins… but particularly… you are a mixture of Lust… and 

of Wrath.” 

Zerrex slowly pulled himself backwards, but the succubus was still holding his hand tight 

against her bosom as she looked down at him with a teasing grin, saying softly: “You are already 

as strong as a Prince of Demons… perhaps if you had fought the Warlord one-on-one as you had 

planned… we would all be writhing in excitement after watching the defeat of our greatest of 

enemies. But let me express that we are just as glad to see you here, Lord Zerrex… you have 

many friends and admirers in Hell, and all of us are but your humble servants…” 

The succubus slipped backwards… and then she knelt before him and dropped her head 

as he stared, the others doing the same as a tremble of power ran through him that the Drakkaren 

didn‟t like, the demoness murmuring softly: “We shall serve you and aid you on the long road 

ahead… we shall watch you and help you, as you become a demon… and we shall elevate you to 

the highest of demons in joy, for you are our master now.” 

“I don‟t… I don‟t deserve this.” Zerrex staggered backwards, shaking his head slowly as 

an expression almost like fear flitted across his features… and then he grunted as he bumped into 

something before two pairs of strong arms wrapped tightly around his arms. 

“Believe me… we all feel you do.” said a voice Zerrex had known well once… before he 

slowly pulled free and turned around to face a pair of smiling twins, both of them gazing up over 

him with adoration. He fell to his knees, staring back and forth and mouthing wordlessly at the 

sight of Mist and Shine, their red scales taunt and bodies clothed as he‟d remembered them all 

the way back in Hez‟Ranna, before the start of the Great War, their eyes twinkling – beautifully-

mismatched green and blue, and the only difference was that the other girl had eyes of blue and 

green. 

But now the two also possessed pairs of curling ram‟s horns, unlike the other demonesses 

he had seen so far… and before he could even ask, they both giggled quietly and wrapped their 

arms around one-another, saying teasingly: “Don‟t look so shocked, Lord Zerrex! We‟re happy 

to be here and ready to serve you once more…” 

“After all, Hell isn‟t so bad and has treated us both well… we‟re rarely even punished 

anymore, but you‟ll learn more about that soon…” A pause and a glance past Zerrex, the one the 



Drakkaren thought was Mist adding: “Sunia, we‟re going to take the Master out to the next area, 

alright?”  

“Go ahead… and good luck, Lord Zerrex.” The Drakkaren glanced over his shoulder, and 

he blinked as he saw the succubus had already reverted back to her beautiful, slim body, raising a 

hand and waving at him before adding teasingly: “Maybe you can fuck me later in that form if 

you behave yourself… just remember to keep up the good behavior, so I don‟t have to… punish 

you for being naughty.” 

The other succubi added words in their own tongue, and a stupefied Zerrex felt himself 

pulled towards the gigantic wooden gate a few moments later, the twins both raising a hand to 

the huge door. It shuddered violently… and then slowly rose upwards, and the lizard stared as 

the twins half-dragged him through the open archway and into some sort of massive coliseum, 

demons jeering and yelling from the stands around the arena, the reptile‟s feet sinking slightly 

into the soft sand beneath him as he tried to process exactly what the hell was going on. “Mist? 

Shine?” 

“It‟s okay, really… the games won‟t begin until you‟re ready.” Mist said comfortingly, 

then she kissed his cheek gently, her other hand adjusting the plain white wrap that went around 

her breasts, and then her white loincloth in an almost-nervous gesture, gazing up at him 

adoringly. “Oh, it‟s so good to see you again…” 

“We‟ve missed you so very much, Lord Zerrex…” added Shine, then she kissed his other 

cheek, gazing up at him affectionately as he looked over at her stupidly, the two halting inside 

the arena as a metal portcullis dropped slowly down behind them, sealing them inside the huge 

area. A pause at his look, and then she laughed, and the two blushed deeply. “But look at us! Our 

apologies, Lord Zerrex… our sincerest and deepest apologies for forgetting that you‟re so new to 

all this… but you know the Hez‟Rannan culture better than you realize. Look around, and why 

don‟t you tell us what this looks like?” 

“A battle arena, obviously… a coliseum.” Zerrex said dumbly, and when the girls both 

giggled, he made a face before slowly looking around the area, at the gate opposite, the white 

sand… and then his eyes settled on the decorative edging around the arena, the high walls, and 

the way the crowd was rowdy… but at the same time weren‟t chucking fruit or various other 

objects at him, demons in heavy armor and carrying enormous weapons slowly patrolling along 

the top of the walls. Wait… “Not just a coliseum… not just a game. I‟m being given time for the 

demons above watching to size me up and place bets… except no one‟s getting up. This is some 

sort of initiation rite, isn‟t it?” 

“You‟re very close, yes.” Mist nodded, slowly drawing her hand over his scarred chest 

almost reverently, and the Drakkaren glanced at her curiously as she blushed a bit, before 

murmuring in Hez‟Rannan: “Our last master was a traitor… but we both remember serving you, 

Lord Zerrex. An Iuratus in life…” 

“Continues to serve as an Iuratus even in death. We are yours, Lord Zerrex…” Shine 

finished, speaking in her own native tongue as well… and the Drakkaren found it strange that all 

of a sudden, Hez‟Rannan didn‟t seem as hard to understand as it had been over the course of his 

life. “Forever.” 

“Forever‟s a long time… you might not like me for that long after I get my ass handed to 

me by whoever‟s coming to… hand my ass to me.” Zerrex said lamely, and the two giggled 

before pressing closer, and the Drakkaren slid his arms around their waists, both of them sighing 

in what sounded almost like pleasure. “Why is it that half the demons I come across worship the 

ground I walk on? Seriously?” 



“Because you killed the Red Beast.” Shine looked almost surprised, glancing up at him as 

Mist nuzzled at his throat playfully. “Patriarch Narrius… don‟t you remember the story that he 

told you?” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, then he glanced from one twin to the next, saying quietly: “So… it 

was true? But if they feared him even here… does that mean others worshipped him in Hell?” 

The twins nodded, and then Mist murmured: “It takes everyone to make the worlds 

continue to spin… but those in Hell who worshipped him are often demons who ended up being 

tossed into the darkest regions of the Abyss and other terrible places, demons interested only in 

the destruction of all things. Even the Warlord has a goal in mind, which is total domination of 

all worlds… but Narrius only wished to destroy.” 

“I suppose your next question is, „where is he now…‟ and it‟s easy enough to answer.” 

Shine added softly, and Zerrex nodded, looking from one to the other slowly. “When Narrius 

was sent to Hell, he immediately tore a swathe of destruction through demons, lost souls, and all 

alike in his rage. He was uncontrollable… so the Scribes and Scholars combined their abilities 

and sealed him in what is now known as the Prismatic Prison, at the very bottom of the Abyss. 

There is no way for him to escape…” Shine paused, then murmured: “We have seen it 

ourselves…” 

“I‟m glad…” Zerrex felt the faintest twinge of hesitation inside himself, though… after 

all, once his father had come back from the dead, decades after the Drakkaren had killed him. 

But that was from tampering with the laws of nature… and Hellabos‟s research on that has been 

long destroyed, along with all of Narrius‟s remains. “But what am I doing here?” 

The twins looked up at him with entertainment for a moment, before the reptile winced as 

a dark portal opened in the center of the arena and a figure in grey cloak stepped out, complete 

with a large scythe that made it impossible for the Drakkaren to mistake, as he asked stupidly: 

“Is that… Death? Like, the Grim Reaper, Death?” 

“A version of it.” muttered Shine, and he glanced down at her with surprise as Death 

brushed at himself slowly with one hand, the portal vanishing behind him. Zerrex paused and 

glanced at Mist, noting the same expression… before looking up as Death stepped towards him 

and tripped on the hem of his robe with a loud curse, only saving himself thanks to the pole of 

his long scythe. 

Zerrex looked nonplussed as the twins stepped away from him, then leapt backwards into 

the stands… but the Drakkaren didn‟t bother to stare after them, instead walking forwards and 

rubbing the back of his head slowly as he approached the cloaked entity, which was now kicking 

at the torn bottom of its robe. “Uh… hi?” 

“Er. Gimme a second.” Death muttered, and then he quickly tossed the long robe aside… 

and Zerrex stared as he found himself not looking at some skeletal creature, but instead a 

youthful-looking mishmash of different beings. A dragon‟s head and muzzle with a long mane of 

hair that pushed out in a tall mohawk from its head, and a thin, almost feline body covered by a 

charcoal-grey vest. Its legs were unguligrade, going down into huge, clawed talons on bare feet 

below neatly-hemmed black pants… and the blue-scaled beast also had a long tail that split in 

half near the end, the twin forks of the tail flicking back and forth. 

Death offered his hand with a stupid grin, his green eyes vital and cheerful as he said: 

“Hey there, Lord Zerrex! Dear fuck, do you know what a bitch it was to fight for your soul? I 

mean, you know, I might be, well, Death, but that doesn‟t make it any more fun to get stabbed 

than anyone else.” A pause, his hand still floating in the air, and he added dryly: “And no, you 

won‟t die from touching me.” 



“Oh. Right. Sorry.” Zerrex said dumbly, and he shook the being‟s hand, Death wincing at 

the Drakkaren‟s tight grip and shaking his fingers out as the lizard looked mildly back and forth. 

“So uh… what the hell is going on?” 

“Well, here‟s how it works.” Death said briskly, straightening to his full twelve-foot 

height and clapping his hands together firmly, before muttering a curse under his breath as his 

scythe fell over into the sand. “You have a choice here. You can surrender now, and I‟ll take you 

down into…” A pause, and Death held up a finger, rummaging in his pants pocket before pulling 

out a small, leatherbound notebook and flicking through it with a mumble. 

He settled on a page near the end as Zerrex stared, watching as Death squinted at the 

words on the page, before brightening and slipping the book back into his pocket, continuing 

cheerfully: “Okay, so. You‟re set to be transferred from this small pocket dimension into one of 

the southern provinces of Hell, Le Bolla or something like that. It‟s a uh… sort of like 

Hez‟Ranna‟s image of Hell, to give you something you‟re familiar with.” A pause, and Death 

narrowed his eyes, asking dryly: “Can you like, not make your gaping so obvious? Yes, I get it. 

I‟m Death. Big whoop. There‟s a whole bunch of Deaths and a whole bunch of worlds though, 

you know, so like… yeah. We have a union and everything.” 

“You do not.” Zerrex said mildly, shaking his head quickly and glancing up at the 

reptilian creature, and Death glanced away, looking lame and rubbing the back of his head as the 

Drakkaren asked flatly: “And if you don‟t want me to stare, then why didn‟t you just come in 

without the getup and tell me your name?” 

“Shut up, that‟s why.” Death said proudly, before raising his hands and leaning 

backwards at Zerrex‟s glare. “Uh… can we start over? My name‟s Amiglion, but most people 

just call me Ami. And for your information, since you don‟t seem to know what I am, I‟m from 

the First Generation… I‟m a Naganatine. They don‟t make our kind anymore.” 

“You‟re weird, is what you are.” Zerrex said sulkily, crossing his arms and looking up at 

Ami dryly, who made a face at him in return. “And if I don‟t surrender, I suppose I‟ll have to 

fight Cerberus or something, right? Or maybe a hydra, to make my day complete.” 

Ami looked at him for a few moments, then he grinned and spread his arms wide, saying 

cheerfully: “Hey, don‟t be like that! You‟re in Hell, you found out what‟s on the other side… 

and it isn‟t so bad… well… at least not yet.” A pause, and Ami rubbed the back of his head, 

mumbling: “You are sort of a Class-A offender, so there‟s going to be lots of pain waiting for 

you down in Hell… but uh… hey, gotta do the time for the crime, right? Right? 

“You know, I‟m just… going to finish telling you about what‟s going to happen here.” 

Ami laughed a bit, looking embarrassed again as Zerrex tossed a sour look over the creature. 

First generation, first whatever, either way. He‟s an ass. Death is a bigger ass than I am. I might 

have to punch him in the nose. “If you don‟t surrender… and the expectation is you won‟t, which 

is why all these people are here… then you get to have the fun of fighting me.” 

Zerrex glanced at the creature in surprise at this, looking over him thoughtfully as Ami 

said in a more serious voice: “Now, if you lose… I‟ll take you down to Hell anyway, and you‟ll 

be given more duties and leaned more heavily on during punishments. But if you win… then I‟ll 

restore your physical body and drag you up to the surface and out of here myself.” 

“So are we fighting hand-to-hand or do I get a weapon?” Zerrex asked mildly, and Ami 

looked at him uncertainly for a few moments, the Drakkaren frowning a bit. “What?” 

“You uh… you know, why don‟t we make a deal?” The entity glanced over his shoulder 

with a wince, looking up towards a balcony that extended out over the coliseum… and Zerrex 

followed his gaze to see the Princess there, with several other figures he didn‟t recognize. “We‟ll 



call it a draw instead of you surrendering, and I‟ll take you right down to one of Hell‟s finer 

vacation spots instead of-” 

Zerrex punched the Naganatine in the end of the muzzle to the laughter of the crowd, and 

Ami fell heavily backwards on his ass, clutching his nose as his eyes filled with tears. The reptile 

immediately winced, but managed to say in a surly tone: “I don‟t want any special treatment.” 

“Well, I don‟t want to get my ass kicked!” Ami whined in return, glaring up at the reptile 

as he continued to clutch his nose. “Do you have any clue how often I‟m forced to fight stronger 

warriors like yourself? And I‟d like to point out that I‟m not a demon or lost soul, either… while 

the other Naganatine got to go to Heaven and Hell, you know where God chucked me? Limbo, 

that‟s fuckin‟ where! I was told to watch over the bored souls and entertain them… well, screw 

that, I said, and I busted out of there and ended up being sent to Hell.” He looked so dejected and 

miserable for a moment that Zerrex sighed and offered him a hand. 

The creature glanced up at him curiously, then he took it, wincing as the reptile hauled 

him up to his feet and quickly brushing himself off with a mumble. “So you know how you‟ve 

got a kind of dulled sensation right now when it comes to pain, how you don‟t get tired? Well, I 

don‟t get the bonuses of demonic corruption. I‟m still the same damned thing I was all those 

years ago. It might be just as hard to kill me as any high-tier demon, but unlike the popular 

legend, I can still freaking die and it still freaking hurts to get stabbed in the face.” He halted, 

looking sulky as he snapped his fingers, and a moment later a sword fell out of the sky and 

landed next to Zerrex, the Drakkaren jumping to the side in surprise. “But no, you get that, if you 

want it.” 

Zerrex glanced over at the blade, then he grasped it and slowly hefted it free of the 

ground, looking over it slowly and smiling slightly. It was made of a strange, silvery metal with 

several runes inscribed down the double-edge blade that almost glowed. It was thicker than the 

average sword, but still much thinner than Blackheart‟s blade had been… the handle, however, 

was longer and more comfortable for his large hands, and it was exceptionally light – or maybe 

that was just „one of the bonuses of demonic corruption,‟ as Ami had put it. A pause and a frown 

as he shouldered the six-foot sword, glancing over at the Naganatine as he rubbed his hands in 

the white sand, asking mildly: “Why the hell do they call it demonic corruption, anyway?” 

“Because a lot of people tend to lose themselves when they become demons… it‟s one of 

those „only the strong survive,‟ sorta things.” A pause and a look of dry amusement as Zerrex 

looked dumbly surprised. “You saw the Plasmids, the Nightmares and the Goat Demons, and 

even the Salamanders… they were all once mortals, but they were warped so much by Hell‟s 

energies and corruption that they became… something else. And you also saw how much even 

Miss Cherry changed…” A pause and a cough as he glanced nervously up towards the Princess. 

“But I‟m not supposed to talk about that.” 

Zerrex frowned a bit, glancing down… and then he looked back up, asking quietly: “Is 

becoming a demon inevitable?” 

“That‟s… a difficult question.” Ami said carefully, as he picked up his scythe and patted 

his dusty hands up and down against the pole, before he smiled faintly across at Zerrex. “Most of 

those who resist the process eventually go insane. Others get sick… others simply wither and 

die. But the worst is when a strong soul resists, because of fear… then the fear takes hold and 

ends up turning them into… something else entirely that is… usually far worse off, in the end.” 

The Drakkaren nodded with a quiet sigh, looking musingly at the ground… and then Ami 

cleared his throat, saying brightly: “Look. Here‟s how things work in here… I realize you may 

be afraid that you can indeed die, but I want to assure you, during this phase of the game, you 



technically can‟t. Therefore, to avoid the unpleasantness of being cut into pieces, I want to lay 

down a few ground rules for dueling. 

“One, no decapitations: that won‟t end well for anyone. The same goes for cutting off 

limbs, although I realize that…” Ami grit his teeth and made a face, looking slowly over the 

huge sword Zerrex was carrying like a feather. “Accidents happen. Three: let‟s keep it civil, I‟m 

very sensitive and you already almost made me cry once today. Four: we‟ll play until someone 

lands a blow to the other‟s… uh… heart.” 

“That sounds fine to me.” Zerrex said mildly, then he glanced to the side as a demoness 

landed next to them and glared over at Ami. She looked like a succubus… except she had the 

same kind of antler-horns as Cherry and her eyes were blue, while her scales were red and tan 

gold… and she also was actually wearing clothing, whereas most of the other succubi he‟d seen 

today had been naked. And I think the twins were a special case… but then again… skintight 

jeans and a black shirt? That‟s a bit… casual, isn‟t it? 

“What‟s the fucking holdup, Amiglion?” she snarled, tilting her head and crossing her 

arms. “It looks like you‟re just getting ready to fight him! The Princess is getting tired of waiting 

to see you do your duties and would like to note for the umpteenth time, that now you serve her 

and not any of the other Princes, as written under the contractual agreement.” 

Ami slowly shrank under her fury, and then she turned around, bowing deeply to Zerrex 

before offering him a smile that completely changed her features. “Lord Zerrex. I am Queen 

Feldspar, one of the Handmaidens of the Princess and her Excellency‟s humble servant. Upon 

behalf of her Highness, I wish to apologize to you for these hoops we‟re putting you through…” 

A pause as she stepped forwards and took the Drakkaren‟s hand, kissing slowly up his arm from 

his wrist as he stared at her, before a long tongue slithered out… and out… and out. “A Dius 

such as I would be… honored… to serve in any and all capacity after this little game is done 

with… but we ask humbly that you allow yourself to fall… the Princess has many great plans, 

but requires your help… and perhaps only with the added powers of a demon can you hope to 

defeat the Warlord and save the material worlds from destruction.” 

That brought a lot of conflicting emotions to the surface… and Zerrex grunted before 

looking down, then back up, asking quietly: “Queen Feldspar… you‟re the… not Hez‟Rannan, 

but the Unity religion popular in Ire writes you as one of the battlemaidens. I‟m curious to know 

if that‟s true or not.” 

The Dius looked pleased at this, brightening almost immediately and nodding as she 

straightened proudly, slipping a bit closer to the Drakkaren. “Oh yes… that‟s correct, Lord 

Zerrex! You possess knowledge, a stout heart, and incredible strength… there are many reasons 

to admire you indeed, and admire you we shall…” She leaned in close, kissing his cheek gently 

before drawing slowly back and grinning slightly. “We shall spar one day in the future, Lord 

Zerrex… and I am sure you will achieve a high nobility among all demons-” 

Across from them, Ami made a gagging sound, leaning heavily on his scythe before 

poking the two apart with the pole of the weapon, Feldspar glaring at him angrily. “Okay, we got 

the idea when you had Zerrex ambushed by the half-dozen whores. Now get off him, I believe 

you were already bitching that we were late for something?” 

“Just remember your contract, Death. You‟ll serve the Princess until all her desires are 

met.” The Dius snarled, then she strode back towards the balcony before easily leaping up to 

land on the edge of it in a kneel to the Princess, and then assuming her place back at her side as 

Zerrex gaped stupidly after her. Dude. Forget every bad thought I just had. I want to jump a 

hundred feet in the air, too. 



“Short fuse that one has, like most of the females around here.” Ami remarked, glancing 

back and forth mildly. “I‟d watch yourself around half your fan club, Lord Zerrex… most of 

them are used to ripping off and eating the heads of whoever screws them silly, much like… bah, 

you won‟t get the reference, wrong physical plane.” 

“Right.” Zerrex said flatly, and then he took the sword into both hands, tilting the longish 

blade forwards as he slid one foot out to the side slightly, tensing and flexing his muscles before 

letting his body fall loose. “Whenever you‟re ready to begin, Ami. I‟ll keep things as friendly as 

I can.” 

Ami made a face and mumbled something, then he took his scythe into both hands, the 

pole turning black as it straightened out, becoming steel instead of wood, and the blade 

lengthened slowly into a long, dangerous half-moon as he grunted: “I will too. Good luck, Lord 

Zerrex.” 

“The same to you.” Zerrex nodded politely… and then the two smiled grimly at each 

other before Ami stepped backwards and threw the scythe as hard as he could at the Drakkaren, 

the huge weapon going into a rapid spin that cut the air with its scream. 

Zerrex snorted, then he leaned into a hard upwards strike as he arched his back, sending 

the polearm flying high into the air with a zinging twirl as the Drakkaren charged forwards 

towards Ami, the Naganatine immediately squeaking loudly and turning to run… before Zerrex 

skidded to a halt and then threw himself backwards in a high, slow flip, arms out at either side as 

the huge scythe shot beneath him, Ami spinning around at the last moment to catch it with a 

grunt as the lizard landed in a crouch. 

The two reptiles looked at each other with surprise for a few moments… then Zerrex 

leapt forwards, stabbing hard outwards at the same time and fully-extending his arm, but Ami 

swung the huge scythe in, catching the blade of the sword between the blade and pole of his 

scythe, and he twisted hard out to his side with the polearm, almost tearing the sword from 

Zerrex‟s hands and sending the Drakkaren staggering forwards instead, his free arm flailing for 

balance. 

Immediately, Ami continued his graceful spin as he leapt past Zerrex… and the tip of his 

scythe cut a neat line along the Drakkaren‟s lower back before he pumped both arms in the air 

with a cackle, shouting victoriously: “First blood! I call first blood! What-” 

He turned around with a grin right into a hard, two-handed spinning swing from Zerrex, 

the sword ripping through his throat and sending Ami staggering backwards with a squawk, 

dropping his scythe as he grasped his neck and winced, blood spilling from his jugular in a 

gushing flow as he rasped: “No decapitations!” 

“I was aiming for your vocal cords.” Zerrex responded mildly, then he strode over and 

kicked the Naganatine hard in the crotch, and the entity‟s eyes rolled up in his head as he gave a 

loud moan of pain, grasping his groin and falling backwards as the Drakkaren added spitefully: 

“And that‟s for being a moron and leaving yourself open. Get up, Ami, I want to see you fight 

me, not prance around like a moron.” 

“Most people would take the easy win.” Ami said miserably from the ground, before 

slowly rolling up to his knees… and Zerrex gave him a hefty boot in the rear, the Naganatine 

snarling over his shoulder: “How the fuck can I get up with you kicking me to the ground all the 

time!” 

“Figure it out.” Zerrex replied coldly… but he smiled slightly as Ami attempted to 

scamper away from him this time, remembering when Requiem had taught him this same, hard 

lesson in life. Zerrex, stop it. You aren‟t crying because I‟ve hurt you, you‟re crying because 



you‟re frustrated… but this is an important lesson. Sometimes, the enemy will press you so hard 

you have only a moment to get back to your feet… and if you fail, you have to learn how to deal 

with those consequences, harsh as they may be. 

Ami attempted to climb to his feet again a short distance away… and Zerrex leapt 

forwards, slashing his sword hard down into the creature‟s back and causing him to shriek, the 

dragonish thing falling to the ground and spasming violently before Zerrex added a second firm 

strike with the flat of the blade to the deep gash in his back, and Ami yelled raggedly: “Fucking 

hell! Finish me already, what the hell‟s wrong with you?” 

Zerrex stepped backwards and let the bloody tip of the sword descend into the sand, 

before he said quietly: “I‟m not giving you a choice here, Amiglion. I want you to fight me with 

all the strength you have… I…” Zerrex faltered, then he looked away, murmuring quietly: “I 

don‟t want to return to the mortal realm.” 

Death glanced up in surprise… and then Ami rolled over, carefully climbing up to his 

feet as he looked at the Drakkaren curiously… before he said softly: “Do you believe you 

deserve Hell?” 

Zerrex gritted his teeth, turning away… and then he spun around with a violent 

roundhouse slash of the sword, shouting: “Never lower your guard!” 

Ami was once more sent sprawling to the ground with a shriek of surprise, blood bursting 

over his chest… but the wound looked comparatively-shallow, although Zerrex could see the 

gleam of his breastbone now… not a good sign, no, but at the same time, in let the reptile know 

he hadn‟t pierced his enemy‟s heart. I… I really don‟t want to go back, do I? My family probably 

is better off without me there, and if what Feldspar said is true… I can help them from down 

here. I can gain more power- 

Yes. More power. That‟s what you need… hissed a quiet voice in his head, and Zerrex 

snarled, looking away as Ravenlight added darkly: By the way, where‟s the prick who thinks he‟s 

me? Do you think he‟s going to leave the precious girls alone? We never finished the job and 

made sure he was dead… but yes. Let‟s continue our ignoble quest for more power… something 

we‟ve avoided all these years… 

“Didn‟t you just tell me not to let your guard drop?” Ami shouted back angrily, and then 

he swung in with the scythe at Zerrex‟s head… and without looking, the Drakkaren leaned 

forwards a bit so the huge blade overshot his neck, reaching up at the same time and catching the 

neck of the pole… and Ami gaped stupidly before whining loudly as Zerrex absently shoved the 

blade of his sword through his stomach, gargling and then whimpering: “Dude. I‟m not used to 

fighting! Kill me already, I‟m a frigging inter-Hell messenger and soul-thief most of the time, 

not a big burly stupid lizard!” 

Zerrex withdrew his blade, and Death squeaked before releasing the scythe in an attempt 

to hold in his intestines… and Zerrex smashed him in the face with the butt of his own pole, Ami 

letting out a loud moan as he sprawled on the ground, before the Drakkaren looked down at him 

thoughtfully and murmured: “You… you remind me of someone.” 

“Who, your punching bag?” Ami muttered, as he carefully folded his insides back into 

the gaping hole in his stomach, and then he stared as Zerrex laughed a bit at this. “What‟s so 

funny, the fact that I‟m going to be filled with fucking sand for about five years?” 

“No, it‟s… an inside joke.” Zerrex replied, then he walked slowly away, adding quietly: 

“Listen to me, Amiglion. I know you‟re trying… but you can try harder, and do better.” The 

Drakkaren turned around, settling his eyes on the Naganatine as he stood slowly, looking utterly 

miserable. “You‟ve been ordered to restrict the use of your abilities, haven‟t you?” 



Ami blinked at this, then he grinned stupidly and stuttered: “I… you know, n-not like… 

you know, you still couldn‟t take me, but the others were scared it would be unfair and… and…” 

“They want me to come peacefully… or they know that my only recourse is to go to Hell, 

one way or the other.” Zerrex spun his bloodstained sword slowly… and then he turned to Ami, 

taking it in both hands and saying quietly: “Go ahead. Show me what tricks you have up your 

sleeve. Let‟s make a new deal, though… if I kill you despite you fighting using magic or 

whatever nonsense you have… I‟ll go peacefully up to the mortal realm. But if you kill me… 

one day I‟ll teach you what I know of combat, and train you in the same arts I‟ve been trained 

in.” 

Ami stared at this deal… and then he nodded slowly, murmuring quietly: “The Princess 

would have to authorize it… but I agree, Lord Zerrex.” Death bowed a bit to him, then held out a 

hand, his scythe floating up to it before he smiled slightly. “Just… just do me a favor and hold 

back a little, okay?” 

“I‟ll think about it.” Zerrex responded with a slight smile, and then he readied himself as 

Ami closed his eyes and released his scythe, the huge polearm beginning to spin like a fan blade 

in front of him before his hands glowed purple, and the Drakkaren switched his stance to a more 

defensive one, the sword across his body before the Naganatine leapt backwards, the scythe 

moving with him and continuing to shield him as the creature grit its teeth. 

The entity made two distinct waving motions, releasing twin blades of purple energy 

through the twirling scythe… and the first knocked the Drakkaren backwards with a grunt of 

pain as tremors ran through his body, before he deflected the second with his blade… but it sent 

painful vibrations through his hands. More blades were flying at him now, though, and Zerrex 

tilted his body into a sprint to the side, sending up a rooster tail of dirt with his movements as 

Ami winced and immediately began to release more blades of energy. 

These half-moon shaped purple blades twisted to follow the Drakkaren‟s path, 

however… and Zerrex concentrated out of instinct, the blade of his sword glowing blue with his 

energy before he began to easily bat the blades out of the way, shattering them into purple motes 

as he tilted his charge towards Ami. The Naganatine looked shocked for a moment before 

glancing back and forth stupidly… and then he created a purple wall of energy between himself 

and the spinning scythe as Zerrex simply slashed hard forwards into the rotating weapon. 

It flew through the air like a crazy top as Ami fell backwards onto his ass with a squeal as 

his shield shattered as well, blue lighting flickering over the polearm… but Zerrex winced and 

grunted, wiping slowly at a long cut on his face, holding his sword loosely in the other hand and 

giving the Naganatine time to scramble backwards and hold up a hand, the huge weapon 

immediately spinning out of the air and heading down towards him. 

The Drakkaren watched as Ami easily caught the weapon before turning around and 

running straight at the reptile… and Zerrex waited patiently before swinging his sword hard 

upwards as Ami struck down with the polearm, knocking it flying out of his grip as the entity 

squeaked in shock before Zerrex‟s blade slammed into his midsection, Death‟s eyes bulging… 

but instead of carrying through and halving the creature, Zerrex turned and pulled hard to the 

side instead, and Ami flailed a bit, falling over and clutching at his stomach with a moan of 

agony, his legs kicking in the air as he howled: “That was completely uncalled for! Oh my fuck, 

it hurts like shit!” 

“Yeah, well, you suck.” Zerrex said morbidly, and then he swung upwards idly at one of 

Ami‟s feet, cutting a deep wound in the sole and causing the Naganatine‟s screams to raise in 

pitch. “Now, see, that was uncalled for.” 



“Bastard…” Ami moaned… and then he winced and crawled quickly away a moment 

later when Zerrex staggered forwards with a grunt, his eyes bulging in shock before he slowly 

looked down to see the blade of Death‟s scythe protruding from his stomach… and a glance over 

his shoulder confirmed that yes, there was a large pole attached to that blade sticking out of his 

lower body. He stumbled a few times as Ami fell to a kneel nearby, his arms over his stomach as 

he rapidly mumbled some incantation… and a moment later, he winced as bloody, shining blue 

runes etched slowly down his arms, and the terrible damage Zerrex had dealt to the creature‟s 

stomach healed itself. 

Zerrex, meanwhile, reached one arm back with a grimace… and then he snarled in pain 

as he yanked the polearm free, before staring as the steel pole turned red in his hand. A moment 

later, he was aware of burning agony… and the Drakkaren threw the weapon to the ground 

before looking down at his cooked palm, and Ami said apologetically: “Sorry, but Grim does as 

he does.” 

“The weapon‟s… alive?” Zerrex stuttered, and then scythe righted itself before the butt of 

the pole smashed him under the muzzle, knocking him flat, and the Drakkaren was forced to 

make a wild, rolling swing a moment later as the scythe attempted to cut into his skull, barely 

deflecting the weapon from his eye and instead digging a slash over his muzzle before it 

slammed uselessly into the dirt, and Zerrex held it in place with his sword, snarling over at Ami 

as the Naganatine held both his hands out and started another incantation. Spells seem verbal-

based… I need to interrupt him somehow… “Hey, your mom is… stupid!” 

“What the fuck!” Ami gaped, and even the pole stopped jerking beneath his sword… and 

a moment later, Zerrex threw his weapon hard at the Nagantine, and it pierced through his chest, 

both of them staring in shock as Ami staggered slowly backwards with a sword through his 

breast… before both winced and looked back and forth, and Zerrex‟s first thought was: Did I… 

no, no… it was a mistake… Gods, I want to see my family again, but at the same time I know I 

have a job to do here… I can become stronger here, I can help people here… 

“It didn‟t seem to pierce his heart.” The Princess said clearly from above, standing now 

on her balcony, the voice of the tall, gaunt figure seeming to smile from beneath her golden 

mask. “You may carry on with the fight.” 

The two looked at each other… and then the scythe whickered up from the sand and 

through the air, cutting a gash through Zerrex‟s chest before spinning over to the Naganatine, 

who reached out with a hand and snarled some incantation as the scythe cut a circle around him 

in the earth… and a moment later the narrow trench dug by the scythe filled with blood before 

Zerrex jerked forwards with a „hurk,‟ and his heart tore free of his chest and flew over into 

Ami‟s hand, several long vessels dangling from it. 

Zerrex felt agony… but most of it was drowned out by shock as he looked slowly down 

at the gaping, twisted hole in his chest, several of his ribs sticking out… and a moment later 

Ami‟s scythe seemed to disintegrate into flecks of darkness even as the crowd cheered and 

laughed… before he mumbled stupidly: “I think the sword did hit my heart. Is there a doctor in 

the house?” 

A moment later, he fell forwards on his face with a groan and fainted, and Zerrex merely 

stood, feeling blood pumping uselessly out the wound in his body as he looked back and forth 

dumbly, before swaying a bit as a groggy feeling began to overcome him and he fell back on his 

haunches, which made him feel a lot better. That was pretty cool… but… like… am I supposed to 

put my heart back in or something? 



Above in the private balcony, the Princess relaxed back in the throne, and said with that 

same smile in her voice: “Tend to them both. Amiglion seems quite badly injured, so perhaps he 

should be moved to the nearest temple for special care, so we can have him back in servitude 

within the next year or so… and Lord Zerrex will require some healing and binding, but apart 

from his missing organ, he seems to have sustained relatively minor damages.” 

“Is this right, your Highness?” asked a troubled demon with a goat‟s head and long, 

curled ram‟s horns, frowning a bit as he tented his fingers. “While I recognize the value of Lord 

Zerrex, especially as a combatant and commander for our soldiers… he did succeed in defeating 

Amiglion and he did land an injury to his heart first. Even using his abilities, our Grim Reaper 

had to resort to using the combined powers of Grim War and a forbidden incantation…” 

“Yes, Balthazar, we recognize that he was no match for Lord Zerrex…” Queen Feldspar 

murmured, looking over at the Drakkaren with a mixture of lust and adoration. “Your 

Excellency… may I tend to Lord Zerrex and bring him to meet Inquisitor Selena? I‟m sure she‟s 

very anxious to meet him by now…” 

“You may, Queen Feldspar. Send him my blessings.” The Princess said dismissively, 

waving a hand at her, and the Dius smiled happily as she bowed before turning and leaping down 

to the Drakkaren. 

Zerrex looked up at her stupidly… and then he blinked when she leaned over him and 

slipped a hand into his chest, before arching his back in a mixture of pain and surprise… and a 

moment later he looked down to watch as dark essence slowly began to knit his chest together, 

Feldspar murmuring softly: “This will do for now… you have a demon‟s heart in you, and it will 

slowly grow to match your body‟s needs, but for now avoid damages to it.” A pause as she 

gently took his hand and lifted him up, and Zerrex looked stupidly down at his chest as the 

wound closed and his ribs slid back into place with a creak. “Dark energy is not usually used for 

healing, but your body seems to accept and filter it… but come, now it is time for you to be 

drawn into Hell.” 

The Dius pointed at the air beside her, and a dark, crackling portal appeared before she 

squeezed the hand she was still holding, gazing over him affectionately as he remained in numb, 

stupefied silence, feeling anxiety running through his body… and feeling too much like a scared 

child, despite how warm his welcome had been. Or maybe that‟s why I‟m so scared right now… 

“I‟m to introduce you to your mentor, Selena… she will be serving as your Inquisitor in Hell, 

since she best matches your special mix of sins…” 

Feldspar tugged his hand gently… and Zerrex sighed a bit before forcing himself to 

follow her into the dark portal, resigning himself to the fate he had carried on his shoulders all 

his life: he had died and gone to Hell. 

 

Zerrex glanced back and forth as he sat alone on a small rock bench, rubbing absently at 

his chest every so often. The portal had been a strange experience… but stranger indeed had 

been his first glance into Hell. 

He‟d expected volcanoes, the legendary river of fire, and lots of screaming corpses and 

death and general animosity… but instead he found things to be rather… friendly? Amiable, at 

least… and even though the ground was indeed a barren wasteland of red and black rocks for the 

most part, there were some ugly-looking black trees scattered around… but also small 

settlements comprised of demons who had formed little bands together and built villages out of 

black wood and stone. The sky above was red and sunless, giving the impression of eternal 

twilight as black clouds slowly passed by… and the Dius had led him through a little village as 



intelligent and varied demons stared after him curiously before leaving him here, about a 

hundred feet outside the village on a dusty rest stop where several paths of white sand 

converged. 

For a little while, Zerrex had honestly enjoyed the view: straight below him was a 

trickling river, along which a few children were playing – Kids in Hell… well, I guess it‟s no 

surprise there‟s some running around, with how everyone looks down here – but straight ahead 

of him was the real treat. Fields of some sort of tarnished grass, small settlements in the distance 

and what looked like a forest to the east… and to the west he could see swamps and a deadly 

wasteland past the village, some sort of dark desert. But to the north, it was like he could see 

forever, all the way to where the world seemed to end in a dark pit… and standing tall in the 

middle of this was a huge tower of stone, and above was some sort of obelisk that was but a 

black line in the distance… although Zerrex could see that high above this, the sky swirled 

slowly around in an eternal vortex of red and black that was… in a word, beautiful. 

Now, however, he had decided just to relax and try to orient himself, feeling a bit 

miserable and vulnerable without a weapon… before he glanced up in surprise as a beautiful 

Drakkaren sat beside him, clad in a long, flowing white dress that covered her entire body and 

shoulders… and she smiled at him embarrassedly, putting her hands in her lap as they simply 

looked at each other for a little while. 

He took in her golden scales, her glowing irises that seemed to be all the colors of the 

rainbow, and the fact she seemed to have no demonic signs whatsoever… and she took in his 

hair, his scars, and his emerald eyes. Her clothing was chaste and elegant… his was dirty and 

torn. They were like the princess and the pauper… and finally, she took in his lack of anyone 

here with him… as he took in the enormous minotaur bodyguards standing nearby, clad in 

golden armor and both looking warily at him. Ugh. Give them sunglasses and suits, and you‟ve 

got some government agents just waiting to get angry right there… 

“Hi.” the female finally said lamely, and she offered a hand to him as he started, looking 

surprised. She blushed a bit, then said quietly: “I‟m… Lily. My name is Lily. Are you… Lord 

Zerrex?” 

“Yeah…” Zerrex took her hand after a moment, and he shook it… then raised it to his 

muzzle, kissing it softly as she blushed and gazed at him with a surprised smile. “But I‟m not all 

bad… at least, that‟s what I‟ve heard, but… you know, from biased people.” Zerrex finished 

dumbly, and the two looked at each other for a few moments before the Drakkaren coughed and 

asked stupidly: “So are you like… royalty or something?” 

“Sort of… I‟m the daughter of one of the monarchs.” Lily said quietly, glancing over at 

her bodyguards with a bit of a frown before returning her eyes to Zerrex. “I guess it‟s kind of 

obvious, with all the protection Daddy keeps me around…” 

The Drakkaren nodded and smiled a bit, but before he could speak, a mild voice said: 

“Your Majesty. You‟re supposed to be studying… and furthermore, you aren‟t supposed to be 

talking to strangers, with the increasing frequency of attacks on yourself by the Warlord. 

Besides, Lord Zerrex isn‟t your type and has likely had enough of sexual attacks on his person 

today.” 

Lily blushed deeply as Zerrex followed her gaze to the voice‟s owner… and he stared at 

the female Dragokkaren who reminded him immediately of Cherry… except scarier. I don‟t 

know if I‟m more aroused or more terrified right now. 

The demoness was tall and statuesque, with sizeable but not enormous musculature… 

and between a pair of large, long bull horns was a long black fin, much like Marina‟s but for its 



larger size and longer curve. Her body was covered in red scales that faded to a pale pink over 

her chest, and she was clothed – if you could call it that – in a leather lace corset that crisscrossed 

over her stomach, with straps that circled breasts that could easily compete with Cherry‟s for 

size. The thin leather straps formed two rings around her swells, and then went up over her 

shoulders… and there were other straps of what looked almost like gleaming rubber along her 

strong biceps and muscular, toned thighs, and a belt with a silver, runic clasp around her waist. 

From this hung a long leather whip… and Zerrex paused before meeting her black eyes and 

saying slowly: “You‟re Cleo.” 

“Yes… but Selena will do fine here, Lord Zerrex.” A pause, and then she added with a 

strange smile: “Mistress Selena on days like today… now… Lily… if you‟ll excuse us, I‟m 

taking Zerrex out to the catacombs for his introduction to how things work here in Hell.” 

Lily nodded… but before she left, she gave Zerrex a quick kiss on the cheek, saying 

warmly to him: “It was wonderful to meet you, Lord Zerrex. You‟re far gentler than I 

imagined…” A pause, and then a deep blush as she headed quickly down the central path, and 

Zerrex looked across at Selena‟s irritated expression with faint entertainment. 

“What?” Selena snapped after a moment, crossing her arms… and then she narrowed her 

eyes as she added darkly at Zerrex‟s snort: “Don‟t laugh at me!” 

“You‟re really, really nervous, aren‟t you?” Zerrex asked mildly, and Selena looked 

surprised for a moment before the Drakkaren added quietly: “It‟s not like I attacked Lily or 

anything… and Queen Feldspar told me you‟d be my mentor and my punisher, and that you‟re 

the… „perfect mix‟ for my sins.” 

“My apologies, Lord Zerrex.” Selena sketched an ironic curtsy, then motioned two 

fingers at him, adding dryly: “Today has been a busy day, so perhaps I am being shorter than 

usual… but you‟ll get no mercy from me, and I‟ll only answer the questions I wish to, you 

should understand this now.” 

“Fair enough.” Zerrex rose his hands to the dominatrix, and then he paused as he 

followed her slowly, crossing his arms and asking mildly: “So you‟re an Inquisitor, right? I‟ve 

been curious for a while… but how exactly do you determine when who gets punished and how 

you stop the punished from punishing back?” 

Selena snorted in amusement at this, then said easily over her shoulder, as they stepped 

from the dirt path into a field of tall black grasses: “The Scribes and Scholars take care of it… 

I‟m sure Miss Cherry told you a bit about those.” A pause, and she turned around, black eyes 

gleaming as she added softly: “And if you want to take a swing at me, perhaps in vengeance for 

poor Miss Cherry‟s pains… go ahead. But recognize that she was scared of me… so maybe you 

should be, too.” 

Zerrex snorted, then he made a face as she stood leisurely, her hands behind her back and 

muzzle jutting forwards… before muttering: “I don‟t want to hit you like this, you have no way 

to defend yourself. It wouldn‟t be fair.” 

“You have a strange sense of right and wrong.” Selena said meditatively, and then she 

shrugged a bit and smiled once more, adding idly: “But by all means, please swing as hard as 

you can… and if you can even make me twitch, I‟ll forgo all your punishments in the future and 

get down on my hands and knees and worship you like every other fucking slut succubus seems 

to be doing right now.” 

The Drakkaren frowned a bit… but then he stepped forwards and swung his fist with a 

grunt, putting a fair amount of strength into the blow… and a moment later he was repelled by 

some invisible force, semitransparent ripples of energy flickering through the air as he landed 



hard on his ass, his hand feeling like he‟d just tried to punch out the Earth… and then he slowly 

stood, making a face as Selena laughed and shook her head, crossing her arms with 

entertainment. “See? The Inquisitors are protected by the Scribes and Scholars… since I‟m 

supposed to teach you all about this world, one day I‟ll bring you to see them… but for today, 

my goal is simply to… try and avoid reducing you to a pile of useless, crying male.” 

“You‟re a bitch.” Zerrex said plaintively, and the demoness shrugged as they continued 

forwards through the field, the reptile wincing a bit and gauging his chances of running and 

escaping as they approached what looked like a stone shed standing in the middle of the field… 

but the Drakkaren realized a moment later it was the burned-down ruins of some greater 

structure as he noted the rocks and dead ground strewn almost at random around it. 

Selena was silent as she led him through the archway and down a set of wooden stairs to 

a torture chamber… and Zerrex wondered for a moment why he was going along with this before 

she glanced over her shoulder and said mildly: “Escape is futile. You‟ll be punished for not 

following me the moment you‟re caught… and the few portals leading out of Hell are heavily 

guarded. Plus the Scribes and Scholars would be after you too, and you‟d be unable to avoid 

their magic inside Hell… so it‟s best you go along with all this, Lord Zerrex.” 

The Drakkaren nodded… then stared as Selena pointed to a wooden stool next to a blood-

splattered table, commanding firmly. “Sit. We start with our agenda for the day first… and I‟ll 

explain to you how the torture system works in Hell.” 

Zerrex mumbled to himself, but did as she said, trying to keep himself passive and 

remembering the torture training he‟d gone through both in the military and with Requiem… but 

at the same time paying close attention to Selena as she strode over to a metal cabinet and 

opened the top shelf, pulling out a thick, skin-bound book and tossing it on the bloody table, 

muttering to herself as she ducked past several large, nasty-looking objects hanging from the 

ceiling before nodding a bit and straightening, a twisted smile on her face as she said quietly: 

“Now, Lord Zerrex… it says here that you‟ve committed many sexual sins over your lifetime… 

far more than most. I have rapes of all proportions, from nonconsensual but enjoyable-for-all-

parties sex… to gruesome rapes that I admittedly am somewhat impressed by, with the usual 

trash that comes through here. But also there‟s a lot of Wrath… killing after killing after 

meaningless killing. The more minor sins you‟ve committed are Pride and Envy… despite your 

own experiences and the many things you have endured and been pleased by, you‟ve still found 

a great amount of time to hate other people for the most minor of things… and of course, you‟ve 

been too proud to accept help or advice from many others, which is part of what got you down to 

Hell in the first place. 

“Apart from the big seven, we have things like… say… minor lies here and there, 

thievery, and a lot of nonsense from your years in the Goth Legion.” Selena continued, stepping 

towards the Drakkaren before grasping his shoulders and looking down into his eyes… and then 

she slowly dragged her tongue along the side of his muzzle, Zerrex grunting in surprise before 

she sat in his lap and growled teasingly: “And I know there‟s still a big part of you in there that 

wants to throw me down and fuck my brains out… but today, Lord Zerrex, you‟re the one who 

will be fucked.” 

She reached up and grasped his throat… and Zerrex winced at the immense power she 

seemed to exude, wondering if that was part of the powers she had been granted by the strange 

academics of Hell he‟d heard so much about… yet knew so little of. A moment later, however, 

he was being pulled by some invisible force as she slid off him and strolled ahead… and then he 

groaned in pain as she commanded coldly: “Heel.” 



The Drakkaren fought with all his will… but a moment later he fell to all fours, looking 

up before choking as a metal collar clamped over his neck out of thin air, attached to a steel 

chain that formed and then slid up into the female‟s hand… and she smiled cruelly down at him 

as she rose her other hand, and his clothes tore themselves apart, leaving his penis dangling 

between his legs as she said softly: “You‟re excited by this power… you hate it, but at the same 

time, it turns you on… no, I know you‟re no switch, but domination is an art, and I think you can 

appreciate my style… now follow me.” 

Zerrex bowed his head forwards, teeth grit as metal circlets snapped into place over his 

ankles and wrists… and slowly he followed, feeling humiliated and horrified as she led him 

around the table and through another door… then down a long hallway, smiling down at him 

every so often as he kept his head bowed, breathing hard in and out through his nostrils as he 

tried to swallow his pride while paradoxically struggling against the strange spell he had fallen 

under. 

Through the door, they entered into an empty, square concrete room, lit by several 

glowing orbs set near the ceiling around the room, and the only furnishing was a chair… but as 

Zerrex managed to look up, he did note lengths of rope and chain hanging on hooks near one 

side of the room, and a large metal trunk he didn‟t want to guess what was in. A moment later, 

Selena sat down, crossing her legs primly and leading Zerrex beside her… and then she said 

softly: “Sit, my pet. We have much to do today.” 

Zerrex felt his ass waver in the air… and then he gave a ragged sigh and sat, and slowly 

he felt her hand playing through his hair as she murmured patronizingly: “There, that wasn‟t so 

hard, was it? You‟re learning fast… but let me tell you some of your own advice, advice you 

gave once to Cherry. In the face of imminent defeat, it‟s better to surrender and live another 

day… than it is to fight, die, and fail everyone you love and respect. You have a choice, 

Zerrex… or as I‟ve decided to call you…” She looked up thoughtfully for a moment, pushing a 

finger under her muzzle gently before saying firmly: “Rex. You‟ll be Rex to me… my little pet.” 

She grinned down at him, and Zerrex wanted to snap at her like an animal… but he 

restrained himself as she leaned down beside him, saying teasingly: “Good… that‟s good, you 

are learning. I know that some day in the future, you‟ll lash out, and I‟ll have to put you back in 

your place… but for now it seems you‟ve decided to relax a bit and go along with things, and 

I‟m glad to see it. 

“If you become too problematic… I will torture you until you break, and there‟s nothing 

left of that fine spirit inside of you, Rex.” She added quietly, grabbing his muzzle… and Zerrex 

felt agony rip through his body as dark energy flickered over his form, before she added 

teasingly: “But behave yourself, and we‟ll get along just fine… and I‟ll even keep the pain to a 

minimum. I can‟t say much for the other Inquisitors who will be punishing you… but my job has 

been… very well defined.”  

She leaned back in her chair, then spread her legs and said softly: “Now, come around to 

my front… and beg for a treat.” 

Zerrex shivered… then forced himself to slowly crawl around in front of her, and he sat 

back in his haunches, looking up at her face as he swallowed thickly, then he brought his hands 

up in front of himself, the rest of his body limp. Selena looked down at him with a cold smile… 

and then she slid a hand down to slowly rub at her own crotch, saying softly: “Good boy. Take a 

single lick.” 

Zerrex trembled a bit… and then he slowly leaned forwards between her legs, and the 

smell of her was powerful yet infatuating before he dragged his tongue along the visible outline 



of her sex, tasting sweat and leather… and slowly he drew back with a whimper. Selena laughed 

at this before reaching down and shoving him easily onto his back, then she jerked the chain in 

her other hand, choking him as he gargled and grasped at it… before yelping as he found it was 

burning hot, smoke rising up from his hands. “Oh, no, you don‟t want to touch that… but let‟s 

see now… what else can I do to you…” 

Over the next three hours, Zerrex felt himself more and more degraded and humiliated, in 

ways he thought no one would ever be able to. He licked her feet and her legs, and again was 

„rewarded‟ with another lap at her crotch… and then she strolled around the room with him 

while referring to him as her bitch, her toy, and reminding him of every humiliating experience 

he‟d ever endured before putting a saddle on his back. 

For a while she had ridden him like that, the Drakkaren‟s muzzle harnessed and one of 

her hands on the reins, the other holding the leash taut… and then she‟d decided to play fetch 

with him while still on his back, throwing a small red ball around and laughing as he chased it 

around the room with her on his back. He didn‟t even notice her put the leash down in favor of a 

riding crop… but he felt it when he failed to move fast enough to please her, and she snapped his 

sides, his ass, his legs, anywhere she felt like with it as she shouted for him to run faster for the 

ball, to pick it up, to drop it there, to avoid rearing… until finally, his body worn out and 

weakened, she had removed the saddle and released the metal leash. 

At first he‟d been glad as she‟d ordered him to stand up… and then she‟d shoved him 

forwards and locked his wrists against the wall somehow… and he‟d heard her rummaging 

behind him in the metal trunk he‟d noticed before agony tore through him, the reptile screaming 

in pain as she nailed his forearms to the wall with massive metal spikes, and then nailed his feet 

into the ground, the reptile struggling uselessly against her tremendous, terrible power. The worst 

part had been his tail, however… she had snapped the bone inside in several places as he howled 

in pain, and then wrapped it around his waist like a twisted, ugly belt before nailing it firmly into 

place above his buttocks before starting in on whipping him. 

The Drakkaren felt tears of ridicule and agony rolling down his face now… it had been 

half an hour since she‟d nailed him up and taken her leather whip to his back, buttocks, and 

everything else… and he could hear her panting behind her, but he didn‟t think it was because 

she was tired. A few moments later, this was confirmed as her palms dragged over deep gouges 

in her back and she whispered: “Beautiful… you‟re such a beautiful, unique canvas, Rex… and 

I‟ve painted you red…” 

She drew back, then licked her muzzle slowly before he felt her reach down to squeeze 

his buttocks in both hands, and she murmured hungrily: “Yes… Rex, now you get to serve me in 

a whole different way…” A pause as he heard a grunt, and some terrible fleshy sound… and then 

he felt a terrible thickness, a terrible, gargantuan thickness pushing slowly over his buttocks as 

he moaned in fear and loathing as she growled hungrily: “Yes… you‟re mine, pet…” 

A moment later, agony ripped through him as she shoved into him, and he howled as she 

violated him, the length seeming endless as it tore into his anus, her hands grasping his hips as 

she snarled like an animal, flexing and grinding against him as he felt her pounding him 

viciously with a massive cock he didn‟t remember her having. 

As she rammed him, it grew worse: he felt something in his anus, and then he not only 

felt her getting bigger… he felt something else as well, before screaming as he wasn‟t only 

stretched and torn into, but cut as she groaned behind him, pounding and grinding harder as he 

claws dug deeply into his hips, and then her jaws sunk into his neck as he screamed raggedly. It 

went on and on and on, and he felt every moment of it, down to the pair of huge testicles 



slapping violently against his own, as one of her hands moved up and clawed deeply over his 

scarred chest, as she violated him for hours, the pain growing worse and worse… 

And then all of a sudden she jerked out, and he felt a wash of blood and sick fluids 

spilling out of him before her hands grabbed his shoulders and tore him free of the wall, the 

reptile shrieking in terrible pain as he crashed onto his back before she leapt down onto his chest 

with a snarl of pleasure on her features, his blood splattered over her maw as she forced a 

monstrous shaft that was at least four feet long and thicker than a small tree down at him, the 

head massive and bulging and the entire length of the shaft covered in pulsing spikes as she 

snarled: “Open up or I break your fucking muzzle!” 

Zerrex shivered violently, trying to turn his face away… and she punched him hard 

enough to dislocate his jaw before seizing his muzzle and ripping his jaws wide, shoving her 

massive length down into his throat as she moaned in ecstasy. He felt himself choking on the 

gargantuan cock, felt it tearing him apart and ripping through his throat as she shoved forwards, 

bending her monstrous penis down his throat until her testicles were pushing against his chin… 

and then she began to pound it in and out as she moved her hands to seize his hair, the reptile‟s 

maw torn abnormally wide and his throat bulging with every pass of her member, feeling as if 

his body was being destroyed from the inside-out as she violated him mercilessly. 

After at least another hour, she pulled free and laughed as thick seed splattered all over 

his face, grasping her own fleshy member and stroking it viciously to saturate him with it, before 

shoving into his maw and choking him on her strong-tasting load. He coughed and gagged and 

screamed through all of it before she finally drew away, her shaft wilting, losing its spikes and 

slowly drawing back inside of her body, the lips of her sex closing as the head shrank inside of 

her vagina… and then she reached back and sealed the flap of leather that covered her crotch 

back in place, before smiling down over him and saying softly: “Every day, Lord Zerrex. Every 

day I have to punish you, I will violate you, and I will use you as meat to please me…” A pause, 

and then she leaned slowly down, grasping his flaccid shaft before twisting and tearing, and 

Zerrex managed to let out another moan of agony as his eyes rolled back, feeling her tear his 

penis off before he stared in horror as she rose it to her mouth and slowly began to chew on it, at 

the same time fondling one of her breasts in what looked like ecstasy. “Oh, you taste so strong… 

and I look down at you and I see hate and admiration and pain in your eyes… and yet somehow, 

you‟re still sane.” 

She licked her muzzle slowly, then clapped her hands twice… and suddenly the pain was 

gone, and Zerrex sat up stupidly before she stepped on him and shoved him to the ground, the 

Drakkaren grunting and looking down over himself in terror for a moment… before he saw that 

not only were all his wounds were gone, his penis was safely back in place, and his clothes were 

neatly folded behind him on the ground. Selena looked down at him for a few moments as she 

opened her mouth… and then she withdrew her foot as the air in the room seemed to change, and 

she said quietly: “Your torture is done for today. Now it‟s lesson time… but Rex…” A pause and 

a teasing smile as she spread her legs, rubbing at her wet crotch with a quiet murmur: “Come 

here. Have a treat.” 

Zerrex didn‟t feel any pull, any urge… and yet he forced himself slowly upwards 

anyway, before grasping her hips and pushing his muzzle between her legs, lapping at the tight 

leather… and she let out a soft sigh of pleasure before grunting as he nuzzled forwards harder, 

pushing against her and half-lifting her as he stood up, growling as he nipped and ground his 

teeth against it, Selena‟s hips twitching as she reached down and grasped his hair, her hips 

bucking as she let out a squeak of surprise… and her legs curled around him as he moved with 



raw hunger and force against her, before standing up, the demoness grunting and moaning in 

surprise as her eyes bulged, Zerrex snarling as he ripped the leather covering her crotch away 

with his teeth and shoved her up against the ceiling, his tongue rubbing against the lips of her sex 

and delving into her passage, a bit of nectar far sweeter than the seed he had tasted shortly again 

falling out over his muzzle as she began to buck against him with moans of shock and surprise… 

and then he suddenly jerked her backwards, her head whacking against the ceiling as she let out a 

caw of surprise before falling into his arms and staring up at him in shock. 

“Some say the submissive controls the agenda.” Zerrex said quietly, looking down into 

her eyes… and she trembled as she saw the darkness beneath those emerald irises, felt the power 

in his arms as he added softly: “You‟ve left yourself vulnerable, Selena… you told me too much, 

just like the other demons did. And now you‟re here in my arms, trapped and unable to defend 

yourself, leaking and wet for me… and you know that I could fuck you, I could rape you, I could 

crush you out of existence…” 

The Drakkaren flexed against her as she moaned and shrank in his arms, trying to 

stammer something out… and then he slowly set her down, and she stared as the reptile closed 

his eyes and knelt in front of her, bowing his head and saying quietly: “But I won‟t. You have 

your job to do, and I have mine… and I won‟t hold that against you. But be careful, Selena… 

what you did to me was horrible, but I‟ve faced the Hell created by my own mind before, and I 

know there‟s always worse.” 

He stood, and their eyes locked before she smiled slightly… and then she stepped 

forwards, wrapping her arms around his neck and grinding against him as he flexed a bit, before 

murmuring softly: “Hell is complex… Lord and Master Zerrex.” A pause, and then she kissed 

his lips chastely, before saying quietly: “This… is why so many demons love and fear and 

respect you. Why so many worship you… because down in Hell, we all rife with sin are attracted 

especially to power, strength… and the rarest of all things, nobility through lack of fear. Even 

after what I did to you… you stood up to me. So I will make a deal with you, Lord Zerrex… one 

that I have rarely made over the eons I have served as an Inquisitor here in Hell. 

“If you agree to submit to my tortures and the training I‟ll be placing you through… I‟ll 

teach you everything I can about Hell and see if we can relax your tortures a bit.” she paused, 

then added in a teasing voice, stroking along his muzzle gently with one finger: “I think you need 

as many friends as you can get right now, because after all… this is Hell, and you‟re a creature 

driven by compulsion and discipline, rage and wrath, love and lust, and pure dark hate… 

emotions all very dangerous on their own, much less combined together.” 

Zerrex looked at her for a few moments… then he nodded slowly as his arms slid around 

her body, saying quietly: “Fine. I‟ll do it… but you better provide me with some damned good 

information.” 

Selena smiled at him amusedly, and then she drew back, crossing her arms and saying 

mildly: “You‟re an asshole. But since you seem a bit grouchy, I‟ll throw in this bonus. Come 

with me.”  

Zerrex made a face at her, but followed nonetheless after hopping quickly into his boxers 

and pants, the two walking in silence as Selena absently fixed her torn leather flap, and then 

Zerrex added sulkily as they reached the fields from what she had called the catacombs. “It‟s not 

my fault you‟re such a bitch. I didn‟t know you could grow a penis.” 

“I‟m a shapeshifter like Miss Cherry.” Selena said irritably, then she crossed her arms 

under her breasts, glaring at him and muttering: “Besides, you fuckers have earned your 

punishments… it‟s not my fault I got selected to perform the duty. How many people have you 



killed by raping them, after all? And I‟d like to note you went after small females, just because 

you liked to see „how low you could go‟ stuffing your dick in them before they popped like 

balloons.” 

“Because you aren‟t sadistic at all.” Zerrex said dryly, and Selena grunted and shrugged a 

bit before he asked mildly: “Out of sheer morbid curiosity… were you sent to Hell because of 

your rape fetishes or was it something else?” 

Selena flushed and looked down silently, a flash of something crossing her face… and 

then Zerrex halted and she snarled over her shoulder: “I don‟t want to talk about it, let‟s fucking 

move!” 

Zerrex only stood, however, arms crossed… but when Selena opened her mouth, looking 

furious, he reached out and grabbed her maw, making her blink as he looked down into her eyes 

quietly and said softly: “You just raped me with a spiked penis bigger than my arm in the ass, 

then in the mouth, and I can still taste your dick, much as I‟m trying not to. Besides, you 

promised me information… and maybe it hurts so much because of your obvious absolute refusal 

to talk about it.” 

The Drakkaren softened as she continued to look defensive… and then he murmured 

softly: “It was that way with Narrius and with my mother… I would never talk about it… but… 

he was always there in my reflection…” A pause, and he shook his head before adding in a 

mumble as she softened a bit as well: “I‟m also curious. And like you said, you need every friend 

you can get in Hell… and part of friendship, as I‟ve learned, is trusting each other.” 

“Fuck you.” Selena said irritably the moment Zerrex let go of her muzzle… and then she 

sighed and flushed, looking down and crossing her arms. “Fine. But let‟s go inside first… you 

can stay with me for now.” 

He opened his muzzle to ask where her home was, and then she pointed beside her and a 

black portal opened up before she strode quickly through… and the Drakkaren rubbed the back 

of his head, saying dryly: “I really need to learn how to do that.” 

Left with no other choice, however, he followed her through the portal, wincing at the 

sensation it left him with… and then he stared as he stepped into what looked like an old-

fashioned log home, the female already sitting on a large leather couch nearby and motioning for 

him to sit down wherever he wanted: there was a comfy-looking chair and two wooden ones 

around a dented coffee table… and a fireplace was cheerfully crackling away in the wall. He 

only continued to stare for a moment, though, turning around and noting the stone walls and then 

the divider and set of three small steps that led up into a plain, cheery-looking kitchen… and a 

moment later he blurted stupidly: “Well, this is better than most of the demonic lairs I‟ve seen in 

the past.” 

“Shut the fuck up and sit down.” Selena grunted, and Zerrex sat in the chair across from 

her, the demoness sighing and crossing her arms as she glowered at him. “Well, you have four 

hours of freedom, and here‟s some information for you. You don‟t have to eat or sleep, but it 

does help restore your energy… and you don‟t have to deal with any bodily functions, either, 

which is a nice bonus. Bathing is still a fair idea every now and then, and I believe you‟ve 

already been set up with a temporary job somewhere between torture sessions to earn some 

money, and-” 

Zerrex cleared his throat, and Selena went quiet as he looked at her pointedly… before 

she finally glanced away and muttered under her breath: “It‟s none of your fucking business. It‟s 

nobody‟s business but my own.” 



“So I take it this has been eating at you for… billions of years, huh?” Zerrex asked 

mildly, and Selena tossed him a sharp look as he shrugged a bit, crossing his arms and looking 

sourly back at her. “Hey, if I have to live with you, I want to know why you‟re such a bitch, so I 

can either accommodate or tell you you‟re an idiot.”  

Selena snarled, then said slowly: “You will only be living with me until such time that we 

can find you a room somewhere else… feel thankful, because most damned souls have to wander 

around and find or build their own homes, or end up taking jobs in the palace, joining the 

barracks, and being tortured regularly by the Royal Inquisitors, who are a shitload worse than 

me, got it?” 

The Drakkaren looked at her flatly again, then he finally said deprecatingly: “You agreed 

to tell me information. I want to know about this.” 

“Why the fuck are you so interested in helping people? Why can‟t you fuck off and die, 

no one asked you to!” Selena shouted, leaping to her feet… and then Zerrex snarled and jumped 

up to his. 

“Because no one ever helped me when I asked for it!” he roared in return, then he 

slammed a fist down into her table, crunching in a corner of the furnishing and snarling furiously 

in return as she gazed at him with shock, before he closed his eyes, his body visibly trembling as 

he reined himself in, saying in a measured, calm voice: “I‟m sorry. But you… remind me of 

Cherry in some ways, and myself in others. And as much as most of me hates you and wants to 

rip your throat out while you‟re sleeping and bathe in your blood while I eat your spleen, the rest 

of me wants to know if there‟s any hope of me ever escaping the Hell I‟ve gotten myself into, if 

the punishment ever ends… and if the punishment will at least takes away the pain inside me 

from everything else that hurts.” 

“It‟s the tortured that become the torturers.” Selena said quietly and nodded, and then she 

looked over him slowly before sitting down, and Zerrex slowly lowered himself into the chair 

again as she leaned forwards and murmured: “My full name is Selena Lamonte, and I was born 

into a poor family in the middle ages, when they still thought the world was just a layer of big 

domes, with Heaven above and Hell beneath. 

“I was a handmaiden that served at the table of the local governor… and a young, foolish 

knight took a fancy to me.” Selena grinned sourly, rubbing at her face slowly. “Of course, by the 

time I was nine, Father had already raped me so many times he‟d grown bored of me… and 

when I met the knight at twelve or thirteen, I had had my fair share of males in my bed. At that 

time in Ire, there was no chivalry lost among the people of that age… and any male was 

permitted to the body of whatever girl he wanted. 

“The silly knight taught me how to defend myself with a sword and with my body… and 

I remember one particular day where after being in bed with him, I realized his penis was shaped 

much like the hilt of a blade. And after some experimentation at the blacksmith‟s forge, I 

designed myself an interesting little playtoy with a large, barbed end on it, like an enormous but 

short war arrow.” She paused, crossing her arms and murmuring: “I raped my father. I raped my 

mother. I raped all my brothers. I raped knights and squires, lords and ladies. And it was 

delicious.” 

She halted, then shook her head a bit, murmuring softly: “By then, of course, I was 

sixteen and much more muscular than the other girls… so much so I could pass myself off as a 

male in the right kind of armor, which I began to do. I travelled the country… I raped as a 

male… I felt like a male… and I loved it.” she said angrily… but Zerrex realized all too well that 



anger wasn‟t directed at him, but herself. “And when I fell in love with a young girl… and she 

rejected me upon discovering I was only a „lowly female‟ like myself-” 

“You raped her to death.” Zerrex said quietly… and Selena smiled grimly across at him, 

nodding slowly and looking down. 

She was quiet for a little while… then said softly: “Not only that… I raped her on the 

table, dressed up as a male, with the newest model of my little sex toy… big, thick, gargantuan, 

stained red with the blood of all the rapes and subtly barbed… and I destroyed her with it, in 

every hole, and even after she was dead… I kept going to the jeers of the crowd until I faked an 

orgasm and pulled myself away from her, splattered in her blood. Then I hid it back under the 

folds of my clothes as they all congratulated me… but at least one of them figured out my secret, 

and later I was attacked, brought to the dungeons, and gang-raped by so many I lost count until 

they shoved my toy down my throat and I choked to death on it.” 

She looked across at him for a few moments, then said darkly: “And in Hell, I was raped. 

Over and over and over again… in the most vile ways possible. I became an Inquisitor after 

hundreds of thousands of years of this torture day after day…” 

She looked down, breaking off… and Zerrex nodded a bit, looking down quietly as well. 

He couldn‟t say anything to help her… and after hearing her life, he realized that in all 

likelihood… he would go the same way. She would rape him every day for Gods-knew how 

long… and then one day he would go back to raping viciously all those who were put under his 

care as Selena rubbed at her muzzle, then murmured quietly: “I hate myself every day, Lord 

Zerrex. And it makes me crueler… and this is exactly what the Scribes and Scholars who rule 

Hell want. They want all of us to mete out the worst punishments possible… want mortals to 

forget their mortality, and demons to forget their morality.” 

“It‟s Hell.” Zerrex said with faint amusement, and Selena looked over at him for a few 

moments… then she snorted and smiled, nodding and looking darkly amused at this. 

“Hell is Hell, that‟s right.” she murmured in agreement… then she patted the couch 

beside her and said dryly: “Come over here, Rex. I want a pet to lay in my lap and rub the head 

of, and you‟re just adorable when you‟re on your hands and knees.” 

“I‟m not your „pet.‟” Zerrex said irritably… and then he glared at her when she snorted 

and smiled at him with entertainment. “What?” 

She shrugged a bit, but continued to look at him imploringly… and the Drakkaren sighed 

before relenting and striding over to her, laying on the couch and resting his head in her lap… 

and she gently began to stroke through his hair as she gazed down at him quietly, murmuring 

softly: “Things would be so different if the Fifth Throne was filled… but no one‟s sat in the 

center of the Compass Thrones since Hell‟s beginnings, and the Archangel Lucifer has long been 

back in Heaven on the left-hand position of God himself.” 

Zerrex frowned at this, but he didn‟t even have to ask as Selena looked down at him with 

faint amusement, one of her hands sliding down to brush along his chest… and Zerrex did have 

to admit, he didn‟t quite mind this. Beats her dick, anyway… now that was some scary stuff. 

“Lucifer was the Archangel who came up with the concept and design of Hell, from the Abyss to 

the Circles to the Provinces and the Center Spire. For many years, he ruled over Hell with an iron 

fist, with four of the most powerful demons serving beneath him… but as hostilities grew 

between those shipped out of Heaven for „unworthiness‟ and the angels who thought that all 

mortals should face a period of atonement in Hell before being permitted to step into Heaven, 

Lucifer was ordered to return to Heaven and start dealing with other duties instead, and four 

demon monarchs were ordered to take up the reins. 



“Since then, Hell has changed drastically: the provinces have been redesigned, borders 

have been enforced, and only one of the Princes is the same one who was appointed to the throne 

all those years ago, and it is said he is set to soon be replaced by one of his sons.” Selena 

continued… and Zerrex noted that she seemed happier now, as she rambled on without a hint of 

the cold bitch he‟d met in her voice. “The Warlord, of course, killed his way into one of the 

Compass Thrones… and it is said that he strives to sit on the Center Throne so he will be granted 

dominion higher then that of the Scribes over all of Hell… but ever since Lucifer left, the Center 

Throne has been sealed completely off, and it is said that only a worthy successor will be able to 

open the seal and sit upon the throne, and only after a great struggle that proves his worth.” 

Selena broke off, sighing a bit as she continued to idly rub over his muzzle, the reptile 

closing his eyes thoughtfully… and then he felt her entangle one of her hands with his, the 

Drakkaren opening one eye in surprise as she shrugged a bit and glanced down at him with the 

faintest of smiles. “Shut up, don‟t ruin the moment.” A long pause, and then she said awkwardly: 

“My… my life was full of sorrow and pain… so much so that I all I took joy in was that same 

sort of thing, and I took a sick pleasure from thinking… thinking…” 

“That I had the worst life ever…” Zerrex murmured, and Selena looked down at him with 

a faint smile, her eyes lighting up. “That my life was completely unmatched by anyone else, 

from the starving, dying babies who at least had someone trying to help them in foreign lands… 

to the great, terrified kings hiding in their castles because they were being stormed by army after 

army… to all the other soldiers who were striding by my side, because at least they had 

something to return to…” 

“I thought like that for so long that… I was almost jealous of you.” Selena admitted after 

a moment, and Zerrex looked up at her with a faint smile. “I hated you, to be honest… because 

you seemed like a douchebag who could compete with me over how terrible our lives were, and I 

wanted to think that I had the worst of everything. Sometimes, like now, I realize how stupid I 

was – I have the Sisters as friends, among others, after all… and I guess… are we friends?” she 

asked hesitantly after a moment. 

Zerrex sat up and then licked her cheek firmly, and she snorted laughter as he said 

mildly: “That‟s how a pet would say yes. But in all seriousness… I think we‟re getting there.” 

The Drakkaren squeezed her hand quietly… and she squeezed back, and for a little while 

everything was okay as they curled up together, resting against one another until she finally 

murmured softly: “You have work detail, Lord Zerrex… I should take you there now.” 

“How the hell do you know what time it is?” The Drakkaren asked stupidly, and she 

shrugged and smiled a bit, the reptile making a face at her. “What? Don‟t give me that internal 

clock crap. I fell for that in the military and always ended up being about fifteen minutes early 

for everything.” 

“You get used to it… when you spend billions of years wandering around trying to figure 

out what time it is without casting a spell, you learn some tricks.” She smiled slightly, then 

stretched an arm out and snapped her fingers, and a portal appeared on the other side of the 

room, the female nodding to this. “I‟ll join you in just a moment, Zerrex. I just need to grab one 

of my notebooks. Go ahead and meet your coworkers, so to speak.” 

Zerrex nodded, climbing up from the couch… then he smiled a bit as she shooed him 

towards the portal, the Drakkaren striding over to it and stepping through, bringing on that 

strange feeling of zooming through the darkness… and then he stepped out into a plain field, 

making a bit of a face as he glanced back and forth at the construction equipment that was 



scattered around the area, before a minotaur with a clipboard approached in a plain white 

uniform, glancing over him and asking mildly: “Name, please.” 

“Zerrex Narrius.” the Drakkaren said… and immediately several of the demons chatting 

over by a half-constructed fence turned and gawked, one of them dropping whatever sort of 

beverage was available in Hell. “I was sent here by Inquisitor Selena.” 

“Yes, so take care of him, I want him back in one piece so I can have some more fun.” 

Selena said mildly from behind the reptile, and then Zerrex twitched and coughed as she slapped 

his buttocks firmly, making him blush deeply as she grinned across at the minotaur and added: 

“Firm, tight ass on this one, I tell you that. I‟m almost getting a hard-on just thinking about it.” 

“Take it somewhere else, bitch.” the minotaur replied calmly, and Selena snorted before 

he asked dryly: “Does he require any special treatment or wear?” 

Zerrex looked back and forth, feeling his masculinity rapidly draining away as Selena 

gazed over him thoughtfully… and then she smiled slightly and said softly: “Give him a full 

stone vest and some extra weights for those big arms and legs of his. I want this bitch toughened 

up, so…” A pause as he stared at her, before she added mildly: “I‟ve got him for this entire year 

to settle him in, so let‟s say… force him to do an entire month‟s labor on his own or build five 

homes, whatever comes first. Permit him to rest one hour of the seventh day, during which time 

he can eat… what do you have on hand?” 

The minotaur flipped through his clipboard, then said calmly: “Twenty loaves of bread, a 

hundred dry buns, three gallons of water for the entire month between the work crew of a dozen 

and my staff of three… but every week we get a fresh barrel of stew, most of which goes to my 

staff. How about we treat him to the stew?” 

Selena made a face, but nodded, then she reached up and ran a hand through Zerrex‟s hair 

as he looked at her sourly, saying sweetly: “I‟ll see you in a month, darling… believe me, it‟ll 

just fly right on by. And when I come back, I look forwards to seeing how you‟ve improved…” 

A pause, and a glance over to the minotaur with a grin, saying softly: “Better make that double 

weight halfway through the month… I want to make sure he gets good exercise.” 

“Got it all noted here.” The minotaur grunted, then Selena gave Zerrex a last wink as he 

gazed after her sourly… and then the minotaur looked over at him and said casually: “You‟re the 

first person here she‟s taken such a liking to. You should be proud of yourself, Zerrex…” 

“Yeah, don‟t worry. I‟m really proud.” Zerrex said morbidly, slumping his shoulders and 

then sighing as the minotaur turned and motioned for him to follow, glancing at the half-built 

structure behind him before saying mildly: “So like… these are basically snap-together homes 

you‟re building, huh?” 

“Good eyes.” The foreman nodded as he led Zerrex over to a huge pile of timbers and 

stone slabs, the minotaur patting the pile and saying clearly: “Since Hell is always expanding, 

construction is a very lucrative business. We‟re always building new homes, and they don‟t take 

very long to construct… flats for the most part, but with flat rooftops in case we need to build 

upwards at some point in the future. The hardest part is the interior, but a strong male like you 

should be able to snap together a home every few days… that is, if you weren‟t weighted down.” 

Zerrex made a face as the minotaur motioned for him to follow again… and twenty 

minutes later he waddled out from behind a strange, motorized carriage wearing a heavy vest 

made of strange, silvery grey stone, the reptile wincing as he strained to hold it up, his arms 

dangling and feet dragging from matching, heavy manacles locked around each. Several others 

who didn‟t look like demons pointed and laughed… and a minotaur standing nearby reached out 



and slapped the nearest easily over into the mud, looking down at him in distaste as he crossed 

his burly, massive arms. 

Zerrex snorted at this, then glared over at the crew leader, asking dryly: “I realize this is a 

stupid question, but how the hell am I supposed to work in this? It feels like it weighs a ton.” 

“It does. One point two metric tons, in fact, which is something like… twenty-four 

hundred pounds?” the minotaur replied calmly, and Zerrex gaped stupidly at him as he wrote 

something on his clipboard. “I‟m surprised you can move as well as you can… but get to work. 

My crew will be working on the left hand side, and you‟re on the right… you aren‟t permitted 

breaks, and Targin will be keeping a close eye on you.” 

A black-haired, massive minotaur stepped forwards, crossing his arms over a naked 

chest, and Zerrex stared at him before smiling dumbly and pointing at the swirling tattoo down 

one arm, asking stupidly: “So uh… where‟d you get the tat?” 

“The Southern Palace, where I used to work as a Royal Guard.” Targin grunted, and then 

he stepped forwards, and Zerrex stared up at the sixteen foot colossus of muscle stupidly, taking 

in everything from the scars that covered his body to the huge golden hoop through his nose, 

along with the many smaller rings in his large ears as he nudged the Drakkaren with a grunt, 

ordering: “Get to work, don‟t make me break out the whip. If you start dragging too much ass, 

I‟ll have to beat the crap out of you.” 

“I could take you if I wasn‟t wearing a ton and some of armor.” Zerrex muttered, and 

Targin grinned widely at this challenge, before the Drakkaren stuck out his tongue childishly. 

“But I have to work, so… maybe afterwards.” 

“This is gonna be real fun.” Targin rumbled, and then he sat back on the ground as Zerrex 

strode over to grab one of the wooden supports before mumbling and glancing over his shoulder 

to see how the hell constructing one of these weird homes worked. 

It was fairly simple, at least… but by the end of the first night – the Drakkaren learning 

that yes, even though nothing seemed to change in the sky above, things somehow got darker and 

weirder at night – the reptile had barely managed to get the supports in place, and was covered in 

bruises and a few nasty lashmarks from Targin‟s use of the whip, which he clearly enjoyed far 

too much in employing. The second day was the fun of attempting to drag the huge cement slabs 

over to set them up against the supports, his entire body aching… and across from him, three 

homes had already been constructed by the crew, and two of them were currently fitting the 

interior of the second home with the last finishing touches.  

But by noon, Zerrex had managed to recognize what he could do with the weight on his 

body, and what he couldn‟t… and he frowned a bit as he managed to get the last slab in place 

before moving to grab another off the pile and licking his muzzle slowly. The cement slabs, once 

put into place in the pre-dug trenches, seemed to stay in place no matter what you did to them… 

but being some twenty feet tall, it required a large stepladder and several other people with ropes 

to haul one of the massive, heavy slabs up and into place on the roof. 

 It forced the Drakkaren to improvise by dragging one of the huge slabs over and laying it 

against the wall, a stepladder between the two huge concrete pieces… and then the lizard shoved 

with all his strength, lifting the slab as his muscles bulged, sweat running down his face as he 

snarled and then slowly forced it upwards, then pushed forwards as he climbed the stepladder 

before shoving it into place, and it automatically locked between the heavy concrete pieces as 

Zerrex toppled and fell onto his back with a cackle… before howling in pain as the whip snapped 

down across his muzzle and he mumbled as he got back to his feet. 



At the end of his first week in Hell, Zerrex was miserable, beginning to understand the 

meaning of the word: sure, he was dead and thus didn‟t need sleep, rest, or food… but his entire 

body ached, and worse, it felt like his very spirit ached. But once that hour long break came, he 

felt like he was in paradise, sitting with Targin and glaring at him as the minotaur tried to shove 

him off the little stone bench, their backs to each other as the crew leader – Zerrex had learned 

his name was Feldstone – sighed and muttered about conflicting muscleheads. 

Once he was done his stew – and it really did feel like just the act of eating had revived 

him – Zerrex sat down on the ground and took a deep breath, figuring he had around forty 

minutes before Targin started whipping him into getting back to work on the second home he 

had just started constructing. Although he‟d thought putting on the roof was hard, doing the 

interior had absolutely wrecked his body: getting up, reaching up, stretching out, crawling 

around and setting the wooden tiles tight together, it was all made infinitely more difficult with 

the goddamn stone vest. So now he took the moments he had to try and draw away from all that, 

even as he felt Targin‟s eyes settle on him… but he did his best to ignore the giant for now.  

He breathed softly, concentrating and drawing his energy into his chest as he closed his 

eyes and bowed his head forwards, hands resting on his knees as he focused on the first thing 

that came to mind: the memory of his family. It hurt to think about, and he felt like he had 

betrayed them by not taking the chance to leave when he‟d been given it… but he pushed that 

away for now, instead keeping the image of his family firmly fixed in his mind as he tried to 

draw as much of his consciousness out of his body as he could. 

The picture in his mind faded after some time… and instead other memories began to 

come to him, simple ones he had long forgotten. Cindy washing the dishes and singing quietly to 

herself in the early morning, her body naked… Cherry at one of the many fighting competitions 

she took part in, punching out a Dragokkaren to the yell of the crowd… Marina painting an 

exquisite sunrise as she looked out the window over the city… Mahihko doodling idly as he 

waited for the stove to heat up so he could do some baking. They were all so very special in their 

own way, and he missed each and every one of them… 

Yeah, wonderful. Maybe you should concentrate on the moment, though. Ravenlight said 

in his head disgustedly, and Zerrex glanced up: he was enough outside of his mind to hear the 

voice of the being that represented his inner darkness in his head, but enough inside that he could 

see Ravenlight striding towards him from between shadowy memories that were flitting around 

his brain like ghosts. One week and you‟re homesick. Do you even remember the difference 

between mortal time and Hell time? 

Yes, I do. And I hate these conversations with myself. Zerrex thought morbidly, tossing 

Ravenlight a glare in his own mind. Since when does meditation incur the wrath of a stupid-head 

like you, anyway? Usually you‟re busy sulking in a corner. 

Fuck you. Ravenlight said irritably, and he sat down on a plush red chair that appeared 

beneath, him, the black-armored Drakkaren pulling one of his .52 magnums from the holster it 

was in and beginning to juggle it idly in one hand. A toss and a catch, a toss and a catch… and 

then he added finally: I‟m only here because you invited me in. 

Zerrex made a face… but before he could continue this argument, he felt a boot slam into 

the middle of his back and was knocked sprawling in the real world with a grunt of surprise and 

pain, rolling over immediately to see Targin glaring down at him. “Wake the hell up, you have to 

get back to work in ten minutes.” 

“I wasn‟t sleeping, I was meditating, you prick.” Zerrex responded acidly, and then he 

rolled back over onto his stomach and slowly forced himself up to all fours, and from there 



managed to climb to his knees as Targin watched with dark amusement. The moment Zerrex got 

to his feet, however, the minotaur shoved him over again, and the reptile let out a snarl of 

outrage as he lay flat on his back. “I‟m going to make you eat your own horns.” 

“We‟ll see about that.” Targin grunted, and then he wandered away as Zerrex once more 

went across the process of forcing himself up to his feet before morbidly heading back to work, 

deciding it was pointless to spend the next few minutes trying to rest if the minotaur was just 

going to keep shoving him around. 

The next week passed much the same as the first, other than the fact by the end of it 

Zerrex was beginning to pick up the pace, his body finally beginning to get used to the weight on 

it. He was just finishing up his third home now, and feeling rather proud of himself when 

Feldstone whistled for him, and the Drakkaren wandered out curiously from the small home he‟d 

built as the minotaur said dryly: “Break time, Zerrex. But come around here, first, I have 

something for you.” 

At first Zerrex dared to think it was something good… and then ten minutes later he 

waddled out with a miserable look on his face, another set of stone bracelets and anklets on him 

now along with several heavy weights that had been latched onto his vest. The Drakkaren fell 

over… and spent half an hour picking himself up off the ground as Targin laughed and threw 

pebbles at him. 

The entire week he worked was miserable. He barely managed to put together one 

home… and Targin, meanwhile, cheerfully followed behind him with the whip, snapping it every 

now and then to get the Drakkaren moving faster. But something happened around the end of the 

third week, as Zerrex frowned at himself and paused long enough to flex… and Targin halted in 

mid-draw of the whip, tilting his head and saying curiously: “Do that again.” 

“No.” Zerrex said defiantly… then he stepped backwards out of the way of the whip as 

Targin lashed it at him, the minotaur snarling at him but not bothering to attempt to beat some 

sense into him. He‟d already been reprimanded once for that… but on the other hand, when 

Zerrex turned back around to get a concrete piece after setting down the last of the timbers, 

Targin yelled at him to go faster and snapped him painfully across the muzzle again. 

When his break rolled around, Zerrex ignored it and continued to work, to the amazement 

of the others… and moving without Targin‟s constant harrying, the reptile was able to finish off 

the interior of the fourth home he‟d set up, going back to work on the fifth and trying to move a 

bit faster and push himself harder. 

Targin, on the other hand, did everything he could to slow him down. The minotaur 

circled him as he worked, snapped the whip in his face – which never failed to knock Zerrex 

over, and then he‟d kick him every few minutes as he tried to crawl to his feet, usually until 

Feldstone came over and shouted at Targin for being an idiot – and leaned on whatever piece the 

Drakkaren was coming to get next before the minotaur kicked the last cement wall, cracking it 

and saying mildly that now the Drakkaren would have to fix it. 

Zerrex knew complaining was useless: Targin might get reprimanded, but then he‟d take 

his fury out on Zerrex, and the sessions of „get-up-lay-down‟ with the minotaur were grueling 

and could go on for hours. Instead, the reptile approached Feldstone and said the roof piece for 

the last home was broken… and Feldstone nodded with a sigh before pointing across the road 

and replying mildly: “Then take one of the stone walls from down there.” 

It was at least fifteen homes away… and Zerrex made a face before striding over as 

Targin strolled behind him, snapping the whip over his shoulders and shouting for him to hurry 

up, calling him names, and looking for any opportunity to trip him. Zerrex kept his shoulders 



squared and his pace casual, however, just glad that he had so quickly and strangely adjusted to 

the weight he was wearing before glaring over at Targin as the minotaur grunted: “Don‟t think 

you‟re going to get halfway across the road with that, lizard.” 

“We‟ll see about that.” Zerrex ducked a bit as he slid the concrete piece off the pile… 

then he snarled and flexed as he turned around, balancing it half on his back and half on his arms 

as the others stared, and the Drakkaren started at a brisk pace across the road as Targin followed 

behind him. A moment later, however, Zerrex felt the minotaur grab the back edge of the 

concrete wall and shove it violently upwards, the piece rising in Zerrex‟s hands… and the 

Drakkaren grunted as he tossed the twenty foot square of concrete up into the air before reaching 

up and catching it on the palms of his hands, his arms shuddering and giving away as he leaned 

forwards, but the piece landing squarely on his back. 

Targin snarled loudly behind him… but then Feldstone shouted angrily: “Targin! You are 

not an Inquisitor, and if I see you damage property one more time here, I‟m going to report you 

to the monarchs! As it is, I‟m going to be giving a full report on your behavior to Inquisitor 

Selena when she returns, and I assure you it will not cast you in a good light!” 

“Fuck.” Targin groaned behind the Drakkaren, and Zerrex heard the minotaur turn to 

walk over to Feldstone as he continued to complain… and the reptile quickly took the time to 

half-jog down the row of empty lots to the home he had been working on, and at the last moment 

he let the heavy block fall backwards, wincing a bit as he almost struck the wall before it toppled 

back into the ground, the top falling forwards as Zerrex ducked to lean against the edge of the 

other concrete pieces safely anchored in the ground. 

The Drakkaren managed to get the roof piece on before Targin could come back… and 

the rest of his time spent that week was mostly hiding inside the interior of the home, where 

Targin wasn‟t permitted to go, instead yelling and shouting at him uselessly outside as Zerrex 

relaxed a bit while putting down the flooring. On the other hand, Targin stole the bag of „lamps,‟ 

the glowing little orbs he was supposed to affix to each wall of the flat… and Zerrex wasted 

more than three hours looking for them before Feldstone asked him what the problem was, and 

before he could reply, Targin innocently held up the bag and said curiously: “Is this what you 

were looking for, oh Lord Zerrex?” 

“Targin, what did I tell you about fucking with our supplies?” And Feldstone dragged 

Targin off to shout at him, leaving Zerrex to put the finishing touches on the home on the 

morning of his last day of work detail. 

When he stepped outside, Targin had five sheets of concrete tied in a bundle and attached 

to a harness around his shoulders, and he was slowly striding down the road, the concrete sheets 

dragging through the dirt behind him as he panted hard, his eyes and muscles bulging at the 

effort. Feldstone, on the other hand, ducked into the home to inspect it… and then he nodded and 

stepped out, glancing down at Zerrex and checking over his clipboard before saying mildly, as 

the reptile headed back to the pile of concrete sheets. “You‟re done.” 

“What?” Zerrex turned around, then he counted the homes he‟d made… and he stared 

stupidly at the minotaur. “You mean…” 

“Yeah. Good work, kid. I‟ll put in a good word about you upstairs… and you‟re welcome 

to work here any time.” A pause as Feldstone tapped his pencil against his clipboard, and then he 

put it aside and rested back against the side of the concrete home, crossing his arms and looking 

down over him curiously for a few moments. “You know… I‟m not supposed to offer this job to 

newbies in Hell like yourself… but I‟m looking for a permanent crew member to join the team. 

Unless your Inquisitor ordered it, you wouldn‟t have to wear the vest, and your combined salary 



would come out to about a hundred and twenty coins a month, give or take depending on the 

project. But you do some hard work, and honestly, you aren‟t gonna find a better offer in Hell.” 

Zerrex paused… then he nodded slowly and smiled a bit, rolling his shoulders as he 

glanced over the five homes… homes that he had built himself, even while wearing at least two 

metric tons of weight. “I think I‟d be glad to be on the team.” 

“Alright. I‟ll add a note about that to my report to Selena, then.” Feldstone paused, then 

jerked his head towards the transport carriage. “But come on, let‟s take that shit off you. No 

wonder you‟re marked down as half-Wrath on this profile sheet.” 

A few minutes later, and Zerrex strolled out from behind the carriage feeling like he was 

in Heaven, rolling his shoulders and stretching his body out, his feet seeming to barely touch the 

ground. Targin, meanwhile, glowered at him from where he was resting against the pile of 

concrete pieces… and as Zerrex strode by, the minotaur bad-temperedly brought out his whip 

and snapped the reptile across the face with it. 

Zerrex staggered backwards with a series of curses that usually only Cherry used… and 

he spun to face the minotaur with a snarl before they both blanched as a female voice said 

irritably: “You. Stop it.” 

The Drakkaren peered to the side… and then he relaxed when he saw Selena glaring not 

at him, but at Targin, Feldstone standing beside her and looking furious. A moment later, 

however, Selena looked over at the reptile with a glare… but he saw the twinkle in her eyes as 

she said mock-seriously: “And you! Are you just going to stand there and take that from him?” 

“I wasn‟t sure if I was permitted to hurt him or not.” Zerrex responded with a bow to her, 

and Selena smiled contritely as he added: “Besides, I thought someone else was in charge of 

him.” 

“Oh no, minotaurs aren‟t demons… well, technically they are, but they‟re not…” Selena 

paused, looking sourly over Targin. “But that doesn‟t mean someone shouldn‟t be watching 

some of these brutes… Feldstone, this bastard has gone and hurt the face of my beautiful pet, and 

that‟s something reserved only for me. Furthermore, it seems that Zerrex exceeded 

expectations… if you don‟t mind, since I‟ve still got some spare time, I‟d like to allow my new 

toy there to teach him a lesson.” 

Feldstone winced a bit… but after a moment he finally nodded, as Targin grinned widely 

and threw off the ropes, wiping sweat from his eyes. “But no killing him, Targin, no matter what 

happens. I‟ll be watching closely, and if you show even a hint of leaning into a death strike…” 

“Yeah, yeah.” Targin muttered, waving him off, and then he glowered at Zerrex, 

smashing his fists together and towering over him before tossing aside the toolbelt looped around 

his waist, raising both hands out towards the Drakkaren. “I‟m going to eat you up and spit you 

out, little lizard.” 

“That‟s not the first time I‟ve heard that.” Zerrex muttered, and then he made a face as 

the minotaur laced his fingers together and simply slammed his fists down towards him in a 

tomahawk, reaching his own hands up and then even looking surprised himself with the ease by 

which he halted the minotaur‟s hard swing down at him, his muscles bulging before he shoved 

hard backwards, sending Targin stumbling away as he said mildly: “This fight doesn‟t exactly 

seem fair on your end.” 

“Shut up!” Targin snarled, then he swung in with a hard one-two combo… and Zerrex 

slipped easily between his fists before swinging a hard upwards palm up into the underside of the 

minotaur‟s jaw as he slipped between his thick limbs, and the giant staggered backwards with a 



groan, his arms pinwheeling before the reptile dropped, fast as lighting, and caught his ankle in a 

pincer between two of his legs. 

Targin fell heavily on his back, and then he yelped as Zerrex rolled and twisted his ankle 

savagely to the side, the minotaur forced to roll himself before Zerrex snagged his leg and 

shoved it forwards, the reptile who was half his size jerking it up to the center of his back and 

causing the minotaur to howl like a distraught child as his fists pummeled the ground, looking 

over his shoulder at him with horror as Zerrex looked back with a wide grin, saying playfully: 

“Come on, Targin! All this month you‟ve been telling me how much you were looking forwards 

to kicking my ass, and here‟s your chance… aren‟t you going to take it?” 

The minotaur snarled and flailed, and Zerrex leapt clear of his body, allowing the 

minotaur to roll onto his back… before he stepped forwards and snagged his nose ring, the bull-

demon letting out a long, deep bray but not daring to move as the Drakkaren pulled on it with 

enough force to demonstrate that he could easily pull it out if he wanted, his other foot resting 

against his thick chest as he looked into his eyes with amusement. “You might be a big boy, but 

I‟ve tangled with dudes twice your size and come out on top. Now either step up or step out… 

but you better choose fast before I-” 

Zerrex suddenly jerked back as he shoved off the minotaur‟s chest, and Targin howled as 

he fell backwards and clutched at his bloody nose, his eyes watering as the others murmured to 

one another at the sight of the bloody ring in Zerrex‟s hand… and Feldstone made a bit of a face 

as Selena laughed, resting her head in one hand and waving the other at the Drakkaren. “Enough, 

enough, Zerrex! You did good, though… but come on, we have business to attend to.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, then he glanced down at the golden ring before tossing it down into 

the dirt, giving a polite half-bow to Feldstone as he followed Selena down the road in quiet for a 

few minutes… and then he asked mildly: “So uh… am I going to be tortured now?” 

“I‟m a professional first, Zerrex. What, you didn‟t expect me to get all mushy on you, did 

you?” Selena asked dryly, and then she snorted… but leaned over and threw an arm around his 

shoulders companionably anyway, and the reptile smiled slightly as he reached down to slap her 

buttocks firmly, causing her to cough. “Don‟t touch me there or I‟ll end up doing something else 

to you. But yes… we have another torture session today for six hours, followed by at least eight 

hours of touring and classes on Hell.” 

“Oh wonderful.” Zerrex mumbled, as Selena led him down a side road… and within 

thirty minutes he was nearly-crying, his teeth grit and his screams locked inside his chest as 

Selena slowly pulled out his claws, one-by-one, and then replaced them with metal screws, 

feeling his mind starting to go numb from sheer pain and the simple surreality of being trapped 

in Hell itself. 

After that, Selena forced him down into an old wooden chair and nailed his arms down 

before strapping his legs in, the reptile moaning quietly in agony… and then she almost-tenderly 

placed an engraved collar around his neck before straddling him… and he could see in her eyes 

that lust growing… 

He didn‟t know when or how it happened… but suddenly he had an erection, one of the 

hardest he‟d ever had, with several cinched belts locked around the base of his penis tightly 

enough to dig into flesh and another set of belts encircling his testicles… and she was naked as 

she set herself over him with a cruel grin, lowering her sex to the bulging, enormous head of his 

shaft, and she whispered: “Do you want it?” 

“Yes… yes… please…” he moaned, barely aware of himself… and she teased him for 

almost twenty minutes, her body flexing, brushing her breasts against his muzzle and kissing the 



end of his penis with the lips of her vagina… and then slowly she lowered herself onto him with 

a pleased groan, at first slipping just the head of his shaft inside of her body… but Zerrex arched 

his back, trying to pull his arms free with a shriek and attempting to pull away as it felt like 

handfuls of glass were being rubbed down his shaft… but pulling back hurt even more, and a tear 

slipped down his cheek as he attempted to rein himself back under control, his heart thudding 

like a hammer in his chest. 

She grinned at his expression, then shoved herself down his length, and he hissed in 

agony, nothing else able to release from his horrified muzzle, his screams jamming in his 

throat… but they released when she slowly drew back up, blood spurting down his huge shaft 

from deep, terrible wounds all along his penis, the inside of her passage lined somehow with 

what felt like a hundred little barbs and hooks as she began to move herself slowly, teasingly up 

and down his huge penis, growling in pleasure as she drank in the agony on his features. 

It went on for hours, the female gyrating her hips every so often, sometimes speeding up, 

at other times slowly to a crawl to cause him terrible, horrific amounts of agony… and finally, 

she moaned and released what felt like hot slag over his shaft, ebbing into every wound and 

filling him with a new level of pain before he heard a loud crunch, and his eyes bulged as she 

slowly drew away to leave nothing behind but a few inches of useless, torn flesh spurting bloody, 

a long, single vessel dangling down as the reptile moaned in shock and horror, and she grinned at 

him widely, opening her mouth as blood leaked out of her sex… before snorting as they both 

looked up at the sound of a gong, and Selena snapped her fingers at him before brushing herself 

off briskly, her clothes reappearing over her body as Zerrex looked down at himself stupidly, 

sitting in the chair without restraint or pain, his body completely restored even if he was still 

naked… and again, his pants and boxers were neatly folded on the dusty ground. He stood up… 

and Selena jumped into his lap, Zerrex squeaking in terror as she grinned down at him and said 

hungrily: “I want more, Lord Zerrex. Come on, play with me.” 

“Uh… I thought you were professional?” Zerrex replied dumbly, and that was enough to 

cause Selena to give him a consternated look and slip off him, the Drakkaren sighing in relief 

and relaxing as he added mildly: “My little friend might not be as terrified of you right now if 

you didn‟t just eat him with your vagina, by the way.” 

“Oh, come on! It‟s been a month and all I‟ve had are bottom-of-the-barrel scum! Do you 

know how hard it is to find someone decently tough around here?” Selena paused, then glared at 

him as he began to get up, shoving him over again into the chair and grasping his shoulders, 

looking down at him hungrily as she murmured softly: “Don‟t you dare go soft on me now, 

Zerrex… I know you want my body… I can see it in your eyes, how hard you want to fuck 

me…” 

“You just raped me!” Zerrex said in a strangled voice, carefully sidestepping the fact that 

she was right. Yeah, besides. Your vagina seems like it‟d make a fair pencil sharpener. “I‟m not 

going to… have casual sex with you right now, Selena!” 

“Mistress Selena to you.” she snapped, then she let out a grunt when Zerrex punched her 

lightly in the stomach, mumbling and sounding almost dejected: “Fine, just Selena, you assface. 

Then if you aren‟t going to fuck me, put your pants on. I don‟t want that big dick of yours 

flopping all over the place while we… hey, wait, stay… would you stop struggling, I‟m not 

trying to rape you!” 

Zerrex flailed a bit anyway, then mumbled and crossed his arms, glowering and holding 

still as Selena leaned over him, her breasts pressing against his muzzle… but he had to admit, 

since they hadn‟t been responsible for any serious injury to his body – Yet… he thought morbidly 



– he didn‟t exactly mind them being there. A few moments later, however, she drew back and 

smiled slightly at him, and Zerrex made a bit of a face at her expression. “What?” 

“It looks like you‟re starting to become one of us, Lord Zerrex…” she said softly, and 

Zerrex winced before she poked a sensitive spot on the side of his skull, the reptile making a face 

and immediately leaning away from her finger. “There‟s a horn starting to develop there.” 

The Drakkaren stared at her… then he slowly reached up and touched the spot, wincing 

again at the pain and murmuring quietly: “So… but… I thought it took, like, a long time?” 

Selena nodded thoughtfully, then she paused and leaned over to her notebook, flicking 

through it to the end and halting as she trailed her finger over a page before looking up at him 

mildly: “Except you‟ve been exposed to a lot of Hell‟s influence already. A dimensional tear 

opened right next to you, you‟ve been splattered with demon blood, you‟ve been having sex with 

a demon of royal lineage, and you travelled through the corruption that was beginning to ebb out 

over Lunis as well as absorbed the powers of a Dark Bezoar. Plus you‟re a Drakkai… and since 

they‟re the ascendants of one of the first demonic races, they tend to be more easily corrupted.” 

Zerrex stared at this, then he tilted his head with a frown, leaning back in the chair and 

asking quietly: “So… it‟s true, those old stories about the Dragokkaren crawling up from the 

cracks of Hell in the Cradle of Life?” 

“Not just from there… but other Gates of Hell all throughout the world.” Selena smiled 

slightly, slipping forwards and stretching her graceful legs out easily over the sides of the chair, 

sitting half in his lap as her hands gripped his shoulders gently, gazing down into his eyes with 

entertainment. “Just like the minotaurs, they lived in Hell alongside true demons like ourselves… 

and yes, Lord Zerrex, that‟s what I meant earlier.” she added gently, at his look. “Minotaurs and 

Drakkai are very similar… in an environment like Hell, they only develop into true demons 

when we take them out to the Tank…” 

She paused and looked down at him thoughtfully, rubbing under her muzzle slowly… 

and Zerrex made a face, looking back at her with a wince. “Whenever you get that look in your 

eyes, you rape me.” 

“Shut up.” Selena said absently, and she brushed the hair from his eyes as she said 

mildly: “I‟m going to be watching your development, Lord Zerrex. For some people, such as 

Cherry, it takes a relatively short time for them to warp into a demon… but for others, such as 

yourself, it might take a million years or more. Just because you grow a set of horns doesn‟t 

make you a demon… it only means you‟re an Initiate, in the first stage of demonic 

transformation. If after a few thousand years or so you haven‟t improved noticeably at all… I‟m 

going to see if I can get you moved to the Tank so we can skip those nasty in-between stages.” 

“I don‟t know if you‟re doing me a favor or not.” Zerrex said dryly, and at the grin on her 

face, he soured a bit further. “Oh. I see. You‟re not.” 

She snorted, then climbed off him and crossed her arms, jerking her head at his clothes 

but continuing to look entertained. “Let‟s get going, Zerrex… we‟re losing time.” A pause as she 

snapped her fingers at the air beside her, and a portal opened. “I‟ve got a lot to show you today 

and discuss with you, and after that we have another quick torture session.” 

“Oh joy.” Zerrex muttered, then he sighed and quickly slid into his clothes as she walked 

through the portal, before falling after her as he did up the buttons of his fly. “And here I was, 

thinking that after a month, you might miss me a bit.” 

 



As it turned out, she did indeed have a lot to show him… and Zerrex was almost glad 

when she opened another portal and informed them they had to go and complete a quick two 

hour torture session, with how tired he‟d gotten. 

Selena had shown him the Southern Cross, the largest metropolis in Hell‟s Southern 

Province… and Zerrex had been amazed to see it was a lot like some steampunk combination of 

modern day skyscrapers with medieval age markets and people riding around on the backs of 

strange pack animals, several of them with multiple heads and their muzzles bound shut so they 

didn‟t snap at passerby. Zerrex did notice one thing though, and it was that at least half the 

population of Hell seemed to be some sort of reptilian beast, which for once made him feel right 

at home. 

They passed whorehouses and strip clubs placed right beside temples and book shops, 

and Selena held up a small cloth bag and rattled it, saying mildly to the Drakkaren that he had a 

hundred silver to spend however he liked. Zerrex took the bag and asked stupidly how much that 

was, and she‟d replied dryly that it wasn‟t a whole hell of a lot. “Just don‟t waste it on food or 

shit like that, either… remember, eating is a comfort thing and a privilege down here in Hell.” 

“Hello, Zerrex!” a voice had said a moment later, and Zerrex had turned with surprise to 

see Lily stride out of the crowd towards him with a smile, accompanied by her two armored 

bodyguards. Today she was wearing a long black dress that matched the black band around her 

head, and a parasol was slung over one shoulder, a purse over the other as she glanced over him 

and then said in an embarrassed voice: “I see you‟re here with Inquisitor Selena… I hope she 

isn‟t being too rough on you.” 

Zerrex opened his muzzle… and then he stared when Selena winced and half-hid behind 

him, before looking immediately relieved when he said slowly: “No, not at all. She‟s definitely 

an effective torturer, I‟ll give her that… but on the other hand, today she‟s treated me to showing 

me around the metropolis. It seems far more peaceful than the ones on the mortal realm despite 

all the people walking around, I‟ll tell you that.” 

“Yes… I just wish all of Hell was like this. We‟re in the middle of a little civil matter 

right now, and the conflict has caused a lot of dispute around the smaller territories and borders.” 

Lily paused, then blushed a bit and covered her muzzle. “But listen to me prattle. Zerrex, I know 

this is a bit forwards of me, but I was wondering if we could meet for dinner, perchance, 

sometime next week? I‟m truly fascinated with what the other girls at the palace tell me, and I‟d 

like to get to know you better.” 

“You‟re blunt… I like that.” Zerrex said with a bit of a smile, and then he nodded, 

glancing over at Selena as she made a bit of a face. “When did you say I had free time?” 

“You get four hours of free time next Kan.” Selena said, and her tone was almost sulky as 

she looked over at Lily, some of her nastiness returning as she added: “And now you should run 

along, ma‟am. I‟ll ensure Lord Zerrex picks you up around nine, near nightfall.” 

“I‟ll be looking forwards to it.” Lily smiled to him, then she strode away, her two 

bodyguards following emotionlessly. Zerrex glanced after her for a moment… and then he let 

out a grunt as Selena shoved him in the opposite direction, almost running down a few passing 

imps, the group of yellow-skinned demons immediately chattering and waving their little fists 

after the pair. 

Zerrex dug his feet in and managed to halt them as a Rakshasa passed in front of them, 

the mage stumbling to the side, the orange tiger-headed creature giving a wince… and then it 

sighed in relief and walked onwards, adjusting the robe it was wearing over its hairless body and 



giving Selena a glare as the Drakkaren tilted his head back towards the demoness, asking mildly: 

“If you‟re a shapeshifter, can you turn into Lily? Then I‟ll dunk you in an alley if you want.” 

Selena snarled at him and shook him violently, before spinning him around and glaring 

into his eyes, the reptile squeaking. “Listen, asshole! You don‟t even know who she is!” A pause, 

and then Selena let out a high-bitched bark before grabbing her throat and looking stupid, and 

she let out a series of yips and yelps before spinning around and hurling several fireballs at the 

giggling imps they had passed moments before, and immediately they screeched and fled as the 

blasts dug several craters in the earth. 

The Drakkaren stared as Selena turned around and cleared her throat, tapping it as two of 

her fingers glowed blue, before she continued in a deadly serious voice: “Since you‟re retarded 

and clueless, I‟ll spell it out. She‟s royalty. High-royalty. As in princess-level royalty, and if you 

upset her, her parents are going to have the Court Mages come down here and turn you into a 

smoking crater.” A pause as she grimaced and held up a hand. “Please don‟t ask me about magic 

right now, I‟m really not in the mood to get into any in-depth explanations. Come on… I‟ll buy 

you something at the bazaar if you want.” 

An hour later, Zerrex was walking along holding Selena‟s hand as they strolled down the 

street, the mood of both considerably lighter. The Drakkaren now had a fair-sized sword 

sheathed on his back with an extended handle: it was only single edged, but he thought it would 

do nicely if Targin randomly leapt out of the shadows with a whip or something. Selena, on the 

other hand, he‟d gotten talking again… and once he got her rambling, her mood always seemed 

to brighten, and she released all sorts of bits and pieces of information she probably shouldn‟t to 

such a newbie like him, as several people had called him. 

For instance, she described how his schedule would be for the years ahead… and 

admittedly, the Drakkaren enjoyed being on a disciplined, strict schedule again. It helped him 

feel like he had more of a purpose in life, for one thing… or death, he supposed, now that he was 

here in Hell. It also helped knowing that his weeks – composed of seven days, Slae, Do, Mal, 

Lok, Kan, Tipet, and Lam – were designed with torture sessions in the morning, followed by 

lessons and training over the course of the day, and then he would have a few hours of freedom 

before work at night. Every second week or so he would have extended torture sessions and then 

a small „bonus‟ session as well before he went to work… but for whatever reason, that didn‟t 

bother him. Sure, every session was grueling, filled with more humiliation and pain than he 

thought possible… but here he was, smiling and holding hands with an Inquisitor, feeling 

remarkably… good about everything. 

Sure, life wasn‟t pleasant… but looking around, he felt strangely like he had a chance at a 

good destiny in this strange, twisted world. He felt a bit homesick, but that was for his family… 

here, on the other hand, he felt like he fit in, and even as if maybe the daily tortures he underwent 

and the hard work he‟d be doing instead of sleeping would make everything worthwhile. On the 

other hand, he knew he could grow bitter, too… but for now, the world had intoxicated him, and 

even though he felt a chill whenever he looked at Selena… at the same time, he felt almost like 

he could trust her with his life. 

The other things he learned had to do mostly with the structure of Hell: with how large 

and expansive the provinces were, most of the settlements were small villages… and luxuries 

weren‟t afforded to the damned or cursed or initiates like himself: they had to be earned, hence 

the little snap-together homes he had been building in long rows. She also mentioned that 

because of the special interests in him, she would remain as his Inquisitor and trainer for the 

main part of the next century or so… after this first hundred years, she would trade him off with 



several other Inquisitors, but she would be his main mentor and destroyer for between six to 

eight months of every year. 

The entire day was spent walking around and exploring the metropolis as she talked 

about the few cities scattered throughout Hell, next: places where armies were massed and 

drafted, and where as high as the skyscrapers of steel and stone towered, one could always be 

sure of the cities looming twice as deep underground in a complex pattern of burrows and 

tunnels. When the reptile asked if the Plasmids or other such monstrosities lived down there, she 

made a face of disgust and nodded after a moment. 

“Teams of demons are often sent down to exterminate them, usually armored soldiers and 

a few pyromancers, but ever since several swarms escaped the Circle of Gluttony, they‟ve been 

breeding in every corner of Hell.” Selena shook her head slowly, looking disgusted as they 

halted in front of a bookstore with a sign in the front that proudly stated it was a licensed 

alchemical supply shop. Zerrex, however, was busy staring at Selena. They… breed? “They‟ve 

laid hatches of eggs everywhere that‟s dark and damp… from caverns in the wastelands to the 

Deep Forest, even in the Abyss… and you‟ve seen how they move! They crawl on everything… 

and the bastards are vicious. It doesn‟t help we hear that the Warlord has been breeding several 

new types of Plasmid and that he has his soldiers train them as hunting beasts…” 

Zerrex made a face, looking disgusted as he rubbed at his muzzle slowly… and then he 

rubbed a hand through his hair as Selena released his hand, glancing down at her own with 

something like embarrassment. “So… those things… wait, aren‟t people tossed into those circles 

or something?” 

“Yes… I noted that you yourself were supposed to be thrown into the Circle of Lust or 

perhaps Wrath, but then the Princess took a special interest in you, and here you are.” Selena 

shrugged, then the demoness rubbed at one of her horns, adding dryly: “Didn‟t you notice there‟s 

not a lot of lost souls wandering around?” A pause as she tilted her head to the other side, adding 

mildly as the Drakkaren frowned at the ground: “On the other hand, you‟ve also been marked for 

Inquisitorial tortures, and those are always reserved for the worst of sinners. 

“On that same hand, you certainly are one of the most bloodstained sinners I‟ve ever 

met…” Selena continued, idly stepping aside so a skeleton in a robe could slip between them 

with an apology to push in through the shop doors. “So maybe you deserve it, from that angle. 

But speaking truthfully, and off the record? From what I‟ve read of your history, you‟ve worked 

hard to atone yourself in life… and you‟ve gone through tortures in life I couldn‟t ever replicate 

here in Hell, no matter how much spiritual, physical, and emotional pain I can cause you. You 

saved the world… you killed your former mentor to „save‟ your daughter… and now you‟ve 

allowed yourself to be defeated by Amiglion, one of the most mediocre fighters I have ever seen, 

in order to stay in Hell. And the question that comes to mind, Lord Zerrex, is why? Why are you 

here?”  

She looked at him with a frown now, and Zerrex tapped a hand against the windowsill of 

the shop before shrugging a bit and meeting her eyes… and finally he sighed and said honestly at 

that imploring look: “Because I was useless and dying and getting old a lot faster than I should 

have. My body was breaking down from all the genetic tampering done to it over the years, 

despite the faulty immortality genes implanted in my body… and Cindy had quietly told me that 

I‟d probably be dead in a decade, anyway.” He smiled a bit and touched his chest quietly, 

murmuring softly: “My heart was damaged… probably a parting gift from when I shared my 

body with the dark nephilim, Drake. 



“So… why not? I saw what happened to Cherry… I almost envied the abilities, the new 

strength she had.” Zerrex paused, then he looked down, hating himself even as he murmured 

softly: “If I can become a demon… then I can ensure my victory against the Prince of Demons 

and his army. I can avenge Requiem… and most of all, I can save my family and my friends.” 

“Your compassion is your weakness.” Selena said coldly, turning away and crossing her 

arms… but Zerrex saw the flash of pain on her face as he strode up behind her and gripped her 

shoulders quietly, and she rested back against him as she added in quiet murmur: “Revenge is a 

reason to go to Hell, Lord Zerrex… it ain‟t a reason to get out of it.” 

“No, but protecting my family and my loved ones is.” Zerrex responded quietly… and 

they had been quiet as demons strode by down the street without a glance to them, until finally 

they had both turned and continued the little tour of the metropolis, Selena murmuring 

information about this place and that, and telling him about the domestic hydras that were 

commonly employed for travel and the self-propelled carriages that ran off a crystallized soul. 

And now they were descending the steps to the catacombs once more, and Selena looked 

over him tiredly as he rested back in the chair… but she was quiet for almost ten minutes before 

Zerrex asked hesitantly: “Is there something wrong?” 

“I can‟t decide what to do.” Selena said lamely, and then she sighed, propping herself up 

on the bloody table and looking at him again with a frown. “I‟d like to demonstrate something.” 

Zerrex watched as she picked up a knife, and then she quickly stabbed it into his body, 

the reptile jumping in the chair with a wince and a grunt of pain… and then he glared at her and 

snapped: “What, how much it hurts when someone pops your lungs?” 

“You know as well as I do you don‟t need to actually breathe anymore…” Selena 

responded absently, waving a hand at him as the Drakkaren reached up to grasp the hilt of the 

knife… and then he watched her apprehensively for a few moments, but when she didn‟t say or 

do anything, he yanked it out and tossed it onto the bloody table, mumbling as he concentrated, 

his palm glowing blue over the wound as it slowly began to stitch itself closed. “See, when I stab 

a normal person, they start crying and bawling immediately. With you, it‟s a lot- what the hell 

are you doing?” 

Selena was staring at him in shock, and Zerrex halted the healing process, the glow 

around his hand fading as she gaped at him, before spluttering: “You… you can heal yourself 

with energy like that?” 

“Yeah… so?” Zerrex asked slowly… and then Selena pointed at him and dark energy 

shot over his body, the reptile cursing as he squirmed under the flow of darkness, before 

concentrating and simply shrugging, the bolts of energy immediately dissipating. “Are you trying 

to prove a point or just piss me off? Is this anger management torture or something?” 

“Zerrex… manipulation of energy on one or two levels is one thing, but you‟re using 

your own body energy for everything… offensive purposes, defensive purposes, passive and 

aggressive.” Selena replied slowly, then she frowned and crossed her arms. “Okay, fuck torture 

for tonight, I‟ll… come up with something fancy later, like tying you to the ceiling and wrapping 

steel wire around your dick and your muzzle or something.  

“Instead, I want you to concentrate and create a ball of energy in your hand, alright? To 

form a sphere, just… oh.” She stared as Zerrex glowered at her and held a hand out, a blue 

sphere about the size of a grapefruit immediately forming in his fingers, and her own hand went 

limp. “Can you… change the size of it?” 

Zerrex responded by shrugging, concentrating and causing the sphere to grow to the size 

of a beachball, now mostly transparent with how thin his energy was spread out… before 



shrinking it down into a bright azure marble. A pause, and then he flicked this at Selena, and she 

covered her face before the automatic guard protecting her body came into play, the energy 

distorting into rippled waves that flowed harmlessly through the air. “I can do anything with my 

energy. Oh, let me show you this new trick I came up with a few years ago...” 

Zerrex made a face, gritting his teeth and clenching his hands into fists, and Selena stared 

at him, about to ask if he was constipated before blue energy flickered over his face… and a 

moment later the Drakkaren reached up and slowly jiggled the energy free, leaving it in the 

shape of his head and hair before he rested it on one fist beside his head, the energy solidifying a 

bit as he said loudly: “Why hello there, sir. I must say, you are a handsome fellow.  

“You don‟t look so bad yourself!” the reptile spoke in a squeaky voice out of the corner 

of his mouth, at the same time moving his fist slightly inside the head of energy, and the mouth 

opened and closed in semi-rhythm with the words. 

“You… I don‟t know whether to congratulate you or call you a fucking moron.” Selena 

said dumbly, and Zerrex glared at her as the head of energy vanished, the reptile slumping back a 

bit in the chair. “Energy is repressed here, Lord Zerrex…” 

The reptile nodded, rubbing the back of his head. “Someone else told me that too… but I 

have no clue what that actually means.” The Drakkaren made a face, shrugging a bit and crossing 

his arms. “So what, I‟m putting some more effort into creating these things. It‟s not that hard to 

begin with, even if it does take a bite out of my own life force.” 

“Zerrex, you moron, it means you shouldn‟t be able to do it at all.” Selena said flatly, and 

the Drakkaren stared at her, his jaw falling slightly open as she continued mildly: “Energy 

manipulation is an extremely-rare trait, especially on the level that you‟re performing it. Creating 

material objects out of energy, and using it to attack or defend is an ability that usually requires 

some sort of magical item or focus object… but you‟re on a level that takes many years for even 

the most talented magician to reach.” 

She shook her head a bit, then looked at him curiously as he only grunted, before the 

reptile crossed his arms and said sourly: “Magic is stupid. I prefer to beat on things with my big 

sword… do you know how much I miss Blackheart? I mean, that sword there you bought me is 

awesome, sure, and most of these weapons in Hell seem just… really great, but me and that 

sword… it‟s like a part of me, get it? I‟d prefer using that any day over this stupid… I point at 

you and your get blown up stuff. It seems too… I dunno.” 

“You just grew up in a world based around brute force… you‟ll get used to magic and all 

its concepts soon enough.” Selena said dismissively… although the face she made caused Zerrex 

to wonder if she really believed that herself. “But I wonder…” 

Selena looked over him slowly, then she picked up the knife again and cut a wound in her 

own arm with a growl, before holding it out, Zerrex staring at the sluggishly-bleeding slash as 

she commanded: “Heal me.” 

“I… okay…” Zerrex said mildly, realizing it was probably better to not argue with her at 

this point, and he gently gripped her wrist before holding his hand out over her arm, 

concentrating on her wound and trying to push energy towards it, to close it and heal it. 

At first, it seemed okay… blue energy sparked around the wound, and then it glowed for 

a few moments before Selena hissed and dragged her arm away, her scales singed as she barked: 

“What the fuck was that? Are you trying to cut it off?” 

“Well, maybe if you‟d actually paid attention to me like all the other demons, you‟d 

know that I can‟t heal other people with my energy abilities. Cindy theorized that, and she‟s 

wrong about one percent of the time.” Zerrex replied moodily, lacing his fingers together, and 



Selena glared at him before stepping over to him and shoving her arm against his muzzle, the 

reptile yelping. 

“Put it in your mouth!” she ordered, and Zerrex winced as her forearm forced against his 

maw, the female apparently determined to get it in no matter what his reply was, so he opened 

his maw, and then gurgled when she added irritably: “Now suck on it, bitch!” 

Zerrex made a face, but did so, lapping at the wound… and Selena looked down at him 

pleasedly as she reached her other hand out to play gently through his hair. The expression of 

enjoyment on her face was remarkably disturbing… and after almost five minutes, the 

Drakkaren‟s maw leaking a mix of saliva and blood that pattered down over his chest, she finally 

drew back, and he muttered: “You have serious problems, you know that? When most people say 

„suck on this, bitch,‟ it‟s not a goddamn self-inflicted knife wound they shove in someone else‟s 

mouth.” 

“It turned you on.” she replied flatly, and Zerrex grunted in reply, making a face as he 

rubbed at his muzzle with the back of one hand. “Just be glad I didn‟t shove the knife into you… 

although the fact you obviously have a masochistic attitude means some sick part of you would 

probably take pleasure in that as well.” 

“I am not a masochist, I am a sadist.” the Drakkaren replied proudly, and then he made a 

face as Selena gave him a look of mixed amusement and irritation. “Hey, at least I know what I 

am. I also know what you are, too.” 

The demoness rolled her eyes, then she idly tapped her arm, and the wound vanished as 

Zerrex stared… before he winced as the collar appeared around his neck and the chain clinked 

into being, the end in her hand as she looked over him slowly before murmuring softly: “You 

know, I quite like you like this… you look sexy.” 

Zerrex made a face at the impending rape thoughts obviously on her mind, as she leaned 

forwards with a grin… and then she paused and slid into his lap, her grin tuning down a contrite 

smile as she leaned over him, grasping the leash by the middle in one hand, the other settling 

over the Drakkaren‟s muzzle… and immediately he felt his jaws wrenched open before coughing 

violently and shaking his head as something invaded his maw and laced tightly around his head, 

before he realized he was wearing a ball gag. “Seems we won‟t be going without after all… but 

since I don‟t like to repeat myself, today I‟m going to do something different in the short time 

together we have…” 

Selena attached the chain to the ceiling somehow, and Zerrex was left dangling by it, 

choking as metal links formed around his arms and bound them tightly together, before his feet 

were locked into place as well by metal boots that attached into chains, keeping his legs together 

and his body stretched out. He couldn‟t even scream as she sandpapered all his scales off, 

leaving the raw flesh and muscle exposed over his chest… and then she cursed as a gong 

sounded, and Zerrex broke out into stupid laughter even through the pain and the ball-gag 

restraint… and Selena stared at him in shock as he managed to twist his head down enough to 

look at her with a wide grin… and immediately she winced and snapped her fingers, the reptile‟s 

wounds healing and the restraints vanishing. 

Zerrex landed heavily on his ass, then continued to cackle stupidly, and Selena only 

stared in shock, wondering if his mind had ruptured under all the strain… but then he looked up 

at her and said stupidly: “You‟re a really bad artist.” 

He went back to giggling, as she only gaped, not understanding… but for the Drakkaren, 

he couldn‟t get the image of the time Marina had painstakingly used markers and paint to prepare 

an art project for one of her classes over his chest… and he had been dragged into the university 



for everyone to stare at the painted picture of their home over his muscular, scarred body… and 

somehow she‟d worked every ridge and mark into the picture, including the natural pattern of his 

scales. It had been amazing… but Selena couldn‟t even get around to etching with how long she 

took to scrape this canvas clean. 

Finally, the demoness kicked him hard in the side, and Zerrex flopped over, raising a 

hand and letting out a long sigh of relief, then he held up a hand and said easily: “Okay, I‟m 

done. We can go now.” 

“You‟re a freak of nature.” The demoness muttered, then she grabbed his hand and 

hauled him up to his feet, Zerrex grunting and swaying a bit on the spot before steadying 

himself, rubbing at his sides – more sore from laughter now than anything else, ironically. “And 

sorry for not laughing along, but unlike the other chicks here, I don‟t subscribe to your 

magazine.” 

She pointed to the side, creating a portal and motioning for him to follow… and Zerrex 

did so, asking stupidly as they walked through the portal and out of another into the demoness‟s 

home: “I have a magazine?” 

“Do you not have metaphors in the physical world or something?” she asked irritably, 

then sighed and sat down on the couch, patting the cushion beside her… and the Drakkaren 

rolled his eyes, but sat down beside her anyway, before grunting as she pulled his head over in 

her lap and she idly began playing with his hair. “You know, I‟m fascinated by this, though… 

there are so few mortal reptiles I‟ve seen with hair like yours… and the fur-covered mortals are 

just so fluffy and unkempt. This is far neater, but just as pleasant to run my fingers through.” 

“You have a hair fetish, and a blood fetish. What‟s next, piss?” Zerrex asked dryly, and 

Selena glared at him as he paled. “Hey, like, I will hate you forever if you torture me with things 

like that…” 

“Don‟t worry, I‟m more into what we call the mechanical tortures… pure pain, 

humiliation, but no… mess or anything…” she flicked her wrist a few times, looking distasteful, 

and Zerrex tried to cover a smile, but she frowned at him anyway. “What?” 

“You don‟t think the fact you enjoy raping me in every possible way is a little bit weird?” 

Zerrex asked mildly, and Selena snorted laughter before looking at him with entertainment, and 

he made a face before unconsciously copying her: “What?” 

She shrugged and opened her arms, leaning back on the leather couch as she said in an 

entertained voice: “Just… look around, Lord Zerrex. Look where you are… laying peaceably 

against the torturer, the lion and the sheep, as some of those religious texts say. Except you‟re 

more of a demon already than I could ever be… oh, don‟t look like that, it‟s a compliment.” The 

demoness added after a moment, looking at him with amusement as his features went sour. “But 

you could snap me like a twig, and we‟re both well aware of that by now, especially with how 

you handle energy and attacks against you with magic…  

“Here we two are, resting together, relaxing, and perhaps even friends… here we are, two 

cruel, dominating assholes, motherfuckers, of the worst quality… and yet even though I torture 

you as my job and you seem to get a kick out of pissing me off because you‟ve made it clear that 

you‟ll punch me in the face if I try anything, here we are. The brave warrior… and the foolish 

coward.” 

She glanced upwards, sighing a bit… and Zerrex looked after her quietly, this mostly-

naked female demon in her leather straps and dominatrix gear that somehow looked so… lost 

and vulnerable, so alone. She closed her eyes, lowering her head and holding him a bit closer as 

she murmured: “Do I lust for you? Nah. Not more than a friendly fuck, anyway… and do I love 



you? No. Do I want to care about you? Hell no. You‟ve got enough of that. But do I want to 

consider you a friend, or something like a pet? Of course…” A pause and a slight smile as she 

glanced down at him, adding softly: “But I know that because of your very nature, if I ever 

leaned on you too hard, treated you as if you were below me and failed to show you respect… 

then you‟d rip my head off.” 

She halted… then murmured: “I‟m scared of you, Lord Zerrex. You terrify me… and I 

feel exhilarated with you here, laying in my lap, letting me caress you. And I won‟t lie: I love 

torturing you, I like to hear you scream…” She squeezed him firmly for a moment, gritting her 

teeth before slowly relaxing, and adding softly: “But I‟m a coward. Look at me here, too afraid 

to do more than touch your body when I‟m not under the protection of the Academics, even 

though I‟m supposed to be asserting my place as your mistress and mentor.” 

“There‟s nothing wrong with being submissive to some people, Selena.” Zerrex 

responded quietly, and she grunted and looked away coldly, but he saw pain deep in her eyes, 

before he smiled a bit and nudged her gently, looking up at the ceiling. “The pain never really 

goes away, does it?” 

“No matter how many eternities you spend being punished, or punishing others for the 

same sins… no, not ever.” she answered quietly, following his gaze… and then the two sighed 

and closed their eyes, curling up a bit together for mutual comfort despite the way the fates had 

rolled them against one another. 

 

Zerrex rubbed slowly at the pair of long horns that came up through his hair, the foot-

long black bones only giving the slightest hint of curling forwards at the top as he asked 

Feldstone mildly: “How the hell do you not hit these off everything? That‟s the fifth time today 

I‟ve nearly broken one off on these stupid cement blocks!” 

“Yeah, better question… who the hell decided we should be building this entire temple 

out of stone cubes that weigh a good five hundred pounds each?” Targin chipped in from the 

other side of the lizard, and the reptile grunted, nodding before quickly heading over to help him 

lift one of the enormous marble pillars to a standing position on the front deck they were 

building, locking it into place inside a hollow base as the lizard wheezed and Targin let out a 

loud groan. “Fuck, I hate building temples.” 

The Drakkaren had spent three months in Hell now: he had learned most of the ropes and 

rules, and now lived in his own little flat that had a small bed, a workout mattress, and a desk-

shelf with some books in it on demon history and other junk… but most important of all, Selena 

had gifted him with a Northern Star, a small, magical black stone used for creating portals to 

locations back and forth between Hell. Zerrex could now teleport anywhere he could remember 

clearly and stepped foot in before… but of course he couldn‟t teleport to the mortal world or any 

of the other planes that lay beyond. 

He had learned about the Astral and Ethereal planes, about pocket dimensions and the 

terrible Nothingness that was rumored to exist between all the worlds; he had learned about 

demonic wars, and how magic worked through exercising control over particles and natural 

elements in the air to rapidly generate certain reactions, and other scientific concepts that had 

been lost on him… and he had learned about the Plains of Despair that encircled Hell, and about 

the Beyond, where even stranger things were said to lay. Most important of all, however, he had 

learned about the current war that was taking place between the Warlord and the Princess. 

Most of his information came secondhand through Lily, but she was an excellent source, 

since she was close with the higher-ranking monarchy, and always seemed glad to tell him 



whatever she knew. By now, the reptile had a calendar and a schedule pasted on his walls at 

home to tell him what he was doing when, and he met her as often as their schedules would 

allow, which was often several times a week, to talk and trade stories: he would tell her about the 

mortal world, and she would give him any information she could on the movements of the 

Warlord and the Princess‟s own army. 

She was his first real friend… not that Selena didn‟t count, but she was also insane, the 

Inquisitor who was all-too-happy to punish him mercilessly, and simply put, generally acted like 

a bitch towards him. On the other hand, it wasn‟t like Selena was all bad, either… 

Only a few weeks ago, he had been invited over to her home for dinner, and he had gone 

with a mix of curiosity and anxiety. Lately, she had gotten extra-cruel… she would rape him 

over and over again, hang him up on meathooks, throw him into grinders. His particularly-

favorite torture was when she had chopped off his head, and he had been forced to watch as she 

had savagely torn apart his body, still spasming and screaming, hooked up on a thousand 

different metal wires. Finally, she‟d forced his head between her legs, and he had screamed and 

cried and raved as she pleasured herself against his muzzle until she released all over him… and 

after that, the gong had thankfully sounded, and Zerrex had been left in a corner, feeling like 

jello and mumbling that if she came close, he was going to punch her right in the clitoris.  

So his mood hadn‟t been the best, especially since he was still getting used to not 

sleeping… but then he had coughed when she‟d opened the door, standing in a pair of jeans and 

a plain black bra, her scales gleaming from a recent bath and smelling faintly of lavender. She‟d 

taken his hand, pulled him inside… and he had been amazed at the spread she‟d prepared on the 

table in her small kitchen… and as Zerrex strolled off to take his break at the edge of the work 

site, the memory faded in for a moment to take over his reality completely.  

“This is amazing.” he said dumbly, rubbing the back of his head and gazing slowly over 

the salad, roast bjand – it was something like the mortal world‟s pigs, but bigger – and… “Oh my 

Gods. Is that… Frost cola?” 

“I heard you had a liking to it.” Selena muttered, shrugging and attempting not to mimic 

the Drakkaren‟s motion, but failing. She had picked up a few of his mannerisms over his short 

stay at her home… and then she coughed and strode into the kitchen, well lit by a glowing orb 

that quietly hovered about the  table with a soft hum. “Well, come on. Let‟s dig in.” 

The meal had been exquisite, the meat delicious, the salad crunchy, and the caffeinated 

beverage like the elixir of life after spending the last few months drinking nothing but sour water 

and ciders produced from the twisted fruits that grew in Hell. Afterwards, Selena placed the 

dishes beside the sink and led Zerrex into her bedroom, the Drakkaren looking surprised as she 

pulled him gently onto her and murmured quietly, stroking a hand over his chest slowly: “I want 

dessert… do you have any cream for me?” 

“That was bad…” Zerrex said softly, as her other hand curled up into his hair… and then 

they kissed slowly, the Drakkaren pushing down on her gently, exerting his strength, his power, 

his dominance over her as her hips bucked against him… and she reached down to pop open the 

fly of the plain cloth pants he was wearing as he simply tore off her bra with a grin, her breasts 

falling free, looking even larger than they did under the tight restraint of her usual bondage 

outfit. 

He sat up as she murred quietly and grasped his hips, pulling him forwards… and the 

Drakkaren licked his muzzle slowly as he did so, the female‟s agile hands quickly opening the 

rest of his fly before sliding her hand into his pants and pulling down his boxers enough that she 

could grip his flaccid shaft, letting out a quiet moan as her hand settled on the black flesh. He 



could feel her excitement tickling over his scales, and the nervousness that went with it… and 

her body felt electric under his touch, as he groped one of her breasts teasingly before tugging on 

her nipple gently, as her other hand rubbed down the thick flesh of his twitching member, 

growling softly down to her: “You‟re going to have to work for your cream, bitch…” 

She licked her muzzle slowly at the reversal of roles, however temporary, beginning to 

stroke his flaccid member faster as Zerrex tugged his pants and boxers down a bit more, letting 

his heavy, seed-laden navy blue testicles fall free of their restraining cloth as his huge shaft 

steadily grew upwards towards its full thirty-two inch erection. It left her staring over him in awe 

and surprise, as he leaned back with his thumbs still laced in the waistband of his boxers as he 

gazed down over her hungrily, and she looked up with terror and passion as she felt the steel of 

his enormous shaft in her hand, barely able to wrap her fingers around the girthy cock. 

Slowly, so slowly, she pulled his member down, watching as she guided it between her 

large, voluptuous bosom, her other hand gripping the side of one breast as she let out a soft 

sound of surprise at the heat of his penis, guiding it deep between her breasts… and then she slid 

her hand out to grasp the side of her other firm swell as Zerrex pushed lightly forwards, then 

pulled slowly back, letting out a sound of pleasure at the feeling of her bust tightly squeezing 

either side of his thick shaft as he wiggled forwards a bit, his testicles dragging lightly against 

her scales. His huge body leaned over hers, and she moaned in quiet apprehension, looking down 

and watching as the head of his shaft approached and then ground lightly along the edge of her 

muzzle… before he slowly drew back with a grin and another growl of pleasure, his hands 

resting on either side of the bed as he said softly: “Yeah… yeah, that‟s just wonderful…” 

“Yeah… yeah, it is…” Selena whispered beneath him, and then he slowly drew back as 

far as he could before thrusting forwards between his length, his back arched slightly as he let 

out another light groan of pleasure. He could feel the heat of her body, the thud of her heart, the 

roll of her breasts as she took nervous, long breaths… and he kept his thrusts slow and almost 

gentle as she tilted her head back to look up into his eyes, his emerald burning down into her 

own deep black that nonetheless portrayed so many of her emotions so clearly. 

“I won‟t hurt you.” Zerrex said softly… and she nodded as he drew back, before 

swallowing and lowering her muzzle, opening it almost hesitantly despite the sharp teeth that 

could – and had, on several occasions – torn through his shaft like it was a well-cooked sausage. 

Slowly, he felt the head of his member push into her jaws… and he groaned softly at the heat of 

her maw as she closed her mouth around it, beginning to suckle slowly back and bob her time in 

movement with his thrusts and the almost-unconscious rocking of her sumptuous bosom that had 

engulfed his huge member. 

He slowly began to pick up speed, thrusting a bit harder and keeping that pace as he 

leaned over her, his muscular body flexing powerfully as his shaft slid wonderfully between her 

huge breasts, his testicles bumping against them gently at the end of every shove forwards as the 

bulging head of his obsidian member pushed to the back of her throat, before drawing back until 

only the tip of the black flesh remained in her jaws, then shoved back down her maw. 

She shivered a bit beneath him, the two reptiles moving in perfect time with each other as 

Zerrex tried to keep his movements as gentle as possible… but soon enough he found himself 

picking up, his thrusts becoming harder and firmer, delving deeper towards the back of her throat 

as a growl began to rise in his own, his large muscles flexing as he leaned over her a bit further. 

The pleasure was rapidly mounting, and he could feel her losing whatever inhibitions she‟d had, 

the demoness bobbing her head and rocking her body with rising excitement beneath him, her 



eyes closed and an expression of surprised pleasure on her face as she tasted not only the flesh of 

the reptile but now his strong, bittersweet pre. 

She wanted more than that, though, as she bobbed harder and faster, her tongue slowly 

twisting around his member and pulling his thrusts deeper into her throat, before she drew back 

entirely and let the huge shaft pop out of her maw and grind against her muzzle and face instead, 

the female moaning in pleasure as she arched her back a bit beneath him, her hot breath washing 

over his thick penis as the male let out his own groan of pleasure as his thrusts increased in speed 

and power, crying out: “Oh Gods, Zerrex… I don‟t know why, but it just feels so good… 

please… I need your seed, I want to be drowned in it, then covered with it… oh please… oh-” 

Her words cut off into a loud, muffled moan of pleasure as she opened her jaws wide and 

moved her mouth directly into the path of the oncoming thrusts, closing her maw tightly back 

around the thick cock and lapping and suckling at it with newfound fervor, and Zerrex let out an 

animal grunt of bliss as one of his hands slipped back to grasp one of her horns, putting more 

power into his thrusts now and shoving his waist tight against her huge bosom with every piston 

forwards as he began to pant roughly with the pleasure rising from his loins. 

As he shoved himself forwards over and over again, she continued to bob hard and fast 

against him, feeling him stiffening up in her jaws, her hands digging into the sides of her own 

breasts as she sought to imprison his thick cock tighter between the swells, tasting his pre as 

more of it spurted into her muzzle… and soon afterwards the Drakkaren arched his back with a 

loud groan that rose into a masculine roar of bliss,  as his member pounded into her muzzle over 

and over again, becoming stiffer than steel as her tongue wrapped tightly around it, her eyes 

clenched shut in anticipation before opening wide in surprise at the first few volleys that blasted 

straight down her throat with enough force to almost choke her, seed already threatening to leak 

out her jaws even as she gagged a bit and forced herself to swallow rapidly. 

A moment later, however, the reptile jerked backwards, straightening and growling as 

one of his hands reached down to grasp his thick, gargantuan cock, stroking it rapidly as he 

arched his back and released another roar as his seed continued to spurt out over her features and 

dripped down onto her breasts, coating her face as volley after volley splattered over her body, 

the reptile grinning down at her as she moaned and squeezed her own huge bosom tightly, 

pinching one nipple between her fingers as he growled hungrily: “That‟s right, bitch! You love 

it, isn‟t that right, you whore?” 

“Yes, yes, yes! Oh Gods, yes, Zerrex, I do, I do!” she cried out, arching her back as he 

continued to release over her… and then she opened her mouth wide for the last few volleys 

before he shoved forwards, his other hand reaching down to grasp the back of her head and jerk 

her forwards as he buried his huge cock down her maw, Selena immediately choking on his 

member as her eyes bulged… but at the same time, suckling back greedily even as she felt inch 

after long inch forcing its way down her throat, and tears of pain and surprise leaked from her 

eyes as Zerrex continued to grin cruelly down at her. 

Finally, he groaned as he grasped the back of her head with both hands and made a final 

thrust, and she gagged, muscles of her throat contacting around his gargantuan cock as seed 

rolled slowly down her face and dripped onto the bed beneath her, her eyes wide as she felt his 

penis giving a last few twitches somewhere deep inside of her… and then he slowly pulled back, 

and she was almost shocked at the moan she gave out and the terrible longing that came with it, 

the Drakkaren‟s still-hard shaft springing free of her muzzle as he let out a few quiet pants, then 

he gazed over her with something like embarrassment as he murmured: “I‟m sorry… I was a bit 

rougher than I should have been, probably.” 



“Fuck that…” Selena replied with a snort… and then her eyes gleamed as she cleared her 

throat, licking her own muzzle slowly with her long tongue as she slid one hand down into her 

pants, Zerrex sitting back and grinning slowly as she moaned quietly, and murmured up to him 

with her eyes half-lidded: “I‟m all hot down there now… I need you to fill me up and put me 

out… if you think you‟re male enough, that is.” 

“Roll over, bitch.” Zerrex grunted, and Selena grinned widely before doing as he had 

ordered immediately, and then she yelped in surprise and admittedly, excitement, when he 

simply grabbed either side of her jeans and tore them apart, a button flying across the room to 

bounce off a light orb and cause it to flicker.  

She moaned softly as he leaned over her, trembling at the feel of his massive, slick shaft 

pressing against one of her buttocks… and then her moan grew louder as two of his fingers slid 

past the tight thong she was wearing and into the lips of her sex without any prompting or 

teasing, as she grunted quietly as he began to thrust them slowly back and forth, trembling a bit 

before he touched a sweet spot, and her back arched with a soft cry of pleasure as Zerrex 

murmured teasingly at the spurt of liquid that accompanied it: “Oh… oh, you‟re going to be fun 

indeed…” 

He grasped the back of her thong with his other hand and snapped it easily, and it fell 

uselessly around her other leg to join her shredded jeans as his fingers continued to slowly and 

easily probe her sex, pushing deeper into her body  for a moment before drawing back and 

tracing along her labia to her clitoris, flicking it gently and causing her to release a sharp breath 

of surprise before he drew his fingers back with a teasing growl… and then slowly but firmly 

pushed them into her anus, the female groaning and arching her back a bit, her eyes closing 

tightly as his thick fingers forced their way in all the way to the knuckle. “Oh God… oh God…” 

The Drakkaren growled again as he began to move his fingers slowly in and out of her 

anus, feeling her reacting to him, trembling as he stroked a hand slowly along the curve of her 

buttock, her tail twitching and still raised high… and then he grasped his thick shaft with his 

other hand, drawing his hips back as he guided the head of his enormous penis against her sex, 

and she twitched against him in surprise before letting out a cry of shock, pain and bliss as he 

shoved forwards with a grunt and forced the head of his gargantuan member into her sex 

immediately, at the same time pushing his fingers to the hilt into her anus. 

She moaned and fell forwards, her face grinding against the bed as Zerrex slowly buried 

his thick cock inch-by-agonizing-inch into her body, a wide grin on his face as he felt the 

trembles running through her body… and then he slowly drew his fingers free from her tender 

rosebud so he could slide his hands lightly along her body, grasping her hip with one hand and 

leaning over her so he could grasp her breast with the other, his thick penis just over halfway 

buried inside of her before he growled softly: “I hate suspense.” 

A moment later, he thrusted forwards as hard as he could, and her sex tore as his huge 

penis penetrated her passage completely, the female shrieking as her body rocked forwards 

before her jerked hard back on her, forcing the lips of her sex to kiss his waist as he tilted his 

head to the side to avoid being spiked on her horns, his eyes burning with pleasure as he leaned 

down beside her and watched tears roll down her cheeks, murmuring softly: “It‟s so much easier 

when you can move at your own pace and you‟re torturing the other person, isn‟t it? But that‟s 

fine… I‟ll be gentle, since you‟ve been such a sweetheart tonight.” 

She let out a sob, arching her body forwards as blood flowed down her thighs, feeling 

like she‟d just given birth in reverse as her legs trembled violently… but there was a dark 

pleasure there, as she trembled and whispered: “Bite me… taste my blood…” 



“You have such a twisted fetish…” Zerrex slowly ground his huge member forwards into 

her, then gyrated his massive cock, causing her to cry out in pain and ecstasy as his shaft ground 

against her passage, the head of his enormous penis somewhere deep inside her body as she 

stiffened… and then howled, arching her back with a cry as Zerrex‟s jaws snapped down on her 

throat and his teeth sunk into her, before he pulled away with a hot, growling breath, licking 

slowly at the bloody, gaping teethmarks he‟d left as he added hungrily: “But tonight that‟s okay 

by me…” 

“Yes…” The last s turned into a long, sibilant hiss of ecstasy as she felt him settle his 

mouth against her neck, his tongue tracing against her throat as blood spilled into his mouth and 

rolled down his chin like wine… and Zerrex felt his muscles bulging as a feeling of raw power 

ran through him at the domination and control her was holding against the demoness who was in 

charge of torturing him. He settled his mouth gently against the wounds, suckling almost 

teasingly as one of his hands massaged and fondled a breast slowly, brushing over her hard, large 

nipples with one finger as he thrusted slowly, almost lazily in and out of her… and the feeling 

that went through him was one of dark romance as he took her. 

She moaned, arching her back and shivering violently, rocking back against him slowly 

and out of time as her body moved sluggishly, refused to cooperate: it was an experience that 

through all her years in Hell, she‟d never had with anyone else, not slave, Inquisitor, or random 

fuck, no matter how big or small they‟d been. He filled her up with his cock and he sipped at her 

neck and tasted the demonic blood flowing through her body in a way that sent chills down her 

spine… and the hand on her breast felt hot and strong, and the one digging into her waist guided 

her movements like she was just a toy to him… and she knew with the strength the Drakkaren 

had gained, she truly was, and she had still dared to take him to bed. 

He began to thrust harder in and out of her body, that animal growl rising in his throat 

again as his testicles lightly slapped her bloody thighs, his huge member moving easily in the 

mixture of her liquids, saliva, and the blood from her torn sex as he drew his muzzle away from 

her neck with a grunt of passion, his body filled with what felt like fire unmatched by any here in 

Hell as he she rocked back against him, guided by the hand on his waist. She responded to every 

movement, every flex of his muscular body, moaning and begging lustfully for more in a voice 

that was nearly inarticulate, and he gave her what she desired, moving harder and faster as he 

pushed his masculine, chiseled chest down against her taunt, flat back. 

He ground into her, using his bulkier, heavier body to his advantage and pushing her 

down, forcing her legs to spread wider as she moaned in a mix of bliss and agony… and he felt 

her passage contracting against him as he grinned, shortening his thrusts but making them harder 

and far faster, and she pushed back against him with a loud cry of pleasure, her vagina clenching 

hard around his penis as he was rewarded with her orgasm, her hips bucking madly back against 

him and his claws sinking through the scales on her waist, growling hungrily as he continued his 

teasing, quick thrusts before suddenly slowing as her orgasm began to subside, and she moaned, 

shaking her head in denial as his thrusts became long and slow, her hips twitching violently back 

against his body as tears rolled down her cheeks in frustrated bliss, whispering: “Oh fuck… no, 

fuck me… fuck me, Zerrex… fuck me, please, I need it… I need it hard, I need it bad…” 

Zerrex sank to the hilt in her with a growl, his shaft slick with their mix of fluids but the 

Drakkaren determined to keep her at his mercy as long as possible like this, his other hand 

twisting her breast painfully as she shrieked in ecstasy. “I‟ll give it to you as I like… after 

everything you‟ve done to me, I think I deserve to take my time with this…” 



The Drakkaren emphasized this by drawing back as far as he could… and then slowly 

pushing into her again, her entire body spasming as she let out a gasp and then a loud moan, her 

fluids still ebbing out with the blood, spilling onto the Drakkaren‟s testicles as they gently 

pushed against her inner thighs. He twisted his hips, grinding his member inside her against the 

walls of her vagina, and she grunted and pressed her back up against his massive chest… and 

then the Drakkaren brought his hand up from her breasts and slowly pushed her face down into 

the couch as he shifted to a kneel, her tail automatically twisting around his body as she gazed up 

at him with a moan into the bedspread, one of her hands sliding up to clutch into a pillow. 

He looked back down at her, then grinned slowly before he began a firm, hard pumping 

in and out of her in the slightly-changed position, his huge shaft grinding against the walls of her 

sex as she moaned and squirmed, unable to raise her head or even arch her back much, her body 

spasming a bit as he thrusted with a loud squelch into hot sex over and over again. The 

Drakkaren‟s own muzzle was bloody, his eyes gleaming and his grin sharkish as he pounded in 

and out of her, beginning to rapidly pick up the pace as his other hand slid around her waist, 

hauling her ass a bit higher in the air as he continued to slam to the hilt over and over again into 

her vagina. 

She began to spasm again beneath him as he held out for what felt like hours to her, still 

caught deep in the maze between pleasure and pain as tears continued to leak down her face, the 

Drakkaren male behind her using her, penetrating her, ripping into her made-vulnerable body… 

but when he began to pant hungrily behind her, his shaft starting to stiffen up like a massive steel 

pipe inside her sex, she moaned and trembled, whimpering: “I need more… I need more, I need 

more, oh please… give me everything…” 

“You should be careful what you wish for…” Zerrex growled behind her, his grin 

widening and his eyes flashing with green fire… and he began to piston in and out of her body 

with his full strength as he leaned over her, growling like an animal as his massive shaft tore 

deep into her body with terrible speed and strength, his testicles smashing against her thighs and 

splattering the juices of a second – or had it been her third? – orgasm with the sound of wet flesh 

striking wet flesh in a vicious tattoo. 

The pain and pleasure rose higher, the female screaming and trying to rise up, but 

completely unable to under his powerful grip as he drove his enormous member deep into her 

over and over, his pants roughening and his tempo seeming to increase even further as she felt 

him becoming harder and harder inside of her sex… and suddenly, he leaned forwards, sliding 

his other arm around her neck and jerking her back against him as he dropped back on his knees, 

sitting up and arching his back as she fell back against him, the muscular Drakkaren holding her 

like a toy as he roared and flexed, and she felt his body ripple against her with power even as she 

added her own scream into the chorus. 

The reptile pumped hard upwards, using gravity to bounce her up and down as he 

released his thick seed into her body, blast after blast of it pouring into her as his shaft almost 

visibly caused her stomach to bulge, her eyes wide and staring and her jaws gaping as his load 

filled her up and spurted out between his shaft and the lips of her sex, his testicles throbbing. 

Over and over he released into her, making her feel full, stuffed, and bulging as he growled like 

an animal behind her, his arms still locked tightly around her body and holding her against his 

own, his muzzle still stained with her blood just as his crotch, thighs, and cock were… and then 

she went limp in his arms, and he relaxed slowly, the two of them panting hard as she moaned 

weakly: “Oh… oh fuck… oh my God…” 



He remembered it so clearly it could have just happened… and then something nudged 

him… and Zerrex blinked as he fell out of the memory and back into reality, Targin looking 

down at him with dry amusement as he held out a small bowl of stew. “Come on, it‟s getting 

cold. What the fuck, dude, you spaced out there for like… five minutes.” 

“Sorry, I was remembering… something.” Zerrex murmured, taking the stew and 

beginning to eat as he felt a bit of a flush rise at his collar… but Targin only grunted and nodded, 

turning away to talk with one of the other crew workers, a Swamp Spine lizard demon who was 

eating a sandwich. He felt very glad that no one had noticed the slight bulge in his pants… and 

was just praying that he could stop himself from getting a full erection. I don‟t feel like listening 

to Targin heehawing at me today because I tore a pair of pants with my penis… 

Listening to the minotaur grunt and chew his food like it was cud, however, quickly 

eliminated any worrisome sexual thoughts that the Drakkaren might have been having… and he 

made a face at the minotaur, then decided against saying anything. It had taken a long time to 

find some sort of middle ground with the black-haired minotaur, and Zerrex had learned enough 

about him to figure it was probably a better idea to avoid confrontations. 

Targin Bloodstone had formerly served as a royal guard of the palace, and had begun 

taking the path to Gigataur: technically, he was currently in the halfway stage, which some wit 

had dubbed „Megataur,‟ hence the unusual color of his hair. However, after he had been caught 

selling information to the highest bidder on the royal family, they had kicked him out of the 

palace: fortunately, they‟d taken mercy on him since most of what he sold was gossip and of 

little use to even the most anal of doppelgangers or shapeshifters, and he had only suffered a 

thousand years of torture instead of ending up as a head on a fencepost. 

Targin was greedy, gluttonous, and just plain mean to everyone except those in a higher 

position than him… or, as in the reptile‟s case, who could kick the crap out of him. The minotaur 

was only a few steps away from becoming Damned with his current behavior… a status passed 

down by the Scribes on those particularly troublesome in Hell, and those so cursed were slowly 

stripped of their intelligence and transformed into some sort of twisted lesser demon. The 

Damned all were cursed to live in the Abyss or one of the nastier circles of Hell, and included 

beasts like the Plasmids.  

Despite Targin‟s formidable size and strength, after being fired from the royal palace of 

the Southern Province for information trading, no one was willing to hire him other than 

Feldstone and his construction company, out in the dusty country wastelands. And so now Targin 

spent most of his days miserable unless he was yelling at the temp workers who came and went, 

but for the construction of the temple they were building on the outside of a small village of only 

a few dozen people, Feldstone required workers he could rely on more than cursed souls who 

had only been mortals a few weeks ago. 

Zerrex was lucky enough to get picked: fortunate in some ways, unfortunate in others. 

The pay was incredible, on the one hand… in Hell, he could do a lot with a full one-thousand 

silver coins, after all. But on the other hand, the job was crap and it would still be at least another 

full week of work before he was paid. He had heeded Selena‟s advice, however, and avoided 

buying food or any other unnecessary comfort products, and it had definitely saved him a lot of 

money. Plus there was the bonus of his home being free of charge, thanks to his work for the 

construction company… so instead most of his money, ironically, went to paying for baths and 

getting his three sets of clothes cleaned. 

“Breaktime‟s over, move it up.” Feldstone grunted from nearby, wiping at his sweaty 

forehead. The work crew stood with an audible sigh from everyone, and the minotaur nodded, 



making a face. “Yeah, I know, this job‟s a tough one, but look on the bright side: we already 

built the goddamn base.” 

“Who the hell orders a base made of exactly one hundred and fifty four concrete blocks, 

anyway?” Zerrex asked mildly, and several of the others grunted in agreement. “Especially if 

they‟re just going to be stacked on top of each other to form a pyramid with a big flat top.” 

“Don‟t question the customers, I always say. I hear that‟s true on the mortal word, but it‟s 

double true in Hell. Besides, the warlock might burn my head off if I say anything.” Feldstone 

added, and the others mumbled among themselves before he clapped his hands together and 

walked over to the pile of unused blocks. “Let‟s get back at it.” 

Another four hours of manual labor, and the group parted ways, Zerrex using the 

Northern Star to immediately create a portal to the catacombs and stepping through to find 

Selena waiting for him with her arms crossed, jerking her head towards the table and saying 

mildly: “Get on, Zerrex. I‟ve been ordered to give you a wrath-only punishment today, since the 

Scholars think I‟m having too much fun and that you‟re not fully understanding the concept of 

Hell.” 

“Wonderful.” Zerrex muttered, as he climbed onto the table… and within an hour he was 

howling in agony, hanging suspended above the bloodsoaked table from almost fifty different 

hooks and knives buried into his scales and attached to metal wire that was strung around the 

room, and Selena was slowly skinning him alive with a knife.  

By the time she had finished the end of his muzzle, a gong rang… and a moment later 

Zerrex fell to the bloodstained table beneath him, splattering his own blood and panting hard, his 

body flexing as he clenched his eyes shut for a few moments… and Selena asked quietly: “Is the 

pain lasting longer?” 

“Yeah… a little bit.” he glanced across at her shakily, at her sympathetic look that was so 

different to the cold exterior she put up while torturing him… but the truth is that while she had 

billions of years experience with this and could recognize the difference between how she should 

act on the job and how she should act during her spare time, it was getting harder for her to 

torture her friend and companion. And it‟s getting harder for me, too… sometimes I feel so angry 

when I look at her… it‟s like we‟re both going to explode. “So we obviously aren‟t supposed to 

have become pals, huh?” 

“Not at all.” Selena smiled a bit… and Zerrex smiled faintly in return before grunting as 

he slid off the table, the rest of the pain vanishing as he shook his head slowly again. “You‟re 

pissed at me… let it out, Zerrex.” 

“Of course I am. You just skinned me alive.” Zerrex said dryly, and he shivered a bit, 

crossing his arms and closing his eyes as he murmured quietly: “No. I… I just try and put 

things… into perspective. You‟re important to me, Selena… and furthermore, you‟re also 

someone I need to stay on the good side of and I have to recognize the position you‟re in 

yourself. Besides I… I earned this myself.” 

“Don‟t talk like that.” Selena said quietly but sternly, and then she strode over to him and 

reached up to gently tap his horns, Zerrex wincing a bit as he leaned away from her. “These are 

coming in nicely, though. You look like a hell of a bull.” 

Zerrex gave her a sour look as she laughed… then she smiled a bit and touched his chest, 

adding quietly: “It looks like you‟ve increased a bit in muscle and weight, too… but for someone 

with the perfect body and pre-exposure to Hell‟s influence, you‟re showing remarkably little 

corruption. I truly am wondering what kind of demonic entity you‟ll become… whether it‟ll be 

some sort of unique demon lord, a Daius, or some paltry incubus.” 



The Drakkaren made a face at her, crossing his arms and asking mildly as he glanced 

over her body. “So did you just give up on being a Drakkaren once you turned into a Dius 

yourself, then?” 

She shrugged a bit, looking genial as she snapped her fingers and created a portal, saying 

idly: “I never really had the identity to begin with… we were just „red lizards‟ back then in Ire. 

But come along, Lord Zerrex, today I have a treat for you… today, we‟re going to explore the 

Great Library in the Ninth Circle of Hell, inside the base of the Center Spire.” 

Zerrex stared as she went through the portal, then leapt quickly after her, before cursing 

and staggering away from the portal to at least snag and tug on his cloth pants before following. 

Ever since he had discovered where the Scribes and Scholars had hung out, he had been all but 

begging to go there during the lectures and lessons she was giving him on the history and design 

of Hell, but she had refused to take him and made it clear that there was no way he could reach it 

by himself, with all the guards and the sheer distance it was at. But as he stepped through the 

portal, he finally found himself stepping into the heart of Hell, where the true powers of the 

underworld resided. 

The portal sparked closed behind them as Zerrex looked back in forth in surprise at the 

beautiful interior of the building: it wasn‟t like he‟d expected some twisted lair, but at the same 

time, he wasn‟t expecting it to look so elegant. A soft red, plush carpet that felt good beneath his 

feet as he shifted his heels against it, and desks lined up on either side of the immense hall they 

had stepped into, the room lit from above by orbs that saturated the entire room in bright light. 

The only shadows that were cast were beneath the desks and the huge shelves that lined the other 

end of the room, seeming to stretch on forever as Selena said quietly: “This is the Hall of 

Knowledge… it contains all the historical writings of Hell, information on every demon species, 

and sacred texts long forgotten by most of those who inhabit Hell today…” A pause, and then 

she bowed to a demon a in a green robe who slowly approached them, and Zerrex quickly did the 

same. 

The three-eyed demon rose his hand, his purple robes falling loose to reveal thick, matted 

orange fur covering his arms, despite the mottled grey skin that covered his hands and most of 

his face, with that same fur along cat-like ears and his neck. His muzzle was a mix of wolf and 

alligator, humped and toothy as he smiled to Selena, then turned his eyes on Zerrex, idly rubbing 

at his head and saying softly: “Well, you must be Lord Zerrex. Yes, you are… you have an 

interesting following in Hell.  

“My name is Creed Balthus, and I am Head Librarian of the Center Spire. Please let me 

know if there‟s anything I can help you with today.” Creed bowed to them deeply, and the two 

bowed back again as Selena murmured what Zerrex guessed was a thank you in demonic… but 

he still hadn‟t picked up enough of the language to be sure. The demon walked away, and Zerrex 

glanced over to Selena curiously. 

She rolled her eyes a bit at his look, then shook her head. “Creed is one of the twenty-five 

Archmages of Hell, but no, he‟s not a Scribe or Scholar. Come on, you can browse these books 

later… fuck, you look like a kid in a toy factory.” 

“Shut up.” Zerrex said in a surly voice, and she rolled her eyes before grasping his wrist 

and half-dragging him along behind her to the right, heading for a massive pair of ornate blue 

double doors in the marble wall. The Drakkaren made a face as he pulled his wrist free as a few 

demons stared with distaste, and then he attempted to look as dignified as he could while 

shirtless, smoothing out his ragged hair and mumbling a bit. It usually stayed at around shoulder 

length… but for whatever reason, sometimes it ended up starting to grow and not halting until it 



went all the way down to his ankles at the back and sides, which could make things a bit 

awkward for him. 

They stepped from the Hall of Knowledge into a gently-curving corridor lined with 

display cases, and Selena sighed a bit before crossing her arms, looking almost like a tired but 

munificent mother as she stood behind the Drakkaren and let him peer curiously at the different 

objects behind the tempered glass. They ranged from old, moldering scrolls to small weapons to 

what looked like most of an arm, and Zerrex frowned a bit at the last before a passing demon in a 

robe paused and followed the Drakkaren‟s gaze, the reptile glancing over his shoulder curiously 

at the sensation of being watched. “That‟s all that remains of one of the first archmages… the 

rest of his bones were used over the years by different black magicians who attempted forbidden 

alchemical rituals to attempt to usurp his power, so in order to honor and remember him, his 

remains were moved here, although… as you can see… they didn‟t amount to much.” The 

warlock paused, adjusting the long black cowl he wore over features that were half-covered by a 

metal mask along the right side of his face and muzzle, the exposed half of the wolf‟s face 

covered in long, red scars that cut through his fur. “It‟s said that his arm will act like a magical 

scepter in the hands of a powerful-enough magician who can bend whatever essence is left inside 

it to his will… but perhaps it‟s just a legend.” 

“Thank you, Hasen.” Selena nodded, and the warlock smiled at her before continuing 

down the hall, as Zerrex added his own thanks after a moment of silent thought. A pause as 

Selena glanced down at him, and then she smiled a bit as he stood up from his kneel. “You really 

need to learn to get along better with everyone here, be they demon, dead, or spirit.” 

“I didn‟t mind him!” Zerrex said defensively, crossing his arms and giving her a sour 

look. “I was just… kinda amazed by the dead arm thing. Like…  so… how would that even 

work?” 

Selena shrugged a bit as she continued down the hall towards a guarded pair of double 

doors, saying mildly: “I‟m not entirely sure, myself… I‟m an Inquisitor, not a mage or warlock. I 

might have some experience with black magic and the dark arts, but not enough to know 

anything about necromancy on that level… you‟d be better off asking Hasen or one of the other 

members of the Warlock‟s Guild. But keep your voice down, the Scribes are often studying in 

the next room.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit as they approached the doors, the reptile glancing at the huge, axe, 

wielding dragon-demons that stood on either side of the doorway in full armor… but they only 

looked him over mildly as he pushed open the doors, the reptile stepping through a moment later 

into a large, circular room. 

The area was dominated by the massive, circular table that stood in the center of it, made 

of wood and shaped like a massive donut, with the center hollowed out for an enormous half-

dome of crystal in the very center that was exuding a strange light. Weird demons in white silk 

robes sat around this, a red scarf around the neck of each of the beings, and it looked like every 

single type of demon in Hell sat around the circular table, writing on parchment that never 

seemed to run out of space with long black quills. 

In the center of the room floated what looked like a map of all of Hell, each area neatly 

labeled in runes that Zerrex couldn‟t understand, and lines were constantly writing themselves 

beneath the image of Hell in long, flowing runic script. The Drakkaren took a soft breath of 

amazement at what he saw, as other robed demons strolled slowly past, Selena bowing to some 

of them… and then a Scribe put down his quill and slid out of his chair, striding over to Zerrex 

and reaching up to touch his forehead with two fingers. 



Before the Drakkaren could think of how to react, he felt something resound through him 

like a bell, wincing a bit and staggering backwards as the long-tusked, long-horned demon boar 

glanced over him, before saying in a slow, deep voice: “We will be watching over you.” 

With that, the Scribe turned… and Selena made a bit of a face as she pulled Zerrex gently 

around the outside left of the demonic beings, the reptile‟s head throbbing as he allowed her to 

guide him, unable to focus due to odd memories and strange thoughts flitting through his mind, 

like whispers in another room. It began to clear the moment Selena pulled him into the next short 

hall, however, and Zerrex groaned, leaning on the wall between two large portraits of demon 

lords and touching his now-tender forehead as he muttered: “What the hell was that?” 

“Judgment… at least, probably, but it‟s hard to tell with the Scribes, since they rarely 

speak their incantations.” Selena muttered in reply, shaking her head a bit and growling under 

her breath as she grasped one of her horns, and Zerrex glanced over her dumbly: she hadn‟t 

looked this flustered since that first time he‟d noted he could snap her in half like a stick. “It can 

be good or bad, depending on how things go… if you get a favorable judgment from the Scribes, 

you‟ll get better treatment in Hell… but if they don‟t like you, you can expect things to get a hell 

of a lot worse than better.” 

“Yeah, but it was only one that did that thing, right?” Zerrex said dumbly, rubbing the 

back of his head slowly. “So… so how bad could it really get?” 

But Selena simply shook her head, and Zerrex winced as she said softly: “They‟re a hive 

mind. They have one collective consciousness… it‟s why they‟re able to perform such powerful 

magical rites and exert such an influence over Hell. In a word, they are Hell‟s will… but come 

on, the Scribes aren‟t much better, as you‟ll see.” 

Zerrex made a bit of a face at this, nodding as he followed Selena down the hallway and 

into a door that, by all rights, should have led back into the enormous library… but instead these 

double doors opened onto a massive, dark room that was almost a dank cavern, and from the 

ceiling grew what looked like the bottom of a golden birch tree, its roots stretched out in every 

direction over a glowing purple dome of energy. 

The „tree‟ had to be thicker than an office building, and the roots varied from stubby 

bulges at the top to transport-truck thick, pale golden twists of wood-like substance that thinned 

after going halfway down the dome until they touched the ground. Zerrex didn‟t want to guess 

the size of either the room they were in or the squat dome… and Selena murmured quietly to 

him: “There‟s a lot of spacial distortion inside the Center Spire… it‟s hard to tell just how big it 

really is, or where which door goes. It‟s designed to screw with the heads of curious wanderers… 

“This, however, is the center of Hell… this is the place that keeps powerful mortals and 

demons at bay. If the Scribes are Hell‟s Will, then the Scholars are almost certainly its mind, its 

nerve center.” 

Zerrex nodded as they slowly approached, finding himself disturbed by the way that the 

entire room seemed lit by the light of the dome and the countless torches lining the dark, murky 

stone walls… and then he glanced up the purple wall between a pair of large roots that tore deep 

into the ground faded outwards, and Zerrex got his first look at a Scholar of Hell. 

He‟d expected something regal and statuesque, or maybe some sort of super demon… 

what he was rewarded with instead was a skeletal, tailless being with a flat, gaunt skull, its body 

covered by torn blue and red robes but its limbs bared to the world. It was enormous, perhaps the 

height of a Gigataur if it stood… but instead of standing, it had its legs crossed and bony hands 

resting on bony knees. There was no skin or flesh on its yellow-and-brown, ugly bones… and it 



slowly tilted its head towards them, the sockets pits of darkness that Zerrex dared not look fully 

into, what may have once been some sort of cleric‟s hat laying in tatters upon its cracked skull.  

“Inquisitor Selena. Lord Zerrex.” it stated, and its voice was rusty from age and disuse, 

several other Scholars floating around inside the room behind the too-thin skeleton as Zerrex 

swallowed thickly, and Selena bowed deeply to the being. “We heard about your tour. You are 

long overdue to come here, and we welcome you gladly. Please, come inside.” 

Zerrex made a face at Selena as the creature turned slowly around and floated into the 

purple dome… and Selena shrugged and then carefully pushed him in front of her, the Drakkaren 

glaring at her sourly over his shoulder but still not daring to speak. This is wonderful. This is 

absolutely wonderful. Stuck with a bunch of dead things beneath a tree and a glowing purple 

energy wall. This can‟t get much worse. 

The inside of the dome was lined with moldy, falling-apart bookshelves stacked with 

scrolls and books that looked like they‟d turn to dust with the gentlest of touches, and there were 

tables here and there with the huge skeletons sat on what may have once been pillows, but had 

degenerated into flat, torn pieces of cloth over the years. The reptile glanced back and forth, 

noting that there were a few Scribes in plain white caps on top of the robes they all seemed to 

wear walking around as well, frowning as they looked at different, enormous textbooks… and 

then Selena pointed, and he looked forwards and slightly up before staring in shock at one of the 

Scholars floating in midair with a huge sheet of parchment hovering around him, stretched out 

and circling the Scholar several times but only crisscrossing when absolutely necessary… and 

seeming to connect back in on itself at the end of the paper. Small orbs floated in pairs above and 

below the long scroll here and there, purple lighting flickering between them and over the paper, 

and Selena murmured softly: “That scroll contains the names of every single demon in Hell, 

matched against an Inquisitor, a Master, or just a punishment… and when those pairs are lit up 

by the Judgment Souls-” 

“It‟s like when you torture me, right?” Zerrex glanced over at her curiously, and he made 

a bit of a face at her nod. “Well, that‟s wonderful, then… since you know I‟m going to ask 

eventually, can names be cut out of the scroll or erased somehow?” 

“Yes, and it becomes a separate scroll on its own, with every little piece of information 

you can imagine upon the resident of Hell… but only by an entity who isn‟t currently bound by 

the powers of the Scholars, so basically another Scholar or Scribe.” Selena responded quietly, 

and Zerrex made a face as he looked up at the levitating scroll. “There‟s no easy way out from 

Hell for anyone. Besides, first you‟d have to know the route to here, since every room other than 

the Hall of Knowledge blocks portal magic, and then you‟d have to get through the barrier, 

which kills anything that touches it, and avoid being taken down by the Scribes and Scholars, 

who all have an immense variety of magic at their disposal.” 

Zerrex opened his mouth to reply, and then a cheerful voice shouted: “Hey, Lord Zerrex! 

Hey, how are you doing?” 

Selena made a horrified face as Zerrex glanced over his shoulder, before smiling a bit as 

Amiglion trotted towards him, clad in a plain Scribe‟s robes without the long red scarf, and 

carrying a blue book as everything in the vicinity shot him a deadly look… but the not-very-grim 

Reaper of Souls ignored them all as he skidded to a halt in front of Zerrex, gazing down at him 

with an affectionate smile. “You didn‟t forget about me, right?” 

“Not at all, Ami.” Zerrex said with quiet entertainment, and then he glanced over at 

Selena, who was making faces at Amiglion, before Death looked back and glowered at her. 

“Uh… do you two know each other?” 



“This loser came begging to me for help and interrupted another job I had… he wanted to 

see if I could stretch the rules and permit you two to train together or something stupid like that.” 

Selena said irritably, crossing her arms as Ami continued to look at her sourly. “For one of the 

Naganatine, Ami is a first-class fuckup.”  

“You‟ve always been a tightass.” Amiglion said dryly, and then he glanced over to 

Zerrex, asking cheerfully: “So have you plowed that bitch yet? I heard that you and her had been 

havin‟ some good times on the grapevine.” 

“Deal with him, I can‟t.” Selena threw up her arms in consternation and stomped away, 

and the two stared after her as she headed for one of the bookshelves, Zerrex coughing a bit and 

Ami rubbing at the back of his head slowly. 

A moment later, the Reaper glanced over at him and shrugged, smiling cheerfully. “But 

in any case, Lord Zerrex. I just wanted to say that it‟s real nice seeing how you‟re doing in 

Hell… got some horns on you, huh?” He nudged the Drakkaren playfully, then reached up and 

flicked the end of one bull horn, the reptile making a face and immediately grabbing his head. “I 

see they‟ve still got at least a few inches to grow… but your body isn‟t showing any other demon 

signs, unless you‟ve got a spiked penis or something now. Or ridges. Ridges are cool, too, if 

they‟re big enough.” 

“Stop talking about my penis.” Zerrex grumbled, and then he carefully let go of his head 

before shaking it and brushing his hair out of his emerald eyes, adding mildly: “So, Ami, what 

are you doing here, anyway? And it looks like you‟ve recovered pretty quickly from the fight.” 

The tall, lithe entity nodded, looking amused as he rubbed a hand over his stomach 

slowly. “This was the hardest to heal, thanks to how much you whaled on it, but otherwise it was 

a pretty quick procedure. On the other hand, the spell I used sapped a lot of my spiritual energies 

and temporarily broke my connection with my scythe, Grim. It‟ll be a few months still until it 

wanders back and I resume my duties as Death, but until then I‟m doing clerical work here in the 

Scholar‟s Tree. It‟s not a bad job… but it can be a bit boring, as I guess you can see yourself.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit as he glanced around the area, and then Selena cleared her throat 

from across the room, and the Drakkaren held out a hand to the creature. “Well, my Inquisitor is 

calling. Take care of yourself, Ami, and we‟ll have to get together sometime for that training I 

promised you, too.” 

“The Princess said in a century, if you‟re still up for it.” Ami said brightly, as if he was 

referring to sometime over the next week… and Zerrex guessed that in Hell, that‟s roughly what 

a hundred years amounted to. Hell is weird. “But sure, I‟d love to!” 

He dropped his book, seizing the Drakkaren‟s hand in both his own firmly, and Zerrex 

coughed a bit as they shook before smiling up at him and nodding, then turning around and 

striding over to Selena… before staring as she held up a moldy blue book labeled: „Basic 

Magical Principles.‟ 

He made a bit of a face at this as she said mildly: “I still have an hour or two with you… 

so we‟re going to work on this stuff, even though I know you hate it. But Zerrex, you have to 

learn at least a few spells… and God help me, I will teach you how to at least portal over short 

distances in Hell so you aren‟t abusing that stone I gave you to get everywhere. You‟re going to 

end up breaking it within a millennium, and I‟m not buying you another one.” 

“I walk sometimes!” Zerrex said defensively, then he made a face as they headed for a 

small, round door in the wall, adding dryly: “By the way, did you know the Plasmids have 

started to get more brave? A bunch of them attacked me near my home when I was walking to 

the work site the other day.” 



“What?” Selena frowned, tilting her head. “But I thought you lived about a mile outside 

of Lestoia Village. I admit, it‟s not the most populated place, but there‟s no caves, no abandoned 

homes, no nothing out there.” 

“I know, I was surprised, too… but they had actually taken over one of the larger homes 

under construction nearby.” Zerrex responded mildly, rubbing his side idly. “I found the nest 

inside, and I took care of it. I have to say, though, they get uglier and meaner every time I see 

them.” 

Selena sighed and rolled her eyes, and Zerrex looked at her dryly as she mumbled: “God 

above. I wish you would leave that to an extermination team, like you‟re supposed to… but no, 

even in Hell you have to fix every problem yourself.” 

The Drakkaren grunted as the demoness pulled the round door open, then shoved her 

lightly aside, causing her to snort and retaliate by kicking his tail as he hopped through the 

door… and into a dark tunnel. He blinked and looked back and forth curiously, rubbing absently 

at his lower back as Selena strolled past him with a mumble before snapping her fingers and 

saying mildly: “Get in. This is an old aqueduct beneath the Ninth Circle… it serves as both an 

escape route, in case something went seriously wrong in the tower, and-” 

She was interrupted as a white portal appeared, and a moment later two minotaurs 

stepped out of it, both in full armor and wearing enormous shields on one arm, a war hammer in 

the other. Selena stared… and then the Dius that Zerrex had first seen in the coliseum stepped 

out, and he frowned a bit, trying to remember her name before saying slowly: “Queen… 

Feldspar?” 

“My, my… such a sweetheart, he remembers me.” The demoness smiled, sliding close 

and rubbing her hands over Zerrex‟s chest, before reaching up and stroking one of his horns, the 

reptile blushing and wincing a bit at the same time. “And such big… horns. You know what they 

say about people with big horns, though…” 

“What is it, milady? I‟m afraid Zerrex and I are on a bit of a tight schedule right now.” 

Selena said briskly, and Feldspar shot her a dirty look. It made Zerrex wonder if all Dius acted 

like this with one another… but on the other hand, Selena tended to just be hostile to everyone 

they ran into. It must be an Inquisitor thing… 

“Lord Zerrex is to meet the Princess in a private session. She wishes to see how he is 

progressing, so she can adjust her plans for him accordingly.” Feldspar replied coldly, and then 

she smiled and wrapped an arm around Zerrex, adding teasingly: “And there‟s a fun surprise for 

you… why don‟t you follow me?” 

Despite the fact was a choice between a demoness dressed in normal clothes who was 

groping all over him, or a demoness who tortured him daily and spent the other half of the day 

bitching at him and arguing with him, Zerrex shot Selena a pleading look… but she looked 

helplessly back as the Drakkaren was half-dragged into the white portal. 

Unlike the other portal he had stepped into, there was no pulling sensation, no whirl of 

darkness… it was like stepping through a door into another room, but it almost hurt his head 

when that room turned out to be an enormous balcony, going instantly from the depths of the 

earth to the skies so damned high above. He grunted and covered his face with a wince… and 

Feldspar‟s hands slid over his back as she said soothingly: “You‟ll get used to it, Lord Zerrex… I 

remember feeling sick the first time I took an instant portal, too.” 

The Drakkaren nodded, then he blinked a few times and lowered his hands as he looked 

slowly around, orienting himself. He could see a huge archway leading back into the central 

spire, guarded by two massive statues of imposing demon lords… but in front of that, sitting 



upon a large oak throne, was the Princess, with a scattering of succubi and Dius sitting on 

pillows around her feet, all of the latter two whispering excitedly. 

On the other hand, there were also six chairs arranged in a half-circle in front of her… 

and only one of these were empty, as Queen Feldspar strolled over to sit with the other girls on a 

large, plush pillow… and Zerrex winced a bit as he walked forwards over the golden stone that 

made up the floor of the balcony, quietly dragging a hand over the marble banister that was at 

head level with him before the Princess invited gently: “Come, Lord Zerrex. We have been 

expecting you… sit in the open chair.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit and walked over to do so, sitting down beside a grim-looking devil 

with flat features and a tiara of spikes jutting out of his head. He glanced at Zerrex for a moment 

thoughtfully, then looked back towards the Princess as she nudged her mask up just enough so 

she could take a slow sip of red wine, before putting the glass back down on the arm of her 

throne and glancing slowly over the group assembled before her, her mask falling back into place 

to cover her features entirely. 

“I have called you all here to discuss the issue of the Warlord.” she said softly after a 

moment, and the sexual demons murmured amongst themselves at her feet, and Zerrex felt 

himself stiffen a bit. “Lately, the Eastern Provinces have suffered a huge assault and much of 

Prince Memnon‟s forces have been destroyed, due to the Warlord‟s use of advanced technologies 

from the mortal realm. I have asked Lord Zerrex to join us as he knows the weaknesses of these 

devices, and has successfully destroyed them on the mortal realm.” 

All eyes turned to him, and the Drakkaren stood up and swallowed before half-bowing 

and saying as clearly as he could manage: “I‟ll aid you with my knowledge however I best can. I 

do have to admit, though, if there‟s been corruption and demonic modifications, I‟ll need to see 

and know how the… technologies are being used or behaving to give you the best results. But 

it‟s an honor to be here and be included.” 

“Thank you, Lord Zerrex.” the Princess said in a smiling voice, and Zerrex sat down, 

feeling embarrassed as she looked to the other end of the row, saying softly: “Archmage Telius, 

what can you tell us about the Western Provinces?” 

A tall, black-robed creature stood, pulling back his cowl to reveal skeletal features, his 

pinkish skin stretched tight against bone and a short, slanted muzzle. Amber eyes traced over the 

group, and then he said in clear, cold voice: “It appears that Prince Raithe has given in to the 

Warlord against our wishes, in order to stop the raids on his refineries, mines, and settlements. 

Although I can appreciate the compassion he shows for his people, we have lost many valuable 

assets and the Warlord has not only gained territory, but many troops and lost souls which he 

will quickly have broken and converted into Scrags, zombies, or Plasmids. I recommend that we 

increase all patrols and surveillance along the western border, and double the current amount of 

soldiers.” 

“I‟m sorry, milady, but we just can‟t.” said a lizard demon in blue armor tiredly, shaking 

his head slowly and rubbing quietly at a long scar over his muzzle. “My soldiers are already 

stretched thin as it is… and since we‟ve been attacking the dimensional tears and attempting to 

hold down the few we have sealed off, I can‟t weaken the reserves further by placing more 

soldiers out at the western border.” 

“Our only other recourse, then, is to ask the Scribes to seal the border completely.” Telius 

responded, glancing down at the Swamp Spine before looking up at the Princess. “I wish my 

mages could do it, but the entire school doesn‟t have enough power to form a shield along the 

whole border, or even most of it, after we already put most of our energies into setting up the 



teleportation block around the entire province. If we leave the border as it is, without a doubt the 

troops of Prince Az‟Iriel will march through… and from there, they‟ll almost certainly use their 

mages to create a mass portal and directly attack your palace. I don‟t believe I need to remind 

anyone here that the current spell only halts teleportation from outside of the Province… once 

inside, he‟ll have access to anything from anywhere.”  

The Princess nodded slowly, motioning gently for him to sit… and Telius did so as the 

monarch gazed over them… before asking gently: “Lord Zerrex. What would you do in this 

situation? An ally has switched sides, our other ally is under attack, and our troops are divided up 

across Hell and suffering severe losses from the new technologies they‟ve never faced before, 

and soon enough it appears we may have invasion. I would like your opinion.” 

Zerrex stood slowly, rubbing the back of his head and looking half-terrified, half-

thoughtful… and after a few moments of silence, he said quietly: “Withdraw. It‟s more important 

now than ever that we make sure we hold down our home before anything else…” 

“Outrageous.” muttered the lizard-demon, and there was a murmur of consent from 

someone else before the Princess held up a hand, and Zerrex half-moved to sit before she 

gestured for him to continue… and with a wince, the Drakkaren straightened. 

He hesitated a moment more, then added quietly: “Pride is one of the big sins, right? 

We‟re punishing ourselves with pride if we keep fighting a losing battle, especially if they‟re 

using tanks and guns modified with demonic magic. I almost lost a fight to one of the Warlord‟s 

officers using a weapon like that and metal wings that let him fly a lot faster than any demon I‟ve 

seen so far. We have to withdraw, and we can use some of those soldiers we pull back from the 

worst fronts to reinforce other key areas and the borders.” 

“The northernmost front is suffering the worst.” added a gentle voice, and Zerrex sat 

down, looking curiously over and frowning a bit at the sight of a badger who faintly reminded 

him of the Tinman for some reason… but this one had much more confidence about him, and his 

clothing was old western style, down to the long duster and the black cowboy hat. His eyes had 

an unnatural glow to them… but the same golden rings, the same feeling… maybe he‟s one of 

Tinman‟s relatives? He was adopted, though, he never spoke about his family… maybe I‟m just 

being nostalgic upon seeing someone who doesn‟t look at all like a demon. “I agree with Lord 

Zerrex. Let‟s withdraw the troops from there… we may lose some ground and one of the supply 

bases, but we can destroy it during the retreat.” 

“I don‟t like it.” the blue-armored lizard said mildly, and then he sighed and looked down 

as Zerrex sat, but the demon didn‟t bother to stand up, instead looking miserably down the row 

to the devil that sat beside Zerrex. “What do you think On‟Inai?” 

The devil shook his head a bit, frowning from Zerrex to the other lizard, and then he 

shrugged and said quietly: “I have to agree with Lord Zerrex and Lord Phoenix. As important as 

this is… we should pull back our troops. It‟s useless to fight a battle we cannot win… I also 

suggest removing all our soldiers stationed in the Western Province, as well. If Prince Raithe has 

turned on us, we cannot discount the possibility of his troops attacking our own as well.” 

There was silence for a little while as the Princess lowered her head… and then she 

nodded and said softly: “Very well then. Order the retreat in favor of increasing security around 

our borders and around the dimensional tears. This meeting is adjourned… Lord Zerrex, if you 

would kindly wait here for a moment, I‟d like to speak to you.” 

The Princess stood, and the six across from her stood as well before everyone bowed – 

Zerrex quickly imitating this – and the Princess turned to leave, several of the Dius following 

behind her. The other demon lords murmured to each other as they turned to leave themselves, 



strolling down the balcony and creating portals even as they gossiped… but the badger put his 

hat on his head and strolled over to Zerrex, and the reptile looked down into his eyes curiously as 

he held out a gloved hand, noting a ridiculously-oversized revolver holstered on his hip. I‟m 

jealous. That looks awesome. “My name is White Phoenix, Zerrex, sir… but I used to have a 

different name. Corey Pettigrew… the Tinman, as you called him, is my son.” 

Zerrex blinked, then reached out and shook the hand of Tinman‟s father, expecting a 

flimsy grip… but unlike Tinny, the badger was strong enough to make the reptile wince, as he 

gave a slight smile and looked up at him, saying quietly: “You did good with my son, and I 

wanted to thank you for that. Far better than I ever did with either of my sons…” White looked 

away, then he cleared his throat and tipped his hat to the Drakkaren, a dark portal appearing next 

to him as he said quietly: “I‟ll be lookin‟ forwards to buying you a drink sometime in the future, 

Lord Zerrex.” 

With that, he stepped backwards through the portal… and Zerrex stared down at his hand, 

then at the space where the badger had been only a few moments before, mumbling quietly: 

“Holy crap. Talk about different… but uh… yeah.”  

He broke off as he realized he was talking to himself, then glanced up towards the red sky 

swirling slowly high above, making a bit of a face. A moment later, however, a pair of hands 

grabbed him, several voices quietly giggling as he was dragged over to sit on a large pillow in 

front of the throne, a Dius wrapping her arms around her neck as the succubi all but threw 

themselves upon him, Zerrex staring dumbly back and forth as they surrounded him, all of them 

striving to rub a hand lightly along his body as they chattered in their demonic voices. 

The Dius licked her muzzle slowly above him, leaning down and asking teasingly: “So… 

is it true? Have you really raped over a hundred people?” A pause, and then she nuzzled into his 

neck teasingly, the reptile swallowing a bit before twitching as he felt a hand slip into his pants 

and run teasingly along his outer thigh, the Drakkaren uselessly attempting to wave the demon 

girls away. “We‟re so sad you didn‟t get pulled down into the Circle of Lust… we‟d ever so 

much like a visit from you, Lord Zerrex, to show you a good time…” Her eyes half-lidded as she 

pulled him down a bit against her body, murmuring teasingly: “It‟s all about pleasing the Masters 

there, after all… and we‟d make you into the finest and cruelest Master ever to live in Hell…” 

“Um.” Zerrex said stupidly, trying to think of what to even say to that… and then 

someone cleared their throat, and the Drakkaren looked up as two demonesses strolled out on 

either side of the Princess, giving the succubi disdainful looks and immediately sending them 

scattering to the floor to kneel. 

The Drakkaren climbed to his feet, carefully stepping away from the humbled Dius… and 

he glanced over the two bodyguards, who had longer, U-shaped horns that curled down and then 

slowly twisted out to either side, and muscular, bulky bodies… and they were also the first 

Zerrex had seen carrying spears and wearing lightweight body armor. The Princess sat back in 

her throne as these demonesses took their place standing at either side of her… and then the 

demon monarch said tenderly: “Lord Zerrex… it‟s so good to see you, how you‟ve grown, and 

everything that you‟ve learned. I‟ve been keeping a close eye on you, you know… and truly, you 

have excelled here in Hell.  

“As you have likely noticed, many of the sexual demons in Hell are very taken with 

you…” she paused, rubbing the underside of her muzzle before adding in an almost-playful 

voice: “I heard you even had a little run-in with an Incubus.” 

Zerrex made a bit of a face: the much-rarer, male counterpart of the succubus had slid all 

over him in an attempt to seduce him when he‟d gone shopping in a market one day, and 



eventually his groping had caused Zerrex to punch him in the face and knock him over, much to 

the amusement of the crowd. “Yes… and here I was thinking they would behave the same way a 

Master or Slaver would, looking for domination more than being a slut, if I may say so, your 

highness.” 

“Demons, unfortunately, forget themselves sometimes.” the Princess responded gently, 

then she reached out and touched the end of his muzzle, stroking down it lightly as she added 

softly: “Especially in the face of a powerful being such as yourself. Lord Zerrex, your strength 

has doubled since you came here… but you are still only an Initiate, and have much to learn 

about magic and the demonic arts. I fear that still you would lose in battle to the war-hardened 

Gigataur Attack Teams or the Rakshasa mages trained in cursing and controlling the opponent. 

You know and understand little of magic, after all… and as a demon, especially now you need to 

understand these arts.” 

Zerrex nodded and made a bit of a face, rubbing the back of his head slowly. “Selena… 

Inquisitor Selena, I mean, has told me the same thing. I‟m just… not very keen with any of it.” 

The Princess smiled, then said: “I believe in time, you will learn much… but for now, I 

wished to speak to you about what your future holds. Although time here is uncertain, you will 

continue your tutelage under Inquisitor Selena throughout your stay here, until she has taught 

you all she knows of the magical arts. In a hundred years, you will be settled enough in Hell to 

be introduced to other Inquisitors, once you have understood fully that they are only doing their 

duty, no matter how cruel they may be or the methods they choose to act by… and sometime 

after that, you will serve a period of your sentence in the Circle of Lust. The succubi tell me they 

will welcome you warmly… but don‟t expect such a friendly greeting from the Masters and 

Slavers, who will likely see you as a threat to be… broken down. I will be watching your 

progress in that circle with interest, Lord Zerrex…” 

The Drakkaren nodded, trying to keep his poker face as the Princess glanced over him, 

before adding mildly: “You will suffer many trials in Hell, Lord Zerrex… your sentence is a 

long, harsh one, eternities of unending torment to be served… but I eagerly await seeing you 

travelling out the other end of this long, dark tunnel. You have the courage, the resolve, and the 

willpower to endure… but Hell has broken those stronger than even you, and turned them into 

creatures that have been flung deep into the darkest regions of the Abyss to endure never-ending 

punishment. I pray that you do not join them there.” 

Zerrex nodded again, and she smiled with her eyes and waved a hand dismissively, a 

black portal appearing. “You may leave now, Lord Zerrex… if you like, you may take a few of 

these eager concubines with you. They would be more than happy to please your every desire, 

sexual or not…” 

It was an offer too tempting to resist… but Zerrex forced himself to bow first as he 

glanced over the females, all of them gazing up at him with a mix of hunger and adoration, and 

he spoke in a polite voice: “I don‟t wish to impose or be rude, your majesty… but may I ask why 

I‟m receiving such special treatment?” 

“Simple.” The Princess sounded almost surprised, leaning back in her chair and tenting 

her fingers. “Because you are my ultimate weapon, in the material terms you‟re used to hearing, 

Lord Zerrex. I need you to ensure my victory against Prince Az‟Iriel… and let me add that 

should you prove yourself worthy enough as a servant… one day I will be honored and glad to 

elevate you to the rank of a demon Prince in the place of the cruel dictator.” 

Zerrex didn‟t know what to say with the chill that rolled down his spine… and then he 

simply nodded and murmured: “Thank you, Princess… but I…” 



“Having trouble choosing? Then perhaps one of each here… an Amazon, a Dius, and 

one… no, two succubi.” The Princess interrupted, and he remembered with another chill she was 

a mind-reader as she pointed out the different servants, the huge, muscular reptile at her side 

looking almost surprised before shrugging a bit, as two of the succubi and the Dius squealed in 

joy. “Go, and serve his every whim for the next week.” 

The Drakkaren simply nodded mutely and retreated through the portal to his small home, 

halfheartedly hoping it would close behind him… but a few moments later the three sexual 

females strutted through the portal, followed by the towering, more-draconic Amazon, who 

glanced back and forth at the cramped quarters as the portal closed behind her. Zerrex winced as 

the three others immediately began rubbing over his arms and his chest, then he said finally, as 

he tried to think of what time it must be: “I have to get ready for work… why don‟t you make 

yourselves at home here?” 

“You have another twenty minutes you can spend with us before you need to leave…” a 

succubus purred, and Zerrex tried to resist staring at the fact she apparently knew his schedule 

better than he did. “Here, let me massage these broad shoulders of yours…” 

“Don‟t hog him, I‟ll take one and you take the other!” the other succubus snapped, and 

they argued briefly in demonic as Zerrex looked back and forth from the blue-scaled demoness 

to the green-scaled one, and finally they both settled down and paired up to drag him over to his 

bunk and sit him down, before chattering again as the Dius sat firmly on his lap. 

The Amazon, meanwhile, hefted a sigh as she put her spear aside, then flexed one arm, 

her bicep bulging impressively as she began to pull off her bracelet… and she frowned a bit as 

Zerrex stared dumbly at her, asking in a clipped voice with a heavier accent than the other demon 

girls: “What, Lord Zerrex?” 

“That‟s awesome.” The Drakkaren cleared his throat, then rubbed at the back of his head 

dumbly as the other girls stared over their shoulders at the Amazon, who looked across at them 

smugly. “I uh… dig muscle.” 

“I‟ll keep that in mind.” The Amazon replied easily, then she offered him a smile as she 

reached up to loosen one of the shoulder couplings holding on her breastplate. “My name is 

Tynia.” 

“I‟m Sibia, and the two succubi are Kiorna and Aluo.” The Dius piped up immediately, 

earning glares from the two demonesses before she leaned up and kissed the reptile‟s neck 

teasingly. “And it is our honor and pleasure to serve you for as long as we may, Lord Zerrex… 

we look forwards to providing you service in every way we can…” 

It took Zerrex ten minutes and the help of Tynia to extract the other females, and he left 

her in charge of them as he headed off to work, not feeling like attract any extra attention or 

jealousy from Targin today due to the fact that he had what could be seen as both the worst and 

best possible relationship with the female demons of the realm. Even the Amazon had admitted 

some attraction to him, despite the fact her body was almost exclusively muscle… but on the 

other hand, he‟d been surprised to find that a flat… or rather, no-chested female… was a nice 

break after seeing nothing but huge boobs on every chick who threw herself at him. 

Of course, they were gossiping about someone who‟d been granted a private meeting 

with the Princess when he arrived at the worksite, and that had been awkward… but he‟d 

managed to avoid the topic and keep himself busy working on finishing the patio of the temple 

with Targin, who was sulky today and avoiding talk, which worked fine for the Drakkaren. 

When he arrived home, he found his bed neatly made, a small meal of some sort of 

shrimp-looking things prepared with an unidentifiable dipping sauce, and the Dius waiting with 



the two succubi on collars and chains, one leash in either hand. The Amazon, meanwhile, had 

picked up a book and was reading with her shirt off… and if not for the slightly-effeminate shape 

of her body and the shape of her features, one would have guessed she was a male. Not even a 

nipple. I don‟t know why I want to make out with her. 

The Drakkaren permitted the three sexual demonesses to feed him, which, he had to 

admit, was rather nice. The shellfish things didn‟t taste too bad, and the sauce was thick and 

spicy enough that Zerrex didn‟t dare guess what it was made from… but it tasted good, 

nonetheless, and that was what mattered. Afterwards, he declined their offer of „dessert‟ and 

instead went over to sit by the Amazon, who held up another book to him and noted that an 

Inquisitor had dropped it off while he was at work, and Zerrex made a face at the Magic 

Principles textbook. 

He started reading it anyway with a sigh, before making a face as the Succubi made their 

way over to rub his feet while the Dius took care of the dishes outside… and upon reentering the 

home, the Dius glowered at them before taking Zerrex‟s shoulders, cramping the little bunk up 

quite a bit. Their wrestling over Zerrex was enough to upset the Amazon, who yelled at the three 

of them and sent them scattering like animals, and the Drakkaren relaxed as the three sulked in a 

corner, looking bored and miserable. 

Of course, the reptile then made the mistake of asking where they were going to stay… 

and immediately all three clamored that they wanted to spend some time in bed with the 

„legendary great Lord Zerrex.‟ He made a face, then suggested they should go and get some of 

those big pillows instead… and that bought him just enough time to portal out to his torture 

session while leaving the Amazon in charge of making sure that the Dius didn‟t kill the succubi, 

and that the succubi didn‟t use the stuff he had laying around his house as sex toys. 

The rest of the week passed in much the same fashion… except by the third day, Zerrex 

lost his temper with one of the succubi when she kept crawling into his lap while he was trying 

to read the textbook, who looked horribly ashamed of herself while the others just… drooled? 

Either way, it creeped the Drakkaren right the hell out, but he had to admit, they honestly did 

seem to be taken with the idea of being his slaves… so to keep them entertained, he ordered 

them to go and find him something nice outside, and they immediately rushed out, giving him 

some private time with the Amazon who had enthralled him. 

Thankfully, she was also harder to get into bed, and took a lot of coaxing… but two hours 

later, Zerrex felt it was completely worth it, as he sighed and lay back with her huge, muscular 

form resting against his chest… and then he paused, staring at the doorway, where the three 

females were gaping. He tried to ignore them… but then the Amazon squeaked as the Dius 

leaned down and dragged her tongue across the female‟s vagina and shivered in what looked like 

ecstasy. On the other hand, Tynia immediately leapt up and chased all three of them outside with 

a loud variety of roars and yells, and it permitted Zerrex to once more safely portal away. 

He gave in on the fifth day to the pleading looks of the sexual demons, though, and they 

were more than happy to service him at once, and in any way he pleased… and on the last day of 

their stay, he sated his lusts with all four of them, and it left him content enough to make it 

through today‟s torture – electrocution, needles, and other nasty things – without giving in to the 

urge to scream, only hissing through his teeth and trying to remember his torture training. 

At the end of it, Selena looked over him with a frown, and Zerrex looked back at her 

sourly: she‟d gone extra-mean and stabbed several needles through his penis, which had hurt far 

too much for him to let out any cry of pain anyway. “What, unhappy with your artwork?” 



“Shut up your face.” Selena muttered, an expression Zerrex thought she didn‟t quite 

understand herself. “No, I just… that should have left you in agony, but here you are, just 

looking your usual pissy self. You‟ve been going up and down a lot lately, that‟s all… have you 

done anything unusual?” 

“Er.” Zerrex coughed and looked lamely at her, and her frown deepened. “I banged the 

concubines and guard that the Princess gave to me… at once?” 

“You moron, those were priestesses.” Selena slapped her forehead, and Zerrex blushed 

deeply, rubbing the back of his head and looking embarrassed before she paused and asked in a 

voice that was a bit too serious for the reptile‟s liking: “Did you eat anything they gave you? Did 

they prepare dinner for you at all?” 

“Yeah, but it was always different.” Zerrex said defensively, crossing her arms… and 

then he paused, adding stupidly as he shrank back in the chair. “Except for the sauce, of course. 

Now I remember that that was always the same.” 

Selena gaped at him, and the Drakkaren looked back… and then she grabbed him and 

hefted him up, shaking him firmly and making him yelp as she shouted: “Do you ever pay 

attention to me? Zerrex, I told you to be careful around them after our torture session last Do… 

Gods know what that was, it was probably… ground-up demon parts. Demonic steroids, to boost 

your corruption and do… who knows what to you…” 

She halted, then turned away, embarrassed… and Zerrex rubbed the back of his head a bit 

before hugging her from behind, and she mumbled quietly: “Nothing bad better happen to you… 

because I swear, if something does… I‟m going to beat your face in, right the hell in…” 

“Nothing ever does.” Zerrex smiled a bit, and then she turned around and looked at him 

mildly, opening her arms to likely note where exactly they were. “Well… um… yeah. But I 

mean… this isn‟t so bad, really. I mean, apart from you torturing me half the time.” 

“You would enjoy Hell.” Selena muttered, then she shook her head a bit and snapped her 

fingers to create a portal, saying dryly: “Come on, though. Time for today‟s magic training.” 

Zerrex immediately went from attempting to cheer her up to sulking, and this had a much 

better effect on Selena, the demoness‟s muzzle curling in a teasing smile. “Oh, what‟s that, 

Zerrex? I thought you had been studying real hard this whole week.” 

She laughed and didn‟t wait for a response, however, instead turning and leaving through 

the dark portal… and Zerrex mumbled under his breath as he followed her, by now well-used to 

the feeling of the vortex as he stepped out into a large, open field covered in short, tan grasses. 

On one side, a stream quietly trickled by, twisting back and forth as it flowed down into the 

forest of gnarled black trees behind the Drakkaren… but Selena was currently standing over near 

a sandpit, tapping her toes and waiting impatiently for the reptile. 

Zerrex trudged over, head low and looking morbid: even after a month of practice, they 

were still doing the same basic spell… something which Selena was all too glad to inform him 

Cherry had managed after two days with the Sisters. “Come on, you know what to do.” 

The Drakkaren sighed and sat down, then he made a face as he raised his hands and left 

them roughly a foot apart, concentrating and mumbling an incantation under his breath… and a 

moment later, a spark of light appeared between his hands, and Selena and Zerrex both stared at 

this before it exploded and knocked the reptile over. The demoness winced and rubbed the back 

of her head as Zerrex sat up, his body slightly charred as he blinked a few times, and then she 

muttered: “That was… sort of right. But I can‟t stress enough, you need to work on control… 

maybe you put too much power into the spell, try using just one hand.” 



Zerrex nodded a bit, making a face as he held out his hand, palm up, and focused again as 

he did last time… except this time, instead of a spark, a glowing orb of light flickered into being 

above it as Zerrex rubbed at his charred chest with his other hand, and Selena let out what 

sounded like a sigh of relief before blushing as Zerrex looked up at her curiously, quenching the 

spell out a moment later. 

“I was beginning to think you were going to end up being unable to use magic…” Selena 

paused and rubbed idly under her chin, adding mildly: “And you know, despite your energy 

abilities and your remarkable toughness, that just wouldn‟t do for when you encountered a lot of 

long range opponents or black mages and necromancers using curse and bind magic. 

“But maybe the problem we‟ve been having all along isn‟t just your concentration, but 

the amount of power you have sizzling through that big body of yours… let‟s try another 

beginning-level spell, but one that has a bit more use to it.” Selena mused as Zerrex picked 

himself up off the ground, then guided him into the sand pit before turning and running a short 

distance away before she spun around, asking clearly: “Do you know the incantation for a 

„Force‟ spell? It should be one of the first you studied” 

“Um… it‟s…” Zerrex coughed as Selena glowered at her: for whatever reason, he wasn‟t 

supposed to say any of the incantations in anything louder than a murmur, and he certainly didn‟t 

know enough demonic to know what any of the runes meant anyway. “Sorry. Yeah, I think so… 

it‟s a self-defense spell, right?” 

“That‟s right. I want you to try and hit me with it, since it‟s relatively harmless.” Selena 

said mildly, then she crossed her arms impatiently as Zerrex looked at her morbidly. “Don‟t 

worry, I don‟t expect you to do much of anything with it… just hit me with it using one hand, 

hard as you can. We won‟t go with both hands just in case you‟re actually capable of causing me 

to stagger.” 

“Cause me to stagger… what a pointless spell.” Zerrex mumbled under his breath, but he 

sighed and assumed a ready stance, before making a face as Selena simply began to tap her foot 

impatiently. He rose his hand as he‟d seen in the book, muttered the incantation under his breath 

irritably, and then shoved his hand out at her, as if pushing someone… 

And Selena flew backwards off her feet with a squeak of surprise to crash flat on her 

back almost a meter away, looking stunned, and Zerrex immediately winced and covered his 

head before dashing over to her, his hands still laced in his hair as he asked stupidly: “Selena, are 

uh… are you okay?” 

The demoness looked up at him stupidly, then glowered and kicked him in the crotch, 

Zerrex falling backwards with a groan of pain, and they both lay on the ground, muttering about 

each other before Selena sat up awkwardly and adjusted her breasts against the straps of her 

bondagey leather corset. “You suck. I want to be very clear on this.” 

“You suck. Crotch shots are off-limits.” Zerrex muttered, sitting up and making a face as 

he adjusted himself and ensured that she hadn‟t broken anything in his groin region. “I thought 

we were very clear on that.” 

“Yeah, well… shut up.” Selena grunted, and then she helped the Drakkaren up before 

adding mildly: “How much of the book do you remember, anyway?” 

“As far as I got, I guess…” The Drakkaren shrugged a bit, rubbing the back of his head 

slowly before adding quietly: “It‟s weird. I was admittedly going over the incantations a few 

times in my head at first… but then I just read slowly and everything seemed to stick in my 

brain. So up to… I dunno, moderate level spells? None of the actual combat stuff, still self-

defense spells at the most, but up to there.” 



Selena nodded, looking thoughtfully over the Drakkaren before rubbing under her muzzle 

slowly. “So do you remember how to discover which element best suits you? Fire‟s pretty 

common, if just because it‟s a fairly basic element to master despite its unwieldiness, and earth 

or water would probably be the least common, because they take a level of control… but I guess 

the rarest of all would be crystal.” 

Zerrex simply looked lost… and she looked at him sourly for a few moments before 

saying flatly: “You didn‟t read the foreword, did you?” 

“Uh… no.” Zerrex admitted after a moment, rubbing the back of his head slowly and 

offering a sheepish grin, and Selena groaned and rolled her eyes. “Well, it was just a bunch of 

junk about magical elements… I figured they couldn‟t be very different from the real elements, 

you know? Earth, water, air, fire.” 

“They‟re very different… almost every different manifestation of energy you can think of 

has its own element.” Selena said sourly, and Zerrex made a face as she crossed her arms and 

sighed. “Alright. Fine. I‟ll give you a short reader‟s digest version. 

“The High Elements are Air, Earth, Fire and Water. The Low Elements are Electricity, 

Cold, Lava, and Poison. The Middle Elements are Pure and Crystal. The Divine Elements are 

Light and Darkness. Finally, there‟s what you seem most talented with, which is Energy, and it‟s 

one of the four Non-Elementals. The other three, since I know you‟ll ask, are Force, Psychic 

Energy, and Zero.” Selena closed her eyes, one hand holding her elbow and the fingers of her 

other hand tapping against her temple, looking almost lost in thought. “All four of the Non-

Elementals have their own substructures, but I‟m not going to explain that to you. Figure it  out 

yourself. 

“When two or more High Elements mix, they tend to create a Low Element. When two or 

more Low Elements mix, they tend to create a High Element. When all four High Elements and 

Low Elements mix, they create one of the Middle Elements, depending on the mixture. Although 

Pure Magic has a wider variety of uses, and can be devastating, magical crystals can be forged to 

contain specific spells or to block specific elements, and in combat magically-created crystal is 

said to be able to pierce any barrier or armor. On the other hand, it‟s very brittle, and breaks 

easily… but that‟s probably why a lot of mages carry bows, since crystal makes for an 

exceptionally-deadly arrowhead.” Selena continued, still in the same pose, and then she opened 

one eye as Zerrex looked at her dumbly. “You‟re not getting any of this, are you?” 

“Hey, I‟m trying my best!” Zerrex said defensively, and then he brushed a hand through 

his hair, asking awkwardly: “So… uh… what do you think I am?” 

“I think you‟re stupid.” Selena said bad-naturedly, then she sighed when Zerrex looked 

downcast, reaching out to flick his nose and making him wince. “Alright, alright. In all honesty, 

it‟s impossible to know until I teach you more on elemental conjuration and we start exploring 

that aspect, since now I know you probably have no clue what I‟m talking about in terms of 

elemental spells.” A pause, and then she made a face, adding flatly: “And no, you can‟t just be 

energy. You need to have an associated element.” 

“I don‟t need to do anything.” Zerrex said grumpily, and this time he caught Selena‟s 

wrist when she reached out to grab him, twisting it and making her yelp as her body spun around 

in a half-circle, the reptile holding the back of her wrist up above the back of her head and 

causing her eyes to water with pain. “And stop hitting me, you do it too often. Dear Gods, but are 

you ever bitchy today. What, did someone take a piss in your bed?” 

Selena grunted something out, and Zerrex let go of her after a moment more of letting her 

flail her other arm in a useless attempt to break free, and she staggered forwards before turning 



around and glowering at him. “If you must know, it‟s because they‟re apparently going to start 

soul drafting in the mortal world, and I don‟t approve.” 

Zerrex looked nonplussed… and Selena sighed, crossing her arms and saying mildly: 

“Demons and devils collecting souls is a common mortal legend… mostly because it‟s true. But 

more often than not, we don‟t bargain for them… we just take them. The most common method 

of this is soul drafting, where we send a priestess or mage who specializes in that sort of thing to 

the mortal realm, and they go to a village and wipe out the old, the weak, and sometimes the 

young.” 

The Drakkaren made a face at this… and then he murmured softly: “Croatoan. The word 

carved in the sites around the world where soul drafting took place… demons did that, didn‟t 

they?” 

Selena nodded, softening a bit. “Yeah, that‟s right. Croatoan is the demon word for 

„Taken.‟ It means we leave the spot alone for a billion years or so, to let the stock „replenish‟ 

itself, if it ever does. But you mortals seem very wary of taking up residence in those places… 

it‟s either a natural sense of us or your unnatural fear of ghosts, but either way, it works against 

you.” 

The lizard grunted a bit, but didn‟t bother to respond as he glanced down at the ground, 

and then Selena clapped her hands together, saying firmly: “But let‟s get back to training. We‟ve 

got a lot to cover and a long way to go.” 

 

After spending fifty years in Hell, Zerrex had settled in nicely and gotten himself a two-

room flat… and since he was technically still an Initiate, it meant he was quite well off. But then 

again, his lifestyle wasn‟t extravagant, and the construction job was paying well now that they 

were working on expanding a wing of the royal palace. 

In this fifty years, not a lot had happened: Zerrex‟s horns had grown a last few inches and 

thickened a bit, but that was it for his demonic transformation… and he and Lily still hung out 

often, despite the large bodyguards that still followed them around everywhere. But trust was 

gained exquisitely-slowly in Hell, and the Drakkaren had long learned that everything that 

happened in Hell went either at a lazy pace, or at blinding speeds. 

Embarrassingly enough, he and Selena were still working on beginner level spells… but 

despite how frustrated she acted with him sometimes, she showed him nothing but patience, 

never giving up on him and never rushing him. It was nice, and he had to admit, she made a good 

mentor when she wasn‟t torturing him… but even during all but her most vicious, most sadistic 

rapes and tortures, he was able to keep from screaming now, much to her chagrin. But he had 

certainly come close when he saw how inventive she could be with metal objects, which he‟d 

learned were part of a grand tool set all Inquisitors were granted the power by the Scribes to 

control. It wasn‟t that she had any abilities like Tinny had possessed… and somehow, Zerrex felt 

a bit more comfortable knowing that she was more of a pyromancer than anything else, like most 

Dius tended to be, in part thanks to their lust. 

He now spoke more than enough of the Old Language, Demonic, to get around… and he 

even spoke a few words of one of the less-common languages in Hell, Angelic, just so he could 

piss off Francis the next time he saw him. It wasn‟t like the angel had ever stopped in, but ever 

since Zerrex had mentioned meeting him, Selena had been constantly badgering him for more 

information on the angel who was apparently a legend here in the Underworld. 

The Drakkaren had also found, to his surprise, Homicide working in the Hall of 

Knowledge one day as an assistant librarian one day… and upon seeing him, the black Labrador 



had run over to him and grabbed his hand, shaking it firmly before trading a hug and a grin with 

him. He was still as gaunt as ever, wearing a robe a bit too big for his slender frame, but he 

looked happier than Zerrex had ever remembered seeing him, and despite the fact it seemed like 

he now had a white, V-shaped rune tattooed on one cheek, he had no other visible demonic signs 

that Zerrex could see.  

The two had taken some time to catch up, and the canine had brought the reptile aside to 

an empty aisle and explained to him that he had suffered for a long time in Perdition, a deep 

prison pit in the Circle of Wrath, but he had ended up being hauled out and put to work in a 

paper mill before he could go completely insane. He had worked his way up from there to 

working in the Hall of Knowledge, and had even become a mage after a few thousand years, 

once he‟d fully turned into a demon. 

Mostly, though, he was curious about if all the stories he‟d heard about Zerrex in the last 

few million years were true, and he‟d shown more sympathy than anything else. Blake Hannick, 

despite his codename, had always been one of the quieter members of the team… one of the 

members who‟d seen the value of Tinny in ways other than simply his ability to manipulate 

metals, and someone more willing to show mercy than Zerrex had ever been back then. His 

codename came from his ability to touch someone and take over their nervous system, for as 

long as he retained contact, but it had little to do with his personality or the way he acted. 

After about half an hour of talking, Homicide – Blake now, he preferred – had warned 

Zerrex to watch out for some of the other members of the Legion who were wandering around 

down here. It was rumored that Twister, another former member of the team, had been driven 

insane from spending too much time wandering the circle of Wrath and was now seeking 

„enemies of Ire‟ to terminate, which included Zerrex… and worse, that Gape had been sentenced 

to exile in the Abyss because of his terrible powers and his lust for destruction, but had somehow 

managed to escape and was now on the run from Inquisitors after somehow finding a way around 

the Scholar‟s magic. 

Zerrex had agreed to be careful, not wanting to tangle with either the insane ex-marine 

with wind powers or the horse who‟d already been insane and broken long before he‟d entered 

the Goth Legion, and he‟d bid Blake a kind farewell before leaving with a book the canine had 

offered him of famous literature written in Hell over the last few eons. He‟d read a few of the 

poems, and it had touched him how even the cruelest of demons wrote of the same emotions and 

feelings and wants that mortals above did… and he quietly touched the swastika tattoo on his 

arm as he remembered the words of Mengele Tstegi. Love letters that had never been 

delivered… I wonder if you‟re here too, Mengele, free to rip apart demons to your heart‟s 

desires while you try and figure out every secret tucked away inside the living – or not – body. 

On the other hand, over those fifty years, he‟d also had a few far-more-unpleasant run-

ins. Demons who refused to work with him because he was just an Initiate, demons who hated 

him because he‟d killed some friend, cousin, or relative of theirs, demons who were terrified of 

him because he‟d killed them during their mortal lives while in the Goth Legion and fighting the 

wars he had fought. And one day in the city, he‟d run into Tank… but the badger had shrieked 

and run away in terror before Zerrex had gotten a good look at him. All he‟d known was that it 

was definitely Tank, from the sound of him yelling about the Boss being down in Hell now: he 

could never forget the voice of the male who‟d killed the Tinman. 

Of course, he also couldn‟t count how many times he‟d gotten laid, which was one of the 

more pleasant benefits of being in Hell… and despite whatever idle hopes he‟d had, demons 

weren‟t growing any less fond of him, but apparently more, which he thought disturbing. By 



now, he‟d heard of other legendary once-mortals in Hell, and even met one or two of them, but 

they always seemed to be jealous of him no matter how greatly their deeds exceeded his, but 

he‟d always played it down by just describing himself as the „hot new thing,‟ and that in a 

thousand years or so he‟d just be another face in the crowd. 

Zerrex snorted a bit to himself as he polished the new pair of black metal boots he‟d 

treated himself to today, since it was apparently the one day a year everyone got off, in memory 

of the day Lucifer sealed the Center Throne on top of the Center Spire and the four Advisors 

became the first four Demon Rulers. A pause as he heard a loud yelling at the door that could 

only be Vampire – the demonic wolf and even bigger pain-in-the-ass had stopped by a few times 

to hassle him on his training – and Zerrex sighed as he put his boots down by his bunk and 

strolled out of his bedroom into what was now a pleasantly-cozy living room, shouting at the 

door: “What the hell do you want?” 

“Butt-sex!” Vampire yelled back from outside, and Zerrex muttered several choice curse 

words under his breath before throwing the door open and glaring out… then staring around at 

the variety of grinning faces that stared back, Vampire bowing several times in front of the door 

and hollering: “If I may introduce… Captain Ravenlight!” 

The Drakkaren could only stare as he straightened and stared around at the faces: a 

grouchy looking snake, an orca wearing a cheesy smile, a twitchy cheetah, a rakish-looking 

zebra, and of course Blake and Vampire – in other words, all the members of the Goth Legion, 

excluding the two insane ones and… well… the third but still-alive insane one, Cherry. The 

Drakkaren blinked, then said dumbly: “Just… Zerrex will do. Well then. What a surprise. Thank 

you for informing me, Vampire.” 

He shot a sour look at the wolf, who cackled and sketched a salute in the plain clothes he 

was wearing today, before Zerrex looked over the others again in shock, from the loincloth-

wearing Ghost to Silverfish in a full tuxedo. Zerrex nodded at the orca – he looked much the 

same as he always had, apart from a bit more bulk and a thin white fin that curved out over his 

forehead – and asked dryly: “So what‟s the import cost on that tuxedo just to get it down here 

from the mortal plane?” 

“A thousand, but I run a casino now.” he said loftily, and his slick voice hadn‟t changed a 

bit as he brushed a bit at the lapels of the white suit, showing off the gold and silver rings on 

each of his fingers. “I see you haven‟t changed at all yourself: black pants, very chic, Zerrex. But 

far better than bronze age, here, who thinks he‟s part of the tribal wars.” 

“Shut up, I‟ll dress how I want to dress.” Ghost snapped, and Zerrex noted that the once-

brown scales covering the cobra‟s form had turned to a deep red, and his body had definitely 

increased in size… but he looks just as sulky as ever. I wonder if he still wants to kill me. “And 

by the way, I want to note that Vampire dragged me here.”  

The sour look he shot at Zerrex confirmed the reptile‟s mental question, but then he 

winced as the zebra – now powerful, muscular and tall instead of the chubby weakling Zerrex 

remembered, his eyes a burning red and his long mane done up in a mohawk – said in a playful 

voice, as he adjusted the leather fingerless gloves he wore that went up to his elbows, matching 

his patterned leather suspenders: “Hey, hey now there, Ghost. This is our old boss you‟re talking 

to, and I‟m pretty sure he could still hand you your ass on a platter.” A pause, and then he put his 

hands together and bowed to Zerrex courteously, asking with a hint of awe that Zerrex couldn‟t 

overlook: “How are you doing, Captain? Recognize me?” 

“You were the only zebra, Bondage.” Zerrex responded gently, and that caused Vampire 

to snort, since it obviously wasn‟t the response Bondage was looking for as he seemed to deflate 



a bit, before the reptile added mildly with a gentle punch to the zebra‟s shoulder. “But you look 

good… and you look about the same as you ever did, Bullet.” 

“Baskervilles.” the cheetah said sulkily, peering back and forth. He was hunched over a 

bit, and his eye had developed a nervous twitch… and Zerrex couldn‟t help but notice that he had 

developed a thick ruff of fluffy golden hairs, and that he was wearing torn brown rags over most 

of his body. He was also terribly thin… and then he murmured in a quick voice: “Haven‟t 

forgotten the old days, have you? I haven‟t, I haven‟t at all. I miss the children.” 

“Dumbass here got caught picking up minotaur kids to bring home and do things to.” 

Vampire said conversationally, wrapping an arm around Baskervilles and squeezing him almost 

companionably, but Zerrex thought he saw pity in the demon-wolf‟s eyes. “Poor fool. He‟s a 

bit… out of it, now that he spends most of his days in the dungeons of Lust. You should feel 

lucky that demons only want to be toys for you, not make you their toy, Cap‟n.” 

Zerrex grunted a bit, not feeling exactly surprised… of them all, Baskervilles had always 

been convinced he could outrun everything, which had always caused all sorts of problems in the 

Legion… apart from the fact he was generally just an ass. The Drakkaren stepped outside and 

closed the door behind him as he glanced around at the seven assembled members of the old 

team… and then he smiled a bit as he said softly: “So what exactly did you have in mind, 

Vampire, since for once you‟re the brains?” 

The wolf snorted indignantly, then he paused and rubbed the back of his head, looking 

lamely at the Drakkaren. “I dunno, want to have a picnic or something? I think one of the 

bakeries in town is still open, we could get like… flatcakes or some shit, maybe some booze and 

cider and mortal foodstuffs.” 

“You‟re ever so creative.” Zerrex said dryly, and Vampire made a face at him before the 

reptile glanced over at Blake. “Do you know the… you know what? Here.” Zerrex dug in his 

pocket, then produced his Northern Star and concentrated, a portal opening. “This should go to a 

small field I know by the Ashen Forest. Go ahead out there while Vampire and I grab some stew 

or something, since that seems to be the best thing in Hell.” 

“Beans.” Blake said, and Zerrex blinked, looking at him curiously as the dog coughed 

and looked embarrassed. “Try picking up some brown beans, like the stuff in the cans? It usually 

tastes alright. And oh, hey, Silverfish, why don‟t you put some of that excessive money you‟re 

always sporting to good use, huh?” 

The orca made a disgusted face, and Blake patted Zerrex‟s chest before the Drakkaren 

could protest as the rich demon twisted one of his rings on his fingers, and a small portal 

appeared. Silverfish reached into this, then produced a small bag of coins and threw it over to 

Zerrex, saying dryly: “I want it back, though.” 

The reptile caught it and nodded, offering a smile as Blake led the others through the dark 

portal the Drakkaren had created, Ghost still looking at him sourly before Vampire snatched the 

cash bag from the Drakkaren, snapping his fingers to create a portal of his own nearby as the 

other one flickered out of existence, saying mildly: “Dude, I had to knock him around a little bit 

just to get him to agree to coming out here… he still hates your guts, ain‟t like me. Dude has 

utterly no respect at all for anything other than himself.” 

“And you‟re just bursting at the seams with it.” Zerrex said dourly, and Vampire looked 

almost insulted as the Drakkaren sighed and admitted: “Alright. So maybe everyone else I‟ve 

met in Hell has shown a lot less tolerance towards me. But that still doesn‟t excuse the fact you 

purposefully show up at the worst times and attempt to bite me when I‟m not looking.” 



“It‟s part of my charm.” Vampire responded absently, as he turned and walked through 

the portal he‟d created while counting out coins into his palm, and Zerrex sighed before 

following the wolf-demon through the portal and into the crowded streets of one of Hell‟s major 

cities, glancing back and forth as Vampire added: “Now come on. Watch me use this 

quintessential charm to score some hot bitches and some pie.” 

Zerrex rolled his eyes, then said mildly: “I‟ll bet you a hundred silver coins that I can 

attract more „bitches‟ in a moment than you can all day.” 

“Deal!” Vampire said firmly, and Zerrex reached up and snapped his fingers loudly, 

clearing his throat at the same time… and as he held his arms wide, he was instantly surrounded 

by a group of leering and groping succubi, Dius, incubi, and a few avid fans. Vampire‟s jaw 

dropped… and then Zerrex tilted his head to the side with a slight smile, and the wolf slowly 

turned his gaze to stare at the fallen flags and banners nearby. “Hey, I could so arrest you for 

interfering with the royal parade, you son of a bitch!” 

“You‟re just jealous. I‟ll take you and you and you.” Zerrex pointed out three Dius from 

the crowd, and the rest of the females whined loudly as the Dius clustered around him cheerfully, 

all of them murmuring rather naughty things in demonic as he crossed his arms and said 

seriously: “But don‟t worry, Vampire. Even despite this, I‟m sure people will adore you just for 

your charm and wit.” 

Vampire grunted something and miserably dug in his pocket for a moment, but Zerrex 

waved a hand. “You can pay me later. Look on the bright side, now you can buy yourself all the 

pie you want with Silverfish‟s money and blame it on the depression of being thoroughly beaten 

once again.” 

“I… let‟s go buy food!” Vampire said cheerfully, then he turned around and strolled off, 

Zerrex rolling his eyes and following with the Dius fawning over him. 

Vampire ended up buying all the food the five of them could carry – technically all the 

food four of them could carry, since the last Dius was loaded down with ciders, cola, and whisky 

– and spent most of Silverfish‟s money before the Drakkaren created a portal to the small field 

where he did most of his magic training, to find the others waiting impatiently… and of course, 

the first thing the wolf did was explain to Silverfish in a friendly voice that he had spent most of 

his money, which sent the orca into a tantrum. Money had always had that effect on Silverfish, 

though, and it seemed that few things changed even here in the afterlife. 

While the orca chased Vampire around the clearing, Zerrex and Blake set the food out. 

Bondage was still looking with far too much happiness at the Drakkaren – then again, Gape and 

I were his role models, and if Gape‟s gone and cracked, then that leaves me as his new sorta 

mentor… – and Ghost sulking, while Baskervilles continued to fidget and glance around 

nervously, as if something was going to leap out and eat him. Eventually, however, Silverfish 

gave up the chase to eat sulkily with them, and Vampire promptly dug into one of the many 

desserts he‟d bought as Zerrex relaxed and chatted amiably with Blake and Bondage while the 

Dius sat nearby, chatting and giggling amongst themselves. 

During the meal, Baskervilles managed to slink off into the woods, Zerrex watching him 

go out of the corner of his eye but not saying anything… and afterwards, Ghost grunted 

something about meeting a deadline before he vanished through a portal, and Silverfish also bid 

them farewell, saying mildly that he had another luncheon to attend, as he so phrased it. The 

Drakkaren watched him go without much reserve, and then he looked around at the three ex-

Legion members left as the three Dius squirmed a bit closer towards him, saying mildly: “Well, 

it‟s always nice to feel wanted.” 



“Bah, fuck „em.” Vampire grumbled and waved a hand, using the other to shove a slice 

of bjand meat into his mouth and chewing loudly as he continued to speak, even the Dius 

wincing at his manners as crumbs flew everywhere. “See, as I see it… we fuckers all got what 

we deserve. Most of us got sent down to the Circle of Wrath, although Silverfish was thrown into 

Greed and Ghost into Envy, and I guess we all at least learned a little bit. The problem is, that 

once we got over the hill, we started up a different slope when we began turning into demons and 

earning all these new tricks and treats, you get what I‟m saying? 

“So now Ghost is as pissed as he ever was at you being so famous down here, Silverfish 

is running a casino and making a shitload of money off it so he can feed his ego, Gape decided to 

go even more batshit insane and somehow fucked over the Scholar‟s control system, and we all 

saw the pitiful state Baskervilles was in.” Vampire shook his head slowly, making a face as he 

wiped at his food-splattered muzzle with the back of one hand. “No matter who fast you can run, 

ain‟t no way you ever gonna outrun the Scholars and their magic shit.” 

Zerrex nodded, then he frowned a bit, glancing around at the others and saying curiously: 

“I‟ve only been down here fifty years, but I was told pretty clearly there wasn‟t a way to break 

the Scholars‟ control system… any ideas on how he managed it?” 

Blake smiled slightly as Vampire shrugged with a grunt, and the dog asked playfully: 

“What, trying to escape from Hell already, Zerrex? But in all seriousness…” He shook his head 

slowly, looking thoughtful as he tapped a finger against the end of his muzzle. “I can‟t think of 

how he did it, or even how he escaped the Abyss. On the other hand, Gape was always full of 

secrets… you knew him best, Bondage, what do you think?” 

The zebra only shook his head though, sighing a bit and looking down. “Gape was… 

Gape changed a lot when he came down here. Remember the way he was when he was in the 

unit, how he was… confident, calm but… angry underneath? Well, whatever they did to him 

down here, all that anger came to the surface, and they kept having to imprison him and black 

out his senses, because he‟d lash out at anyone who came close.” 

Bondage paused, rubbing a hand over his muzzle as he made a bit of a face, murmuring 

quietly: “It was scary, I‟ll tell you that. He wanted to kill everything and everyone, and he 

wanted to start with you, Zerrex, but eventually take down all of us, the old Legion. And he was 

powerful, too, and the way his powers worked, it was like it could even get through the shielding 

around the Inquisitors or the demons put in charge of him by the Scholars, and I know I‟ve never 

seen that happen before with anyone. It has to have something to do with that illusion ability of 

his… maybe the Scholars are worried that if they try looking at him even with magic, he‟ll snag 

one of them in his trap and then we‟ll really be in trouble.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, making a face as he sat back and muttered: “Well, thank Gods the 

Abyss is far from here, then… I just hope he doesn‟t get picked up by Az‟Iriel. I don‟t need 

another enemy like that between me and him.” 

There was quiet for a little while… and finally it was Blake who asked, as Vampire 

nudged him firmly with an elbow: “So… so is it true? So have you actually fought Prince 

Az‟Iriel?” 

Zerrex nodded again, shaking his head and sighing as he felt a coil of anger heat up inside 

him. “Yeah… I did. I remember swinging Blackheart into his fists, and they were burning with 

this… this darkness…” He held up his hands, wiggling his fingers and making a face, before 

resting back and looking disgusted. “And then he led me through a portal into a trap. He didn‟t 

have the balls to kill me himself… he sent his goddamn army to do it, to kill an old loser like I 

had become.” 



Vampire snorted at this, nodding in return and wiping his hands off against his shirt as he 

said in an irritable tone: “See, told you so. But I hear you, Captain… even for here, the fucker is 

sick in the head. Ever since we managed to push our troops forwards through the Western 

Province where that coward Prince Raithe is hiding, he‟s been sending swarms of Plasmids with 

fuckin‟ bombs on their backs to blow shit up. Now, as a former bomber myself, I can admire his 

creativity, but like… the Plasmids are so dumb they tend to run into everything except the target 

before the bombs go off… but he doesn‟t care, he uses his own soldiers to push them forwards. 

Waste of good materials… if you‟re going to go with kamikazes, you might as well send the 

Plasmids forwards to distract everyone instead, since the soldiers get blown up either way.” 

“You‟re such an artistic thinker, Vampire.” Zerrex said drolly, and then he glanced over 

to Bondage, tilting his head curiously. “So I know what these two are up to, but what about you? 

You look like a big, buff guy now… and I can see you‟ve still got that talent with shaping 

leather, too.” 

Bondage nodded a few times, smiling happily as he put his hands in his lap, and then he 

said cheerfully: “I work down in the Circle of Lust now, for Queen Carmen. I‟m a Jailor, so I 

help out the Dius and the occasional succubus with making sure the inhabitants aren‟t going 

crazy… you know, tossing them in jail, punishing them here and there-” 

“Fuckin‟ their brains out.” Vampire added, and then he shook his head with a grin as 

Zerrex and Blake laughed, the zebra blushing deeply. “I‟ve seen you down there, strutting 

around and banging everyone you can get away with. One day an Inquisitor‟s going to catch you, 

though, and then you‟ll be in some serious shit. You know they don‟t like it when the Jailors 

mess with the prisoners… that‟s for the Dius and the succubi and incubi only, you‟re just 

supposed to be a glorified security guard.” 

“Yeah, well, screw you.” Bondage returned sharply, crossing his arms and huffing a bit. 

“I‟ve seen the way you‟ve been staring at my ass lately, with how into guys you‟ve gotten. 

You‟re lucky they don‟t throw you out of the Royal Guard for that… if we were still in the Goth 

Legion, I‟m sure they would‟ve had you killed for sure.” 

“Yeah, Hell has its perks.” Vampire shrugged a bit, looking agreeable as he licked his 

muzzle slowly. “And if that‟s an invitation, then your pants be down and I‟ll be right over to 

plow that ass.” 

Bondage made a face and leaned away, and Vampire grinned as he slowly leaned into 

Zerrex, adding playfully: “But of course, oh Lord Zerrex, I‟m just as glad to bang you if you‟re 

up for it…” 

“Uh… I‟d get off me if I were you. You appear to be aggravating the Dius.” Zerrex said 

mildly, and Vampire blinked before looking to the other side of the Drakkaren, where the three 

females were snarling at him. “I hear they can be very touchy and overprotective, after all…” 

The demon wolf muttered and swayed away, shaking his head slowly and grunting. 

“Yeah, see, this is why chicks down here scare me. Most of them are like Cherry or have no tits, 

and what‟s the point of a bitch if she ain‟t got no tits, am I right or what?” He glanced around as 

the others ignored him, and then snorted and crossed his arms, muttering under his breath: “I 

wish Tinny was here. I could bang him all day.” 

“Except I‟m pretty sure Tinman went to a far different place than the rest of us.” Blake 

said mildly, and then he and Zerrex rose their cans of cola and clinked them together, before the 

dog added after a moment: “Oh, Zerrex, did you read that book of poems I gave you?” 

“And I‟m the fag here.” Vampire crossed his arms, looking sulky, but the others ignored 

him as the Drakkaren nodded, Bondage tilting his head a bit.  



The reptile opened his mouth… and then he stopped and frowned slowly, looking 

towards the forest at the sound of a quiet laugh as a female figure slowly slid out of it, and 

Vampire glanced over and started sourly: “Oh look, it‟s an… oh my shit, what the fuck? Dude, is 

that Baskervilles‟ fucking head?” 

The Drakkaren threw down the blood-drenched, gaping head of the cheeath, and the 

blindfold she wore swirled behind her head as she laughed quietly again, striding elegantly a few 

steps forwards before halting and crossing her arms primly in front of her body. From one of 

them, a long row of fin-shaped metal blades had sprouted, and Zerrex could see her tail had 

lengthened and gained a long harpoon-shaped spike at the end of it… and the Drakkaren snarled 

a bit as he stood slowly, saying quietly: “I never learned your name… do you even have one, 

Blind Girl?” 

The Blind Girl threw her head back and laughed, and then Blake leapt to his feet and 

threw both hands up, creating a bright purple wall in front of the four of them before the slender 

Drakkaren-demon leaned forwards and fired a beam of cracking lighting towards them, the 

energy bursting uselessly against the magical field before Blake fell backwards with a grunt as 

the flow of energy halted from the other side, blinking several times as he cursed: “Shit! She‟s 

stronger than she looks!” 

“Then you stay out of this, little dude… hey, bitch! That was our fucking friend, no 

matter how fucked-up in the head he was!” Vampire shouted angrily, leaping to his feet and 

angrily tossing the bottle of whisky at her, which she easily caught. The wolf blinked a few 

times, then he cursed and muttered: “She was supposed to break it and whisky was supposed to 

spray all over her. Then I was going to set her on fire and say a cool line.” 

“Yeah, but if you set it alight now, the bottle will explode.” Zerrex said mildly, and 

Vampire brightened before raising his hand… and then his eyes bulged when he saw the bottle 

heading towards him in an easy toss from the female, and Zerrex took cover behind the wolf as 

Bondage jumped in front of Blake and threw one of his leather gloves up in front of himself, and 

it transformed into a wall of thick black material a moment before the bottle exploded. 

Vampire was knocked backwards, but Zerrex winced as he caught the wolf, who was 

cursing loudly as he hammered at his chest to put out the flames, and the Drakkaren tossed him 

down to the ground just in time to see a foot flying towards his face. 

The Blind Girl‟s hard kick sent him crashing onto his back as she swung her bladed arm 

out at the same time, tearing a wide rip in the leather wall, her tail lashing through this and 

wrapping around Bondage‟s neck to jerk him forwards through the tear, the zebra gasping for 

breath. She turned elegantly and swung her bladed arm down to decapitate him in a clean slice… 

but instead, she hit Vampire‟s forearm. The wolf snarled, shoving his arm upwards as the Blind 

Girl looked up at him in surprise before his fist collided with her muzzle, and a moment later 

Blake leapt forwards to attempt to grab her and end the confrontation. 

Instead, she maneuvered one of her blades into his hand, the dog grunting before hissing 

in pain and drawing back as she sliced a long, thin scar along his palm… and a moment later her 

tail snapped out and lashed into him, knocking sprawling as she turned around and rose a flat 

palm almost lazily. Vampire charged right into the latter, knocking himself over as she stabbed 

her tail behind her at Zerrex… but the Drakkaren narrowly dodged this before swinging his fist 

up to meet hers as she snarled and threw a hard jab at his muzzle. 

Their fists collided in midair, and the Blind Girl shrieked in surprise and pain as her wrist 

snapped, staggering backwards, and Zerrex swung at her again, slamming into her muzzle and 

knocking her staggering… but the reptile was sent flying backwards as well with a grunt of 



surprise and pain, landing on the ground with a wince as electricity sizzled over her body. The 

Blind Girl stood in the middle of them, panting but grinning coldly even as blood dripped from 

her muzzle, and then she said softly: “Cherry.” 

“Sorry, but she isn‟t here right now…” Zerrex said softly, and the Blind Girl slowly 

shook her head… and the Drakkaren‟s emerald eyes narrowed. “No… you‟re doing this because 

Cherry killed you. You‟re doing this to hurt Cherry.” 

She nodded with a sick grin… and then hissed when Bondage threw his other glove at her 

and it turned into a thick leather rope, locking her arms to her sides and her tail against her back 

as Vampire charged in with a growl… and then his eyes bulged as the Blind Girl easily tore free 

of the restraints before she once more punched him in the face and knocked him flat into the 

ground, before her eyes locked on Zerrex and she leapt at him, snarling like a wild beast. The 

reptile backpedaled immediately with a wince as Blake laced his fingers together and began 

some incantation, and Bondage cursed as he ran after the Blind Girl while picking up the torn 

leather wall. 

It morphed into a long leather whip in his hand, and he snapped it at her, trying to get her 

attention… but her tail only snapped out at him, and the zebra was forced to duck backwards 

with a wince to avoid being speared on the end of it. The Drakkaren, meanwhile, was still trying 

to figure out what to do… and then he blinked stupidly before creating a sphere of energy in his 

hand and leaping backwards, at the same time throwing it hard at her. 

She frowned a bit at him, but it was as if she didn‟t see the sphere before it struck her 

body and exploded, knocking her flying backwards with a howl as her electrical barrier vanished 

from around her body, rolling backwards over the ground with a snarl… and then Bondage 

tackled her legs and grabbed the end of her long tail as Vampire threw himself through the air 

with an unnecessary howl and body-slammed her, the female grunting loudly in surprise and 

pain. Blake paused in his recitation, opening one eye to peer at them as she struggled uselessly 

for a few moments… but a moment later Bondage was hefted into the air with a yelp of surprise 

as he clung to her tail, before grunting in pain as the appendage snapped backwards and smashed 

him into the ground… and then he arched his back, his eyes bulging in agony as the long spike 

on the end of her tail tore into his stomach. 

Vampire let out a snarl of rage a moment before he was batted off into the creek… and 

the Blind Girl held her hand up with a vicious grin, and Zerrex covered his eyes as the creek 

burned brilliant white, the demon wolf letting out a scream of agony before he fell still and 

silent, spasming a bit on the shore of the river as smoke rose off his body. Her head drifted to 

face Blake as he hastily went back to chanting, his voice breaking a bit as the Blind Girl stood… 

and then the Drakkaren tackled the now-demoness from the side and landed in a straddle overtop 

her. 

She snarled and swung at his neck with her blades, but he ducked backwards, grabbing 

her wrist… and when his instincts set off an alarm in his head, he leaned forwards, the end of her 

tail overshooting him before he jerked the female‟s own bladed arm into her tail, and the razor 

sharp blades tore easily through her own flesh as she shrieked in surprise and agony, the last foot 

of flesh and the long harpoon on the end of it flying off as blood sprayed over the two 

Drakkaren. Immediately, Zerrex leaned back up, slamming into her face with his other fist twice 

before he was blown off her by a blast of electricity, grunting as he landed hard on his back for 

the umpteenth time that fight. 

Blake finished his spell, pointing his palm at the Blind Girl just as she pounced towards 

Zerrex, who winced and covered his head… then stared as he saw her frozen in midair, left 



completely immobile as Blake fell to his knees, panting and saying raggedly: “Quick, finish the 

crazy bitch off! The binding spell only lasts a short time!” 

Zerrex nodded as he leapt to his feet, then he cocked his arm back and charged at her 

snarling face, before slamming his fist forwards with all the power and momentum he could 

muster. There was a loud crack as the female flew backwards through the air with a shriek of 

fury and agony before crashing on her back and skidding several feet through the dirt. 

She lay still for a moment… and then she sat up, her blindfold knocked off and her 

burning white eyes glaring at Zerrex, the black scars and slashes surrounding them seeming to 

twist and writhe on her face as she leapt up to her feet before charging… and Zerrex winced 

before kicking the long spike that had been on the end of her tail up from the ground and into his 

hand before throwing this at her as hard as he could. 

It struck her squarely in the chest, and she fell with a scream of rage and agony, but her 

body dissolved into darkness before it even touched the ground, and Zerrex fell to his knees with 

a sigh as Blake groaned nearby before crawling over to Bondage. Vampire, meanwhile, was still 

laying in the creek… and Zerrex grunted as he got to his feet and staggered slowly over to the 

smoldering wolf.  

He stepped on him a few times to put out a few small flames that were beginning to 

kindle on his chest, and then he kicked him lightly in the side, and Vampire shook his head with 

a groan of pain before opening one eye to look up at Zerrex and releasing another loud sound of 

mixed pain and irritation. “Oh, come on! Please tell me you did not just save our asses again.” 

“It was a joint effort. Come on, get up.” Zerrex offered his hand, and Vampire slapped at 

it, the reptile rolling his eyes and putting his hands on his hips, stretching a bit and making a 

face. “I have to say, after that, I feel a bit out of practice.” 

“Yeah, please don‟t remind me.” Vampire muttered, and one of his legs twitched a few 

times before he managed to sit up, rubbing slowly at his charred fur before glancing up at Zerrex 

and asking mildly: “By the way, who the holy fuck was that?” 

“The Blind Girl… don‟t you pay any attention to anything? You were the one who 

dragged us all out here to meet Zerrex, after all, all cheerful about how the Captain was down in 

Hell.” Blake said mildly, as he walked over with Bondage following behind, clutching at his 

stomach and looking pale. “Now get the hell up… I need you to take Bondage to a priestess and 

have him examined, and you need to go tell the Royal Guard what happened. But I have to say, 

I‟ve never felt so humiliated in all my life… she was unnatural, even for one of us.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, then he rolled his eyes and reached down to grab Vampire under the 

armpits, hauling him up to his feet and causing the wolf to growl irritably. “Do I have to go with 

you, since, you know, it looks like Bondage here has been poisoned and she was after me?” 

The wolf mumbled something profane under his breath, and then he shook his head with 

a sigh, brushing at his body again as he pointed beside him and created a portal. “No, I‟ll come 

and get you myself if I need you, otherwise I‟ll just post a soldier near your house to spare us all 

some paperwork and interviews with the Inquisitors or Guards. Now if you‟ll stop holding me 

up, I need to take flunky here to sickbay.” 

Vampire slipped forwards, nodding to Zerrex as Blake slid the taller Bondage over to the 

wolf, and then the demon turned and vanished through the portal, the vortex flickering out of 

existence after he slipped through. Zerrex, meanwhile, looked over at Blake as the dog rubbed at 

his head, asking mildly: “You okay?” 

“Yeah… but you‟d better take care of yourself, Zerrex.” A pause as he glanced over at 

the Dius, who were all chatting excitedly and looking at Zerrex with renewed amazement, the 



Drakkaren dropping his head in one hand as the canine added with a hint of amusement. “It looks 

like you have some new stories for your fans to pass around, though, yourself.” 

“Do you want my superpowers? I don‟t want them.” Zerrex said morbidly, and Blake 

laughed and shook his head, patting his large Drakkaren friend on the bicep. 

Before he could make a response, however, a portal appeared and Vampire was thrown 

through it, landing on his back with a screech as Selena and Queen Feldspar stepped through a 

moment later, and both of them yelled angrily at the Dius, who scattered immediately into 

different portals. Blake stealthily slid half-behind Zerrex, peering out at the two as they made 

their way over to the Drakkaren, Feldspar rubbing over his body with concern and Selena 

crossing her arms and glaring at him. “Lord Zerrex, how many times have we gone over this… 

when there‟s a problem, what are you supposed to do?” 

“He took care of the problem by himself, Inquisitor, now kindly lower your voice and 

change your tone.” Feldspar snapped, and then she looked up at Zerrex as he winced. “Don‟t let 

her treat you like a lapdog now, Lord Zerrex… you did perfectly fine, and I for one think you 

made an intelligent choice… after all, you were accompanied by…” She made a face, looking 

over at Vampire as he got up and grabbed the sides of his head, his eyes rolling comically as he 

shook it slowly. “A… member of the Royal Guard.” 

Vampire opened his mouth and rose a hand… and then closed it and leaned slowly away 

at the burning look he received from both Dius before Zerrex said lamely: “I figured, Inquisitor 

Selena, that with about a third of the old unit back together, we could easily take the Blind Girl… 

I didn‟t think she‟d be so…” 

Both the Dius exchanged a look as he broke off, and even Selena softened, frowning a bit 

as she said quietly: “We‟re fairly certain that, like… another demoness you know, she was born 

of a demon-mortal coupling. In that case, it makes sense that she had such a body as she did… 

what is it, Queen Feldspar?” 

The Dius was slowly licking some of the blood she‟d gotten on her hands from rubbing 

the Drakkaren‟s chest off her fingers… and then she frowned and said something in demonic that 

Zerrex didn‟t understand. Selena went from looking irritated to surprised, asking something in 

return as Vampire looked stupefied, and then Selena said sharply: “Captain Lazarus! Assemble 

the soldiers you can find and gear up to search the forest… any dead bodies or body parts you 

find are to be burned immediately. Is this clear?” 

“Sir!” Vampire jumped to his feet and saluted, then made a face and opened his mouth to 

correct himself… but at the glares he received, he simply made a portal instead and jumped 

through it. Meanwhile, Feldspar had said something to Blake, and he had vanished through 

another portal… and now Selena glanced over at Zerrex. 

“I‟m going to take him to get cleaned up and then home from there…” Selena started, but 

Feldspar smiled coldly at her, shaking her head slowly as the Inquisitor narrowed her eyes, 

seething with visible rage as Zerrex carefully stepped backwards, watching as the Dius lost 

control over herself to the point that her other demonic features began to show through that she 

normally kept hidden: a large jaw lined with too big teeth, a series of needle-like spikes pushing 

out of her back, and her dark red pupils. “Feldspar Sarin Le Tolla, this is not a time for fun and 

games, and-” 

“And you need to go and talk with the Princess about what we found here.” Feldspar 

remarked, but her own body had started to change as well beneath her jeans and plain blouse, 

and Zerrex wondered for a moment exactly what had gone on between them to create such 

animosity. I mean, greater demons don‟t go into their scary real forms unless they‟re seriously 



pissed off or getting right into combat, like Cherry… I haven‟t even seen what Selena really 

looks like, so to speak… “Now why don‟t we discuss this later, after you‟ve cooled your silly 

head and when we‟re not in front of Lord Zerrex. You get ugly, after all, as I remember.” 

Selena snarled at this… but then she clenched her eyes and spun around as her features 

receded, before shooting over her back cruelly: “No matter how ugly I get, Feldspar, you‟ll 

always be uglier at the core… I want you to remember that, bitch. And Zerrex, wear one of those 

things mortals call condoms if you end up fucking the slut… she‟s filthy inside and out, and I 

don‟t want to treat you for a disease tomorrow.” 

Feldspar‟s eyes glowed with hate as Selena created a portal in front of her and strode 

through… but the moment the other female was gone, she turned towards Zerrex with a smile 

and wrapped her arms around him, pressing against his body and murmuring softly: “My 

apologies for that mess, Lord Zerrex… but ever since we were children, we just… never got 

along.” The Dius paused, then snapped her fingers and said teasingly: “But come along, I know 

the perfect place to clean off…” 

Ten minutes later, Zerrex was sitting in a private hot tub with the Dius on the other side, 

grinning across at him with her breasts covered by the gentle foam… and Zerrex glanced back 

and forth dumbly, wondering if he was in the mortal world at the marble tiles, the sinks and the 

shower stalls for cleaning off, despite how deep the hot tub was… and then Feldspar slid over to 

him, her breasts lightly pushing into his arm as she said teasingly: “Want me to show you how 

long I can hold my breath under water for? Or would you just rather relax… I promise that if you 

let me give you a massage, you‟ll feel better… and I‟ll even keep my hands away from all your 

naughty places, Lord Zerrex…” 

The Drakkaren made a bit of a face, and Feldspar pouted a bit up at him… and when he 

sighed, she immediately brightened and snatched up a small bottle of some sort of oil that she 

rubbed over her hands, before winking as she arched her back and slowly poured some of the 

contents over her breasts, saying softly: “Won‟t you please help me out? They‟ve been sore all 

day, just waiting for a pair of strong hands to work out all the stress…” 

Zerrex bit his tongue as he reached one hand out… and then she immediately grasped his 

hand and pulled it firmly against one breast as she slipped her legs over his, growling teasingly 

up at him, her eyes half lidded. “Come on, big boy… don‟t be afraid to squeeze as hard as you 

like… go ahead, treat me like your toy, work out all that stress…” 

The Drakkaren brought his other hand up, both resting on her swells as he refrained from 

speaking, working his hands gently against her bosom… and she moaned softly despite the fact 

he wasn‟t moving his fingers with much aim or even attempting to bring her anything in the way 

of pleasure, despite the fact her breasts felt incredibly hot and electric under his touch. It‟s like 

touching sensuality… “Queen Feldspar-” 

“Just Feldspar is fine… we can cut with the formalities, I think… although I do enjoy 

calling you Lord Zerrex.” Feldspar grinned up at him, then leaned in and nuzzled his throat as 

the Drakkaren slid his hands out to the sides of her bosom, pushing her large swells together 

gently as she licked slowly at his neck. “But what is it, darling?” 

“I uh… why exactly are you so… forwards, if I may ask?” Zerrex asked mildly, and she 

laughed quietly as she drew back, grinning a bit as she reached up to slowly begin massaging his 

shoulders… and he relaxed a bit as he felt the heat working into his musculature, breathing a bit 

softer as he looked down to her and she looked up at him. 

“Lord Zerrex… all Dius are drawn to people who are powerful enough to dominate and 

control them…” she chided gently, then she added softly: “Hasn‟t Selena done things with you 



over these last fifty years that no Inquisitor should be doing with her victim and student? Of 

course she has… because it is in her nature, and because you are powerful, even now. And in 

Hell, power attracts people even more than it does in the world above, and enslaves especially 

sexual demons, while creating envy or awe in demons of Wrath. Even the Princess is interested 

in you, since you would be an excellent choice for a General or Advisor… demons will follow 

you and revere you not only for your past, littered as it is with bodies, but also simply for that 

which is locked inside of your body…” 

She slowly sat up, and then kissed him hungrily as she slid her arms around his neck, and 

Zerrex kissed her slowly in return, his eyes sliding closed as they sat together in the hot tub, his 

hands squeezing firmly into her breasts… and then he reached up and grasped her shoulders, 

pushing her back as she panted and gazed up at him hungrily, her hands locked on the back of 

her neck as she growled quietly: “Look, even now you can fight me, no matter how hard I try or 

push… it‟s an agonizing, wonderful torment, sitting here, all my attempts to break down your 

defenses repelled… but you have your weaknesses too, don‟t you Lord Zerrex?” 

She smiled slowly at him, then she leaned forwards and murmured quietly as she 

wrapped one arm around the back of his neck: “Blood… carnage… pain… rape… you enjoy 

power as much as any of us, but I know especially you enjoy your sizes… and you enjoy seeing 

how ugly people really are inside, take a sick pleasure in seeing the truth behind the image… 

what if I showed you my truth, or Selena‟s truth?”  

Zerrex pushed her back again, but he could already feel curiosity struggling inside of him 

to be heard, no matter how hard he tried to quench it… and Feldspar grinned at him as the water 

rippled around their nude bodies, murmuring softly: “I thought so… you have a big weakness, 

Lord Zerrex…” She paused, then drew one of her arms back… and Zerrex stared at it, at the 

black scales that covered it and the enormous, bent claws that had replaced her fingers, along the 

row of sharp spines on the outside of her arm… and then it returned to its normal form as she 

brought a finger in to gently stroke along his cheek, murmuring quietly: “You would be unable 

to resist a book that said: „Do not Open.‟ You are untamed, no matter how elegant and graceful 

you act, without a master… and here we sit together, and I can offer you the answers to every 

secret in the world… and infinite power…” 

Zerrex shuddered violently, turning away and pushing her back, and she laughed before 

grinning widely at him, pointing a finger above her and saying cheerfully: “Let‟s take a swim!” 

The reptile had enough time to blink before the portal turned into a whirling storm of 

darkness that sucked him up into it, and he let out a yelp before he was dropped down into a 

wide body of water with a loud splash and a cough, flailing his arms before he realized that 

wherever they were, it was shallow enough he could stand up, although the water still came up to 

his shoulders. 

He glanced back and forth to orient himself, and a moment later he realized he was in 

some large, empty pool somewhere before Feldspar laughed behind him, and he glanced over to 

see her sitting on the high marble edge of the pool, a goblet in one hand and a large bed behind 

her, legs primly crossed as she said with a happy sigh: “This is my private room… I love water.” 

“I hate water.” Zerrex said mildly, glancing around the room and noting that the area 

around the pool was all marble, including a short walk in front of a set of massive windows that 

looked out onto the skies of Hell from however high up they were… and on the left side of the 

enormous room that contained the Olympic-sized and unknowably-deep pool was a den area 

with hardwood floors, while on the right was a small, tiled section with pictures of the Queen 



and cushions and chains for slaves… and Zerrex noted the blood on some of them as Feldspar 

laughed again, patting the floor next to her. 

The Drakkaren waded over to her and pulled himself up onto the ledge, taking his time 

pulling himself up so he could look over her „bedroom:‟ it included four poles that were all lit 

from within by a different neon glow, and a massive bed that could hold at least twenty people if 

they snuggled in together, with a plush blue blanket and red cushions covering it… and on either 

side of the bed were wardrobes, shelves, and dressers filled with all sorts of junk. As Zerrex 

turned around to look out the huge windows across from them, Feldspar wrapped her arms 

around his neck and said softly: “You know, since I‟m in direct service under the Princess, I can 

have anything I want in the Southern Provinces… I‟m one of the highest-ranking Queens in all 

of Hell, and I‟m still without a husband…” 

She looked longingly over Zerrex, pushing her body tighter against him before holding a 

hand out and flicking her wrist gently, and the Drakkaren stared as several slim, nicely-shaped 

females stood up, formed completely out of water and reptilian in shape, before they began to 

dance along the surface of the pool, the demoness murmuring quietly: “I have total control over 

water… I am the goddess who grants safe crossing, fertility to crops and mortals, and calms or 

enrages the sea to the foolish mortals above us… I have a hundred names, from Callisto to 

Neptune to Shi‟Kaol… and never have I found a suitor who matches me more than you, Lord 

Zerrex. Oh, how I pine for you, your touch, your body… even in your mind, you think as I do…” 

She reached up and slowly stroked under his muzzle, saying tenderly: “All you have to do is 

shake off those silly mortal morals… this is Hell, there‟s no need to worry about things like 

good, bad, right and wrong. We are above them…” 

She smiled dreamily as she leaned against his chest, and the dancers exploded into motes 

of sparkling water that swirled through the air before draining slowly back into the pool, 

murmuring against his strong body as he drew his arms away from her a bit: “You‟re troubled by 

it now, but that‟s fine. But you will change, in time, and see that we are perfect together, power 

united with power… and when the Princess defeats the Warlord, she will become the ruler of all 

Hell, and you and I can have anything we want at any time…” 

She let out a long sigh of bliss at this thought, as Zerrex looked down at her quietly… and 

she gazed back up after a moment, dragging her hands slowly over his chest before pushing him 

down and straddling him, beginning to slowly massage over his shoulders and chest with loving, 

tender care, not bothering to speak as the Drakkaren tilted his head back and let out a soft grunt 

as his body relaxed… but in his mind, he was only wondering what he‟d have to do in order to 

get out of here. Something about Feldspar‟s words bothered him… and worse, Feldspar herself 

disturbed him. After all, there‟s a mortal saying… nothing is as cruel or traitorous as the sea. 

The demoness gave a soft sound of pleasure, and the heat emanating off her body was a 

bit disturbing as she continued to drag and massage her hands along the Drakkaren‟s strong 

form, looking down at him as if he‟d agreed to become her husband already… and, trying to 

think of some way to get this conversation headed in a different direction, the reptile asked 

dumbly: “Uh… so what was all that about the blood earlier?” 

“Oh, that… nothing much important.” Feldspar said dismissively, but once he grasped 

her hips and gazed up into her eyes, she half-lidded her own and purred teasingly. “Well, if 

you‟re going to be so pushy about it… it was because there was the taste of mercury in the blood. 

And mercury is a natural byproduct of what happens when you mix demonic blood with 

something called Pan‟s Serum… a special steroid developed especially for increasing the 



strength and corruption of a demon for a short period of time. It‟s very dangerous, and to make it 

requires quite a talent in alchemy… and quite a lot of sacrifices, in the literal sense.” 

Zerrex frowned, tilting his head, but she pressed her fingers gently against his muzzle 

before he could ask another question, saying softly: “Now is not the time to speak, Lord 

Zerrex…” 

He looked at her for a few more moments as her hand roved down his chest, and she 

gazes back at him before she murmured softly: “So much curiosity. So many questions. And so 

strong for someone so young as you are, Lord Zerrex… but tell me… would you like to have 

dinner?” She brightened a bit, then stood up and stepped forwards a bit, giving him a perfect 

view of her crotch as her tail flicked to the side, then she paused to argue with herself in a 

falsely-thoughtful voice: “Now… shall I order mortal or demon foods… oh, silly me, I‟ll just get 

us both!” 

She laughed a bit as she strode over towards her closet, the Drakkaren still blinking a few 

times from the free show he‟d just been given as she added glibly: “And of course, Lord Zerrex, 

you absolutely must make yourself at home here… and since I have so much trouble deciding, 

I‟d like you to help me with some clothing choices…” 

Zerrex rolled over on his stomach and glanced forwards, tilting his head a bit before 

staring as she held up a pair of crotchless leather chaps in one hand, and a short schoolgirl kilt in 

the other, asking curiously: “Do these clash?” 

For the next half hour, the Drakkaren was subjected to one possible outfit after another 

from the seemingly endless supply in her closet, his mind reeling with some of the things she 

had… and finally, she settled on a long, flowing blue gown, no bra, but a front-lacing corset to 

cover her already-slender stomach and a thong, with a pair of long black fishnet stockings and 

matching fishnet arm sleeves. She smiled across at Zerrex, then spread her arms as the scales 

over her body turned from red to blue, and tan-gold to light grey, asking cheerfully: “Do I 

match? Am I pretty?” 

Before Zerrex could answer, she snapped her fingers and dashed back to her wardrobe, 

saying in a playful, self-scolding voice: “Oh, I‟m so silly… I completely forgot about jewelry… 

and you, of course!” She turned to him, looking him over before reaching into her closet at 

seeming random and tossing him a pair of black jeans and a dress shirt that matched the color of 

her gown, saying with a slight smile: “Those should fit you.” 

Zerrex was more than glad to get into something… even if that included a useless little 

speedo he quickly threw away… and was surprised to find that yes, they were a bit tight… but he 

had the feeling that was on purpose, with the way Feldspar was ogling him. She was now 

wearing a golden choker with an azure gemstone in it… and as he looked at her, she approached 

him almost shyly, opening a small black box in her hands and saying in a much-meeker voice 

than before: “A small gift, Lord Zerrex, from me… I pray you‟ll wear it, at least for tonight…” 

The Drakkaren reached down and picked up a platinum band from the box, looking 

slowly back and forth over it: it was inset with several turquoise stones on either side of a large 

blue sapphire, and as he tilted it back and forth, he could see some sort of demonic inscription on 

the bottom of it, as he said in a soft voice: “Wow… I… Feldspar, this is far too much for me, it 

must be worth more than all my possessions put together…” 

He glanced up, and at her pouting face, he sighed a bit and then put it on his wrist, and 

she immediately brightened as he said: “But for tonight, at least, I‟ll be glad to wear it…” 

“Oh, I‟m honored, Lord Zerrex… I truly am…” she paused and licked her muzzle slowly 

as she leaned in close, grinning widely at him as she said teasingly: “And just wait until I show 



you how pleased I am… but come now, tonight you are my guest, and I‟ll treat you to the finest 

meal I can…” 

She stepped backwards and snapped her fingers, and a dark portal appeared in the floor 

next to them before Zerrex blinked and stepped backwards as a small, square table and a pair of 

chairs rose up out of it, the darkness vanishing as Feldspar frowned a bit before glancing at the 

water, and a liquid figure rose up out of it before dropping to a kneel as she pointed a finger 

beside it, another portal of darkness flickering into being on the rippling surface of the pool. The 

water being immediately stepped through… and a few moments later it came back and fell back 

into particles of liquid as the dark portal closed, Feldspar turning her eyes to Zerrex as she patted 

the table and sat down on one side of it, gazing at him tenderly. “We shouldn‟t have to wait too 

long.” 

“For what?” The Drakkaren tilted his head as he sat hesitantly down, and then he blinked 

as Feldspar glanced at the candles and they burst alight with blue flames, before she gazed across 

at him adoringly and formed a floor with her fingers beneath her muzzle, looking across at him 

adoringly enough to make him feel awkward. But a moment later, he was thankfully distracted as 

a dark portal opened and a goat demon in noble dress stepped through. 

He bowed to them both, then set a large glass bottle on the table, asking courteously: 

“How can I serve you tonight, Queen Feldspar and her honorable guest?” 

The Drakkaren felt surreality in what he already thought was surreal enough: he was now 

being attended to by a waiter in a demonic castle as the guest of a Queen who appeared to be 

mad about him… yet made him far more nervous than any other demon or demoness had so far. 

Now if only he was a snooty-looking dude named Renaldo in one of those vest suits with a 

moustache and a bad black wig, we‟d be going somewhere… “Yes, I‟ll have my usual, Tellan. 

What about yourself, Lord Zerrex? You can have anything you wish, anything at all…” A pause 

and a leer as she leaned forwards enough to expose most of her cleavage. “Anything.” 

Zerrex wished he had a menu he could hide behind instead of a pair of candles, and 

instead carefully glanced over to the impartial-looking waiter, saying in a hesitant voice: “I‟d 

love some Frost cola… uh… actually, no, make that green tea…” 

“Make it both!” chimed in Feldspar, and then she smiled over at Zerrex, smacking her fist 

firmly on the table and rattling the silverware and plates already set up, the candles threatening to 

topple in their silver, engraved holders. “Please, like I said… give in to all your desires…” 

Ugh. She‟s getting more and more… crazy and… lustful, I guess is a good word for it. 

“I‟ll… keep it in mind. In that case, a double…” A pause as Feldspar gave him a look, and he 

sighed inwardly. “Triple patty cheeseburger with bacon… a large Caesar salad… and uh…” 

“Oh, of course we need a plate of shrimp to share… and make sure you include that 

special sauce.” A look passed between Feldspar and the waiter, and Zerrex hid a frown as he 

only tilted his head curiously, but the now-blue-scaled demoness only smiled at him and waved a 

hand, saying teasingly: “Now don‟t look like that… I can‟t tell you what it is, or it wouldn‟t be 

half as special, Lord Zerrex…” 

“I dunno…” The Drakkaren made a bit of a face, rubbing the back of his head as the 

waiter vanished through the portal, and he realized it was far too late to decline now, as he 

instead resigned himself to doing yet something else that would piss Selena off. As long as she 

doesn‟t do the decapitation thing to me again… “You really don‟t need to go through all this 

effort with me, Feldspar… I… a quiet, small dinner would be just as wonderful. I mean, you 

know, nothing sucks worse than indigestion and gluttony all at the same time when you don‟t 

need to eat to begin with.” 



The demoness smiled at him, laughing politely at his bad quip as she leaned back in her 

chair, licking her muzzle slowly. “It‟s one of the few things we have left to indulge…” A pause, 

and then she clapped her hands twice, and a portal appeared next to each pole. A few moments 

later, a nude demon walked out of each; two males and two females, all of them slender and 

muscular, and radiating beauty as they bowed before gripping the poles and spinning slowly in 

perfect synchronization as the portals closed, and Feldspar looked over at him teasingly: “Just 

some… entertainment while we eat.” 

Zerrex swallowed and nodded, glancing over the dancers: toned bodies, the males only a 

bit more muscular than the females, the four moving differently but in time with each other as 

one of the females slid up the pole to grasp it with her legs and turn upside down with a calm 

expression on her face and one of the males pulled himself up the other pole with his hands, 

arching his back and bringing his legs up, his features also serene and almost sorrowful, collars 

around all their necks… and Feldspar leaned a bit over the table, murmuring softly: “The 

ultimate beauty in Hell comes not from emotions, but perfect control over those as much as our 

bodies…” A pause as one of the females slid around the pole and then gracefully spun as she 

stepped away, before leaning forwards onto her hands and bringing her legs up to wrap around 

the pole, slowly grinding her naked crotch down the length of it until her buttocks touched the 

ground, and immediately throwing herself forwards to wrap her arms around it, her expression 

quiet and sad. “Aren‟t they beautiful? They‟re models from the Circle of Envy… perfect bodies, 

perfect builds, perfect control, perfect features. I was so hoping they‟d give you a smile, Lord 

Zerrex.” 

“They‟re beautiful.” The Drakkaren admitted with a quiet murmur… but they also 

seemed infinitely sorrowful, and despite the erotic movements, it wasn‟t so much sexual teasing 

and dirty dancing as it seemed art. He watched quietly for a few minutes, entranced by the ways 

they bent and moved their bodies… and then Feldspar cleared her throat, looking at him with 

almost concern as the Drakkaren saw the waiter entering through a portal with a pair of large 

covered trays in either hand and a bottle beneath his arm. 

The reptile offered her an apologetic smile, and she perked up and smiled in return as the 

waiter served them both, before removing the dome silver tops of the trays, leaving Zerrex 

staring at the sight of the grand feast laid out before him. It was all he had asked for and more… 

fries, bacon, stuffing, and not only breaded fish but some sort of freshly-caught and preserved 

Hell-born fish carefully prepared in some sort of garlic sauce… and of course the shrimp-things 

he‟d eaten before with the demonesses and that red sauce. 

He smiled a bit across at Feldspar, then glanced up to thank the waiter… but he had 

already vanished, and the Drakkaren shrugged a bit as the Queen invited happily: “Dig in, Lord 

Zerrex… this is far better than having a meager portion of stew every few days at work.” 

The Drakkaren nodded, trying to murmur out a response and not sure if he quite made it 

or not, and then he did so, eating as the dancers on the poles continued to twine and move in 

seemingly-impossible ways, and Feldspar stared at him intently enough to make him feel 

uncomfortable, as he chewed slowly and took his time, enjoying the food. 

Feldspar herself had quite a feast, but she barely touched any of it, eating only when 

Zerrex glanced up at her and not seeming to realize how reflective the square candleholder was. 

Even with his head down, he could see her almost-greedy expression in it… and to try and make 

conversation – or at least return the discomfort – Zerrex asked politely: “So, Queen Feldspar… 

since you‟re a monarch, does that mean you were born in Hell?” 



She looked almost surprised as he glanced up, but pleased to have an excuse not to eat, as 

she gave him an almost-doting look. “Well, I don‟t usually discuss this… but anything for you, 

Lord Zerrex, with you… nothing is off limits.” 

She smiled to him warmly, and he offered another one in return, his jaw feeling sore as 

she continued in a voice that was far too happy: “No… although I have been granted a demon 

name now, my original name is…” A pause and a sly smile. “Well, I can‟t tell you that, Lord 

Zerrex. A true name has much power in Hell, which you‟ll understand one day… but let‟s just 

say that it wasn‟t very suiting of me.” She glanced up thoughtfully, losing herself a bit in 

memory… and Zerrex glanced back and forth to try and figure out something to do with the 

food, since he‟d already eaten half the feast… which amounted to twice as much as he‟d ever 

eaten while alive. Thank Gods demons don‟t get stomachaches. But I‟m still worried about A, 

getting fat, and B, getting dead or molested. “Yes… I‟ve been in Hell for billions of years now. 

In mortal time, I was born over a millennia before you were born yourself, Lord Zerrex. It must 

have been, oh… 1002 years after the advent of historical timekeeping.” 

The Drakkaren blinked and stared at this, and a teasing smile spread over Feldspar‟s 

features. “I know I don‟t look it… but I‟ve got quite a few years on you. When I was a young 

girl, I was the most beautiful in all the land…” She became dreamy, swaying a bit and closing 

her eyes… and Zerrex leaned across the food to pour some of his own on her plate, somehow 

figuring she wouldn‟t notice amidst her own feast, which she‟d stirred together into a disgusting 

mess anyway. “Yes… I was… I was a priestess, you know.” 

She opened her eyes, and Zerrex was slowly eating a piece of breaded fish, not bothering 

with cutlery, and she smiled at him happily, leaning across the table and saying in almost a purr: 

“Every male wanted me… and none of them could have me. I was the property of the Sian-Do-

Chan Church, and only those who were washed in the holy waters of the Aegis River could lay a 

hand upon my body, which was clothed in the finest of silks all day long, to show off my 

beautiful body… 

“But those who were washed in the waters, and had completed the rituals – were of… 

proper descent and training, in other words – I took to bed, and there we had the most wonderful 

of fornications, and I showed them how to fuck and how to love…” She let out a blissful sigh, 

tilting her head back before looking across at Zerrex as her eyes flashed, grinning widely. “But if 

they displeased me, I was permitted to kill them… and I was long trained in the Dark Arts by 

then, and I already knew of Hell and its ways by that time from the summonings and séances I 

had performed for myself and others. But I preferred to poison them… and then while they were 

stunned, I would drown them.”  

Zerrex felt his stomach turn over as he glanced down at his plate, and she tittered quietly, 

covering the end of her muzzle. “Oh, don‟t be silly, Lord Zerrex! You should know by now that 

suffocation and drowning have little effect on a demon… they‟re just uncomfortable until you 

learn to control your breathing. At least, for most of us.” She paused meditatively, stirring at her 

food with her knife before putting it aside. “Besides, I only killed those who displeased the Sian-

Do-Chan back then… until that day, of course. 

“Templar Knights raided us… they raped me, of course, and then attempted to drown me 

in my own holy water…” And now Feldspar‟s grin grew twisted as she leaned towards him, the 

flames burning with an audible hiss and the candles melting before the Drakkaren‟s eyes as she 

hissed: “But I had already made a pact by then with Hell, and the Princess would not let me die 

so easily.” 



The candles flickered out, and Feldspar sat back, looking content as Zerrex simply stared 

at her. “The Templars were destroyed by my immense power over water, and I raped and 

violated and tore them apart, harvesting their souls for the Princess… and then I gave up my own 

soul for her, and I came down to Hell to serve her.” She paused, looking thoughtfully up to the 

ceiling as she continued softly: “I have always served the Princess, and I replaced the last 

handmaiden who served as a Queen of the Southern Province when the time came for it. She had 

no successor, and I was the best suited for the job, of course.” 

Her dismissive tone told the Drakkaren she was hiding something, and that whatever it 

was, it was bigger than some scandal about being wrongly put in power because she was a friend 

of the Princess. Feldspar, however, had slid out of her chair and around the table in only a 

moment, and Zerrex blinked before she sat down in his lap, the Drakkaren coughing a bit as she 

stroked a hand lightly down his muzzle. “Now, Lord Zerrex… look at you, my big handsome 

friend… you‟ve barely touched your food!” 

“I ate most of it.” Zerrex said in a strangled voice, leaning away from her a bit as she 

picked up another piece of breaded fish and attempted to shove it in his muzzle, but as hard as he 

fought, she clung back with equal force, grinning at him playfully… and he wondered if she had 

some divine protection over her, since he was unable to even shift her in his lap. “Hey, no, no 

thank you…” 

“Fine.” Feldspar pouted, and she took a bite out of the fish herself before tossing it down 

on the platter, then she spun it around so the bowl of red sauce and the shrimp were in front of 

them, saying firmly: “You have to at least eat this, though… it‟s delicious, and it‟ll help you 

grow into a strong, full demon much faster.” 

The Drakkaren winced, but this time she didn‟t seem to be giving him much of a 

choice… and he sighed, resigning himself to the inevitable and figuring some cooperation could 

at least earn him some answers. 

She fed him with an expression of serene happiness on her features, her one arm wrapped 

around her neck and her body scooting closer to his… and he tried to go along with it as best he 

could. She treated him like her lover and her child, murmuring softly and tenderly to him as she 

pressed herself close, but at the same time she would pause now and then to wipe at his muzzle 

with a napkin like a doting parent and playfully tease him, which the reptile admittedly wasn‟t 

really in the mood for right now. 

On the other hand, she had made her allegiance clear, and it was pretty obvious that her 

orders – and those of the sexual demons before her – had come from somewhere higher up the 

food chain, so he asked lamely, as she wiped at his face after feeding him the last shrimp-thing: 

“So hey… uh… how exactly is this going to be making me a stronger demon?” 

“Oh, it‟s just a special little recipe made up just for you…” Feldspar said tenderly, and 

then she slid off his lap, trying to change the subject as she began: “So how about dessert now-” 

Zerrex‟s hands clamped on her shoulders, and then dancers ground to a halt, staring, as 

the Drakkaren flung her hard across the room, Feldspar letting out a cry of surprise before 

landing on her back and skidding into the bottom of the bed as the Drakkaren snarled: “I asked 

you a question, bitch! Now tell… me…” 

The reptile shook his head with a wince, reaching up grasp his pounding forehead before 

staring at his hands, and then at Feldspar, who was half-sitting against the foot of the bed… but 

she was grinning widely, her eyes alight and her features flushed as she whispered: “Oh yes… 

yes, Lord Zerrex… that‟s what I want to see…” 



“I… I don‟t want to act like this.” Zerrex shook his head, clenching his eyes shut and 

forcing his body to calm down, but he felt dazed and out of control, his anger sparking up again 

for no reason as his emerald eyes burned with aimless fury… and then he clenched them tightly 

shut again and he forced himself to take a deep breath, calming whatever was inside of him as 

Feldspar‟s expression narrowed a bit in frustration, the Queen standing up and brushing herself 

off. “I don‟t need to behave so rudely. I apologize.” 

“You can be a very irritating creature, Lord Zerrex…” Feldspar said softly, and Zerrex 

frowned a bit as she held her hand out, before wincing as some telekinetic force bound his hands 

at his sides and dragged him slowly forwards, the friction of his feet sliding across the floor 

raising a long squeal for a few moments before halted in front of her, the female stroking under 

his muzzle gently as she smiled cruelly up at him. “Do you really think we all show such 

compassion for you just because of who you are, of what you are? You idiot… with how well 

you hide your power, with how shy and quiet you act, any succubus would make the dire mistake 

of crossing you and attempting to dominate you just for the nice fuck your body would make, 

aura or no aura. 

“No, the Princess has exaggerated and enhanced the stories about you, and she is the one 

who put out such… interesting little storybooks on the things you‟ve done. Sure, you‟re 

exceptional. Unique, even, with your ability to stand against Az‟Iriel and kill the Red Beast. But 

you‟re also a fool…” 

Her hand lowered and tapped his chest, and Zerrex was knocked onto his back, crashing 

and skidding towards the table as he snarled furiously, his muscles bulging and hands clenching 

into fists… and then he cursed to himself. This is what she wants… she‟s trying to enrage me… 

fuck, Vampire was right, it is all Cherrys down here… “Listen to your instincts, Lord Zerrex… 

strike out with your rage! Give in to your anger! Stop resisting the corruption and become a 

demon, become who you truly are!” 

Zerrex slowly climbed to his feet as Feldspar stalked towards him, then she grinned 

widely and crossed her arms, tilting her head. “What are you waiting for, Lord Zerrex? Demons 

symbolize primal fury… that‟s what was taught to me by the Princess. Angels are the fools who 

repress themselves, and look how weak they are! Even your beloved Requiem couldn‟t-” 

Feldspar gasped for breath, choking as Zerrex grabbed her by the throat before slamming 

her down into the floor hard enough to shatter the hardwood, and she let out a scream as the 

dancers immediately fled through portals… and a moment later Zerrex was kicked through the 

air, landing on his back and skidding before he twisted and half-rolled his body, twisting around 

to face her as the claws on his feet and hands dug into the floor, snarling in fury. The Queen was 

already back on her feet, however, her dress torn in several places and her eyes blazing with lust 

as she held both her hands open and leaned forwards as it expecting a hug the moment Zerrex 

charged at her. 

The Drakkaren tackled her back onto the bed, and it groaned under their weight as 

Feldspar laughed and arched her back against him as he the reptile dug his claws into her 

shoulders, gazing down at her furiously… and then he grunted, a strange, icy feeling washing 

over him and weakening his body, his eyes becoming hazy as Feldspar looked up at him 

hungrily, saying softly: “You‟re my toy for tonight, Lord Zerrex…” 

“I‟m no one‟s toy…” Zerrex mumbled… and a few moments later his eyes rolled up in 

the back of his head and he fell into a blue haze on top of her, his vision turning into nothing but 

distorted azure blurs. He had no idea what was going on, his mind thick with the same sapphire 

fog as he felt her move out from beneath him and heard her taking her clothes off, singing some 



soft song to herself in demonic… and then he felt his own clothes being removed, but he 

couldn‟t do much more than twitch, even when he felt her grasp his flaccid member in a warm 

hand. 

She squeezed and tugged on him gently, but it wasn‟t arousing… in his hazy, blue-

covered state, it was as if someone had tugged on one of his fingers. He heard a murmur of 

something, and felt himself shifted some more… and a few moments later, he blinked as the haze 

almost immediately vanished, his fury gone with it and leaving him only feeling dumb and 

confused before he rose a hand and stared at the golden band on his ring finger. “Why… what 

happened?” 

“We‟re married… at least for now.” Feldspar said cheerfully, and she moved to straddle 

him as Zerrex stared at her, his jaw dropping as the naked female sat on his chest, tickling two 

fingers up his muscular breast slowly as she said teasingly: “And tonight‟s game is husband and 

wife… you will tell me how much you love me, and I‟ll return the favor… and I can be any 

person in the world you want, since you‟re already the one I adore most.” 

She‟s crazy. Holy shit. This is bad. She‟s a complete whackjob. Zerrex could only stare at 

her stupidly as he tried to process the fact that somehow he had been kidnapped, had ingested 

Gods-knew-what, and was now apparently married to the Queen who he‟d just tried to kill and 

rape, and possibly in that order. She seemed to have forgotten about their little fight, though… 

She probably thinks it was a marital spat. “Are you serious?” 

He realized a moment later asking that question could go very badly for him… but she 

beamed and took it in the „this is the best thing that could ever happen so I just can‟t believe it‟ 

way instead of the „you‟re a fucking nutcase‟ way, in which case it was probably the best thing 

he could have said. “Oh, yes, I truly am! Why, I adore you more than ever now, Lord Zerrex… 

and see?” she leaned to the side, and Zerrex gaped as a solemn-faced demon in a long black robe 

bowed deeply to them, a scroll in one hand and a large book in the other. “I like realism, so I had 

the priest do the ceremony while you were… resting.” 

She smiled again, and Zerrex felt a shiver roll through him as he forced himself to smile 

as best he could in return… and then she leaned down and murmured softly in his ear: “Tell me 

how you want me to look, honey… I feel so lucky to be your first wife, after all… and you know 

I look forwards to seeing who else you choose to be yours and hope to always remain your 

favorite…” 

Zerrex already knew all about the polygamy that went on in Hell, but, trying to stall for 

time, he asked dumbly: “You wouldn‟t mind… I mean… I can have more wives?” 

“Wives, husbands, slaves, toys, anything and everything in between.” Feldspar nodded, 

looking cheerful as she continued easily: “I‟m not a possessive female, Lord Zerrex… and of 

course I won‟t interfere at all with your different trainings and tortures, since I know how 

disciplined and principled you are… but I want you to be happy! So although some demons say 

they‟d only like to have one or two marital partners, I‟d enjoy seeing you getting both an 

expansive harem and as many wedded lovers as suit you.” 

The Drakkaren laughed faintly, then he said weakly: “Wow. You‟re an amazing person, 

Feldspar… I have to say that uh… I‟m lucky to have you.” 

“I think we‟ve both had fortune smile upon us at this union…” Feldspar licked her 

muzzle slowly, gazing down at him hungrily before slapping his chest teasingly. “Now stop 

being so silly! What do you want me to look like?” 

“I‟m already… just stunned by the beauty you have now.” Zerrex managed, and Feldspar 

squealed while he thanked whatever divine forces were in Hell that she wasn‟t a mind reader, 



since all he‟d done was quote the first line of a poem in some birthday card he‟d bought Marina 

one year. “So you don‟t have to change anything for me.” 

Feldspar sighed happily, then she slid her hands up to his shoulders, saying hungrily: 

“But come now, Lord Zerrex… it‟s time for us to make love… I need your love so badly, my 

King…” 

She rolled over, pulling him on top of her as she spread her legs and looked up into his 

eyes hungrily… and Zerrex thought for a moment about complaining that he had a headache 

before deciding that a quick screw was likely better than having his head torn off and eaten. “It… 

would be my pleasure.” 

The Drakkaren leaned down and kissed slowly up from his shoulder along her neck, 

trying to think of sexual thoughts as one of his hands slid up to a breast that he certainly could 

appreciate the aesthetics of… but on the other hand, nasty thoughts about how she‟d likely 

poisoned him and seemed to be invulnerable to his hardest punches kept coming back to him, 

and it wasn‟t doing a lot for his penis… and he could feel her squirming beneath him, one of her 

hands on his shoulder and the other brushing against his abdominals as she slowly rubbed along 

her own sex… and the Drakkaren decided to try a different tactic for the time being.  

Slowly, he kissed down her neck, then over the slope of one breast to lick and suckle 

teasingly at the nipple, setting his teeth against it and nipping gently as she moaned and arched 

her back before one of his hands settled around the base of her breast, pushing his muzzle down 

over it and mouthing it hungrily as his other slid slowly down to her hip, grasping it lightly 

before he continued to carefully work his way down her body, kissing gently along her taunt 

blue-scaled stomach to the deep obsidian lips of her sex as he slid his body down the bed, and he 

smiled teasingly up at her as she looked down at him with hungry bliss, while a chill ran through 

him. Dude. I just realized her blue scales are the same color as the blue scales over my chest… 

and we both now have black genitalia. I‟m now officially freaked out. “Ooh, Zerrex, honey…” 

“The real honey is down here.” Zerrex said stupidly, but she purred as if he had just said 

a thousand other better, dirtier lines, and he lowered his muzzle to the lips of her sex, dragging 

his tongue slowly around them as she moaned quietly and arched her back, her eyes sliding 

closed as she let out a sigh of bliss. Her legs opened wider, one of them drawing up slightly, and 

he slowly nosed forwards against her entrance, nuzzling her vagina teasingly as she grunted 

softly and fidgeted with an almost-squeal of joy. 

He pushed forwards a bit harder as he tried to think of other sexual thoughts, mouthing 

her sex gently as he slid his tongue forwards, slowly drawing it just along the inside of her 

passage as she moaned hungrily and slid her hands along her own body before squeezing into her 

own breasts, but Zerrex‟s eyes weren‟t focused on that gesture. Doing Cherry while standing up 

and her head on the ground, her juices pouring down her own stomach… Marina giving me oral 

and using her breasts… doing Cindy against a wall while she screams “fuck me Daddy,” that 

was hot… fuck, banging Mahihko in a public bathroom stall and making him squirt all over the 

place…   

None of it was helping much, but he did manage to get a twitch out of his flaccid shaft as 

he continued to lap and tease at the female on autopilot: his oral skills weren‟t the best, but after 

a lifetime of sexual experiences and living with three girls for a decade who he didn‟t always 

need to savagely dominate, he had learned a few things. His broad muzzle helped, too, and he 

pushed it forwards against her sex to stretch and test her a bit, and she groaned hungrily, her eyes 

rolling up in her head as she bucked hard against him with sounds of pleasure he direly hoped 

were exaggerated. Oh come… wait, no way. No. Way. 



She had begun to buck harder against him, her cries rising as Zerrex continued to play his 

tongue through her sex, and then she let out a loud cry of pleasure as she climaxed, her sweet 

juices spilling down her passage and out over the Drakkaren‟s muzzle and into his mouth, and he 

had to admit the sweet juices didn‟t taste half bad, as he lapped and nuzzled at her hungrily… but 

moreover, it was hot and he could just smell the pheromones pouring out of her, which was 

helping a fair bit with clearing his mind. He moved firmer against her, drawing out her orgasm 

over the next few minutes as she reached her hands down to clutch into his hair, screaming his 

name as her body flexed and bucked against him… and then finally, she fell back and panted 

hard, her vagina slick and wet with her juices as he reached a hand up and pushed his palm 

firmly against her sex, soaking his hand in her oily juices as she said hungrily: “Oh God, Lord 

Zerrex… I‟ve never felt such talent…” 

I… I sucked. That was like… five minutes. At the most. Most of that you screaming and 

twitching. “Uh… I guess I got lucky… but here…” Zerrex slid up onto his knees, grasping his 

twitching shaft with his wet hand… and the hot juices did wonders as he‟d hoped, the reptile 

grinning and looking over his body as his penis immediately began to grow towards erection and 

using the bad line he‟d thought of while she‟d been busy with her joy-moment: “I wanted to let 

you watch… and see just how big it gets. I thought you‟d find it sexy, bitch.” 

“Oh yeah, I do…” Feldspar stared at him hungrily, sliding her fingers into herself and 

slowly teasing her own wet sex as she licked her muzzle, her other hand settled one her breast as 

she trembled a bit. “Oh Gods, Lord Zerrex… it‟s so huge… I want it, I need it in me…” 

The Drakkaren continued to stroke himself, mostly ignoring her and focusing on her 

breasts and body while still keeping several of his favorite sexual memories rolling in the back of 

his mind… and once he felt himself reach full size, he wasted no time in lowering himself 

against her sex, pushing the bulging head against her vagina as her hand slid back grasp his shaft 

for a moment with a quiet moan from her… and then he thrusted hard forwards into her body, 

and she shrieked in ecstasy, back arching as he sank halfway into her loose, wet vagina with a 

grunt of surprise at the lack of effort needed… and then he leaned over her, a hand on either side 

of her body as he thrusted hard forwards again and sank to the hilt in her body, and she cried out 

in ecstasy as he began to thrust in and out rapidly. 

In his earlier years, Zerrex had enjoyed raping smaller females because of the power he‟d 

felt: he took away their sexual ecstasy for days, weeks, months, years… even forever, if they 

were just a bit too small and he damaged them just a bit too much. It was rare that he came 

across a female who didn‟t feel tight on his shaft, but once, for the hell of it, he‟d tried a vicious 

and repeated rape of a female over the course of several days… and by the end of it, this is how 

she‟d felt, loose and almost unpleasant, like he was thrusting into a hot, wet plastic bag.  

She barely stretched around him, even though she was screaming in ecstasy and clinging 

to him… and he grunted as he leaned down over her like an amateur, letting his body press down 

on her uncomfortably as her legs wrapped around his waist and her arms around his neck, 

looking off at the wardrobe to his right with an expression of miserable boredom. He didn‟t 

bother grasping her breasts, he didn‟t attempt to turn this „lovemaking‟ into a rape… he simply 

pistoned in and out of her and thought of every sexual thing he could as he rammed in and out of 

her body. 

He counted her orgasms in his head as he thrusted firmly into her, and she spasmed and 

screamed and moaned and squealed beneath him like an incompetent, untalented schoolgirl: she 

had three more, three in the twelve or so minutes it took for him to squirt into her a few times, 

the Drakkaren faking his own groans and grunts of pleasure as he arched his back and pushed 



down into her harder, making her cry out in ecstasy as she had her fourth orgasm right after his 

last, clinging to his buttocks of all places and not letting him pull out, the Drakkaren looking 

down at her uncomfortably before he slowly drew free of her body. Immediately he grunted as 

she pushed him to the side and slid onto his chest, the feeling of his penis slapping against his 

abdominals causing him the most pleasure he‟d felt all night. “Oh my Gods, Lord Zerrex… and 

you‟re still hard after all that? Oh Gods, it was wonderful!” 

The real problem here wasn‟t that he thought she was faking: it was that she obviously 

wasn‟t, since it was easy to fake bucking hips and screaming, but a lot harder to fake some of the 

other signs he‟d learned to feel for in his ears of his experience. Rhythm, breathing, flushing, 

sweating… look at her, she looks like she was just thrown into a sauna for an hour and it was set 

to „easy-bake.‟ “I don‟t have the words to describe it.” Zerrex said truthfully, as he hugged her 

around the neck with one arm, and he let the other settle hesitantly on a breast, worried for a 

moment that she was going to once more jump him and attempt to violate him sexually once 

more… but thankfully, she only purred again and pressed closer. “So…” 

“I love you, my wonderful husband…” she said in a warm, passionate voice, gazing up at 

him and obviously awaiting a response… but as Zerrex opened his mouth, she smiled again and 

added softly: “You complete me and my life… and I want you to know that I‟ll do anything and 

everything for you, darling, you need only ask me… I am yours…” 

“I… love you too…” Zerrex halted, trying to think of what else he could say, and at her 

warm gaze up to him he added as he grasped the underside of her muzzle gently: “You are mine. 

All mine, isn‟t that right?” 

She nodded rapidly, looking at him with hungry, needing eyes… and then he said in a 

soft careful voice: “Without me, you are nothing… isn‟t that right, too?” And he didn‟t even 

need a verbal response at the way her breath quickened and she pressed closer, so now he added 

carefully: “Then I need to know you will do anything for me… I need you to prove this to me, 

my beautiful wife… because I don‟t want you to ever question your own worth to me.” 

What he had just said really made no sense whatsoever, if someone took but a moment to 

think about it… but the way her eyes widened and how she pressed closer told him it apparently 

struck a chord in her, and she squeezed him tightly around the waist, saying hungrily: “Anything. 

Anything for you, anything at all. I need you… I am nothing without you… tell me anything and 

I‟ll do it for you, Lord Zerrex… my liege, my King, my God…” 

He trembled a bit at the last, wondering for a moment if this was some sort of trap… and 

then he said gently, choosing his words cautiously: “I want you to help me explore Hell… I want 

you to teach me everything you, with your vast quantities of knowledge and wisdom, know… 

and aid me with your tremendous strength… so… so I may better serve the Princess.” 

And from the way Feldspar looked at him, Zerrex knew he had caught her in his trap… 

but he also knew that eventually the insane Queen would turn on him and bite the hand, arm, and 

possibly face, of what had grabbed her. So I need to make sure I get everything out of her I can… 

 

Zerrex managed to pry himself free of Feldspar just before midnight, and since he had 

two hours of free time, he spent them resting his aching head at home. But before he could slide 

out of bed to prepare for the torture session and all-day training afterwards – he‟d found a note 

saying the worksite had been temporarily closed due to Targin knocking a pillar onto a house, so 

he‟d be spending the day alone repairing all the damages – a portal appeared in his home and 

Selena stepped through, looking haggard. 



She immediately tackled Zerrex back onto the bed and shook him firmly, snarling at 

him… before she blinked slowly and looked up at the rune he‟d drawn on the ceiling with some 

chalk he‟d had laying around from other magic practice sessions, and she asked slowly: “Where 

the fuck did you learn that?” 

“Feldspar taught me it. Or rather, I squeezed it out of her.” Zerrex responded dryly, 

glancing up at the inverted Echo rune. It stopped voices from carrying outside the room they 

were spoken, so even the Scholars wouldn‟t be able to tell what they were talking about unless 

one of the gangly undead stepped right into his home. “So please skip the beating-the-shit-out-

of-me part, because I‟m in a really bad mood and I already have a good eight hours of torture to 

look forwards to.” 

“Feldspar cancelled it for excellent behavior, I‟m supposed to do some bullshit „penance 

testing.‟ You know, see if you‟ve redeemed yourself at all over the years and whether or not  you 

need more or less punishment.” Selena sighed, dropping her usual tough-girl act and only sitting 

beside him, taking his hand and looking miserably at the ring. “You are in some very, very 

serious trouble, Lord Zerrex… you don‟t have any idea what Feldspar‟s capable of…” 

“Believe me, I think I have some idea.” The Drakkaren said flatly, before relating the 

events of the night as Selena simply stared at him in shock. He didn‟t bother leaving out any 

details of the sex, either, and Selena got a snort out of his penis problems, but then she shook her 

head slowly once he finished explaining that he‟d managed to find a way to put a leash on her, at 

least for a little while. 

“It‟s a dangerous business, Zerrex.” Selena murmured, shaking her head slowly. “I mean, 

shit, I‟ve been here for a long time… but Feldspar has six centuries on me in mortal time, which 

translates to six billion years in Hell. She‟s an expert alchemist, she‟s a master of using Force 

abilities, and her control over water brought her to the level of goddess to many mortals… and 

worst of all, in reality she looks nothing like what you saw…” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, saying quietly: “Dius are sexual or envious shapeshifters… they tend 

to stay in a body that suits them best and accents their sinful characteristics, but their real forms 

are misshapen. Cherry…” Zerrex glanced down as Selena looked at him with a faint smile, 

touching his forearm gently. “Cherry was more comfortable as a giant monster than in her 

slender, little body though… she tended to stick more to her mortal form than anything else.” 

“Cherry was special.” Selena said after a moment, looking out towards the wall and 

laughing faintly, and Zerrex looked at her curiously. “She‟s a far-bigger control freak than you 

are, despite the fact you control her… but I think that‟s part of her charm.” Selena glanced at him 

quietly, smiling faintly. “The Sisters told me a lot about her. I didn‟t like her, obviously, because 

she would have kicked my ass if the Sisters hadn‟t of had her restrained.” 

“She can kick my ass, so don‟t feel bad about it.” Zerrex responded, glancing down and 

rubbing at one of his horns slowly as he said quietly: “To become a demon… do you really have 

to let go of everything, do I… really have to give in to this darkness inside of me instead of 

controlling it?” 

Selena took his hand gently, then slid the ring off his finger and threw it to the ground, 

and the golden band bounced a few times before rolling across the floor as she said quietly: 

“Don‟t listen to Feldspar‟s poison… like I said, she‟s dangerous. She‟ll do anything to serve the 

Princess‟s demands, but her ways are twisted and corrupted, and she… she‟s not who she once 

was.” A pause, and she murmured: “Feldspar used to be my tutor, many eons ago… and back 

then, she taught me about order and justice and redemption. But Hell‟s changed. Not just because 

of Az‟Iriel, but because of the dimensional tears, because of the Scholars, because of the demons 



of Greed, Wrath, Lust, and Pride. And as much as I hate to say it, because of the Princess giving 

the Scholars and her handmaidens and the governors and other monarchs too much power, and 

pressuring the other Princes to do the same. 

“Queen Feldspar and I went from being tutor and pupil to Inquisitors and partners, 

working side-by-side and talking about who we punished, and sharing thoughts on who we 

should train and how. Age has no meaning in this world: demons do not always grow stronger or 

weaker over time… only those who work hard are rewarded with greater strength. Or at least, 

that‟s how it used to be… 

“Feldspar, however, was commissioned by the Princess to create two things: a weapon to 

fight back the forces of Prince Thur-Ith, who at that time was also known as the God of the Dead 

and by all his names. He and Az‟Iriel were at war, and at that time… we were on the side of the 

Warlord Prince, because he was young, and he was strong, and he wanted a Hell where all was 

just and all had a chance at redemption… although his ideas on what to do with those who didn‟t 

follow his rules bothered even me. But our soldiers were weakening under Thur-Ith‟s attacks… 

he would send in goblins and monsters and demons of all variety, but back them with 

necromancers who would revive the fallen as zombies… and when the zombies fell, the 

necromancers would cast a terrible forbidden spell that would bind the skeletons of all the fallen 

undead together to create a massive bone hydra. 

“The onslaught was terrible.” Selena leaned against him, and he quietly put an arm 

around her, holding her a bit closer as she murmured softly: “Feldspar decided that the best thing 

she could do was to create a drug that would enhance a demon‟s body for a short period of time, 

and she mixed up the first batch of Slake. It boosts corruption, strength… and the passions of the 

demons who ingest it.”  

She closed her eyes, then sighed a bit and said softly: “She also created a scepter… a 

decade of alchemical mixing and work, keeping herself going by drinking her own enhancement 

brews and doing Gods-knows-what to demon prisoners from enemy lines… and by the end of it 

she was insane with power, and had created the ultimate weapon, the Blessed Hammer. She took 

the weapon into battle herself, and struck down hundreds of undead with it… but who knows 

how many of her own allies she killed as well, raving mad with its power. 

“The Princess sealed it away after Prince Thur-Ith was killed by Low Prince Memnon Or-

Sanna in revenge for the death of his father, King Salazar, and became the High Prince Memnon, 

avoiding the rank of King altogether. He said he never wanted to displace his father… so instead 

he would try and honor him the best he could by ruling the Eastern Province with a firm but 

gentle hand.” Selena shook her head a bit, looking down and adding quietly: “Many of the Thur-

Ith‟s followers fled… cultists, fanatics, and evil spirits that took on new bodies and went into 

hiding. The Scholars would not help us simply because they were soldiers, not prisoners, and 

because „wars had to be fought fairly,‟ even if it meant playing hide-and-seek for millions of 

years. And now we find that many of them are serving Prince Az‟Iriel in attempting to bring Hell 

unquestionably under his rule, and again the Scholars will not aid us.” 

She let out a long sigh again, and then looked up at Zerrex as he gazed down at her, 

touching her cheek gently as he held her hand tight in his other, and he murmured softly: “I like 

it when you tell me stories… you have a beautiful voice.” 

She smiled a bit in return, then nestled against him a bit and closed her eyes, mumbling 

quietly: “You just want to fuck my brains out. But… yeah. After that, Feldspar became obsessed 

with proving that she was the best and strongest in everything, and her true form has become 

warped and distorted. She‟s greedy, cruel, and incredibly powerful, and she still continues to 



brew Gods-know-what in the laboratories of the Southern Palace and her own smaller estate, the 

Garden of Salt, and the scepter has „disappeared.‟ In all likelihood, Feldspar still has it… a 

weapon with the rage and pain of countless demons inside it, capable of striking down any being 

of Hell in a single swift blow that destroys them completely, not even leaving a spirit behind so 

they could reanimate themselves.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, glancing down. He‟d heard a bit about reanimation with the years 

he‟d spent in Hell now: stronger demons that weren‟t killed by a blade either cursed or blessed 

often came wandering back into Hell from the Plains of Despair many years after they had died. 

Which means I should probably figure out how to enchant my blade… “I… Selena, I‟ve been 

curious. What do you really look like?” A pause and a hesitation as he glanced down, even as she 

looked at him sourly… but a moment later she softened as he asked in a quiet murmur: “What 

will I look like… with all I‟ve done, with what Feldspar has likely poisoned me with…” 

He looked down at his hands as he drew away from her a bit… but then he gargled as she 

wrapped an arm around him and put him in a chokehold, her other hand grasping a horn as she 

said firmly: “Lord Zerrex Ravenlight Narrius. If you‟re going to keep talking like that, I‟m going 

to saw off your horns and shove them up your butt. Besides, I‟m not so pretty myself…” She 

hesitated, then grunted: “And if you want, we can waste today and I can try and teach you how to 

shapeshift.” 

Zerrex blinked a few times at this, then he tilted his head in the chokehold, asking 

stupidly: “I can do that? I thought only Dius and Daius and other select demons could do the full 

shapeshifting thing.” 

“Which is why it‟s likely a waste of time.” Selena muttered, letting go of him and 

shoving him hard off the bed, the Drakkaren hopping backwards on one foot as he tried to stay 

balanced and then dropping his other to skid to a halt. “It‟s not like you have any sort of body-

modification ability already, after all.” 

She frowned as Zerrex held up a finger, and then he closed his eyes and clasped his hands 

together before concentrating… and slowly, his muscles engorged and grew larger, his body 

increasing in size until his cloth pants gave an audible stretching sound, and Selena gaped as a 

now twelve-foot Zerrex asked mildly: “Does this count? I can go up to um… about twenty feet, 

last time I checked. But I only do this a few times a year anymore to stay in practice, since I 

barely ever used it as a mortal…” 

Selena continued to gape, then said stupidly: “You… you could shift your size as a 

mortal? I… how?” She shook her head quickly, then glowered at him and flailed her arms 

angrily – another gesture she‟d picked up from Zerrex. “What the fuck, Zerrex! Why didn‟t you 

ever mention this ability before?” 

“Because it‟s dumb.” Zerrex said sulkily, and then he winced when Selena threw his 

pillow at him. “Seriously! I‟m already strong enough as it is… and unless I‟m going to fight 

some giant-ass demon, I‟m not going to use it.” He paused, then concentrated and shrank his 

body back to its usual height, looking dryly amused as he tossed the pillow back at her. 

“Anyway, I‟m not going to… eat children or whatever it would take to get my superpowers into 

overdrive. I‟d be happy learning to hide my demonic characteristics.” 

“You mean your horns?” Selena snorted, motioning at him to come over, and he sat down 

before making a face as she pulled him down into her lap and began to idly play with his hair… 

but it wasn‟t like he could say he didn‟t like it. “You don‟t even have any real demonic 

characteristics yet. And it‟s not like you‟re wandering around the mortal plane… you definitely 



don‟t have the skill to rip open a dimensional tear yourself, and the Scholars have forbidden that 

magic, anyway.” 

Zerrex grunted and shrugged, looking up at her mildly. “Yeah, well, then how come 

Amiglion was able to rip my heart out? I thought that was a forbidden spell, too.” 

Selena looked at him for a moment like he was an idiot, then sighed and muttered: “Gods. 

I wish you would settle in to reading that damn textbook. There‟s taboo spells that aren‟t to be 

used except under extreme circumstances, and the one Death used was of that nature. Anyway, 

he‟s already been punished for using it by the Scribes.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, not wanting to know what the Scribes probably did to him… and 

then he sighed and shook his head slowly, murmuring: “Okay then. But what about this 

shapeshifting junk, then, or hiding the parts that weren‟t part of my mortal body?” 

The Inquisitor looked down at him and smiled a bit, recognizing all too well the look 

Zerrex got when he really sunk his teeth into a subject… and then she sighed and patted him 

gently on the head as she closed her eyes, and she said thoughtfully: “Try this. You already know 

how to pull energies into your body… use the same style of concentration to pull your horns 

down into your head. It‟ll probably hurt like… well… hell, at first, but once you get it down it 

should start going smoother.” 

The Drakkaren nodded and made a bit of a face, before closing his eyes and 

concentrating… and nothing happened. He hesitantly opened one eye after almost a minute, and 

Selena looked down at him with dry amusement. “How did I know this was go ing to take a lot of 

extra work?” 

 

Zerrex sighed as he stretched a bit, his thickly-muscled body flexing in the red light of 

the world as he looked back and forth for Selena, tapping one booted foot impatiently in the dirt 

outside the small home he now owned. The last forty-nine years had been good to him, relatively 

speaking… and Selena had said something important would be happening today, so he could feel 

his impatience already growing inside his body, as his mind ticked off the seconds and minutes 

as he‟d learned to do. 

He was wearing a nice black t-shirt and a pair of tight black pants, as well as the metal 

boots he‟d bought long ago… and his body was more muscular than it had been when he‟d 

gotten here and perhaps an inch or so taller, but that was likely just a trick of his form… and, of 

course, that was ignoring the foot-and-some long horns curling up out of the sides of his skull. 

His eyes almost glowed with his energy, but otherwise he was as he had always been… scars, 

burns and all – apart from the limp and the pain, both of which he was thankful to be missing. 

His home had been upgraded several times over the last decade: he now had a bedroom, a 

den, a kitchen, a small office, and a weight room with a plain bench and a lot of very-heavy 

weights he would never be able to find on the mortal realm. Feldspar had tried to buy him many 

other things of the course of the years, but he‟d always carefully declined: she was still 

convinced they were a loving, married couple, but he was worried that she was just using him as 

a free guinea pig for more of her strange experiments. 

He had books, and he had comfort in his home, even though he only spent a few hours a 

week in it… and ever since Feldspar had been dispatched to the Western Front, he‟d also had 

peace. But it wasn‟t like he hadn‟t made sure to get what he could out of her when they did meet 

up: apart from the horrible sex – even her oral was bad – she did provide him with a lot of 

information on all sorts of things, and all manner of spells, books, and tomes. 



This included a spell he was currently working on with Selena‟s help and mentorship to 

imbue one of his swords with a curse powerful enough to kill an angel and most demons… but 

Zerrex was still trying to coax either Amiglion or Blake to sneak him into the Scholar‟s Library 

in the Central Spire, so he could access the texts there. Neither of them were willing to risk their 

lives for it, though, and even when Zerrex pointed out they were already dead, Blake had 

muttered: “There‟s far worse things than death, Zerrex. Just look around next time you go out for 

a walk. You‟re a good friend, and my Captain… but it‟s a suicide mission. I‟m sorry, I can‟t.” 

He sighed a bit, rubbing at his head slowly and mumbling: “I miss my family.” A pause, 

and he reached down to play with the silver ring around his finger as he glanced back and forth, 

mumbling: “And where the hell is Selena? I‟m going to be late for work.” 

“I‟m standing right here. And you‟ve already been laid off.” Selena remarked from 

behind him, and Zerrex winced as he spun around to face her, before pausing and grabbing at his 

head, looking horrified as he registered exactly what she‟d said. “Oh, stop that. You‟ve got a new 

placement… don‟t you ever check the fucking scheduler I made for you?” 

“It‟s pink and has a bow on it and I specifically requested a plain black one.” Zerrex said 

sulkily, then winced when Selena slapped him lightly. “Stop emasculating me. You‟re just 

jealous of my muscles.” 

He flexed a bit and grinned, and the Inquisitor snorted and rolled her eyes before creating 

a portal, saying mildly: “If you‟d bothered to look, you‟d see that today we‟re going down to the 

Circle of Lust to see Queen Carmen and determine what duties you‟ll be facing during your stint 

there. You‟ll also be introduced to other Inquisitors… I believe originally you were only 

supposed to spend a year with me before you met them, but they wanted to choose a new set of 

Inquisitors for you and allow you more time for training after seeing the way you excelled under 

my competent tutelage.” 

“You can monologue later. Let‟s go meet Carmen.” Zerrex said mildly, and Selena glared 

at him before he asked hesitantly: “So uh… am I going to like her, do you think, or am I going to 

end up getting my ass handed to me on a platter?” 

“We‟ll see.” Selena grunted, and then she brushed her way past to step through the portal 

ahead of him, the Drakkaren following a moment later. He winced a bit at the second or so of 

distortion in his ears, and then he stepped out with a blink into a large viewing hall with 

enormous golden walls and a beautiful ceiling from which hung several chandeliers of crystal 

and gemstones. He brought his gaze down to look at either wall as he slowly followed Selena 

along a long red carpet, noting the chained and collared slaves at either side of the room sitting 

on plush red cushions and staring over him with ardor… and then he blinked as Selena kneeled 

in front of him and quickly fell to one himself, bowing his head before glancing up towards the 

throne. 

It was guarded by no less than four Amazons, all of them armed with spears and dressed 

in blue plate… and in the middle, sitting in a group of what he recognized as Dius priestesses 

from the tattoos down their arms, was a half-naked demoness who looked half-Amazon, half-

Dius herself. She was at least twenty feet tall, and covered in rippling muscle… but she also had 

large, sumptuous breasts and features that seemed to radiate beauty. Between the huge, curling 

horns on either side of her head she had a third, large black spike that jutted from her forehead 

and curled only slightly back, and her eyes were deep black, while her body was covered in 

golden scales that lightened over her chest. 

She crossed her arms, giving Zerrex an excellent view of the twisting black snakes 

tattooed along the huge muscles, all the way up to her shoulders… and he could see a red 



spider‟s web tattooed over one naked breast, continuing down her right side and bridging slightly 

out over her strong abs… and under one eye, she had a blue dot that he recognized as a teardrop 

tattoo. She grinned widely as she caught Zerrex‟s eyes with her own, holding them as she stood 

up and proudly tilted her head upwards, revealing a tight, studded collar around her neck. He 

also noted that she wore baggy tan pants and a plain sash… not exactly what he‟d expected the 

Queen of Lust to be wearing. “Inquisitor Selena! Lord Zerrex! What an honor this is…” 

“The honor is ours, Queen Carmen Ra Melody Vanna, ruler of the Circle of Lust and 

Mistress of Virtue.” Selena said gravely, and Carmen laughed, waving a hand, and Selena 

stood… but swatted Zerrex with her tail when he began to stand, adding seriously: “Today I 

bring before you Zerrex Narrius, who will be subjected to the glories and tortures of your 

kingdom-” 

“Oh, stop it. And stand up, Lord Zerrex…” Carmen strode towards them… and Zerrex 

stared as she shrank down at the same time, retaining the same huge muscle mass… and then she 

grinned and flexed as he noted her piercings – namely two studs through her nipples – had 

changed size with her, before asking teasingly: “Do you see something you like, Lord Zerrex?”  

“It‟s just interesting to see how those changed sizes with you…” The Drakkaren admitted 

as he stood, pointing at her nipple… and immediately Selena smacked him, the reptile wincing, 

but Carmen only laughed and shook her head, looking at Selena with entertainment. 

“Now you stop that.” she scolded lightly, and Selena bowed humbly before she looked 

over at Zerrex, crossing her arms as her breasts and nipples sank into her chest, the piercings 

popping out and landing in one upturned palm as she asked playfully: “But what do you think of 

me now? Am I just as attractive in your eyes?” 

The Drakkaren glanced her over curiously, then he smiled and nodded, saying in an 

amiable voice: “Most certainly. I could do you all night.” he added after a moment, and Selena 

gaped at him stupidly, but Carmen grinned, her eyes flashing as he rubbed the back of his head 

and winced away from the Inquisitor. “I mean… yes. You‟ve got a wonderful body either way, 

and not just because… you know what, I‟m going to shut up before I get beaten.” 

“Relax.” Carmen reached a finger up to his lips, and Zerrex coughed a bit as she looked 

across at him cheerfully, saying easily: “You‟ll fit right in here… but onto serious business. 

“Lord Zerrex, you have been judged guilty of the sin of Lust.” The demon queen turned 

away, putting her hands behind her back and striding a few feet away before looking over her 

shoulder with her eyes glinting. “As thus, you have been sentenced to a period of ten thousand 

years of punishment in the Hell of Lust, also known as the World of Unearthly Delights. Don‟t 

worry… for you, I‟m sure you‟ll be craving more by the time you‟re done here…” 

Carmen turned around and winked, then crossed her arms and looked over him 

thoughtfully. “You have a good, strong body… and you‟ll make an excellent addition to the 

mining crews for now. I‟m not to show you special treatment… but believe me when I say I want 

to. On the other hand… I‟m looking for some good, strong people to aid the Royal Guard around 

here, so keep that in mind, Lord Zerrex. Perhaps if you behave well enough and avoid too many 

confrontations with the Slavers and Masters, I‟ll have you enlisted in the military… and perhaps 

put you on a special palace detail. But oh, before I forget… 

“Inquisitor Selena.” Selena promptly straightened at this, looking serious. “You will 

come once a week to Lord Zerrex, and you will spend the entire day continuing to teach him 

magical arts. Otherwise, the Princess awaits you at the palace to give you instruction on your 

other duties, so I‟d hurry there, if I were you. Lord Zerrex, please approach my throne.” 



Selena nodded, then bid Zerrex a silent farewell with a nod and a mouthed „be good,‟ 

before she created a portal and stepped quickly through it… and Zerrex glanced over to the 

throne, approaching the huge, golden chair as the Dius priestesses murmured excitedly back and 

forth, Carmen returning to her original size and sitting comfortably down in it as she gazed down 

at him with something like affection. “Did you know, Lord Zerrex, that you are seen as a sort of 

role model down here in the Circle of Lust?” A pause as the Drakkaren blinked stupidly, and she 

laughed quietly, bouncing her piercings in her hand before putting them aside and lacing her 

fingers together. “I promise you that your stay here will be… interesting, and not entirely 

unpleasant, to say the least. I have taken a great interest in you myself… but… nothing akin to 

the interest Queen Feldspar has taken, you‟ll be pleased to know.” 

Zerrex coughed and looked away embarrassedly, and Queen Carmen smiled a bit, 

looking at him with wry amusement. “Yeah, we know. She‟s nuts. But she‟s the Mistress‟s right 

hand, as well… so I‟d be very wary of her, if I were you.” The demoness said in a far-more 

solemn voice, and the reptile wondered if it was good or bad that this was one of the first serious 

things she‟d said to him so far. “I am not so different from Miss Cherry, the Dius who served 

you so faithfully in life… but I think I would be… far more challenging for you to tame at this 

point. I would like to get to know you better, however, Lord Zerrex, since I too am a creature of 

Lust. But in another matter, I‟d like to mention that after you get settled into your quarters, you‟ll 

be left free to wander the Southern Crescent of the Hell of Lust as you want… going into any of 

the other Crescents at this point would be dangerous for you, with Az‟Iriel‟s forces always on the 

move and not obeying to any of the traditional Laws of War in Hell.” 

She paused, then snapped her fingers, creating a portal off to the side and gazing at the 

reptile fondly. “You, as a mortal, have stood against Lieutenants and even Generals of the 

Warlord… you, as a mortal, have tamed demons and bent them to your will. And now here you 

are, still only an Initiate after a hundred years, with the corruption unable to touch you. You have 

tweaked the interest of many others, and I am the one who is honored to be in your presence, 

Lord Zerrex… although you‟ll be busy with meeting your new Inquisitors and discovering the 

experiences, pleasures, and punishments this Circle has to offer you, you have my word that I‟ll 

find you one of these days. 

“For now, though, you‟d best get some rest and adjust yourself to your new home and 

your new neighbors.” Queen Carmen stood up, and then she bowed deeply, and Zerrex blinked 

and looked back and forth in surprise as everyone else in the beautiful throne room did the same. 

“Please don‟t think of me as a Queen, but simply as another wistful admirer named Carmen, 

Lord Zerrex. And let me know if any of the Masters or Slavers get rowdy around you… they 

shall be dealt with swiftly for their insolence.” 

“Thank you… Carmen.” Zerrex said after a moment, then he strolled up to the throne, the 

guards tensing a bit before the Drakkaren reached up and took her hand, kissing it gently and 

making her smile as the Dius priestesses murmured to each other words of either approval or 

envy. “But only call me Zerrex, then. And I‟ll be eagerly awaiting your visit.” 

The Drakkaren half-bowed to her before leaving with a slight smile… and Carmen sat 

down in her throne with a grin, putting her hands behind her head as the reptile vanished through 

the portal and kicking up her feet over one arm of the throne to lay sideways in it, cackling and 

grinning widely around the room. “Fuckin‟ A. His lordship Kandas Fy‟Ren Vanna was right as 

rain… I do like the little handsome fella.” 

 



Zerrex didn‟t know if his home was the most awesome thing ever or the worst: on the 

plus side, it was a log-cabin-looking structure of a fair size in the middle of a little forest, with a 

nice bit of space between it, the dirt road, and the neighboring home… but on the other hand… 

there was nothing inside but some straw, a moldy blanket, and a small, rusted cauldron. He 

kicked the last when he stepped inside, and it spilled out a very large centipede that promptly 

took off for the straw pile, and Zerrex backed out of the home with a shiver of disgust. 

Centipedes. One thing even Hell couldn‟t make worse. 

He stretched a bit as he glanced back and forth, and then he sighed and rubbed a hand 

through his hair as he turned around, peering back in through the open door before mumbling a 

short cleansing incantation under his breath and raising a hand at the pile of straw, and it blew up 

in a puff of smoke, slowly floating down through the air in a golden rain as several centipedes 

shrieked and then exploded, splattering the area with green goo that almost immediately faded 

out of existence. A pause, and then several more creatures on the ceiling went up in smoke, and 

the Drakkaren made a face as he looked up at several stains along the V-shaped timbers, and 

Zerrex decided to let any stragglers the spell might not have taken care of clear out as he turned 

and strode down the path leading to the dirt road, watching as three small wooden carriages 

rolled by down the uneven track, and he turned in the direction they were heading, glancing back 

and forth at setup of this circle. 

Although he‟d heard a lot about the different circles – and they were far, far different 

than even the oldest of poetry had described them as – actually standing in one was quite a sight 

to behold. Instead of a horizon, in the great distance he could see an edge… and beyond that, the 

Center Spire standing silent sentinel in the middle of the Ninth Circle, or the Circle of Tragedy, 

to rise up above all of Hell. 

But here, in Lust, the ground was fertile and the reptile passed actual farms as he walked 

down the road – an irony he couldn‟t ignore, as he smiled to himself and slid his hands in his 

pockets, feeling good about the fact he was actually doing something. He had to admit, his 

patience was running a bit thin with things, despite the fact he was well aware of the enormous 

difference between mortal and Hell time… and he also recognized that no matter what he did, he 

was going to end up being here for a long time. 

With his near-infinitesimal corruption, his slow learning rate with magic, and his high-

energy content – he had a lot more essence making up his body than many other demons did, in 

other words – the reptile was going to be spending a long time in Hell… not just because he 

wanted to learn everything he could before leaving to assist those on the mortal coil, but also 

because he was under heavy watch from the Princess and the Scholars, ever since he‟d started 

asking so many questions about whether or not it was possible to escape Hell. 

The reptile had come to the conclusion that the Scholars‟ powers only extended so far, 

and that there were gaps and loopholes that could be exploited, although it was hard to talk 

Selena into exploring these possibilities with him during impromptu „sparring sessions,‟ since 

she was always afraid of the Princess, Feldspar, or any of the other monarchs or powers of Hell 

watching over her shoulder. Zerrex always made sure to carve the Inverted Echo rune 

everywhere he stopped, however, even if he was just taking a break… and he had long played 

with the idea of carving out a charm with the rune on it, but had dismissed that due to a lack of 

experience with both carving and enchantment of an object over protection of an area.  

Feldspar, on the other hand, was also still doting on him, despite her increasing sexual 

demands and the way, every time she came back on leave from her duties, she begged him to tell 

her how much he loved her… but he‟d gotten good at pressing her buttons and he knew what to 



say when… and sometimes he‟d even thought she was enthralled with not only his power, but 

the way he manipulated her. It‟s like she was letting herself be manipulated half the time…  

He paused in his thoughts as he glanced up at a gaggle of succubus girls, all of them 

young and beautiful, and they squealed when he looked at them before the Drakkaren continued 

quickly onwards, feeling a bit embarrassed as they chattered away. By now, he knew the 

language well enough to know exactly what they were saying… but he did his best to pretend he 

didn‟t as he strode by, before almost bumping into a Nightmare. 

The black-haired stallion bowed to him with a grunted apology, and Zerrex bowed back a 

bit before stepping around him and continuing on his way, before they paused and glanced at 

each other over their shoulders. Zerrex noted the scar along the horse-demon‟s muzzle, and the 

horse-demon gazed at Zerrex‟s face with terror… and then the Drakkaren spun around as the 

Nightmare attempted to sprint forwards and away, but the reptile was far faster as he flung 

himself at the horse, slamming his face down into the dirt road as he shouted angrily in demonic: 

“What the hell‟s a member of the Warlord‟s army doing here?” 

“I… hey, please, wait!” The Nightmare stammered, and then he howled when Zerrex 

grabbed his arm and twisted it violently, snapping it like a twig as his eyes bulged, his face 

grinding down into the dirt road as he sobbed: “Parlay! Sanctuary for a moment, just one 

moment…” 

The Drakkaren snorted and answered the cry for mercy by smashing the horse‟s face 

down into the dirt, saying coldly: “You and your Prince dragged me into an ambush… he was so 

terrified of me that he had to bring an assault squad of Gigataurs and his fully-assembled 

invasion army out to kill me. You broke the rules of honor first, demon…” Zerrex snarled, his 

rage welling up inside him as he twisted bit-by-bit, and the Nightmare‟s arm groaned as his flesh 

began to tear, the reptile threatening to pull his limb off like a twig. A cold grin spread over his 

face as the Nightmare howled and sobbed, and then he leaned down, whispering: “You get 

mercy only when you answer my questions.” 

Beneath him, the demon-horse bleated and blathered, shuddering violently and 

twitching… and then Zerrex let out a yelp of pain as a whip snapped down on his face, and he 

thought stupidly for a moment that Targin was enacting some foul revenge before a hoarse voice 

cackled and rasped: “Looks like he just can‟t wait to get started!” 

Zerrex cursed as the Nightmare wiggled out from underneath him and shot off down the 

road, the reptile leaping up to give chase… and a whip snapped down around his ankle before a 

blunt wooden club slammed down into his back, and the reptile snarled over his shoulder as he 

shouted: “He‟s from Az‟Iriel‟s army! Come on, I-” 

The club came down again, this time on his muzzle, and the three grotesque figures 

standing around him simply laughed as the Drakkaren fell flat. Two of them wore executioner‟s 

hoods over stubby muzzles, and the last had a long, crocodilian maw and a bandanna tied around 

his head, his eyes glinting as he smoothed out the wrinkled tie he wore over a naked, ugly body. 

The others were clad in plainer uniforms of ugly black leather, one of them fat and the other one 

gaunt and bony, and then the apparent leader crowed: “Did you hear that, boys? Better sound the 

alarms, because somehow someone slipped past the barricades!” 

They all laughed, and as Zerrex attempted to get up, the leader demon kicked him in the 

kidney, causing him to grunt and stiffen, his hands curling into fists on the ground as the other 

two pointed and laughed, bloodstained cudgels hanging from their hands. “Ooh, thinks he‟s a 

tough one, Lord Zerrex does! He just doesn‟t know when-” 



The Drakkaren reached out and grabbed the croc-demon‟s leg, jerking him hard over onto 

his back as he yelped, before shoving his other hand flat into the ground and kicking both feet 

backwards into the crotch and stomach of the demons behind him, sending them flat as he 

swiftly went into a roll and skidded around to his feet. A few people were gathering now as the 

three Slavers snarled, the middle one with the tie and the crocodilian features hissing and 

snapping his whip. “I‟m warning you, boy. You don‟t want to cross us… because the moment 

you get logged in tomorrow as a member of the Lust Circle, we‟ll make your life a living hell for 

the next ten thousand years.” 

“I‟m already living Hell, and I don‟t quite mind it.” Zerrex said coldly, taking up a ready 

stance and focusing his eyes on them as he said darkly: “I think you‟re the ones who should back 

off… because the choice is attacking me or letting me go peacefully. Either way I report your 

incompetence to the Queen… but one way might lead to all of you dying.” 

“You can‟t threaten Slavers like that.” A cruel voice said from behind Zerrex, and the 

Drakkaren glanced over his shoulder to see a grinning hyena in full body armor standing behind 

him, holding a large, silver javelin in one hand. In the other was a pair of chain leashes, attached 

to the collars of two goblins that were currently snarling and drooling like feral beasts, dressed in 

mere rags and both of them with heavy metal gauntlets over their hands. That javelin looks like it 

might be enchanted somehow… “I am Master Ellis, and I‟m recommending that you-” 

“I recommend you put the weapon down.” Zerrex said icily, and he noted the hilt of a 

sword over the hyena‟s shoulder, and as the creature looked at him with disgust, the reptile added 

in an irritated voice: “Now, Master Ellis, why don‟t you run along and report to the Queen that 

these three idiots decided to take a free swing at me while I was attempting to get information 

out of a soldier from Az‟Iriel‟s army.” 

“Maybe after I teach you a lesson about respect!” The hyena snarled, his eyes turning red 

and several long spikes shooting out of his mane, and the reptile grinned at how easy it was to 

bring the demonic characteristics out of some people before he tilted his body slightly to the side 

at the wide throwing motion the hyena made with the silver javelin. 

It shot past Zerrex and struck the crocodilian Slaver, sending him hurtling backwards 

with a scream of agony as electricity tore over his body… and before the Master could do 

anything, Zerrex leapt past him and grabbed the handle of the sword sheathed on his back, 

jerking hard to rip it free of its sheath as the demon toppled backwards at the same time with a 

yelp of surprise at the strength of the reptile, the chains flying loose from his hands and the 

goblins immediately diving at Zerrex as he spun around- 

The silver longsword tore through both of them, killing one and seriously injuring the 

other as they both fell on top of the Master, the hyena grunting with their weight before howling 

in agony, his fur immediately turning black and his eyes burning red as the spikes extended fully 

out of his mane, a pair of small horns popping loose from his skull as well as Zerrex stabbed the 

sword through his thigh, and he grinned coldly as he jerked the weapon free. It‟s blessed. Only a 

blessed blade brings out all demonic characteristics when someone is struck by it. “Do you two 

want to live or die? I realize that Slavers and Masters are half-Pride… but surely that doesn‟t 

mean idiot, does it?” 

The Slavers exchanged a look as the Master shivered pitifully beneath the bodies of the 

goblins, his armor soaked with blood and the bodies holding him against the ground, his strength 

sapped for the moment by the holy blade… and then one of the Slavers threw their club at 

Zerrex, and the Drakkaren easily batted it out of the way as they both turned and ran. Zerrex 



snorted quietly at this, then he spun the sword easily in one hand before digging in his pocket for 

the Northern Star he always kept on himself, concentrating as he held it up and created a portal. 

He stepped through it and into the throne room, where Carmen was currently speaking to 

a Master with a lion‟s head and bright blue eyes, his golden mane tied back in a ponytail… and 

he glanced curiously at Zerrex as the reptile stepped forwards and knelt, Carmen immediately 

turning her attention to him as he said softly: “My apologies, your majesty-” 

“Carmen.” she said firmly, then she stood up from the throne, bowing to him and 

frowning in disgust as she looked at the sword. “Don‟t tell me… you were attacked by a Master 

already. What happened, Lord Zerrex? And I do hope you didn‟t kill any of them… I‟d much 

rather have a go at kicking the shit out of whoever was stupid enough to fuck with you first.” 

The reptile couldn‟t help but smile a bit; she reminded him a lot of Cherry. But then he 

shook his head and said quickly, trying to ignore the lion in gold and evergreen armor: “I saw a 

Nightmare that I recognized from the battlefield where I… where Az‟Iriel‟s army attacked me.” 

Zerrex halted for a moment, painful memories of Requiem surfacing for a second before he said 

quietly: “One of his arms is damaged severely, but before I could find out what the hell he was 

doing here, three Slavers attacked me and stopped me from going after him. When I turned to try 

and get them to back off, a Master joined them. He threw some… silver spear at me, and I took 

this off him… but the only casualties were his goblin slaves.” 

The lion snorted, looking distasteful as he crossed his arms and bowed his head. “My 

apologies, Lord Zerrex… some of my soldiers… forget the true nature of our task. On behalf of 

the Masters, please accept my apologies…” A pause, and then he straightened and added quietly: 

“If you would permit me, I‟d like to use your portal to see to the injured. A Holy Javelin can kill 

if it‟s used improperly.” 

Zerrex nodded, and then he watched as the ten foot lion strode by, noting the two-handed 

sword on his back as he gave a last thoughtful look over his shoulder at the reptile before 

vanishing through the portal… and a moment later, Zerrex glanced over to Carmen as she 

frowned, saying quietly: “You may need a guard on you at all times, Lord Zerrex. Although the 

sexual demons of this dimension will do you no harm, and Captain Issen and his personal 

officers can be trusted, the lower-ranking Masters and Slavers are here for one reason, and one 

reason only: to sate their need for sexual power and domination. They‟ll try anything to get to 

you, especially once you lose the ability to fight back tomorrow…” 

“I don‟t need a guard…” Zerrex made a face, shaking his head and looking down in 

embarrassment as he tapped the holy blade against his shoulder slowly, adding quietly: “I‟m 

getting enough special treatment as it is.” 

Carmen only smiled a bit at this, however, then said softly: “Careful, Lord Zerrex… 

don‟t fall into too many assumptions. Here, let us walk back to your home together, since the 

Captain will likely be kept busy for a while scouring the area for this Nightmare you mentioned 

and ensuring that the other Masters see a good example of what happens to those who disobey 

the law…” 

She strode over to him, shrinking down to his height at the same time, before offering her 

arm, and he took it, glancing down at her breasts and then smiling a bit at her as she followed his 

gaze, before he asked mildly: “Do you just like… choose any size you want when you feel like 

it?” 

“Good eyes.” she commented, then she shrugged a bit as she half-pulled him through his 

own portal, and the darkness closed behind them as they stepped back out onto the path, 

carefully striding around a now-decapitated goblin and a hyena-demon who was sobbing as he 



stripped off his armor piece-by-piece under the glare of the lion Master. “Yes, I do, actually… 

I‟ve always had this shapeshifting power. I‟m a true demon, I was born here in Hell, not a 

convert like you will become, or an awakened like Miss Cherry, the rarest form of demon. 

“My body is malleable… I‟m the end result of a romp between a Daius and an Amazon.” 

she added with a bit of a grin, winking at him as they strode slowly down the road together, 

several succubi staring jealously. “I have to admit, it‟s nice to have all these abilities, but on the 

other hand… I feel some days like I lack a real body of my own.”  

She paused for a moment, then glanced at him curiously and at the silver, runic blade 

resting on the Drakkaren‟s shoulder, asking: “Doesn‟t that hurt, Zerrex? Most demons detest 

even the feel of a blessed artifact such as an Angel‟s Longsword.” 

Zerrex glanced at it thoughtfully, then he shook his head and offered a smile, shrugging a 

bit. “It feels warm against my shoulder, but not bad at all, to be honest… I don‟t mind it. I don‟t 

know, holy relics have never made me uncomfortable…” He paused at her look of amusement, 

giving her a flat look. “What?” 

“You.” she said simply, and then laughed a bit, reaching across with her other hand to 

flick gently under his muzzle, making him blink. “You‟re an incredible and rare demon, Lord 

Zerrex… and you know, I hear that you have a pair of angel wings instead of the leathery ones 

those gifted with the ability to fly usually have around these parts.” 

The Drakkaren shrugged a bit, feeling uncomfortable. Selena, of course, had demanded 

that he use them more often and fly when he could to help strengthen his body, but he could 

never quite fly hide enough to avoid being seen by any demons, and he loathed the questions he 

got about them. “Yeah… but well… it‟s nothing special.” 

“Says an Initiate who was once a mortal blessed with powers beyond many demons.” 

Carmen said softly, as they turned down the walk towards his home, a passing pair of incubi 

staring in amazement. But she let it go, instead saying playfully as they stopped outside his 

home: “Now this… this is hideous. I bet there were all sorts of creepy-crawlies in there.” 

The Drakkaren made a face and nodded as she slipped away to push the door open and 

stride inside. “Yeah… I used a cleansing spell to try and get rid of some of the creatures, but I 

don‟t know how well it worked… I decided to go for a walk after I cast the spell and that‟s when 

I ran into the Nightmare.” 

Carmen nodded, peering around the inside of the home as her eyes glowed, and then she 

smiled at the reptile as he strode inside, saying cheerfully: “Well, it worked. There‟s still some 

mildew and gunk and unidentifiable liquids, and I wouldn‟t eat out of that cauldron if I were you, 

but the bugs have left.” A pause as she glanced at the door and it slammed shut, and then she 

shoved him against the wall playfully, the Drakkaren blinking as she slid close and growled 

teasingly: “So, I‟ll bet you twenty coin I‟m tighter than Feldspar could ever be.” 

“Don‟t bring that up, please.” Zerrex mumbled, and she looked at him curiously before 

he coughed into his fist, then paused and etched the Inverted Echo rune into the wooden floor 

with the tip of his sword, Carmen looking entertained as he said after a moment in a dry voice: “I 

finally understood what they meant by the phrase: „it‟s like throwing a hot dog down a hallway‟ 

after I had sex with her.” 

“That‟s what happens when you‟re a shapeshifter and you fuck too much with your 

body.” Carmen said disdainfully, shaking her head and crossing her arms with a grunt. “It‟s no 

surprise with how many of those potions and serums and alchemical substances she‟s poured 

down her throat… I‟m not saying she deserved what happened to her, but that she definitely 

could have made a few smarter decisions regarding what to do with her body.” 



Zerrex nodded a bit as he put the sword aside… and then Carmen grabbed the back of his 

head and wrapped his arms around her as she pressed close, and they kissed hungrily and 

passionately for a few moments before she pulled back with a wide grin, her eyes alight with 

passion as Zerrex breathed a bit heavier, the female saying teasingly: “Now, Zerrex. Before we 

have fun… if we have fun at all… first we need to discuss what‟s going on around here, and 

what exactly we‟re going to do with you. After all, I can‟t have Lord Zerrex himself abused and 

mistreated under my watch. But I‟m going to have to be firm and dominant with you…” 

She reached out and grabbed his shoulders, then threw him playfully down on the floor 

and dropped in a straddle over him, grabbing his wrists and pinning him teasingly as she leaned 

down with a wide grin, and Zerrex was unable to hide his own as she growled playfully: “Now 

you listen to me, mister. You are going to have a personal bodyguard for at least the first 

thousand years of your stay, and you are going to relax and let go of your inhibitions in this 

realm of Hell when the girls or guys ask you if you want a suck and-or fuck, got it?” 

“Yes, Queen Carmen.” Zerrex said in a falsely-submissive voice, attempting to look 

meek, and they both exchanged grins as their eyes met. A moment later, Carmen leaned down 

and they shared a quick, teasing kiss before the reptile added mildly: “So you don‟t have a penis, 

right? Or do you?” 

“Hey, as long as you‟re doing the plowing, I‟ll have as many penises as you want. Or 

penii? Whatever.” Carmen shrugged, sitting down on his waist and waving one of her hands 

absently as the other stroked over Zerrex‟s chest, the reptile staring at her before she grinned 

widely. “Hey, benefit of being a full shapeshifter, unlike Selena or Feldspar or the other Dius. I 

can transform myself into pretty much anything, any way I want… the uh… more-special 

transformations can suck up a lot of my energy, though, so I hope that this body is mostly okay 

for you if we ever get around to banging.”  

She paused meditatively, then stroked under her muzzle, asking querulously: “Speaking 

of which… I hear you tapped Feldspar and Selena… but how many others have you banged in 

the last century, Zerrex?” 

“Um…” The Drakkaren tried to count, then gave up and shrugged, looking a bit 

embarrassed. “I never really kept track… and I‟ve been kinda hesitant about having sex down 

here in case they go running to tell everyone else about it. Because… you know, that could be 

kind of awkward.” 

“Ugh, you so need to lighten up.” Carmen shoved down against his chest firmly, and the 

Drakkaren coughed before she said cheerfully: “Besides, once I had a hundred big brawny guys 

gangbang me, and no one gave a shit. You shouldn‟t worry so much about the way people might 

be thinking of you.” 

Zerrex snorted at this, and Carmen tilted her head curiously before he said mildly: 

“Nothing, nothing… you just… remind me of someone, that‟s all. Speaking of which… you 

aren‟t serious about this whole guard thing, are you?” 

She sighed, rolling her eyes and looking exasperated for a moment before poking his 

nose firmly. “Listen to me, Zerrex. No matter how strong you are, no matter how strong you 

become, there‟s still the Scholars and their creepy abilities to deal with… and if even one Master 

is working for Az‟Iriel, and he comes after you when you‟re registered as a prisoner in this 

Circle, then he‟ll hotfoot his way over here and do his damndest to kill your cute little ass, and 

none of us in the Southern Provinces want that. 

“But how about some people you know? Lots of Hez‟Rannan-born come down here, you 

know, although they usually end up in the uh… Circle of Minor Sin and scattered throughout the 



Provinces. Although hey, I know!” she snapped her fingers, grinning widely. “I‟ll send you two 

succubus concubines you‟re familiar with who serve directly under me. Now, I‟m not going to 

tell you who-” 

“Mist and Shine?” Zerrex made a bit of a face, and Carmen stared before he added 

absently: “The moment you mentioned Hez‟Ranna, two, and succubus together, you screwed 

yourself. Those are the only people who I remember fitting those specifics. But come on, they 

already died in service to me and Hellabos… you should really cut them a break.” 

Carmen snorted and flicked Zerrex‟s muzzle gently, looking dryly amused. “Believe me, 

I‟m sure they‟ll love this job. And I‟ll increase the Jailors in the Southern Ring, as well… but I 

should probably get back to my palace in the pocket dimension.” she paused for a moment, 

however, looking down at him longingly as she played his hand through his hair, gazing down 

into his eyes. “You need to learn to stop hating yourself. With how hard you are on your own 

spirit, it‟s a wonder you‟re still alive sometimes in a world that runs off spiritual essence…”  

She shook her head a bit, then rose a hand to the side and created a portal, adding firmly: 

“Now don‟t you worry about a thing, Zerrex. We‟ll keep you safe here from Prince Az‟Iriel‟s 

soldiers even while you‟re left vulnerable… and we‟ll keep the others safe too. I‟m sure you‟ve 

been told this before, but you‟re important to all of Hell…” Carmen smiled slightly as she tapped 

her nose gently. “But we‟ll discuss that a bit more at her next interview.” 

Zerrex stared as she stood up and strolled off, then she turned around and waved goodbye 

with a grin as she stepped backwards through her portal… and a moment later it closed, the 

Drakkaren left staring dumbly for a few moments after her before he sighed and fell sprawled 

back against the floor of his little home, grumbling quietly: “So much for being just like 

everybody else…” 

It frustrated him. He didn‟t ask for this, and he definitely didn‟t want this… and it was 

starting to get on his nerves. He hated seeming like some defenseless playboy… and worse, that 

thing every one of the important demons said to him was starting to really bring up some huge 

questions in his head. Exactly how important was he? And why? And moreover, if the Warlord 

was the most powerful Prince, and he was stronger than the Warlord… did that mean that he was 

the strongest demon in Hell? 

“Apart from the scholars, of course…” he muttered, shaking his head slowly, and then he 

glanced up towards the ceiling and asked irritably: “You know, what did I ever do to deserve 

this? Not the Hell part, the whole „you‟re-an-important-piece‟ part? And like, if someone‟s going 

to come and attempt to eat my soul, I‟d rather they did it now and it was over with.” 

You moron. Ravenlight said dully in his head, and Zerrex glanced up, making a face: ever 

since he‟d been in Hell, Ravenlight had been louder then ever. They want you to become a 

demon first, before they do anything to you. Don‟t you get it? There‟s something going on 

beneath this whole civil war guise… 

Come on, you‟ve seen it yourself, but just repressed it and buried yourself in petty 

problems, rationalizing on how Hell-time is so different. Feldspar‟s a nutcase with a weapon 

that can banish any demon in a single blow, Selena is an Inquisitor assigned specifically to you 

but also possibly the only Inquisitor out of the loop on everything that‟s been going on, the 

Princess is a fan and supporter, and Az‟Iriel hasn‟t made a single move against you in Hell, but 

he also hasn‟t been moving many troops to the mortal world, either, instead concentrating on 

attacking the front lines here. 



Ravenlight paused to let Zerrex absorb some of that, and the reptile frowned a bit at his 

inner voice as he looked at the ceiling, murmuring quietly: “But why? What‟s the end goal, 

here?” 

The Central Throne? Rulership of Hell? Domination of Heaven? Who knows, who cares. 

Ravenlight shrugged inside his mind, adding mildly: You should just live it up while you got it 

down here, because soon enough you might be getting evicted and sent to another new dimension 

of pain and suffering. 

“Wonderful.” Zerrex grunted, sitting up and dropping his hands in his lap… but the 

problem was, Ravenlight was rarely wrong. After all, the dark side of himself was the side he‟d 

relied upon through all of the years of the Goth Legion, and it had rarely led him to a wrong 

course of action… so all he could do was hope for the slim chance that Ravenlight was just being 

self-serving in his own weird way. “You know, I really wish you had died and gone to delusion-

Hell yourself.” 

Ravenlight grunted something, and Zerrex climbed to his feet with a sigh before turning 

and striding over to the closed door of his little cabin, jerking it open… then pausing and 

glancing over to the longsword sitting against the wall, and he decided it might be for the best if 

he carried that with him.  

He strode over and picked it up, examining the flat of the two-edged blade for a moment 

with curiosity at the runes… and then he shrugged a bit before striding out of his new smelly 

home, absently chopping off a low hanging branch as he passed. Back at the road, he decided to 

try going in the opposite direction this time. 

It seemed much the same: farms, fields, and a few scattered log cabins… from what he 

knew, there were only a few major cities in the Lust Circle, and none of them were in the 

Southern Provinces. Despite the fact that most demoness monarchs had pledged their allegiance 

to the Princess, if only out of familiarity with her, only Queen Carmen openly supported her in 

the Circle of Lust, along with her bevy of succubi, incubi, Dius, and Daius concubines and 

slaves. For the most part, the Masters and Slavers had declared themselves unaligned… except 

that it was rather obvious they leaned towards Az‟Iriel‟s promises of power over the Princess‟s 

promises of justice, even if that justice was tinged with revenge. 

Zerrex paused as he passed a small shop, and then he stared as an incubus kicked open 

the wooden door of the modified cabin and charged down the path, bouncing up and down in 

front of him with a cackle, his eyes bright and wide. He had grey skin and a boyish body, with a 

slender, slanted muzzle and bright perwinkle eyes… and Zerrex stared at this creature as he 

pranced back and forth in front of him. “Newcomers welcome here! Trade in your old goods for 

new ones, sell your wares and buy with a good friendly screw if you got nothing in your 

pockets!” 

The Drakkaren stared at the figure in the navy robe, and then he leaned down a bit and 

asked, trying to get it to stop dancing around: “So uh… so what kind of wares do you sell here?” 

“Come and see!” The incubus twirled gracefully off in a pirouette down the path before 

heading back to the shop… and giving in to his curiosity, Zerrex sighed before following, 

opening the door and stepping into the small shack to see the incubus standing behind the 

counter with a sly grin, another pair of different-colored incubi standing across the room and 

muttering in demonic as they looked over a broken clock that one of them held. But broken or 

not, those are rare in Hell… “Here, take a look around, we have anything and everything you‟ll 

need!” 



The Drakkaren wasn‟t surprised to see that someone had gone to the lengths of using 

spacial reconfiguration magic inside the shack to at least triple its size. There weren‟t many other 

customers, though, except for a succubus who was glowering at condoms… and as Zerrex 

passed, she glanced over at him and asked irritably: “Excuse me, but you look like an Initiate… 

can you please explain to me what these things are and how they work?” 

Zerrex blinked, then he nodded a bit and took the box, absently pressing the sword 

against his side and concentrating for a moment without thinking, and the sword latched itself 

onto his waist by the hilt as the blade glowed faintly blue. “Sure.” He paused as the red-scaled 

succubus looked at him with faint embarrassment half-hidden by disdain, then he smiled a bit as 

he opened the box and pulled one of the little plastic-wrapped packages out, putting the box 

aside for a moment. “See, in the mortal realm you have to worry about STDs and stuff a lot 

more… mortals get infections really easily, especially when it comes to having sex. So it‟s 

basically a wrapper that goes around the penis and stops anything from being transferred.” 

The succubus looked horrified at this, then she frowned and asked slowly: “Are you 

putting me on? Because I can take a joke, but I‟m being serious here.” 

Zerrex made a face, shaking his head a bit. “No, and believe me, I wish I was. See, they 

also tend to cut out a lot of the pleasure from sex for males, and they‟re designed to fit guys from 

two inches to twelve… but after that they uh… it‟s more for birth control than anything else.” 

“If I could have kids, I‟d be gladly popping them out.” the succubus said sulkily, shaking 

her head and looking disgusted. “Hell, when I was alive, I had over a dozen! I wasn‟t thankful 

for it then, but I am now, and I miss the little buggers… besides, what female would make her 

lover suffer like that? But how does it stop the seed from spilling out?” 

Zerrex shrugged, then he tore the wrapper open and tossed it aside, pulling it out before 

she grinned teasingly, asking in a playful voice as her eyes half-lidded: “Are you gonna put that 

on and show me, big boy?” 

“Yeah… on my fingers.” Zerrex deadpanned, and the succubus snorted and rolled her 

eyes, looking entertained nonetheless, before staring as the reptile put two fingers together and 

carefully began to put the condom on… then he muttered and rolled his eyes, turning it over. 

“Always put the stupid thing on backwards… I never used these myself. I don‟t like the feeling 

of latex so much, the stuff it‟s made out of, and they always tear or are just plain uncomfortable 

on me. But anyway, see that? It‟s got a little pocket at the end designed to catch the average 

male‟s load.” 

“I fucked guys when I was mortal who‟s first shot carried more than that.” The succubus 

said disdainfully, and then she snorted and leaned away as Zerrex shook the condom off his 

fingers and tossed it away, making a face. “Mortals are so weird these days. Like, I heard that 

some of them roleplay with each other, but they have special toys and stuff so they don‟t actually 

injure one another. How screwed up is that, huh?” 

“Yeah, that crap‟s always been pointless to me.” Zerrex replied, then he crossed his arms 

and smiled a bit, looking agreeable. “On the other hand, they‟re up there, and we‟re down here in 

the Circle of Lust, so I guess they might have something on us after all.” 

She snorted and nodded, then reached up and patted him lightly on the bicep as she slid 

past him, smiling slightly and glancing over him slowly. “Well, I‟ll catch you later, Initiate. 

Maybe we can meet up for a fuck sometime, especially if the rest of you is built like those big 

arms…” She leered over him slowly, licking her muzzle as her eyes settled on his crotch for a 

moment before strutting away, and Zerrex couldn‟t help but grin after her as she tossed him one 

last seductive look before slipping around the corner of the aisle. 



The reptile shook his head a moment later, then he glanced the sword down to where it 

was resting on his belt with a faint hum, rubbing the back of his head slowly as he realized he 

must have attached it to himself with his energy abilities. It was a trick he‟d first done with 

Blackheart in the mortal realm, but he‟d rarely used it… but for now it certainly worked and 

didn‟t seem to be hurting him at all, so he left it where it was as he took a quick glance around 

the rest of the store before slipping out the door while the three incubi bartered at the register in 

loud voices. 

He sighed a bit, then paused as he saw two Masters standing at the end of the path, 

shoving around a few succubi as they cried and whined in loud voices… and the Drakkaren 

decided to take a shortcut, hopping the fence next to him and stepping into a field of large, black 

wheat. He carefully curved his path towards the road, then stuck his head out once he judged he 

was a safe distance away to see a Master with a longbow over his shoulder striding down the 

road with a succubus crawling behind him on a leash, and he figured this was as good a place as 

any to climb out. 

On the other hand, he noted what looked like a hybrid between a fortress and a 

skyscraper ahead, the outer walls made of sharpened wooden logs and the square, slightly-

deformed tower inside heavy concrete, apart from the occasional patch-job of wood. The reptile 

could see the glint of silver armor on soldiers patrolling the top path around the outer wall, and at 

least five Slavers were kicking some poor sap on the ground on the road outside… so the reptile 

decided it was better that he go the other way. 

The two Masters were currently busy now orally-raping the succubi that they had been 

haranguing a few moments earlier, and Zerrex had no problem sneaking by them… but on the 

other hand, an armored transport slowed as it began to pass him, drawn by a team of battered-

looking goblins, and the Master at the reins slowly drew them in and halted the transport just past 

the reptile. He winced a bit as he looked up at them, not liking the Slavers peering out the 

windows of the armored vehicle angrily at him, before the Master grinned down at him and 

asked: “Now, look at this. Would you be Lord Zerrex?” 

“Yeah… and I really have already had my fill of trouble today.” Zerrex said mildly, 

holding up his hands and bowing a bit, but the goat-demon only laughed as he tied the reins to a 

large spike in front of his seat, and then he leapt down and drew a silver longsword out of the 

scabbard at his side, tapping the blade against one of the metal wheels as his eyes burned with 

malice. The Drakkaren winced a bit at this, pulling his own silver blade free and saying mildly: 

“Dude, seriously. I… oh dear crap.” 

At least ten Slavers piled out of the back, along with two Masters that quickly ran around 

the transport, one of them a black-scaled Dragokkaren with burning obsidian eyes holding a huge 

war hammer, and the other a rabbit with large spikes and fangs in the place of ears and buck 

teeth. The last also had a long whip in one hand and a silver shield on his other arm… but the 

goat-demon Master had already pulled a larger shield emblazoned with a circle of protective 

runes off his back, and dark fire leapt up around the edges of it as he growled: “See, me and my 

buddies here have a problem with what you did. Now you can either get down on your knees so 

we can break all your teeth and make sure you give each and every one of us the cocksucking of 

a lifetime, or you can die. It‟s your choice.” 

Zerrex made a face as he held his sword out, muttering under his breath: “This is not my 

day, this is so not my day…” A pause, and then he sighed and rose his other hand, beckoning and 

saying tiredly: “Fine, fine. Let‟s get this over with.” 



“You won‟t be talking so tough in a moment!” the lead Master snarled, and he leapt 

forwards in a straight, hard swing as enemies flooded towards the reptile on all sides… and 

Zerrex gracefully swung his sword to the side to knock the goat-demon‟s away before jumping 

high into the air, the goat-demon wincing and bringing up his shield, and then he fell to the 

ground with a strangled yelp as Zerrex kicked off it and landed on top of the high transport.  

The Drakkaren created a small blade of energy and threw this at the reins, and it chopped 

through them before exploding with a loud bang, and the goblins immediately took off at a 

sprint. Zerrex flailed a bit, almost overbalancing as the Masters and Slavers yelled and chased 

after their transport, looking furious… and Zerrex grinned widely and waved at them cheerfully, 

feeling proud of himself for a moment before something smashed into his back and knocked him 

flying off the transport. 

He fell heavily on his face, agony consuming him as he grabbed at the head of an arrow 

that was poking through his chest and sliced open his fingers… and then he snarled, climbing to 

a kneel and forcing himself to focus through the pain as he created a dome of energy around his 

body, and two more silver arrows bounced uselessly off the shield. Zerrex panted quietly as he 

grasped the neck of the arrow, then he snapped the silver tip off before reaching behind him and 

slowly dragging it out of his body with a long, low hiss of pain… but the moment it was gone, he 

immediately felt the agony subsiding into a throbbing pain that was far easier to deal with. 

He shook his head quickly, then winced and jumped a bit inside his protective shield as 

the Masters he had just escaped from all took a swing at the blue dome around him. They were 

repelled, thankfully, but Zerrex had to admit he was in a bit of trouble now, making a bit of a 

face as he asked weakly: “So uh… hey. Can‟t we all just get along.” 

None of the faces looked remotely amused by this notion, out of the five Masters 

surrounding the dome shield… and there were at least three with longbows behind him, guarded 

by a handful of Slavers… and at least ten Slavers now slowly forming a perimeter around the 

Masters that had already encircled him. The reptile coughed a bit… and then he rolled his eyes 

and muttered under his breath: “Fuck it.” 

The Drakkaren slammed his hand down into the ground, and the shield surrounding him 

shattered into blue shrapnel that flew into the crowd, Masters and Slavers screaming in agony as 

the reptile leapt up in the middle of this tornado and created a sphere of energy, hurling this at 

the halted transport around which the ranged Masters had gathered. It struck the carriage before 

any of them could react, and the resulting explosion knocked all three down, the one standing on 

top plummeting face-first into the ground. 

Zerrex landed… and immediately the goat-demon smashed into him with his shield, 

knocking Zerrex skidding on his side before he rolled quickly past the Dragokkaren Master as he 

attempted to squish him. The Drakkaren snarled and lashed out with his own sword as the huge 

mace smashed into the ground, cutting into the back of his knee, and the Dragokkaren screamed 

like a girl before the reptile booted him hard in the ass and sent him falling into the aggressive 

goat-demon. 

The reptile dropped flat on his back as his instincts yelled at him, and a heavy chain 

lashed over his body before Zerrex kicked up to his feet and leapt forwards, kicking both feet 

into the chest of a minotaur that was raising an axe and knocking it backwards with a grunt, 

before it stared as Zerrex cut the handle of his pole in half before raising his hand and releasing 

an uncontrolled, short blast of blue energy, sending it hurtling backwards to knock over a group 

of Slavers. 



He spun around, and a whip lashed across his muzzle, sending up a spurt of blood in his 

eyes and causing a flare of rage as Zerrex lashed viciously out with the longsword at the nearest 

creature, and a Slaver fell backwards with a scream before exploding into a cloud of ash that the 

Drakkaren leapt through, his eyes half-obscured by a red haze as he stabbed into another Slaver 

before slashing down with a pair of hard blows against the goat Master‟s shield as it tried to 

charge again, sending him staggering backwards as he half-hid behind it before the Drakkaren 

simply booted the shield as hard as he could and sent the creature sprawling on its back, and a 

moment later he leapt forwards and reversed the sword in his hand, plunging the blade through 

the armor and into the demon‟s chest. 

It howled in agony, and the group halted for a moment, staring as Zerrex knelt over the 

creature, the goat demon rasping for breath as it stared up at the Drakkaren, mouthing wordlessly 

for mercy… and a moment later the reptile stood and jerked his sword free, snarling and looking 

coldly back and forth as the creature gagged once before slumping backwards and dying. 

Several of the Slavers cut and ran… and then another Master charged in with a wounded 

howl, and Zerrex caught his club before he could swing it down and stepped forwards into a stab 

through his midsection, the rat arching his back with a shriek as his eyes turned white and his 

horns sprouted from his head… and then Zerrex shoved him backwards and tore the sword free, 

half-spinning at the same time and swinging the sword almost idly out behind him to cut off the 

demon‟s head, sending it flying through the air to bounce a few times along the ground.  

He wiped the blood out of his eyes, then he reached down and picked up the sword from 

the fallen goat-demon‟s hand, and he spun both silver longswords once at his side before 

snarling: “Who else wants to die?” 

A pause… and then an arrow shot past him as another Master sounded a battle horn, and 

Zerrex cursed before flinging one of the silver longswords at the demon with the horn, and he 

went down with a scream as the Drakkaren kicked the silver shield up to his now-free hand, 

snarling and looking back and forth as portals opened all around him, Masters and Slavers alike 

stepping out as a howl went up among the demons already present. “The Lieutenant is slain! Kill 

the prisoner! Kill the prisoner!” 

The Drakkaren leapt back, raising the shield as silver arrows flew in towards him and 

bounced with loud thuds off the metal before bows were dropped all over as the Drakkaren heard 

a loud snarl from behind him… and he turned to stare in shock at a Gigataur before it swung a 

massive stone hammer down towards him. Immediately, the reptile brought up the silver shield 

and shoved back at the last moment, and the Gigataur let out an inarticulate roar of surprise as 

the hammer shattered into pieces and it was knocked staggering, before Zerrex ran through its 

legs and slashed one of its ankles out as he passed. 

The Gigataur fell with a howl of pain, crashing on top of several unfortunate demons, and 

the reptile leapt up onto its back with a snarl, spinning around the sword and holding the point 

down against the back of its neck as he shouted angrily: “The more of you that come, the more of 

you I kill! Back the hell off!” 

“Stop, stop, for the love of the Princess stop!” The Gigataur howled, looking back and 

forth in terror as Masters and Slavers continued to approach. “Why won‟t any of you stop?” 

A moment later, an arrow pierced through Zerrex‟s leg, and the reptile fell to a kneel 

before snarling furiously, the pain only inciting his rage higher as he stabbed down hard… and 

the Gigataur gave a keening wail before it died and rotted on the spot, the reptile leaping down 

on top of its skull and sending up a massive cloud of dust that hid him from sight. 



Masters and Slavers looked uneasily back and forth before Zerrex shot out of the mist, his 

leg bleeding but the arrow safely removed, the Drakkaren knocking several Slavers flying as he 

charged into them with the shield before smashing a Master aside as he made for the edge of the 

crowd to try and escape. A wolf with a long scythe stepped into his path and swung at him, and 

the reptile immediately deflected the pole downwards before leaping into the air and spinning his 

body sideways overtop the weapon, the wolf‟s jaw dropping a moment before it was snapped by 

a hard kick from the reptile as he righted himself at the same time and landed on his feet. 

As the wolf staggered backwards, blood spurting from his jaw as he screeched in agony, 

Zerrex knocked his legs out from under him with the flat of his blade, then sprang forwards over 

him and cut his way through three Slavers, his raw fury fading into cold calculation. Whereas the 

Masters usually left bodies behind, the Slavers always exploded from being struck with the 

blessed blade… and furthermore, were far-more inept at combat than the Masters. 

His only goal was escape now, as he ran through the cloud of ash and dived over a 

Master that attempted to knock him down with a shield bash, before he let out a howl of pain and 

staggered to the side as the Master spun around and chopped into his side with his longsword, the 

reptile turning jaggedly around and bringing up his shield as another pair of Masters slammed 

their weapons down at once, but he was knocked flat from the force of the blows… and memory 

flashed in front of his eyes as he saw the cruel demons above him all raising their weapons 

before he hurled the silver longsword straight up into the air. 

It spun violently, gleaming like a silver star as the demons immediately looked up, 

distracted for a moment… and Zerrex closed his eyes and concentrated on the first spell he‟d 

been taught by Selena before raising both his hands in the air, and as the first demons began 

looking down at him, he shouted the incantation and shoved his energy forwards at the same 

time. 

White and blue light exploded between his hands as he clenched his eyes shut and turned 

his head away, his arms knocked flat by the force of the spell… but all around him, demons 

howled in agony as they staggered away, many of them covering their eyes as Zerrex leapt up 

and stumbled, not just because of his bloody side but because of the dots dancing in front of his 

eyes, nausea gripping his stomach as he reached up to attempt to catch his sword as it fell… but 

the blade instead sank into the back of an unfortunate Slaver, the boar-faced demon howling in 

agony. Zerrex cursed as he staggered over to the demon to jerk it free, sending out a cloud of ash, 

and then he quickly ran through the stunned ranks of demons with his shield over his head as 

distant archers shot arrows at him, apparently not as dazzled by the light as the others had been. 

The Drakkaren managed to reach the end of the line just as the Masters began to get their 

sight back, and the reptile grunted as he deflected a hard blow at his wounded side with the 

shield, at the same time spinning around and chopping through a Slaver and a Nightmare 

Master‟s neck, and the gargling hell-horse stumbled into another demon that was attempting to 

pursue the reptile, knocking it over. 

Zerrex, on the other hand, was slowly staggering backwards, panting hard with a shield 

of energy flickering behind him and several silver arrows sticking out of his back, cursing under 

his breath about the tactical error he‟d made as the crowd once more quickly moved to surround 

him… and then he fell to his knees, and demons howled and laughed and roared as the energy 

shield behind him flickered out of existence, and one of them reached down and jerked his head 

up, spitting in his face before snarling: “Not so tough, are you, Lord Zerrex? You‟re just a little 

bitch, that‟s all you are, and now we‟re gonna fuck you nice and hard just to prove it… ain‟t that 

right, boys?” 



Zerrex looked up at him… and then he smiled coldly before slowly standing, demons 

muttering around him in surprise as he rolled his shoulders and licked his muzzle slowly. Agony 

was tearing along his back from where the arrows had dug into him, but he didn‟t care… and he 

knew he was bleeding, but at the same time he could feel his wounds slowly healing: it wasn‟t 

like he hadn‟t picked up on some demonic tricks, after all. “I said I didn‟t want to fight. I‟ve 

killed more than you ever will…” A pause, and then he rose the sword in front of himself, 

closing his eyes and concentrating, and the blade glowed with blue energy. “And a hundred years 

in Hell has vastly improved my combat skills.” 

The demon frowned at him… and then Zerrex slashed outwards, lightning fast, and the 

demon fell in two pieces, not even able to get out a scream as the reptile looked slowly back and 

forth at the crowd, shouting furiously: “If you want to die, then keep fighting! I won‟t die again 

to a group of cowards like you!” 

The Drakkaren felt delirious as he shook his head slowly, memory and present mixing… 

and then he slumped and fell to a kneel, panting hard as he felt the arrows in his back throbbing, 

whatever blessing was on them digging into him and beginning to paralyze his body. He snarled 

as another Master approached, this one carrying what looked like a huge, teardrop-shaped axe, 

his expression cold as the others nodded to each other, saying something in demonic and passing 

along some message before one of them muttered: “Too late, dickhead. Your energy is being 

suppressed as we speak… and the boss there is gonna cut off your head now and fuck the 

fucking.” 

“I‟m the Boss.” Zerrex mumbled, then he shook his head and tried to focus, but his arms 

felt heavy… and he dropped both the weapon and the shield, his lungs beginning to feel like they 

were turning to rock inside his body, his heart throbbing in his chest. He tried to move, and 

couldn‟t… and then he looked up and said stupidly: “There aren‟t two Requiems.” 

Several demons began to follow his gaze, but before they could, Mist and Shine crashed 

to the ground in front of him, folding their wings as they both swung out with their enormous 

cleavers – the same type of weapon they‟d used in Hez‟Ranna, rectangular, massive swords – 

and sent demons hurtling all directions as one of them shouted furiously: “Lay another hand on 

him and you all die!” 

Masters and Slavers looked at each other, talking quickly as the would-be executioner 

continued to approach, snarling and beginning coldly: “The lizard is a threat, he-” 

One of them – it was impossible to tell who from looking at their backs – simply swung 

out with her cleaver and cut him in half lengthwise, and immediately the crowd was silenced as 

the other snarled: “We are here under direct order of Queen Carmen and Captain Issen! If anyone 

else would like to object, we‟d be happy to throw them into the Abyss or the Pit for some 

personal time, however.” 

There were mumbles through the crowd, and then Mist turned around and pointed her 

cleaver at the archers past Zerrex, roaring: “And those arrows have been forbidden for more than 

an eon! All of you will immediately turn over that contraband to your commanding officers, and 

all of you will undergo trial and sentencing for use of a forbidden weapon on a prisoner… is this 

clear?” 

Mumbles of consent that sounded almost sulky… and then Shine turned around and 

snapped her fingers, and one of the archers simply exploded, getting a much more positive result 

as chunks of the demon flew in all directions, all of them immediately fleeing through portals. 

The rest of the Masters and Slavers followed suit, leaving the road empty except for the various 



prisoners and sexual demons who had stopped to watch the confrontation, and the wounded 

Drakkaren and his guardian twins. 

Mist immediately dropped to a kneel behind him, pulling out the arrows as Shine 

examined his features with soft affection and concern, looking into eyes that had become 

slightly-glassy and chiding gently: “Now look at you, Lord Zerrex… covered in wounds and 

blood when you could have taken care of that group quite easily. We‟ve seen how quickly your 

strength has grown and how you spend such silly amounts of time focusing on training, when 

you already get enough of that with your torture and mentorship sessions.” 

“Mumble… gargle dumb.” Zerrex grunted stupidly, and then he leaned to the side and 

vomited some viscous black substance, before wincing and grabbing his head as he gave a low 

groan of pain, chills running through his body. “Ugh… stupid…” 

“Come on, get up… Gods, you‟re in bad shape…” Shine murmured, sliding under one 

arm, and Mist took the other before they pulled the reptile up to his feet. A pause, and Mist 

glanced at the sword and shield, both of them burning with darkness for a moment before 

vanishing from sight, and then she glanced in front of them and created an extra-wide portal with 

her look alone. “Come along now… we‟ll get you back home…” 

“Don‟t… home…” Zerrex murmured, as they pulled him through the portal and outside 

his small cabin, and then they both made a face before Shine kicked open the door and they 

carried him inside, setting him down on the moldy blanket. “Grr. Bad.” 

“He‟s really fucked up.” Mist remarked, looking over at her sister flatly as she put her 

cleaver on her back, and then she leaned over the reptile, touching his chest and wounded side as 

she added quietly: “And his natural regeneration has been greatly increased… but the blessed 

weapons got him where he‟s weakest, in his energy reserves. It left him vulnerable for those 

arrows, and they might have damaged his thought processes a little…” 

Shine nodded with a quiet sigh, shaking her head slowly as she leaned against a wall, 

asking quietly: “Can you do anything about it, sister? Because if after all these years of training 

and waiting for this day to rejoin Lord Zerrex as his Iuratus, we fail on the first day… I‟ll be 

really upset with us.” 

“Yeah, well you‟re not the healer, so I‟ll be double that.” Mist murmured quietly in 

return, then she closed her eyes, concentrating as she dragged her hands gently along Zerrex‟s 

body, and the Drakkaren twitched and blinked a few times, some of the vitality returning to his 

eyes as she sighed in relief. “No, here we go.” 

A pause, and then Zerrex winced and arched his back as a small piece of metal tore out of 

his stomach, the demoness catching it with a smile and holding it up to her twin as Shine looked 

disgusted. “An arrow flake. So one of those idiots added an extra-long tip to break off and cause 

even more problems, that‟s just wonderful. We‟ll have to report this to Captain Issen.” 

Mist nodded, and then she carefully tapped over Zerrex‟s body as the Drakkaren leaned 

back and closed his eyes, feeling a bit of a shiver run through him as he let his body go limp. 

“It‟s alright, Lord Zerrex… you just concentrate on you. I‟ve never seen a demon like yourself 

cut through the Masters and Slavers like you did, though, despite what they did to you. It‟s too 

bad you haven‟t learned any advanced spellcraft, or I‟m sure you would have made very quick 

work of them all…” 

“I didn‟t want to kill them…” Zerrex said after a moment in a tired, voice, and he reached 

up to touch his throbbing forehead as the twins looked at him curiously. “I just… wanted them to 

back off. It started with only a handful, but one of them knocked me off the transport I tried to 



escape on with an arrow and a bunch surrounded me… and… after I killed a few of them, one of 

them sounded some kind of horn and a bunch more came…” 

“A Horn of Sorrow. That explains it.” Mist murmured, and then she smiled as Zerrex 

opened one eye to look at her with a mix of exhaustion and „what-the-hell-does-that-mean.‟ 

“They‟re usually restricted for war-use, but they instantly alert everyone in the same unit, 

platoon, or whatever that their ally is in trouble, no matter where they are or what they‟re doing. 

And when Masters come, Slavers always follow as well, to pick up the dregs of whatever the 

Masters leave behind…” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, and then Shine said quietly, looking down at him softly: “You 

should have killed them all. Butchered every one of them… no one would mind, believe me 

there. We hear many tales of how once, the Hell of Lust was a sexual paradise, ruled more by the 

Amazons and the Spartans than anything else… but now those demons are few and far between, 

and long ago several arrogant High Monarchs voted that the Hell of Pride and the Hell of Lust 

should be merged, because of the similarities in the sins. 

“But there are similarities in all sins… and it turned out to be just so that the mostly-

arrogant Masters and Slavers could be given more territory to roam through than they already 

possessed. Not all Pride demons are that way: some of them only seek to defend what they are 

proud of instead of actively instigating battles with those rumored to be stronger… but the 

Masters and Slavers who seek sexual power also tend to be those who don‟t understand what true 

dominance is and means.” Shine paused, then glanced down at Mist, who smiled quietly back at 

her. 

“We know what it means… we were trained in the difference between dominance, 

cruelty, weakness, and strength.” she murmured softly, gazing up at Zerrex tenderly as she roved 

her hands over his strong chest, and the reptile felt the pain replaced by a gentle heat and a 

strange, itching feeling. “Look at you, Lord Zerrex. You are strong, and you are dominant… yet 

anyone who met you on the street – disregarding your appearance, of course – would only think 

you‟re a polite twit from the way you act.” 

“Shut up.” Zerrex said morbidly, but it was true. And he had seen far too many people 

begging to be slaves or pets or toys when they didn‟t understand what that truly meant: that to be 

a sexual toy for someone did not mean that they loved you, that to be property did not mean they 

cared about you in the slightest, or that you were even wanted. “The world… the world upstairs 

had fallen apart, hasn‟t it?” 

“It fell apart before Narrius… but there‟s still cancer deep inside it.” Mist said quietly, 

and Shine nodded with a sigh and a grunt, adjusting the loincloth she wore. “The Republic 

Council of Ire that was destroyed is a good example, along with the way people abuse their 

technologies, from the cloning systems Narrius created to the enslavement system. Look at the 

way the Dragokkaren slaves are used by companies, for genetic testing and menial work… 

they‟re treated as badly as they were under Narrius.” 

“I only hope his majesty Albatross can keep things in line in Hez‟Ranna… we often look 

in on our glorious city through the crystals in the Viewing Room of the Southern Palace.” Shine 

added longingly, smiling a bit up at the ceiling before gazing down at Zerrex, who tilted his head 

a bit. “It is said that every palace – and some secret places in-between – have a crystal ball of 

purest magic deep inside their bowels, and through this you can see the mortal realm, and even 

the streets of Heaven. The Princess does indeed have one, inside a special room designed to hold 

its magic and make it seem as if you are stepping into the place you wish to see… and although it 

can bring such heartache… it can also bring such joy.” 



“We‟ll take you one day, Lord Zerrex. As Concubines, we can go anywhere we please.” 

added Mist, tapping her temple with a quiet smile as she sat down in front of Zerrex, watching as 

the reptile sat slowly up and rubbed at one of his horns slowly. “Just please don‟t overexert 

yourself right now, alright?” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, feeling too tired to ask any questions… and he glanced from one to 

the other as Shine sat down, asking softly: “So you‟re here because… you want to be here, isn‟t 

that right? And you look the same as you always have, apart from those horns… and you don‟t 

look like any succubi I‟ve seen so far. Then again, I‟ve seen a lot of Drakkaren… but very few 

Dragokkaren around here.” 

The two nodded, and then they exchanged a look before Shine shrugged and smiled a bit, 

saying softly as she tapped one of her ram horns: “We are… special, because we‟re twins, and 

because we served faithfully as Iuratus, we‟ve been told. So we were specially treated here in 

Hell, in both the First Circle of Minor Sins, and later on in the Southern Provinces. We‟re 

shapeshifters, but our abilities are minor compared to the Dius…” 

“And we are two halves of a single whole.” added Mist, gazing over the Drakkaren with 

quiet entertainment as he looked over them with visible interest. “Whereas I deal mostly with 

healing, Shine deals with the more aggressive abilities… and we have a few other tricks up our 

sleeve as well.” 

The two laughed quietly together, and then smiled warmly as Shine continued softly: 

“Many of the Dragokkaren are in the Circles, not the Provinces… unfortunately, though, we 

have seen very few clone soldiers here, if you speak of those Dragokkaren.” She paused, and the 

two traded a sorrowful look before she murmured quietly: “You see, Lord Zerrex… if you 

believe in another world, then that other world is where you‟ll end up… but if you believe in 

nothing coming next your whole life, you won‟t be disappointed, and you‟ll simply be destroyed 

instead in the plane beyond all planes, the one rumored to exist as the Last Dimension.” 

Mist paused, then glanced at her sister, and the two slid forwards under his muscular 

arms, wrapping their own around Zerrex and pressing close as their hands slid over his chest, 

murmuring quietly: “We‟re so glad you‟re here with us now though, Lord Zerrex… in the 

kindest of ways possible, I mean.” She glanced up at him with a bit of a blush, but Zerrex only 

smiled faintly. “We don‟t mean we‟re glad you‟re dead.” 

“It‟s nice to be wanted… I understand.” The Drakkaren kissed her forehead softly, then 

quietly nuzzled Shine, holding the two against his sore body and relaxing under their gentle 

movements, feeling comforted by the pair as he leaned back against the wall with a soft sigh. “I 

chose this path for myself… and now I need to figure out what the hell to do and keep improving 

on myself and my body. I see this as an opportunity more than anything else, after seeing how 

powerful Cherry became…” 

“And yet you were still the Master… you were still far stronger than her.” Shine said 

gently, gazing up at him softly and slowly stroking his face, before closing her eyes and burying 

her head against his neck. “You always underestimate yourself, Zerrex… and then you suppress 

yourself further, because you‟re scared… so let us ask you this.” 

“Learn to recognize your own true strength… and learn to release it all when you must.” 

Mist said quietly, kissing his cheek gently as Zerrex frowned a bit, looking away and feeling 

apprehensive. “We know it bothers you… but this is Hell. People here are bred and born to 

suffer or cause suffering… and many only understand cruelty and brute force instead of the 

subtler ways you prefer to work.” 



The Drakkaren sighed a bit, not knowing what to say and hating that inside him, 

something squirmed around in recognition that they were likely right… and after almost ten 

minutes, he said quietly: “But I don‟t want to just take what I want.” 

The twins laughed quietly, both of them gazing at him tenderly as one hand from each 

wrapped gently around either side of his muzzle, and they murmured softly: “In Hell you are the 

served or a servant. We don‟t mind. They won‟t mind. And the ones above will be pleased. 

You‟ll learn, Lord Zerrex… you will learn.” 

 

Over the next week, the Drakkaren found himself growing both more-and-less-amused 

with his current residency: for one thing, he had lost the power to fight back against the Masters 

and Slavers… and for another, he met all his new Inquisitors. 

He had been assigned four different Inquisitors, all with different styles and specialties, 

who would work with him in the torture chambers of Hell, or sometimes just his own home. One 

of them – a skeletal, creepy, robed demon – called himself the Duke of Eternal Night, and Zerrex 

had made the mistake of asking him dryly if it would be okay just to call him Bones. 

The undead drake had not taken kindly to this comment, and Zerrex had ended up in an 

illusionary world for the next six hours, tempted by every kind of alcohol in the mortal and 

demonic realm as people around him drank, were cheerful, and generally had a good time. It 

didn‟t sound like much, but it got the reptile‟s mouth watering at the thought of only a sip of 

whisky, as people shoved booze at him and constantly offered him a drink… but he couldn‟t 

shove them away, and they always just laughed, laughed, laughed… 

At the end of that first day, he was sulky… but the next day was worse. On the one hand, 

at least Bones would talk to him a bit and had some good one-liners. The Inquisitor that greeted 

him on Do, however – what Zerrex called his Tuesdays, because they were a meh but not usually 

too-bad day – was completely silent. The Drakkaren didn‟t even know his name, but decided to 

call him Godfreed, the last name of a mafia executioner in a documentary he‟d seen on criminal 

organizations. 

Godfreed did not speak, was a bit chubby, and was clothed from head-to-toe in black: an 

executioner‟s mask through which shone two beady brown eyes, and only a few thick brown 

hairs sticking up here and there out of his collar and gloves. At first Zerrex had attempted 

conversation after realizing he wasn‟t a Slaver, he had continued to stare at Zerrex silently for a 

few moments… and then when Zerrex had narrowed his eyes and glared back, he‟d held out a 

hand and a chainsaw had appeared in it, and the tortures had begun. 

Godfreed was untalented and clumsy, but he certainly got the job done: he seemed to 

favor mortal power tools and anything that was rusty or blunt, and Zerrex spent most of that day 

howling in pain as he was dissected, cut apart, and went through several unspeakable procedures 

that did Gods-knew-what to his body. At the end of it, he was left on the floor in a puddle of his 

own dried blood, panting hard and snarling… and Godfreed hadn‟t even bothered to patch him 

up completely afterwards, leaving a large, gaping wound in his stomach and his clothes torn to 

ragged pieces and scattered around the room. 

Day three was „Sir Orphus Landem Dulcard,‟ a mad bat in a long monk‟s robe with 

glowing red and black eyes that swirled like the skies above, who went into a monologue that 

lasted almost two hours when he first met Zerrex before revealing that he was another 

illusionist… although whereas Bones had mentioned he specialized in temptation, Orphus 

specialized in the strange and twisted. Zerrex had ended up drowning inside a massive glass jar 



of a terrible substance that he spent an hour hoping wasn‟t what he thought it was until Orphus 

made it vanish, and then he cheerfully said: “Yes, it was shit.” 

Zerrex ran outside and spent the next twenty minutes vomiting, and then a few more dry 

heaving after that when Orphus kicked him over in it before the reptile found himself in another 

illusion, tied to a massive, ugly penis as it plowed a massive, smelly vagina. The reptile felt ill at 

the smell of musk and bad sex, but on the other hand he could imagine worse… and Orphus, 

meanwhile, was still chattering away somewhere outside of the illusion. 

By the fourth day, Zerrex was miserable for obvious reasons, and not looking forwards to 

seeing his last Inquisitor… before a huge, bulky elephant with a double row of tusks and a third 

eye strolled into the room, gazing at Zerrex imperiously from beneath his golden crown as he 

adjusted his black body armor, announcing that he was Duke Terronius… and for six hours, the 

Drakkaren was plagued by his worst fears before the torture finally ended, and the last Inquisitor 

left him to be comforted by the twins. 

The fifth and six days of the week, Zerrex could spend however he wanted, but he was 

still a prisoner and thus subject to the whims of the Masters, Slavers, and any wandering 

Inquisitors he might happen across… but the reptile completely refused to move on Kan, instead 

going into a long meditation after thinking for a while on the four new Inquisitors he had. While 

Selena humiliated him and cut him to pieces, the others seemed more psychological than 

anything else… even Godfreed in his own way, despite his use of physical torture. After all… the 

bastard doesn‟t talk, doesn‟t chat, and only lashed out at me when I looked him in the eyes… so 

we have Temptation, Degradation… no… Temptation, um… well… I can‟t think of the word for 

crushing someone‟s will, but that‟s what he‟s doing… Orphus is definitely Degradation… and 

Fear or Terror. 

The reptile decided that if he had to put up with these Inquisitors for the entire duration of 

his stay in Hell, he was going to damned well fight them as best he could. He meditated on this, 

on how to let go of his conscious self and reflect or simply allow their different specialties to 

pass through him… but the moment the day ticked over to Tipet, he went outside with the twins 

and said he‟d like to train. 

Both of them were skeptical of whether or not this was a good idea… but he coaxed them 

into it, and he spent almost ten hours working with them in hand-to-hand, the twins trading off 

on one-and-one combat with him and then both attacking him at once until Mist fell over, and 

Shine muttered that she had to rest as well. Zerrex, meanwhile, was panting hard… and he 

toppled over onto his back, mumbling that it was probably a good idea. 

Two hours later, however, he had them teaching him every rune and incantation they 

knew, which both were far happier to do. Once done with theory, on the other hand, they wanted 

to watch Zerrex practice… and the lizard sulked his way through a few moderate level spells that 

they had just taught him, mumbling about how he was fascinated by the ideas, but he hated 

magic and he could never perform any of properly. 

The twins were patient with him, however, aiding him when he messed up and healing 

whatever minor wounds he caused himself until the Drakkaren flopped over and complained that 

he was sore… and the twins gladly went about massaging his body over and doing what they 

could to „make him feel better.‟ 

However, as Zerrex was slowly but hungrily kissing Shine, while Mist lapped at his 

hardening shaft, the door was kicked open… and all three stared with a blush at Selena, who 

stared back for a moment before snapping: “Zerrex, get your dick back in your pants! And you 

two, get off him… you‟re supposed to be guarding him, not sexing him up!” 



“Someone‟s jealous!” Mist said teasingly, then she winked and wiggled Zerrex‟s penis as 

the Dius blushed deep red. “You can come and have some if you want… he‟s more than big 

enough to go around for all three-” 

Selena looked absolutely livid at this idea, however, and immediately ran forwards and 

kicked Zerrex in the crotch, the reptile letting out a wheeze before she chased Mist and Shine 

around the reptile as he curled up in the fetal position and clutched at himself, yelling at the 

twins so quickly in demonic he couldn‟t even understand it. Finally, she chased them out of the 

house, then glared at Zerrex before snapping: “Is this why Carmen chose them?” 

“What do you think?” Zerrex asked sulkily, tucking himself back in his pants and 

carefully standing up with a wince, and Selena stared at him for a moment as he leaned forwards, 

then he glared at her. “What?” 

“I uh… I didn‟t think I kicked you that hard.” she said stupidly, rubbing the back of her 

head before asking in a meeker voice: “Are you uh… leaking at all? I mean… I didn‟t pop 

anything, did I?” 

“You stay the hell away from my crotch. I‟m not even going to make a „kiss-it-better‟ 

joke because I‟m scared you‟ll bite one off.” Zerrex said miserably, and then he grasped himself 

as he leaned forwards a bit, letting out a long groan. “So is this my torture for today? You‟re 

going to just kick me in the balls until I curl up and die?” 

Selena sighed, walking over and wrapping a companionable arm around him as the 

reptile twitched a bit. “Oh, stop being so morbid. Today isn‟t a torture day, today I‟m supposed 

to train you.” She paused, then added in a quieter voice: “We‟re going to go to a small, private 

arena, away from the Masters and the Slavers. I don‟t want another altercation breaking out.” 

The Drakkaren nodded, straightening and adjusting himself through his pants with a 

wince before glancing over her mildly and saying: “I just want you to know that I‟ve been 

practicing magic with them for the most part, and physical sparring yesterday. I really need some 

more weights, though…” 

“I‟ll see if I can authorize moving some of your stuff here.” Selena said absently, as she 

held up a hand and created a portal before rubbing her other gently along the Drakkaren‟s back. 

“Now come on, big guy. We‟ve got a lot to do today.” 

She stepped through the portal, and Zerrex followed before blinking as he stepped onto 

sand, gazing back and forth at the empty arena and asking slowly: “So… what exactly are we 

doing today, anyway?” 

Selena rolled her shoulders as she walked a few paces away to pat a large wooden crate 

firmly, and then she turned around with a slight grin, saying cheerfully: “Target practice, to 

begin with. I‟ve got a little surprise for you here… but first I want to go over some of the spells 

we were practicing earlier.” 

The Drakkaren groaned, then he paused and glanced around the arena, a few silver glints 

catching his attention in the stands that surrounded the large ring they were in, muttering quietly: 

“There‟s Masters here, Selena…”  

She frowned and looked around the arena, then shook her head in distaste and said dryly: 

“Don‟t worry about it, Zerrex… they won‟t do anything as long as I‟m here. They‟re probably 

just here to watch and make fun of you if you screw up, or to judge if the stories about you 

taking on an entire garrison of Masters and Slavers is true or not. You need to concentrate more 

on- Zerrex, watch out!” 

The lizard blinked and tilted his head, and then a glass bottle shattered against his skull 

and he made a face, looking irritated as Selena gaped a bit at him. He reached up and rubbed his 



head slowly, then slowly turned in the direction the bottle had come from to see two Masters 

standing and laughing together from the nearest row of seats. “Hey. Go away, I‟m trying to learn 

stuff.” 

“Like what, how to suck your own dick? I thought you already knew how to do that!” one 

of them shouted, and Zerrex frowned a bit as he rubbed at his head again, brushing away some 

glass absently. That… made no sense at all. “Hey motherfucker, I‟ll train you if you want, on 

how to be a real male and not hide behind bitches your whole stupid life!” 

“Ignore them.” Selena said dryly, as she created a fireball in her hand and threw it at the 

pair of Masters, and they immediately ducked for cover before it struck the spot they had been a 

moment before, cracking a large, marble pillar and knocking a seat out of position. “They‟re like 

fucking vultures, I swear. Gods, someone is leaking information about you to Az‟Iriel… and I‟m 

not liking where this all is heading.” 

“Hey fucker! You killed some of my brothers-in-arms, I‟m gonna fucking kill you!” 

shouted another voice furiously, and Zerrex blinked as he looked up at one of the higher viewing 

balconies, where a goat-demon in an X-shaped bandolier and plain pants was slowly aiming a 

long, silver arrow, a cruel grin on his face. “Better run, asshole!” 

Zerrex‟s eyes narrowed as several of the other Masters yelled, egging the demon on as 

Selena snarled and strode forwards… but Zerrex shook his head, holding an arm out to the side 

and asking in a mutter: “Will I get in trouble if I break something?” 

“We‟ll blame it on them.” Selena replied, and then she glanced to the side, another 

thrown bottle exploding in midair as she snarled a bit. “Make it quick, though, I don‟t want to be 

pulling arrows out of you.” 

Zerrex nodded, then he created a sphere of energy in one hand, focusing more power into 

it as it became tinged with darkness, waiting as the goat demon snarled before finally releasing 

the arrow… and Zerrex twisted to the side, drawing his arm back as he moved. The arrow shot 

just past him, cutting through the scales above his waist… and then the Drakkaren lashed out 

with the sphere as the goat-demon ducked behind the balcony wall. 

The sphere, however, headed instead for the flat bottom of the balcony and struck dead-

center, exploding and sending the goat creature hurtling into the air with a scream of surprise, his 

limbs flailing before he fell through the hole in the floor of the balcony and several large chunks 

of stone following him down into the stands below. Selena snorted in dark entertainment, then 

she shouted angrily, as several of the Masters glanced at one-another nervously: “And if any of 

you other halfwits try and fuck with this training session, I‟m going to start breaking dicks and 

necks!” 

That was enough to get most of them to leave with loud grumbles… and then she sighed, 

looking over at Zerrex mildly and saying irritably: “You‟re becoming a real magnet for trouble, 

you asshole. Why can‟t you just fuck a bunch of chicks and get a harem following you around? 

The succubi would probably gladly claw the eyes out of the Masters on your behalf.” 

“That would be cheating.” Zerrex responded mildly, then he added in a mutter as he 

looked down at his hand: “Like the rest of this magic crap. Do I really have to do this and learn 

all this, Selena?” 

“For the hundredth time, yes, you do.” she said dryly, looking at him tiredly, and then she 

shoved him backwards. “Now come on. Let‟s get to practice.” 

The rest of the training session went fairly smoothly, at least. There was one other 

vengeful Master who attempted to spear Zerrex with silver javelins, but a frustrated Selena 

immediately set him on fire before flying up to the stands and stabbing the rest of the javelins he 



had brought with him through his body until he looked like a pincushion, and then she‟d torn off 

his penis for good measure and screamed at the other horrified Masters present she‟d do the same 

to any of them as well. While Zerrex appreciated her tact, he thought she might be showing just 

the slightest amount of being overprotective and possessive. 

Other than that minor interruption, though, they were left in relative peace and silence. 

The only other interruption came when Selena had opened a crate and one of the Masters had 

exclaimed she was using a kiddy toy to play with a kid, and Selena had whipped the lid at the 

offending minotaur Master and broken his jaw, which had effectively shut up the others. 

The machine she produced was a skeet launcher: Zerrex had used one himself for target 

practice in the past, but he‟d never been much good with it. What Selena wanted to practice with 

him today, however, was both his accuracy and using the combat spells he‟d started to learn, 

which made Zerrex miserable as he remembered the time they‟d first attempted something like 

this. 

The Drakkaren‟s best elemental affinity was with Earth, and even that was shaky – no 

pun intended. Selena had also been a bit discouraged, when she‟d explained that earth-based 

spells tended to be difficult for even talented mages to use… and Zerrex had been unable to 

perform any of the techniques they‟d tried, but had especially failed on the combat techniques, 

only managing to hit himself in the crotch with a spike of rock after hours of practice. 

He‟d also been given a crash course in understand the difference between Light and 

Darkness as Elements and as Energy: whereas the Light Element was often the power to heal or 

to create and use light, and the Dark Element was the ability to cause grave injury with only a 

look or shroud the world in illusions or shadows, as energies they acted very differently. Light 

Energy was pure energy focused and bound tightly together, and Dark Energy was chaotic, 

explosive and unpredictable, often tempered with the passions and pain of the creator. To avoid 

confusing him too much after explaining this, Selena had started referring to Dark and Light 

Elements as Holy and Unholy, and that had helped Zerrex out a lot. 

The reptile still didn‟t understand why he couldn‟t just bust out his energy abilities 

whenever he needed to pound something at a distance, and this had frustrated Selena further… 

but she had been patient in trying to work with him on his elemental magic, but eventually 

moved it to a back-burner. He also didn‟t understand how he was supposed to hit objects in the 

air with Earth magic that generally didn‟t go very far from… well… the earth… and then Selena 

had adjusted the launch mechanism of the skeet shooter and said dryly: “You‟re going to learn 

that goddamn earth spike spell. And you‟re going to learn to hit moving targets. You‟re going to 

do this because every time you miss or fail the spell, you‟re going to get hit by a clay plate.” 

Before Zerrex could protest, the Dius had turned on the launcher and a clay plate had 

come flying at him, and the Drakkaren had winced as it bounced off his chest and shattered. For 

two hours he attempted to cast the spell and intercept the flying plate, until finally he‟d managed 

to not only properly cast the spell, but hit the object hurtling at him, and he‟d cackled before 

another plate had flown over the spike and whacked him in the face, knocking him over onto his 

back. 

Selena had turned it off after that, noting that he had indeed improved, at least, as she 

glanced around at half-formed spikes of earth and then the few larger, thicker spines of rock and 

sand, before she said mildly: “Create a shockwave.” 

Zerrex winced: this spell never, ever turned out well for him or anyone around him, and a 

crowd of Masters and Slavers had gathered to jeer in the stands and laugh at him… and then he 



grumbled at the look on her face and rose a foot, biting his tongue a bit before mumbling the 

incantation and stomping hard down onto the ground. 

Giant ripples shot out in all directions through the sand from beneath his feet, the ground 

shaking violently as several loose parts of the arena collapsed, Masters and Slavers falling all 

over each other with yells of shock. Another, louder aftershock ripped through the arena a 

moment later, knocking the skeet machine over and causing Zerrex to wobble on his feet as the 

balcony he‟d blown up earlier collapsed away completely, and then Selena rubbed under her 

muzzle slowly as she murmured: “That was more of an earthquake than a shockwave, but 

whatever. Look, you completely smoothed out the sand of the arena, though!” 

Zerrex glanced at this and made a face at the perfectly-flat surface he was now standing 

on… and then several Masters fell over the edge of the arena and the Dius touched down and 

folded her leathery wings onto her back, adding dryly: “Well, it was perfectly smooth. You 

should be proud of yourself, though, Lord Zerrex… once you learn to properly control your 

energies, you‟ll actually be quite the threatening demon warrior.” 

“Wonderful.” Zerrex muttered under his breath, then he rubbed the back of his head 

slowly as she created a portal, saying mildly: “Are we going now? Because I feel sore and tired 

from all this abuse.” 

“You‟re such a baby.” Selena snorted and grabbed the back of his head, ruffling his hair 

as she shoved him through the portal, and Zerrex winced and struggled free of her as they 

stepped back into his home, where Mist and Shine were apparently redecorating as Shine hung a 

tapestry up on the wall and Mist fitted a small table in the corner. “What… what the hell is this?” 

“Queen Carmen gave us permission to outfit this home a bit better, since we‟ll be staying 

with Lord Zerrex.” Mist said with a smile, bowing to her before glancing over at Zerrex and 

pointing at the silver longsword and shield hung up on the wall. “I hope that‟s okay… the sword 

can still be drawn in case of an emergency and everything, even though it‟s behind the shield…” 

“That‟s fine…” Zerrex said softly, glancing in amazement as he noted the subtler 

cleaning they had obviously given the small room as well, before he paused. They had also 

removed the hay and blanket… and instead there was just a big pile of enormous red cushions in 

the other corner of the room. “Is that…” 

“I hope you like it! We‟re getting a blanket, too, just because I know sometimes that‟s 

comfortable.” Shine said cheerfully, then the two sisters strolled over to him as she finished 

hanging up the tapestry, Selena glaring at the twins as they dragged him away to sit on the 

cushions… and they really are pretty comfy. I could do okay with this. “We‟ll also be getting a 

few more odds and ends, but we aren‟t permitted to take your input on anything… this is 

supposed to be a plain quarters, after all, and you haven‟t even been given your work detail yet, 

so it should still be a plain home.” 

Selena grunted something, crossing her arms as she said flatly: “The mines? No frigging 

way. That‟s suicide, Zerrex… the twins can‟t follow you everywhere in there, and you‟ll get sent 

to some secret „employees only‟ area where the Masters and Slavers will beat you to death with 

shovels… or worse, get some of the broken slaves who work up there to do it for them, so no one 

suspects anything. I don‟t like it, I don‟t like the idea at all.” 

“You worry too much, Inquisitor Selena.” Shine said irritably, glancing over at her with a 

frown. “We‟re more than capable of defending Lord Zerrex and keeping an eye on him… and 

it‟s not so much the Slavers as the other Inquisitors I‟m worried about, personally.” 

“Oh yeah?” A pause, and she tilted her head, asking curiously: “Who‟d you draw 

anyway, Zerrex? I‟ve tried to keep up with the information flowing down the grapevine, but the 



Princess changed it every few months or so to try and choose what would „suit you best,‟ and I 

have to admit, I don‟t know every Inquisitor. There‟s a lot of us in Hell, after all.” 

“Uh… psychological torturers, for the most part, it seems like.” Zerrex said morbidly, 

shaking his head a bit as the twins put their full attention to massaging along his body and chest, 

Mist slipping behind him to rub along his shoulders as the Drakkaren tossed one of the red 

cushions out onto the floor in front of him, and Selena sat down with a smile that quickly paled. 

“The Duke of the Night or something like that… I call him Bones… um… a big scary bastard 

who looks like a Slaver, but he didn‟t say a word to me so I just call him Godfreed… a creepy 

asshole named Orphus who made me do things that are going to make me puke if I think about it, 

and some high-and-mighty jerk named Terronius. Guess what he does. And I really do not like 

the expression on your face right now.” 

Both Mist and Shine looked up at Selena with a frown as she gave a weak laugh, and then 

she rubbed the back of her head slowly, muttering quietly: “Lord Zerrex… that‟s one of the 

worst possible groups you could get. Only Feliz, the Duke of Eternal Night, I know personally… 

and he‟s a lot sneakier than it seems. Don‟t fall into the trap of his pretend-friendship… he‟ll just 

use it to tear you apart.” She glanced to the side with a snarl, then shook her head quickly and 

added in a murmur: “And as for the rest? If the Slaver-guy uses mortal tools, then it‟s probably 

St. Saul, the Cursed One. Mortals of the Unity religion know him as King Laurence the Third, 

though, I believe.” 

Zerrex stared, leaning forwards and murmuring softly: “You mean… the Bloody King? 

The whole „kill a witch twice to ensure she‟s dead‟ and „strike the sinner seven times with the 

blessed tools of God‟ King?” He paused and leaned back, making a face. “That‟s beautiful. I 

have the architect of modern religious torture as one of my Inquisitors. What a surprise he‟s 

down in Hell.” 

“That‟s what happens to a lot of religious whackjobs… those who would force their faith 

unto others, rather than praise Heaven and leave the punishing to those entitled to do so.” Selena 

said mildly, nodding a bit. “Monarchy especially tends to end up in Hell, because there‟s been 

very few truly righteous rulers… many people would sacrifice an entire nation for their loved 

ones, after all, and while good… it is also wrong, as I think you can understand.” 

The Drakkaren nodded with a sigh, rubbing the back of his head and looking dryly 

amused. “I feel like this comment is directed at me somehow. I‟d argue with you, but I‟m 

currently still trying to get my head around the fact a King who used to kill the „satanic offspring 

of two lustful sinners‟ when they had a kid before they were married is torturing me, and 

apparently doesn‟t speak at all.” 

Selena snorted at this, shaking her head and saying quietly: “He used to be… very vocal 

in his opinions, I believe. The rumor, however, is that he one day pissed off the wrong Inquisitor 

with his ramblings on how this was all wrong and he should be at the right hand of God in 

Heaven… so they had his tongue cut out with a special blessed blade and the wound cauterized 

with hellfire. He can no longer speak, even if he wanted to… but instead it seems his bottled-up 

ravings took over his mind, and he thinks he‟s God‟s servant in Hell, here to punish the wicked 

through the use of the tools he gave mortals the plans for. He often forgets to restore his victim‟s 

wounds afterwards with the „Return‟ power granted to all Inquisitors.” 

“I‟ve been curious about that, too.” Zerrex said mildly, leaning back as Mist and Shine 

began to massage slowly along his biceps and arms… and he had to admit, they were very good 

at what they did. “You always heal my wounds after I‟m torn apart… yet you have no healing 

magic yourself. How the hell does that work?” 



“The Scholars.” Selena said simply, shrugging a bit as she leaned closer to Zerrex, 

glancing back and forth as she muttered with one hand up by her muzzle: “I‟m not supposed to 

talk about it, but using one of several special incantations granted only to Inquisitors, I can 

completely reverse whatever damage I do to you. It‟s supposed to be an automatic casting once 

the torture sessions are complete, but for whatever reason, the Bloody King isn‟t forced to cast 

it.” 

Zerrex frowned at the ground in thought at this, and Selena tilted her head and gently 

stroked under his muzzle, guiding his eyes back up to meet hers and asking a silent question. But 

he only shrugged a bit and said quietly: “I don‟t like it. It‟s yet another hole in the powers of the 

Scholars and the Scribes… Gape is still on the run, there‟s rumors about places in Hell that are 

completely unexplored and dungeons outside of Monarchy powers in the Plains of Despair, and 

I‟ve heard of other Inquisitors and Royals who don‟t obey the same rules as everyone else. And 

then, of course, there‟s me.” He smiled a bit, looking down and murmuring quietly: “The way 

I‟m treated, this warm welcome I‟ve received to what‟s supposed to be Perdition and 

mayhem…” 

“I know it bothers you.” Selena stroked his face gently, and then she sighed, grabbing 

him and firmly pulling him down into her lap, and Zerrex closed his eyes as she began to play 

through his hair and rub along his horns slowly, the twins blinking before Mist smiled a bit and 

moved to rub his chest, and Shine gently started to massage along his legs, working slowly along 

his knees and thighs with her talented fingers. And for a little while, everything was quiet… but 

everything was also okay, and that was what mattered. 

But after a while of comfort, Selena stood up and said gruffly she had to go, vanishing 

quickly through a portal… and Zerrex was left relaxing with the twins for a little while. But the 

next thing he knew, Bones was opening the door and saying mildly: “Come, Lord Zerrex. Today 

we‟re going to have some fun.” 

This time, Bones brought him to a strip bar where alcohol flowed like water in the 

smoke-filled tavern, Dius and succubi twisting their bodies in rhythm to a deep bass beat that 

emanated from several large, pulsing orbs that flashed neon light over the moving strippers in 

their tight and tiny leather outfits, several of them already completely naked as they gyrated 

around their poles on the stage. 

The Drakkaren made a face at this… and then Bones tapped him gently on the shoulder 

and pointed over to a pair of large tanks, and Zerrex stared at them: one was filled with water, 

and the other with some sort of alcohol, and the latter had several large barrels above it he 

guessed constantly supplied more booze… since on the front of the tank there were several 

nozzles for drinking out of. And inside both were a pair of Dius or Daius dancers… it was too 

hard to tell, since as they moved to the rhythm, they changed their shapes in beat to the time 

under the water in silky, divine movements. 

“That must be… so dirty.” Zerrex muttered as they sat down at a table, feeling a shiver 

roll through his body as he saw a demon in a plain tunic put his mug under one of the faucets and 

pour himself a glass, the dancers giving him a seductive look as he catcalled and hammered 

against the glass with his free hand. “I mean… I…” 

“Tempting though, isn‟t it?” Bones leaned forwards on one arm, and Zerrex could hear 

the wistfulness of his voice… but he kept in mind Selena‟s words as the skeleton added mildly: 

“I wish I could have a drink from there myself… but at least I can have one of these.” 

He reached into his robe and pulled out a cigar, the same brand as the General had 

smoked… and it was almost like the reptile felt a flicker of the wolverine‟s presence as the 



Inquisitor slipped the cigar into his fang-filled mouth and lit up, smoke floating up through the 

drake skull‟s eye sockets as he said softly: “You know, I can still taste it… and it‟s delightful. 

This particular product we grow right here in Hell… it was imported to your mortal world a 

couple thousand mortal years ago by a very poor farmer who sold his entire family into slavery 

for a „rich, fine weed that would one day be worth millions.‟ So I suppose you can thank him in 

part for the blossoming of the tobacco industry… but you know, I never dealt in soul-trading 

myself.” A pause, and then he added apologetically: “I‟m sorry, I‟m being rude. Would you like 

to light up? Or hey, can I buy you a drink, lapdance or just a plain fuck? These Dius live to serve, 

after all… and there‟s all sorts of things you can get in this wonderful little dirthole.” 

Zerrex made a face and declined in an inarticulate mumble, and then Bones shrugged and 

leaned across the table, smiling slightly at Zerrex and saying softly: “I specialize in one other 

thing Lord Zerrex, just so you know…” He paused, then stood up and cleared his throat, 

snapping his fingers, and the other lights in the room faded as a spotlight snapped on over him, 

saying cheerfully: “Hello everyone, I am the Duke of Eternal Night, and I‟d like to welcome all 

of you to my club, the Tarnished Soul!” 

Zerrex stared in horror as people clapped and cheered around the room, and then Bones 

pointed at Zerrex, and another spotlight flashed on, the Drakkaren wincing and covering his 

eyes. “And here with me tonight is Lord Zerrex himself… and as a special gift, girls… take him 

into the Dream Tank and drown the bastard for the next three hours! Everyone, give it up for 

your entertainment and entertained tonight, the very Lord Zerrex himself!” 

People cheered, roared and yelled as the Dius stripped came off the stage, laughing and 

dragging him towards a side door that the reptile was terrified was not an exit… but before he 

could resist, he felt a chill roll down his spine before his body began to move on its own, a 

forced, mask-like smile spreading over his face as his arms and legs moved of their own accord, 

wrapping around the Dius and making them giggle and purr as the reptile‟s eyes rolled in his 

head in fear. As hard as he tried, he was completely unable to move a single muscle in his 

body… and he knew that Bones wasn‟t just grinning because of the way his jaw attached to his 

skull now. Goddamn son of a bitch! No, no, no no no no- 

Calm down! Ravenlight snapped in his head, and the Drakkaren almost twitched at the 

sound of that voice as he was led through the small door by the Dius, who relaxed their bodies a 

bit and sighed, looking miserably at Zerrex and obviously recognizing he was being controlled 

by some other force as one murmured a weak apology. Use this to your advantage to beat the 

fucker at his own game… he wants to play with body control? Fine. Let‟s see him make you 

drink, though… Zerrex, you better not be the weak-kneed fuck you act like half the time. This is 

not just a test of your willpower… this is a mental duel. 

The Drakkaren shivered a bit at that thought as he felt his body automatically climbing a 

ladder, and he was unsurprised to see two hugely-muscled demons slowly sliding the lid off the 

tank full of alcohol on a small track system. The reptile was disgusted, however, when he felt his 

body automatically undressing itself… and then he threw up his arms and leapt into the tank 

filled with what he instantly identified as whisky… and potent whisky at that. 

It flooded his nostrils, wet his tongue… and the reptile shivered as cravings he could not 

begin to describe flooded his body, made him want to drink the tank dry as the two shapeshifters 

swam around him and the tank slowly closed. The reptile felt his need to breathe growing in his 

chest as the control slipped free of his body, and he felt one of the shapeshifters moving to play 

with his hanging member as the other kissed him hungrily… but he focused all his strength and 

will, he closed his eyes to block out the sight of the people screaming and cheering on the other 



side of the glass as he floated… and then he slowly lowered his head, clamped his muzzle shut, 

and crossed his arms as his feet touched the bottom of the tank and the shapeshifters began to 

swim and dance around him. 

He would not allow his lusts to get the better of him… he would not allow his 

weaknesses, his failings, to control him. He had chosen a different path to cope with his 

alcoholism then many others had or would, and he had decided to take his life into his own hands 

and trust, trust in his strength and recognize that his family would catch him, should he ever 

fall… but that in the end, it was his responsibility. He had seen other addicts, and he had even 

attended AA… and as he floated there, he blocked out everything else around him – the 

touching, the whisky, the screaming crowd – and remembered, focusing instead on memories of 

his past. 

He had first attended a meeting in Valise after a year of working at a bookstore, after 

reading some of the literature and finding it both good and bad: in theory, of course, he thought it 

was wonderful. Recognizing one‟s failings, taking steps to better one‟s own self, and most of all, 

letting go… but it was here that he thought things began to get shaky, and so he had decided to 

see for himself how people handled themselves at AA meetings and how the organization 

worked. 

It was curious: some of the nicest people he‟d ever met attended the meetings, not the 

stereotypical drunken scoundrel or dregs of society. Quite the contrary, in fact… he‟d seen 

plump housewives and cultured accountants who probably spent more on a suit than he had on 

his little home. But of course, there were people who had hit the lowest of lows as well, dirty and 

unkempt, and one or two rocking infants or trying to hold their toddlers still as one of the senior 

members chaired the meeting and invited everyone new to stand up. 

Zerrex hadn‟t really wanted to, but all eyes turned to him, and he introduced himself with 

the classic: “Hi… my name is Zerrex, and I‟m an alcoholic.” They had all greeted him warmly 

back, and then he had sat down… and the first story an aged wildcat told truly did touch his heart 

and made him think about his own life. Of course, with his strange metabolism and body, he had 

always tolerated even the strongest alcohols without much complaint… but it wasn‟t like the 

noonday demon hadn‟t ever taken its toll on him, either. 

He attended ten meetings over the course of the week: first one a day, and then he was 

invited by a meek Dragokkaren who had formerly been a clone soldier to a private meeting for 

Drakkai-only who had been in the war and had turned to alcohol to try and silence their own 

consciences. Zerrex had agreed, and he had attended three of those special meetings of male 

soldiers who all were still proud of their country despite the turmoil they had gone through for 

her, and the pain she had caused the world with Narrius‟s rulership. Those, he thought, had been 

the best, the private meetings… but he noticed something in the public meetings he did attend. 

One, there was a lot of gossip… and a lot of the time, people didn‟t actually pay attention 

to what was being said by the speaker, no matter how heartbroken they were or how deep their 

message was. And with a rotating „chair‟ of meetings and another person that was selected at 

what seemed like random to head a special reading, it seemed too unpredictable. He also heard a 

lot of talk about sponsors and higher powers, which got him vaguely interested in the whole 

thing… but he decided to cut back to attending three public meetings a week and two closed. 

The most awkward part was when he‟d been asked curiously how long he‟d been off the 

booze by one of the Dragokkaren he knew… and  the reptile had shrugged and said honestly he 

had no clue, but likely about a year. He had frowned a bit at the murmurs of applause and the 

fact the chair had dug out a ribbon, telling him firmly that meant that from now on, this was his 



birthday. The Drakkaren asked what the hell that meant, and the Dragokkaren had laughed and 

said that all alcoholics get two birthdays: one where they were born to the world, and one where 

they were reborn, after they gave alcohol up. Well… he hadn‟t phrased it exactly like that, but it 

was what the reptile got the sense of, and he didn‟t know if it was a good idea that they rewarded 

their members rather frequently with little coins and badges for sobriety or not, especially when 

he discovered a relapse meant almost nothing, other than active alcoholics weren‟t permitted to 

attend meetings. That, of course, didn‟t mean the group wasn‟t there for them, as Zerrex quickly 

got a lesson in AA politics in his fifth week. 

Several people had latched onto him: a young, gantsta possum in the public meeting 

circle and two Dragokkaren from the private meetings. Although he‟d been invited to do several 

things for the AA functions – and he honestly found it a bit bizarre that people were asking him 

to do these things after only a month – he‟d made it very clear he had no experience and wanted 

to learn more before he actually started taking on more of the group‟s responsibilities. He was 

fine with going to the weekly business meeting that occurred after the private meeting, to help 

them count out the money they collected from passing around an old hat after each AA meeting 

– they had some special name for it that he couldn‟t remember… – but that was about it. 

He‟d also said that he had no phone, but made the mistake of writing down his address as 

part of a large chart one of the people in the business meeting kept with his sobriety date, first 

name and last initial. He didn‟t know why he was surprised when, two days later as he was 

relaxing with Cherry snoring in his lap, there was a sound rattle of knocks at the door. 

Cherry, thankfully, hadn‟t done much more than leap up and dive for the nearest 

firearm… and Zerrex had glared at her before placidly striding over to answer the front door. 

The possum had been standing there, shivering a bit and holding his arms, his wool cap tight 

over his head as he asked him if he could maybe come in for a minute. 

The Drakkaren didn‟t really want the possum here, but there was a very easy solution for 

that problem, and he led him out to sit in the den with Cherry. It had been a short visit, and the 

possum had left looking grouchy: the Drakkaren had been very clear on people only showing up 

if they were desperate, however, not when they needed money for lunch. 

On the other hand, when he went back to the meeting he attended after the weekend, he 

heard a lot of rumors and nasty talk about himself circulating through the crowd, and he made a 

face. He thought for a moment about mentioning this is likely why half of them went back to 

drinking, but he recognized that it would both be in bad taste and would likely get him kicked 

out of the meeting, so he restrained himself and instead just tried to concentrate on the speakers 

and the fact that this here was a group of people doing their best to combat an incurable illness 

that bit at every level of society. 

But it was like some glammer was wearing off, like he was starting to see beneath the 

pleasantries and masks of support now. He started seeing a lot of selfishness, neglect, and 

something he didn‟t quite understand… and so he booked an appointment with a psychologist, of 

all things, to discuss „personal problems‟ he was having. It was an expensive hour to pay for just 

to talk about something he was already figuring out on his own, but he wanted to make sure he 

wasn‟t stereotyping or just seeing a few too many bad days at meetings. 

On the other hand, after a banter about a few stresses in his life that Zerrex mostly 

avoided, the reptile stated that he was a drunk – he wasn‟t much one for semantics – and that he 

had noticed something in AA that he‟d like to ask about. The psychiatrist had gestured at him to 

continue, and he‟d asked: “Is it possible to… to start becoming almost addicted to an addiction 

treatment?” 



Now this had lit the interest of the shrink, and Zerrex had gotten a free twenty minutes of 

extra lecture on substance abuse and treatment methods, which amounted to a few much-shorter 

statements: yes, it was possible, and yes, there were such things as support-group-addiction… 

and furthermore, there were even treatments for that, something the reptile found mind-boggling. 

The reptile, armed with this information, had gone back to AA and started watching it 

from a more-distant viewpoint, trying to avoid interacting with people as much as possible – not 

exactly hard, since the only time he ever really talked was in the Dragokkaren-only meeting. He 

also noticed something else, too, though… in his private meetings, the Dragokkaren seemed to 

rely less upon the support group and the idea that the philosophy of AA than they did upon each 

other, and he thought that the deep kinship between all of them was acting almost like a workout 

partner: it kept them safe, it kept them motivated. Hell, he‟d never even heard the word „sponsor‟ 

used, although some of them had mentioned thinking of a higher power… but he didn‟t think 

they‟d ever even attempted to give up their free will to this „higher power.‟ Perhaps they‟d seen 

too much of what kind of thing could happen with that when they had served under Narrius… or 

perhaps they were just trained far-too-hard in military propaganda like: „There is only the UNIT, 

there is only the TEAM, there is no YOU or ME.‟ 

Zerrex noticed something else, as well… that different sponsors had different methods, 

and some would only take on one sponsee at a time, while others took on multiple… and the 

latter always had far-worse results. He also realized that in the public meetings, despite the fact 

that everyone had come together to support each other, the rich stayed with the rich and the poor 

stayed with the poor, rarely comingling and treating each other with hidden disrespect… and 

perhaps worst of all, he noticed what exactly giving up free will to a higher power could let you 

get away with. 

When he asked for help down the stairs, for example, since his leg was aching far worse 

than usual ever since he‟d taken an embarrassing spill off his motorcycle, a female had smiled at 

him patronizingly and said in one of those sycophantically-calm voices: “Oh dearie, just trust in 

your faith and your higher power! It will help you through everything, darling, just give it time.” 

Zerrex had been left gaping at the top of the short flight of stairs leading down to where 

they usually met, and he‟d staggered into the meeting feeling infuriated and strangely-betrayed… 

and he also decided to see if he could pick out some of these fanatics and screen them for his 

own little research purposes. Maybe it was a bit sick, but he wanted to know what they behaved 

like compared to him… and moreover, if it was really worth wasting so many hours of his life a 

week when he could be working of not walking several blocks to get to a meeting full of 

hypocrites and jerks.  

He‟d enlisted Cherry and Marina‟s help, while Cindy had just been horrified by what he 

was doing… and that, of course, had only made Cherry all the more gleeful and willing to do 

whatever he asked, even going so far to say she‟d be glad to test their higher power against a shot 

of vodka. That had earned her a glare, and she‟d backed off before meekly agreeing to do things 

his way, and so he‟d sent her out to keep an eye on one of the more-easily-accessible members to 

see how she handled everyday life between picketing abortion clinics and taking care of her 

children. Marina, on the other hand, he sent after the possum that had showed up at his home and 

then started all the rumors about him. 

Cherry had taken to her job with enough hidden spy equipment to arm an entire wing of 

the Secret Service Intelligence Agency, and Marina had wandered out with a notebook and some 

pastels to work on an art project. They had continued this over two weeks while Zerrex did his 

own recon of the AA meetings he attended, Cherry writing notes and Marina drawing small, 



cartoony comics here and there of the more-interesting things she „saw‟ with her mind, and then 

Cherry had presented him a formal support and Marina had given him a small book of sketches 

with a look of distaste on her features. 

He had glanced through the latter while Cherry, in her brisk, no-shit professional voice, 

recited off important times and events over the last two weeks. What the two had found on these 

people Zerrex had successfully tagged was rather disturbing… and although he realized it was an 

invasion of their private lives, there was no better way to get actual data on how people acted 

then when they didn‟t realize you were looking over their shoulder. 

There was a lot of scheduling around the meetings, instead of around the children, for one 

part… and whereas Zerrex recognized one of the sayings of AA was: „sobriety first, and then 

everything else will fall in place,‟ he wasn‟t exactly hot on the whole idea of scheduling his 

entire life around his AA meetings. On the other hand, some of this stuff he could stack to not 

understanding because he‟d never done any of the twelve steps AA members used to cleanse 

themselves either, and he still had no sponsor and didn‟t plan on getting one… in fact, after 

reviewing some of the ways this wonderful idea of a support group had been twisted, he likely 

wouldn‟t be attending any future meetings or bother following the program, either. 

Sure, it was easy to get on a soapbox and criticize… but Zerrex thought he‟d earned the 

right to, with the fact he had compiled reports on the way this admittedly-small sampling had 

acted outside of meetings… but with the phone tap Cherry had put in place and the relevant 

conversations she‟d typed up, it broadened into a much-larger net. He found pointless gossip, 

rumor-spreading that bordered on slander – there were a few good ones about him being a 

wanted criminal in Hez‟Ranna for war crimes – and a lot of talk about the program, but none of 

it actually relevant to the daily lives of the people or their problems. It was always AA this and 

the program that, and how terrible, terrible their lives had been, and how still no one understood 

them, wah-wah-wah. There was much praising at the altar of self-pity, in other words, and 

Zerrex found it disturbing and disgusting how inflated they had become… quite literally, they 

had only changed substances, and although the support group didn‟t cost anything, the necessity 

of it in a person‟s life was defended with just as much vigor and viciousness.  

The reptile wondered idly if the people who ran these big AA conventions were 

alcoholics themselves, or if they just recognized how much money they could make as he read 

about some upcoming one in the logbook Cherry had provided… and then he made a face and 

shook his head a bit. The stuff Marina had gathered was worse, because he could see their 

thoughts in her art… and again, there was no caring, no compassion for anyone other than 

themselves, and a lot of twisting of the program. 

He recognized it was partly because of the way AA was set up, to encourage self-

reflection and recognition of one‟s own values… partly because of the „disease‟ itself… and 

partly because of Ire sanctimonious society, which encouraged people to suck up all the attention 

they could and inflate their own egos and to look at everything simply as a mirror to see how 

they were reflected in it. In a way, it was almost like communism: the idea itself was brilliant, 

but it would never work in a world made up of mortal creatures with mortal needs and mortal 

desires. 

The reptile had attended another week of meetings… and then he‟d cut himself loose and 

embarked on a different path. He kept himself busy with work and with his family… and he 

always had Marina and Cherry and Cindy there with him to offer support, and little Mahihko 

cheerleading in the background, which was at least cute. 



But now, here he floated in a tank full of whisky, battling his inner demons and 

temptations as a pair of shapeshifters danced around him and rubbed at his body, and people 

outside the tank howled, yelled, and screamed at him to do something, anything… but he let it 

roll over him as he meditated, instead, moving from memory deeper into himself to contemplate 

why exactly he was being tempted with this, among a thousand other things, when he knew that 

getting a demon drunk was almost impossible, except with very specific – and rather toxic – 

beverages. 

He thought it amounted to pure domination-submission… that Bones wanted to humiliate 

him and start breaking his will, which only made the reptile want to beat the skeletal Inquisitor 

all the more at his own game. But he kept his passions quiet for now, instead keeping himself 

calm and at ease. 

The other advantage he‟d had is that he had done suffocation and air-control tortures in 

the past with Selena, until she‟d finally taught his once-mortal body that there was no need for 

even an Initiate to need to breathe in this plane where things were far more energy than physical 

form. It was hard to give up old habits, though, and demons still did pant, gasp, wheeze and hiss 

themselves much as mortals did; Selena had explained it by saying dryly that it was the same 

when Zerrex made one of his stupid gestures – he didn‟t actually need to, but it just tended to 

happen anyway. 

In the tank, Zerrex could feel the dancers grasping both of his arms, dragging in him in a 

slow circle before adding a tilt, as well, and the reptile knew he was twisting and flipping in all 

directions at an increasing speed in the amber liquid… but he resisted opening his eyes or letting 

himself rise too much to the surface from his meditation, instead simply flexing his body and 

then relaxing. He continued to stay calm and quiet, even when he felt some strange force 

beginning to crush his lungs inwards, and he knew Bones was becoming frustrated. 

After two and a half hours, the reptile heard the top of the tank being opened before 

something wrapped around his neck, and his eyes opened in surprise before he made a face, 

gagging a bit and tasting whisky before he was jerked out of the tank and up onto the back, and 

Bones gazed down at him in obvious disgust as the two enormous demons stood beside him, the 

reptile quickly throwing the pole-thing they‟d gripped him with off his neck before looking up at 

the Inquisitor as he said coldly: “You‟re a hard nut to break, Lord Zerrex. But that‟s okay. Don‟t 

worry, I‟ll get you next time we play this little game… for now, get the hell out of my sight.” 

“You‟re a sore loser.” Zerrex reached for his clothes, and Bones kicked them into the 

whisky, the Drakkaren narrowing his eyes a bit. “Now that was uncalled for.” 

He paused, then turned and spat, wiping at his tongue and mouth as Bones growled at 

him. “You achieved nothing, Lord Zerrex, not a goddamn thing! I wouldn‟t be acting so cocky if 

I were you, not with all the years of fun and torture we have ahead together. So enjoy your… 

your little „victory,‟ but it was pointless to show off how tough you are this early in the game.” 

Bones snorted and waved a hand, then he strode past the reptile, shoving a Dius out of his 

way and almost knocking her into the tank as Zerrex snorted, then he fished his pants out of the 

amber liquid and dug in one pocket for the Northern Star he kept on hand. He pointed this to the 

side of the two burly demons and created a portal, then trudged through it as the two demons 

continued to glower at him. 

A moment later, Zerrex was back in his own home, the portal of darkness closing down 

behind him and Mist and Shine staring, then one of them snarled as the other crossed her arms 

with disgust. Mist came forwards a moment later, uncrossing her arms to touch his face, and then 

she murmured: “Stay still for just a moment, Lord Zerrex.” 



The Drakkaren did so, frowning a bit… and then he blinked and glanced down at himself, 

feeling suddenly dry as the reek vanished from his body and the taste from his mouth… and a 

strange heat tingled over his scales as she stepped back with a sigh, Shine muttering: “What a 

son of a bitch. I thought there was a law banning Inquisitors from using particular vices to 

torment their prisoners?” 

“It depends on how much they abused the substance and their reaction to it, doesn‟t it?” 

Mist muttered, checking Zerrex‟s body quickly over, the reptile feeling almost embarrassed by 

the one twin‟s motherly tendencies. “We know all the same things, Shine, I don‟t know why 

you‟re asking me.” 

“We can ask Selena, then, the next time she stops in.” Shine said with a grumble, then 

she paused as Zerrex blushed a bit, his penis reacting almost immediately to one of Mist‟s hands 

brushing his shaft and twitching. “Have you been a bit… pent up, Lord Zerrex?” 

“He brought me to the strip club he owned… there were uh… pretty shapeshifters 

circling and rubbing against me the entire time.” Zerrex cleared his throat a bit, rubbing the back 

of his head and looking embarrassed, and then the twins grinned at each other as Zerrex stared, 

holding up his hands as Shine approached and dropped to a kneel on the other side of his leg. 

“Hey, whoa now, I‟m not going to… oh Gods…” 

Shine leaned forwards and slipped the head of his penis into her muzzle, suckling gently 

back on it as Mist slid around behind him, and Zerrex felt his eyes widen a bit in surprise as her 

tongue slowly lapped between his buttocks and gently touched against his rosebud. Slowly, one 

twin moved behind him as the other moved in front, and Shine pushed her maw firmly upwards 

as the Drakkaren‟s shaft begin to harden, taking the already-impressive flaccid member down her 

maw and grasping his hips tightly as she let out a quiet murr of pleasure. 

Behind him, Mist pushed her muzzle gently forwards, and Zerrex lowered his head as he 

grasped Shine‟s horns with both hands, grunting quietly as she slid down toying at his tailhole to 

lapping slowly at the back of his testicles, breathing in his scent and then settling her mouth 

against one large, hanging navy-blue orb, suckling teasingly back against it before sliding her 

long tongue out of her maw to lap teasingly at the back of his sac, and she reached her hands up 

to stroke gently over his chiseled abdominals from behind as Shine‟s own hands massaged 

lightly along his hips in slow, gentle circles. 

Shine rocked her head forwards in slow, quick pulses, her eyes closed in what looked like 

ecstasy at the feeling of Zerrex‟s thick shaft pushing and thickening down her throat, the head 

already lodged well into her neck and only digging deeper as she rotated her jaws slowly at the 

same time. Inside her maw, her skilled tongue was dancing and twisting in ways he didn‟t think 

possible against his penis, and it was all the reptile could do to hold onto her horns and groan in 

quickly-rising pleasure as he felt his member quickly taking on the consistency of tempered steel 

in her jaws. 

The two were working to please him in ways he hadn‟t imagined possible, as Mist 

dragged her tongue slowly from his dangling, enormous testicles and along the bottom of his 

groin to trail between his buttocks and tease once more at his tailhole, and he could almost feel 

the hidden rhythm the two were moving in as his body pulsed with pleasure at the way they were 

so readily pleasing him. Shine, meanwhile, pushed herself hard forwards, grinding her nose into 

the bottom of his abs for a few long, blissful moments as he felt her teeth teasingly brush the 

very base of his obsidian member, and he wondered stupidly for a moment just how she could fit 

him so easily into her jaws, as his head tilted back with another loud grunt of pleasure. 



A moment later, Shine drew suddenly and quickly back with something between a sigh of 

longing and a moan of pleasure, the reptile‟s huge shaft bouncing out of her jaws and pointing 

upwards at full, massive erection, several long streamers of drool hanging from it and down to 

her maw before she licked her lips and wiped slowly at her muzzle, grunting hungrily: “Fine, 

Mist. Your turn.” 

Mist slowly drew back from where she had been working her tongue against the reptile‟s 

tailhole with a wide grin on her face, and the two guided Zerrex around in a circle as he released 

Shine‟s horns and stared down at them, before the more-aggressive twin grasped the front of his 

hips as she shoved her muzzle between his legs to began hungrily lapping and teasing at his 

testicles, while Mist wrapped her fingers around the base of his huge length and stroked the slick, 

bulging black-fleshed member a few times, gazing up at Zerrex tenderly as her other hand 

stroked over his powerfully-muscled chest slowly. 

The reptile groaned quietly, his eyes rolling back in his head and closing as he gaped at 

the ceiling in ecstasy, barely able to believe the sexual pleasure rolling through his body as Mist 

began to teasingly and slowly drag her tongue along the lizard‟s enormous shaft and flick 

teasingly around the edge of the glans, while at the same time she slowly stroked the base of his 

huge, stiff member. Her other hand continued to move over his chest slowly until Zerrex reached 

up and seized it tightly in one of his own, the other resting on his lower back as Mist grinned 

widely and slowly pushed her face against his cock, whispering up to him: “Oh Lord Zerrex, our 

sole and only Master… you have such a strong, powerful grip… it matches the rest of your thick 

and immense body…” 

Zerrex only managed a grunt of pleasure in return, his legs trembling slightly as he felt 

Shine nuzzling into both testicles, mouthing one and then nipping playfully at the other before 

she slowly kissed down his inner thigh, then slid backwards to push her muzzle lightly against 

his tailhole. He felt her tongue slide around it slowly, then push forwards, and the reptile‟s eyes 

opened in surprise as she probed her long tongue forwards into the passage of his anus, lowering 

his head as she gave a muffled sound of bliss at using her talents upon the one she and her sister 

called Master. 

Mist slowly guided Zerrex‟s shaft down to rub her muzzle teasingly against the sides of 

the long penis, grinding the huge cock against her face and gazing up at him adoringly, her other 

hand continuing the slow but potent rhythm along the lower half of his shaft as the other one 

stayed tight in his grip, and then she opened her maw and guided the head of his huge penis into 

her mouth, closing her jaws slowly, agonizingly slowly around his penis, and Zerrex felt a 

shudder roll through him even before she began to teasingly bob her maw over the thick head of 

his black-fleshed cock. 

Shine kept up her own rhythm, teasing along spots that got Zerrex off he hadn‟t even 

known he had, her muzzle grinding forwards against his buttocks as her hands rubbed firmly 

against his hips, and Zerrex felt himself beginning to breathe harder, sweat rolling down his 

scales as his muscles bulged and flexed as one of her hands moved down between his legs to 

begin to tease with his large testicles, adding yet more pleasure to the already-incredible electric 

bliss rolling through the reptile‟s body. 

In front of him, Mist was starting to move faster, his hand clenching hers harder, but she 

only released a murr of pleasure as she moved up and down his shaft hungrily, looking up at him 

with adoration and complete submission as her other hand continued to stroke in time with her 

bobbing movements, twisting her grip gently and squeezing occasionally as her tongue moved 

with the same mysterious skills her sister‟s had. And behind him, Shine was growling teasingly 



and moving with speed and strength as she bobbed her own muzzle, her long tongue probing into 

regions Zerrex thought no one had gone before as he twitched and tried to resist the urge to grab 

Mist‟s head and begin thrusting madly until he drowned her with seed, with enough left over to 

soak Shine head-to-toe. 

Then the two suddenly moved back in perfect synchronicity, Shine dragging her tongue 

along the bottom of the reptile‟s tail as his cock came free of Mist‟s mouth with an audible pop, 

and Zerrex felt himself twisted to the side before the Sisters roughly shoved their muzzles onto 

either side of the base of his penis, their arms wrapping around each other and the Drakkaren‟s 

waist tightly to grasp a buttock and anchor themselves forwards, and Zerrex automatically 

reached down and grasped the back of both their heads as he stared down with a hungry, 

surprised groan of pleasure, feeling his shaft twitch violently just as the sight of the two of them 

working at his massive penis with such ardor. 

They worked their way slowly up and down along his shaft in perfect rhythm, their 

tongues blissful against his penis as he felt heat growing, growing, growing in his loins… but 

before the Drakkaren could move, the two slid their hands free from around his waist and 

grasped his cock, their fingers lacing tightly together as they began to stroke his further-

stiffening shaft rapidly, and Mist moaned, gazing up at him with need: “Oh please, Master, 

please! Soak us, soak us with your seed, mark us as your humble servants!” 

“We need you, Master, we adore you and worship you… let us taste your strength in your 

seed, our Master!” Shine added, her own eyes full of hunger and adoration… and Zerrex felt his 

hips automatically thrusting into their grip as he grinned widely, but he was too lost in the haze 

of pleasure to respond with anything but animal sounds as they leaned forwards eagerly and 

guided his huge shaft down towards their faces and open mouths… 

And a moment later, the Drakkaren arched his back with an inarticulate roar, his eyes 

closed tightly and head thrown back in ecstasy as his thick load shot out over the faces of the 

twins, who moaned hungrily as volley after volley of his seed shot over them, splattering their 

faces and landing in their mouths as they began to stroke him harder and faster, milking all they 

could out of him as Zerrex‟s grip tightened on the back of their heads, grinning down at them 

before growling in pleasure as the twins turned to each other and began to kiss hungrily, 

moaning through their locked jaws as his load splattered out over their faces and muzzles. 

It seemed like minutes before the flow slowed to a halt, a bit of seed trickling down from 

the head of his shaft before Mist and Shine leaned forwards, releasing his huge member as first 

Mist took the head of his cock into her mouth, suckling back on it and making Zerrex shiver in 

pleasure at the feeling of her maw over his sensitive penis… and then Shine did the same, 

rubbing her tongue over the flange of his obsidian member before pulling back, and the two 

quickly but effectively made their way along his shaft with their tongues, until he was left 

standing and panting quietly, drawing back with his member sparkling with their saliva like a 

polished ornament… and then he stared as Mist closed her eyes and leaned forwards on her 

knees as if in prayer, and Shine gently grasped her beneath the chin before slowly, painstakingly 

licking the Drakkaren‟s still-warm seed from her face. 

At the same time, she looked seductively at the Drakkaren, as Mist shuddered in pleasure 

at the feeling of her twin sister‟s tongue dragging gently along her muzzle and then along her 

jawline, tracing out every last streamer of seed before she slowly drew back… and now Mist 

repeated the process on her twin sister, before she lowered herself back and the two held seed-

soaked hands out to each other. Tongues scraped over palms and slid between fingers, and then 

they wrapped their arms around one-another and slowly pressed their bodies close, their jaws 



locking once more as twin pairs of breasts gently ground together and hands massaged along 

skulls… and finally, they drew apart and gazed up at Zerrex, Shine saying hungrily: “Anything 

for you, Lord Zerrex…” 

“We‟ll be glad to put our own show on for you… and then you can maybe put that to 

work on us…” Mist added, licking her muzzle with a wide grin… and then she arched her back 

and let out a soft moan as Shine leaned down to drag her tongue gently between her sister‟s 

breasts and slowly up her throat. “We are your Iuratus… in death, and beyond. We are your 

property, and yours to do anything with… and all we ask in return is the honor of your presence 

when you wish us to be near, and the bliss of you enacting whatever makes you happy upon 

ourselves and our eager bodies…” 

“We are yours, Lord Zerrex… we will never turn on you or condemn you, we will never 

hate you and always love you and adore you… you will always be our Lord and Master, and 

should you wish it, we will turn on any who would dare turn against you… be it the Princess, the 

Warlord, or God Himself…” Shine added quietly, and then the two stood as Zerrex licked his 

muzzle slowly, his huge member pulsing slowly as he grasped his painfully-erect penis in one 

hand, and slowly strode over to trade gentle, quick kisses with him. 

The Drakkaren knew he probably should be training instead of wasting his time banging 

his bodyguards… but the twins were a pair of extremely compelling demonesses, and he felt 

himself slowly giving in to the locked-up desires and darkness that so many demons now had 

been telling him to release. As they looked at him adoringly, he felt his breath quickening, his 

voice rough as he ordered: “Then worship your Master… Shine, you can start with my feet, and 

you Mist, can start at my chest… and I want to hear you praising me at the same time for being 

so generous, since I know how talented your tongues are and I‟m sure they can multitask.” 

The eyes of the two flared up, and Shine immediately dropped to all fours and lowered 

her mouth to lap at the top of his foot, her other hand massaging his ankle slowly as Mist kissed 

down from his neck… and she was trembling against him in excitement, her body radiating an 

impressive amount of heat as her hands moved over his chiseled chest, the Drakkaren feeling 

another lock give away in his brain as she murmured hungrily: “Lord Zerrex… to be treated to 

such kindness as this by you is…” A pause, and Zerrex glanced at her before frowning as she 

gazed at the door, and she snarled angrily. “Shit!” 

“Oh, how the fuck can that even happen?” Shine muttered from the ground, sitting up, 

and then the two looked at Zerrex as they signed in unison, the reptile looking back and forth in 

confusion as Shine added darkly: “There‟s something going on outside, and we can hear the 

alarm call for invasion in our minds… Mist, if you would?” 

Mist nodded as Shine stood up, and then they pulled Zerrex over to the cushions and put 

one of the larger ones over his body, covering his crotch and bulging penis snugly as he stared 

back and forth in confusion and misery, wondering stupidly for a moment if he‟d just proven to 

them what an animal he was and they wanted out before the door burst open, and Amiglion 

staggered in, flailing his arms as his scythe bobbed through the air behind him, now dressed in a 

black tunic and chain pants. 

He fell over, and the butt of the scythe whacked him in the kidney, Death muttering on 

the floor before he jumped up and rubbed at his head, glancing at the flushed twins and then at 

Zerrex before he blushed deeply himself and covered his eyes. “Oh my God, I am so very sorry! 

But um… um… shut up, Grim, I can remember!” He parted his fingers, peeking through them as 

Mist and Shine glared at him angrily. “Mist, Shine, you two are to report immediately to the 

Princess for temporary reassignment. The Warlord‟s forces have invaded through a pocket 



dimension in the Circle of Wrath – surprise, surprise – and they‟re currently staging an attack 

against one of the dimensional breaches near Spiraling Peaks. I‟m taking over watching Lord 

Zerrex.” 

“Wonderful.” Shine muttered, then the twins turned around and dropped to a kneel as 

Amiglion stared in shock, the female murmuring quietly: “Our apologies, Lord Zerrex… we 

should move out to help ensure the safety of this world and the mortal realm.” 

“But we‟re being rude… Lord Zerrex, do you permit us to leave?” Mist asked quietly, 

glancing up curiously as Shine bowed her head in embarrassment. “If you wish it, we will stay 

here with you, gladly… we will not turn on our word. My sister spoke hastily out of the 

assumption that you would want us to go, since we may have displeased you by not finishing our 

promised duties.” 

“Don‟t talk like that.” Zerrex blushed deeper himself, waving one hand and keeping the 

other tight on the pillow covering his crotch. “You made me plenty happy, believe me… and 

protection of the mortal realm, our former home… comes first above all else.” He paused, then 

added quietly as the twins looked up with matching smiles: “You are my Iuratus, and you serve 

me faithfully and well. I treasure your companionship.” 

The two stood and saluted, Mist‟s eyes overbright with joy and Shine looking proud of 

herself and her sibling, and then the two pulled their huge cleavers off the rack on the wall they‟d 

installed and quickly vanished through a portal Mist created, both giving Zerrex a final, longing 

look. Amiglion, meanwhile, was brushing himself off a bit before he looked at Zerrex curiously 

for a few moments, then asked mildly: “So uh… is your penis behind that cushion? And is it as 

big as I‟d heard?” 

“What are you, gay?” Zerrex asked with a frown, and Grim bounced a bit behind Death 

as if laughing, as the Naganatine crossed his arms and looked offended. 

“Actually, I‟m androgynous. I have no sexual parts, since they weren‟t needed when my 

race existed.” he said seriously, and Zerrex stared for a few moments before Amiglion laughed 

and slapped his knee, leaning forwards with a grin. “Nah, I‟m just fuckin‟ with you! But yes, I‟m 

gay, and would be more than happy to show you my two penises.” 

“I get the feeling you‟re screwing with my head again.” Zerrex responded mildly, and 

Amiglion shrugged a bit before making gimme-motions, and the Drakkaren clutched the pillow 

together with both arms against his body, looking horrified and wishing his erection would go 

away… but the soft fabric grinding up and down against his penis wasn‟t helping much with 

that. “Urgh, you‟re like… Cherry, but stupid and weak. No wonder everyone says Grim‟s the 

brawn and the brains.” 

The scythe rose up in the air, and then undeniably nodded as Amiglion spun around and 

made a shooing motion, before flailing and grabbing at the polearm, which shook wildly back 

and forth. A moment later, however, the strange creature tossed the polearm out the open door 

and quickly slammed it shut, grumbling to himself as he turned around and said plainly: “I bet 

your dick isn‟t that big, anyway.” 

Zerrex glowered at this, recognizing that the creature was just trying to hit a nerve, and 

then he pulled the cushion away and Amiglion did a double-take. The Drakkaren made a face, 

then covered himself with the pillow as Death rose his hand and said mildly: “I take that back. 

Can I suck you off?” 

“Already had that done. Go away, I don‟t like you.” Zerrex said moodily, and Amiglion 

snorted before using his long, dexterous tail to hook a chair out from under the table. He sat 



down, making himself comfortable, and then Zerrex sighed a bit. “You aren‟t going to leave, are 

you?” 

“Hey, I didn‟t even ask for this job, honestly!” Amiglion shrugged, looking entertained as 

he laced his fingers in his lap and began to twiddle his thumbs, gazing around the small room 

curiously. “But if you want me to be totally honest, I am one of the best guardians in Hell… not 

everyone knows what a pussy I am, and you know, you hear „Ooh, it‟s Death!‟ and people go 

„Whoa! Death!‟ and freak out and shit.” A pause as he glanced down, and Zerrex softened at the 

ashamed look on his face. “But the real reason they probably had me here is because I‟d be 

useless on the battlefield… and Grim, at least, will be able to protect you at all times, and should 

be more than enough to keep the Masters and Slavers at bay. 

“But that reminds me!” Death sat up a bit, smiling slightly as he pulled a piece of paper 

from his pocket. “Work orders for the mines… with today‟s ruckus, you‟ll be starting tomorrow, 

and it looks like you have fourteen hour days, no breaks, at um… just says „basic‟ here for 

everything, so I have no idea what kind of wage you‟ll be paid or even what you‟ll be doing. I 

just know that they mine a lot of crystals and precious stones out of the mines past the garrison.”  

Zerrex made a face at this: he knew that itself would mean trouble for him on an almost 

daily basis. And since his torture sessions could last anywhere from three to six hours in the 

mornings, it meant not a lot of time for actual training or just resting… and he found himself 

hoping idly that they put him to work dragging carts or doing something else that required a 

ridiculous amount of physical effort on his part. Maybe if I mouth off they‟ll make me wear a 

cement vest… I could probably do that. I just have to be careful to avoid making them beat me 

instead. “Alright… thanks, Amiglion… but what about you? Aren‟t you supposed to be… you 

know, out being Death?” 

“There‟s a bunch of us… I think I told you that before, though.” Death paused and 

shrugged, making a face as he leaned back with a sigh, looking miserable and tapping his fingers 

against the table. “Almost one for every different world that filters down into this Hell… last 

time I counted, there‟s a hundred and twenty-three of us, and about a hundred and twenty-two of 

them are better than me at the job.” 

Amiglion shook his head a bit, and then he glanced over and smiled slightly at Zerrex‟s 

curious and sympathetic look. “Hey, don‟t get me wrong… when I fight hard, I‟m not a 

pushover… but you see, the other Grim Reapers and their tools are all just… more talented at the 

job than I am, and we easily cover every world, even if there‟s countless… everything out there. 

Very rarely does a Death have to be dispatched to take care of a particularly-bothersome soul… 

and sure, for the first few million years, it was fine. Then again, I was also always okay with 

God‟s decision to give the Naganatine jobs… hey, I‟m sorry, I‟m rambling and I really don‟t 

want to bore you and get off to a bad start with you.” 

“No, please go ahead.” Zerrex said courteously, nodding and looking at the creature with 

interest… and Amiglion smiled at him hesitantly, blushing a bit as he slowly rubbed at the side 

of his head. 

The Naganatine continued to look embarrassed for a few long moments… and then he 

nodded and spoke quietly, leaning forwards a bit and looking nervously back and forth, despite 

the charmed tapestries on the wall that had every privacy ward imaginable on them. “Okay, 

but… I‟m not supposed to talk about this, but I guess I can let out the big punchline to the guy 

who kicked my ass and stayed in Hell anyway. 

“Look… the world… the universe itself, isn‟t that old, in technical terms. God is like… 

well, I can‟t speak his real name, but I can tell you it ain‟t what any religions think or say, 



because a mortal would probably explode if he attempted to say his name, literally.” Amiglion 

made a bit of a face. “I mean, shit. Not out of malice or anything… but just because God is God. 

“That isn‟t to say he created everything… at first, actually, there were only a handful of 

us in all the wide expanse of the universe, a universe filled with… strange worlds, big rocks, and 

empty dimensions, and beautiful stars and elements.” Amiglion closed his eyes as he leaned back 

in the chair with a soft sigh, hugging himself a bit. “I was one of the First Twenty, created… 

hundreds of millions of mortal years ago. And for the longest time, we really did all live in the 

same mortal timeframe, and we were happy for a long time, too… but as you‟ve probably 

realized by now, being immortal has its downsides.”  

He smiled faintly, shaking his head slowly and saying quietly: “And God… God was 

always so… thoughtful. He was big and strong and handsome, and he was loving… so loving. 

Fuck, it makes me so… so mad when I see these idiots saying fear God, fear God‟s wrath, „cause 

he was never, ever like that at all… he was understanding. He was always ready to listen, or 

offer you a hug when you were down, or just play a game if you were bored. He gave and gave 

and gave to us, even when we all started arguing with each other because we knew each other 

too damn well… 

“And then there was what we call the Great Split. I‟m not sure how many mortal years 

ago it was, but God said he wanted to create more life… he wanted to separate our world, 

Eternity, into a different plane where time flowed far, far slower… and it would be made into a 

glorious city, a wonderful place for what he called Souls, like us. He referred to us as Souls, 

because back then we had no physical bodies, only this shape, the shape of the Naganatine… and 

in what he called the physical plane, he would release energy and create a primal force that 

would allow the universe to shape itself. 

“God was always so damn curious… he… he wanted to know where we all came from, 

where he came from, how he came to be and how he had the power he did.” Amiglion nodded 

slowly, murmuring quietly: “When he talked about it, he always said he had just… opened his 

eyes one day and there he had been, full of knowledge and sitting alone in the clouds of what 

would become Eternity… and he had been so alone. 

“So he had created us… given us individuality, emotions, and let us shape each other and 

shape and teach him about behavior and how things worked. God used the same idea to create 

life on the physical plane… he created nature and the primal forces, combined the elements and 

gave them shape… but all those things created Life. Life that looked nothing like the Nagatine.” 

Amiglion smiled a bit, looking faintly amused. “What a pissoff, huh? God creates Evolution, 

Evolution creates Life, Life creates Religion to worship a God that worshiped Life. He spent so 

much time making notes and researching every tiny evolution, and he was so proud of 

everything… and you should see what he did to Heaven! When he saw the first trees come up, he 

went nuts and started making trees everywhere, saying it was a brilliant idea to clean the air and 

reproduce the necessary elements…”  

Amiglion laughed at the memories, smiling warmly and waving a hand. “God was great, 

but he was… he was too nice.” he quieted, and then he said softly: “Because he realized that 

almost everything was turning into energy and dissipating when it died, including the Souls he 

thought would automatically come up to Heaven. He discovered Belief… and all things hold 

their own beliefs, Lord Zerrex, from the rocks to the trees to the other Naganatine… and I have 

to say that some of them were furious with what God was doing. 

“They thought it was offensive, that it was blasphemy, that whatever had created God 

would strike him down for building a new dimension and turning what we had thought of as the 



Garden of Space into a giant sandbox laboratory. It got so bad that God was forced to imprison 

about half the Naganatine, one of whom was a raving, cruel lunatic named Mephistopheles 

Thull… but we‟ll get to him later.” 

He paused, taking a slow breath, and then he looked at Zerrex with sadness in his eyes. 

“As I said before, God was… too nice. He discovered belief when some of the first life forms 

evolved enough to think coherently and started telling stories to each other, on an island now 

sunk deep into the depths by terrible weapons of war. And then one of them killed the other… 

and that Soul floated up to Heaven. 

“God was horrified by how Life had lashed out pointlessly at Life… and looking around 

Eternity, he had no idea what to do. The imprisoned Naganatine had already made existence 

unpleasant for everyone, and he knew that more of these Souls would cause even greater 

unpleasantness… and so for the moment, he did the only thing he could do and put them in a 

„time-out,‟ in the dimension you call Limbo.” Amiglion made a face, shaking his head slowly. 

“A pocket dimension he found that was nothing but white space… leaving them to tend as they 

would to each other and „think about the bad things they had done,‟ in God‟s words.  

“But God also found out, with his experimentation on the worlds, that there were other 

gods in some of those rocks… and some of them were very furious indeed with what he‟d done. 

On your realm, for instance, God was shocked to discover a vast amount of what he termed „evil‟ 

coming out of a hole in the ground… and when God explored this, he found the first concept of 

mortal Hell. 

“Inside this pocket dimension were toiling Dragokkaren, what were called Hellbreed in 

those days, all of them serving the whims of a dark goddess with great evil powers. She, like 

God, like all of us, had a soul… but it was filled with that same dark essence, and try as he 

might, God couldn‟t understand why she would use her own impressive powers to create a race 

that served only her and did terrible things in her name. When he faced her himself, they ended 

up in a terrible battle, but God wounded her and banished her from the pocket dimension she had 

created, and she fled into the world, taking on a physical form as many of her Hellbreed escaped 

with her. 

“God would have tracked her, but he realized other godly creatures may exist… and so he 

went on a great search and assigned one of the Naganatine to watch over Heaven. By now, we 

had our jobs, and back then I was one of the teachers, and we helped these dead mortal souls 

learn and become… less animal than they had been on the world, but many others were sent into 

Limbo. When God returned, he was disheartened and said he had encountered creatures even 

older than him… but for the most part, they were interested only in themselves, and would have 

no part in any of his ideas and often attacked him with savagery.” 

Death paused, rubbing the back of his head and looking embarrassedly over at Zerrex… 

but the Drakkaren shook his head and gestured for him to go on, and the Naganatine nodded. 

“I… as life began to evolve, some mortals began to use magic, and others somehow came into 

possession of terrible powers… and more and more were simply being sent to Limbo, but very 

few ever regretted what they had done wrong, or even realized that they had done something 

worthy of punishment. He also noted some souls that should have passed away refused to, and 

these mortals often turned into terrible creatures… and so I was given the job of Death, to ensure 

the safe passage of souls and that people would let go when the time was right, to avoid souls 

wandering the world or the appearance of liches and other powerful undead. 

“Of course, we couldn‟t keep up… and one day, one or two thousand mortal years before 

mortals began recording their history at the year zero, a powerful mortal came to God with an 



idea. His name was Lucifer, and he was half-Dragokkaren and half-wolf, giving him a very 

strange appearance, and he had always shown great service to God and his subordinates, so God 

readily glanced over the plans… and he saw Hell. But a different Hell… a Hell of teaching, and 

where those who did things that were wrong would undergo punishment for it… not out of 

cruelty, but to make them understand what they had done wrong.” 

Death quieted and shook his head slowly. “Two visionaries, working together. They 

created the ranks of Angels, they renamed Eternity Heaven, and they also created the ranks of 

Demons… and God and Lucifer worked together to build Hell, and God put Lucifer in charge of 

their joint effort and named him his right hand, and also created the first demons and all their 

types. Everything was centered around Justice… but the problem was that God forgot the power 

of his own First Breed, the Naganatine, and those who had tried to rise up against God and all the 

evil souls in Limbo were dumped into Hell. 

“It was instant war. Mephistopheles was one of the most powerful of our kind, so 

powerful he broke free of Hell and hid away in the mortal world, even creating himself a 

physical form when it was required. Due to the difference in energies and the exertion of 

breaking out of Hell, however, he used up much of his strength… and not long ago in mortal 

years, he was defeated by none other than the Judge of Death, White Phoenix.” 

Zerrex gaped at this, then he stammered: “Tinman‟s father… you mean, Tinny‟s father 

defeated one of the most powerful demons ever to live?” 

Amiglion nodded, smiling a bit and saying quietly: “Yes… the one you called Tinman 

had the bloodline of Mephistopheles flowing strong in his veins, because White took on the 

demonic abilities of Mephistopheles after his defeat… his body took a long time to learn how to 

handle such a terrible power, but I think he learned to do an admirable job by the end of his life.” 

Amiglion glanced to the side, then over to Zerrex, murmuring softly: “But before he escaped, 

Mephistopheles was behind the first civil war in Hell, war on the Central Throne in order to get 

to Heaven itself… until one day, God was forced to have Lucifer retreat back to his right hand. I 

hear now he serves as an Archangel in Heaven… and God retreated into silence long ago, in 

despair of what Hell has become and unable to do anything about the rampaging souls on all the 

physical worlds.  

“Now his hands are full with Az‟Iriel, as well… because if Hell ever floods onto the 

mortal coil and takes even one world over, Lord Zerrex, Heaven will be choked.” Amiglion 

looked at Zerrex grimly, shaking his head slowly. “The Warlord doesn‟t realize or doesn‟t care 

about what he‟s doing… but if he takes over the physical world, enslaves it, and corrupts it, he‟ll 

begin to disrupt the order of things as the physical plane is slowly consumed by Hell‟s power. 

Everything works by maintaining a perfect balance… and if that balance is disrupted, then 

Heaven will topple quickly to Hell… and if all things become Hell, then that may result in what I 

guess is best described as self-destruction of the universe.” 

“Wonderful.” Zerrex muttered, sitting back and shaking his head slowly… then he stood 

up and made a bit of a face, glancing back and forth as he held the pillow over his crotch. “Hey, 

uh… do you have any pants I can wear?” 

“Why so self-conscious? Everyone else walks around naked… it‟s the Circle of Lust, 

dude.” Amiglion said airily, holding his arms out to the side with a wide grin. “I can probably get 

you some rope to tie yourself to your legs, though, if you‟re worried about dangling yourself 

over a pit or into something nasty.” 



“You‟re nasty.” Zerrex said sulkily, then he sighed and sat down, looking morbid, the 

pillow still covering his crotch. “And I‟m not an incubus, nor am I into constant nudity. So… if 

you try to grope me, I‟ll kick you in the head.” 

Amiglion only laughed, however, and then he leaned back and leered over Zerrex. “Hey, 

whatever it takes to get me a piece of the infamous Lord Zerrex. Gods, I bet you‟re wishing you 

could hide all that away right now, aren‟t you?” 

“Shut up.” Zerrex said grumpily, sitting back against the wall and looking miserable. 

Yeah. So I‟m sensing many terrible things in the future. 

 

Amiglion winced as Zerrex grit his teeth, cursing under his breath and leaning against the 

wall with one hand balled into a fist. Blood was pouring down his other side as the Bloody King 

stared at them before turning and leaving the Drakkaren to try and hold as still as he could while 

Death tried to line up his shoulder where it had been hacked off by a rusty hatchet, before 

mumbling a quick incantation as a tear rolled down the reptile‟s cheek… but he wouldn‟t give 

the bastard who was just striding away the satisfaction of hearing him scream. 

Five minutes later, it was done, and Zerrex was slowly flexing his reattached arm, 

panting raggedly and snarling a bit. He only had about ten minutes before he had to go to work, 

as Amiglion muttered another quick healing spell that caused the Drakkaren‟s body to pulse 

once, every muscle and fiber in his form seeming to twitch as Zerrex let out a grunt of surprise, 

and then he closed his eyes and relaxed against the side wall, a shiver rolling through him. 

“Thanks, Ami. I owe you one.” 

“Forget it… that fucking bastard, I can‟t believe he was just going to leave you like 

that…” Amiglion snarled, but he was pale and shaky from watching the tortures, as his scythe 

lingered quietly in the background. “I should report him to Queen Carmen, or the Chief 

Inquisitor, or maybe even the Princess-” 

“These Inquisitors were handpicked by the Princess to test me…” Zerrex murmured, and 

then he straightened and stood up, rolling his shoulders as the pain and tiredness began to fade, 

likely thanks to whatever healing magics Amiglion had cast on him. He had to give Death one 

thing… he certainly knew his spellwork. “I think the entire point of it is cruelty… I don‟t know 

if she adores me some days, or if she just wants to stretch out my misery as long as possible 

before she eats me…” 

Amiglion made a face at this, and then the Naganatine wrapped a companionable arm 

around Zerrex and squeezed him gently, smiling at him and leaning perhaps a bit too close for 

comfort… but what disturbed the reptile is that he didn‟t exactly mind it. “Now don‟t talk like 

that, huh? I‟m sure things‟ll be great, you‟ll see!” A pause, and then he grinned a bit and asked 

playfully: “Hey, you wanna make out? I‟ve got more experience under my belt with that than 

anyone else you‟ll ever meet, you know.” 

“Only if you want to.” Zerrex responded in a playful voice, leaning in close and letting 

their muzzles brush together, and Death blushed before leaning forwards hungrily… and Zerrex 

shoved him off,  adding mildly: “Oops, sorry, not fast enough. Come on, we have to go to work.” 

“You‟re an asshole. And shut up, Grim!” Amiglion added irritably over his shoulder, as 

the scythe bounced a bit behind him in a cheerful manner. But then he sighed and created a 

portal, looking morbid as he added darkly: “I hope that something big and heavy and pointy and 

nasty gets stuck in your penis. Like a centipede, or a rock.” 

Zerrex made a disgusted face as Death stepped through the portal, then he followed and 

stared as he strode out onto a metal platform where Masters wearing large, heavy helms were 



assigning some sort of tags to naked and mostly-naked prisoners of the Circle, many of them 

looking weak and emaciated from extended labor. It at least took away some of the Drakkaren‟s 

terror, but it didn‟t stop him from wanting to curl up his penis and hide it away, as a passing 

succubus licked her lips and grinned at the sight of his exposed crotch. 

“Oh look, Lord Zerrex seems to have lost his clothing.” mocked one of the nearest 

Masters on the platform, and then the minotaur shoved him rudely towards the lineup with the 

pole of his halberd. “Get the fuck in there, whelp! No time for screwing around, you‟re already 

late as it is!” 

“Actually, we‟re right on time.” Amiglion said meekly, and immediately three Masters 

turned on him with snarls that made him shrink back a bit. “But you know, I‟ve never been good 

at keeping track of that sort of thing…” 

Wonderful. My protection is useless. Zerrex thought morbidly, and then he paused, 

glancing over his shoulder as Grim floated slowly along behind him. “Well, at least you‟re with 

me.” 

The scythe nodded as the Drakkaren stepped into the back of the line, behind a mostly-

hairless raccoon, and then he crossed his arms, making a bit of a face as he took another look 

around. He stood now at the edge of the platform, near a ramp of rock and dirt that was guarded 

by two minotaurs… and past that, he could see a guardhouse and Slavers striding around on a 

plateau of flat stone and dirt, snapping their whips at nearby slaves who were carrying 

wheelbarrows filled with shiny rocks. 

It looked like they were in a mountain range, and the Drakkaren could see the Central 

Spire in the distance beyond the plateau below, which meant they were probably in the „corner‟ 

of the Circle of Lust… and turning in the other direction, he looked up to see what had to be one 

of the Great Stairways in the distance, which led all the way up to the Circle of Pride above 

them. Between that and here, however, there were several enormous, jagged mountains, and who 

knew where the Stairs touched down at? 

The reptile shook his head a bit as he followed the line, several other prisoners stepping 

up behind him, before his eyes widened and he stiffened at the feeling of some male grasping 

him around the waist and beginning to dry-hump him, mumbling under his breath… and a 

moment later he heard a dull thud as Grim swatted the creature and knocked it off. Zerrex made 

a face, glancing over his shoulder to note the tubby wolf with a pair of small horns staring up at 

him hungrily from the ground, before a Master strolled over and backhanded him hard across the 

face, making him snarl. 

“Keep your ass moving! Stop looking around like it‟s a fucking carnival!” The wolf 

snarled… and then he hesitated as Grim floated slowly towards him, half-raising the small metal 

buckler on his arm before adding gruffly: “Just keep moving. You aren‟t special here, Lord 

Zerrex, and we‟re here to make sure you know that. That‟s all.” 

The wolf backed off, and Zerrex sighed in relief and muttered a quick thanks to Grim. As 

he faced the front of the line again, he let his eyes flick back and forth to search for Amiglion… 

but he couldn‟t even hear him anymore, which he took to be a bad sign. He honestly hoped that 

Death hadn‟t gone and bitten off more than he could chew, since he‟d been pretty clear on the 

fact that his powers weren‟t the strongest in the world… and then he made a face as another 

Master with a clipboard strolled up beside the first and beckoned to him. 

Zerrex stepped out of line and walked over to the Master in faintly-blue armor… but the 

elk bowed his head courteously, speaking in a pleasant voice: “Lord Zerrex. My name is 

Lieutenant Ambrose, and I‟m here under the orders of Captain Issen to make sure we have no… 



incidents.” A pause as he glanced back and forth at the other Masters, several of whom shifted 

uncomfortably under the solid-blue eyes of the elk, before he held out a tag on a long string. 

“Please put this on, it‟s your pass in and out of Mine 12, where you‟ll be working. You‟ll be 

mining and hauling ore, mostly… there‟s already a cart waiting for you on the Northern 

Platform, that way.” 

The elk pointed to a stairway on his right, and Zerrex nodded as he slid the string over his 

head, idly touching the tag – it was covered in demonic runes that he couldn‟t read, and it felt 

both hard and brittle, much like bark. “Thank you… is there anything else I need?” 

“Some luck and a pickaxe.” The elk smiled a bit, and Zerrex nodded again and half-

bowed before making his way in the direction he had pointed, feeling both glad and miserable. 

On the one hand, he might end up buried in rubble or being attacked by morons with shovels… 

but on the other, it would be hard work, and it would be physical work… both of which attracted 

him. 

On the Northern Platform, he glanced around, feeling the metal under his feet… and a 

Master with red shoulder plates on his armor strolled over, glowering at him before looking 

down at his tag, and then he grunted and pointed at an ugly, lopsided cart on a set of rusted metal 

tracks. Leaning against it was a silver pickaxe, and then the Master slapped a metal skullcap over 

the Drakkaren‟s head, Zerrex wincing as the feline grunted: “Regulations. Now listen the fuck 

up, since I‟m in charge here, got that?” 

“Sir.” Zerrex said dryly, and the feline glared at him angrily for a moment, sizing him up 

but looking warily at the scythe floating beside him as several Slavers loomed in the background 

of the isolated, lonely platform. Then he crossed his arms with a snort and jerked his head 

towards a massive green metal bin, where another prisoner was currently carrying armloads of 

precious stones to as a Slaver mercilessly tore into his back with his whip, howling at him to go 

faster. 

“You‟re collecting silver, gold, and crystals… and don‟t worry, there‟ll be plenty of 

Slavers around to help you identify the good from the bad.” The cheetah‟s bottom lip curled in 

an expression of dark entertainment, Zerrex frowning a bit at this. “That stuff you collect from 

inside the mine, you bring back out and throw it in there… don‟t worry, oh great and sage Lord 

Zerrex, this whole tunnel is a special reserved spot, just for you.” He added after a moment with 

several mocking bows, and several Slavers in the background laughed. “We‟d never have you 

pushing a wheelbarrow or shoring up timbers, or anything as menial as that, and-” 

“Bring on the pain. I‟m ready and waiting.” Zerrex said mildly, and the cheetah looked 

up at him with a snarl as the Drakkaren flexed challengingly, meeting his eyes with a cold grin. 

“I just hope it provides a good enough workout.” 

“Fine, you want a workout? Then come with me, asshole.” The Master snarled, before 

stomping off towards a small shack on one side of the metal platform… and a moment later 

Zerrex staggered out wearing a full two metric tons of weight distributed over his entire body, 

rolling his shoulders a bit as the Slavers laughed at his greatly-slowed movements. He glanced 

down at the heavy metal bracelets around his wrists and wondered idly if he could steal these and 

the boots… and then the cheetah said cheerfully: “Wait, Lord Zerrex! There‟s two more!” 

Zerrex blinked… and before he could think to react there was a metal weight attached 

around the end of his penis, and one around his testicles, both slapped on in an easy movement 

by the Master‟s quick hands. Now he was in agony, his eyes bulging… and the pain grew worse 

every time he moved, his penis feeling like it was going to tear off as the cheetah snarled: “Now 

after wearing these all week, maybe you‟ll end up being as strong as me!” 



An hour in, and the Drakkaren was greatly regretting his decision to get all this extra 

weight thrown on his body, as Slavers yelled at him and snapped their whips, the leather-bound 

demons looking overjoyed as Zerrex leaned into every hard swing of the pickaxe into the tunnel, 

already covered in dirt and with only two large chunks of silver to show for it, along with a 

piddling handful of crystals. The tunnel was only ten feet deep into the mountain… but Zerrex 

was getting the feeling that all the actual veins of sparkly minerals were likely far deeper inside 

the mountain, and they were going to end up forcing him to dig all those extra tunnels himself. 

The day was long: longer than any other day Zerrex could remember off the top of his 

head, as he worked constantly for the fourteen hours and ended up with only one load of 

gemstones and ore to show for it… and then one of the Slavers snarled at him that it was quitting 

time and he‟d better drag that cart the hell out and unload it. 

The reptile got to the other side of the mine cart, and he forced it up the tracks, the wheels 

screaming in protest as he pushed it out of the tunnel… and then he stared in horror at the sight 

of Bones and Orphus standing and talking amiably with Longhorn – the cheetah Master who he 

guessed was also technically his boss – and several Slavers, Amiglion standing nearby and 

looking a bit bruised and a lot miserable. Immediately, Grim flew over to the Naganatine, and 

Bones said in a cheerful voice: “Why, Lord Zerrex! What are you doing here? And oh my, you 

seem to be handling yourself surprisingly well… oh, don‟t stop on account of us!” 

A whip to the Drakkaren‟s thigh got him moving a bit faster, the reptile grabbing an 

armload of ore, gemstones and other minerals and staggering over to the car as Orphus added in 

his terrible, high voice: “Oh dear, oh dear! Lord Zerrex, silly you… you‟re already more than 

large enough in the crotch department! You don‟t need extra weights down there… but you 

know, if it makes you happy, then all the more power to you, and be as big as you can be 

indeed!” 

The group shared a laugh as Amiglion slunk carefully away from them, and Zerrex made 

a bit of a face as he dumped the armload into the bin and quickly returned to his cart for another, 

doing his best to ignore them even as Bones said musingly: “Why… yes, he does handle that 

weight surprisingly well… I think he should wear for the rest of the week, what do you think, 

Orphus?” 

“Oh, certainly, certainly.” Orphus said agreeably, and then he snapped his fingers, and 

the weights Zerrex wore glowed purple, runes inscribing over them and Zerrex falling over with 

the next armload he was trying to carry over to the bin, the Drakkaren grunting and bloodying his 

muzzle against a sharp rock as he tried to pick himself up with a snarl… but to his horror, the 

pure, solid weight was making it difficult to move or do anything, and he could feel agony 

ripping up from his groin and his flesh down there literally stretching in response to the weight. 

“Oh, silly me! That‟s an increase mass spell… but darn, I added a permanency spell over the 

equipment already too!” 

They shared another laugh as a Slaver began to whip Zerrex viciously, and the Drakkaren 

forced himself to all fours even under the lashes as the Slaver growled: “Pick it up and carry it 

over… no, pick those rocks up with your mouth and carry them one by one to the fucking bin!” 

Zerrex felt horrified, and then the Slaver walked over and shoved his head down into a 

rock, the reptile snarling furiously but unable to fight back. His eyes widened in surprise, 

however, as Amiglion said coldly: “Hey, that‟s enough!” 

All eyes turned to him, and Death was holding up a hand that was glowing with blue fire, 

the Naganatine glaring around at them all as he said curtly: “You are not to abuse Lord Zerrex 

more than you abuse other prisoners… many have already gone out of line with him, and it will 



not be tolerated. If you continue, I‟ll send you to the Abyss, which we all know is much worse 

than dying.” 

There was an uncomfortable silence… and then Orphus cackled and held out his hand, a 

scroll appearing in it before he read off clearly: “Lord Zerrex Narrius is to be placed under the 

care of four Inquisitors: Inquisitor Feliz Radamant Da'Kari, Duke of Eternal Night, Inquisitor 

Matheson Laurence the Third, Inquisitor Orphus Landem Dulcard, and Inquisitor Terronius, 

Duke of Soldier‟s Bounty. These four Inquisitors may use whatever means necessary to deal 

with Lord Zerrex, and there will be no time limit to their powers over him, meaning that they 

may incur any and all penalties and rewards upon his person as they see fit, as long as they have 

a positive vote of two or more on how he should be treated.” A pause, and Orphus said coolly: 

“Sir Longhorn, you and your Slavers may treat Lord Zerrex however you like while he‟s at work, 

and currently, I think he‟s still at work. Lower your hand, Amiglion… you don‟t have enough 

juice to send an Inquisitor to the Abyss, no matter how hard you try.” 

Amiglion snarled… and then he grit his teeth and clenched his eyes shut, creating a portal 

and stepping quickly through it as the others laughed… and the Slaver shoved Zerrex‟s head 

down again, and he shuddered before picking up a rock in his mouth- 

Longhorn leapt across the platform and kicked him in the jaw as hard as he could, and 

Zerrex screamed in agony as his teeth shattered and a chunk of rock went down his throat, but 

both Bones and Orphus went into another fit of laughter. And another hour was spent like this 

before he went back to carrying armloads quickly to the bin while being flayed by Slavers, until 

finally Zerrex used his Northern Star to create a portal and he crawled through it, his jaw broken 

and gagging on blood and rock, most of his teeth reduced to nothing, his body saturated in blood. 

He ended up outside the cabin instead of inside, but it worked for him, since he 

immediately vomited chunks of rock and blood and some black substance out onto the ground, 

before flopping over. He had a vague sense of moment as he closed his eyes, and then slowly, 

bit-by-bit, the agony began to dissipate… but when he opened his eyes next, he saw Orphus 

standing over him with a cocky grin, the bat‟s insane eyes gleaming, and Amiglion was quietly 

sitting on the table behind him with his eyes closed and Grim in his hands. “Hello, Lord Zerrex! 

Seems like you were passed out for a while, gosh, but ain‟t that horrible? Anyway… today it‟s 

fun time, and I have the best adventure planned!” 

Zerrex snarled a bit… but before he could respond, he was dropped into an illusionary 

world and he found himself floating in the middle of a reeking basin… and as he looked up, he 

saw Orphus sitting on a circle of some kind… and the Drakkaren frowned for a moment before 

he looked down at the water he was treading and then back up in horror, putting it together. 

He was in a massive toilet… and that‟s where he spent the next five hours, trying to avoid 

being crapped on by giant asses. The moment the reptile was out of the illusionary world, he shot 

for the door… but Orphus grabbed his muzzle and covered his nostrils, grinning cruelly, and 

Zerrex vomited into his own maw before swallowing it… which caused him to vomit again, only 

for the same thing to happen. The world went gray as he gagged over and over uselessly, until 

finally he managed to control himself… and Orphus looked down at him, clucking his tongue in 

disappointment. “Oh Lord Zerrex… after what the Duke of Eternal Night told me, I expected so 

much more from you…” 

“Kiss my ass… you‟re… you‟re sick…” Zerrex gagged again on the ground, then snarled 

and punched the floor hard enough to crack it as Orphus laughed above him, before he forced 

himself up to his knees… then reached up a hand and caught Orphus‟s sandaled foot before it 

could strike him in the face. 



Orphus blinked, his head rearing back as his strange, red and black eyes glowed… and 

then Zerrex threw the bat‟s foot down and slowly stood up, towering over the demon before 

Orphus hissed and rose his hands, purple fire glowing at the ends of his fingertips: “You listen to 

me, Lord Zerrex, you can‟t intimidate me! I‟ve seen worse demons than you and I served my 

time in the Hell of Gluttony, and I am just as powerful as the other Inquisitors-” 

“Are you trying to convince me, or you?” Zerrex asked calmly, and then he smiled and 

reached a hand forwards, tapping it between the bat‟s eyes as the air rippled. “Besides, you‟re 

still under Inquisitorial protection… but as we just found out, as long as I don‟t actively attack 

you… I can still stop whatever you throw at me.” 

Orphus snarled… but then he clenched his hands into fists, the fire going out as he spun 

around and quickly retreated through a white portal. It left Amiglion staring, and Zerrex glanced 

over at him with a faint smile as Death murmured quietly: “You found yet another loophole in 

the powers of the Scholars, it seems… maybe the one you‟ve been searching for for the whole 

time you‟ve been here…” 

The reptile nodded slowly, glancing over at him before asking in an embarrassed voice: 

“Can you uh… cast a cleansing spell on me of some sort? I stink and I‟m going to throw up 

again if I can‟t get this taste out of my mouth.”  

“Absolutely!” Amiglion immediately jumped up, letting go of Grim, and the scythe 

floated away as Death simply rose a hand, and Zerrex felt something roll through his body before 

he breathed out and in, tasting a faint, minty flavor in his maw before smiling a bit and relaxing 

with a sigh, brushing the hair out of his eyes as his nausea quickly faded. 

“Thank you.” The Drakkaren looked over at Amiglion with relief, then he slowly rubbed 

at one of his shoulders before mumbling and walking over to pick up his name tag off the desk: 

“And I guess I‟ll come back later to get patched up after I get the crap kicked out of me.” 

Amiglion looked down in quiet shame for a moment, as Zerrex created a portal… and he 

glanced at Death before offering a smile and saying quietly: “Hey, it ain‟t your fault… take care 

of yourself, Ami.” 

He heard a murmured response as he slipped through the portal, and then the reptile once 

more stepped out onto the Northern Platform with a sigh, and instantly he was batted to the 

ground by the cheetah, who snarled: “You‟re late, asshole!” 

And once more, the work and torture began: the reptile, still clad in the heavy vest, found 

the work almost impossible and horrifically-tiring, not given a single moment to rest as Slavers 

harried him mercilessly while he attempted to dig out the tunnel by himself. The worst part came 

when the Slavers screeched that he needed to shore up the rooftop for support… and the reptile 

had trudged out of the tunnel, been knocked down and kicked in the face for not bringing his cart 

and not getting a full load of minerals, and then he‟d been pointed in the direction of the stack of 

ironwood timbers beside the small shack, which they used to shore up the cavern… and he 

carried three of these back with him, grunting under the blows of the Slavers, but keeping his 

head low and his eyes narrowed, trying to push through and concentrate on the task at hand. 

At first, his strength had grown exponentially… but even now, after all his training, he 

was having a hell of a time just moving in this vest, and he wondered if he was either beginning 

to taper off to the most strength his current body could possess, or if he was the vest really 

weighed so much that it was making it nearly impossible for him to get used to it. Then again, 

perhaps he was just pushing himself too hard, hating how he was naked and vulnerable, hating 

the looks he got and the treatment of the Slavers, and in a fit of rage, swearing to himself quietly 

that he‟d have his revenge on each and every one of them when the first chance came. 



The rest of work was much the same as yesterday, except this time he avoided falling 

down and he managed a load and a half of mostly-ore, while extending the tunnel another ten 

feet into the mountain… but then he stared as the cheetah Master said idly: “I need you to finish 

laying down the tracks before you leave… the iron bars and support planks are all the way on the 

Southern Platform, however, near Mine 3.” 

Zerrex spent another two hours at work on getting and setting down the tracks… and 

then, finally, he was permitted to go home. The Drakkaren quickly left and collapsed on the 

cushions of his small shack with a groan, and Amiglion winced as he murmured quietly: “That 

bad, huh?” 

“Worse.” Zerrex mumbled, closing his eyes and feeling his frustrations mounting as he 

tried to think of something, anything to relax himself, even wondering if Amiglion would mind 

him masturbating furiously or if he‟d want to join in or whatever… and as Zerrex grew 

increasingly edgy, the door suddenly flew open and the grand elephant demon had strolled in, 

announcing in his tough, pride-heavy voice: “Lord Zerrex, today sees the day where you will be 

broken.” 

Before the Drakkaren could respond, he was in a world of illusions, and Narrius was 

charging at him, all fangs and boiling darkness, as he‟d been in that last terrible battle… but the 

reptile only sat down, looking miserable, and he completely ignored the illusion as it tore 

through him harmlessly. He closed his eyes as other terrible things assaulted him from all sides, 

horrible sounds and terrible feelings pushing at his mind… and it wasn‟t that they didn‟t bother 

him, but simply that he was too tired to care. 

Suddenly, the Illusions ended, and Terronius frowned, asking him coldly: “What, have 

you conquered all your fears in the space of a week? Impossible! Be damned to you, why don‟t 

you react?” 

“Because you suck.” Zerrex said moodily, and the elephant demon stared at him with 

shock as Zerrex rose a hand with a sigh. “I‟m sorry, it‟s not you. You seem a bit  pompous, but 

whatever. I‟m just… too exhausted to care. So what, a big monster is charging down at me, 

about to rip my head off.” Zerrex rose his hands with a wince of effort and shook them, before 

they dropped to the ground with a loud thunk from the weights, the reptile looking disgusted. 

“Just how the hell is that different from any other day? You know what? Life sucks. Death sucks 

too, as I‟ve found out.” 

“Only on occasion.” Amiglion said mildly, and then he cowered as the three-eyed demon 

glared at him, Grim making a strange rolling motion through the air beside him. “Sorry, sorry!” 

“Lord Zerrex. It is my duty to torture you.” Duke Terronius said coldly, crossing his arms 

and raising his head proudly. “And I will not be… insulted, insulted by your stupid, foolish 

ideas! I shall prove to you that I can send you down into a quaking, shivering puddle of fear, for 

none can stand against my-” 

“Just shut the hell up and do it then!” Zerrex shouted angrily, and Terronius looked 

startled as the Drakkaren snarled: “Dear fuck, all I ever hear in Hell is „ooh, look at me, I‟m so 

special, blah-blah-blah,‟ but when it comes to actually doing something, all I see is shit! Shit! 

You want to be praised, then go talk to a fucking mirror, but stay the hell away from me, because 

all I see is yet another overblown egomaniac! Listen to me, and listen goddamn well, I am sick of 

all you cowards, hiding behind the Princess and the motherfucking Scholars with their 

motherfucking powers! You want to fight me, then fight me! You want to scare me, then scare 

me! But stop being a bitch and stop self-inflating your fat, ugly, chapped ass!” 



Zerrex had leapt to his feet in rage, pointing angrily at Terronius, who had shrunk 

backwards, staring in shock, and even Amiglion looked uncomfortable as Grim pressed back 

against the wall. A moment later, however, the Duke straightened and cleared his throat, then he 

held up both hands and murmured quietly: “Look… Lord Zerrex, I uh… maybe… mayhaps we 

got off on the wrong foot. I was ordered by the Princess to harden you against your deepest fears, 

alright? And I honestly… honestly… do not know what you‟ve been through. But I can see 

you‟re very emotionally-distraught over something and my powers will have no effect on you 

right now. But perhaps we can make a deal. 

“I come from the Hell of Pride, and as such, I am driven by my inner strengths and 

abilities.” The elephant straightened his collar a bit, pushing back his regal cape as Zerrex looked 

at him with greater disgust. “I may not look it, but once upon a time I was a very powerful court 

magician for… that‟s not important, you‟re right.” 

Terronius raised his hands again as Zerrex snarled, and then the Drakkaren said darkly: 

“Just cut to the chase. I‟ve had enough bullshit for today, got that?” 

The elephant nodded quickly, and then he said mildly: “I won‟t torture you today… but I 

would be most pleased if you would give me an example of your energy abilities-” 

“Here!” Zerrex created a small sphere of blue energy in his hand, then threw it hard at 

Terronius, and the elephant covered his face with a wince before the sphere struck and exploded, 

knocking the demon flying backwards. Zerrex stared as Terronius landed on his back and rolled 

a few times, wondering stupidly how he‟d penetrated the defenses of the Scholars… and then 

Amiglion slammed the door and gaped at him. 

“How the hell did you do that?” he asked dumbly, and he looked almost excited as Grim 

spun quickly around the two. “Like… that was incredible, Lord Zerrex! Not only did you bypass 

the Great Shield, you blew Duke Terronius out of your home and onto his fat ass after 

completely ignoring his powers…” A pause, and then he asked dumbly: “Hey, do you smell 

burning?”  

“I will not be humiliated, Lord Zerrex!” howled an enraged voice from outside, and a 

moment later there was a loud, furious whooshing sound before the door exploded off its hinges 

in flames, and Terronius held out both his hands, massive gouts of fire bursting out from them 

and saturating the small house as Amiglion yelped and immediately created a portal. “Die, both 

of you, I want you to die!” 

Amiglion and Grim flew through the portal, and Zerrex leapt into it a moment before the 

house simply exploded, several chunks of wood flying through the portal and shooting over the 

Drakkaren‟s head as he landed flat in a field with a groan, blinking a few times. He paused, then 

stared at Amiglion, who was laying as flat as he could behind a bush and staring at the back of 

the Inquisitor, who was hopping back and forth on his feet and waving his fists angrily as he 

screamed profanities and vulgarities. “You teleported us just outside? What the hell is wrong 

with you?” 

“Shut up, it seemed like a good idea at the time… look, I‟m going to go and tell the 

Princess that all your Inquisitors are fucking nutcases. You um… you hide. And for God‟s sake, 

don‟t let the fucker catch you.” Amiglion added, then he tapped the ground, a black portal 

appearing that he slowly sank through. Zerrex opened his muzzle to tell him to wait, but a 

moment later he and his scythe were gone, leaving the Drakkaren to try and escape somehow. 

Duke Terronius was now looking back and forth angrily, and several Masters and Slavers 

were now gathered around him… and Zerrex quickly rolled behind the bush to look under the 

bottom of it as Terronius shouted furiously: “Find him! Find him, search every corner of Lust 



until you find him… start with the mines, then move on to the bars, then to the homes, you 

fools… I must quickly report this… this impudence to the garrison and assemble a task force to 

tear him into pieces!” 

Terronius shot off down the road as the Masters and Slavers vanished through portals… 

and Zerrex let out a sigh of relief before digging in his pocket for his Northern Star as he sat up, 

wincing as he glanced back and forth before creating a small portal and squeezing through it. 

The Drakkaren crawled slowly out into the aisle of the small store, and he stared up at 

several succubi, who stared in return before one of them covered her muzzle as her eyes bulged, 

but the reptile held up a finger and shook it quickly, grunting as he stood up and mumbling: “No, 

no, don‟t tell anyone… but uh… if you bring me home, I‟ll… do stuff for you.” 

And so, for an hour, the Drakkaren found himself hiding in a small house with the two 

succubi, the red one screaming in delight as she rode him mercilessly for at least twenty minutes 

while he ate out the blue succubus, before she returned the favor with a blowjob, the Drakkaren 

releasing his seed into her maw… and the blue succubus he then took doggy-style after she 

begged for it „up my tight little ass,‟ as she phrased it, while the red one lay beneath them in a 

sixty-nine with blue, before moaning as Zerrex finished inside the demoness and drew back, and 

the overflow poured down onto the red succubus‟s face as she looked delighted and dreamy. 

They were about to force him into another round of sex when a dark portal appeared and 

Selena stepped into the small cabin with a glare, and the three sitting on the extra-large mattress 

stared at her before she sighed and turned away, twiddling a finger at Zerrex. “Why do I always 

find you with your dick out… put that away and come on, Queen Carmen and the Princess want 

to see you.” 

“I have no clothes.” Zerrex said miserably, and Selena glanced over her shoulder with a 

frown, before he pulled carefully away from the two succubi, waving a goodbye to them as they 

blushed deeply and giggled like schoolgirls, and he strode over to Selena as he tried to force 

himself back into flaccidity before murmuring embarrassedly: “I… you see… Bones kicked 

them into the alcohol tank after he forced me into there with two girls… or well… shapeshifters, 

I mean…” 

“What?” Selena looked horrified, then she snarled furiously, and Zerrex could swear the 

room actually darkened as her eyes turned completely black, her jaw growing larger as the two 

demonesses went from giggling to half-hiding with small squeaks of terror. Well, there went my 

erection, at least. That has to be a record time. “That piece of… come on!” 

She stormed through the portal, and Zerrex hesitantly followed her, stepping into Queen 

Carmen‟s throne room… and Zerrex stared as Selena stomped out and then stood on the long red 

carpet in front of the four different Inquisitors who were lined up behind her. Zerrex slowly 

walked out beside her, the different Inquisitors looking at him with hate in their eyes… and then 

he turned to face the front of the throne room, crossing his hands embarrassedly in front of his 

flaccid, sticky penis and trying to stand straight despite the heavy weight on his body. 

Queen Carmen was sitting on her throne, looking serious and cold… and to her right 

stood the tall, gaunt Princess, and on her left was Amiglion, holding Grim tight in one hand. 

Carmen glanced to the Princess, but she was emotionless, her mask hiding whatever was going 

on beneath it… but Zerrex could swear there was delight in her own emerald eyes. They‟re even 

greener than mine… “Lord Zerrex. Welcome. Inquisitor Selena, you look like you have 

something you want to say… I haven‟t seen you this angry since you last fought Queen Feldspar. 

What is it, young one?” 



“I would like to lay charges of inquisitorial misconduct towards Inquisitor Feliz 

Radamant Da‟kari, and suggest that the penalty be removal of his title and rank.” Selena said 

coldly, glancing over her shoulder as Bones let out an audible snarl, clenching his hands into 

fists. “He has seriously overstepped his bounds in dealing with my charge, Lord Zerrex Narrius.” 

Queen Carmen glanced at the Princess again, but she only laughed quietly behind her 

mask before looking down at Carmen, who licked her muzzle nervously and frowned a bit, 

glancing at Zerrex before glancing over at Selena… and Zerrex could swear she was starting to 

grow bigger now, too. “Why do you say this, Inquisitor Selena? And please, calm yourself.” 

“I can‟t.” Selena said simply, and then she closed her eyes before saying in a furious 

voice: “Lord Zerrex suffered a severe drinking problem in life, that he conquered by his own 

force of will, a rarity in mortal cases of substance abuse. Lord Zerrex never touched a drop, 

never once relapsed… and Inquisitor Feliz apparently took Zerrex to his personal club and 

shoved him into the alcohol tank with two shapeshifters in order to literally force him to drink.” 

Now Carmen frowned deeply as well, and she asked in a cold voice: “Is this true, 

Inquisitor Feliz?” 

“So what if it is?” Bones snorted, stepping forwards and spreading his arms… before he 

patted Zerrex hard twice in the shoulder, and then put his hands together tightly and looked down 

at him when the reptile fell over, immediately saying mockingly: “Oh my, Lord Zerrex, I am so 

so-” 

A bolt of white light shot through the Inquisitor, and fell backwards, screaming and 

clutching at his torn cloak, his bony arm falling to the floor as Carmen stood up and thundered: 

“I will not permit such mistreatment in my throne room! Do something like that again and you‟ll 

be sent to the Abyss… is this clear, Feliz Da‟Kari?” 

“Y-Yes…” Bones shuddered violently, the skeleton panting hard as he slowly forced 

himself back up to his feet, and Carmen snorted before sitting down, continuing to glare at him 

as Bones clutched his shattered shoulder, mumbling: “I didn‟t force him to drink… I simply 

escorted him to the tank with my mind, and plopped him inside… he wasn‟t in an illusion, he 

could have broken out at any time, if he really… I apologize, your Ladyship.” 

He slowly bowed and stepped backwards as Queen Carmen rose a hand to him, and then 

she pointed at Zerrex as he struggled to get up, saying quietly: “You can take that vest off, if you 

like, Lord Zerrex… it seems to be troubling you greatly. And… are those weights on your penis 

as well? They must hurt like nothing else… please, make yourself comfortable, you aren‟t the 

one in trouble here… even Hell has rules that must be followed by its greater inhabitants.” 

“I can‟t.” Zerrex said simply, and Selena glanced at him with a surprised look, the 

Drakkaren smiling faintly as he tugged hard at one of the weights… but it didn‟t even budge 

from its place. “See? There‟s a permanency spell on it of some sort… I dunno, ask Orphus.” 

“I can take it off immediately, really, and I‟ll even remove the extra weight, your 

ladyship, your majesty, it would be no problem, none at all!” Orphus babbled, stepping forwards 

and looking at the Princess for help, shaking his head rapidly before he produced the scroll he 

had several days back, smiling dumbly as Carmen narrowed his eyes at him coldly. “See, look at 

this, this scroll is handwritten, an order from the Princess, and-” 

The Princess held her hand up, and the scroll tore out of Orphus‟s hand with enough 

might to send him staggering forwards past the Drakkaren before he fell over with a grunt, and 

the Princess took one look at it before tossing it into a nearby brazier, saying in her gentle but 

uncaring voice: “It‟s obviously a forgery. This contract was written on vellum paper instead of 

spiderweb paper… anyone could have created it.” 



“No!” Orphus screeched, and Carmen held up a hand with a snarl, and the bat was sent 

flying backwards, crashing into the closed doors almost forty feet behind him with enough force 

to crack the wood before he slid slowly down them, his eyes bulging stupidly in his head before 

he slumped weakly and whispered: “Not… not possible…” 

“King Laurence, you have the habit of not healing your prisoners…” A pause as the 

Princess gently touched her arm, and Queen Carmen made a face before sighing quietly. “Fine. 

You are dismissed to continue your usual duties. Begone.” 

The Bloody King bowed, then turned and strolled to the massive doors, shoving one open 

and stepping carelessly along one of Orphus‟s wings… but the bat didn‟t seem to feel it as he 

continued to mumble to himself before Carmen‟s eyes settled coldly on the elephant-demon, who 

by now was looking terrified. “And you, Duke Terronius… a liar, a con-artist, a fool. You blew 

up a home and attempted to kill Lord Zerrex and roust a small army of Pride demons to follow 

that lead. You are like all Pride demons… you think you rule all the Circles of Hell. But this is 

my Circle, no matter how many of you are in it, and I will rule it the way I see fit.”  

“May I suggest a special punishment?” The Princess asked gently, and all eyes turned to 

her as she stepped slowly forwards towards Zerrex, before kneeling down and taking his face in 

her hands, gazing down at him with what he suspected was either some mutant, distant love for a 

dangerous pet or vicious entertainment. “Let us permit Lord Zerrex to take off this nasty set of 

weights… and fight these three Inquisitors in combat at once, to effectively demonstrate his 

strength without anyone… hiding behind cheap shields.” 

Zerrex blinked in surprise at this suggestion, then he smiled a bit: he‟d forgotten she 

could read his mind so easily. A pause, and then she glanced over to the three Inquisitors, adding 

idly: “This is simply a test of your strength, should you agree… I‟m sure Lord Zerrex would 

gladly go back to his duties after proving his mettle to you all, and all he would ask in return is 

that you don‟t incite the Masters and the Slavers into attacking him. Something small as that, and 

here‟s a chance for all three of you to have some fun with your current prisoner.” 

Three looked back and forth uncertainly… and then Duke Terronius stepped forwards 

and said coolly: “I know that I, for one, would be glad to take him by myself even without the 

aid of these others.” 

“Sure, we‟ll fight him.” Orphus said immediately, picking himself up from the back of 

the room and stumbling forwards, rubbing slowly at his head as his red and black eyes 

gleamed… but he glanced over at Bones, betraying his nervousness as he asked mildly: “Right, 

Inquisitor Feliz?” 

“Of course.” Bones muttered, as he tore off the ragged, torn sleeve of his cloak and 

picked up his arm, snapping it back on to his skeletal body as dark energy steamed up from 

where the bones attached, the skeleton‟s hand flicking open and closed a few times. “Only if 

Lord Zerrex is up for it, though… we wouldn‟t want to hurt him at all, isn‟t that right, boys?” 

The others chuckled in agreement as Carmen and Amiglion both looked nervous… but 

Selena was grinning coldly at the floor as Zerrex nodded a bit to the Princess, and she tapped his 

chest gently, the heavy vest fading slowly back to drab grey and instantly leaving Zerrex feeling 

lighter… and a moment later the armor fell free from his body, and the Drakkaren let out a long 

sigh of relief. He stretched his arms up towards the sky… then blinked and looked down in 

surprise when he saw darkness spinning up his legs, leaving a trail of cloth behind until he stood 

in a pair of plain black pants and polished combat boots, the Princess tilting her head as she said 

gently: “Just to make you more comfortable.” 



She straightened before waving an arm out to the side, and the Drakkaren stared back and 

forth as everything vanished in a blur of colors and sounds, anchoring himself against what still 

felt like solid ground with a wince before it shifted a bit under him, and he glanced down as solid 

images faded in around him from the shifting colors, all of them seeming to fall into place. 

Now he was standing in a massive arena with a floor of white sand, larger than either of 

the other arenas he‟d been in so far and with much taller walls made of heavy cement blocks. 

Spaced evenly apart were four massive steel portcullises, and the Drakkaren could see eager 

demons standing behind each as he turned slowly around and took in the plain battleground… 

but also the fact that Masters and other demons were already piling into the stands, as well. 

Behind him, the three Inquisitors were spacing themselves out, all of them grinning 

coldly as demonic characteristics began to come out of the two living demons. Orphus‟s claws 

lengthened and his body increased in height slightly as his robes became taunter against his form, 

hissing as a long, forked tongue rolled out of his mouth and revealing fangs almost half a foot 

long, his matted fur turning dark black with streaks of red through it… and Terronius rose his 

hands up by his head, his three eyes closing as one opened with a sick squelch on either palm, 

leaning forwards slightly as several long spikes of black bone shot out of his back. 

Far behind and above the Inquisitors, Zerrex could see Carmen standing by the Princess, 

who was seated in her throne… and he thought Selena and Amiglion were up on the enormous 

balcony that overlooked the battleground. A moment later, the voice of the Princess of Demons 

rang out, saying clearly: “Ready yourselves, combatants… and remember. Your life may very 

well be lost today… but do try and avoid killing if you can.” 

Zerrex somehow got the feeling that the three across from him weren‟t going to try very 

hard to keep him alive, as he readied himself and narrowed his emerald eyes… and then a bell 

sounded through the arena, and the crowd erupted into cheers as all three demons across from the 

Drakkaren shoved their hands forwards, the eyes on Terronius‟s palms gleaming.  

He staggered backwards, then stared back and forth in horror as he realized he was 

trapped in some illusionary world, full of a madhouse of violent, disgusting, and sexual images 

and sounds… and the Drakkaren clenched his eyes shut, trying to drown it all out before he went 

insane and instead cocking his head… and a moment later, he felt something hard smash into his 

face and he was sent flying backwards, skidding through the sand before rolling to his feet. 

There was laughter, terrible laughter… and still those images and words from all three 

illusionists were flooding into his mind, as Bones‟s voice snarled: “Not so cocky now, are you, 

you piece of shit? We‟ll teach you to complain about your treatment!” 

The Drakkaren‟s head was smashed back and forth, and then something clawed down his 

chest, and the reptile was knocked backwards again, staggering violently but managing to keep 

to his feet, his eyes remaining tightly closed to try and block out at least some of the illusion… 

and then they snapped open as he turned and ran, trying to put a bit of space between himself and 

the invisible opponents before spinning around and muttering an incantation as fast as he could. 

Before he could finish, however, something grabbed his muzzle, and something else 

stabbed into his stomach, as a voice said tauntingly: “You‟ll have to do better than that, Lord 

Zerrex… you aren‟t fast enough!” A pause, and then he was flung forwards, landing on his chest 

and skidding violently as he cursed, realizing they were right, clenching his hand into a fist… 

and inspiration struck him as he leapt up to a crouch and cocked his fist back. 

The Drakkaren slammed his fist down into the ground as he released a burst of energy, 

and a blue shockwave ripped through the crowd around him, the illusion shattering as all three 

demons were knocked flying through the air with yells of shock, giving Zerrex enough time to 



leap to his feet and focus in on the nearest: Bones. He grinned as he charged in towards the 

skeleton just as he hit the ground, Bones slowly sitting up… and then Zerrex snapped his foot 

forwards into the jaw of the creature. 

The skull of the Inquisitor was knocked off his spinal cord by the force of the blow, the 

jawbone shattering completely and cracks radiating through the muzzle-bone of the demon as 

Bones howled in agony… and Zerrex leapt into the air as the skull flipped rapidly above the 

headless skeleton, and the Drakkaren twisted onto his side before lashing out with one foot, 

sending the skull hurtling through the air and into the nearest wall to shatter like glass with a 

scream of outrage from Bones. 

Zerrex landed on the other side of the undead creature, then he spun around and booted 

his body over even as he screamed in a incorporeal voice: “I‟ll kill you, Lord Zerrex! I‟ll kill you 

for this outrage, you won‟t live long before-” 

As Bones‟s body flailed on the ground, Zerrex rose a foot before stomping down on his 

ribcage with a look of disgusting and twisting firmly, and Bones fell limp, tamed for the 

moment. The Drakkaren glanced up across at the other two demons, both Terronius and Orhpus 

looking horrified… and Zerrex booted the skeleton‟s side firmly, sending him rolling through the 

sand as he asked dryly: “So. Which one of you is up next to kick my ass?” 

They exchanged a look, and then Terronius snarled and created a ball of fire and 

electricity, lobbing the sphere at Zerrex… and the Drakkaren rose his left hand, the sphere 

striking it before vanishing… and then his right arm lashed out in a hard pitching motion, and the 

sphere shot back towards the pair, sizzling violently. It crashed into Orphus and exploded, 

knocking the bat flat with a scream of pain as his body burst into flames as electricity crackled 

over him in the same moment, and he flailed miserably on the ground for a few seconds before 

Terronius quickly cast another spell over the bat, saturating him with water and foam. 

Orphus sat slowly up, and the crowd laughed at his comical state as he lowered his head 

and snarled furiously, trembling violently… and a moment later he leapt up to his feet, charging 

stupidly at Zerrex with a howl of fury before going into a dive, spreading his wings and shooting 

at the Drakkaren with his fangs bared… and Zerrex gave the demon bat a disgusted look before 

reaching a hand up and grabbing him by the snout. 

Orphus honked like a goose, and then Zerrex shook him briskly like he was a blanket 

before slamming him down into the ground, the bat wheezing in pain as he looked up in shock at 

two huge fists descending towards him… and Terronius covered his own features with a look of 

horror as the Drakkaren mercilessly pounded down on the bat‟s face with hard punch after hard 

punch, crushing in his features as if they were ripe fruit and sending blood squirting in all 

directions as if from a fountain. 

Orphus wailed and spasmed in agony, clawing at the ground but unable to escape… and 

then the lizard grabbed him by the back of the neck and lifted him into the air, making a 

disgusted face as the bat‟s claws raked against his arm and wrist uselessly before he drove a knee 

into the demon‟s stomach, causing what was left of his face to contort in a grimace of agony 

before the reptile followed up with two more, and then he folded his fingers and drove his middle 

knuckles high up into the bat‟s gut, and he gagged violently before hurking as Zerrex seized him 

by the muzzle and held his jaws tightly shut, two of his fingers plugging the bat‟s nostrils. 

He retched and vomited, then screamed as Zerrex said cruelly down to him, eyes flashing 

with malice: “Swallow it! Swallow it, just like you made me… and I want you to like it, bat, 

because no one is coming to save you!” The Drakkaren shook the bat‟s head violently as he 



choked and spasmed… and then he swallowed with a muffled moan before the process repeated, 

shivers wracking the demon‟s body. 

Zerrex let go of the bat and shook him violently, glaring at him… and Orphus whispered 

in a broken, ragged voice: “I… I… I liked it…” 

He gagged again, and Zerrex threw him away, the bat vomiting in midair and covering 

himself more than anything else, before he began to cry like a child, beating the ground with one 

fist as Zerrex strolled past him, and the lizard paused as he saw Bones‟s headless body stumbling 

around before he pointed to the side and murmured a quick incantation, and a spike of rock shot 

through the skeleton‟s midsection. The Drakkaren had only meant to pin him, but instead the 

skeleton fell in two halves, spasming violently on the ground for a few moments as his legs fell 

to pieces and an incorporeal voice snarled: “Ha, ha, very funny, Lord Zerrex! Terronius, do 

something, stop quivering and help me!” 

“I… I…” All five of Terronius‟s eyes widened as Zerrex continued to walk slowly 

towards him, before he snarled and shoved out his palms, yelling in a trembling voice: “I‟m the 

strongest here, Lord Zerrex! You will pay!” 

The Drakkaren felt an illusionary world descend over him again, as creatures made of 

shadow slowly pushed out of the ground… but this one was ripped with static, Terronius‟s 

concentration obviously not what it had once been. It made even the most terrible of images 

seem almost ridiculous as the reptile glanced back and forth before he rose a hand in front of 

himself, taking a slow breath and concentrating on the sounds of screaming and terror… and he 

heard a panting coming from his right, as well as a mumbled incantation, and the Drakkaren 

immediately wheeled in that direction, shoving out a hand and unleashing a solid beam of 

energy. 

It slammed Terronius off his feet, the illusions surrounding the reptile shattering 

immediately as the elephant-demon was sent skidding over the ground, screaming in agony as he 

was shoved violently backwards by the Drakkaren‟s attack before he skidded to a halt as the 

reptile relaxed, the elephant trembling violently at the end of a long trench through the dirt as 

Zerrex said mildly: “It won‟t work on me, Terronius. Now either fight or flee, it‟s your choice.” 

A pause, and a quick glance around the arena noted Orphus still crying and Bones 

crawling stupidly around in a circle, unable to find his own legs as his voice floated strangely 

through the air like the wind… and then the reptile returned his eyes to the elephant as he 

staggered to his feet and then rose both hands, and the eyes on his palms opened wide before 

glowing red and blue, and a torrent of cold and fire shot towards the reptile in a massive, twisting 

cone of flame and frost.  

Zerrex immediately sprinted to the right, and Terronius dragged the enormous blast after 

the reptile before Bones threw himself out of nowhere and seized the reptile‟s leg, and Zerrex 

flailed his arms before he fell over with a wince and covered his head, the massive gout of mixed 

elemental magic blazing over his head before it continued to veer towards the right as Bones 

howled: “No, you idiot! He fell over, he‟s over here.” 

“Shut up and die already!” Zerrex snarled, reaching down and tearing off one of Bones‟s 

arms, and then he threw the torso into the air before kicking it hard at Terronius as he glanced 

over with surprise to see Zerrex… and a moment later, a black and white shape that collided 

firmly with his face, Terronius staggering backwards with a yell of indignation as he flailed his 

arms, the spell interrupted. He reached up, tearing what remained of the skeleton and his cloak 

out of his double-row of horns, and then he stared in horror before a fist collided hard with his 



face, knocking him flat on his back before Zerrex laced his hands together into a tomahawk and 

slammed them firmly down into the elephant‟s bulging gut. 

Terronius retched and arched his back, gagging violently… and Zerrex snagged the 

elephant‟s trunk a moment later before spinning quickly around with him in a circle, snarling as 

he revolved several times and dragged the huge, fat demon into the air, Terronius screaming in 

agony before the reptile twisted and let go with a roar, hurling the elephant towards the wall as 

he staggered backwards. The demon collided with a sickening splat before collapsing to the 

ground in a crumpled pile, and Zerrex fell back on his ass with a grunt before shaking his head 

quickly and rubbing a hand through his hair. 

He glanced around at the three demons: one laying in pieces, one in a broken, twitching 

heap, and one of them crying in a bloody pile… and Zerrex slowly forced himself up to his feet, 

panting quietly and shaking his head quickly as he brushed his hands together. He straightened 

slowly, then glanced down at his own bloody hands and the few wounds he‟d sustained over the 

combat, and he murmured quietly: “I don‟t get it…” 

Terronius was slowly sitting up now with a groan… and Bones was dragging the little 

that remained of his body away. Even Orphus was finally dying down to a sniffling, curled-up 

lump… and the Drakkaren realized with a chill that he might be incapable of killing these three 

demons, even as the crowd roared and cheered. Not because he was worried about any 

punishment or peril if he did, but simply because he wasn‟t a demon himself yet, and nor was he 

armed with any blessed weapon… or worse… because this is a game or a joke. 

No, it‟s merely a lesson… chided a gentle voice in his head, and Zerrex glanced up in 

surprise before turning slowly towards the balcony, where the Princess was standing and gazing 

down at him, her eyes shining through her mask even from where she stood. And you‟ve done 

well in teaching it, Lord Zerrex. These three shall remain your Inquisitors, but you‟ve 

successfully put them in your place… and if I had not intervened with my abilities, I‟m sure you 

would be more than capable of killing them. But their own arrogance is the real victor here… 

after all, how can three petty illusionists hope to win against someone such as yourself, who 

specializes in close range combat in a situation like this? 

Did you… did I only win because you wanted me to? Zerrex asked her in his mind… but 

there was only silence in return as the Drakkaren grit his teeth, clenching one of his hands into 

fists as the Princess threw her arms wide on the balcony and declared in her pleasant, easy voice: 

“Lord Zerrex has proven himself an admirable opponent, and before he destroys these three 

demons entirely, I announce him victorious!” A pause as the crowd roared, cheers and screams 

mixing with a few boo‟s and insults. 

Before Zerrex could say anything, the world blurred again, and suddenly the Drakkaren 

was standing back in the throne room, alone except for the murmuring concubines and harem 

girls sitting on the cushions… and a moment later, a portal appeared, and Carmen and Selena 

stepped through this as the Queen muttered: “-never been so disappointed…” A pause, and then 

she blushed and turned towards the lizard, laughing and rubbing the back of her head. “Lord 

Zerrex! That was… that was an interesting fight out there.” 

The Drakkaren grunted as he sat down on the ground, shaking his head a bit and 

mumbling as Selena strode quickly over to him: “Not really… I think it was stacked.” 

“It was.” Selena said mildly, and Carmen winced a bit as the Inquisitor checked over his 

wounds, sighing a bit. “Except I honestly don‟t know if it was more for you or for them… except 

even with the amount you‟ve improved, there‟s no way you should have beaten all of them so 

easily… yet on the other hand, I‟m about ninety percent sure Orphus should be dead. You left his 



face looking like a melon someone had just thrown off a cliff, yet he seemed more humiliated 

than hurt at the end.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, shaking his head slowly, and then he glanced over at Carmen as she 

came over to him as well, shrinking down to his size as he did so and crossing her arms, glancing 

back and forth nervously before tracing a rune out on the spiderweb tattoo on her body… and 

Zerrex stared as the inverted Echo rune stayed in place on the webbing, etched in black. 

“Honestly, I… I don‟t know what‟s happening sometimes in Hell anymore. Treachery, games, 

lies, deceit… even the Princess seems to have changed. I‟m getting worried… and I hate seeing 

the way you were used out there, Lord Zerrex.” She looked at him honestly… then suddenly 

hugged him when the Drakkaren stood up, closing her eyes and murmuring quietly: “We‟re 

technically family, after all.” 

The reptile drew back and gaped a bit, and Carmen grinned slightly, looking embarrassed 

as Selena did a double-take. “Well… my father‟s name is Baron Kandas Fy'Ren Vanna… and he 

just happens to be the grandfather of the one you call your daughter, Cherry.” 

Selena‟s jaw dropped, and Carmen glanced at her before saying mildly: “You shouldn‟t 

do that on this plane, or someone‟s going to put a penis in there.” A pause as the Inquisitor 

blushed and clamped her muzzle shut, and then Queen Carmen bowed a bit to Zerrex as he 

continued to stare stupidly at her, saying softly: “You‟ve taken care of my… step-niece, I guess, 

and taught her well and pulled her away from harm. For that, I can never thank you enough, Lord 

Zerrex… and for that, I am always in your debt.” 

“Is the Baron still alive?” Zerrex asked after a moment in a careful voice, and when 

Carmen smiled and nodded, he felt a strange relief roll through him. “I‟m glad… he‟s… I‟d like 

to meet him someday, and I know Cherry would as well…” A pause, before he asked hesitantly: 

“And… what about Beatrice Blossom?” 

“I know she died and was sentenced here… but she became a very, very powerful 

demoness, what we call an Incarnation – in simple terms, a being that becomes so infused with 

the power of the sin that most represents them, they all but turn into the sin itself.” Queen 

Carmen said slowly, then she sat down on the floor and the other two followed suit, the female 

frowning back and forth from one to the other. “Incarnations have to be sealed until they grow 

into their powers, and appear almost exclusively once in a demon‟s lifetime. I‟ve only ever seen 

three, including Beatrice… but she was by far the most terrible.” 

Carmen paused for a moment… and then she waved a hand slowly, and suddenly the 

throne room darkened slightly and other figures faded into being, Carmen murmuring softly as 

an Amazon literally ran through her: “This is only an illusion… but I figured it‟d be better to 

show you than anything else.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, standing slowly as Selena looked down quietly… and a moment 

later, the throne room doors were blasted off their hinged by some terrible force, Amazons flying 

in all directions with screams of pain before crashing to the ground, and a Carmen in full battle 

armor leapt off her throne with a snarl, pointing a golden sword at a slim, attractive figure that 

strutted slowly through the center of the open doorway with a quiet titter. The sword was 

attached to a short chain that locked into a runed manacle around Carmen‟s wrist… but the 

reptile figured there was a trick or two to the blade as it glowed with light. “Beatrice Blossom! 

Halt this indiscriminate rampage and come to your senses… you‟ve gone insane with your own 

sins!” 

Beatrice only smiled coldly… and Zerrex was struck by her beauty, even in the illusion. 

Taunt scales that were a gleaming purple, and bright blue eyes… a body slender but strong and 



toned, and clad in a thong and a tight leather bra, with a black collar around her neck, small 

silver rings holding all her clothes together… and then she held her hands out to her sides, and 

two large steel hoops spun rapidly into being before bursting into blue flame as she said in a 

voice that was both wonderful and cruel: “I‟ll be giving the orders here, Carmen… you can‟t 

stop me.” 

She held one hand out, and the hoop shot forwards, but Carmen deflected it with the 

sword, wincing and snarling before throwing her sword back at Beatrice in return… but she only 

tilted her head to the side, and the sword bounced off a transparent blue shield, rotating violently 

through the air before it crashed down into the floor, point-down. Carmen snarled, then flicked 

her wrist, and the blade returned to her hand as Beatrice said softly: “See? Not even you can 

stand against me.” 

She paused as portals opened all throughout the room, Scribes in white cloaks and 

vaguely-female creatures of hulking muscle, like the Gigataur versions of the Amazons, stepped 

through… but Beatrice only sighed and rolled her head on her shoulders, and the fires that lit the 

room turned blue before she put her hands on her hips, and her shadow lengthened and grew 

slowly, her eyes glowing with power as she said softly: “I guess we‟ll do it the hard way, then.”  

The illusion faded out slowly to the sound of her laughter, and Carmen shook her head 

slowly as Zerrex stared at the spot where Beatrice had stood, murmuring quietly: “She was 

nearly unstoppable… but then again, Hell has seen only a few dozen Incarnations from the Seven 

Major Sin Circles, and maybe a hundred from the Hell of Minor Sins… but only a few have ever 

been able to control their power completely, and most of the others we had to banish to the 

Abyss, seal, or destroy. Incarnations are consumed by one sin and one goal… and it has a 

tendency to drive them insane, like you saw.” 

“I heard Beatrice wasn‟t exactly a model mother in life either, though.” Zerrex 

murmured, clenching one of his hands shut before he sighed and turned around, sitting down and 

glancing at her tattoo again, and Carmen smiled a bit as she gave him a look. 

“Like that, huh?” she asked teasingly, then she reached across and gently touched the 

swastika, and Zerrex winced as the vines moved and danced, the swastika itself spinning several 

times in its circle. “I think this is pretty nice myself… but I got this after the fight with Beatrice. 

Now I can have whatever protective runes I need on me whenever I want instead of scrabbling to 

form a circle around myself while the other person kicks my ass with magic.” 

“You seem too tough to have your ass handed to you too easily.” Zerrex responded 

softly, and Carmen smiled at him warmly as he added: “I certainly wouldn‟t ever want to go up 

against you in a one-on-one… and you know, that was also quite a neat weapon you were 

using… demonic in origin, I‟m guessing?” 

“The Sisters gave it to me.” Carmen said almost reverently, and at Zerrex‟s curious look, 

she shrugged a bit and idly rubbed the rune on the spider‟s web out with her palm, leaving the 

tattoo untarnished once more. “They may be priestesses, but they know their way around the 

forge… it‟s a weapon designed to work with the elemental powers of light, which is where most 

of my talent is. I got lucky and pulled a cheap powerhouse divine element… but you, you‟ve got 

some mad skills yourself with energy, it looks like, and even I envy that.” 

That opened up a thousand more questions Zerrex wanted to ask, but Selena quickly 

hauled the reptile to his feet, bowing to Carmen and saying politely: “Your Majesty, I‟m afraid 

we should be taking our leave now… Lord Zerrex has work soon, and I want to go over with him 

and Amiglion what‟s been going on…” 



“Wait.” Carmen held up a finger, glancing at Zerrex with a mix of sympathy and distaste, 

and then she said slowly: “Lord Zerrex, I‟m supposed to inform you, under strict orders of the 

Princess, that you are still to obey every instruction of the Inquisitors… and that they still retain 

full power over you. She also told me to put the vest back on you and attach a ten-day 

permanency charm…” Carmen looked morbid at this, before adding flatly: “But I ain‟t putting 

those dick-weights on, don‟t worry. Now that‟s just bullshit and a wonderful way to injure your 

penis… you might be able to get a hard-on still, sure, but that it makes fucking too much work, 

right?” 

“Right.” Zerrex made a bit of a face, rubbing the back of his head: not at her Cherry-

esque manners, which were now explained in a surprisingly-easy fashion, but instead at 

remembering how glad he‟d been to do none of the work for that first round of sex with the 

succubi he‟d „picked up.‟ Although it was more like I was getting drive-thru then attempting to 

pick up a chick… “Well… if you have to, you have to. I‟ll just look at it as more exercise.” 

“One last thing, too.” Carmen paused and glanced over at Selena, as she made a flicking 

motion with her wrist, and Zerrex winced as the weights still sitting on the throne room floor 

began to quickly reattach themselves to his body. “Selena… if you would kindly show Lord 

Zerrex your true body?” 

Both Zerrex and Selena blinked, and then the latter flushed deep red and babbled: “My… 

my lady, I… I… please, I am… I don‟t, I mean, you know…” 

Carmen reached over and squeezed her shoulder supportively, and then she said gently: 

“Inquisitor Selena… please. Go ahead… I‟m sure Lord Zerrex has been at least a little bit 

curious after all these years, after all.” 

She nodded slowly, looking down with embarrassment, and then quietly stepped away 

from the two… but as she walked away, her muscles bulged and thickened outwards, small 

spikes pushing out from her elbows and thickening into large cones… and out of her back two 

rows of long, thin spines pushed out down either side of her spinal cord, standing straight out of 

her back for a moment before slowly laying flat. A moment later, two massive, leathery wings 

shoved out of her shoulder blades as her horns lengthened and twisted. Her body went from 

slender to enormous and powerful; her hands flexing open to reveal not fingers but instead 

mobile, enormous talons; her tail lengthening and becoming a deadly flail with the top of a 

reptilian skull pushing out of the base, the entire dome of bone covered in small but lethal thorns. 

Slowly, she turned around, her leather outfit stretched over her body and the corset now 

squeezing only her sides, the leather laces that made up the front of the costume now tightly 

stretched over thick abdominals. Her breasts had receded somewhat in proportion to her body, 

and what looked almost like her rib bones had jutted out over the sides of her bosom, caging 

them together. Her jaw was huge and full of too-large fangs, and her eyes were completely black, 

with red pupils burning at their center, and two small horns had sprouted from the end of her 

muzzle much like a rhinoceros as she slowly bowed her head forwards and closed her eyes, 

murmuring quietly as she adjusted the straps lacing around her breasts: “This is my true body, 

Lord Zerrex. Like all Lust demons, we put on a beautiful façade… but inside, we are all tortured, 

evil spirits, and this is what I look like past the smoke and mirrors and pretty colors.” 

“You‟re still pretty.” Zerrex said quietly, and Carmen smiled warmly as she clasped her 

hands together tightly, the Drakkaren glancing over at her with curiosity. “But… does that mean 

you have a form like hers, too?” 



“I‟m a hybrid demon… a shapeshifter, but a mix of an Amazon and Daius.” Carmen 

shrugged a bit as he breasts vanished into her body, spreading her muscular arms and gazing at 

him with quiet amusement. “Sorry, no fancy super body here… just plain old me.” 

“I wouldn‟t say that…” Zerrex nudged her gently, and Selena stared and gaped stupidly 

even in her demonic form as Carmen grinned widely and slid an arm around him. “You‟re still 

quite something. And you got some damn impressive guns on you, too.” 

Carmen snorted, but flexed and winked, looking entertained nonetheless. “I like you, 

Zerrex. You‟re an interesting person. And Selena, see? He‟s perfectly fine with you…” A pause 

as she slapped Zerrex firmly on the back, the reptile turning towards the demoness and offering a 

smile: he‟d seen far worse things than Selena‟s true form now, after all… although he was 

admittedly impressed by the height she went up to. “Now go ahead, take him back home… and 

we‟ll have to get together again sometime, Zerrex your lordship.”  

The Drakkaren rolled his eyes, then he blushed as Carmen leaned in and kissed his cheek 

gently, reaching up to touch the spot before Selena snagged him and dragged him through a 

portal before he could say anything stupid… but he caught the mischievous look in Carmen‟s 

eyes and thought she was thinking some dirty thoughts herself just before the reptile was jerked 

through the darkness and back into the space where his home had used to be. 

He made a face as Selena rubbed her head slowly, and then she blinked at Amiglion‟s 

squawk of surprise from where he was sitting on a nearby stump before glancing down at herself 

and flushing deeply, her form immediately reverting back to her slender, smaller body. She 

looked lamely from Zerrex to Death as the latter righted himself, Grim floating disapprovingly 

nearby as the Drakkaren shook his head quickly and muttered: “Urgh. You‟re a bitch no matter 

what body you‟re in.” 

“Oh, shut up.” Selena grumbled, and then she sketched an inverted Echo rune with her 

foot, before adding another rune beside it Zerrex didn‟t recognize, and she turned to shout loudly 

at Amiglion: “Can you hear us?” 

Amiglion stared and frowned, then asked dumbly: “What? Hey, wait… did you just put 

down a Silence rune? Selena, come on, you know those aren‟t supposed to be used like that, 

you‟re going to cause a permanent temporal distortion…” 

Zerrex looked from one to the other, then asked blankly: “So uh… what the hell is he 

talking about?” 

“Bullshit, that‟s what. It doesn‟t matter.” Selena waved a hand, looking mild. “We‟re still 

several hundred years away from rune combinations, so don‟t worry yourself with that, Zerrex. 

In other news, you‟re in some serious shit, as Carmen was getting at… but even worse, since she 

doesn‟t seem to realize what kind of danger she‟s putting you in. The Masters are Pride demons, 

and they want to take over the realm of Lust… and we‟ve got information coming in from all 

sides now that the entire Circle of Pride is ready to side with Prince Az‟Iriel. The more they see 

her favoring you, and worse, the more people see you with that „Lily‟ person, the more trouble 

you‟re going to end up in. Royals are not supposed to show such favor in Initiates, even if the 

High Monarchs do… and it‟s not like Amiglion can protect you, even if Grim‟s helping out.” 

“I‟m now close enough I can hear you. I hate you.” Amiglion said sourly, as he stood a 

few feet away…but Grim was circling the area, apparently watching for any intruders. “I can‟t 

do anything if the Princess herself has decreed that the Inquisitors can grant and take away 

whatever they want… I mean look at him, stuck in that punishment vest for another ten days! It‟s 

like he‟s being tortured for the sake of torture, it‟s sick!” 



“Funny, never thought I‟d hear that in Hell.” Zerrex said morbidly, as he laid down and 

put his arms and legs out, taking a few moments to rest as the weight seemed to grow on his 

body. It wasn‟t as heavy as it had been, probably thanks to Carmen, but it was still more than he 

was able to comfortably handle… and then he sighed as Amiglion and Selena began to argue, 

saying loudly over both of them: “Look, I have to go to work in a few minutes. I understand. I‟m 

screwed, I‟m in trouble, I‟m doomed to ten thousand years of torture here in Lust. All I can say 

anymore is bring it on and let‟s get this over with… I‟m sure by the end of it I‟ll be drunk and 

hiding in a toilet from my worst fear, which by then will likely be the Bloody King.” 

Selena and Amiglion glared at him, one with anger and one with sourness… but in the 

eyes of both he also saw fear, and he wondered silently whether or not he was right. 

 

Seven hundred years later, Zerrex sat on a cushion in the log house he‟d built himself. It 

was a rickety but serviceable shack that Amiglion had done him the honor of casting a Spacial 

Enlargement spell on, so even though it looked like any other twenty foot log home in the Lust 

Circle, inside it was at least fifty feet wide, and Zerrex had gathered a fair amount of junk over 

all his years here. 

Work didn‟t pay him a lot: at three silver coins a week, he barely made enough to keep 

up with his need for new clothes every few years. But on the other hand, he felt a lot like a high-

class whore: succubi and incubi would sometimes wander by with a gift for him, begging to ride 

the legendary Lord Zerrex, and by now he had swallowed enough of his pride to accept a little 

help here and there, and he‟d also gotten used to the politics of Hell enough to see that what 

happened with him was a perfectly normal, everyday occurrence even in other Circles with 

admired demons. 

The Drakkaren glanced back and forth over his small home as he put down the Basic 

Magical Principles book, and he let out a long sigh, muttering and rubbing at his temple. If magic 

was as easy as sex, I‟d be done every incantation by now… not stuck at Moderate-Advanced 

Magical Theory. I hate this stuff…  

Although his memory had improved dramatically – Selena called it part of the Death 

Effect, said every mortal who died gained all their old memories back and could regurgitate 

countless facts without problem – and the reptile knew most of the magical spells in the book 

and about half the inversions, he was still no good at control or casting. He also tended to mess 

up the runes while mumbling them under his breath, and had begged and pleaded with Selena to 

teach him how to do it by thought and concentration alone, but Selena had grumbled back that he 

needed to learn the basics before they moved onto Archmage-level tricks. Zerrex had then 

grumbled and gone back to attempting the Shield spell, but he‟d messed up on a rune and instead 

he‟d created a massive vortex that had sucked him through it and spat him out the other side with 

most of his scales flayed off, and Amiglion had spent over an hour healing him as Selena decided 

to call it a day with a groan of disgust. 

The reptile picked the book up, then he stood and wandered over to put it into one of the 

three mostly-empty shelves that were leaning against one wall, next to his enormous futon. He 

sat down on this, smoothing out the fluffy blankets idly, and then he looked slowly over the 

plethora of swords and shields hanging on his wall and the single large dresser unit he had, on 

top of which were a few more knives and a few magical objects, including the Northern Star he 

didn‟t need to use anymore. He kept it on hand just in case, however, since he always felt 

horrible if he threw anything out… and then the Drakkaren made a bit of a face. “Still an hour or 

so to kill before work…” 



Over the last seven-tenths of a millennia, things had slowly evened out between him and 

the Inquisitors… but the first five hundred years had been horribly rough. All of the Inquisitors 

had taken their swings at him on their own days in the first week after, but they had steadily 

grown worse over time, using the nastiest illusions they could think of and sending him from one 

hell to the next, sometimes even ganging up on him and humiliating him in front of Masters and 

Slavers, but they always made it clear in a simpering, mocking voice not to „ever, ever do this 

yourselves,‟ which of course had given them many different ideas. 

Longhorn, the cheetah, for instance, had spent three hundred years dragging Zerrex 

around the mines like a pet, making him walk around on all fours while wearing a collar and an 

animal mask, forcing the reptile to pick up jagged rocks with his mouth and bringing them over 

to the bin, calling him the „loose ore patrol.‟ On the other hand, Longhorn had then been dumb 

enough to drag Zerrex around while Captain Issen and Lieutenant Ambrose had been inspecting 

the mines, and Zerrex thought the asskicking Longhorn and his Slaver team had received would 

stay firmly as one of his happiest experiences in Hell. 

After that, Ambrose had taken over Longhorn‟s duties, and Zerrex had since been treated 

like any other prisoner… but since the reptile was glad to be doing a dirty, physical job, and 

Ambrose was a world more lenient than Longhorn, it turned the environment into an almost 

pleasant one for the reptile, leaving him only to avoid the Slavers that sometimes chased after 

him deep in the tunnels he had mined out himself. But other than that, he was starting to actually 

enjoy the work, and he‟d even snuck a few of the smaller crystal shards home with him, and 

Amiglion then took these and sold them on what he referred to with a grin as Hell‟s Black 

Market in the Greed Circle. 

Currently, Ami was on a run down there to see what he could fetch on a fair-sized chunk 

of crystal that could be refined into a ring or even a magic sphere… and the reptile smiled a bit 

as he rested back on the futon and put his hands behind his head, closing his eyes. Amiglion and 

him were getting along far better these days… and maybe he‟d even tapped the Naganatine a few 

times, and admittedly it had been quite a thrilling experience… “But then again, how many 

people get to say they‟ve screwed Death?” he murmured to himself, and then he laughed a bit.  

The Drakkaren glanced back and forth, and then he fidgeted and sat up with a sigh. He 

rubbed slowly at one of his horns before heading for the door and deciding to take a walk, since 

he hated the idea of simply sitting around doing nothing all day. Or perhaps it was just the 

mixture of disappointment and confusion at himself that always managed to sink in when he was 

alone that bothered him. 

Despite having spent more than eight hundred years in Hell, the Drakkaren was showing 

no other demonic characteristics… and Selena had told him mildly he should be definitely be 

changing by now, unless he was going to permanently remain what most referred to as a „soldier-

class demon,‟ since he could no longer be properly called an Initiate. That bothered him a bit, 

though, and made him feel almost like this whole experiment of giving up his family so he could 

ensure his victory against Az‟Iriel was stupid… and now, even the fact he could walk around 

properly without constantly being in pain felt almost hollow compared to the pain that ached in 

his heart for his family. 

He missed them, more than he could say… and the not-knowing whether or not they were 

safe was driving him insane. Furthermore, he had learned that he‟d technically been dead for 

mortal days before his soul had awakened in Hell… and with the way the war against the 

Warlord was going, he was starting to fear for them more and more with every passing moment. 



He‟d heard news that the Warlord had reclaimed a Black Hole in the Eastern Provinces, 

and that he had begun to build special training centers for necromancers and other types of 

spellcaster that could create minions… and worse, they had lost a major battle on the Western 

Front, and their forces had been forced into a full retreat almost all the way to the Southern 

Border. It had gotten so intense that Selena had been called out of her regular duties and into 

service, and Zerrex only hoped that she wasn‟t serving alongside Queen Feldspar, or things could 

turn ugly very quickly.  

The reptile shook his head a bit, trying to clear the dark thoughts as he strode slowly 

down the dirt road in the opposite direction of work, reaching a hand over the fence and trailing 

his fingers idly through the stormwheat inside the fence. I have to concentrate on myself… I have 

to concentrate on my training, and on living up to my goals here, so one day I can find a way 

back to my family… Gods, why was I arrogant enough to think I could… hey… “Excuse me, can 

I help you?” 

The Drakkaren halted, glancing curiously at the dark-scaled, fellow reptile standing under 

an apple tree on the far side of the road, and she blushed deeply before sliding forwards a bit. It 

was almost like he couldn‟t get a lock on her scales, as they seemed to shift from purple to black 

to green… and her eyes were a soulful violet as she looked at him, stepping silently forwards in a 

long, flowing black dress, her hands crossed over her stomach. She had small breasts, and 

seemed incredibly shy… but she was looking at him intently and yet anxiously, and the reptile 

hesitated as his mouth went dry before he murmured: “You… you remind me of my mother.” 

“I look like everyone‟s mother.” The female said quietly, and she gave a hesitant smile 

before stepping out from the shade of the tree, bowing to him quietly. “My name is Sin, and I‟m 

a handmaiden of the Princess… I‟m sorry if I alarmed you, Lord Zerrex, but I was nervous and I 

didn‟t want to disturb you.” 

“I was just looking for a distraction, anyway.” Zerrex said softly, glancing down the road 

before walking over to her, and he tilted his head a bit as he gazed across at her: she was just an 

inch or so taller than him, and held herself with a quiet sort of dignity. He paused, then looked 

down at her hands, asking quietly: “Are you feeling alright?” 

“As well as ever. We all have different punishments, Lord Zerrex.” he smiled strangely to 

him, then reached up and gently touched his cheek… and her fingers were terribly cold, but he 

didn‟t move away, instead frowning a bit as she said softly: “I bring a message from the Princess 

for you, though, and an important one… it‟s about your body.” 

The Drakkaren nodded and tilted his head curiously, and she pressed her hand against his 

cheek, rubbing it gently with her odd, small smile as she closed her eyes and recited: “When 

your punishment in this Circle of Hell is over, you are to report directly to me unless you have 

undergone another transformation by then. Otherwise, you‟ll be given a day‟s grace to report to 

the Southern Throne. My handmaiden, Sin, will stay around you to advise you as necessary and 

aid you in the upcoming times ahead, as I have been forced to send Amiglion into the fields of 

battle. I am sure the combat techniques you have taught him will prove very useful.” 

Zerrex winced and glanced down, rubbing the back of his head slowly: although it was 

true that he‟d sparred and trained Ami as best he could over the last few hundred years, a few 

days a week for a few hours of training didn‟t amount to much… and even if the scythe was now 

moving more fluidly, Amiglion himself just didn‟t seem suited for close range combat. “Thank 

you, Sin… I guess that means you‟ll be sticking around here, huh?” 

“Somewhat.” Sin nodded, looking a bit flustered, and Zerrex tilted his head curiously at 

the odd demoness. “I… I mean, I can‟t offer you the same comforts and pleasures the others 



demons have and can… and… I‟ve been ordered to keep myself aloof from you, too, Lord 

Zerrex, just so you know…” 

“That‟s fine.” Zerrex nodded a bit, wondering idly for a moment if maybe the Princess 

was trying to win him over by sending him a harem of female demons… but then again, he 

thought that him getting along with Carmen and Selena was an accident or a mistake on her part. 

She certainly picked a set of Inquisitors for me that I‟ll never be friendly with, though… “I don‟t 

expect every female to get excited over the prospect of spending time with me anyway.” 

She blushed deeply, and he offered a smile to try and show he wasn‟t making fun of her 

or disappointed at all, and yet still she shook her head quickly and stammered: “No, no, it‟s not 

like that, Lord Zerrex! I just… I…” she broke off with a deep flush, drawing back and lacing her 

fingers together quietly. “I‟m sorry, Lord Zerrex. I don‟t wish to offend you.” 

“I‟m not, honestly.” Zerrex almost felt exasperated with her, but he kept a smile on his 

face as he reached out and gently squeezed her shoulder, not knowing how strong or frail she 

was but getting the idea that she wasn‟t the most solid of demons… and then he paused, glancing 

her over slowly, and before she could start babbling again, he said curiously: “You don‟t seem to 

have any demonic markings.” 

She shook her head a bit, and then blushed deeply, looking down silently… and the 

reptile looked after her for a few long moments before she finally glanced up and cleared her 

throat, mumbling: “I… I‟ll be on hand if you need me, Lord Zerrex, and you can call me at any 

time. I‟ll hear your voice from anywhere in Hell, you need only say my name loud and clear…” 

She paused, then quietly held her hands out, and Zerrex tilted his head curiously before taking 

them after a moment… and suddenly, they were standing in darkness. 

He glanced back and forth in confusion, and then Sin mumbled embarrassedly: “This is a 

pocket dimension called the Marquee Sur Noir. It‟s a secret place, and I know you can‟t see 

much right now… but when you become a demon… well… your vision will change, and you‟ll 

be able to see all sorts of things your mind cannot process right now. You still are essentially a 

mortal Initiate to our realm, but you have learned many things and your eyes may start to adjust 

even before you become a demon. 

“This place is outside even demonic time, in a sort of Limbo or Purgatory… and it is very 

dangerous for you to stay here alone, especially right now, so I will always be with you in here, 

Lord Zerrex.” Sin paused, looking embarrassed as color quietly faded back in, and the real world 

came back into focus as she added softly: “In a way, it‟s almost like we never leave the real 

world, because you will always come back to the spot where you first vanished from… and you 

must be touching one of my hands for us to go there.” A pause, and then she added in a murmur: 

“I apologize for my hands being so cold, Lord Zerrex…” 

“It‟s fine, Sin.” Zerrex nodded as she quietly let him go, and he glanced down at his 

fingers, slowly flexing them with a frown as he asked slowly: “Could I learn to go there?” 

Sin smiled again, blushing once more and shaking her head a bit. “No, Lord Zerrex… 

very, very few can go to that place, and even fewer would want to. It‟s a very unpleasant place, 

to put it simply… and we‟ll only go there if ordered or in case of emergencies, such as in case 

the Warlord‟s soldiers ever attack. I can speed up time inside the Marquee Sur Noir and then 

bring us back into reality once the enemy has left and we are safe.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, making a face… and Sin shook her head vehemently at his look, 

lacing her fingers together over her stomach and saying embarrassedly: “Lord Zerrex, please! I 

know what you feel, but please… we can‟t risk endangering you or your life in the case that you 



are placed under a severe attack by the Warlord or other forces… you are very important to us 

and the Princess.” 

The Drakkaren nodded with a bit of a sigh, and then he crossed his arms, glancing back 

and forth a bit before asking quietly: “Well, where are you staying, Sin? Will you be coming 

with me or do you have another home somewhere?” 

“I might stay in the Marquee Sur Noir… I don‟t want to be any trouble…” Sin looked 

embarrassed, glancing down and pushing her fingers together, before she quailed at a flat look 

from Zerrex. “I… I don‟t want to be a bother, Lord Zerrex…” 

“You can stay with me, it‟s no problem at all.” Zerrex said softly after a few moments, 

and the demoness dropped her head forwards in a deep bow before Zerrex smiled a bit, pointing 

to his side and concentrating to create a portal. “But I have to leave for work… it was interesting 

to see you though, Sin. I‟ll be looking forwards to talking to you more back at home.” 

The reptile stepped through the portal as Sin nodded and blushed a few times… and 

fifteen hours later – he‟d stayed late to help dig several prisoners out of a cave-in, since none of 

the Slavers seemed remotely interested in lending a hand – the Drakkaren stepped out of a portal 

into his home, covered in dirt and feeling tired… but on the other hand, he had a whole two days 

ahead of him still of nothing to do, with Selena still gone to the front lines. 

The Drakkaren blinked as he felt a cleansing spell wash over him, and the dirt and grime 

vanished from his body, along with the stench of sweat and cave as Sin looked at him 

embarrassedly from where she was sitting on the cushion in the far corner, and he t ilted his head 

towards her before realizing she was naked and covering herself with her dress, asking meekly: 

“I… I‟m sorry Lord Zerrex, could… could you turn around while I put this on?” 

A modest demon? Something about her… “Of course.” The Drakkaren turned around, 

closing his eyes and bowing his head as he heard her quickly shuffling into her dress… and a few 

moments later she mumbled something and he turned back around, laughing a bit and saying 

quietly: “It‟s been a long time since anyone‟s been afraid to get naked in front of me. The last 

time I can think of was probably either at the locker rooms where Cherry worked or all the way 

back in the military.” 

Sin murmured something apologetic again, and Zerrex shook his head a bit before 

walking over to his bookshelf… and pausing as he noted she‟d alphabetized everything… after 

arranging them into different genres and sections, also apparently arranged alphabetically. 

That‟s uh… that‟s pretty impressive. “So, Sin… do… do you like to read?” 

“I‟ve read most of the books there, actually.” Sin nodded, blushing a bit, and Zerrex 

decided to take another glance around his home, noting that everything was sparkling clean, and 

then that every single one of his weapons had been polished, and his futon had been carefully 

made. The reptile was half-tempted to open his dresser and check if all his clothes had been 

refolded and his laundry done, too, and then she asked hesitantly: “Do… are you interested in 

me?” 

“You‟re… an odd one.” Zerrex said lamely, rubbing the back of his head and glancing at 

her, and she flushed deeply before the Drakkaren rose his hands and shook his head quickly, 

laughing embarrassedly. “No, no, no, not like that at all, not in a bad way! I mean… you‟re very 

different. And I like that. So yeah, I am interested in you… and… how you managed to do all 

this in the short space of time I was gone.” 

“I was instructed to help you out however I could.” Sin replied quietly, nodding and not 

moving from her spot on the cushions, looking up at him meekly. “I… and thank you. You‟re 

just as interesting as the Princess said, too. I like how you treat me.” 



“I‟m… glad. I‟d treat you better if I knew what you liked, though.” Zerrex responded 

with a bit of a smile as he turned towards her, then sat down on the floor as she looked at him 

almost warily. She‟s… so strange. “And I have to ask… you look like a Drakkaren to me, 

without any demonic characteristics… and like you‟ve got purple scales, but there‟s black ones 

there, too, like the shadows of a tree‟s branches are permanently cast over your body…” 

“You‟re very poetic.” Sin said quietly, then she shook her head a bit and blushed quietly. 

“It‟s because of what I am… to a wolf, I would look like a wolf, to a bear a bear… you get the 

idea.” She halted, then added in a murmur: “I‟ve been around since Hell was born… I was cast 

out of Heaven, with many of my fellows, and I have since repented… but I‟m still here, for 

whatever reason.” 

Zerrex tilted his head curiously, feeling a chill run through him as he asked softly: “So, in 

reality, you‟re…” 

“Yes, one of the Naganatine.” She closed her eyes, and for a moment Zerrex saw a pale, 

white-scaled First Breed like Amiglion… but the moment her eyes opened, once more he was 

looking at a Drakkaren, who smiled sadly at him. “But I don‟t like to advertise it… and I prefer 

to give people something that… I prefer to look like this. I‟m sorry I don‟t have a good 

explanation for you, Lord Zerrex…” 

The Naganatine shifted quietly, holding her stomach… and Zerrex continued to look at 

her for a few moments before nodding and sitting back a bit, asking quietly: “So Sin… you seem 

very quiet, very… shy, if I can say so. Isn‟t there anything you‟d like to tell me about yourself?” 

“Not really… there‟s… not a lot to tell.” Sin blushed and looked down, her eyes flicking 

away, and Zerrex got the sense it was more like she had been forbidden to tell anyone. “I… I like 

mortal foods. And I like backrubs and…” she paused and looked down with a deeper flush. “I 

mean, I don‟t… but I don‟t… I‟m sorry, that came out wrong.” 

Zerrex only smiled a bit, though, and she glanced up at him embarrassedly, adding in a 

mumble: “I don‟t really like people touching me… and I don‟t like to be stared at, and I don‟t 

like to hurt people very much. I like quiet things.” 

The reptile nodded again, then he glanced up towards the ceiling before pausing and 

glancing over his shoulder at a portal that appeared, and a moment later Selena stepped through, 

looking grouchy… before her eyes widened in shock and she almost staggered into her own 

closing portal, Zerrex wincing a bit: getting half of your body teleported across Hell never 

worked out well for anyone. 

Thankfully, she halted herself before shaking her head briskly and bowing courteously, 

saying calmly: “Lady Sin, it‟s a pleasure to see you… and it‟s been a long time. I trust I find you 

well and in good company?” 

“Lord Zerrex is nice.” Sin said quietly, giving him a meek smile before glancing back at 

Selena and asking curiously: “And I thought her Excellency had you deployed to the front line? 

Have you already been relieved of your duties?” 

Selena shook her head with a grunt, wiping at a large gash on her left breast before saying 

dryly: “I‟m on „temporary leave‟ for the moment while they form a military tribunal… Queen 

Feldspar and I got into a bit of a scuffle and several people were injured.” She paused as Zerrex 

looked at her with concern, then waved a hand airily. “I‟m fine and… Queen Feldspar… is 

also… thankfully okay… but I think they just wanted to reassign us to separate battlefields, just 

for safety reasons. While they do that, I get to do whatever I want, so I figured I‟d see what was 

happening here.” 



Sin nodded, then she stood up with a wince, and Zerrex looked after her curiously as she 

bowed to them both before murmuring softly: “I‟ll give you the day, then… pardon me, Lord 

Zerrex, but I don‟t want to interrupt…” 

“You can stay if you want…” Zerrex said softly, raising a hand, but then he smiled a bit 

as Sin looked hesitant. “On the other hand, don‟t let me keep you, either, Sin… just don‟t think 

that I want to get rid of you. I did invite you back here, after all.” 

Sin nodded again, then she blushed and bowed a bit before mumbling another apology 

and something else he didn‟t quite catch, and then she created a white portal and stepped through 

it, the portal shutting quickly after her. Zerrex shook his head slowly, and Selena snorted 

laughter from behind him, the Drakkaren making a face and dropping onto his back to look at her 

from the floor. “What?” 

“Just you… always hitting on important chicks.” Selena said with mild amusement, then 

she sighed and cast a quick cleansing spell over her body, wincing as she rubbed at one of her 

wounds slowly. “Hey, is this room soundproofed?” 

The Drakkaren nodded a bit, glancing around at the walls. “Yeah, I took the time to carve 

some inverted Echo runes on some of the logs before I set them up… why?” 

Selena shook her head a bit, then she grunted and sat down on the futon, looking 

miserable as Zerrex rolled onto his stomach and looked at her from the floor. “Just Feldspar. She 

hasn‟t seen you since… when?” 

“Uh… she came down here sometime a few years ago, but that was the last I heard from 

her. I‟ve been enjoying the quiet.” Zerrex responded mildly, shaking his head slowly, and then 

he paused, rubbing at one of his horns a bit. “I don‟t remember her being as bad as she was fifty 

years ago, but I think she was just doing it for me more than anything else.” 

“That‟s for sure. She was accusing me of all sorts of crazy shit, talking about you saying 

this and that, and even making all sorts of wild accusations about the Princess wanting you for 

some diabolical master plan or something…” Selena paused, then said in a lower voice: “Not 

that I doubt the latter entirely… something‟s wrong here, Zerrex, something‟s wrong with this 

war we‟re fighting. No battle has ever gone on this long in Hell before… and it‟s almost like the 

other two Princes don‟t even matter, yet Prince Raithe is one of the original Princes, and he‟s 

been here as long as Sin and longer than Amiglion… he‟s always been quiet and slow to battle, 

but at the same time, he‟s held his position for uncountable years by doing more than simply 

hiding all the time… but now he seems as irrelevant as Prince Memnon seems to be, which is 

ridiculous. 

“I don‟t like what‟s going on, and I don‟t even know what‟s going on.” Selena said 

softly, looking down and shaking her head slowly. “We‟re shipping almost none of our available 

reserves out to the mortal world, and we should be pouring more reinforcements towards the 

fronts… yet for whatever reason, she wants many of our platoons to hold positions in villages 

and other settlements in the Eastern and Western Provinces. I can understand why we want to do 

that in the East, since Raithe has signed a non-aggression pact with the Warlord that could any 

day become a full-out alliance… but in the West, Memnon‟s troops are perfectly capable of 

holding down his own forts and cities. 

“And although the Southern Province is renowned for our priestesses, she sent the Sisters 

out on a diplomatic mission of some sort to the mortal realm and they still haven‟t returned… at 

first I thought it was all fine and made sense, but now that I‟ve had several hundred years to mull 

it over from every angle and I‟ve seen our need for healing and their enormous powers, I… I just 

don‟t know.” She looked down, closing her eyes and dropping her hand in her forehead, 



murmuring softly: “I‟d like to spend the day with you, Zerrex, and just talk things through, if we 

could. I‟m sure you can skip one of your horribly-grueling training sessions to talk with an old 

friend, right?” 

“Sure.” Zerrex nodded and slid his way over to her, then he smiled a bit as he 

automatically slipped his head into her lap, and she gazed down at him with a smile of her own 

before flicking her thumb-claw across one fingertip, leaving a small, bleeding cut… and Zerrex 

made a face as she stuck this in his muzzle, before sighing as she glared at him and suckling 

back, mumbling around it: “This is still pretty twisted.” 

“Fuck you.” she grunted, and she closed her eyes and let out a soft sound of relief, her 

strange little fetish sated for the moment as there was quiet, but for the reptile‟s sucking at her 

finger. A few moments later, however, she tapped his muscular chest and said softly: “Look at 

you. When you came down here you were an old scarred lizard who was still built like a jeep… 

and now you‟re built more like a tank, but that could just be from your even-more-twisted 

exercise fetish. Why don‟t you just hurry up and change into a Wrath demon or a Gigataur or 

something already?” 

“Your mom.” Zerrex said childishly, and then he grunted as she flicked his nose with her 

other finger, sniffing a bit and rolling his shoulders slowly as he bit her finger loosely in return, 

making her wince. “Besides, I can‟t turn into a Gigataur. I‟m a lizard.” 

Selena shrugged, saying absently: “It‟s rare, but it happens on occasion… but I doubt 

you‟ll turn into one. You have to go through special training and all sorts of magical rituals… 

and you‟re right, it tends to work out a lot better for minotaurs.” She paused, then asked softly: 

“So hey. Why was Sin here? She usually acts as a messenger for the Princess to bigwigs… 

although I wouldn‟t get on her bad side if I were you. She‟s real shy, and she doesn‟t have much 

of a temper, but she won‟t take kindly to any undue touchy-touchy.” 

Zerrex grunted again, then he shook his head slowly. “She brought me some weird 

message from the Princess… something about me reporting to her after my ten thousand years 

are up in the Circle of Lust if I haven‟t started to undergo a demonic transformation by then. I‟m 

getting the feeling it wouldn‟t be a pleasant or safe process though, for some reason.” 

The Inquisitor shook her head, rubbing a hand quietly through Zerrex‟s hair. “Not at all… 

it requires some very special equipment and very powerful magic. Usually Scribes do it, or 

sometimes the Archmages, but only ever on someone who‟s very powerful and is taking a very 

long time to transform.”  

“Great.” Zerrex mumbled, then he sighed as she removed her finger from his muzzle and 

slipped her hand gently down to his chest instead, rubbing at it slowly as the lizard looked up at 

her and asked plainly: “Can I go and die somewhere? Or, you know, run through a Black Hole 

into the mortal realm and go kill Az‟Iriel before we get back to that? I really think it‟d be a great 

kick to his crotch if I killed his face off while I was still technically an Initiate.” 

Selena snorted and shook her head, looking down at the Drakkaren with deep 

entertainment. “Oh, Lord Zerrex… you‟re a strange creature, you know that? Most people would 

be fleeing in terror from even the idea of battling the Warlord, one of the most powerful Demon 

Princes ever to walk Hell… and yet here you are, still convinced that you‟ll be able to kill him 

like you‟ve killed everything else: with brute force and a bit of strategy.” 

“Don‟t forget luck.” Zerrex chimed in, then he rubbed a hand down his muzzle, looking 

lame. “Well, from the magic angle, it doesn‟t seem like I‟ll be able to do anything against him 

with that… so I guess the only thing I‟ve got going for me is that whole brute force thing. And 



even as a mortal I could knock his fists away with Blackheart… and believe me, I don‟t think he 

was just putting on a show in front of his minions to look cool.” 

Selena made a bit of a face, looking skeptical. “It‟s hard to say, Lord Zerrex. Whereas on 

the one hand Az‟Iriel is a demon of Pride and Wrath, on the other he‟s a cunning strategist. He 

might have been able to overlook his own urges for a moment, however short, in order to lure 

you into a trap where he would be sure to kill you…” 

“Except that went wrong for him.” Zerrex said quietly, glancing down at one of his hands 

before sighing a bit and looking up at her mildly before the Inquisitor could say anything, tilting 

his head a bit as he cleared his throat. “So, Selena. Been having lots of fun with Feldspar 

otherwise?” 

“That fucking bitch.” Selena glowered, shaking her head and looking down at him sourly. 

“She‟s obsessed with the Princess, and obsessed with you. „The Princess‟ is every second word 

out of her mouth, and your name is every third… it‟s infuriating.” 

“I think that technically, my name is every fourth word, then, because „the Princess‟ is 

two words.” Zerrex said mildly, and then he groaned as Selena smacked his abdominals firmly. 

“What? I can‟t help the truth, you… you bitch.” 

“Shut up or I‟ll make you lick my crotch.” Selena muttered irritably, and Zerrex rolled 

his eyes, while at the same time wondering what context she meant that in. “But seriously. How 

have things been between you happily married lovebirds?” 

Now Zerrex was the one glowering at her, before he crossed his arms and sulked, saying 

moodily: “I never thought the day would come when I would be upset there were four naked 

chicks on leashes at my door, but it came indeed. She tries to do everything she can to please 

me… but unlike…” He quieted, then glanced down and murmured: “Unlike Marina, it‟s not 

appealing at all… because unlike my daughters, she has no idea what I actually like and dislike.” 

Selena gazed down at him with sympathy as Zerrex swallowed and glanced away with a 

sigh, before he continued mildly: “But… she interferes a lot with the things I try to do. With my 

training, with my other Inquisitors – which just makes them angrier at me – and with my work… 

but thankfully Lieutenant Ambrose is a lot more forgiving about that than Longhorn ever was 

about anything. The only advantage to having her around is the fact that she always lets go one 

too many things around me, and she seems to be ever-so-slowly focusing less on the Princess 

and more on me…” 

“Which could be both good and bad.” finished Selena, nodding slowly and rubbing 

slowly under her muzzle. “I noticed something strange the other day, though, when the Princess 

came to inspect the army group I‟m co-commanding with her and another Inquisitor she tutored 

a long time ago. The Princess seemed upset with her… and Feldspar actually didn‟t treat her 

with the usual slavish respect, seemed even to get irritated with her, which is very hard to hide 

from a telepath like the Princess is. I also get the feeling the disagreement is about you… and I 

for once hope that Feldspar‟s right about something and standing up for you, since otherwise 

Feldspar seems like she‟s ready to start jabbing needles into you herself, whether she has 

authorization or not.” 

“Wonderful.” Zerrex grumbled, shaking his head slowly… and then he sighed a bit and 

the two relaxed together for a while, eventually curling up on the futon and simply talking until 

the Drakkaren had to go into work. When he came back, covered in dust and grime, Sin was 

quietly snoozing under the blankets, and there was a note from Selena saying she‟d been 

reassigned, but hoped to be back in two decades or so. 



Zerrex wondered if she was serious or not… even though he‟d spent so many years here 

now, he was still getting used to the idea that the concept of a „long time‟ to a demon was a very 

different concept than it was to a mortal… and that to a demon, a „short time‟ was probably 

around a century in Hell. On the other hand, however, he‟d managed to waste around ten hours 

talking cheerfully away with Selena before even thinking about banging her, and by then he‟d 

had to get back to work… so he supposed that either way, he was starting to get used to the fact 

time wasn‟t something that caused as much worry in Hell as it did in the mortal realm.  

The reptile used a cleansing spell to get rid of the dust and dirt on his body, and then he 

picked up the same book he‟d been studying from for most of his life as a demon here and went 

back to forcing his way through the text. The only good part was that the book had been 

enchanted to be legible even to the illiterate by the means of some weird-ass spell, and Zerrex 

mumbled under his breath: “I should take reopen the book store when I get back to the mortal 

realm with all the books enchanted like this… I‟d make a fortune…” 

“Are you truly so convinced you‟ll escape Hell?” asked a curious, quiet voice, and Zerrex 

glanced up to see Sin rubbing slowly at her eyes with one hand, before she yawned and flushed 

deeply. “Hello, Lord Zerrex. I‟m sorry, I didn‟t mean to disturb your reading or take up your 

bed…” 

“It‟s alright.” Zerrex shook his head quickly as she began to get up, and she settled back 

down, still looking uncomfortable even as she settled in, and he said softly: “Sleep if you need to 

rest… don‟t let me disturb you, either. Make yourself as comfortable as you want here, Sin, I 

honestly don‟t mind… it‟s… it‟s nice to have some company. And anything to distract me from 

this book is welcomed, believe me.” 

Sin blushed a bit, glancing down and rubbing her hands together slowly… and then 

Zerrex paused a moment more before answering her question, saying softly: “And… yeah. I 

guess I do think I‟ll get back home one day. Sure, I‟m in Hell… but Gape, from the Legion, is 

still missing after all these years, despite the trail of wreckage he‟s left behind in some villages in 

the East… and there have been plenty of other glitches and flaws in the powers of the Scholars. 

They can‟t be as omnipotent as everyone seems to think they are.” 

“They‟re neither omniscient nor omnipotent…” Sin murmured, shaking her head as she 

relaxed slowly backwards, closing her eyes… and Zerrex frowned, tilting his head curiously. 

“No one is, not even God, much as we‟d like to think otherwise. Not to say any of us were ever 

any stronger than he was… I believe a saying from one of your mortal religions is God can make 

anything except someone stronger than him, because he is above all. Well, it‟s half true… God 

could never make anyone more talented than he was… it could be close, but he was always the 

slightest bit stronger, wiser, better, in the end. 

“But there were other Gods, too, and some older and so strong that God Himself was 

forced to flee from them, with these terrible creatures chasing him across the galaxies, until they 

either tired of the chase or he managed to outsmart them somehow… and there were things he 

couldn‟t predict, like mortal behavior and beliefs… and there were things he couldn‟t do, 

although they were silly things for the most part.” Sin halted, then she looked down and 

murmured softly: “Poor God. I suppose the only thing we ever succeeded at, we Betrayers, was 

at screwing ourselves up all the more… and I wish I had never done the things I did. Some 

mortals say Sin was the daughter of Lucifer or Satan or whatever they called the Ruler of Hell… 

but you know, mortals have a tendency to assume too much. Lucifer, the Morning Star, may 

have been the Ruler of Hell… but do you think a grand and beautiful name like the Morning Star 

would be given to one of the highest of Archangels by an understanding and loving God who 



wants all his Creation and Life to be saved? No… Lucifer is the dawn and the sunrise, 

representing the first star every mortal sees in the morning before they even knew it was a star… 

“Lucifer always did his duty… it was Mephistopheles Thur Danna Thull the Wicked that 

betrayed all of us, that led us against God before there were even Angels and before Eternity was 

even called Heaven.” Sin looked down miserably, touching her stomach quietly. “And it was 

Mephistopheles who decided to alter all of us in Limbo when we had nothing else to do, to try 

and spawn forth our own race… and so it was Lucifer who was forced to give me my eternal 

punishment, until the day that the Emperor of Hell returns to the Center Throne of Hell.”  

Sin halted, closing her eyes and hugging her stomach gently, rocking slowly on the spot 

as she murmured: “I‟m sorry, Lord Zerrex… I… I must be tired, I got carried away…” 

“It‟s alright… I like to listen.” Zerrex said quietly, glancing over her slowly and smiling 

faintly, and she blushed a bit and gazed down embarrassedly. He thought for a moment about 

asking her what she meant by both her alterations and punishment, but from her sorrowful look 

he decided to leave the subject alone for now and let her be as she slowly lowered her head back 

onto his pillows. 

She was asleep again a few minutes later, and Zerrex carefully tiptoed past her and 

outside, his book discarded on the floor in disgust. With all the questions rolling around in his 

head, he couldn‟t concentrate… and once a short distance away, the reptile created a portal and 

stepped through it into the empty arena where Selena had once brought him for training. The 

reptile rolled his shoulders a bit, and then he paused as a familiar voice said mildly: “Well, well, 

look at this. It‟s a douchebag.” 

“Did you spend all night thinking of that one?” Zerrex turned around, crossing his arms 

as Vampire grinned cheerfully at him from one of the walkways, waving away two Masters in 

silver armor as he leapt down into the arena. He landed with a grunt on the sandy floor, then 

bounced over as Zerrex looked at him mildly. “You also seem to be in an awkwardly cheerful 

mood today, and I can‟t quite tell why.” 

“Hey, since when am I not allowed to be happy to see the good old Captain?” Vampire 

said, throwing his arms wide, and when Zerrex didn‟t make any move to hug him, he made a 

face and stuck out his tongue. “Bitch, one day you‟ll come running to squeeze me to death, 

because you‟ll have missed me so damn much.” 

“You‟re the bitch and we both know it.” Zerrex responded mildly, and Vampire coughed, 

half-pointing behind himself with a wince at the Masters who were still leaning on the balcony, 

doing a bad job of listening in before the Drakkaren said in a loud, clear voice: “Yeah, I know, I 

remember how much you were just begging for me to go harder, but I don‟t always like to be so 

rough, Vampire. I mean, who knows how much your body can take?” 

“Yeah, it was a hell of a fight!” Vampire agreed in a strained voice, and then he poked 

Zerrex in the chest with his thin spear, hissing: “And if you keep talking about me like that I‟m 

not going to let you fuck me anymore, motherfucker!” 

Zerrex snorted at this, grinning slightly and tilting his head forwards. “Gee, wouldn‟t that 

be a shame? Not getting a blowjob or having you bending over for me when there‟s probably a 

thousand other people in this region alone who seem to want a piece of me.” A pause, and then 

he held one finger up, nodding to the huge black wolf. “I do have to admit, on the other hand, 

that you are a rather impressive lay… and to think, this is the Vampire who used to always try to 

rape Cherry every time I wasn‟t around.” 

“I think that should‟ve told you something right there, sport.” Vampire grunted, and he 

rubbed the back of his head slowly, looking lame as he idly spun the spear at his side. “But you 



know, it took me forever to get used to the idea that I‟d much rather be doing the nasty with guys 

than with chicks… and I would like to point out I‟m not a total bitch, and there‟s a good few 

incubi around here who will testify to that fact.” 

The Drakkaren smiled slightly at this as Vampire moved to poke him with the spear 

again, catching the neck of the weapon as he growled lightly: “But what, pecking order still 

applies, even in sex, or are you just sometimes in the mood to be treated like the filthy whore you 

are?” 

Vampire coughed at this, trying to act irritated but failing miserably as he looked away, 

rubbing the back of his head slowly before finally grunting: “If you‟re going to start that shit up, 

Captain, you better be ready and willing to have some fun with me, because I‟ve been stuck on 

routine patrol of all nine motherfucking Circles for the last ten years now, and I‟d much rather 

waste my day getting laid here in Lust than wandering around all its scenic deserted spots where 

„enemies of the Province‟ could be laying in wait. I mean, seriously, this is bullshit. This is all 

because I was caught spying on the Commander in the shower, I tell you.” 

Zerrex rolled his eyes, looking dryly amused as he crossed his arms and let go of the 

spear as Vampire tugged on it, the lupine almost falling over. “Even Mahihko back home 

wouldn‟t be dumb enough to get caught… and nor would he get kicked out of the public showers 

every five days or so for inappropriate masturbation or public displays of affection that include 

dry-humping superior officers.” 

“It ain‟t dry-humping, we‟re in the shower.” Vampire said with a frown, and Zerrex 

slapped his forehead as the demonic wolf looked confused, before blowing a raspberry at the 

Drakkaren. “But the fag wolf Lone turned into, right? Hey, I am so much less of a faggot than he 

is. Unless he‟s big and muscly, then I might act like a bitch, but only for a… hey, wait, that 

reminds me! You promised me you‟d show me how damn big you could get, I‟ve still been 

waiting to see that shit for like, centuries now, you asshole.” 

Zerrex sighed, rolling his eyes, and then he finally muttered under his breath and stripped 

off his leather vest, folding this gently and putting it on the ground beside him before stripping 

off his pants and folding these, too, holding up a single finger as Vampire‟s muzzle opened with 

what was undoubtedly a sex joke. At the look from the Drakkaren, however, his mouth quickly 

shut, and he only watched with interest as Zerrex strolled a few feet away, wrapped one hand 

around his other and concentrated. 

His muscles bulged first, and then his body began to expand, at first slowly, but quickly 

speeding up until he reached full size, spreading his arms and shaking his hands out before he 

crossed his muscular upper limbs, gazing down at Vampire with a grin from a full twenty-five 

feet of height. One thing was for sure, at least… the magic and concentration training had paid 

off on allowing him to further increase his size… not to mention the thicker, beefier muscles that 

he had in this form even in proportion to his body now. 

Vampire‟s jaw dropped, and Zerrex rubbed the back of his head a bit, feeling a bit self-

conscious despite how used he was beginning to get to the way Hell worked, and then the 

demonic wolf said wonderingly as his eyes roved between Zerrex‟s legs: “Dude, you could fuck 

me with your horns alone… but that right there has to be one of the biggest penises I‟ve ever 

seen anywhere. You should totally fuck me right here and now, that‟d be awesome!” 

“I don‟t know why I put up with you.” Zerrex said sourly, and then he made a face, 

rubbing a hand over his huge chest and adding in a grumble: “And besides. If I did that right 

now, it‟d be more like masturbation than anything else… you‟d have to size up too, or bite me or 



something.” A pause when Vampire grinned widely and started forwards. “That wasn‟t an 

invitation. Anyway, I have to train.” 

The Drakkaren closed his eyes and took a deep breath, then sized down as he exhaled: a 

much easier, faster process for him. He winced a bit as his body locked in at its natural size, and 

then he opened one eye to see Vampire trying to sneak a bit closer, glowering before staring at 

the wolf‟s crotch, and then he looked at him mildly: “That better be a knife hiding under your 

loin plate.” 

Vampire coughed and covered his crotch with both hands, blushing a deep red as he 

snapped: “Hey, I can‟t help it if you‟re hot, alright? So fuck you, you cunt.” He paused, then 

pointed at the Drakkaren with his spear, before wincing as Zerrex tore it out of his hand easily 

and shoved it point-down into the earth. “Fuck, you‟re always so touchy when you‟re naked. Put 

your clothes back on.” 

“Not until you suck my cock.” Zerrex said coldly, and Vampire blinked and stared, a bit 

of drool falling out of his muzzle before the reptile glanced up and said mildly: “Oh, sorry, 

wrong wolf. Nevermind.” 

The reptile strolled over to his clothes, immediately beginning to hop into his pants and 

Vampire flailed and howled: “No, no, hey! I wanna do it, I‟ll gladly do it, come on! Don‟t be like 

that, Zerrex, you… you… ho.” 

“Your mom‟s a ho.” Zerrex muttered under his breath, but Vampire‟s ear twitched before 

he grunted something loudly in agreement. “Anyway, don‟t you have somewhere else you have 

to be? They‟re saying that Az‟Iriel‟s forces are shoving deeper through the Circle of Lust, after 

all… and, of course, the rumor going around that the entire Circle of Pride and all Pride demons 

are allying with him.” 

“That rumor‟s a fact that me running around isn‟t going to change, and Bondage can do a 

better patrol of the Circle of Lust than I can.” Vampire said dismissively, waving a hand before 

rubbing at the slope of his skull, frowning a bit as Zerrex did up his fly and looked over at him 

curiously. “You know, to be honest, I am a bit worried… but what can I do? I‟m a Royal 

Guard… I might not be involved in the war here, since our designation is to „protect the 

monarchs at all costs,‟ but I‟ll side with you no matter what, Cap‟n. And I know Bondage feels 

the same, but… he‟s also been specifically ordered to stay the hell away from you. Actually, 

everyone in the Legion has been, by orders of both the Princess and Az‟Iriel… 

“Look, Captain.” Vampire glanced back and forth, then he slipped close and wrapped an 

arm around Zerrex‟s shoulders, leaning his head down and almost touching their muzzles 

together as he murmured softly: “Things are getting bad. Like… really, really dangerous sorta 

bad. And the Masters utterly hate your guts, and the Slavers want to serve you up with a nice 

chow mein side dish for their main meal, and I want you to stop being such a prideful dick 

yourself and recognize that the Legion is still here and always will be here to serve you. I know I 

did some dick-shit things in the past to you, like that whole wonderful „attempting-to-kill-you‟ 

thing… but that taught me a lesson, and that‟s never to turn on my Captain.”  

He paused, then shrugged a bit and glanced at the lizard with a slight grin, rubbing his 

hand slowly down his back to squeeze his buttocks firmly and causing Zerrex to twitch. “See, 

you‟re like, an asshole. You hide everything about yourself away in this tiny little box, and you 

refuse to ever talk about what‟s actually wrong with you or what you‟re feeling. I get it, that‟s 

how you were raised, and that‟s how things worked in the Legion… and hey, I ain‟t big on this 

talking-and-sharing-feelings shit either, but talking with the others locked up with me was all 

that ever kept me sane when we were sentenced to that hellhole in Wrath.” Vampire shook his 



head slowly, then poked Zerrex‟s chest firmly and said dryly: “And you, you have got to start up 

with the talking sooner or later and letting us know what‟s wrong. You don‟t have to handle 

everything by yourself, you fuckin‟ ass. 

“Oh, go away.” Zerrex shoved Vampire rudely, but he was smiling a bit as Vampire 

snorted and quickly caught his balance. “You‟re a douchebag. Stop trying to sound all fuzzy and 

crap, you‟re giving me a headache.” He paused for a moment as Vampire rolled his eyes, then he 

held out his hand and said quietly: “But I will keep it in mind. Thank you, Drake… I‟m glad Hell 

hasn‟t changed you too much.” 

“Hey, you‟re still the same badass I knew, Captain…” The black wolf grinned widely and 

grasped the Drakkaren‟s hand firmly, shaking it before they punched their fists together lightly. 

“And hey, it‟s still Vampire, fuckhead. Don‟t call me that.” 

“Sensitive, sensitive.” Zerrex said dryly, and then he paused, tilting his head a bit and 

crossing his arms as he leaned backwards, and then he half-turned away, adding: “Now either 

leave me alone or help out. I need to do some training with magical skills and maybe afterwards 

head to the gym so I can work out.” 

Vampire gave a snort, then he put his hands on his hips and gave a wide grin. “And what, 

miss all this action and fun? Hell no, biotch, I want to stay and watch, now!” A pause as he 

slowly slid over to Zerrex, his paws barely moving against the sand as he leaned in 

uncomfortably close and whispered teasingly: “Tell you what… I‟ll teach you how to enlarge a 

spell, and if you do it properly… I‟ll show you to a hell of a time…” 

Zerrex groaned and slapped his forehead, but he had to admit he was intrigued, as he 

glanced over to the male and mumbled after a moment: “Fine… but it better be a damn good 

spell, and you better provide a damn good lay.” 

“Excellent!” Vampire beamed brightly at this like a child, clapping his hands together 

several times before he stretched out his arms and spread his legs a bit, then touched his toes in a 

vigorous motion before leaning back and half-flailing around in what he probably thought were 

aerobics. Zerrex sighed and looked flat as he watched this procedure, and finally Vampire came 

to a halt and looked around cheerfully. “Alright, let‟s do this!” 

The spell he taught the reptile Zerrex recognized as one that was fairly advanced… and 

furthermore, it required a lot of juice to pull off. Vampire also took the time to teach him about 

focal movements, however, explaining a bit more why psychics tended to use their hands to 

portray different actions and why spells simply worked better for some people when they added 

gestures along with the incantation. “It just helps you focus better… you know, gets you in the 

right mindset. Some of the showoffs like Blake don‟t have to move much at all for any spell, 

though, and I hear when your daughter Marina broke a gasket-” 

Vampire‟s mouth snapped shut a moment too late, and he looked lamely at Zerrex as the 

Drakkaren glanced at him sharply, before the demonic wolf slowly shrank back under Zerrex‟s 

gaze, his head trying to squeeze down into his body. “Hey, don‟t look at me like that! We aren‟t 

supposed to talk about this at all to you, and I could get in big trouble-” 

The Drakkaren grabbed Vampire by the ruff of his neck, shaking him violently once and 

glaring at him, and the demon wolf flushed and held up his hands before squeaking as Zerrex 

hefted him into the air with ease that frightened even him. “He-hey, okay, hey, maybe you‟re 

right, I already am in big trouble… but… look, um… put me down and let me go hide behind 

thirty feet of steel, and-” 



“Talk.” Zerrex said grimly, shaking him once more, and the demon let out another 

squawk before going limp and making a face as the Drakkaren‟s emerald eyes drilled into his 

own darker irises. 

“Okay, okay, okay… look. The rumor going around Hell is that Marina was so connected 

to you, she felt the moment of your death and promptly started exterminating demons like she 

was a Scholar or some shit.” Vampire grimaced, rubbing the back of his head slowly as Zerrex 

slowly set him down on his paws, the wolf looking relieved but still wary. “The psychic rage 

released was unbelievable… I mean, we felt it down here in Hell for years, even! The last time 

there was a psychic tremor this strong rolling through the worlds was probably at the death of 

Beatrice Blossom, from what I‟ve heard about her… but I don‟t honestly know. I only know that 

I‟ve never felt anything like it…” 

Zerrex tilted his head slowly, frowning a bit and asking quietly: “Psychic waves can carry 

down into Hell?” 

Vampire blinked, then nodded and smiled a bit, awkwardly beginning to play his fingers 

together. “Well, sorta, yeah. It‟s how… like… when séances are performed, and how some 

psychics connect with the afterlife, after all… they go en route through Hell. Telepathic 

messages have been known to cross the dimensions, after all…” 

The Drakkaren nodded slowly, crossing his arms and standing back a bit, looking 

down… and then Vampire patted him gently on the shoulder, saying quietly: “Come on, Captain. 

Let‟s get back to work, you‟ll feel better, I promise.” 

The lizard grunted a bit, shaking his head slowly and glancing down… and then he gave 

a sigh and a nod as Vampire grinned and punched his chest gently. “Come on, Captain 

Ravenlight. Just think about the ass you‟ll get to plow afterwards if you manage this.” 

He sighed and nodded, mumbling something under his breath but unable to come up with 

a proper retort for now, and then he flexed his fingers and concentrated on the incantation 

Vampire had just taught him. It was a difficult one, but he thought he had it memorized fairly 

well… but he felt hesitant to actually try it. 

Thoughts of his family had infested his mind, made him feel lost, confused and worst of 

all, so very damn sad… and the Drakkaren shook his head again and grit his teeth before 

Vampire walked over and said mildly, as he put a hand gently around his back: “What, are you 

going to go and disappoint everyone waiting back on the mortal realm for you?” 

The reptile‟s emerald eyes flicked open, and then he snarled and spat out the incantation 

as he cocked his fist back, Vampire staggering as the Drakkaren‟s elbow struck his stomach, and 

then Zerrex dropped to a kneel and punched the ground hard enough to knock a puff of sand 

through the air a moment before the ground in front of the reptile simply seemed to explode, a 

massive cone of rock shooting out of the earth to a towering forty feet of height, smaller stones 

and dust falling off of it as Zerrex and Vampire both gaped stupidly at it, then exchanged a dumb 

look before Vampire said dumbly: “Next time you see Inquisitor Selena, you uh… you might 

want to mention you‟re better at power-based spells than the other ones.” 

“Yeah…” Zerrex stared at the spire of rock before it slowly crumbled away to fragments 

of stone, and then he looked mildly over at Vampire. “So uh… do you think I passed?” 

Vampire grinned widely at this, winking and grabbing the Drakkaren‟s hand, then 

tugging him firmly along behind him as he headed for the open gate in the wall leading out of the 

arena. “Come with me and I‟ll show you, Captain… ugh, now I just need to convince you to size 

yourself up so I can feel like a proper bitch…” 



“I‟ll make you feel like the dirty whore you are no matter what sizes we‟re at.” Zerrex 

grunted in return, and Vampire‟s eyes gleamed as the Drakkaren tried to shake loose, adding 

mildly: “You seem to be in quite a hurry.” 

“Dude, I have blue balls so bad I‟m about ready to jerk off just to make sure you drain 

everything out of me with the second orgasm I‟ll undoubtedly have.” Vampire muttered, and 

then he turned as they entered the short stone corridor leading out of the arena and shoved Zerrex 

firmly against the rounded wall, clawing at the rawhide strap holding his loin plate in place at the 

same time and managing to tear it free, revealing a thick lupine penis beginning to slowly push 

free of its black-furred sheath, and a pair of enormous hanging testicles even larger than the 

reptile‟s own impressive orbs. “Ugh, fuck but I need some big ol‟ dick…” 

Zerrex snorted and grinned slightly as he looked back and forth, watching as Vampire 

dropped to his knees and greedily began to work at the fly of the Drakkaren‟s shaft with his 

clumsy, thick fingers, crossing his arms and looking at him with entertainment and a bit of 

growing arousal. “You really are just a whore, Vampire… no wonder cocksucker is my pet name 

for you. You‟re almost as bad as Mahihko…” 

Vampire grunted as he finally managed to open the Drakkaren‟s fly, immediately using 

one hand to jerk his pants down and almost drooling at the sight of the reptile‟s twitching, 

enormous member, his own hand going down to stroke his own impressive length as it thickened 

slowly, inch-by-inch of reddish, blue-veined flesh pushing out of his pouch, which seemed to 

stretch ever wider as the wolf‟s cock became larger and girthier, until at least thirty inches of hot 

flesh stood out, throbbing loosely in one of the lupine‟s hands. “Fuck that… I‟d like to see which 

of us could be better… after all, I can do this…” 

 Vampire lowered his head and opened his muzzle, slowly rubbing the length of his 

curved fangs against the reptile‟s obsidian member before taking the head of his flaccid-but-

growing shaft into his muzzle with a murr, and then he settled his jaws tightly around it as his 

tongue slid out and out and out, wrapping teasingly around the rest of the Drakkaren‟s shaft in a 

loose spiral until the end of the forked tongue brushed gently against Zerrex‟s testicles, and the 

reptile grinned widely as he felt it twisting and moving gently against his shaft, painting his 

member with saliva as Vampire closed his eyes and slowly began to push forwards. 

He took Zerrex‟s member into his muzzle bit-by-bit, at the same time stroking his own 

thick, long cock and murring in quiet pleasure as he felt the Drakkaren‟s erection growing stiffer 

by the moment, making it more and more difficult for him to take the huge penis into his maw as 

Zerrex reached down and grasped the wolf‟s head roughly on his hands, and Vampire‟s eyes 

opened in surprise as Zerrex yanked him forwards until his nose shoved hard into the reptile‟s 

abs, the Drakkaren growling hungrily: “No. You suck bitch, and you suck me hard… enough of 

this foreplay crap, I want you to swallow my cock…” 

Vampire gave a muffled grunt, nodding at the same time as he immediately went to work, 

stroking his own stiff cock a bit faster as his bulging, massive knot pushed slowly out of his 

sheath: it was thicker than a bowling ball, and added another good seven or so inches to his huge 

penis. It throbbed with desire as Vampire‟s hand moved up and down it quickly, the wolf 

moaning quietly around Zerrex‟s penis as he began to rapidly bob his head up and down the 

black-fleshed member, the Drakkaren grinning down at him widely as he laced his fingers 

around the back of the demonic wolf‟s skull to keep him close, thrusting firmly into the 

wonderful, hot grip of his throat as his tongue twisted and worked against Zerrex‟s obsidian shaft 

like a dancing, hot snake. 



The reptile‟s huge testicles smacked again and again against Vampire‟s chin, his nose 

grinding into the lizard‟s abs as he moved forwards hungrily, bobbing his head quickly and 

clenching his eyes shut as Zerrex jerked him hard into his body over and over. The pleasure was 

growing ever higher in his body as his muscles flexed powerfully, feeling Vampire eagerly 

working every part of his body against him… and admittedly, the choice of scenery the wolf had 

chosen was helping a bit, too. Either side of the tunnel was open, one into an arena used every so 

often for training drills and the other onto the dirt road that went around the entire Hell of Lust… 

not to mention the doors leading into the tunnel from the arena‟s innards… and with the Masters 

patrolling around, not to mention other Royal Guards, Vampire almost wants to get caught and 

exposed as the slut he is… 

“Suck harder, bitch…” Zerrex growled down to the wolf, wanting more pleasure as he 

brought one hand back to slap the wolf‟s face with moderate strength, the other shoving him 

forwards as he thrusted hard into the demon‟s throat, grinding his cock deep into his body and 

grinning widely as Vampire flinched and groaned; but they had played far harder than this, and 

just like Cherry, Vampire seemed to adore getting hit… but on the other hand, the wolf was 

almost invincible, turning violence and pain into a twisted playground for him. “I know you can 

do better, you worthless little slut… suck harder or I‟ll take my cock away and rip your body 

apart, piece-by-piece…” 

Beneath him, Vampire whimpered – a strange sound coming from a giant of rock-hard 

muscle – and doubled his efforts, the reptile letting his head fall back with a groan of pleasure as 

he began to thrust lazily: Vampire, however, didn‟t make any attempt to match his movements, 

instead going almost twice the reptile‟s speed as his head bobbed up and down, his nose 

beginning to bleed slightly from the painful shoves against the reptile‟s rock hard abdominals. 

Bliss sparked through the Drakkaren with every movement of the wolf, however, as the reptile 

looked down into the wolf‟s eyes dominatingly as he looked up at him… and then Vampire‟s 

eyes widened and he let out another moan of ecstasy. 

He trembled violently, and then Zerrex felt a hot, thick wetness splatter against his thighs, 

testicles and tail, Vampire humping the air madly as he shoved his maw forwards and began to 

work in wild movements against the Drakkaren‟s cock, pushing hard enough against the reptile 

to cause him to fall back against the stone wall against him and wince between his own pants of 

pleasure at the sudden ferocity of the wolf‟s movements. At the same time, he was rapidly 

stroking his shaft, which had thickened and bulged out even further to a total length of just over 

forty inches and was currently blasting volley after volley of seed onto the reptile‟s lower parts 

and the wall behind him, Vampire trying to aim his steel-stiff cock down as his hand rushed up 

and down his huge shaft. 

His orgasm lasted a surprisingly-long time… and his red, bulging and slick cock felt even 

harder afterwards, his sexual arousal even higher as he reached both hands up to grab the 

reptile‟s hips, moving his maw rapidly up and down the Drakkaren‟s stiff length and intent on 

giving him the best blowjob ever, feeling as if he would have another orgasm just from the 

sexuality of it all as seed leaked out of the tip of his penis and slowly rolled down his huge 

member… and then Zerrex grasped his forehead and shoved him violently off, looking down at 

him with a mixture of disgust and entertainment, domination coming off his body in waves that 

made Vampire pant and want to reach for his cock again even as Zerrex stomped squarely on the 

stiff member, pinning it against his chest and the wolf below to the ground. He groaned in pain, 

but flushed in sexual excitement, his eyes burning with it as he let himself go limp, and Zerrex 

pointed with one hand at the seed splattered over his lower body, growling: “Lick it up, bitch. 



Lick it all up, right now. You got Master dirty… you have to clean up the mess before you get to 

suck his cock.” 

“Yes, Master…” Vampire shuddered, staring up at him in complete submission before 

rolling over onto all fours and slowly crawling over to him, licking his muzzle hungrily as his 

massive cock throbbed between his legs… and Zerrex grinned slowly at this as he spread his 

legs, feeling warmth trickling down his thigh  and his own member throbbing, covered in saliva 

and leaking a bit of pre as he crossed his arms and glared down at the wolf. 

Vampire leaned slowly up, and then dragged his tongue first across the reptile‟s shin, 

despite the fact that was clean… and slowly, he moved up, not using his hands at all and 

avoiding the urge to start stroking madly just to see how much more he could squirt out: after all, 

there was a surprising amount splattered over Zerrex, and even more on the wall behind him. The 

wolf‟s tongue moved slowly up to lick the first still-hot splotch of seed off his thigh, next… and 

then he moved to the other leg, murmuring quietly: “Thank you, Master, for permitting me to do 

this… my Captain is so good to me…” 

“Shut up, whore and keep working… you can praise your Master later…” Zerrex said 

disdainfully, and Vampire shivered with a thrill of sexual delight as he nodded and moved to lap 

harder and firmer, bringing his hands hesitantly up to grip Zerrex‟s hip as he slid his head 

between his legs to drag his tongue across the bottom of the Drakkaren‟s tail. It excited the 

reptile all the more, too, as he moved a hand to slowly stroke his own obsidian member, 

spreading his legs a bit more… and then he growled lightly in pleasure as Vampire‟s long tongue 

dragged slowly over his testicles, sliding out to curl almost completely around one as he twisted 

it loosely along the surface of the other at the same time. “Good…” 

Vampire drew back, his eyes bright… and then Zerrex stepped to the side and grabbed 

the back of his head, the wolf looking confused for a moment before the reptile pointed at the 

seed leaking slowly down the tight brick wall and he growled: “But you aren‟t done yet, whore!” 

The Drakkaren leaned forwards and then shoved Vampire‟s head into the wall with 

enough force to send up a splatter of blood, the wolf howling in surprise and pain as one arm 

went up against the wall… but the other grabbed his own huge knot and squeezed viciously, his 

claws digging into the hard flesh with enough force to draw blood… but the agony only served 

to send his arousal even higher, making him feel like a hungry, feral beast as he pushed his 

mouth against the wall and began to lap hungrily at the seed, tasting dirt, grim, old and new 

blood, and of course his own bittersweet semen as his own cock leaked its juices slowly out to 

drip to the ground below. 

Zerrex watched with a wide grin, reveling in his own power as a shudder of pleasure 

went through him, stroking his massive member slowly as Vampire licked up every drop of his 

own seed from the wall… and then he turned around, his maw still a bit bloody and his eyes 

alight with need, grunting hungrily as he knelt in front of Zerrex… and the Drakkaren pointed a 

hand down, saying calmly: “Sit.” 

The wolf immediately sat on his ass, hands in front of him on either side of his massive, 

red cock, his paws on the ground as he gazed up at Zerrex lustfully… and the Drakkaren stepped 

forwards, stroking his member slowly as he growled: “Now beg… but don‟t touch.” 

Vampire got up on his knees, swallowing and holding his hands up in front of himself 

with a tremble, whispering up to Zerrex as he gazed into his eyes submissively: “Please Master, 

let me feel your power in my maw… please, Captain, forgive me for the past and let me prove to 

you now that all I want is to be your whore, your bitch, your property… yours… please, Master, 

let me prove that I think of myself only as your inferior, as your soldier, as your toy…” 



“That‟s a good start…” Zerrex grinned widely, then his eyes glanced at the wolf‟s 

throbbing shaft before he said softly: “Suck my cock… and suck your own, too.” 

Vampire‟s eyes widened as he began to pant quietly from the mere thought of doing what 

the Drakkaren had ordered, and immediately he nodded, edging closer on his knees as Zerrex 

slowly lowered his huge shaft to his mouth… and the wolf‟s jaws hungrily took it into his maw, 

beginning to bob firmly up and down the huge obsidian member, as one of Zerrex‟s hands settled 

on the back of the wolf‟s skull, the other reaching out to rest against the wall beside him as he 

looked hungrily down at the demon. 

Vampire moved up and down the lizard‟s cock blissfully, groaning softly and closing his 

eyes before he felt Zerrex drawing back… and the wolf‟s eyes opened before he winced and let 

out a whimpering moan as the reptile slipped free from his jaws and ground his member 

forwards against his features, inhaling the strong musk of the powerful reptile before he saw the 

order in the Drakkaren‟s eyes, and one of his own hands reached down to grasp and stroke his 

own red-fleshed member slowly as he lowered his head to lap teasingly at the head of his own 

maw… and then the lizard shoved his head forwards, and Vampire took the pointed head of his 

own lupine shaft into his muzzle, moaning quietly around his own length and bobbing slowly as 

his stroking became jagged, not daring to go any faster as he felt another orgasm already quickly 

rising in his body. 

Zerrex forced his head up and down his own shaft, Vampire whimpering and moaning as 

he fought the urge to orgasm, his hand clenching tightly into the gargantuan member just above 

his knot… and then finally, Zerrex tore the wolf‟s head back and Vampire let out a loud pant, 

staring up lustfully into the reptile‟s eyes as Zerrex growled: “Now finish me off, bitch!” 

“Oh Gods, yes Master!” Vampire groaned and nodded, and one hand grasped the base of 

the Drakkaren‟s cock and pulled it down, his maw opening wide and taking the obsidian member 

into his mouth as he began to bob hungrily up and down his huge shaft, the other clenching tight 

into the reptile‟s hip as he groaned hungrily in rapture and need, his own massive member 

pulsing thickly between his legs.  

Zerrex growled hungrily, leaning forwards a bit and beginning to thrust violently, forcing 

Vampire to catch up to his movements as both hands settled on the back of the wolf‟s head, his 

eyes burning with domination and lust as he felt his shaft stiffening rapidly inside his muzzle… 

and it was only a few minutes before the reptile arched his back with a roar, shoving Vampire‟s 

head all the way down his full thirty-two inch length, his testicles slapping the wolf‟s chin 

painfully as his nose ground into his abdominals with every rapid thrust as the Drakkaren‟s huge 

penis stiffened up inside the wolf‟s jaws. 

Vampire gurgled in pleasure at the first blast, his eyes rolling up in the back of his head 

as his muscular arms hugged Zerrex‟s waist tightly, looking as if he was in heaven as his huge 

member ground against the lizard‟s leg lightly. Over and over, the reptile slammed into his maw, 

releasing what felt like a gallon of seed with every volley his stiff, powerful penis fired, and 

Vampire could only give muffled, choked groans of pleasure as he swallowed every bit of seed 

he could manage until it finally began to leak out of his maw, his eyes bulging as he choked on 

the pure amount of load… and finally, Zerrex drew back, and Vampire coughed hard several 

times, a bit more of the white stuff splattering out of his maw before he swallowed painfully and 

licked up as much as he could with his long tongue from around his muzzle. 

His eyes drew slowly over Zerrex with adoration: the pants still around one ankle, the 

strong legs, the bulging, steel-hard cock the reptile‟s hand gripped by the base with streamers of 

drool and seed still hanging from it, somehow only adding to the attraction… and of course, the 



huge, muscular body that was tautly-covered by a tight hide of scales and the burning emerald 

eyes that were looking down at him dominatingly. The reptile‟s entire body moved with every 

breath he took, and Vampire watched every movement of muscle, every bead of sweat before 

Zerrex growled at him in an animal, raw voice: “Turn around, bitch… turn around, I need your 

tight ass surrounding my cock… I‟m going to take you around the world, bitch…” 

“I‟m here to serve my Captain… my Master is always so generous…” Vampire said 

hungrily, as he quickly spun around on the spot, licking his muzzle hungrily. He dropped to all 

fours, raising his tail and spreading his legs and feeling his huge testicles and huger cock 

dangling, the red member throbbing and still leaking in need as he opened his muzzle to speak 

again… 

But he was cut off as Zerrex dropped immediately to his knees and guided his cock 

straight to the wolf‟s tailhole before thrusting in without any ado, snarling and grabbing the 

lupine‟s hips as he jerked him backwards at the same time, and the wolf howled, his back 

arching and eyes bulging in shock, pain and an immense thrill running through his body as his 

cock hardened-up further almost immediately, feeling his passage tearing and blood leaking out 

around the reptile‟s penis… but he kept himself as tight as possible, leaning forwards and 

moaning as Zerrex forced more of his member forwards with another grunt and growl, more 

blood squirting out of his violated rosebud and lubricating the Drakkaren‟s cock further as he 

moaned hungrily: “C-Captain…” 

Zerrex didn‟t reply, leaning forwards and then thrusting with a loud groan to the hilt into 

the wolf, and he grinned widely, licking his muzzle slowly and pausing for a delicious moment 

as he felt Vampire‟s body reacting to his penetration, felt his passage clenching around him with 

amazing, unmatched tightness… and without any further hesitation, he began to thrust rapidly 

and powerfully in and out of the lupine‟s tight ass, his steely, sensitive shaft already on the verge 

of another orgasm as Vampire cried out in ecstasy beneath him, the wolf arching his back as his 

own claws dug into the ground. 

Vampire‟s body rocked violently back against Zerrex over and over, his eyes bulging as 

he stammered hungrily: “Oh… oh fuck, Zerrex! Oh fuck, Captain, not so fast, please, please 

slow down, I… I‟m gonna… oh fuck, please…” 

“Harder? Of course, bitch!” Zerrex grinned widely in return, reaching a hand forwards 

and shoving Vampire‟s head down while his other arm slipped around to the wolf‟s huge abs, 

feeling his huge, slick shaft bouncing up to strike the back of his hand over and over as he added 

in a growl: “Go ahead, take a look if you can see past your own cock!” 

The wolf moaned, staring at the head of his own huge shaft as Zerrex began to move 

faster and harder in and out of his passage, the Drakkaren panting hungrily behind him as the 

lupine demon let out a sharp grunt of ecstasy with every thrust… and then he moaned and began 

to yell Zerrex‟s name over and over as his shaft stiffened up entirely and began to release blast 

after blast of seed, splattering over his own face as the wolf‟s words became inarticulate cries of 

pleasure, his eyes clenched shut as Zerrex continued to piston in and out of him at an incredible 

speed, feeling his testicles smashing into his own over and over as if they were metal instead of 

flesh. 

It was wonderful to the Drakkaren, as Vampire finally arched his back and released a few 

last volleys forwards into the dirt, his faced splattered with his own semen as his body flexed and 

bulged, his muscles standing out in profile through his fur as Zerrex brought one leg up beside 

the wolf‟s hip, grunting as he shoved to the hilt and gyrated his shaft, causing Vampire to squeal 

like a girl as Zerrex leaned forwards over him, resting his forearm on his back as the other arm 



remained tightly around his body. Again and again he thrusted into him, grunting hungrily and 

slamming into him over and over, feeling his orgasm always on the edge but never boiling over 

as his shaft squelched in the mess of fluids between their bodies. 

Finally, Vampire‟s body moved in just the right way, his screams reached just the right 

volume, and the reptile thrusted at just the right speed, and he felt his body tip over the edge… 

and he roared as he thrusted violently over and over into the wolf‟s body, the lupine‟s erection 

still bulging between his legs but the seed long dried into the fur on his face, and Zerrex arched 

his back as Vampire let out a breathless moan of: „Captain!‟ at the feeling of the reptile‟s shaft 

reaching its full stiffness inside him and releasing its hot fluids. 

The first blast was enough to make Vampire feel like he‟d just been filled by another 

average male, even a demon male… and the following blasts made him feel almost bloated as he 

groaned in ecstasy, begging for more in inarticulate moans as he moved back against Zerrex as 

hard as he could, his fur splattered with sweat as Zerrex rammed into him over and over with 

hungry snarls… and finally, the Drakkaren leaned slowly forwards over him until their bodies 

were almost pressed together, the reptile panting hard and Vampire dropping his head with a 

moan as seed and blood leaked out of his anus in a steady drip, and shivers wracked his body as 

he whispered: “Captain Ravenlight… Lord Zerrex… my Master… I‟ve been longing to say this, 

but never had the guts… I missed you…” 

“It hasn‟t been the same without you either, Vampire…” Zerrex grinned a bit, his eyes 

closed as he slowly drew back, and Vampire groaned and fell forwards as the reptile pulled his 

thick shaft out of his anus, a flow of seed and blood following and splattering all over the ground 

before Vampire rolled onto his back, feeling more leaking out of him as Zerrex dropped onto his 

body, their still-hard shafts rubbing together as Vampire wrapped his arms around his body, 

gazing up at him as Zerrex put his hands out to either side of the wolf‟s head, adding playfully: 

“I almost thought you were going to say „I love you,‟ in which case I would‟ve had to kill you.” 

“Yeah, you ain‟t that lucky.” Vampire grunted, but he blushed a bit nonetheless before 

pausing and dropping his head to the side, and his flush darkened. “Oh… shit.” 

Zerrex glanced to the side as well, to see a whole parade of demons squeezed into the 

tunnel: Masters and Slavers who were gaping, incubi and succubi who were flushed and 

drooling, Royal Guards and Lust jailors who were holding the latter back from attempting to join 

in, and standing in front, a very-angry looking three-eyed demon in green armor similar to 

Vampire‟s, except it covered a bit more of the chest… and he was wearing chainmail beneath 

this, which meant it left far more to the imagination than Vampire‟s. 

He was the same sort of demon as the librarian Zerrex has seen long ago, with the weird, 

crocodile-wolf mix muzzle and grey skin, and the cat ears covered in mattered red hair… and 

then he pointed furiously at Vampire, snapping angrily: “You! You… I want to see you in my 

office in an hour, Vampire! How many times have I told you, flat-out, no fucking on duty? But 

here you are… making a bitch of yourself to the one person you‟re also supposed to stay away 

from! Fuck, you… I… goddammit, Vampire!” 

The demon spun around and shoved his way violently through the crowd, and Vampire 

winced a bit before mumbling and rubbing the back of his head slowly as he glanced up 

embarrassedly at Zerrex: “Maybe uh… maybe we should get our clothes on?” 

The Drakkaren glanced to the side, feeling strangely-immodest… and he could still feel 

his hard shaft pressing against Vampire‟s own, so instead of moving, he only looked back down 

at Vampire and said teasingly: “After we give them a moment they can all remember.” 



The wolf blinked… and then Zerrex pushed his muzzle down on his, and Vampire 

melted, his long tongue twisting slowly around the Drakkaren‟s own as they worked their 

muzzles together in a slow, hungry kiss. Zerrex could faintly taste blood and his own seed, could 

smell sex, Vampire‟s seed, and his own mixed all together with the scents of their bodies… and 

then he slowly drew back, the demon‟s lips chasing his own as Vampire ground up against him, 

squeezing him tightly around the neck as they gazed into each other‟s eyes, and then the wolf 

said stupidly: “We should so have a fling and date for a while in Hell. Holy fuck, you just made 

out with me.” 

“Yeah, get over it.” Zerrex grunted, and then he stood up and turned his back on the 

crowd that had now turned into a minor melee, the reptile wincing and feeling his erection 

quickly dying down as the Royal Guards and jailors were quickly being beaten down by the 

other two groups, and he cast a fast cleansing spell over himself before creating a portal as he 

painfully shoved himself down into his pants, still half-erect and just hoping he wouldn‟t tear the 

fabric as he did up the top of his fly. “Alright, I‟m getting the hell out of here before they kill 

me.” 

“Yeah, good idea!” Vampire winced as he created a portal, and Zerrex stepped quickly 

through it before Vampire followed, and the reptile blinked as they stepped into a field filled 

with apple trees he didn‟t recognize. With all the fertile vegetation, he knew it was still the Circle 

of Lust… and then the black wolf patted him on the back and let out a sigh of relief as he sat 

down against one of the gnarled black trees, saying peacefully: “Here we go, Captain. This is 

near Ambience, a small town in the Eastern Province part of the Hell of Lust. I know you ain‟t 

supposed to travel this far away, but I figured what the fuck… it seems like the Southern 

Province is just as messed up, anyway, after all. 

Zerrex nodded as Vampire tossed off his golden chest plate… and then the reptile strolled 

slowly through the field as he oriented himself, noting they were up on top of a small clifftop… 

and a short distance away was what looked like a set of small homes that gradually grew into 

several larger buildings. Nothing like the Southern Cross metropolis, but a town nonetheless… 

and I haven‟t been to a city in the Lust Circle yet. “Well, let‟s go take a walk around, then. I‟ve 

got some spare money on me, and I‟d like to see what a city in this Circle is like.” 

“Well, fuck then, let‟s get going!” Vampire agreed cheerfully, and the demon wolf 

paused just long enough to make sure his shaft had mostly receded into his sheath – he was so 

big that a good portion of the head of his penis still stuck out of the furry pouch – and then he 

cast a cleansing spell over his body before bouncing on ahead, and Zerrex rolled his eyes as he 

followed at a fair pace. 

The two strode into the city ten minutes later, Zerrex trying to ignore the occasional gasp 

or stare he received as Vampire pointed back and forth, grinning widely: he had obviously made 

it a point to frequent this particular city when he was off-duty. “See, that‟s Cherry‟s Bar – not 

our Cherry, obviously – and it‟s a nice little spot with some strippers, good service but the lineup 

changes every month or so, which can be a bit irritating when you‟re trying to hit on one chick at 

a time… that‟s a gay nightclub there, awesome place, you can get your dick wet almost twenty 

times in an hour with the kind of clientele it caters to and the sheer amount of male-whores and 

strippers… and oh, this is a great little shop here, lots of leathers and stuff…” 

“Let‟s stop here.” Zerrex said mildly, and Vampire‟s eyes lit up as he rubbed his hands 

together and strode inside through the open door. The reptile paused for a moment to reflect on 

how he was getting stares of shock, but next to everyone else around here was naked or wearing 



something that belonged in a porno… and then he walked in himself, making a bit of a face at 

the dusty windows and decrepit look of the store. 

A draconic demon sitting at the front desk only grunted from behind a newspaper, not 

bothering to look up… and Zerrex had to admit he liked the available selection here. Whips, 

restraints, collars and chokers, leashes, gloves… and from the patterns on some of them, he 

thought even Bondage would have been impressed, as Vampire walked up and down the aisles 

with a grin. “See, this is some good shit „round here… the problem is most of it is expensive as 

fuck, especially the leather clothes and shit. But they sell sheets of leather in various… what do 

you call it, grains? Yeah. Various grains at the back, sheets of leather and shit… and Bondage 

would probably whip you up anything you wanted if you even just mentioned you had some of 

this shit, Cap‟n.” 

“Probably.” Zerrex agreed mildly, then a plain leather collar with a golden clasp caught 

his eye, hanging from a hook on a small metal rack… and Zerrex picked this up, glancing over it 

slowly. It was almost a belt, and the clasp was fashioned in an old style golden square with a 

hook through the end of it, but it felt stretchy, too… and the Drakkaren pulled on it 

experimentally, and smiled slightly as it expanded a bit. “Fit all stuff, too, huh?” 

“Yeah, it‟s a common enchantment down here…” Vampire said absently, from where he 

was busily browsing another shelf filled with porn and magazines on maintaining and taking care 

of leather. “You know, they even sell leather dick-covers somewhere in here, and I‟ve always 

wanted to try one… I figure it‟d be like a condom, but hey, what the fuck… it might feel real 

nice, too. Some of them even come with those leather belt things to stop a dude from 

orgasming… I bet that‟d be some fun shit…” 

“And I bet you actually have like, ten of them at home, somewhere.” Zerrex said mildly, 

walking over to the counter and putting down the leather collar, and Vampire coughed a bit, 

rubbing the back of his head embarrassedly. “From the fact you only gave things a glance over, it 

makes me think you own most of the stuff in this store.” 

“Only half!” Vampire said defensively, brushing at his naked chest before he grinned and 

flexed, his muscles bulging hugely as the reptile rolled his eyes. “Speaking of which, I think all 

that sperm-guzzling is making me even huger and sexier… just look at my muscles, they‟re like 

fuckin‟ cannons.” 

Zerrex rolled his eyes, then turned around and tapped the counter, and the demon behind 

it muttered something before tilting his head around the newspaper and looking at the plain 

collar, saying mildly: “Fifteen silver coins. Eighteen if you want it patterned, twenty if you want 

me to add a charm, curse, blessing, etcetera on it, but only twenty-two for both.” 

Zerrex mused a bit, tilting his head downwards, and the demon put his newspaper aside 

with a sigh, adjusting himself on his stool and brushing down the plain robes he was wearing, 

looking miserable. “Oh wonderful, you want both, don‟t you? Let me guess, something fun and 

really creative, like „pet,‟ or „bitch,‟ or maybe a name, right? And then you want me to put a 

magic charm on it to increase sexual pleasure and potency, am I right?” 

“I‟ll have both, but put…” Zerrex thought for a few long moments as the draconic demon 

looked at him grouchy, idly rubbing at a small ridge of spikes down the back of his jawline. 

Finally, Zerrex said mildly: “Put a design of vines and roses over it, and etch it in a darker 

black… and put a servitude curse on it, and a double-edged blessing that causes whoever wears it 

to at least get a taste of the pleasure they‟re causing the other person… can you do all that for 

me, or is it asking too much?” 



The deprecating tone of the Drakkaren caused the shopkeeper to glower, and then he held 

his hands out, muttering quietly under his breath as he closed his eyes, and the collar twisted to 

lay flat as a design began to etch itself out over the leather, Zerrex watching with interest as 

Vampire came over curiously, half-pushing at the reptile before the Drakkaren shoved him 

absently away. Almost a full minute later, the dragon-demon sat back with a sigh and a wince, 

rubbing at his head and grunting: “There. Whoever wears it will become attached to the person 

who puts it on them… and they‟ll feel double the pleasure they give that person.” The dragon 

looked at him imperiously, crossing his arms before asking sourly: “Want me to put it on you to 

prove it?” 

“I‟m good, thanks.” Zerrex said mildly, digging in his pocket, and then he produced a 

small rawhide bag, opening this and dumping the contents onto the counter, muttering to himself 

as he sorted the coins into groups before brushing seven back into his hand. “There you go.” 

“Have a pleasant day.” The draconic demon said satirically as he swept up the other 

coins, and then he sat back and picked up his paper, going back to reading as Zerrex rolled his 

eyes and picked up the collar. He turned around to Vampire and smiled slightly as he undid it, 

and Vampire blinked before looking honestly stunned, knitting his hands together slowly.  

He didn‟t speak, and neither did Zerrex as the Drakkaren leaned up and carefully fitted 

the collar around the wolf‟s neck, and then he clasped it tight and Vampire grunted, arching his 

back a bit and closing his eyes… and then he flushed deeply and bowed his head, murmuring: 

“Thank you, Cap‟n… I… I live to serve.” 

Zerrex smiled a bit at this and tapped his cheek gently… and then he strolled out of the 

store and Vampire followed as he touched the collar slowly, a bit of a grin sliding over his face 

as he asked curiously: “Hey, does this mean we get to fuck more often?” 

“I hate you.” Zerrex rolled his eyes, and Vampire cackled before the two blinked as a 

portal opened beside them, and immediately the wolf winced and leaned away as Sin stepped out 

through the dark energy, looking at Zerrex with concern as she reached up and touched his face 

with her cold fingers. 

“This is dangerous, we have to go, Lord Zerrex…” she pleaded… and then she looked at 

Vampire with a bit of a frown, her eyes disapproving as the wolf shrank back under her gaze… 

and Zerrex wondered for a moment what kind of power she really possessed if even the cocky 

demonic lupine was scared of her. And Vampire wasn‟t even scared of me… “Drake Lazarus… 

you‟re supposed to meet the Commander soon. You should put some formal clothes on and meet 

him early to try and get a nicer reception.” 

“Yeah, I guess you‟re right…” he muttered… but then he touched Zerrex‟s shoulder, and 

the reptile glanced back and nodded a bit, the wolf smiling faintly. “I‟ll see you soon, Zerrex. 

Thanks for the fuck and the gift.” 

With that, Vampire turned and opened a portal, stepping quickly through… and Zerrex 

allowed Sin to lead him through her own back into his home, and the female sighed a bit in 

relief, closing her eyes… and the Drakkaren stared at the glowing circle of runes now on the wall 

beside his futon, and Sin flushed deeply. “I… I apologize, Lord Zerrex, I put it up without 

permission… but it‟s a special protective charm… no one else should be able to enter your home 

without your authorization, and only you or I can create a portal into here… but I can take it 

down if it bothers you…” 

“No, I… I just don‟t recognize any of those runes.” Zerrex said lamely, and the reptile 

stepped forwards a bit as he stared at the glowing writing on the wall, asking slowly: “How… I 

mean, I‟ve never seen even Amiglion cast anything like this…” 



“It‟s just a little something to help make you safer, that‟s all… the Princess wants me to 

make sure you stay in fit condition.” Sin murmured quietly, and the reptile looked over at her 

curiously before she bowed to him, despite the pain it seemed to cause her. “Perhaps once you 

start to get better at magic, we can start talking more about the runes and other theory… you 

seem very interested in that, after all…” 

“Yeah…” Zerrex nodded slowly, then he hesitated before touching her arm… and it was 

just as cold as the rest of her, as she blushed deeply and shrank away a bit. “Sin, are you okay 

yourself? If you‟re not, let me help you however I can…” 

Sin glanced down, then sat carefully back on the futon with a grunt and slid backwards, 

murmuring softly: “No, I‟m fine… I just… I‟m sorry, Lord Zerrex, I don‟t like to be touched…” 

She looked away, crossing her arms over her stomach and adding quietly: “And I don‟t think you 

can help me, with all due respect. But anything you want, I am instructed to do or help you 

with… I… I just…” 

“It‟s okay… I won‟t force you to do or tell me anything.” Zerrex responded quietly, and 

he looked at her for a few long moments before sighing and deciding to spend what little free 

time he had left reading. 

 

The Drakkaren grunted quietly as he lay back on the workout bench, slowly drawing a 

bar loaded with more than ten metric tons of weight before pushing it high above his head, sweat 

rolling down his scales as he grit his teeth… not so much in effort as in frustration, however, 

before he snarled and leapt up to his feet, easily holding the bar in one hand and roaring as he 

flung it across the room like it was a small barbell instead of a massive, rune-covered alloy pole 

with two gargantuan, rune-covered stone weights on either end. 

It crashed through the cement wall of his house to thud heavily to the ground outside with 

several large pieces of stone, and the reptile snarled as he clenched his hands into fists, his eyes 

burning with rage before it turned quickly to humiliation as a portal opened beside him, and Sin 

stepped through, looking pale and concerned: “Lord Zerrex, what happened?” 

“Nothing…” Zerrex looked away, closing his eyes and picking up his towel, wiping off 

his muscular body and his hair, before he murmured quietly: “The weight‟s not enough anymore, 

Sin. I need you to increase the weight enchantment on it.” 

“Oh… I‟m sorry, Lord Zerrex…” Sin hesitated, then walked around him, knitting her 

fingers and gazing up at him with concern, her eyes filling tears. “Stop… stop pushing yourself 

so hard like this… please…” 

Zerrex closed his eyes and slumped, nodding a bit and rubbing a hand over his muzzle 

slowly; he couldn‟t bear to see her in pain. She looked like his mother and reminded him in some 

ways of Mary, the cat who had died so many years ago to prove to him he could change, that he 

wasn‟t just a heartless beast… and then he sighed softly and tossed the towel away, reaching up 

and squeezing Sin‟s shoulders before leaning down and kissing her forehead silently. “I‟m sorry. 

Please don‟t cry, Sin… I‟ll fix this all up myself, okay? Go on back to whatever you were 

doing.” 

“Okay…” Sin nodded a bit, still looking at him worriedly… and then she shakily touched 

his chest before flushing deeply and running back through the portal that was still open, and 

Zerrex half-reached after her before closing his hand slowly into a fist and letting it drop to his 

side, hanging his head and now feeling even more dejected. She‟s so scared of me… and I‟m 

kind of scared of her, too. But she doesn‟t feel cold anymore… and at least we‟re touching one 

another now, even though it‟s taken… what, more than a millennia? 



Zerrex had now been in Hell for almost two thousand years: for two thousand years he 

had suffered, but for two thousand years he had trained, pushing himself harder and harder… and 

not changing in the slightest. He was still just a simple Initiate, no matter how strong he became 

physically or what he learned of magic, no matter what he ate or did or whether or not he gave 

into his emotions… and the reptile sighed as he walked over to the hole in the wall and leapt out, 

landing easily in the field a floor below and making a face at the slight vertigo he felt upon 

looking back at his home. 

A few centuries back – Gods, I hate that, talking about so many years like last week – Sin 

had helped him fortify and add another floor to the cabin, which she‟d then increased the size of 

using some spacial spell the reptile would direly like to learn… but he had just made it into 

advanced level magic in that ridiculous Basic Principles book that had haunted him almost from 

the start of his penance here in Hell, and he would likely still be stuck on even after he became a 

demon. Life sucks. 

Now the log cabin had a strange square of cement piled on top of it, with a tiny hole the 

reptile had apparently just leapt through… a hole that grew bigger when you drew closer to it, 

and smaller when you stepped away. Zerrex made a face at this, and then he carefully began to 

gather up the larger chunks of concrete under one arm before picking up the ten tons – Ten. 

Goddamn. Tons. – of weight and hefted that up over his other shoulder, grumbling to himself as 

he headed for the door, which Sin promptly opened without him getting a chance to ask. 

He nodded his thanks to her, and he headed for a small staircase he‟d built himself out of 

plain timbers and strengthened with magic, and the Drakkaren maneuvered the huge, weighted 

bar carefully around so he didn‟t bump into anything before stepping into his workout room and 

sighing a bit, dropping the concrete pieces by the enormous gap in the wall and placing the 

weights back on the bar, looking down at it miserably. “Why is this happening to me? Why 

couldn‟t I just be like every other normal demon here?” 

He sat down on the bench, then held up his hand as he muttered an incantation, shifting 

his attention to concentrate on the wall more than his own odd plight. Slowly, the chunks of 

concrete shuddered and locked themselves back into place, and the cracks and damaged material 

repaired itself bit-by-bit, but Zerrex felt his energy rapidly draining before he let out a grunt and 

a sigh, his head pulsing with pain as he grabbed at it. Goddammit… material-affecting magic is 

just not my thing… 

A moment later, however, he blinked as Sin sat down beside him and silently rubbed a 

hand down his back, looking at him with concern as she held her other hand out… and without a 

word or murmur, the wall instantly restored itself, several other large pieces of broken concrete 

flying into place from outside and locking themselves in as the cracks filled up and smoothed 

out. It was a show of power made more impressive when you considered the fact even Selena 

couldn‟t fix larger things, despite all her training and prowess in magic. 

“You need to stop worrying yourself so much, please…” she murmured, and then she 

quietly slid away, looking down with embarrassment. “I… you‟re just different, Lord Zerrex. 

The same rules and laws that apply to most demonic development don‟t seem to apply to you… 

for whatever reason. You‟ve grown incredibly strong over the last two thousand years… and… 

and I… I…” she swallowed, then forced out in a meek voice: “I know how much you miss your 

family.” 

The reptile looked over at her for a few moments… and then he nodded a bit and 

murmured quietly: “Yeah. I really do… but I know I can‟t give up or give in, and I‟m trying my 

hardest to keep going. It‟s just… so hard, Sin. I have too many conflicting emotions, and 



sometimes it feels like the Princess is trying to get in my way, or that she‟s working to make 

things as miserable as possible for me.” 

“Whatever the Princess is doing, she does it with the intent of making you as strong as 

you can be…” Sin murmured quietly, but even she didn‟t sound very convinced by her own 

words, glancing away and rubbing her hands together slowly. “I… I don‟t think the Princess 

means for you to always suffer…” 

Zerrex nodded and grunted a bit, but he couldn‟t help but remember a thousand years ago 

now, when nine hundred and ninety-nine years became a full millennium he‟d spent in Hell. He 

remembered sitting quietly at a huge feast set up for him by Queen Feldspar, the Princess, and 

Sin at the head, most of the Goth Legion, Carmen and Amiglion making the middle, and Zerrex, 

Selena, and Lily making up the foot of the table. It had been awkward and silent for the most 

part, Amazons and Royal Guards patrolling quietly around the corridors as they sat in a far-too-

large dining room in Carmen‟s Palace in the Circle of Lust… and then the Princess had risen her 

glass and stood up, the rest of the table slowly standing as well as she said clearly: “To Lord 

Zerrex, and the many friends and enemies he has made in Hell, and almost all of either side of 

great strength and grave importance in our little world.” 

That had sent a chill down Zerrex‟s spine as he exchanged a look with Lily, who had 

flushed a bit – likely because of her own royal heritage. They never spoke of it, but he knew she 

was someone of great importance, since even Queen Feldspar bowed to her… and he had learned 

that Queen Feldspar was second only to the Princess, and that Lily was from another Province 

entirely… but was in the South to avoid the war ravaging the other Provinces. It was why she 

was always under constant guard… and Zerrex truly felt sad for her and sympathized with her 

plight, and perhaps that was why they got along so well. 

The Princess looked back and forth, nodding and motioning for everyone to be seated… 

and then she had held her glass out towards Zerrex, saying softly: “You have truly lived up to my 

expectations, Lord Zerrex… you have overcome every obstacle thrown into your path, and 

fought for and won supremacy from every demon to cross your shadow. You have battled 

everything from worms to gods, slaves to Inquisitors, half-demons to monarchs… and you have 

come out victorious again and again. You have proven yourself stronger in Hell than in life. 

“I mean no offense by any of this of course… and here I wish to feast in your honor. 

Many souls do not survive or persevere as you have over even a thousand years of Hell, and 

break down, give up, and die… or become lesser demons like the Plasmids.” The Princess added, 

and he hated the way her voice smiled, despite the fact he knew she was hearing every angry 

thought he had, the reptile looking stiffly across at her as Lily gently took one of his hands under 

the table and held it tight, Selena grasping the Drakkaren‟s other bicep firmly and wincing a bit 

at how tense he was. “You, however, are on your way to becoming the greatest of demons, 

despite how little corruption you show…” 

Dinner had not gone well, especially after that, Lily and Selena both warning him that 

everything was laced with powerful dark essence, that every drink was alcohol except for the 

drinks that were demonic blood extracted from Gigataurs or other specially-corrupted creatures, 

that some of the food he was eating was chopped-up demons of all manner, that the plates had 

magical runes on them that was tainting the food… and yet by this point, the Drakkaren didn‟t 

care. He ate a bit of everything and had large servings of whatever he liked, he was rude and 

refused conversation, and eventually Feldspar left the table in fury: not at him, but at the 

Princess, after a very short mental argument seemed to erupt between them when their eyes 

locked for only a few moments. After Feldspar left, Ghost and Silverfish quickly made their 



escape as well… leaving Bondage and Blake. Vampire seemed to have been purposefully-

skipped over… but then again, he had also been demoted and was serving a very long, very 

painful punishment guarding the Royal Stables and taking care of the demonic mounts of the 

Royal Knights. 

It took forever, but finally they reached the last course of the meal, as Sin excused herself 

for „personal reasons‟ and Bondage and Blake left to continue their own duties in Hell. Amiglion 

looked like he wanted to stick around to the very end… but at a glance from the Princess to the 

two Wentaku behind her – the three-eyed demons with the wolf and croc features, which Selena 

said with a grimace were the far-more civilized cousins of the Wendigo – they asked everyone in 

civilized but cold voices to leave the room, except for Lord Zerrex. Even Carmen was almost 

forcibly removed by her own Amazon guard and jerked to her feet when she asked to stay, and 

one of the Wentaku said softly things would be much smoother if she would just cooperate and 

leave. 

The Princess gazed after Carmen as she left with the others, snarling furiously and 

casting a worried look over to Zerrex… and then all but the two Wentaku and the handful of 

concubines the Princess had brought with her left the room. She smiled and pushed her mask up 

ever-so-slightly as she slowly poured herself a glass of wine, and then she took a slow sip before 

asking softly: “Do you really think you can ever escape here, Lord Zerrex? You haven‟t even 

begun to grasp the concept of Hell yet, even though you‟re living it… no one does, not for the 

first million years or so. Even those who become demons don‟t realize how unescapable Hell is, 

how everything here is tied together by strings of destiny weaved by the Four Monarchs, the 

Scholars and the Scribes… and how we all have the power to change everything as we see fit. 

“For example…” The Princess shattered her wineglass in her hand, then she simply 

glanced at it and the shards of glass instantly flew back into place and the spilled wine rolled 

back into the glass in a flow of velvet liquid, and the Princess smiled before taking a slow drink, 

saying gently: “See? I‟ve seen many people like you, Lord Zerrex, but they are but pale 

imitations, badly-made cartoons drawn in your distinct, surreal image…” 

“Get to the point.” Zerrex snarled, narrowing his eyes and feeling a cold shiver run 

through his body nonetheless at her power. He had been in Hell long enough to know the 

difference between someone‟s magic and someone‟s natural abilities… and what she did seemed 

to just… not just alter time, but reverse it. She didn‟t mend the glass… she didn‟t alter its 

materials… she restored it. Even with something tiny like that, the abilities you‟d need… 

“You are scared.” The Princess said softly, and Zerrex knew it was pointless to lie… and 

then she pushed her mask down over her face, but her eyes were glowing solid green as she 

added in a quiet, cold voice: “And so you should be, Lord Zerrex. 

“You don‟t seem to fully grasp the concept of what exactly is going on around here… nor 

do you understand what you should be doing with yourself, hence why I‟ll take the time to 

illustrate it here.” The Princess added in her gentle voice, and with an idle sweeping motion, 

everything from the tablecloth to the food and the silverware vanished, leaving only the candles 

that lined the table slowly burning as the flames turned blue. “First off, let‟s start with a history 

lesson… have you noticed, for instance, that most of what you see in Hell are reptiles?” 

The Drakkaren nodded, then said softly: “It‟s because Drakkai have demonic origins… 

they‟re originally like the minotaurs or one of the other soldier-races, as they‟re called. Anything 

with even the most diluted demon blood tends to survive Hell and become a demon, losing their 

spiritual body and taking on a brand new form… everything else becomes one of the lesser or 

minion demons, like the Plasmids or the Craven.” 



“Good… you‟ve been studying.” The Princess seemed entertained by this, her green eyes 

sparkling as they returned to normal. “And yet you are the son of the Red Beast, meaning your 

blood is not diluted… you are a halfbreed of Dragokkaren and Drakkaren, but the demonic blood 

coursing through your veins is far-purer, and you should be working on doing all you can to 

accelerate your own demonic growth… after all, as you are now, you cannot hope to win against 

any of the High Monarchs… myself and Prince Az‟Iriel included.” 

Zerrex snarled a bit, glancing away and trying to shove her out of his mind… but when 

he couldn‟t even get a feel for where she was hiding in his head, it made it incredibly difficult to 

find her mental fingers and stab them. “After all, I believe it‟s been made clear to you that even 

the strongest demon is exponentially weaker when on the physical plane… runes tend not to 

work very well, magic doesn‟t always have the same effect, and our strength is… diminished.” 

The Princess paused, leaning back in her chair and saying softly: “And you will never find me on 

that world… meaning if you want to kill me, Lord Zerrex, you need to become strong enough to 

kill all the Scribes and Scholars, too, and then still break through the Divine Protection I enjoy as 

the High Princess of Hell… and you need more than simple brute force to do that, I fear. 

“I truly am trying to help you, don‟t get me wrong on that… but the sooner you give into 

your drives, the sooner you‟ll become a demon.” The Princess added softly, and then she stood 

slowly, half-bowing to Zerrex with her hands clasped in front of herself. “It‟s just some advice, 

Lord Zerrex. Think about it… and don‟t be afraid of what happens. I know that I, for one, am 

looking forwards to it…” 

The Princess looked at him, and the Drakkaren sensed a smile… and then she slowly 

turned away and left through a large door behind her, leaving Zerrex to stare in frustration at the 

table in front of him… a frustration that had been with him over the past thousand years. Even 

Selena had told him that while killing a High Monarch wasn‟t impossible, it required a massive 

amount of magical and physical power, and for war to be declared on them by another High 

Monarch so that the Scholars wouldn‟t use their powers to interfere with any soldiers or mages 

that might be powerful enough to make their way to the Prince – or in this case, the Princess. 

It had all led up to where he was now, constantly training his body and exposing himself 

to high levels of corruption, while at the same time fortifying himself against the Inquisitors who 

were still bent on torturing him. Bones seemed to take great glee in offering up every temptation 

he could think of to the pissed-off reptile, and Orphus was being just as disgusting as ever… but 

Terronius seemed to be at a complete loss to find anything left he could try and scare Zerrex with 

and the Bloody King seemed to be getting bored of him… some days the last wouldn‟t even 

show up, and other days he‟d wander in but spend the entire time trying to decide between 

different implements of torture. 

Of course, despite his prodigious strength, the reptile hadn‟t abandoned his other 

trainings: he had muddled his way through several different techniques he remembered Requiem 

trying to teach him as a child, and come up with a few of his own to deal with the ever-

increasing tortures and strains of everyday life in the Lust Circle. But admittedly, he also felt 

himself starting to spiral out of control… indulging in too much sex, hurting too many people, 

and worst of all, letting even the smallest of inconveniences get to him and cause him to do 

something extremely stupid in a fit of rage, which just made him feel even worse. 

Sin was always here to help him clean up, no matter what he did… she seemed to have a 

spell for every situation, including when he‟d accidently killed a succubus during a particularly-

rough session of sex… on the other hand, when she‟d been revived by a power Zerrex didn‟t 

even know existed, she didn‟t seem exactly upset about any of it and had even begged Sin to stay 



around, „just in case something else happened.‟ But Zerrex had sent her home after that, making 

a bit of a face and wondering how much more screwed up things could get around here. 

And now here he sat with Sin, the two side-by-side and not looking at one-another, both 

of them tired and sore and admittedly a bit miserable as Zerrex let out a long, quiet sigh… and 

Sin looked away, trying to find the right words. They both knew things were bad, and they both 

knew that whatever else, the Masters and Inquisitors and the Princess were all pushing as hard as 

they could… and even worse, Queen Feldspar was due for a visit tomorrow, hence the reason he 

hadn‟t been tortured or forced to go to work today or yesterday. But honestly? I‟d prefer her to 

shove her special authorization up her narrow ass and leave me the hell alone… 

The war in Hell hadn‟t changed too much: the Princess had moved forwards several mage 

units that had successfully reclaimed a large portion of their territory and were currently holding 

the others at bay, but Amiglion, Selena, and even Queen Carmen had all been dispatched to 

different battlefields… and from what the reptile heard, it would be a long time until they all got 

back home. Feldspar, on the other hand, had finished her current obligations to the Princess and 

currently on a long extended leave for perhaps a hundred years, and she‟d already stopped in to 

make Zerrex miserable several times. 

He stood up slowly, and Sin looked up at him with quiet worry for a few moments before 

he shook his head a bit and rose a hand, murmuring softly: “Don‟t worry, Sin, I‟m fine, I‟ll be 

fine… I think I just need to… go down to the clubs or something, I dunno.” 

“You should stick around the house… I… I know how much you hate people.” Sin 

replied quietly, looking up at him with silent worry, and the Drakkaren heard the request under 

the request: to not hurt anyone or cause any trouble. Since the reptile had been thinking of 

grabbing a few succubi off the street and doing nasty things to them for his entertainment, he 

decided it might be a better idea to stay around the house like she‟d suggested… maybe I‟ll jerk 

off. I know I don‟t need to, but whatever. It puts my mind on something else. 

You could always force yourself on Sin… whispered another voice, and Zerrex made a bit 

of a face as he glanced up towards the ceiling. It wasn‟t Ravenlight… Ravenlight was an 

egotistical son of a bitch, but he was cunning enough to recognize what would cause harm to 

Zerrex in the end… and Sin most definitely could cause harm to him. You could finally find out 

what she‟s hiding with enough twisting… those long dresses, fuck „em, I want to see her body, 

her tits, her cunt… 

“Zerrex?” Sin asked quietly, looking up at him with concern… and he blinked and shook 

his head slowly, glancing at her as she reached up a trembling hand… then closed it and glanced 

away with a deep flush. The Drakkaren blushed as well, since it seemed like she somehow knew 

what he‟d been thinking from the expression on her face… and them she carefully stood up and 

bowed her head towards him respectfully and quietly. “Lord Zerrex… I… I live to serve.” 

The reptile stared at her… and then he nodded a bit and slowly took her face into his 

hands, stepping close and looking into her eyes as she gazed back up at him… and then he 

murmured softly: “Why is it that everyone who‟s been assigned to watch me here in Hell is 

either female or gay?” 

“The Princess instructed us all to serve you as we would serve her… and to love you as 

we would love her, and do all we could to understand you, despite however repugnant we might 

find you or your morals.” Sin said quietly, trembling a bit as she gazed up into Zerrex‟s eyes 

meekly, and the reptile blinked a few times before she lowered her head and stepped backwards, 

murmuring softly and looking down: “I‟m sorry… but all of us honestly have found you 

compelling, so long as we‟ve gotten through your layers of self-defense to see what‟s on the 



inside of that big body of yours…” She halted and glanced up at him, tilting his head quietly. 

“Haven‟t you always been loved?” 

“No… I haven‟t.” Zerrex said quietly, turning away and walking slowly over to a 

window to stare out at Hell, then he closed his eyes and dropped his head against the cool glass, 

remembering his father, Ifret Narrius… and his mother, Celestial. “I grew up with my mother, 

but I spent most of the holidays and other times with my father, at the Narrius mansion… and 

there, I was not really „loved.‟ I had servants, and I was treated like royalty, but my father 

thought of me as a sniveling, cowardly brat and Requiem was only permitted to train me, not to 

ever talk with me or get to know me… but he… he was like my real father. 

“My parents weren‟t divorced or even separated… they lived apart because my mother 

wanted me to grow up knowing the simple life she had known… and my father worked as 

Commander of the Enforcer Unit in Valise. Sometimes they were together… but rarely. And one 

day… he killed her.” Zerrex looked down, closing his eyes and remembering sex tapes and 

violence, his mother naked and dying on the floor with her throat torn out and Narrius tossing 

both him and Requiem around like bowling pins. “It wasn‟t really all that nice. 

“And it was the same in the military, too… I got known to have a penchant for being in 

the same places where a big buff male wearing a military uniform had just raped someone… but 

what were they going to do? The Irenic Military wouldn‟t give me up and I took the sex I 

wanted. I got so bold that I started raping other military, guys and girls… and so no one liked me 

there, but I didn‟t want to be liked… I didn‟t want or need anyone, I thought. Not until Cherry 

and… and Allie.” 

The Drakkaren sighed quietly, misting the glass before he pulled away and strode across 

the room, not really wanting to continue… but he hesitated at the doorway and turned around, 

sighing as he looked over at Sin quietly. “Most of the following years, until I reached Baskin‟s 

Grove, I just wandered from place-to-place, living off my share of the Narrius fortune and the 

massive amount of shut-up money from the Irenic Government that I had. It wasn‟t half as fun as 

it sounded, despite my… the things I did here and there. Rapes, violence… other things.” 

Zerrex quieted, then he glanced down as Sin walked over to him and looked up after a 

moment, asking softly: “Would… you like to know more?” 

“Please, Lord Zerrex.” Sin bowed quietly to him and then sat down on the bench, gazing 

at him with sympathy, and the Drakkaren nodded a bit before crossing his arms and resting back 

against the wall, closing his eyes thoughtfully. 

“After I had been discharged… I remember how angry I was…” Zerrex laughed quietly 

and shook his head slowly, murmuring softly: “I remember leaving first, and taking my 

motorcycle and just beginning to drive…” 

 

This Zerrex is young, and has no scars, his hair ragged and hanging down past his 

shoulders and in his eyes, casting a shadow over features that are unhandsome and cruel: but 

there is no age in them, only a youthful vitality that helps draw his victims in, like a delicate bird 

mesmerized by the eyes of a snake. His muscles flex and his body is powerful and hard, and he 

has no tattoo around his bicep… only his plain scale pattern, his burning emerald eyes, and his 

unkempt white hair.  

The reptile roars down the highway, no helmet on his head and no goggles over his eyes, 

pushing the motorcycle as hard as it will go as his military jacket flies out behind him. His 

clothes are standard issue black, with the golden symbol of Ire on either sleeve, and his boots are 

the same polished plain medium-high style he‟ll wear for the next two millennium. Holstered on 



the custom-built slots on either side of his motorcycle is a plain straight katana… and from the 

burning rage and hatred in the reptile‟s emerald eyes, and the young lizard is looking for a reason 

to use them on some unfortunate victim. 

He snorts as the gas light blinks on, releasing a shrill beep, and he‟s half-tempted to 

punch the gauge in… but this motorcycle is one of the only material things he cares about, so he 

restrains himself. One of the only things… and I certainly don‟t give a shit about any people, not 

anyone else… he tells himself silently, and he will bury himself in sex and violence over the 

following years just to try and prove this point to himself. 

A pause, and he slows the motorcycle down to a more-reasonable speed as he cuts around 

a transport truck, then guides himself into the narrow space between two cars and roars ahead of 

them, the drivers and their passengers looking stunned at the huge reptile that managed to slip 

betwixt them on the modified military motorcycle. The Drakkaren mutters under his breath 

words he can‟t even make out over the whipping wind, and then he pauses as he notes a rest stop, 

and he jerks the brakes on his motorcycle, both cars skidding past him and almost running into 

him as one of the cars howls to a stop, the other one continuing shakily onwards. 

Zerrex smiles with cold entertainment as the transport roars by, the horn howling… but 

he ignores it in favor of pulling into the rest station and bringing his bike to a halt in a handicap 

space in front of the doors despite the other free spaces just as close, and he pulls the keys from 

his ignition. He bounces them in his hand as he strolls towards the doors, eyes flicking back and 

forth in the dulling light of sunset for anyone to challenge… but then he gives a snort and heads 

inside, shoving his keys idly into his pocket. 

He strides past the counter, ignoring the stares from the two working clerks and rudely 

shoving a bear in overalls out of his way as he strides down an aisle full of candies and chocolate 

bars, and the reptile pauses to pick one up. He makes a face at the name – Fudge!. What sort of 

fucking ridiculous name is Fudge! anyway? – and then tears it open and takes a bite. It isn‟t half 

bad… and he shrugs a bit as he strides to the back, grabbing a porn magazine from the top shelf 

of the magazine rack and flipping it open, before grunting in disgust at the amount of text versus 

bad pictures. What shit. 

He tosses it on the floor, then makes his way over to the video collection, glancing 

through all the tapes lined up on the wall… and finally, he grabs two movies that look relatively 

interesting, and decides that‟s enough from here. I‟ll stop at a fast food place for a meal… I 

remember where I am now, there‟s a station and a hamburger joint not too far from here. 

The reptile strides over to the counter and throws the tapes down as he takes another bite 

of the chocolate bar, his eyes roving over an older vixen with a perm and a tall beaver, who 

seems too terrified to speak as Zerrex‟s eyes rove dangerously over them. They‟re both wearing 

stupid little uniforms… and then he takes another bite of the chocolate bar and grunts: “If you 

got any porn, too, that‟d be great. I want movies. If you don‟t have them, then hurry the hell up, I 

don‟t have all day.” 

“S-Sir, is… is that one… did you take that chocolate bar? I… I have to…” The beaver 

stutters to a halt under a glare from Zerrex, and he shrinks backwards slowly before whispering: 

“Why don‟t you just take it all?” 

“I do like to take what I want.” Zerrex pauses, then reaches over and grabs the vixen by 

the strap of her uniform and jerking her half-over the counter. She lets out a loud shriek as he 

grins at her, putting the rest of the chocolate bar into his muzzle and holding it like a cigarette 

between his teeth as he shoves her head down with his other hand, glancing over her clothed 

form. “Your face is crap but the rest of you looks okay, providing you aren‟t all flab… yeah…” 



Zerrex teasingly lets go of the strap of the apron, only to immediately lock one hand in a vice-

grip around her breast, the vixen shrieking in pain and humiliation as she grabs his strong arm. 

“You ain‟t bad.” 

“Let her go!” squeals the beaver, looking horrified… and Zerrex grabs him by the back of 

the head before smashing his face down against the counter hard enough to shatter the plastic 

top, before he shoves him firmly back into the cigarettes. The Drakkaren laughs, then twists 

viciously with his other hand to make the vixen scream louder, and finally he shoves her 

backwards as well, grinning widely and grabbing up the two tapes. 

“Thanks, pal.” he says almost playfully, and then he pauses as he notes the bear from 

earlier half-hiding behind a county sheriff, and his amusement vanishes in an instant as he throws 

the tapes away and snarls, the chocolate bar falling out of his muzzle as he glances down at the 

plain .32 revolver the trembling deer is pointing at him. “You better shoot now, asshole, because 

you won‟t get another chance…” 

The deer only stares, swallowing and trying to say something, trying to summon 

whatever they pass off as cop-instinct this far out in the country… and Zerrex steps forwards and 

simply swats the gun out of his hand before reaching up and seizing the deer‟s antlers, and a 

moment later there‟s a terrible crack before the deer is on the ground, screaming in agony and 

holding the side of his head where the reptile tore off part of his skull with the antler, blood 

spilling down the side of his face… and Zerrex kicks him firmly in the muzzle, knocking him out 

before stabbing the jagged, broken antler down into the side of the bear‟s neck with a snort of 

disgust. 

The bear begins to gargle immediately, joining the deer on the floor… and the Drakkaren 

strides for the exit, jerking the door open and looking moodily back and forth before making a 

face at the group of teens standing around his motorcycle in the parking lot. They look almost 

like a gang of greasers, with their slicked-back hair and mangy fur, most of them wearing leather 

jackets and only one of them female, but all of them some kind of canid… and then he steps 

slowly forwards as he notes one of the timberwolves is actually touching his motorcycle, 

stroking along the seat and handlebars with his dirty hands… “Hey, dude, is this yours?” 

“Yeah, it is, dude.” Zerrex says softly, but his voice is filled with a venom only one or 

two of these lunkheads get, his eyes cold as he flicks them to the side to look at the mangy mutt 

who had spoken. “I take it you like it?” 

“It could use an overhaul, maybe…” says the one who was touching the bike, 

straightening and running a hand through the fur between his ears: he has no long hair like some 

of the others, only fur he‟s spiked as if he did and then dyed gold, his eyes stupid and his grin 

portraying a tough-guy image. “Me and my boys could… you know, fix it right up for you, but 

you‟d have to leave it with us. Call it a welcome greeting from the Reesie gang. We run this little 

stretch of highway, see…” 

“Boss, maybe this ain‟t such a good idea…” begins one of the other members, and Zerrex 

can see another member of the gang of five dogs and wolves circling around him in the corner of 

his eye… and the reptile‟s hand snaps out lighting fast, seizing the small lupine by the skull. 

The gangster-wannabe flails a bit, whining loudly and then squealing as Zerrex lifts him 

into the air by his head… and then he looks coldly over at their „Boss‟ as he simply squeezes as 

hard as he can, and the gangster screams like a girl before his skull cracks loudly, and he goes 

limp, blood spilling slowly out of his ears and his eyes, drooling first saliva… and then more of 

the red liquid as the other gang members tremble and stare in horror as Zerrex discards the body. 



He doesn‟t care if he‟s crushed his brain, made him a moron, or just knocked him out for the 

moment… all he cares about is teaching these worthless punks their place. 

The reptile grabs the chick next before she can run or scream, and he grins widely as he 

tears off her bra and the fishnet shirt covering it, but lets out a theatrical sigh at the balls of paper 

that comes tumbling out, revealing her D cups are far-less impressive Bs. “What a surprise…” a 

pause as the girl squirms, and he wraps an arm around her neck before giving a quick jerk, 

squeeze and twist, and she falls to the ground… and this one, he knows he‟s killed. 

The others are staring in horror, and one turns and flees… and from under his jacket, 

Zerrex produces one of his twin .52 handguns and fires three shots at the retreating wolf‟s back 

with a grin, sending him down in a spray of blood and gore as his lungs and spine are obliterated, 

the lupine gargling and managing a last staggering step before he crumples backwards in a heap, 

unable to even scream. It leaves only two of them left, and Zerrex slowly turns towards the dog 

on the other side of the „Boss‟ and fires a single round into his skull, splattering his brains 

everywhere before the Drakkaren ejects the clip, letting it patter to the ground as he points the 

huge handgun at the last standing, asking softly: “How much do you know about guns?” 

“A… a lot…” The wolf is shivering violently, his hands out at his sides before he turns 

and tries to run, and Zerrex fires a shot into his lower leg, blowing up the area just under his knee 

and sending fragments of bone spraying over the ground with blood, the wolf screaming as he 

falls to the ground and claws at it weakly, his eyes bulging as he stares over his shoulder at 

Zerrex. “Oh God… oh… help! Help me, help me… help me!”  

“After every shot is fired, a new round is chambered in a gun like this…” Zerrex smiles 

coldly, then points the gun and pulls the trigger, dry-firing the weapon as he shouts: “Bang-

bang!” 

The wolf screams and curls up, covering his head as he pisses himself… and Zerrex 

laughs at the smell and the spreading wetness over the wolf‟s jeans as he spins the gun easily 

around his finger before holstering it back under his jacket, looking terribly entertained. “What, I 

thought you knew a lot about guns?” He pauses, then strides over to the motorcycle, drawing one 

of his straight-bladed katanas free and unsheathing it, the wolf shaking his head rapidly and then 

trying to crawl away, screaming still for a moment before the Drakkaren stabs downwards, 

plunging the blade through his spine and heart as he murmurs softly: “I guess not.” 

He pauses and closes his eyes at the moment of silence that follows… and then he 

straightens and draws the sword free, idly cleaning it against the lupine‟s leather jacket before 

spinning it once and sheathing it in an easy movement, making a face as he adds a hard kick to 

the side of the wolf‟s corpse out of irritation. “You were no fun.” 

The Drakkaren mounts his back after a moment more of distaste, and then he shoves the 

sword back into its metal sheath before starting up the bike and driving onwards with a sigh of 

distaste. The gas light is still blinking, but it only takes him a few minutes to reach the gas station 

beyond… and he turns the engine off as he glances across the street, looking mildly at the rhino 

currently on duty at the pumps and saying calmly: “Wheel my bike over to the side of the station 

when you‟re done, and don‟t scratch it or I‟ll kill you. I‟m going to go and get a hamburger. If, 

when I come back, I see that you‟ve done what I‟ve asked, there‟s a twenty or a fifty in it for 

you, depending on my mood.” 

“Sir, it‟s… it‟d be a pleasure, sir.” The rhinoceros nods quickly, taking off his hat, and 

Zerrex smiles coldly as he slips off his bike, then he strolls across the street as the rhino trembles 

a bit, slumping behind the reptile and only feeling lucky to be alive. But Zerrex knows not how 

the rhino acts: he‟s only concentrating on getting some food in his stomach… not because he‟s 



particularly hungry, but simply because he wants something to take his mind off today. Of 

course, the reptile would never admit it… to him, this is only a necessary refueling of both his 

motorcycle and his body. 

He glances up at the sign and looks disgusted. “„Happy Burger.‟ That‟s right up there 

with Fudge! on my list of favorite names.” A pause as a small child walks by, and Zerrex thinks 

about kicking it into the plated glass window to see whether or not he could break it – the 

window, not the kid, he knows the kid will end up as a splattermark either way – but something 

compels him not to and almost scolds him for such violent thoughts… and he puts it down to 

military training. Of course it is… I mean… I‟m not going to get good service if I make myself 

out as a hostile, after all. 

He shakes his head a bit as he walks for the doors, and he pushes inside through the side 

door, looking distastefully around at the large crowd despite the fact its getting dark outside. He 

figures it must be some special kid‟s day or something, so he waits patiently in line as he decides 

on what to get and feels for his wallet in his other pocket, before making a face as he realizes he 

forgot the two videos. Well, I did get excited…  

The reptile steps up to the counter after another minute of waiting in line as the teller 

stares at him, and then he says mildly: “I‟ll have combo two, to go, with a plain Frost cola.” A 

pause as the teller continues to stare, and then he adds coldly to the chubby squirrel: “You want a 

fucking autograph?” 

“Please don‟t use that kind of language, sir. This is a children‟s restaurant.” The squirrel 

says meekly, blushing and looking defensive almost immediately, as if she could somehow stand 

up to the Drakkaren should he decide to pick up the register and bludgeon her to death with it… 

and I‟m getting very close to doing that. “I don‟t want to have you removed from the store.” 

“Then don‟t stare. I don‟t stare at you, despite the fact I find you more repulsive than the 

unevolved animals at the zoo.” Zerrex retorts, and then he rolls his eyes as the squirrel steps 

away from the register, looking horrified and calling for the manager. It attracts the attention of 

customers and fast-food employees alike, and a nearby coyote slaps his forehead with a groan of 

displeasure, as if this happens often. “Oh, that‟s very helpful. Thank you for your service with a 

smile.” 

The squirrel huffs angrily at the reptile‟s sardonic tone, then says furiously: “You big 

mean military people can‟t just come in here and shove us around however you like! Why, I can 

call the police and-” 

Zerrex reaches out and bats the register off the counter like a toy, then slams a fist hard 

enough down into the stone countertop to shatter it, cracks spiraling out in all directions before 

part of it crumbles away, and then the Drakkaren slowly strolls around the divider towards the 

squirrel, who is trembling but still looking up at him angrily, like she can resist his terrible 

strength. “I can do whatever I want.” 

“You can‟t! I‟ll… I‟ll get the police, and phone my lawyer if you lay a finger on me, and 

you can‟t do anything to me because bad things will happen to you, you bastard!” she says 

shrilly, then attempts to shove past him, but the Drakkaren only grins, his body a wall of muscle 

in her way before she moves to try and bulldoze past his other side, her head lowered as she 

shouts: “Get out of my way!” 

“No.” Zerrex reaches out and grabs her by the throat, and she releases out a grunt of 

surprise before he reaches down and grasps her lower jaw with his other hand when she tries to 

speak, saying in a disgusted voice: “I‟m sick of listening to you.” 



Parents cover their children‟s faces and let out yells of horror as Zerrex simply twists off 

the squirrel‟s lower jaw, her screams filling the air for a moment before Zerrex begins to throttle 

her, looking down at her with anger and disgust. “People like you are the reason there‟s no 

justice in the world… it‟s not the fault of the monsters or evil people like myself, you see… it‟s 

because a million other fat, self-righteous, and weak maggots like you constantly clog up the 

justice system, enabling people like me… to do whatever we want. You think your problems are 

so vast and serious…” 

He pauses, tossing her jawbone aside and then slowly wiping his hand against her body, 

making a face of disgust at the flabby feel of her breasts. “Disgusting. You‟re weak and 

disgusting, and you make me want to vomit at just touching your body. But here, you want to 

have a serious problem?” The Drakkaren glances down the open kitchen in the back before 

dragging her easily behind him to the deep-fryer, and he smiles as she looks up at him with 

horror, watching as the Drakkaren pulls out the baskets full of fries and sets them aside, saying in 

an almost-kind voice: “Here you go.” 

He shoves her face down into the deep-fryer, and people scream as the smell of burning 

flesh and fur fill the air, her huge tail snapping back and forth for a moment before Zerrex snarls 

and forces more of her tubby body into the boiling grease with one hand, the other seizing her 

tail and snapping it off. After less than a minute, her body ceases to twitch… and Zerrex lets go 

of her before he barks angrily: “Where‟s my goddamn food?” 

Immediately, the other workers shove the mess of ready-to-be-served meals at him, and 

Zerrex grabs one of the paper bags and throws a few burgers and two extra large boxes of fries 

into this, and a few moments later he leaves, swiping an extra-large drink before pausing as he 

looks down at the small, meek sixteen year old who handed him the cup of cola, and he leans 

over her petite form, sizing up her slender body and breasts. He presses forwards against her, and 

he is excited by the crowd of people watching as she leans back, trembling hard… and his breath 

washes over her face as he says softly: “I need a straw, too.” 

The trembling lizard – she is not a Drakkai, but some other reptile – reaches behind her 

for the straws, and knocks over the box of them before grabbing a handful and holding them up, 

leaning backwards as Zerrex leans forwards, moaning as his crotch grinds down against her, 

hearing the growl building in Zerrex‟s throat and not realizing she has just been claimed as his… 

and then he smiles coldly as he takes one of the straws, and he says softly: “Thank you…” A 

glance down at her nametag. “Daria.” 

“You‟re welcome…” she whispers weakly, and she does not know what is going to 

happen to her… but Zerrex already does as he turns and leaves, a hunger for something else 

growing in his body, something else he plans on having a lot of tonight. He leaves through the 

back door, and ten minutes later he‟s sitting at the side of the gas station after absently throwing 

a few twenties at the rhino, slowly eating his food and keeping his eyes on the building across 

from him as the police cars begin to pull into the lot. 

They‟re MPs, so he knows the procedure they‟ll take: first get all the witnesses safely to 

the police station, then compile everything they say and make a description… but once they find 

out who they‟re looking for, they‟ll haze everything over. Zerrex is secure in his invulnerability 

inside the military, because all the MPs in a hundred mile radius are terrified of him and the 

rumors about Project Scarecrow that have filtered down through the ranks over the years. 

The Drakkaren waits for the MPs to all leave… and then he follows them down to the 

station. Knowing the laziness and perverseness of the Irenic Military, he only hopes they don‟t 

knock around his newest toy too much before he gets a chance to play with her… but the most-



likely scenario is that they‟ll interview her, call her parents… and then send her home and 

promptly lose the case file. 

Zerrex enjoys this sort of game of cat and mouse, as he backtracks down the highway 

he‟d come, glancing absently at the police tape wrapped all around the parking lot and 

convenience store he‟d had some fun at earlier… and then he turns down a side road and 

carefully turns off onto a narrow dirt path, slowly driving along it until he reaches a high ridge 

overlooking  the parking lot of a small military facility below used to monitor information, 

interview witnesses, and lock up dangerous criminals until they could be transferred to an 

appropriate detention facility. In all likelihood, this was where they had taken Daria… and now 

the Drakkaren turned off his motorcycle, before dismounting and gently laying the bike on its 

side to avoid any spark of light bouncing off the metal plating from below. 

Bright lights turned on in ten minutes, illuminating the parking lot perfectly for him… 

and the Drakkaren spends another forty simply laying in wait, keeping himself still and quiet 

until finally he saw a pair of lizards entering the military complex by the back door from a plain 

blue car… and twenty minutes later, they came out with little Daria and her smooth black and 

navy scales, still wearing her uniform and crying loudly enough that he could hear her from 

where he lay. 

He licks his muzzle slowly, and as he hoped, they talk in the parking lot, and he can hear 

angry voices but not make out the words before the family makes their fatal mistake: they head 

back inside. Zerrex knows this gives him at least ten minutes unless the family changes their 

minds, and he quickly rights his bike before moving it to the edge of the cliff and letting himself 

coast down the steep embankment, leaning backwards and keeping his legs out to keep his 

balance as he grunts and winces, before twisting as he reaches the parking lot to avoid hitting a 

parked police car, small rocks and dirt tumbling down the ridge after him. 

The Drakkaren brushes himself off absently, then sits and waits silently until he hears the 

family come back outside, Daria still crying… and five minutes later, he hears a car pulling out, 

and the Drakkaren gives them a quick count to fifty before driving after them, watching as they 

turn to the left and drive towards Dawson City. The Drakkaren immediately grins at this, his eyes 

lighting up: the city isn‟t big, but it‟s tightly-packed, like a rat maze… and he knows that it will 

be a fun game indeed to follow these people. 

He‟s disgusted to find they live just outside of the city, however, ruining his game as he 

parks on the shoulder of the road roughly a hundred feet away, watching as the family piles out 

of the car and keeping his body low to avoid setting off any alarms… and he marks their home 

with his eyes, noting every small difference from the houses around it… except he enjoys the 

fact that out here, all the homes are at least twenty feet apart, with spacious lawns and fences 

here and there… and the Drakkaren turns his motorcycle around, flicking the headlight on in the 

darkness that has long set and deciding to be extra cautious and take another route into the city. 

Half an hour later, Zerrex is driving idly through the streets, feeling bored and looking for 

something to do… and then a neon sign above what looks like a ramp leading down into the 

underground catches his attention, and the Drakkaren murmurs softly: “„Los Angeles 

Nightclub… come and visit the City of Angels.‟ What a retarded name… but maybe I can kill 

some time and squeeze a quick one out…” 

The Drakkaren grins a bit at the idea, turning and driving idly down the ramp and into an 

underground parking lot, eying the two huge bouncers at a plain steel door with another neon 

sign above it and smiling slightly… and he‟ll never know that only a minute later, Cherry would 

drive by on her own motorcycle, fighting the memories of Zerrex and looking  for a moment at 



the nightclub sign, thinking absently about going in just for sex… but she feels useless and 

mediocre, broken and weak… and something inside of her is howling for her Master and her 

lover. For a moment, she is indecisive… and then she drives off with a roar that Zerrex glances 

up at curiously before shaking his head a bit as he continues his approach to the nightclub doors. 

The bouncers don‟t challenge him… in fact, the bulldog opens the door for him and 

invites him to go in, an invitation Zerrex accepts with a cold smile before the two look at each 

other with a wince. They‟ve seen one or two in their day like Zerrex… and they know not to 

mess with him, no matter what sort of mess he may or may not cause inside. It works in the 

Drakkaren‟s favor: he doesn‟t have to go inside any dirtier than he already is.  

He glances back and forth, watching the neon lights strobe across the dance floor as 

people move and jive together, but it all just looks like grinding and flailing to him… and the 

reptile looks distasteful before turning and heading for the bar, sitting down at one of the stools 

and putting his back to the bar to look over the club‟s inhabitants as he orders coldly: “One 

straight whisky, and leave the bottle.” 

“Why not tequila, big boy?” asks a voice next to him, and Zerrex gives a slight smile as 

his eyes rove slowly over a beautiful and young Drakkaren in a sparkly and very-short dress, and 

he sees a flash of panties as she slides to the stool next to him before she crosses her legs and 

leans back against the bar, asking teasingly: “Or are you not tough enough?” 

“Then you better make it a bottle of both.” Zerrex says mildly over his shoulder, and the 

bartender nods and trembles a bit, pouring a glass of whisky and one of tequila, then leaving the 

bottles as requested: usually something forbidden by management policy, but he doesn‟t want to 

die tonight. The Drakkaren picks up one of the bottles and his glass of whisky as he says mildly: 

“Come on, you pretty thing. Let‟s go grab a table.” 

They stroll over to one of the bench seats near the back of the room, a good few meters 

away from the dance floor… and Zerrex catches the Drakkaren winking and jerking her head at 

some other pretty girl currently sweet-talking a huge, dumb-looking stallion, and she extracts 

herself from him with a giggle before heading quickly over: another Drakkaren, he sees. Species 

play and slutty dress… and they‟re obviously young and stupid if she thinks this is subtle. “Oh 

look, it‟s Janie, my friend! I hope you don‟t mind her… joining us. We like to share 

everything…”  

She winks and gazes at him seductively as she plays slowly with her pearl necklace, her 

sparkling red dress with the faux black fur around the neck and bottom sliding up a bit as she 

slides into the bench seat… but Janie is a bit more adventurous, sliding up next to the Drakkaren 

and putting her arm around him, pretty obviously already in the bag. She‟s not as good-looking, 

but her breasts are larger, and she‟s wearing a blouse that reveals a slender, taunt stomach and a 

miniskirt that‟s low enough on her hips for the Drakkaren to be able to see the string of her G-

string… and she leans against him, alcohol on her breath as she says hungrily: “You are a big 

fella, aren‟t you?” 

Zerrex grunts a bit as he puts the bottle and glass down, and he flexes his arm against her, 

making her giggle and blush deeply as he says teasingly: “You have no idea, girl… but now what 

would a pair of beautiful ladies like yourself want with me?” 

They laugh and smile, as the other Drakkaren – he learns her name is Melinda – pours 

herself a glass of tequila… and twenty-five minutes later, the Drakkaren is sitting in the 

bathroom on the sink, and the two girls are bent down and fighting over who gets to suck his 

massive cock. They‟re only sixteen and seventeen years old, but he doesn‟t care: he also 



recognizes they‟re both sluts hungry for dick and alcohol, and he‟s provided them with plenty of 

both for his own amusement. 

They work their mouths against him, and they aren‟t very good, and finally he gets sick 

of their squabbling and orders Janie to get back and wait her turn, letting Melinda work on him 

as she pouts a bit and drinks from the bottle they brought in… but once its her turn, she goes to 

work hungrily and Melinda is a bit better behaved. The top of her dress is shoved down to reveal 

her bosom, and he enjoys watching her play with her breasts… but neither of them wants to get 

fully undressed, despite the fact both are otherwise willing to do whatever he wants. 

He gets them both working on his cock… but then Melinda seems to get bored, says she 

wants to feel it inside her… and she starts to complain loudly enough that eventually it gets on 

Zerrex‟s nerves, and they both stare in horror as he slaps her. She looks horrified, then takes in a 

deep breath to scream… and Zerrex punches her hard enough to dislocate her jaw before kicking 

her in the stomach, his huge cock a throbbing pillar of power as he glares down at her 

unconscious body… and when Janie tries to run, he grabs her and throws her into the wall, then 

jumps forwards and forces his cock into her throat and the back of her head against the wall, 

thrusting violently and choking her on his massive erection. She bites, and he punches her hard 

enough to crack her skull, and she begins to cry but sucks as best she can until she pukes around 

his penis… and, disgusted, he draws back and watches her vomit alcohol and appetizers all over 

the floor. Before she can get up from all fours, he grabs the back of her head and shoves his penis 

back down her throat, snarling: “Clean that mess up, bitch!” 

She chokes to death around his huge member, and he doesn‟t even notice as he uses her 

until he orgasms… then he drops her lifeless body with distaste before shrugging and stripping 

off her clothes. His eyes take in her naked, dead form, and he leans down and touches it, strokes 

over it, licks at one of her breasts playfully… and then he slowly bites it, tasting still-warm blood 

and her flesh before drawing slowly back and licking his muzzle slowly as his eyes rove over to 

unconscious Janie.  

He‟s still hard and erect, and he has a lot of time before he wants to go and see Daria… 

so he rips off her dress and makes it into a gag he ties into her muzzle, and then he shoves 

viciously into her sex. She wakes up immediately, her eyes bulging in agony as he rams in and 

out of her body, and she screams uselessly against the gag as she flails a bit… but the Drakkaren 

is too strong, too big, too dominating, his hands seizing her breasts as he looms over her, but he 

grows frustrated with her continued attempts to crawl away… and not wanting to kill her or 

damage her more than he already has, he jerks her around and shoves her down onto her back so 

she‟s forced to look up at him, and he draws one of his .52s out as he buries to the hilt in her, his 

penis throbbing and his gun pointed at her face as she pales and trembles violently, and he 

whispers softly: “If you don‟t stop… I‟ll kill you.” 

He keeps the gun on her as he begins to thrust hard and fast in and out of her body, and it 

gives him entertainment, but not the same sense of power he experiences when using his body: 

he wants to put it away because it feels so shallow and easy, like it takes away all the fun, but he 

knows she‟ll scream… so instead he decides to at least entertain himself, tearing the gag out of 

her muzzle and letting her moan for a little while before he shoves the gun barrel into her maw 

and orders coldly: “Suck.” 

He thrusts the gun as he thrusts in and out of her sex, and she squeals and moans, but 

sucks back against the barrel as he grins in dark entertainment, eyes burning with lust… and 

finally, he lets out a long groan as he releases inside of her body, filling her with seed and half 

tempted to pull the trigger… but instead he only pulls out and slowly grinds his huge cock 



against her body, then her face and mouth, pushing finally into her maw and forcing her to suck 

away the excess seed not smeared over her scales as he points the gun at her face, saying quietly: 

“You‟re mine now. And you will always be mine, just my property… I want you to remember 

this. I‟ve spared your life to leave you as my toy, that I may one day return to and use as I will… 

and even when you die, one day I‟ll come for you.” 

She moans weakly as he draws out of her maw… and a month later she would commit 

suicide, plagued by a smell that simply wouldn‟t leave her body. She would meet Janie in Hell, 

and now the two wander, searching for Zerrex… but that is a story for another day that the 

Drakkaren does not yet know. 

Afterwards, he holsters his gun, gives Melinda a last kick to knock her out again, and 

then leaves the bathroom and wipes his hands idly off. On the way out, a grinning dolphin 

accosts him, and he‟s intrigued by the exotic species… and so he brings her outside and offers 

her a ride on his motorcycle, and they drive out to an empty lot, where they kiss hungrily and 

passionately, and she grinds against him and makes the mistake of trying to pick his pocket… 

and he snarls and punches her hard in the face. 

She staggers backwards and trips over a rock, whacking her head off a fallen metal 

girder, knocked senseless for the moment… and then Zerrex stabs one of his katanas through her 

hand. She screams in agony, looking horrified and trying to move, grabbing at it with her other 

hand… but Zerrex kicks her arm out and then steps on her wrist as he stands over her with his 

other katana. 

Slowly, so slowly, he drags the tip gently up her stomach, applying just enough pressure 

to leave a thin cut while slicing easily through her clothes… and she winces as the blade slips 

between her breasts and cuts apart her bra, and it falls loose around one, tears rolling down her 

face as Zerrex gazes down at her with distaste. He doesn‟t speak as he gently nudges her clothes 

aside, then he presses the point of his blade lightly down into her nipple, and she mewls in pain, 

gazing up at him and whispering: “Please… I… I‟m sorry, please don‟t… have mercy…” 

“Oh, don‟t worry, I won‟t kill you…” Zerrex says mildly… and then he snarls and 

slashes firmly downwards, twisting his blade at the same time and cleaving off most of one of 

her breasts, sending it flying across the construction site in a spray of blood and gore as she 

arches her back and screams in agony, before he chops viciously downwards again and cuts off 

most of the next, tearing a chunk of her torso out with this one as blood splatters over his pants 

leg and the ground, flowing down her body in a river as he adds in a snarl: “The bleeding will 

take care of that problem.” 

He draws his other katana out of the ground and she howls in pain and looks up at him in 

horror, trembling violently… and then the Drakkaren stabs both swords firmly down into her 

vagina, and she inadvertently bucks, ripping the cut in her groin deeper as her eyes bulge in 

horror before he flicks both blades out to the side, and he watches her die in agony with disgust, 

shaking his head slowly as lights flick on in buildings all around him, and people begin yelling 

and howling as the Drakkaren slowly cleans his swords against the dolphin‟s pant legs, 

murmuring softly: “I guess it‟s a pet peeve of mine… I don‟t like it when people steal, but 

especially when they treat me like an idiot… and what kind of moron tries to screw someone 

metaphorically and literally without a backup plan or guard in wait?” 

The Drakkaren sheathes both his blades, then puts them back into his motorcycle‟s 

holders before he mounted the bike and drove onto the street. The reptile turns in the opposite 

direction of the sound of sirens, closing his eyes and bowing his head even as he drives down the 

empty, dirty street. By the time anyone got around to being interviewed, he‟d be long gone… 



and yet it all simply bored him. What he was looking for was good prey… and yet he knew out 

of instinct that it was not yet time to pick up his new toy. 

The reptile turns off his headlight as he drives out of the city after a short but easy side 

trip to avoid the police, and he slowly rolls down the road where Daria lives before pulling 

quietly into a dark house without any cars in the parking lot. He could finally check the time here 

and get an idea of what was going on… and the reptile carefully wedges his motorcycle between 

the house and the fence, pushing it out of sight before he simply strides up to the front door and 

knocks twice, putting an innocent, embarrassed expression on his features. 

He is first greeted with high-pitched barks, which makes him frown a bit, and then a 

moment later a child of perhaps twelve or thirteen opens the door, the sulky-looking, glasses-

wearing rabbit looking up at him as Zerrex says dumbly: “Hi… my uh, car broke down and I was 

wondering if…”  

The door slams in his face, and Zerrex wrinkles his muzzle in distaste before he stares 

through the window beside the door at a small, fluffy unevolved dog that was currently barking 

through the glass at him and staring up with big dark eyes. A moment later it was picked up and 

carried away from the door, however, and Zerrex grits his teeth and represses a shudder. That‟s 

just… so strange. Why would you ever want to have an unevolved animal loose in the house?  

The Drakkaren shakes his head slowly, then he straightens and cracks his knuckles, 

grunting under his breath: “Fine, you want to play it that way…” A pause, and then he strides 

carefully along the side of the house, glancing back and forth before he looks up and notes a faint 

light in the windows above. He smiles slightly, then sets his eyes on a window much closer to the 

ground dead ahead. 

He easily pushes it open, and a moment later he‟s inside, closing the door behind him as a 

voice whines: “Shut up, Benji!” A pause, and then the Drakkaren hears a loud yelp as the boy‟s 

voice says angrily: “And I‟ll do it again, too! Now shut up and stop barking!” 

He hears whimpering and a few more barks, and then a desolate, muffled whine as a door 

slams upstairs and the boy lets out another groan, muttering loud enough for the reptile to hear: 

“Mom and Dad better get home soon… this is really stupid… Phil, Phil, I know you can hear 

me! I want something to eat!” 

“You just have to wait another twenty minutes… and what the hell did you do with the 

dog?” An irritated voice comes back, and Zerrex can hear whining, but this time he‟s pretty sure 

it‟s the boy as he makes his way carefully through the small den he‟s snuck into and through a 

kitchen. He notes a stairway in the next room through the archway leading into the room where 

the boy had „greeted‟ him from, and then Phil says angrily: “Come on, Matthew, stop being a 

prat! Why wouldn‟t you just let the dude in to use the phone or something? You‟re such a little 

prick.” 

“I‟m telling!” Matthew shouts in a loud voice, and Zerrex hears a short scuffle and then a 

door slam as something falls over, and Phil lets out a yell of anger from above before grunting 

something and making his way downstairs, and Zerrex immediately hides behind the archway, 

closing his eyes and simply listening. He hears Phil reach the bottom step, then the thud of feet 

crossing the floor… and a moment later Zerrex spins out and lashes out with a fist in a hard 

rising punch that smashes into Phil‟s gut, and the tall rabbit‟s eyes bulge as he grabs uselessly at 

Zerrex‟s arm, trying to gasp for breath even as the reptile settles his hands around his neck before 

snapping it easily. 

The reptile throws Phil‟s limp and gangly body over his shoulder and walks quietly and 

carefully towards the stairs, climbing them slowly as he hears the little dog barking again… but 



it comes barely audible as loud, punk music comes on, and Zerrex gives a twisted little smile: it 

was all falling into place so simply. The Drakkaren glances at the open door leading into what he 

guesses is Phil‟s room, and there‟s some nice things in here: he figures he‟ll plunder his way 

through the house after he takes care of everyone. 

He throws Phil down on his bed and covers him with a blanket, and he looks almost as if 

he‟s sleeping, other than the expression of horror… and Zerrex makes a face at this and brushes 

the rabbit‟s eyes closed before opening and closing his muzzle a few times, carefully smoothing 

out his face before he cracks his fingers and mutters: “I‟m going to enjoy this.” 

The lizard strides out into the hall, then down it towards the door clearly marked: 

„MaTtHeW‟s RoOm! KEEP OUT!‟ in black marker, with several badly-drawn skulls on it… and 

the reptile leans forwards, grinning playfully and knocking hard twice, and the rabbit inside yells 

angrily, in a whiny-defiant voice: “Go away, Phil! You aren‟t allowed in my room, just go 

away!” 

“Children these days think they‟re entitled to so much…” Zerrex murmurs softly, and he 

stroked quietly along the frame of the door before grasping the handle and turning it slowly, and 

he hears the rabbit run across the room inside and grab the handle, jerking it to the side and 

yanking the door open… and then he goes pale at the sight of Zerrex before he glares, sticks out 

his tongue and slams the door. 

Zerrex, however, throws a hand out and easily stops it this time, his eyes filled with 

contempt as he gazes down at the rabbit child with derision, over his baggy pants and black shirt 

and glasses… and the rabbit whines loudly: “You aren‟t allowed to be in here, even if Phil said 

you could come in! Go away, you‟re stupid!” 

“Actually, you‟re the stupid one here…” Zerrex reaches down and grabs the rabbit‟s ears, 

and he jerks hard upwards, the bunny howling in pain, surprise, and humiliation before 

immediately beginning to flail, and Zerrex snorts in disgust before letting one ear slip loose and 

simply tearing off the other, Matthew screaming in agony before Zerrex slams a foot forwards 

towards the rabbit‟s stomach. 

The rabbit is sent flying through the air, crashing into a shelf filled with toys, and several 

of the larger, heavier ones tumble down upon his head. He begins to cry loudly almost 

immediately, and Zerrex makes a face before striding over to the rabbit and simply punching him 

across the face. He has no wish to kill this maggot… he only wishes to make him as miserable as 

possible. 

The Drakkaren pauses, then glances at the computer currently emitting the loud music: 

it‟s one of the newer models, and he can see a high-speed modem attached to it as well… and 

currently up is some weird thing called a „blog‟ that he doesn‟t really understand. Upon a closer 

examination, however, he can see it‟s apparently some sort of space to talk about one‟s day, like 

an online journal to share with the world… except Matthew has been using it just to bitch, and 

currently was in the process of creating a new „post‟ – he guessed that was the name of the 

entries – and the reptile read aloud in a murmur, as he hit the power button on the speakers: 

“„Today was so-o-o bad, my parents wood not get off my case about school‟ – yeah, I can see 

why – „and Phil is being really mean. God I just want to kill my self‟ – you do that, kill „your 

self‟ – „life is so horrible. I thought that at least I had my friends but today Mark wouldn‟t even 

share his pencils with me. What is he still made‟ – wait,  „made?‟ – „about that whole dumb 

joke? I didn‟t think his pet bird would die from it! What a jackass!‟ Yeah. Enough of that.” The 

reptile pauses, then frowns a bit and mutters: “„Ugh, this really weird mean guy was just at the 



door wanting me to help him fix his car, and he was really stupid and ugly. I had to slam the door 

on him he was being so rude.‟ What the hell? What a lying little son of a bitch…” 

A growl rises in the reptile‟s throat as he strides over to Matthew, who has begun to stir, 

and he quickly reaches down and grabs his leg. Matthew blinks and immediately wakes up, but 

doesn‟t pull away fast enough, and Zerrex bends his leg in the wrong direction. The rabbit howls 

in pain, and Zerrex punches him quickly in the face again, knocking him out once more and 

leaving his leg twisted and broken. “I hope they have to cut it off, you little lying son of a 

bitch… nothing bothers me more than vermin like you.” 

For the next half hour, the reptile explores the house, waiting for the parents to get home 

as he plots what he‟s going to do to them… but in the end, Zerrex ends up standing just inside 

the kitchen again and waiting patiently as the two rabbits come in the door, a female voice saying 

cheerfully they‟d picked up dinner… and as her footsteps approach and the male goes up the 

stairs, Zerrex waits and then grabs her in a sleeper hold, the food falling to the floor as Zerrex 

chokes her into unconsciousness, then gently lays her down as he quickly makes his way for the 

stairs. 

Upstairs, he hears a toilet flush and a playful voice saying: “What, were you being a bad 

boy again, Benji? I dunno what it is, but you‟re always good around me…” A pause as a door 

opens, and as the male rabbit in the plain suit glances to the side, the last thing he sees is Zerrex 

leaping towards him before the Drakkaren seizes his skull and crushes him down into the 

hardwood floor, breaking his skull before slamming his elbow down into his chest to crunch it 

inwards and make sure. 

The reptile snorts, then curses as the dog bites at his muscular ankle with a growl and a 

series of yipping barks… and immediately Zerrex turns around, drawing his foot back… before 

he sighs and lightly boots the animal when it leaps at him again with the side of his foot, sending 

it flying into the bathroom. As it lays inside, stunned, Zerrex closes the door and then walks to 

the end of the hall. 

Inside, Matthew has been restrained, and Zerrex leans in the doorway, staring at the child 

gagged with a length of cloth and tied up with rope and duct tape, and the lizard says mildly: 

“Look on the bright side. At least you have a real problem to bitch about now.” He pauses, then 

turns the light off, adding drolly: “Don‟t bother trying to turn on your computer on or use your 

phone: both have been permanently disconnected. Try sleeping some or reading a book. I need to 

go and rape your mother now.” 

The Drakkaren closes the door with a grin as the child screams… and Zerrex goes 

downstairs to the middle-aged rabbit laying on the floor, her body spread out and her eyes 

closed, breathing softly and looking strangely elegant despite the two paper bags filled with what 

smells to the reptile like friend chicken laying next to her… and then the reptile reaches down 

and slowly undresses her, before he carries her body into the den and tightly ties her hands 

behind her back and puts a lash cord around her neck and ties that off to a pair of antlers 

mounted on a steel frame on the wall. 

She awakens just as he finishes putting a ball gag in her mouth: a little something he‟d 

found in Phil‟s room. The lamp is on, and she is naked, looking back and forth in shock as the 

Drakkaren sits down on the couch across from her with a smile… and he lowers his muzzle, 

saying softly: “Hello there. Now… you don‟t know the state of your family, and I‟m not going to 

tell you about two of them… but your youngest Matthew, is currently upstairs in a lot of pain… 

and I can put you in just as much agony if I want to. 



“Now here‟s where things get fun.” Zerrex pauses, lacing his fingers together as she 

stared at him with terror, tears already leaking through her fur as he motioned at the pain 

medication he‟d found in the cabinet made out to her husband. “This is some pretty heavy-duty 

stuff, and I‟ll go and give some to your son… but you have to entertain me first. I‟m not in the 

mood for sex, but I‟m a bit sadistic, and I wouldn‟t mind engaging in the latter right now… so as 

you may notice, there‟s a pleasant fire going in the fireplace, and two firepokers steadily heating 

up inside.” 

She glances to the side, towards the fireplace that is merrily crackling, as if laughing at 

her plight… and Zerrex smiles coldly at her expression, knowing her maternal instinct was 

warring with her need for self-preservation. It was a sick game, and he knows it, but he wants to 

play it… simply because of his own twisted family history, so he motions at the whip and the 

dildo on the table. “These things obviously aren‟t as painful… but if you go the easy route, I 

won‟t help your child, and I‟ll break both his arms to add to the sizeable pain of his broken leg.” 

He pauses at her expression, at the hate in her eyes as she screams… and it makes him love and 

hate himself even more as he grins cruelly, a dark thrill rolling through his body. “I know bitch, 

I‟m evil. And I‟ll take your ball-gag off to let you voice your opinion… but here‟s another rule 

of our little game. 

“If you piss me off, I‟ll rip your body apart and then I‟ll… rape your son.” Zerrex says 

softly, before he opens the fly of his pants and pushes them and his boxers down a bit, letting her 

see with horror the size of his shaft. “And it will likely kill him… and then I‟ll come downstairs 

and make you lick your son‟s blood off my cock before I rape you to death.” 

He pauses as she shudders violently, and then he smiles as he does his pants back up, 

adding in an easy voice: “But if you please me… I‟ll help your son survive, and I won‟t kill 

either of you.” The reptile walks around the table, heading over to her and undoing the ball gag, 

letting it fall to the floor as he gazes down at her and strokes her face gently. “Go ahead. Tell me 

how generous I am.” 

For a few moments she only shivers, trying to look away as the tears continue to roll 

down her face… and then she whispers: “You‟re very generous… you‟re… far too kind, when… 

when you could do whatever you want… please, do anything you want to me, but don‟t hurt my 

little boy, please…” 

Zerrex smiles at this response, at the same time feeling something murmuring inside him 

that he‟s being a coward… but he murmurs inwardly back that it‟s all part of the torture for her. I 

want to watch her react… I want to see her protect her child from harm… I want to see if she‟ll 

act like how my Mommy would act… “Good… that‟s a good start… now every time I do 

something to you, I want you to thank me for it… and try to spice it up and add a little variety 

here and there, maybe some begging for more… just to keep my attention on you, huh?” 

She shivers, but at the look in her eyes, he knows she will… and he starts off slow, 

listening to her murmur thank you‟s as he touches her breasts gently first, then harder, before 

pinching a nipple and twisting viciously… and she moans in pain before she whispers raggedly: 

“It‟s so sexy… please, harder…” 

“You‟re strong… I admire that…” Zerrex says softly, and he honestly means it even as 

he walks over to the fireplace and pulls one of the pokers out, a plain iron one with a small claw 

at the end of the handle. He turns towards her, and she shudders, almost whispering something 

but halting herself, and then she nods to him and clenches her eyes shut as he cocks his arm 

back. 



He slaps her right breast once, then twice, in a forehand-backhand motion, knocking the 

small swell of flesh back and forth with a loud sizzle as she cries out loudly twice, and then 

hisses in pain, before forcing her tear-filled eyes open, panting and saying raggedly: “G-God… 

I… thank you… sir… will you please hit me again…” 

“Beautiful… simply amazing.” Zerrex is enthralled as he gazes at her, this time striking 

her other breast and causing her to scream, a vein bulging in her neck before he presses the side 

of the poker down against her nipple, and she shrieks in pain… but when he draws the firepoker 

back, she thanks him again, and he feels his own eyes want to fill with tears in admiration. 

“Yes… simply stunning… now spread your legs…” 

She starts to protest… then swallows and simply nods before forcing out: “If… it would 

bring you pleasure… I‟ll do whatever you want…” And then, as Zerrex leans forwards, his own 

breath quickening, he watches as she slowly forces her body to sit back and spreads her legs 

wide, closing her eyes tightly. 

Zerrex grins widely and viciously, and then he swings the firepoker hard forwards in a 

hard underhand arc, and she screams in agony as the claw tears into the soft lips of her sex and 

the smell of sizzling flesh rises up, her legs spasming and hips bucking violently as her eyes 

bulged, and Zerrex snarls as he leans into it, forcing more of the poker into her sex, destroying 

her vagina before he finally tears it backwards and tosses it aside, hearing it sizzling on the 

ground and watching a slow flow of blood leaking out of the rabbit‟s vagina as she cries quietly 

and slumps back against the wall, unable to slide to the floor and instead leaving her mangled 

vagina visible to the world. 

Zerrex allows her to cry for a short time, looking down at her with a mix of pity and 

confusion before he finally picks up the other firepoker, and she gazes up at him miserably, 

trembling violently at the sight of the long, thin rod – not square and bulky like the other, and 

lacking any sort of claw at the end, only a sharp tip. “What d-do you want… what do you want to 

do with that…” 

“Turn over and face the wall… and bend down as much as you can…” Zerrex says softly, 

expecting her to cry, argue, freak out… but instead, she only nods silently and turns around… 

and Zerrex slowly rubs it against one buttock, and then the other: both touches cause her to hiss 

and moan in pain, before she shrieks and bucks against the wall when he begins to spank her 

with it, bursting into tears but at the same time managing out inarticulate words he thinks may be 

either thank-you‟s or please-more‟s, and it fills him with a mix of pain, excitement, and sorrow 

as he snarls and begins to lean into the strikes harder. 

Finally, he halts, panting quietly, her buttocks and lower back singed red and black with 

barely any fur left covering them… and then he stabs it forwards into her tender rosebud, 

spearing it squarely as she screams and arches her back… and he cries as he pushes it slowly 

forwards before he shouts: “Tell me you like it! Tell me you like it, and your son survives the 

night!” 

“I like it! I want more of it!” she screams raggedly back… and Zerrex looks shocked 

before he steps backwards, drawing the fire poker free and tossing it aside as she trembles and 

spasms, looking over her shoulder as his features go blank and asking in a ragged, pain-filled 

voice: “Was… did I make a mistake? Please, please save my son… please don‟t hurt him, do 

whatever you want to me, but don‟t hurt him… I‟ll do… I‟ll do a-anything… please…” 

Her begging dissolves quickly into tears… and Zerrex clenches his hands into fists before 

he picks up the pain pills and walks over to her, popping several out and shoving them forcefully 

into her muzzle before he forces her to swallow… and then, without even realizing what he‟s 



doing, he drops his head and kisses her hungrily, biting and forcing forwards like an animal as 

his hand holds tightly onto the back of her skull… and then he draws back, tasting her blood and 

trembling as he whispers: “Enough. Enough is enough.” 

He turns away and heads quickly upstairs, leaving her to cry… and when he reaches the 

child, he finds little Matthew is unconscious and drooling a bit on himself. He throws the pain 

pills down next to the kid and decides to leave him alone, and instead he leaves and goes 

downstairs, snarling angrily before he punches a hole in the wall and kicks over an expensive 

table in fury and confusion. Why? Why? Why would she do that? Why? 

He storms uselessly through the house for a few minutes until finally he sits down in the 

living room at the front of the small home and turns on the television, watching children‟s 

cartoons and trying to concentrate on something else until after midnight, a few hours into the 

morning. By then his calm has returned, and he looks out the dark window at the home… and he 

is surprised when he sees Daria at the window, leaning out it like a princess leaning out her 

balcony, looking miserably up at the night sky. 

Zerrex doesn‟t even realize what he‟s doing until he‟s doing it, as he walks outside and 

jerks his bike out from the side of the house, and then he quietly guides it over in front of Daria‟s 

home, gazing up at her in her silk nightgown… but he can see she‟s wearing clothes beneath the 

flimsy material, and she looks startled to see the Drakkaren as he raises a hand to her and says in 

a soft-but-carrying voice: “Come with me.” 

She trembles… but then nods to him, and vanishes from her spot at the window… only to 

reappear a moment later with her nightgown discarded and a thin rope in her hands, and she 

drops this out the window before slipping quietly down it and slowly walking across her lawn 

towards him. It‟s dewy and cold out, so he offers her his jacket as she steps up to him, and she 

slips it on, then swallows as she slides on the back of his motorcycle willingly, wrapping her 

arms around him and pushing her head snugly against his back. 

She is almost hugging him… and he feels a strange thrill roll through him as he slowly 

drives down the highway, and she clings close as she asks in a trembling voice over the growl of 

the motorcycle‟s engine: “Is tonight the night that I die?” 

“Most likely.” Zerrex says softly in return, and the rest of the twenty minute trip is silent, 

until they pull slowly into an empty field. The Drakkaren drives through this, and he can feels 

her nestling closer against him as tall grass drags against their cloth-covered legs until Zerrex 

pulls into a small grove filled with shorter grass, an unevolved family of deer galloping away 

from the trees they were feeding at as the Drakkaren parks his motorcycle and allows Daria to 

climb off. 

She could run, she could grab his gun, she could do a million things… but she patiently 

waits as Zerrex rests his bike against a tree, and then stares up at the stars for a few moments 

before turning to her, looking down into the girl‟s eyes and at how young and youthful she is, 

asking in the same gentle voice he didn‟t know he had: “How old are you, Daria?” 

“Fourteen, sir…” she says meekly, and then she adds quietly: “I would‟ve been fifteen in 

two months. I‟m… Mom says I‟m a bit overdeveloped and mature for my age, though.” 

He glances over her body: her breasts are already developing, and her features are older 

than they should be… and finally, he offers a bit of a smile as he turns on the headlight of his 

motorcycle and twists the handlebars so it shines over the small clearing inside the clearing, 

saying softly: “You seem that way… Daria, why did you come with me when you know what I 

want to do to you?” 



Daria shrugged a bit, glancing over him slowly, before she murmurs softly: “Because 

I‟ve never been happy… because I‟ve hurt people, too… because I killed my little brother, I 

don‟t know…” She pauses and looks at the ground as Zerrex looks at her with surprise, and 

shamelessly, she slips the coat off and pushes it up to her muzzle, inhaling the larger reptile‟s 

scent deeply before whispering: “Noel. It was two years ago… he‟d be half my age if he was 

alive today. But we got in a fight… and I pushed him down the stairs. I was just so mad at him, 

and he broke his neck on the way down… and then I lied about it and said I‟d just heard him fall, 

and Dad got the blame because he was the one who was supposed to be watching him. 

“I don‟t know why I did it… I don‟t know why I covered it up. And yet I know if I had to 

do it all over again…” She halts, then shakes her head slowly and murmurs: “I‟d do it all over 

again the same… and I just… do bad things sometimes. I don‟t know why… but I do know that I 

want this. I don‟t want to die… but I want you… I was excited by you… by what you did…” 

Zerrex steps towards her, and she looks up at him quietly… and then he slowly takes off 

his shirt, and she shudders and gazes at him with something like awe. For a few moments, they 

only gaze over each other… and then she takes off her own shirt, revealing her naked, little 

breasts as she whispers: “I know I‟m not in a position to make requests… but I want you… to eat 

at least part of me after I die…” 

The Drakkaren does a double take, staring at her, and she flushes deeply as she looks 

down, whispering softly: “I don‟t know… it‟s twisted, but I‟m excited thinking about it… I… 

I…” 

But there is no more need for words as Zerrex quiets her with a touch to her muzzle, and 

then he slips behind her and touches her breasts, slowly closing his huge hands around her small 

bust as he kisses her neck, and she moans and trembles against him… and Zerrex makes her his 

toy that night as he‟d wanted to for the entire day, without ever once raping her. 

When he slides his hand into her pants, her can feel her panties soaked with the nectar 

leaking from her sex… and when he touches her, she is burning hot to the touch. At the single 

gentle touch he gives her clitoris, she all but explodes with a cry of pleasure, a deep flush 

suffusing her face as she orgasms, her hips bucking slowly and releasing her fluids in a gush into 

her panties and jeans… but these are quickly discarded anyway, as Zerrex pushes her down onto 

her back and leans down between her legs, lapping up the sweet juices between her legs. 

She moans as her face turns bright red, gazing down at him with embarrassment as the 

Drakkaren undoes his belt at the same time, and soon his pants are lost with his combat boots… 

and once this happens, she becomes eager to please him, but he makes her beg and grovel for his 

cock, makes her crawl on her hands and knees and lick from his foot all the way up to his groin 

to taste his flaccid member and make it grow to its full monstrous size… 

The darkness is long, but their sex lasts until daybreak, and then Zerrex, standing naked 

and covered in blood and sexual fluids, pulls out one of his katanas and approaches the broken 

lizard laying in the red-stained field… but before he kills her, he leans down and shares one last 

gentle kiss with her… and then he stabs his sword down through her chest, and she lets out a sigh 

of strange relief as she dies. 

She goes limp, and Zerrex feels a strange urge to cry before he pulls the sword free and 

cleans it on her jeans, sitting naked on his ass and staring at her body. She is beautiful and 

serene, despite the fact he has stretched her almost to death even before he stabbed her… and 

from the rips in her scales from the reptile‟s roughness the night before, he can see she likely 

would have died in only a few minutes anyway. Yet she looks happy… and he remembers her 

strange last request… 



Slowly, he crawls over to her, putting his sword aside… and he lowers his muzzle to one 

of her breasts, biting into it as he‟d bitten into the other dead‟ girls the night before… except this 

time, he bites all the way through and tears back a large chunk of flesh, chewing it slowly and 

then swallowing it thickly. The flesh tastes strange, nothing like he‟d expected – or the flesh he‟d 

tasted before with Cherry, on their darkest of nights – but it has a strange deliciousness to him… 

and Zerrex feels a tear slide down his cheek as he takes another bite and chews firmly, feeling a 

terrible hunger falling over him as he rips hungrily into his body like an animal. 

When he gets dressed and leaves, his body is shaky and he feels horrified at what he‟d 

done… but at the same time, sated and satisfied, and the reptile drives quickly off through the 

field, leaving a mangled, shredded body behind that has been ripped limb-from-limb, missing 

most of its flesh, bones shattered and only the face left untouched, entrails spread out around the 

body. Later, when it would be found, they‟d declare it the site of some terrifying satanic rite… 

and none would ever know the truth of young and sad Daria. 

 

Zerrex ground to a halt, swallowing thickly and once more sitting beside Sin, somehow 

tasting Daria‟s flesh in his mouth again as he looked away in shame… but Sin stroked gently 

along his back and said meekly: “I… I could try and find her here, Lord Zerrex, if… if you 

wanted me to.” 

The reptile blinked in surprise, then he looked at her for a few moments before quickly 

shaking his head and swallowing again, murmuring: “No… no, I couldn‟t, I don‟t want to see… 

I mean, I do want to see her, but… she‟s probably not in Hell, and even if she is, I… she 

wouldn‟t want to see me… she probably wouldn‟t even remember me, with how old a demon 

she would be by now…” 

Sin only laughed faintly, looking down and mumbling embarrassedly: “I get the feeling 

you‟re hard to forget, Lord Zerrex… but… I… I think that she would. I‟ll… I‟ll let you decide 

that, though.” 

She halted, then took his hand and continued in a stuttering voice: “But… but you know, 

it… you‟ve come out the other end okay, after everything you did. I… I know how mean it 

sounds, but there are… you did okay.” She finished lamely, and flushed deeply as she looked 

away, whispering: “You didn‟t turn into something hideous like me…” 

“Sin…” Zerrex gazed at her quietly, but she shook her head and leapt quickly up to her 

feet, flushing and striding a few feet away as she clasped her hands together tightly. The 

Drakkaren looked at her for a few moments, and then she lowered her head, gazing back at him 

with a shameful look in her eyes. 

“My name is Sin… because I am the First Sin… not the sin of procreation, but the Sin of 

tampering with nature…” Sin slowly turned around and shrugged off the shoulder straps of her 

dress, but she kept her arms tightly over her body, holding it up as she gazed at Zerrex, before 

red tears slowly rolled down her cheeks, as she whispered: “I loved God… I loved all my 

brothers and sisters… but I feared Mephistopheles. And so I permitted him to do what he would 

to my body, and I gave birth to the terrible demons that were sealed deep in the bowels of Hell, 

all of them given unspeakable names by God… and the tampering Mephistopheles did to me was 

torn out of my body. It‟s so strange, that his fate was to be killed by an undead mortal on the 

physical plane, his own natural servant… and I… I am left here,  to suffer my punishment until 

he who is worthy returns to the throne…” 

She gazed away as her bloody tears fell to the ground… and then she dropped her dress, 

and Zerrex‟s voice caught in his throat, a shudder rolling through him at the sight of the female‟s 



body… or rather, the lack thereof. Her stomach had been ripped to shreds, and spikes of bone 

stuck out here and there, along with long coils of intestine and bloody flesh that hung almost to 

her ankles, Sin hanging her head as she quietly let her body go limp… and Zerrex saw a terrible, 

dog-like face slowly rip its way through an intestine in her stomach before a monstrous puppy 

covered in spikes crawled out of her stomach, then made its way up to a massive gouge just 

below her breast and squirmed back inside her, as several other similar creatures barked and 

hissed inside of her stomach. 

Sin rose a hand and snapped her fingers quietly, and the miniature dog-things retreated, 

her body bulging in obscene ways as she whispered in a shuddering voice: “M-My apologies, 

Lord Zerrex… the… the Seethe Hounds react to l-light… although my body constantly heals 

itself, they‟re always feasting on my entrails… and if I try to remove them or heal too much, they 

eat their way in through my v-v-v…” 

She broke off into a sob, and then grit her teeth and controlled herself with a slow 

breath… and Zerrex paled as chills wracked his body, before he whispered: “And… and you‟ve 

suffered like this since… since you came to Hell? Since Hell was created?” 

“The Seethe Hounds are the last children of Mephistopheles… but unlike the other 

children I… he… I bore for him…” She broke off, then swallowed thickly, whispering: “They 

are living damnation… they can only be commanded by the one who sits in the Central 

Throne… I-I‟m sorry!” 

Sin suddenly turned away, jerking her dress back up over her terribly-wounded body, and 

Zerrex saw one of the Seethe Hounds snarling at him through a gaping hole in her upper back 

before it was covered by the dress, and she quickly slid her straps back onto her shoulders as she 

dropped her head in her hands and began to cry loudly… and a moment later, Zerrex quietly 

hugged her body, and she threw herself against him as she cried, her bloody tears flowing from 

her eyes as her body reverted for the moment to its natural Naganatine form, shoving her face 

against his chest and smearing him with her blood… but the Drakkaren didn‟t care as he held her 

tightly, closing his own eyes tightly and rocking slowly with her on the spot. 

After a while, her tears dried up, and Zerrex gently carried her downstairs to the futon, 

laying her down on it and holding her gently as she looked down miserably, whispering: “I… 

I‟m sorry… I haven‟t always been so weak, Lord Zerrex… but my punishment is heavy on my 

shoulders and…” She looked up at him weakly, and once more he was suddenly looking at a 

Drakkaren that strangely resembled his mother as she said quietly: “I‟m sorry. I don‟t want to 

complain or whine…” 

“Stop that…” Zerrex chided softly, and he held her tight against his side as he gazed 

down at her quietly, making a bit of a face and admitting that he felt a terrible worm of 

discomfort at holding her despite his best efforts not to… but goddammit, if I can hold Feldspar, 

I can hold her. And it‟s not that I don‟t want to comfort her… it‟s just… “I… I have to admit, 

what‟s wrong with you is… pretty damn terrifying. How… how have you survived all those 

years, with those things inside you, in… that kind of pain?” 

Sin shook her head slowly, murmuring softly: “You… it‟s sick, but you get used to it. I 

can feel them squirming around inside of me even now, and yet… I dunno, I‟m just… it doesn‟t 

bother me like it used to.” She halted, then looked up at Zerrex… and the Drakkaren leaned 

down and slowly licked one trail of her bloody tears from her cheek, and Sin flushed deep 

scarlet. 

She didn‟t say stop, though, only continuing to gaze up at him… and he quietly lapped up 

the other trail of red tears as well, before gently wiping at her face with his thumb, and she 



smiled weakly up at him, blushing and looking down.” T-Thank you, Lord Zerrex. I… since… I 

know… I mean, I obviously can‟t have sex with you… but… I really do like you, and I want to 

be your friend…” 

“You are a friend.” Zerrex said empathetically… and somehow, that made it easier to 

hold her, easier to force away whatever strange feelings he had before he asked slowly: “But… 

you are completely incapable of having sex, aren‟t you?” 

She nodded quietly, looking and staying the same deep red as she mumbled: “The 

Princess… I… there‟s a reason I serve her… because it was my Lust as well as my fear that got 

me into this position I‟m in now.” She looked down, whispering: “I knew what I was doing was 

wrong… that the children I bore were not Nagantine nor angel, mortal nor beast… but I bore 

them anyway, because all I wanted was the glory of how it felt when he fucked me…” 

It sounded so strange coming from her, admittance of such mortal emotions and 

moreover, use of such language… and Zerrex looked at her oddly before she glanced up at him, 

asking meekly: “Yes, Lord Zerrex? I‟m sorry, have I offended you?” 

“No, it‟s just… the way you are now, you seem like delicate china.” He smiled faintly as 

he touched her cheek, and she flushed deeply again. “Like if I pushed you too hard, I would 

break you… I never would have guessed there was a rebellious, rough young girl in there once.” 

“I still like it… I still… I mean…” she stammered, looking embarrassedly up at him, and 

then she glanced down, whispering quietly: “I don‟t want to repeat my past mistakes. I‟m a 

demon now, and I don‟t want to suffer this punishment forever… but… I guess my only hope is 

that one day the Center Throne is filled… and maybe… maybe then…” 

She looked longingly up at the sky, and Zerrex nodded a bit as Sin pushed herself quietly 

away, glancing down embarrassedly… but the Drakkaren understood. She never liked to be 

touched for very long, still had a lot of obvious trouble with physical contact… but what she did 

today took more courage than I have… and I think it‟s a huge step forwards between us. After 

all, Lily still won‟t tell me whose daughter she is and what kingdom she‟s supposed to inherit… 

and Selena took a good few years before we started really trusting each other, too. “Hell is 

Hell.” 

“Hell is Hell.” Sin murmured in agreement, wrapping her arms around her stomach and 

closing her eyes… and then she let out a soft sigh before glancing up and adding quietly: “I‟m 

sorry, Lord Zerrex, but Queen Feldspar instructed me specifically to leave the house while she‟s 

here, and I don‟t want to displease her by still being present when she appears… I think it 

wouldn‟t bode well for any of us. I… I‟m going to retire to the Marquee Sur Noir for a few 

days… but if you need me…” 

“Just say your name.” Zerrex nodded and gazed at her quietly, and then he reached out 

and squeezed her shoulder gently, and she flushed a bit before nodding as the Drakkaren let his 

hand drop away, smiling at her faintly. “Thank you for everything you did today, Sin… and take 

care of yourself. I‟ll see you in a few days.” 

Sin nodded to him quietly, then she stood up and walked off the futon, almost limping 

before she took a deep breath and slowly faded out of reality. Zerrex watched her vanish, then 

stared at the spot where she had stood only moments before, shaking his head slowly and 

murmuring quietly to himself: “The world just keeps growing stranger and stranger down here… 

Sin… I hope you‟re taking care of yourself.” 

Over the years, Zerrex had learned a bit about the Marquee Sur Noir from Selena, 

Amiglion, and Feldspar, the last of which was still drooling over him and offering up 

information on any and every subject she could, which included Sin. She had been very negative 



about all the time he had been spending with her, acting incredibly petty and jealous… and it 

probably didn‟t help matters that technically, Sin was a higher-ranking handmaiden than she 

was, meaning the only reason she took Feldspar‟s orders was because of her meek nature and the 

fact she loathed conflict of any kind. 

But Sin was far more powerful than she let on if she was capable of controlling the 

Marquee Sur Noir, which was a sort of battleground reserved specifically for demons too 

dangerous to be permitted to fight in one of Hell‟s other arenas, for whatever reason. It was used 

only for lethal combat, and every demon that died there fed the strange world-between-worlds 

more power, adding another row of seats in the stands or strengthening the already-indestructible 

walls further and making them even more insurmountable to whatever was trapped inside the 

huge center ring of the coliseum. But worst of all, even angels were unable to see inside the 

battleground without use of some special spell: only a true-blooded demon could hope to survive 

the terrors of the Marquee Sur Noir. 

What made it worse was the fact that there were demons far stranger than the ones borne 

from the bowels of Hell in that world, with all sorts of weird and terrible abilities and their own 

kind of magic. And it was a world that Sin had almost unique control over, capable of banishing 

other demons to that world and protecting them inside it as she willed… and the reptile 

wondered quietly what other sort of abilities she possessed, and how different she would be 

without that terrible wound in her stomach. 

It brought to mind the reactions of the others, and Sin‟s own words: the ones ordered to 

watch him had been instructed to treat him with absolute respect. It made him wonder how she 

would have treated him otherwise… and how she would behave if he wasn‟t around. Would Sin 

still be so quiet and polite, for instance? He mused a bit as he leaned backwards, laying back on 

the futon and murmuring softly: “Is what I‟m seeing really real, or is this just some strange 

illusion all orchestrated by the Princess?” 

He shook his head slowly, then made a face when a white portal appeared and Queen 

Feldspar stepped through it, a crazy grin on her features as a long green dress swayed around her 

body… and of course her scales today were a bright evergreen that matched this. It irritated the 

Drakkaren how many different shades she liked to change her scales almost as much as it 

irritated him how possessive she could be. You know, especially due to the fact that she married 

me without my consent. “Zerryberry! Darling, it‟s wonderful to see you again.” 

“Lady Feldspar. The same to you.” Zerrex stood up and walked over to her, holding out 

both his hands to her… and she immediately laced their fingers together, gazing at him adoringly 

with a terrible mix of servility and adoration, her blue eyes burning as a sharkish grin spread over 

her muzzle. She squeezed his hands tightly, then laughed as he added mildly: “I think you‟re just 

a few hours early, though.” 

“Oh, I just couldn‟t resist, Lord Zerrex…” The demoness gazed up at him happily, 

licking her muzzle slowly as she gazed over him, sliding her hands along his wrists and up his 

arms until they wrapped tightly around his neck, pressing to him with a teasing purr. “After all, 

how could I stay away from you another moment when I ache night and day for you…” 

The Drakkaren glanced down at the locket she wore, before he managed a weak smile up 

at her, feeling a bit nauseated. After all, the locket had a portrait of him, colored with his own 

blood in different shades of red and blacks. It was a bit disturbing, to say the least… but when 

she‟d started making rather heavy hints that he should get her something, he‟d finally had this 

etched out… but Feldspar had insisted she add a bit of her personal touch to it, and it had 

apparently thrilled her to use the Drakkaren‟s blood as her ink… but on the other hand, it had left 



Zerrex felling horribly sore for weeks afterwards, and he still felt ill with how much she‟d 

drained out of him just to etch that little portrait. “I‟m… I‟m glad then. I was missing you too. I 

really was.” 

His words were obviously forced, but the female giggled and beamed at him, hugging 

him tight again and grinding against him seductively as she licked her lips slowly. “Well then, 

Lord Zerrex! It‟s wonderful to hear… and I have many, many stories to tell you, all about the 

palace and the war… all these things you love to hear about, and of course we‟ll have a great 

supper together… and a far better dessert…” Her eyes half-lidded as she gazed at him lustfully, 

murmuring teasingly: “No other male can please me anymore… it gives me more pleasure just to 

masturbate to memories and thoughts of you, how powerful, dominating, and rough my lover, 

my husband, and my master can be… and I‟m here to please his every fantasy…” 

Zerrex carefully pried her off, but before she could pout, he stroked her face gently, and 

she gave a girlish blush at the contact, gazing at him with adoration. “And believe me I… I‟m 

really looking forwards to that. But I uh… I was just thinking that I should really… um… we 

should go out somewhere nice for dinner.” Zerrex said lamely, trying to keep himself from 

throwing her across the room as she slowly began to push towards him again with a bright grin, 

all the sapphire and emeralds on her rings and the bangles on her wrists sparkling with unnatural 

intensity. The reptile had learned she charmed every single gemstone on every trinket she 

owned… her specialty, after all, was material magic and alchemy along with her control over 

water, and she had a deep affection for anything that looked „pretty,‟ in a word… and thus he‟d 

learned to never, ever touch anything „pretty‟ she owned, lest he set off some terrible magical 

trap or effect. Just like when she knocked me out that one time… 

She pushed one of her hands against his chest, and he could almost feel the magic 

emanating off them as she said lovingly up to him: “Well, Lord Zerrex… I did take the time to 

reserve us a table at that one restaurant you liked so much, the Mortal Crane… after all, you 

seemed to adore that… what was it called?” 

“It was a lobster platter.” Zerrex said mildly, rubbing the back of his head slowly and 

looking down at the demoness as she looked happily up at him. Her terrible saccharine sweetness 

was making him feel like was getting diabetes as she slid away from him and spun around, 

dancing and leaving flickering blue motes of light behind herself as she laughed and moved in a 

slow circle around the Drakkaren, the motes thickening into watery bodies that immediately 

began to move in time with Feldspar as she spun and danced through the room. 

He watched as the demoness spun and arched her back, threw her arms out and moved 

with terrible elegance as her almost-solid water copies moved in time with her, following her 

lead as she continued to laugh, almost knocking over his shelves, as the water nymphs splattered 

against the walls and lost their form before solidifying again as they moved in a terrible ballet 

through the room. Zerrex swallowed and stepped backwards, then reached out and snagged 

Feldspar as she began to dance by, and they spun in a circle together, hands locked as Feldspar 

threw her head back with a sigh of pleasure, the water beings circling slowly around them before 

dissolving and evaporating again, leaving them in the middle of a lazily-spinning cyclone. 

Feldspar threw herself against his strong body after another movement, letting out a long 

sigh of pleasure and closing her eyes tightly as she murmured: “Oh, I love you, my darling… I 

love you so much…” 

Zerrex swallowed, then managed an incoherent mumble in return, looking up with a 

pained wince to the ceiling. But between having her clinging to him and her inadvertently 

destroying his entire home, it didn‟t leave the reptile a whole lot of choice… and a moment later 



the Drakkaren glanced over at the shattered circle of glowing runes, wishing idly that it still 

worked. Of course, the first time Feldspar had tried to force her way in and found the protective 

circle blocking her passage, she‟d demanded it be destroyed… and when Zerrex had honestly 

said he‟d had no power to destroy it, Feldspar had thrown a tantrum, wrecked half the house, and 

then attempted to erase the circle… but her own magical abilities had been repelled, and all she‟d 

managed to do was damage the runes before Zerrex had sighed and given her explicit permission 

to portal into the house whenever she wanted, which had solved the problem. 

On the other hand, it also meant that Zerrex could rescind his permission whenever he 

wanted and block her out… but in that case, Feldspar would probably level the entire house. 

Already she had shown a nasty tendency to go psycho whenever things didn‟t go her way, such 

as the way she‟d reduced several Masters to dust when they‟d refused to let her drag Zerrex 

outside the Circle of Lust. She had almost started a full scale war between herself and the 

Masters… and Zerrex had been forced to order her firmly to stop and say he‟d much prefer that 

they eat at a restaurant inside the Circle. She had pouted for a while, but then relented… and the 

Drakkaren wondered sometimes who was really in charge here. 

Likewise, he had never seen Feldspar‟s true form… but he‟d heard rumors that she was 

truly hideous, comparable even to the Terrors that were forever locked away in Hell‟s deepest 

guts, imprisoned far below the surface and somehow providing Hell with a limitless supply of 

power… and specifically, the Scholars. The Drakkaren got the feeling somehow that the 

Nameless demons Sin had given birth to were also the Terrors… but the Drakkaren didn‟t want 

to make any guesses, knowing that Hell‟s history was too vast to rule any possibilities out. 

The only thing Zerrex knew for sure is that Feldspar might not be physically skilled… 

but she had terrifying magical powers that could whiff him out in a moment just like a candle if 

she ever willed it. There was too much about Hell he didn‟t understand, there were too many 

things he was still learning despite having spent over two thousand years in this terrible place… 

and Feldspar was still also his best source for information, especially with almost everyone else 

he knew out on the battlefields, engaged in the terrible civil conflict that was still plaguing the 

land. She was privy even to information that Sin didn‟t know… and despite the arguments he 

had seen her engaged in with the Princess, she was still the closest to the monarch, even if not 

the highest in status. 

The two looked at one another, and then Feldspar took his face in her hands, smiling 

teasingly as she said softly: “I gaze into your eyes, Lord Zerrex, and I can see that look you 

always get when you want to hear my stories… and I must say, you‟re one of the best listeners 

I‟ve ever met.” She let out a happy sigh and pressed against him tightly, murmuring gently: 

“What adoration I feel for you, my handsome King… you‟re such a strange creature. You know 

as very well as I do that any day you wanted, I could have you removed from here… and yet for 

some strange reason, despite your thirst for knowledge, you insist on punishing yourself here! 

Come with me, Lord Zerrex, come and sit on my throne…” 

Her chest began to heave and she began to pant, a deep blush suffusing her features as 

she reached up and grabbed his shoulders, her claws digging into him as she growled hungrily: 

“It‟s funny we‟re in this circle, because my lust for so much grows so fast when I‟m here with 

you… if you want to know all my secrets, then I‟ll tell you, I‟ll tell you everything! But I need to 

know why… why do you insist on acting like any weak, stupid mortal that gives in too often to 

his desire to fuck, why do you insist on staying here and serving out your hundred eternities of 

punishment? Why, Lord Zerrex, why, when we could be together! We could rule this entire 

world!” 



Feldspar‟s eyes turned pure blue, her breath hot as it washed over Zerrex‟s face, the 

demoness‟s body seeming to thicken and bulge as she gazed up at him hungrily… and the 

Drakkaren swallowed, grasping her hips and pushing her body back a bit as she continued to 

look at him with her eyes solid, burning blue. He gazed back into them, as a snarl twisted over 

her muzzle and her body flexed, claws digging deeper into his body and causing him to wince, 

trying to shrug free.  

“It‟s… it‟s my duty.” Zerrex said finally, and he could see blue veins pushing out under 

her scales, pulsing slowly and glowing like neon lights as she looked up at him with those 

terrible glowing eyes. “I earned this punishment myself, and now I should ensure that I live it all 

the way through to the end. If I skip out or cheat… it takes away the value of the experience, it 

cheapens who I really am.” 

“Silly mortal emotions… isn‟t it also said that only a masochist incurs pain when there is 

no need for it?” asked Feldspar, and her voice had taken on a terrible unearthly quality as her 

horns lengthened, her eyes burning as she squeezed tighter into the reptile‟s shoulders, a bead of 

blood slowly running down his chest. “Come now, Lord Zerrex… you must cast off these ideas 

that you still base your life around, when you have started a life in Hell, a life not of the mortal 

plane, above mortals, without need for mercy or emotions…” 

Zerrex winced again, then he cursed under his breath and swung his arms up, knocking 

hers loose and pushing her roughly back as she blinked, her eyes returning to normal as the long, 

twisting path of blue vanished from beneath her scales, and the two looked at each other as he 

asked coldly: “Queen Feldspar… aren‟t demons even slaves to their own emotions, their 

passions, just as mortals are? Don‟t they base their entire existence around emotion, around what 

they feel, and don‟t you believe that the greatest path to becoming a demon is through passion 

and emotion?” 

Feldspar immediately looked away at this, sulking and muttering: “I don‟t want to talk 

about this anymore… let‟s not argue, Lord Zerrex.” She stepped forwards immediately, looking 

up at him with her hands clasped together, her eyes shining as she said childishly: “Come on, 

lover, we don‟t need to fight like this, it‟s just so silly, isn‟t it?” 

“Yeah… alright.” Zerrex sighed a bit as he nodded, reaching up and grasping her 

shoulders as she looked up at him with a wide smile, leaning forwards and kissing his cheek as 

he added softly: “So would you like to go out for dinner now or… is there something else on 

your mind, Feldspar?” 

The Queen lowered her head thoughtfully, swaying a bit on the spot and pushing her 

hands gently against the male‟s strong chest. “I‟m not so sure… I think we should… do 

something fun together…” Feldspar grinned widely, leering over him, and the reptile felt a shiver 

of disgust roll through his body at how quickly and easily her mind slithered back to the same 

train of thought. “We could fuck… or go out, and pick up my Master some more slaves… 

perhaps we could find that darling girl Lily you like so much? I‟m sure she‟d love to be one of 

your wives…” 

The Drakkaren felt like punching her, but he took a slow breath and resisted, instead 

saying mildly: “I dunno if I‟m in the mood for that right now… and I thought you wanted to go 

and get something to eat, anyway, didn‟t you? I wouldn‟t want to leave you waiting for a meal, 

and I have to admit it‟s a rare treat I enjoy myself…” 

“Oh, Zerrex!” Feldspar laughed to herself, leaning backwards and grinning wider as her 

hands slid down over his abdominals, grabbing the waistband of his pants firmly as she looked 

into his eyes with entertainment. “You‟re such a sweetheart, you know that? This is why I do so 



enjoy our time together… you‟re always so understanding and so loving… so tender despite how 

deliciously you hurt me when we fuck like animals…” 

She slid against him, panting a bit against his neck as she nipped at his throat, and he 

tilted his head upwards, wincing as she began to slowly lap from his shoulder to his cheek, 

growling in what she probably thought was a teasing manner. It only succeeded in making him 

feel uncomfortable, however, as she left a long trail of saliva along the side of his neck and 

twisted her body against his with a remarkable lack of talent. How many years has she spent in 

Hell, again? Maybe her punishment was always being a lame fuck… 

Then hurt her. Beat her. Rape her. Kill her. Take what you know you could goad her into 

letting her take… her body is weak compared to yours, she relies on trinkets and magic… you 

possess more than enough strength to take whatever you want from the weak slut… hissed the 

dark voice in his head, and Zerrex heard his other constant voice, Ravenlight, mutter something 

about avoiding doing anything stupid… which was disturbing, due to the fact that Ravenlight 

wasn‟t supposed to be the voice of reason in his head. 

Feldspar was staring up at him, though, waiting for some sort of response… and Zerrex 

hesitated before simply kissing her lips, and she immediately worked her maw against his 

hungrily in return, their tongues twisting together for a moment before the Drakkaren broke the 

kiss, and she let out a loud, pleasured sigh. “See, Lord Zerrex? This is why we‟re absolutely 

perfect for each other… we don‟t even need words to communicate our love for each other…” 

“Right…” Zerrex said slowly, and then he asked carefully, so as not to upset the 

unbalanced female: “So should I go and get some money, or would you prefer to pay for the 

meal, with as generous as you like to be?” 

She blushed and giggled at this, covering the end of her muzzle with one hand as she said 

playfully: “You‟re such a charmer! But silly, I‟ll pay, of course… but you know I‟m not so 

generous, all my money comes from the royal treasury… it‟s all my pleasure to offer what I can 

to you and pay for these silly little dates we go on.” 

She snapped her fingers to create a portal beside them as she took his other hand firmly, 

squeezing his fingers uncomfortably tight, and she immediately dragged the Drakkaren through 

this before he could say anything, and he staggered a moment later into the street outside an 

expensive, classy restaurant. He blinked, looking back and forth dumbly as demons looked at 

them curiously from where they were lined up along a stone walk, standing behind a black rope 

guarded by a massive draconic demon with a large, spiked – and bloodstained – cudgel resting 

beside him, dressed in tight black clothes and wearing a pair of sunglasses obviously stolen from 

the mortal realm. 

The demon glanced absently over at them as Feldspar strutted down the carpet leading 

straight to the doors with a with a teasing smile, and the bouncer did a double-take, his glasses 

falling off his muzzle as he immediately ran to the doors, pushing one wide and bowing deeply 

to Feldspar. Zerrex made a bit of a face as he followed quickly behind the demoness, giving a 

glance to the draconic demon and feeling awkward as they stepped inside, a waiter immediately 

running out to greet them with several deep bows. 

He guided them quickly over towards a table, Zerrex glancing back and forth nervously 

at the looks they were getting, before his eyes settled on a group of soldiers at one table who 

were muttering together, doing a very bad job of appearing incognito as the Drakkaren leaned 

towards Feldspar and asked in a mutter: “This is in the Eastern Province, right? And this is safe 

territory, you‟re sure?” 



“Of course, darling.” Feldspar said absently, waving a hand to him… and the reptile 

didn‟t like the way her eyes flicked quickly to something else in the room as she sat down at the 

table before glancing up at the waiter and raised a hand. “We‟ll have a bottle of Black Petal 

Wine, and we‟ll start with an appetizer of boar stew and a basket of plain buns, if you will.” 

“Of course, milady.” The waiter bowed, then the lizard demon glanced over to Zerrex, 

asking curiously: “Anything else, your lordship?” 

“Just a Frost cola and some toast, please and thank you.” Zerrex said mildly, tilting his 

head towards the soldiers and watching them out of the corner of his eye as one of them threw a 

carton of cigarettes at another, who grunted something irritably and then quickly left, apparently 

under the false pretence of needing a smoke. He listened through the chatter to the sound of the 

heavy boots of the last as he made his way for a side door, and then the Drakkaren turned his 

attention back to Feldspar, who was looking at him oddly. “I don‟t like this. They looked like 

Az‟Iriel‟s troops…” 

“Darling, you worry far too much… besides, how could you tell? It‟s not like they‟re in 

uniform or anything!” Feldspar laughed a bit, shaking her head slowly and looking across at him 

with entertainment as she laced her fingers together lightly. “Now let‟s talk for a little while, 

shall we? I‟m sure there‟s a million things on your mind, my Zerryberry, that you‟d like to talk 

about or have explained… you‟re such a curious little creature, after all…” 

She smiled across at him, but her eyes flicked anxiously to the side despite what she had 

just said herself… and the Drakkaren wondered what the hell was going on for a brief moment 

before he crossed his arms and said mildly: “Well… sure. What‟s happening on the Western 

Front?” Something relatively harmless… 

“Oh, not a whole lot… I hear that‟s where Inquisitor Selena has been dispatched to.” 

Feldspar replied dryly, but she seemed happy to be talking about something other than the 

possible soldiers surrounding them, as Zerrex looked back and forth, taking in the other far-better 

dressed demons throughout the room and noting the fact there was a rather wide space around 

their table, on the second landing and almost dead-center in the room. “Lord Zerrex, is 

something the matter?” 

Normally you don‟t notice me not paying attention to your ramblings unless I haven‟t 

spoken for the last hour or so… “No, I just… feel a bit underdressed.” The Drakkaren made a bit 

of a face, not having to fake his discomfort here as he nodded a bit to a demoness in pearls, 

sitting across from a male in a full suit and cape who had a silver collar and matching cufflinks. 

“I mean, I look like I just came in off the street.” 

“We did come in off the street.” Feldspar looked confused for a moment, and Zerrex 

wondered silently if she could be any more of a ditz before she added in a gushing voice, gazing 

over him hungrily: “Besides, you‟re the sexiest male I‟ve ever seen, Lord Zerrex… you 

shouldn‟t worry so much about what everyone else is wearing, not when there‟s plenty of other 

things to worry about, like your slow ascent into demonhood.” 

The Drakkaren made a face at this: it was a subject she constantly-insisted on bring up, 

no matter how often he noted he was uncomfortable talking about it under any circumstances 

with her. “Feldspar, you know how much I hate-” 

“Oh, here‟s our food!” she interrupted cheerily, clapping her hands together as the waiter 

came back holding a large tray, which he set down on the edge of the table in order to serve out 

its contents. This caused Feldspar to grimace, for whatever reason, as she muttered: “And this is 

supposed to be a high class restaurant…” 



The waiter blushed a bit and looked as if he wanted to say something in return, but 

thankfully he restrained himself, to Zerrex‟s relief: the last waiter who‟d said something back to 

Feldspar had ended up being blown apart, and what little had remained had been evaporated. As 

a Queen, the demoness felt she was entitled to whatever she wanted, however and whenever… 

and that meant she could also punish whoever displeased her for any reason. 

Of course, by the time he‟d left, Feldspar had forgotten whatever qualm she‟d had, saying 

cheerfully: “Well, wasn‟t he nice and prompt? We should dig in!” 

Zerrex took that to mean he should start eating as much as possible: Feldspar, on the 

other hand, would eat borderline-anorexic quantities and then complain loudly she was full, 

which Zerrex had discovered was impossible in Hell. It was possible to get fat if you were lazy, 

but impossible to get full eating, thanks to the way the Plane of Hell worked and the simple fact 

most of them were technically just solid forms of energy wandering around in a quasi-physical 

form. It was too complicated and technical for Zerrex to understand fully, but he grasped the 

concept, at least, as he stirred his stew a bit. 

It was nice and hot, and he ate heartily as Feldspar picked at a bun, looking across at him 

in the old measuring way that always meant trouble was coming soon. The Drakkaren made a bit 

of a face, but at least for a little while she was quiet… and he regretted looking up at her for a 

moment as she said immediately: “We should toss you in a vat of virgin‟s blood. I hear that helps 

out demonic evolution.” 

“Feldspar…” Zerrex said tiredly, then he paused as the waiter approached again, likely to 

take their order. He wished absently for a menu, but since they claimed to sell every type of 

mortal food available here. “Look, they‟re ready for our order.” 

“Excellent!” Feldspar brightened at this, crossing her arms and sitting back as she 

glanced over to the waiter, and Zerrex let her take charge again as she said cheerfully: “We‟ll 

have a fresh fish each, whatever‟s the catch of the day here, four double-patty cheeseburgers – 

that‟s what they‟re called, right, cheeseburgers? – a platter of fries, and those things you like, the 

ring-things, what are they called again?” 

“Onion rings, please.” Zerrex said politely, nodding a bit to Feldspar, before glancing to 

the waiter and adding mildly: “And a refill on my Frost, thanks. I‟d also like a pot of green tea-” 

“Blackleaf tea!” Feldspar interjected, then she looked across at Zerrex with a blush, 

touching the end of her muzzle gently and saying courteously: “You‟ll like this brand much 

better, Lord Zerrex, I assure you…” 

Yeah, I‟m sure this has nothing to do with the subject we were just talking about… “Sure, 

then. I‟ll trust your judgment, my darling.” His sour tone was apparently missed by Feldspar, 

who giggled childishly, but the waiter‟s mouth twitched a bit before he bowed to them both and 

strolled away to give the chef the order. Immediately, Feldspar glowered after him, and the 

Drakkaren said mildly: “Well, it‟s a good thing I‟m not eating too much… mortal food is very 

fattening, after all.” 

Feldspar looked nauseated at this, glancing down over herself and hugging her body 

tightly, and then she mumbled: “You know, I don‟t feel very hungry tonight… I think I‟ll just 

have a cup of tea instead, when the food comes…” 

Zerrex looked across at her with badly-faked concern, asking dryly: “Well, don‟t you 

want to try the fries, at least? They‟re very greasy, but they‟re good nonetheless… it‟s just one of 

many examples where something healthy has been turned into something delicious.” 

“I… I‟ll be right back.” Feldspar jumped up to her feet and strode quickly off, and Zerrex 

muttered something under his breath as he went back to eating in peace for a few minutes, at the 



same time glancing over at the soldiers and wondering where the hell their buddy could have 

gone off to. Worse still, the two left looked nervous and kept shooting glances at him… special 

ops they‟re not. They‟re more like plainclothes cops on their first sting operation after only a few 

months‟ experience…  

Zerrex shook his head a bit as his spoon scraped the bottom of the bowl, and he put it 

aside to munch quietly on some toast as he looked around the room for Feldspar. She had either 

gone to change their order – unlikely – or to throw up – not that she was bulimic or anything – 

and at this point, he just hoped that everything would move along at a faster pace so they didn‟t 

end the night with yet another fight. 

Every time he went out with Feldspar, something bad happened… but worse yet, 

Feldspar seemed to enjoy causing confrontations with anything she came across that challenged 

her absolute authority, especially when they wandered into other provinces. She also seemed to 

like shoving Zerrex into fighting things that he had no business fighting, like officers from other 

armies or off-duty Inquisitors… and the latter had ended nastily a few times. Officers knew when 

to back down, but Inquisitors much preferred to fight to the death, lest their precious reputations 

be tarnished from being defeated by an Initiate… but he always tried to look on the bright side 

and think of it as good training. 

He knew Feldspar had been reprimanded several times for starting undue chaos by the 

Princess, but for whatever reason, the Princess hadn‟t yet forbidden Feldspar to come see him, as 

she had tried to forbid the others… but Vampire still snuck his way over on occasion, and Blake 

„happened‟ to bump into him a few times with a book or two for him to read, and even Lily he‟d 

seen once, and she‟d explained she‟d just been curious to see how he was doing and what he was 

up to. She missed him, she‟d said… and he missed her, too. 

He glanced up as the waiter returned with another large platter… and Feldspar shoved 

him over bad-temperedly as she walked up behind him, splattering food and beverages all over a 

group of demonesses in expensive dresses and causing several of the Dius to shriek with anger… 

but at a glance from Feldspar, they immediately quieted and shrank away, the waiter mumbling 

apologies as he began to clean up, blushing deeply. It attracted the attention of one of the 

bouncers in the room, the huge draconic creature slowly beginning to make his way over with a 

club hanging from his hand… but as he passed a pretty marble fountain, several coils of water 

shot out, wrapped around him, and dragged him into the water, which went back to being glassy 

and calm a moment later, even as it began to slowly turn red. 

Zerrex winced at this, as Feldspar sat down, looking ill… and then she looked across at 

Zerrex as she absently wiped a bit of black ooze away from her jaws with her napkin, asking in a 

weak voice: “Am I pretty?” 

“You‟re always pretty.” Zerrex said gently, then he paused and added slowly: “But I‟d be 

able to tell you with much greater ease how beautiful you are if I could see your true form, 

Queen Feldspar…” 

Feldspar hesitated at this, looking flustered and angry and embarrassed: in other words, 

trying to avoid the subject altogether as best she could, but unable to think of a way how before 

the Drakkaren added in a low voice, leaning in conspiratorially: “I‟m not supposed to tell you 

this, but I saw Selena‟s true form… and I have to admit she didn‟t look that bad. I bet you must 

be far prettier than her, though…” 

Infuriated envy turned immediately to a pompous smile, Feldspar holding herself tall… 

and Zerrex knew he‟d hit the right button as she held her claws out, looking over them slowly 

and saying idly: “Well… perhaps I am. You‟re such a silly, though, Lord Zerrex… she‟s hideous 



in that body, and she‟ll always be infinitely uglier than me… but if you were able to bear to look 

at her, then I suppose I could show you what I really look like… although I must admit I‟m not 

as beautiful as I am now…” 

Zerrex forced himself to smile, saying in a sickly-adoring voice: “Oh no, I‟m sure if 

anything, you‟ll be even more beautiful with all that extra power I‟ll be able to see in your 

wonderful body… after all, you‟re always stunningly-gorgeous to me…” 

Now Feldspar grinned widely, crossing her arms and licking her muzzle slowly as she 

leaned across the table, saying hungrily: “Well, tell you what then, my darling… I‟ll show you… 

but I want you to fuck me hard in my real body if I let you see…” 

The Drakkaren nodded immediately, saying in a voice he barely kept stable: “It would be 

my pleasure, Feldspar… perhaps it‟ll be even better than your… already so tight and hot little 

body here…” 

Feldspar giggled like a schoolgirl, leaning back as Zerrex looked down into his empty 

bowl, wondering if he could pass off vomiting into it as nausea rolled through his stomach at the 

very thought of how loose she‟d probably be in her real body… and then he paused, his eyes 

flicking to the side as he heard the even march of heavy combat boots over the floor above. 

A Naganatine with black scales and cold, scarred features was leading a troop of soldiers 

with him… and on either side of him were two figures Zerrex recognized, feeling a terrible 

sinking feeling in his gut. Icarus… and the Countess. They must have been revived in Hell by 

Az‟Iriel… it hasn‟t been nearly long enough for them to have crawled out of the Plains of 

Despair… 

“Oh my… it looks like you were right. Silly me, we must be on the side of the province 

occupied by Az‟Iriel‟s forces…” Feldspar said slyly, and then she rested her arms on the table, 

glancing idly over as minotaurs and lizard demons clad in full armor came in and sat down at the 

closest available empty tables. “Golly, perhaps we should leave out the side door, since that 

looks like the Commander of this entire region, Lieutenant-General Argalox.” 

“You knew this was going to happen.” Zerrex said coldly, and Feldspar only smiled at 

him childishly, her eyes burning as she shrugged a bit, before the Drakkaren‟s eyes returned to 

Argalox and the pair of demons that had been destroyed completely on the Physical Plane… 

well, I know for sure I took care of Icarus… but I didn‟t hit the Countess hard enough to destroy 

her. It must‟ve been Marina or one of the others…  

He stood up and left quickly with Feldspar, knowing they were likely walking into a trap 

– or at least he was, as Feldspar giddily led him to the side door, her eyes alight with some 

terrible lust as she shoved a waiter out of the way and threw them open… and they stumbled out 

into a wide stone alley that had already been blocked off on either side by soldiers and armored 

transports. The Drakkaren snarled, but Feldspar only laughed as she spun around on the spot 

with him, looking across at him with a wide grin: “What fools! They think they‟re a match for 

us, or even for you, Lord Zerrex!” 

Zerrex let go of her hands, stumbling backwards himself but causing her to fall over with 

a loud squeal, the demoness landing heavily on the pavement with a snarl as her eyes turned 

bright blue… but they were saved an argument as Argalox strolled out with the Countess and 

Icarus behind him, his silvery armor glinting as he looked down at Zerrex disdainfully from a 

towering seventeen feet of height. “What a splendid show. Lord Zerrex, there is a direct order 

from Prince Az‟Iriel to exterminate you on sight to all demons of the Northern Realm… and 

since you have so-gladly set foot in territory currently owned by the Northern Province after we 

received an anonymous tip you would be dining here tonight… I have no choice but to destroy 



you myself. And surely you recognize you cannot stand up to a Naganatine… we of the First 

Breed are far more powerful than a mere… demonic initiate. 

“For entertainment purposes, however, I have brought along two old friends of yours… 

Icarus and Sveletchechnya, or simply the Countess.” Argalox bowed backwards, spreading his 

arms wide as the two stepped forwards, Icarus grinning and the Countess raising her hands to 

assume a ready stance. “They boast that in Hell, they should be capable of destroying you. I, for 

one, have faith in your abilities, Lord Zerrex, and I look greatly forwards to testing you myself. 

And oh, Lady Feldspar?” 

Feldspar looked over at him with a grin as she stood up, her eyes still burning… and then 

there was a loud crackle as she was frozen helplessly in a huge rectangle of ice that came to life 

around her, Argalox‟s eyes turning completely black. “Stay cool and take a seat at the sidelines. 

I‟ll deal with you in a moment.” 

The Naganatine rose a finger, and the block of ice slowly slid to the side as demonic 

soldiers crowded the doors along with interested patrons and curious onlookers… and Zerrex 

grinned widely as he slowly cracked his knuckles, looking coldly across at Icarus and the 

Countess as the Naganatine stepped back into the crowd. “First off, Lieutenant-General, I want 

to thank you for your… calm and cold reception.” 

A chuckle ran through the crowd at the pun, and Argalox looked entertained himself at 

the fact he hadn‟t been the only one to make a bad joke, before smiling as his eyes turned pitch-

black again at the reptile‟s next calm words: “And I want to say thank you for giving me the 

opportunity to finish these two off… even I can feel they don‟t have enough spiritual energy to 

return to life if they have another fatal accident.” 

They both snarled, then Icarus barked: “We‟re both far more powerful in Hell, Lord 

Zerrex! You‟re a fool to act so cocky when you don‟t yet know the full extent of our powers!” 

The Drakkaren glanced measuringly over them both, his emerald eyes narrowed as he 

took in every detail of their forms. Despite the boast Icarus had just made, the demon was 

lacking his huge metal wings and instead had a large pair of useless-looking, leathery ones 

coming from his back… and his body was covered by a plain black uniform with the Red Cross 

of Az‟Iriel on both biceps, just beneath the plain metal shoulderpads he wore. He had no 

armament Zerrex could see on him, either, meaning that he either planned to use magic or his 

fists… or, more likely, some hidden weapon he had up his sleeve or on his back.  

The Countess, meanwhile, was wearing the same costume she‟d been in before, except it 

was of black leather this time instead of red… but her crown was missing, as were her masks. He 

definitely expected her to use some sort of magical abilities, with how the last battle had gone… 

and then she hissed: “Don‟t think that we‟re the same as we were before, Lord Zerrex! We‟ve 

been back for a thousand years and we‟ve been training hard in order to ensure we defeat you… 

we won‟t just lay back and let ourselves be beaten, like what happened last time!” 

“So everyone‟s life is on the line… excellent.” Zerrex said softly, then he rose a hand and 

let his body fall loose, saying calmly: “Come.” 

Immediately, Icarus ran forwards as small spikes of metal shot out of his knuckles, and 

he threw a hard punch at Zerrex as the Countess clasped her hands together and began to chant… 

and Zerrex immediately kicked Icarus hard in the stomach with a simple forwards boot and sent 

him flying into the demoness, and they crashed to the ground together amidst a howl of laughter 

from the crowd, Argalox covering his muzzle to half-hide a smile of entertainment. The 

Drakkaren grinned himself, but at the same time he looked quickly over the Naganatine, who 



honestly worried him a lot more than these two bumbling morons did: after all, not only was he a 

First Breed… he had just literally put Feldspar on ice. 

Icarus leapt up, and the Countess pulled out two curved, boomerang-shaped blades, 

throwing both of them at the Drakkaren… and Zerrex created a sphere of energy, using this to 

deflect the blades before throwing it in an easy motion at Icarus as he charged forwards again… 

and this time the demon howled in agony, flying into the air and crashing into the wall high 

above the soldiers amid loud jeers… and Zerrex dashed through the cloud of smoke a moment 

later, heading straight for the Countess as she shrieked and held her hands out, the boomerang 

blades leaping off the ground and throwing themselves at the reptile. 

The reptile caught Icarus a moment before he hit the ground and spun around with him, 

hurling him into the twin blades, and the demon screamed as they collided with his back, one of 

them chopping off his wing before Zerrex leapt at the Countess and smashed her across the face 

with a hard right hook. She staggered, shrieking in pain, and the Drakkaren‟s following punches 

smashed into her stomach, her face, her kidney, and then he grabbed her shoulders and simply 

shoved down as hard as he could. 

She fell to her knees before screaming and arching her back as her collarbone snapped 

like a twig… and Zerrex slammed a knee up into her chin once, twice, and then he simply 

smashed a hard punch in a downwards arc across her featureless head, and she fell limply to the 

ground. The Drakkaren grinned… then snarled and cursed a moment later, staggering forwards 

as Icarus‟s spiked fist slammed into his back, before several more punches struck his body as the 

demon yelled and more flailed than struck at him. 

The reptile threw himself forwards, leaning into his stumble… and then he twisted 

around and swung his fist out in a backhand, and it caught Icarus in the face and knocked him 

sprawling to the ground. The Drakkaren-demon grunted, cursing and shaking his head quickly 

and looking dazed… and then Zerrex grabbed him and spun him over before slamming his hand 

into his chest and closing his eyes as he seized not the Drakkaren, but instead the energy he 

could feel burning through the reptile‟s body. 

Icarus screamed in fury and agony, his body spasming as he flailed his arms at either 

side, and then he bucked as Zerrex grabbed his skull with his other hand, wincing and jerking 

back hard as his muscles flexed and he snarled… and a moment later, he was holding some 

barely-visible, mostly-transparent spirit in his hand made of writhing dark energy… and Zerrex 

pulled. Just as he had so many years ago now with the Possessed creature, when he was still 

alive, he pulled as hard as he could with his body… and Icarus‟s ethereal voice screamed before 

the energy simply exploded into motes, and blue lightning sparked over Zerrex‟s body.  

Icarus‟s corpse rotted quickly away into dust, and the Drakkaren kicked a foot through it 

before turning around as the Countess tried to crawl to her feet… and he simply stomped down 

on her neck before twisting viciously, and there was a last burst of purple light before she, too, 

rotted rapidly and turned into ashes that floated slowly away… and Argalox slowly began to 

clap. 

The Drakkaren glanced slowly up at the cube of ice that Feldspar was in, watching water 

run down it in rivulets before he turned slowly around to the Naganatine, a last arc of blue 

energy circling him before he clenched his hands into fists… and he could feel his body burning 

with fire, wanting to pant like an animal but restraining himself as his heart pounded in his chest. 

He had just done what he‟d promised not to do to Little Arcy, when they‟d met at what now felt 

like a million years ago. He had eaten the energy of another demon… and in doing so, he had 

torn out his soul and ripped that to shreds before feasting on it as well, like a monster from Hell 



in the old legends… and Argalox said softly: “No wonder the Warlord is afraid of you… you can 

kill demons without the use of a Divine Word or any special implements. I am impressed, Lord 

Zerrex, and I may have underestimated you now that I feel your true power with your blood 

boiling… but the Countess and Icarus were weak and foolish.  

“They had indeed trained, but they had not yet returned to full strength… and they had 

forgotten you are no longer a crippled mortal, but a demon. You are only an Initiate, but you are 

a demon nonetheless… and I will recognize you and honor you as such.” Argalox knelt and 

bowed his head forwards slowly, his cape puddling around him as he closed his eyes… but then 

he smiled grimly as he stood up and tore the latter off, throwing it aside as he slowly pulled off 

the long gloves he wore as well. “I‟m looking forwards to fighting you…” 

Zerrex grunted as he stepped backwards, watching as the Naganatine brushed off his 

armor idly before slowly drawing his sword… and it was like nothing the reptile had ever seen 

before. It looked almost decorative, with the strange design near the base and the twisted shape 

of the handle… but the serrated edge that went almost a foot up the back of the blade from the 

golden hilt and the sharp, deadly edge on the front of the long, six-foot blade said otherwise. The 

Drakkaren thought even the hollow circle of metal at the base of the blade was sharpened… and 

the tip of the blade curved abruptly backwards, giving it a slight, barbed hook that would make it 

difficult to judge the swings the blade would take.  

It seemed to pulse with light in the thin, black-scaled hand of the Naganatine as he faced 

the reptile, and then he asked softly: “Would you like a weapon? And shall we use magic or not? 

I‟d like to invite you to use your spectacular energy abilities, at least… I‟d like to see how I stand 

up to them.” 

“I‟ll use them if you earn the privilege, how about that?” Zerrex readied himself with a 

smile, shaking his head and adding softly: “And no… I‟ll fight you as I am. I wouldn‟t want to 

dirty your soldiers‟ weapons, after all… but you fight me at your full strength, and I‟ll fight you 

at mine.” He paused, then tilted his head forwards. “I get the feeling we‟d be friends if we 

weren‟t enemies.” 

“Fate always stacks the deck.” The Naganatine straightened, and Zerrex heard a crackling 

before he looked down in surprise as a thin sheet of ice formed over the entire alley, the First 

Breed smiling again as his eyes turned solid black. “I‟ll do my best to live up to your 

expectations then, Lord Zerrex… after all, if you kill me, then this entire area will be given an 

order to go into full retreat… but don‟t worry. I‟ll make sure to come back and see our fight 

through again to a different conclusion.” 

“We‟ll see about that.” The Drakkaren set himself in a ready position, keeping himself 

calm and ready against the cold ice. I should‟ve trained harder on that stupid wax paper exercise 

with Requiem… “Let‟s go, Argalox.” 

The Naganatine immediately rushed forwards, then halted and allowed the skid to carry 

him the rest of the way, anchoring himself against the ice as he swung viciously upwards with 

the sword… and Zerrex ducked and swayed to the side before swinging one leg into Argalox‟s… 

but the Naganatine was like a metal wall, and the Drakkaren cursed before reaching up and 

grabbing the pommel of the First Breed‟s sword as he tried to slam it down into his skull.  

Argalox snarled and immediately swung forwards with a punch, and Zerrex blocked that 

with his other hand, his arms crossed over his chest before the Naganatine‟s tail swung forwards 

between his legs, and the twin whips on the end of the flexible appendage wrapped around his 

waist tightly as the First Breed grinned… before looking surprised as Zerrex shouted the simple 



incantation for the „Force‟ spell, before the Naganatine was blown off his feet as Zerrex shoved 

both hands forwards and released his fists. 

The reptile fell over onto the ice, dragged a few feet forwards himself from the 

Naganatine‟s tail even as it released him… but Argalox was already climbing back to his feet, 

treating the ice like it was solid ground as Zerrex winced and kicked up to his own feet… and he 

promptly fell forwards onto his face. 

Argalox snorted at this, then held out a hand towards the ice… and it immediately began 

to shoot up in long, deadly spikes in a line headed straight for the reptile, and Zerrex stared 

before rolling quickly out of the way, and the line of spikes shot past him before Argalox leapt 

towards him… and Zerrex snagged one of the spikes of ice, tearing it off the ground and hurtling 

it at the Naganatine. 

The First Breed cursed in midair and knocked the deadly spike away with a flick of his 

sword, shattering it into pieces as Zerrex threw himself backwards, sliding to safety as Argalox 

landed in a crouch. The reptile managed to sit up this time before Argalox ran forwards and 

thrusted the blade forwards… and Zerrex swung his arm up at the last moment, striking the flat 

of the blade and knocking it skywards, the Naganatine stumbling backwards in shock before 

Zerrex kicked him squarely in the shin. 

He slipped on the ice, falling to a kneel and sinking the long blade deep into the ground, 

leaning on it with a curse… and a moment later Zerrex shoved himself off the ice awkwardly 

with his hands and slammed a foot up into Argalox‟s face, knocking him backwards with a roar 

of pain and a splash of blood as the crowd gasped. Zerrex fell flat on his stomach with a grunt of 

his own, wincing and clawing at the ice as he tried to get to his feet… but Argalox was already 

sitting up, rubbing at his head as he slowly shook it, looking stunned before he snarled and 

snapped his fingers.  

The ice beneath Zerrex immediately shot up in a long spike, the reptile gurgling as the 

spike of ice went through his lung and hefted him roughly five feet into the air… and Argalox 

walked slowly past him as the Drakkaren hung limply on the cone. The Naganatine grasped the 

handle of his sword, then jerked it firmly free from the concrete, and he rubbed his hand idly 

along the flat as he said mildly: “I may have misjudged you, Lord Zerrex, but as you can see, our 

abilities are now clear… although admittedly, with my abilities so much more developed, this 

battle was slanted and unfair, so-” 

The Naganatine turned around, and stared at the Drakkaren, who had one arm out pointed 

at him, and a beachball-sized orb of energy with a dark, sparkling core pulsating slowly on his 

palm as Argalox stared dumbly for a moment… and then he winced as the sphere fired towards 

him, bringing up his sword to try and block the ball of energy uselessly. 

It vanished from existence upon touching the blade, and Argalox looked surprised, 

relaxing even as Zerrex covered his head… and a moment later, as the Naganatine opened his 

muzzle, a massive shockwave of energy ripped through the air and Argalox was sent flying 

backwards with a roar of pain, the ornate blade flying high into the air as he struck the ice hard 

and rolled along it until he crashed into the heavy transport blocking one end of the alley, leaving 

an enormous dent and almost knocking it over as he fell into a crumpled heap. 

Zerrex, meanwhile, had rolled backwards along the ice with the spike of ice buried 

through his body mostly-disintegrated by the force of the blast, and he had landed on his stomach 

at the end of a set of long claw-marks buried through the ice until he‟d managed to stop himself. 

He panted hard as he winced and slowly stood up, holding the bleeding hole in his stomach, then 

he looked dumbly upwards a moment later, as the huge sword clattered to the ground and slowly 



skidded along the ice towards the Naganatine, who was forcing himself to his feet, several pieces 

of his metal armor falling uselessly away as soldiers nervously picked themselves up from the 

ground, everyone staring at the shallow but wide crater the shockwave had left in the solid ice-

covered concrete. 

Argalox slowly walked forwards and picked up his sword as he began to murmur an 

incantation, and then he snapped his fingers, and ice slowly coated his broken armor and formed 

a heavier protective casing around his form. He smiled coldly as he wiped at the blood on his 

face, then he licked at his palm slowly as he said quietly: “I wasn‟t expecting that at all… and I 

can see you‟re already starting to heal. You have an incredible regenerative capacity and 

enormous power… all thanks to that wealth of energy in your body…” 

He paused, then snarled another incantation that Zerrex didn‟t recognize, and a moment 

later the Drakkaren felt a block of ice shoot up around him and encase him, feeling the terrible 

prison solidifying around him as he rose his arms… and a moment later, all he could do was 

stare, unable to even blink as he tried to shake loose… but the ice wouldn‟t permit it. Every 

sound was muffled, everything was blurred… but the Naganatine was preparing himself for a 

charge, and Zerrex felt his teeth trying to grit together as he madly tried to think of an incantation 

that could even buy him time… and a moment later, he felt his features tighten as Argalox 

charged and he did the first thing that came to mind. 

A portal opened in front of the block of ice as the demon charged in towards him… and 

Argalox tried to stop, but passed through it a moment later, and immediately the portal closed. 

The Drakkaren let out a sigh of relief as soldiers looked nervously back and forth, the Drakkaren 

shuddering as he began to throw his entire body back and forth, not sure where he‟d sent the 

creature or how much time he had… and then he leaned hard forwards and the ice block tilted 

forwards and… 

Landed with a useless crunch. He felt it weaken slightly, and he could move a bit… but 

now he was facing the ground… and a moment later, he felt a boot kick the block of ice bad-

naturedly, and Argalox shouted at him in a muffled voice: “Cute Zerrex, very cute! Next time 

you pull a stunt like that, try to send me to somewhere better than a strip bar!” 

The Drakkaren winced… then his eyes widened as he tried the same trick again… except 

this time, it was the reptile who vanished through the portal he created in the ground, and 

Argalox cursed, looking back and forth and snarling… and a moment later, the huge block of ice 

fell out of the air, and the Naganatine looked up in horror before the Drakkaren and the heavy 

frozen prison he was inside landed on top of him and finally shattered. 

Zerrex coughed and gagged as he immediately crawled free, shoving chunks of ice out of 

his way and shivering as Argalox groaned, shaking his head slowly before his eyes widened and 

he kicked Zerrex hard in the stomach, snarling and leaping to his feet as the reptile skidded down 

the ice with a wince, looking towards the Naganatine as he leapt towards him with the sword 

pointed down, stabbing viciously at his heart… and the Drakkaren caught the cold flat of the 

blade between his hands as Argalox leaned down as hard as he could.  

The reptile felt his muscles straining, but the horrified look of the Naganatine told the 

reptile that despite his leverage and full strength, he was unable to force more than a few inches 

forwards… and immediately, Zerrex shoved back before gritting his teeth as Argalox started a 

spell that would most likely end with the reptile‟s death. So, before the creature could finish it, 

Zerrex twisted the sword to the side and let go… and Argalox only managed a shallow cut into 

the Drakkaren‟s bicep as the blade buried deep into the ground beside him. 



He let out a furious curse, interrupting his own spell as he leaned forwards… and Zerrex 

kicked the creature in the head as he rolled backwards, at the same time reaching a hand out to 

grab the hilt of the blade and stop himself from falling over again on the slippery ice as the 

Naganatine collapsed in a heap with a grunt… and finally, Zerrex managed to leap up to his feet, 

at the same time spinning and ripping the sword free of the ground before leaping forwards as 

Argalox tried to sit up, and burying it down through the First Breed‟s chest. 

Argalox‟s eyes turned black and glowed, red pupils slowly curling into being as he 

leaned upwards with a long, low death rattle, his jaw twitching as his limbs spasmed out to the 

side… and Zerrex could feel his energy leaking out of his body as he forced the sword down all 

the way to the hilt with a roar, pinning him to the ground as blood leaked out of his maw and 

down his chest… and they stared at each other before Argalox suddenly bucked with a scream of 

agony, and Zerrex leaned forwards, howling in pain himself as dark energy shot out of the 

creature and wrapped around the Drakkaren, twisting and forcing its way into his body as he felt 

the First Breed‟s terrible strength shoving into his own form… 

And a moment later he collapsed, inadverntantly crushing the body of the Naganatine as 

Argalox turned to nothing more than brittle stone and dust… and the reptile looked up a moment 

later to see Feldspar smiling, her palm pointed towards the reptile as she breathed softly and 

grinned widely before murmuring gently: “Beautiful, Lord Zerrex… you have done beautifully. 

And now you have the powers of the Naganatine in your body…” A pause as she glanced over 

him, and then she cursed under her breath, murmuring to herself: “Damn… why? Why won‟t 

you corrupt…” 

“You… you planned all this?” Zerrex looked down in horror at the stone death-mask face 

of the Naganatine, and then he stood and snarled, ripping the huge sword out of the petrified 

being‟s chest and feeling like charging, like cutting down Feldspar with this weapon as the 

golden blade glowed white in his hand. “You put me up against him, risked my life in order to… 

to what, rip his soul out and put it into me? You goddamn lying bitch, you never were in trouble, 

were you? You let this all happen, you were the one who dropped the anonymous tip!” 

“That blade is used to trap the souls of demons, and then it eats them to heal the user and 

increase the weapon‟s own power… it‟s a cursed blade, however holy it looks.” Feldspar said 

absently, as if he‟d asked for an explanation of the sword instead of shouting at her angrily. “So 

when you pinned him with the sword and inadvertently made his soul vulnerable, I simply 

redirected his demonic energies – his life-force, if you will – into your body before the sword 

could eat it. It‟s all very poetic, really… the tragedy of Argalox Cra‟Vel Lor Dan, a dissident of 

Heaven, brother of Sin, and reputed to be related to Az‟Iriel Thull…” 

“Wait…” Zerrex halted, as something clicked inside his head, and he whispered: “Wait. 

Is… is Az‟Iriel a Naganatine? Is he one of the few Nameless born of Sin and Mephistopheles?” 

Feldspar only smiled at him and winked slowly, and then she turned around and waved to 

the soldiers, shouting firmly: “All of you now serve the Southern Throne. Spread the word that 

all who do not wish to die will immediately join the Southern Province‟s Military, and will 

pledge their allegiance to the Princess instead of the Warlord! Is this clear?” 

There were murmurs of consent as heads bowed, and Zerrex stared in horror at the 

malleability of the soldiers, opening up yet another set of questions: had they been killing their 

friends, brothers, sisters? Were they treated like the pieces of a board game, being constantly 

flipped around and ordered to join another side? Is that why… why it was so easy to tame those 

demons on the mortal realm, why they so gladly reinforce one another? 



And now Feldspar was strutting towards him over the melting ice, smiling teasingly as 

she licked her muzzle slowly. “We should see what you can do about ice magic, now… you 

might have gained new elemental controls, after all, with that energy, his spirit inside you… and 

perhaps later we can add that bitch Selena to your body… Gods, the energy you‟re giving off as 

we fuse more and more souls into your own, and you‟re so powerful you just devour them right-” 

Zerrex backhanded her hard, sending her to the ground with a surprised yelp, and she 

stared up at him in horror as he pointed the sword at her, trembling in fury. She looked horrified 

as she reached slowly up and touched her muzzle, blood dripping down her face… and perhaps 

for the first time, she realized this wasn‟t like the night when she‟d married him. He was far 

stronger now physically, at least… and his ability to control his pain and energy has trebled. And 

armed with this sword… I could kill her. I could chop her in half and rape her if I wanted to… 

and she deserves it, she deserves worse… 

“Master Zerrex…” she whimpered, sliding forwards on all fours past the blade… and 

Zerrex booted her hard in the face, sending her crashing onto her back with a shriek, staring up at 

him in horror as she whispered: “Z-Zerrex… please, please… you… you aren‟t acting like 

yourself, please stop hitting me, we can do that later, but this… you‟re hurting me…” 

“Stay the hell away from me, Feldspar… and that‟s an order.” Zerrex snarled… and then 

he slashed the sword down when she started forwards, leaving a shallow wound in her neck and 

slicing through the thin metal of the locket‟s chain, the trinket falling to the ground as she stared 

in horror up at him. “Just leave me the hell alone… and when you come back to see me, I want 

you crawling on your knees and begging like the slut you are for forgiveness, and I want you to 

give me something of real value to me… not the worthless shit you usually do.” 

She opened her mouth to whimper something, tears flowing from her eyes, and the 

Drakkaren roared: “Enough!” It made her twitch backwards in terror, touching the sluggishly-

bleeding wound on her neck as Zerrex snarled again furiously, and then he created a portal and 

clenched his eyes shut, saying coldly: “Just leave me the hell alone right now, Feldspar… leave 

me alone, or I‟ll kill you.” 

He turned and left quickly through the portal, stepping into his own home and throwing 

the sword down onto the floor, then he grabbed his head and fell to his knees, arching his back 

and letting out a loud, miserable howl before falling forwards and slamming his fists into the 

floor, shattering the wood as he leaned forwards, misery and pain pulsing through his body. He 

could almost feel the other demon‟s souls worming around inside of him as his own energy took 

over theirs, ripped them apart to banish them forever from all planes, as his body accumulated 

more and more corruption and power from the evil acts he‟d committed… and then he sat back 

and let out another scream of frustration and rage. 

“Stop that now, Mister Zerrex… it‟s not doing anything to help you.” said a gentle voice, 

and the Drakkaren‟s eyes opened in surprise to stare at Little Arcy, who was looking at him with 

great sadness from across the room, sitting on the cushion he usually used for reading. He 

blinked slowly, then crawled forwards towards her as she put her bookbag and teddy bear 

aside… and he halted, trembling, before she ran to him and tackled him, hugging him tightly 

around the neck, and he hugged her back, burying his face against her neck as best he could as he 

shivered violently. 

The little angel sighed softly and caressed his side, nuzzling into his neck as she 

murmured softly: “Poor Mister Zerrex… look at you, just look at how messy you are!” She 

stepped back, grasping his thick muzzle and gazing over him admonishingly, and then she 

murmured with a flush as he looked over her quietly: “I‟m sorry… but you were crying out for 



help and I had to come and see you, even if Heaven will reprimand me for this if they find out 

about it. Angels, after all, aren‟t supposed to go down to Hell, especially not to see demons… 

and especially-especially not to see the demon that killed them while they were alive.” 

“I‟m sorry…” Zerrex murmured quietly, and he held out a hand – so huge compared to 

hers! – and she smiled faintly, taking it gently in both her little ones. His fingers easily covered 

hers entirely as they looked into each other‟s eyes, and then she leaned up and kissed his nose 

gently, before blushing deeply. 

She leaned hesitantly forwards and kissed his lips gently… and Zerrex kissed her back as 

he wrapped his other arm around her, sliding it under her a bit to heft her off the ground as their 

mouths worked slowly and tenderly together, pulling her up against him, tasting her innocence as 

she breathed in his darkness… and then the kiss broke and they gazed into one-another‟s eyes as 

she turned beet-red and murmured: “I… I shouldn‟t‟ve done that… Mister Zerrex, I‟m sorry…” 

“It‟s… it‟s fine.” Zerrex stammered, and he swallowed thickly before pulling her tightly 

against his chest. Her little hands reached up and played through his hair, one arm wrapping 

around his neck and the other loosely pushing through the rough ivory strands, one of his arms 

under her little body and the other hand resting on her back as he kept her close, and they felt 

each other‟s bodies, each other‟s heat as he added in quiet murmur: “You‟re… you‟re beautiful, 

Little Arcy. You would have grown up to be a fine lady…” 

“I would‟ve grown up to be a spoiled fat chick.” Little Arcy replied with a faint smile, 

and Zerrex laughed a bit as she stroked slowly under his muzzle, before whispering: “You let me 

retain my innocence… I should be thanking you for what you did.” 

“Don‟t… don‟t say that…” Zerrex swallowed thickly as he gazed down into the little 

white kitten‟s eyes, feeling a tremble run through his body. “I mean… I… I killed you. I took 

away the life you could have lived… I took away everything from you, I didn‟t give you 

anything.”  

He lowered his head slowly… and then Little Arcy shook her own with a faint smile, 

saying softly: “Lord Zerrex… death is just another experience, another part of life… and it leads 

to things that are both wonderful and terrible. Death is another path to enlightenment, happiness, 

and experimentation… death is simply another path to life, another chance to live. Look at the 

path you‟ve chosen for yourself… you have died, but yet now here you live on as a demon… 

here you have grown stronger and stronger, despite the pain you face down…” 

“But I‟m still so weak…” Zerrex whispered, gazing into her eyes… and when she gently 

pushed against his chest, he allowed himself to fall backwards, carefully holding her sides as if 

she was a fragile china doll instead of an angelic prophetess, looking up at her as she sat quietly 

on his chest in her pretty little sailor‟s outfit, her hands grasping his muzzle with surprising 

firmness as their eyes locked. 

“You will always be as weak as you are strong… it‟s the rule of balance, Lord Zerrex.” 

she said quietly, gazing up at him with a mixture of sadness and what could be love. “So what if 

you are frail emotionally? You learn to cope… so what if you have trouble with magic? You do 

fine with your physical prowess, and you make up for it with your other strange abilities. And no 

matter how much they hurt you or you hurt yourself, you keep going, you keep fighting the 

world and Hell and even Heaven when you have to… 

“Why don‟t you look at the good, or even at the necessity of your darkness?” She looked 

at him with sorrow, stroking his face gently before leaning over and kissing his forehead, before 

leaning back and looking into his eyes quietly. “I fell in love with you a long many years ago, 

Lord Zerrex… with your morals, your passions, your beliefs, and your dark and twisted soul. I 



look at you, and I hear them speak in whispers of the corruption of your soul towards 

demonkind… but yet what I see in your eyes is a demon spared the corruption of Hell, a demon 

who is free from the chains demons knit around themselves, a demon who will become powerful 

and strong, but will still always bear his mortality, will still always stand up for right and what he 

believes in and go against the Codes of Hell when he sees they are wrong…” 

She trembled a bit, then leaned down, and they kissed slowly again, this time with a bit 

more force and hunger… and then she leaned back, breathing a bit harder as she whispered 

raggedly: “Lord Zerrex… Lord Zerrex… I… I never imagined this, never thought that one day, 

we would be here, like this, defying the laws and rules of Heaven and Hell…” 

“Little Arcy… I… I can‟t…” Zerrex stared up at her with surprise as she stroked down 

his chest, seated so primly on his chest, the little three foot-tall at most doll-like girl and the 

enormous, eight-three demon made of bulging muscle and terrible scars… and then she smiled 

faintly and shook her head slowly as she silenced him with a gentle touch to his muzzle. 

“It doesn‟t matter how big you are, or how rough you go… you won‟t hurt me…” she 

said softly… and then she slowly reached up and pulled off her hat, tossing it aside before 

carefully struggling out of her sailor‟s shirt… and Zerrex swallowed, staring as she slipped off 

him and walked over towards the futon, and she smiled over her shoulder as she wiggled out of 

her little miniskirt and the underwear beneath, kicking off her shoes last as she turned to face 

him. 

She was smooth, her fur short, with little pubic growth and a tiny little vagina that was 

almost artistic on her tiny body… and the Drakkaren shuddered as he looked over her, opening 

his mouth quietly… but then he closed his jaws at the nervous-but-firm look in her eyes and he 

stood up slowly. 

His trembling hands took a moment to undo the fly of his pants, but then he simply 

pushed them down with his boxers and stepped out of them, swallowing a bit as she looked 

impressed at the size of his huge, dangling shaft… and the Drakkaren felt almost ashamed of 

himself as he felt his member twitch once, grasping his flaccid penis as he felt it throbbing 

already under his grip and beginning to engorge… but Little Arcy only laughed quietly and 

stepped up onto the futon, before turning around and sitting down with her legs spread, saying 

softly: “It‟s perfectly natural, Mister Zerrex… I know you aren‟t much into the whole little girls 

thing usually, after all… so I appreciate your interest in my body. Don‟t worry, I‟ll only bleed a 

little bit… and I promise you… I won‟t let you hurt me, and I won‟t hurt you, either.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, swallowing thickly as he stepped forwards onto the futon and 

kneeled down, stroking himself slowly as he felt his penis grow thick and hard… and she laid 

back, spreading her legs for him, revealing her small, little girl‟s sex. It wasn‟t like with the other 

girls… and when he looked at her, he thought of Cindy, he thought of his first time with her, of 

the „cleansing‟ sex they‟d had together… and he breathed softly as he leaned over her and used 

the other hand to guide his huge shaft down, pressing the enormous head of his shaft – fuck, my 

penis is almost longer and thicker than her… oh Gods, don‟t let me kill her, don‟t let me harm 

her, this is crazy… – against her tiny little sex… and he thought desperately there was no way 

he‟d fit… 

She only smiled up at him, though, seeming almost to glow as her angelic wings faded 

into existence and spread slowly, her vagina glistening a bit as she flushed deeply and reached 

down to touch the head of his length… and her hand felt hot, felt good against the head of his 

shaft, and he couldn‟t help but slide his huge member up along her vagina and against her palm 

as she let out a soft sigh of surprise, feeling a bit of his pre leak out already. She massaged 



slowly and almost-hesitantly around the huge head of his penis, and then she murmured softly: 

“Whenever you‟re ready, just push into me, Mister Zerrex… and please don‟t worry about 

hurting me… just… just be gentle, okay? This… this is my first time with a demon… and with 

someone as big as you are…” 

Zerrex nodded and swallowed a bit, breathing softly as he positioned himself against her 

sex again, and she rested back against the futon, gazing up into his eyes as he pressed firmly 

forwards against her lips, making her gasp a bit… and then she moaned loudly when he grunted 

quietly and thrusted hard. 

She stretched, and he saw a bit of blood leak out as she bit her lower lip with a wince… 

and he immediately wanted to pull back, but he resisted the urge as she shook her head a bit, 

despite the fact he hadn‟t even penetrated her yet. She breathed softly, then nodded as he looked 

at her questioningly again… and he swallowed before leaning forwards over her and moving his 

other hand up from his penis to grasp her hip, and he thrusted hard forwards again. 

But this time the head of his shaft slipped upwards instead, and he only ground his huge 

shaft firmly against her lips and body… but she moaned quietly in what was definitely not pain, 

licking her muzzle slowly and looking at him needingly… and the Drakkaren slowly guided 

himself back to her sex, and this time he gritted his teeth and thrusted hard downwards the 

moment his huge head touched her tiny entrance, and she let out a shriek of surprise and arched 

her back as her legs stretched ridiculously wide, as her back arched and her eyes bulged, and he 

let out a groan of surprise and shock as her sex stretched around his massive shaft… and he 

looked down at her with terror for a moment, seeing the impossible bulge in her body, already 

too deep to be healthy… 

Little Arcy moaned after a moment, her legs twitching as she winced… but when he 

began to draw back, she shook her head and rasped: “No! Stop!” A pause, and she panted quietly 

before looking up at him as he leaned down over her in concern, his hands moving to grasp her 

hips tenderly… and she gently touched his face with one hand, saying softly: “I… I want it all 

the way in. Only stop when you‟re all the way in… no matter how hard you have to push or 

shove.” 

“Arcy… that… it‟s not possible…” He stammered… and then she put a finger against his 

lips, her eyes both pleading and somehow sure… and he finally nodded with a sigh and a 

tremble, unable to deny that at the same time… he felt an immense amount of pleasure. He 

leaned over her, closing his eyes as he spread his legs in a V, his huge navy testicles gently 

grinding against the futon as he pushed forwards with a grunt and pulled her firmly back at the 

same time, and she arched her back with another moan of pleasure and pain, that huge bulge in 

her body moving and growing… 

He pushed harder as more blood leaked out of her stretched body, his eyes opening to 

stare down at her helplessly… and then looking shocked as the bulge moved, but ceased to grow. 

Yet at the same time, it felt like he was still being cradled tightly by her passage, like he hadn‟t 

damaged or torn through anything… and she looked up at him with half-lidded eyes, a tear 

leaking down the side of her face as she whispered: “More.” 

The Drakkaren pushed forwards again, jerking her hard back at the same time, forcing 

more than three-quarters of his huge cock inside of her as he leaned forwards over her, grunting 

hungrily and keeping his eyes on her, watching for any sign she wanted him to pull back… but 

her hips only bucked, and she moaned loudly that single word again, so he thrusted forwards 

hard, feeling the pleasure mounting at the same time. She was hot and tight, gripping him with a 

passage that seemed to massage firmly along his length as he forced inch-after-inch of a penis 



that was almost the same size as her entire body into her form… and finally, after what seemed 

like an hour, the widely-stretched lips of her sex kissed his waist, his testicles tapping gently 

against her buttocks as she panted hard beneath him, gazing up at him with a mix of exuberance, 

pain, and ecstasy. 

She bucked slowly against him, making him grunt as he leaned his huge, masculine form 

over hers… and then he groaned quietly as she twisted her body slowly back and forth, exposing 

a sexual talent hidden by her childlike appearance he hadn‟t expected at all. He shuddered, his 

enormous muscles bulging and flexing above her as she gazed up at him, and then she 

whispered: “Mister Zerrex… please take me. Take me to a new world… make love to me, be 

gentle and kind… show me that warm, tender side that you‟ve kept even here in Hell as part of 

you…” 

Zerrex trembled violently, and then he nodded, arching his back so he could lean down 

and kiss her quietly… and she kissed him back as he took one of her hands into his own huge 

one, grasping it tightly as her other hand wrapped firmly around his wrist. She moaned into the 

kiss, their tongues dancing, breathing each other‟s breath as he began a slow and gentle thrusting, 

each movement long and powerful… but at the same time, tender and loving, despite the fact his 

shaft was soaked in her blood. 

They moved together, her hips rocking gently back against every slow and long 

movement of his obsidian member, and as their muzzles drew gently apart, she gazed up at him 

lovingly as he looked back down into her eyes with deep affection. Demon and angel, killed and 

killer, moved together in chorus, their lips teasingly, chastely kissing again for a moment as she 

squeezed tightly into the huge hand that held her own with surprising gentility, his other resting 

on her hip as he moved firmly in and out of her body, his testicles patting quietly against her 

buttocks as she tilted her head from side to side and opened her maw in a long, quiet moan. 

The Drakkaren watched every movement of the kitten beneath him, drew in the smallest 

flicker of her muscles, the way her wings twitched, and feeling his own body reacting in perfect 

time with hers. He felt her working back against him, always with equal force, and they didn‟t 

rush in their lovemaking: they felt no need to speed things up or move for the end, both 

succumbing to the wonderful bliss of the forbidden sex of child and older male, angelic being 

and unholy monster, innocent girl and murderous adult. 

He began to speed up his thrusts after what felt like hours, leaning his body over hers and 

grasping her sides gently, feeling the movements of his huge shaft inside of her tiny body as she 

moaned quietly and pushed her hands up against his chest, shivering gently and beginning to 

breathe a bit harder as her own movements quickened against the huge male. They rocked and 

ground together, her body not crushed but snuggled and protected by his huge one, his testicles 

smacking quietly against her lower body as he began to angle her up a bit, lifting his own huge 

form a bit higher into the air. 

She gladly moved with him, moaning and closing her eyes, letting her head fall back at 

the change of angle and the increased pace of the Drakkaren, trying to wrap her widely-parted 

legs around his thick waist to cradle it as he grunted quietly above her… and as he arched his 

back to lean down over her, she reached up and grasped his shoulders as tightly as she could, her 

wings spreading wider as she began to rock her hips firmly up against him over and over, 

moaning softly and saying in a rushed, hungry voice: “Oh Mister Zerrex… Mister Zerrex… oh, 

oh, you‟re so big… Mister Zerrex, it feels so good, I love it… I love you Mister Zerrex, oh make 

love to me, let me feel how much you love me…” 



The lizard growled quietly in return, beginning to pant hungrily as he began to thrust with 

greater strength, her body easily matching his movements and inciting him to start moving even 

faster, a bit more blood flowing out of her stretched and torn lips as he slid in and out of her with 

rising speed and power. Her moans grew louder as her eyes gazed up at him, burning and 

intense, her expression ecstastic as Zerrex ground his huge shaft down into her body with a quiet 

growl of pleasure, her body bulging and twisting… and he knew he didn‟t have to reply to her as 

she continued to murmur her adoration up to him between her quiet cries of bliss. 

He felt himself stiffening, and he tried to draw things out longer, even as the tightness of 

her sex became painful around a shaft so hard it hurt… and finally he arched his back as he 

pistoned in and out of her, holding her sides tighter as he gazed down at her, and then he leaned 

down and she arched her back and screamed in ecstasy into the kiss, their tongues twisting and 

dancing, mouths moving even as he groaned and she cried out in pleasure at the feeling of the 

reptile beginning to release, triggering her own powerful orgasm. 

Her passage squeezed him tightly and massaged firmly around his sex, her fluids bursting 

out down to greet the first volley of seed he blasted up into her… and he could swear he could 

feel her bloating up beneath him, as he finally arched his back, pushing his huge form down into 

her, letting out a roar and looking every bit the demon he was with his massive, muscular body 

grinding down into the little girl‟s pinned beneath him, as Little Arcy‟s screams of bliss rose into 

the air, his orgasm continuing, mixing with hers and feeling like it would never end until finally 

he began to slow, panting hard… and he let his body collapse gently over hers, keeping one arm 

above her head and resting quietly on it to avoid squishing her as she rested beneath him, her 

hands moving slowly down her body and little legs trying to grip his bulky, massive body, 

apparently content there beneath him. 

Then, slowly, he leaned up and began to pull back, letting out a soft groan as he watched 

his thirty-two inch member slowly draw out of her tiny but massively-stretched, destroyed sex, 

seed and blood splattering out with his cock… and finally, he pulled free, and Little Arcy let out 

a moan of surprise as a thick river of his seed and her juices flowed out of her sex, splattering 

down her twitching legs and forming a wide, deep puddle on the floor. Immediately, Zerrex 

winced and opened his muzzle, and Little Arcy smiled up at him as she closed her eyes, resting 

her hands on a stomach that did indeed look a bit bloated as she whispered softly: “Just wait a 

moment…” 

The Drakkaren did so, swallowing a bit and touching his bloodstained, seed-splattered, 

still-sensitive but rock-hard shaft… and then Little Arcy sat up as her vagina slowly closed back 

to its small little slit from the stretched cavern he had created, and she waved a hand over the 

puddle, causing it to vanish before opening her arms and saying softly: “I like to cuddle 

afterwards.” 

Zerrex smiled a bit and laid down beside her, and she immediately jumped onto his chest, 

nudging his huge shaft with one leg and causing him to grunt as she slid up his body and smiled 

up at him lovingly, kissing his cheek as he wrapped his arms around her and held her tight, the 

little girl nuzzling into his neck as her wings flapped slowly once before vanishing as she said 

softly: “You know, I wouldn‟t mind another romp… every part of me stretches, after all.” 

“You‟re dirty.” Zerrex said softly, and they shared a gentle laugh before trading a quiet 

kiss, and once more they gazed into each other‟s eyes as Zerrex said awkwardly: “I… I do love 

you as… as a mentor, almost, and a friend… and… you‟re so… adorable… I just want to hold 

you tight and keep you close…” 



“And keep me yours.” Little Arcy added with soft entertainment, and the Drakkaren 

blushed deeply as she stroked his face gently, kissing his neck softly at the same time. “I know, 

Mister Zerrex… I know. In a strange way, we‟re like… family. We‟ve taught each other a lot, 

and given to each other a lot of strength… and I am yours, Mister Zerrex. I might have the body 

of a four-year old, but I‟m a many-million year old prophetess in Heaven… and believe you me, 

I‟ve had my fair share of sexual romps. Maybe not as many as a lot of mortals, even, since in 

Heaven it‟s rather frowned upon for a prophetess to give her body away to someone else… but I 

have spent many years watching you, and I know the way you work. 

“You don‟t have to say it back if it makes you uncomfortable, or if you don‟t feel it.” 

Little Arcy added softly, smiling a bit as she nuzzled into Zerrex‟s neck slowly, and the reptile 

closed his eyes embarrassedly, tilting his head to the side. “Well, I know you feel it, you feel the 

warmth and the connection, because I feel it and I feel you… but I don‟t think you feel it in the 

same way I do. Admittedly, after so many years of watching you, helping other angels 

understand you, and building up a resource list that‟s unmatched even here in Hell about you, 

I‟ve become a little obsessed…” A pause as she gently stroked a finger under his muzzle, and 

then she smiled softly. “But I think that‟s helped me in understanding you and my own feelings 

for you. 

“Part of the reason I‟m attracted to you is because you‟re my killer, admittedly…” Little 

Arcy said softly, and Zerrex glanced at her with surprise as she shrugged a bit and nudged his 

muzzle slowly with her own tiny one. “What‟s so weird about it? You… you ended my pain, like 

I‟ve said many times before, and in reality, you gave me a gift, a new experience. I don‟t  hate 

you, and I never will hate you… no matter how dark you are, or how evil you are, or what you 

do or say to me.” 

Little Arcy paused for a few long moments, then she sighed and murmured a quick 

incantation that Zerrex recognized as a strange variation on a cleansing spell, and a moment later 

they were both cleaned up and her clothes were back on instead of scattered over the floor. 

“Wonderful. I‟m hearing my name being called… they have no idea where I am, but they‟re not 

suspicious yet. Heaven, thankfully, is an enormous place… and I like to meditate and take walks 

whenever I can. But I have to run.” She paused, then stood up and looked down at Zerrex sternly, 

adding quietly: “And Mister Zerrex… even though I know how odd it is for me of all people to 

be saying this to you… stop worrying about much of what you do in Hell. Stay strong… but let 

yourself explore where you want to explore. In time, you‟ll either find more pieces of yourself, 

or you‟ll realize that whatever it is isn‟t for you… either way, it will help you cope, and that‟s 

the biggest thing right now in Hell.” 

She halted, then smiled and reached down to stroke his face quietly again, before trading 

a quick, chaste kiss and saying softly: “I love you with all my little heart, Mister Zerrex. You‟re 

like a second father to me. Now you take care of yourself…” She smiled softly, then created a 

portal of golden energy behind herself with a simple point of her finger, then held out her 

hands… and a moment later, her little teddy bear and bookbag flew across the room. The strap of 

the latter slid over her shoulder as she caught the stuffed animal in her hand, and then she bowed 

a bit to Zerrex and stepped through the portal before the Drakkaren had a chance to speak. 

He glanced down… then murmured softly: “I love you too, Little Arcy, like one of my 

daughters… and… I‟ll try my best.” He paused, then made a face as he looked down at his 

erection, muttering: “Why won‟t you go away?” 

But he knew why… it was because now that he had fed his nicer, tender side, the other 

dark side wanted to gorge itself… and the reptile made a face as he climbed up to his feet, first 



pointing at the broken floor and mumbling an incantation to repair the damage he‟d done during 

his tantrum before he walked over and picked up the golden sword, placing it carefully into an 

available holster on the wall. 

He glanced over the blade, but whatever traces of blood had been on it had vanished… so 

he simply shrugged and left it in place before grabbing his pants and pulling them on. He 

checked his pockets, then walked over to his dresser and searched it quickly to produce a small 

bag of silver coins. 

The reptile knew what his body was craving now, twisted as it was… but he sighed and 

mumbled: “Well, whatever. I just screwed a four-year-old angel. That‟s probably a lot worse 

than having some fun with the twisted bitches I bring home…” A pause, and he made a face, 

rubbing the back of his head slowly. “I think.” 

The Drakkaren was still reeling from what happened mentally… but his body was eager 

to fulfill his other lusts, and guided him quickly out into the street, before the Drakkaren winced 

at the sight of an armored transport rolling by, and he ducked quickly over to the side of the 

house, watching as it passed and giving it a minute or so to get far ahead of where he was now 

before carefully making his way along the side of the road, passing a few other prisoners in the 

Circle of Lust before approaching a jailor with a sigh of relief. 

The jailors existed on every level as basic soldiers and aides to the higher-up demons: in 

the case of Lust, the Slavers and Masters. Jailors, however, were given explicit orders to only use 

aggressive tactics on prisoners who were hostile, and to keep the peace on all sides, making them 

sort of like a police force on the mortal world… and this particular jailor Zerrex knew fairly well. 

He was a deer with a double set of ram‟s horns instead of antlers, and black-and-grey 

marked hair covering what was visible over his body, which wasn‟t much due to the long-

sleeved tunic and baggy black pants he wore. The jailor was currently ordering two goblins – 

Zerrex had learned they existed all throughout Hell, like minotaurs, but weren‟t demonic in any 

way – to do some menial task, but he brightened as the Drakkaren approached and said amiably: 

“How‟re you doing, Victor?” 

“Fine, fine, fine… just a lazy day today, thankfully, but I heard that you and Feldspar got 

into quite a fight out in the Eastern Section of the Circle… now, we might all technically be our 

own „Central Province,‟ but I think it‟s pretty obvious at this point the Warlord doesn‟t respect 

traditional boundaries.” The deer paused, making a face, and then he punched the Drakkaren‟s 

chest with a grin, Zerrex letting out a bit of a grunt. “But hey, I heard you kicked ass!” 

“Yeah… but it was a setup by Feldspar.” Zerrex shook his head, making a face of disgust 

as he asked dryly: “Why the hell is she still in power, anyway? I hear that almost no one likes 

her… and it‟s like whatever she does, the Princess just scolds her but in the end allows her to 

carry on like a lunatic.” 

“It‟s because of Feldspar‟s talents as an alchemist…” The deer shook his own head, then 

paused and held up a finger, turning to the goblins and saying clearly: “No, you can‟t have 

another break already… get back to cleaning up litter, right now, or we‟ll go to the pen, and I 

know neither of you want that.” 

The goblins squeaked and growled, shaking their heads and exchanging a look, and then 

one of them dropped the large burlap sack he was carrying and spilled garbage everywhere, and 

Zerrex snorted, watching as Victor shouted at them angrily before deciding he wasn‟t going to 

get any more information out of the deer for today. Instead, he continued down the path for a few 

more minutes, thinking quietly on how powerful Feldspar must be and wondering for a moment 

not only if he had the power to kill her, but if killing her could actually create more problems for 



him in Hell… and then he paused and glanced back and forth before slipping quietly into a field 

of wheat. 

The Drakkaren made his way slowly to the center of the field, before halting at an old 

stone well with an iron lid… and he carefully shoved this aside, cursing under his breath at the 

weight of the enchanted metal before hopping into the well and moving the lid carefully back 

into place. 

He had landed on a dirt floor in a tunnel lit by a blue torch burning on one side of a heavy 

metal door all the way at the end of the passage… and the Drakkaren carefully made his way 

down the smallish passage before knocking twice, pausing, and knocking twice more. 

A metal slit slid open in the door, and then a Dius on the other side giggled cheerfully 

and whispered: “Lord… Lord Zerrex? Is it really you, are you really here, come back to have 

some more fun with us?” 

“Yes, I am… is that you, Rose?” Zerrex asked softly, and the Dius giggled again, which 

he took to be a yes as he swallowed before saying carefully: “I‟m here for… a snack.” 

“Oh, silly, you know you don‟t have to tell us the passcode! Just come on inside!” The 

Dius laughed and shoved the door open, revealing her heavily-scarred body… and she grinned 

widely, bowing to him and closing her eyes as she announced loudly: “To the patrons of the 

Forbidden Fruit Secret Alliance, I present to you none other than Lord Zerrex himself!” 

There was a series of whistles and applause as Zerrex stepped into the club, swallowing a 

bit as he grinned embarrassedly around at the others in the medium-sized room. He could at least 

stand comfortably in here, though, with the moderately-high ceiling… and he had to admit, he 

loved the ambience of this place. It might be small and private, but it beats the Hell out of 

Bones‟s club… no pun intended. 

The walls were all made of chiseled stone, and the floor was packed dirt with flower 

petals and hay here and there to keep it clean and smelling nice… and the entire room was lit not 

by glowing orbs, but cheaper – and in Zerrex‟s opinion, far-nicer – oil lanterns burning with 

eternal blue flames. There was a total of five large round tables, and a small stage with a short 

walkway leading down to a round platform with a plain steel pole that went up into the ceiling… 

it was only a few feet off the ground, but Zerrex thought it was perfect for a small club like this.  

The bar was small as well, sitting in a corner of the room with only four or so plain metal 

stools bolted to the floor with old red cushions that had been worn down by many a butt… and 

the bar was always manned by a wolf named Reginald who had one eye and sawed-off horns, 

and he was always dressed in a starched white shirt with a red vest overtop and a black bow-tie, 

vaguely reminding him of Cindy‟s deceased godfather, Elliot. He got the feeling that Reginald – 

who was always a Reginald, never a Reg or Reggie – had met just as unsightly an end as the 

poor, bartending cat had, too… but the wolf wasn‟t exactly much of one for chatter or talk. 

The stage was accessible from either side by three small steps, pressed against the center 

back wall of the room with two tables on one side and three on the other: the dancers who got on 

the pole were of any sex, any variety, and usually amateurs over professionals… but there were a 

few shapeshifters who usually hung out in the back dressing room, which Zerrex had been 

invited into… several times. It was one of the three rusted doors at the back: the other two were 

what mortals called „VIP Rooms‟ and what demons just called the fuck-rooms. You could take 

anyone back there and do whatever you wanted to them in the comfort of a small, circular room 

with a nice soft rug, a hard metal table, and a big cushioned bench… and Zerrex had visited back 

there many times as well. 



But the reason this bar was so secluded, with only a dozen and some patrons – Zerrex 

included – was because it was a specialty club that catered to one of the more-hidden fetishes in 

the Lust Circle. One of these was being served up right now, as a nervous-looking Royal Guard 

and a grinning Wentaku who was egging him on watched as a scarred Dius lay back on the wide 

counter of the bar, and Reginald walked over with a large butcher‟s knife in one hand and a 

small basket in the other. 

Zerrex walked over to watch this, noting the other patrons were mostly chatting… but 

likely because he could only see the sexual demons that made up the small harem who lived and 

worked here. Rose immediately pranced up beside him, licking her lips as she clung to his arm, 

and he asked casually: “Is that the first meal of the day?” 

“Not only that, the minotaur there looks like he‟s going to piss himself… he‟s scared as 

shit of all of us, this is his first time in a meat club.” Rose muttered back, grinning widely, and 

Zerrex admitted he felt a bit of amusement but also some sympathy. When he‟d been here his 

first time, dragged down by a succubus with a lot of strange scars on her body, he‟d been a bit 

freaked out himself… but then again, he also hadn‟t looked like he was going to toss his cookies. 

At least, I don‟t think I looked as bad as him. 

With the ease that only came from long practice, Reginald spun the knife around and 

stabbed it into the naked succubus just above the waist, before pulling firmly upwards, making 

her shriek and writhe… but the expression on her face was one of ecstasy. Zerrex paused for a 

moment, watching as Reginald drew another expert slash across her midsection this time before 

pulling the four flaps of her stomach open wide, and he asked curiously: “Is that Shimmer?” 

“Good guess.” Rose looked at her enviously, muttering under her breath: “It‟s the lack of 

a collar, right? Yeah, the damn bitch just loves this whole thing… fuck, I wish I was half as 

twisted as her, then I wouldn‟t pussy out so often when my collar‟s off.” 

Zerrex nodded, watching as Reginald calmly began to dice Shimmer‟s organs with the 

knife while pulling a jar of seasoning out of the basket and glancing down at it, before pushing 

the lid up and beginning to sprinkle a bit of it in with the intestines as the minotaur began to 

shiver, his Wentaku friend laughing beside him and slapping him on the back. Most of the 

demons here – seventy percent of them female, thirty percent male – wore collars that turned all 

pain to pleasure, aiding in the experience of enjoying having your body torn up or having parts of 

you eaten alive… and almost all of them were skilled healers as well. A few of them, such as 

Rose and Shimmer, were also priestesses who worked at local temples or went around towns on 

occasion offering their services to raise a bit of money… but they always returned here.  

Rose had started this club, after seeing larger versions of such sadomasochistic places in 

the large Lust cities… and she had hidden it away for now, not wanting to attract too much 

attention as she constantly tried to get funding to pay for more materials and upgrade the 

facilities they had. Right now it looked like a basement bar at some skank‟s house, as she‟d 

described it once… but she wanted professionalism, and a lot more… and to avoid, of course, 

paying the ridiculous tariffs and taxes that the Masters, Feldspar, the Princess, and everyone else 

who could get a piece of the pie would charge, which was why it was such a carefully-guarded 

secret… and also why it was carefully built deep into the earth and just far enough into the cliff 

side to ensure that it would cause an ownership dispute between the Hell of Pride and the Hell of 

Lust, which would give them all more than enough time to evacuate the club and move to 

another location, as Rose said they‟d done three times already. Something about how Greed 

exists in every Circle… and that the Masters of Lust would always war with the Masters of Pride 

to determine what belonged to who, and why. Everything‟s still about money to some people, 



even long after their own death. I‟m starting to feel that mortals are indeed a sicker race than 

us… after all, we just want pleasure. 

The Drakkaren licked his lips hungrily, unable to deny how delicious the current “meal” 

looked and smelled to him, as Shimmer put her hands behind her head with a loud sigh of 

pleasure… and the Royal Guard turned green and fell off his stool, moaning and covering his 

muzzle in horror. The Wentaku immediately laughed, then paled when Shimmer asked curiously: 

“So are you going to have a bite, then?” 

“N-Nah, I… I‟m not hungry.” He winced and coughed, immediately slipping off the stool 

and throwing some money on the table, before saying dumbly: “I mean, people don‟t 

seriously…” 

“I‟ll eat her.” Zerrex said mildly, and the Wentaku and minotaur stared and did a double 

take as the Drakkaren walked over with Rose still clinging to his arm, exchanging a nod with 

Reginald before he sat down on the stool and Rose slid into his lap, kissing his neck teasingly. 

“No way. No shitting way. I will pay you ten silvers if you even take a bite.” The 

Wentaku said immediately, and the other Royal Guard picked himself up off the floor and leaned 

around to Zerrex‟s other side as the Drakkaren inspected the specially-prepared guts as Shimmer 

looked up at him with adoration. 

She murred and grabbed a wooden fork, offering it to the Drakkaren and saying 

playfully: “Unless, of course, you‟re going to just use your hands… I love it when you‟re 

rough…” A pause, before she added teasingly as she picked up a shaker of seasoning: “Wait, 

wait… some extra spices…” 

Slowly, she shook it out over her guts, moaning softly, and Zerrex watched with quiet 

entertainment before he gently pushed her hand away, saying softly: “Now don‟t ruin your own 

taste there, darling… are you going to have some, Rose?” 

The smaller Dius squirmed in his lap, shaking her head and saying in a delighted voice: 

“No, no, I just want to watch you show these pussies how a real male isn‟t afraid of anything, no 

matter how different or strange it is… and that there‟s pleasure in all things.” A pause as she 

licked her muzzle slowly, then she simply reached in with one hand and stirred the female‟s 

insides around before drawing it back, soaked in blood and ichors, and bringing a finger gently 

up to Zerrex‟s muzzle. 

The reptile grasped her wrist, squeezing hard, and she let out a squeak of pleasure before 

he pushed her finger into his mouth, suckling on it for a moment before drawing it slowly free 

and instead lapping quietly around her hand, the Royal Guards staring in horror as the Drakkaren 

glanced down to Shimmer, who looked blissfully back up at him as he asked mildly: “Can you 

pass me up a spoon, please?” 

“Of course, Lord Zerrex!” Shimmer said brightly, and she passed the wooden spoon 

beside her over to the Drakkaren, who took it and then gently tapped her nose with it, making her 

giggle, before he simply spooned up a large chunk of her flesh and blood and put it into his 

muzzle, tilting his head musing upwards as he chewed slowly before swallowing, and looking 

over at Reginald with surprise.  

“That‟s a new recipe, isn‟t it?” A pause as Reginald grunted and nodded, and the lizard 

smiled slightly, the two Royal Guards going completely pale on either side of him. “It‟s 

delicious… has a nice extra kick to it. Are you two sure you don‟t want some? There‟s plenty 

here to go around…” 

They shook their heads slowly, backing quickly off, and then Rose leaned past Zerrex, 

bearing her sharpened, curved teeth a terrible grin as she asked in a low, purring voice: “And of 



course you boys aren‟t going to report us to the Princess or anyone, are you? I mean, we‟re just a 

private club…” A pause as several of the scarred females grabbed the males, holding them in 

place with surprising strength as they grinned, one of them slowly licking the Wentaku‟s neck. 

“But as you can see, we serve a particularly-special kind of patron, and all our employees are 

very… ready to do whatever it takes to protect ourselves. I‟d hate to see you two end up on the 

menu here…” 

“We won‟t say a word… in fact, we‟re both putting in for transfers to the outpost in the 

Plains of Despair.” The minotaur squeaked, and then Wentaku nodded madly before creating a 

portal behind himself as one of the girls rose his hand to her muzzle and nipped it firmly, and the 

two leapt through the portal as laughter rang out through the club. Zerrex grinned widely 

himself, then went back to his „meal‟ as Rose smiled cheerfully and curled against the scarred 

reptile, her own patterns of old wounds making a strange mix-and-match against the 

Drakkaren‟s. 

Zerrex loved this place, even though he didn‟t come very often… mostly because it 

scared him how well he fitted in with everyone here. Almost everyone was covered in scars, 

making him feel less embarrassed about his own, and everyone was friendly and traded stories, 

content and secure in their own sexuality… and furthermore, their own love of pain or causing 

pain. Here, the Drakkaren could just be himself… and there were no rules, no restrictions that 

ever bothered him: for obvious reasons, snuff was off-limits, but he was free to cause any pain he 

wanted to anyone… and they trusted him enough to wear the scars he caused instead of healing 

them immediately, and even permitting him to use blessed or cursed weapons to leave permanent 

scars on their bodies if he wanted, saying it would be like they would forever bear his signature 

if he did so… and many of them wanted the autograph of Lord Zerrex. 

He‟d gotten to know the people here well… well enough he could almost call them a 

surrogate family. He‟d even brought Selena here once or twice when she‟d been on leave or able 

to sneak away from the military, and she and Rose had finally goaded Zerrex into trying on the 

collar and letting himself be a meal for all the Dius interested in taking a bite… and many of 

them certainly had been. The Drakkaren smiled a bit at this thought as he finished the last 

spoonful of Shimmer‟s guts, and then he put it aside with a soft sigh of pleasure as he said 

mildly: “I remember when you guys all took a bite out of me… collar or not, it was scary as all 

frigging hell, and since I‟m here I know that‟s pretty damn scary.” 

Rose laughed at this, leaning backwards against him and primly crossing her legs – rather 

pointless, since she was dressed only in a g-string that matched the collar around her neck. “Oh, 

now that was a fun time indeed… I wouldn‟t mind having another go, if you want to put on one 

of our collars…” She grinned up at him widely, licking the underside of his muzzle slowly as she 

crossed her arms over her sumptuous bust, then she followed Zerrex‟s gaze to a shapeshifter who 

was currently in a hermaphroditic form dancing around the pole with a massive, throbbing 

erection and an enormous pair of breasts currently sandwiching the dance pole, his-or-her muzzle 

pushed against the other side of the metal pole as Rose asked curiously: “Has someone caught 

your attention there, Lord Zerrex? I believe that‟s Bren, one of our new recruits…” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, glancing the shapeshifter slowly over and leaning in towards Rose, 

asking curiously as the dancer became slowly fully-male: “Is that a Dius or a Daius? I‟m still no 

good at telling, although I‟d guess a Daius from the name…” 

“That‟s right… see, you do fine.” Rose winked as Reginald strolled over and pulled 

Shimmer gently down the smooth counter before beginning to heal her, both hands placed side-

to-side overtop her and emitting a strange green glow, causing Shimmer to moan and twist on the 



counter with a wide grin on her face, her eyes half-closed with pleasure as her insides slithered 

slowly back and forth as they lengthened and grew back into place, before the long cross-cut that 

left her stomach open in flaps slowly began to heal closed as well, leaving not even a trace of a 

scar. It all took under twenty seconds, long enough for Zerrex to lose interest in Bren for a 

moment and turn his gaze over to Shimmer with interest. “But I can see the healing rituals still 

provide you with far greater entertainment… you are a strange one, Lord Zerrex.” 

“I wouldn‟t have it any other way.” Shimmer said breathlessly, as she sat up and hugged 

herself with a squeal and a shiver. “Oh, fuck, but do I ever feel good! I hope I was tasty enough, 

Lord Zerrex… and there‟s plenty of other things you can eat if you‟re not satisfied…” 

She leaned forwards with a wide grin, stroking a finger gently under his muzzle, and 

Zerrex grinned back in entertainment before glancing over at Bren again and asking curiously: 

“Oh, you were as tasty as ever, don‟t worry about that… what I was curious about is the Daius, 

there. Those are some very large scars on his body… has he been in combat?” 

Rose darkened, shaking her head slowly. “No… they‟re from Inquisitor Faulk. The 

fucker thinks just because he‟s a masochist he can do whatever he wants to poor young Bren… 

he‟s only been in Hell for a little while longer than you, after all, Lord Zerrex, and he just 

became a Daius a century or so ago. I think he‟s developed surprisingly-fast, but his 

shapeshifting skills leave a bit to the imagination… it‟s why he‟s able to do female body parts, 

but he isn‟t yet able to become completely-female at will.” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, making a bit of a face: Faulk was right up there with the Bloody 

King from what he‟d heard about him, and he certainly wasn‟t going to go looking to find out 

whether that was true or not. But the extent of those scars… “Alright… Rose, I‟m going to go 

grab a table. Will you let him know I‟d like to talk to him? And Shimmer, if you‟d bring me a 

pot of tea, that‟d be quite appreciated.” 

“Mighty fine.” Shimmer slid off him, winking and kissing his cheek gently before 

strutting around the bar, and Rose giggled before sliding off his lap and wandering over to gossip 

and giggle with the other girls of the harem. Zerrex, meanwhile, stretched before heading over to 

a table, sitting down and watching Bren‟s movements with interest and the way he held himself 

on the stage. 

He obviously hadn‟t been doing it very long, with the embarrassment on his face… and it 

made Zerrex think back to Mahihko, and the time the wolf had participated in amateur hour at 

the gay club. The wolf had been a blushing mess at first, while Zerrex had stood on the side of 

the stage, muttering for him to dance, dance… but finally he‟d started up the pole routine he‟d 

practiced with the Drakkaren, and from there things had gone swimmingly. He was sure that if 

the wolf hadn‟t wasted almost five minutes flushing and shucking around embarrassedly on the 

stage indecisively, he would have actually won one of the little prizes they were giving out… but 

as it was, being hit on by most of the males in the club seemed more than enough of a prize for 

the little gay sexfiend. 

Zerrex smiled a bit to himself as he glanced around the room, enjoying his moment of 

privacy in the small space… and then he paused a moment later, tilting his head oddly as he 

heard a double-knock at the door. There was no following double-knock, however, but instead a 

muttered curse… and then someone simply hammered on the frame, and the soft music that was 

playing from the enchanted lanterns cut out as Rose approached the doors, tapped her throat with 

a wince, and then shouted in a rough, masculine baritone: “Who the fuck‟s there? Leave me 

alone, I‟m busy and I don‟t like visitors!” 



“Just let me in Rose, you‟re transparent as you‟ve always been.” responded an irritated, 

high-pitched voice, and then it added in a vicious sing-song: “Oh Lord Zer-rex! I know you‟re in 

there and I know you‟ve been a naughty little boy! Feldspar has us all out looking for you to 

teach you a good, harsh lesson!” 

Zerrex grimaced, waving a hand at the Dius… but then he winced as Rose immediately 

stormed to the door and threw it open, and Orphus swaggered in a moment later with a cackle, 

glancing disdainfully over the Dius behind him before his eyes widened slightly as he looked 

around the room, apparently not noticing the door being slammed shut again behind him as he 

whistled and said cheerily: “Well, Lord Zerrex… what a nice spot you‟ve found here! Full of 

like-minded sickos, I take it?” 

He glanced over his shoulder at the harem of Dius behind him, several of them flushing 

angrily and trying to cover their scars as he grinned slowly, the bat-demon licking his muzzle 

slowly with his exceedingly-long tongue. “Brilliant! I have to say, I‟m amused…” Orphus strode 

over to Zerrex, putting his hands behind his back and leaning down cheerily so he was almost 

nose-to-nose with the Drakkaren, saying playfully: “Golly, the hate in your eyes… I bet you‟d 

just love to kill me right now, right? It‟s really too bad you can‟t… because the first thing I do 

when we leave here, is force you to tell Feldspar about this nice little club here… and you know 

she‟ll want to come down here right away and make you rip these girls apart yourself, but I guess 

they‟ll probably like that, right?” 

“You‟re right, I can‟t kill you…” Zerrex paused and pointed behind him, and Orphus 

frowned before glancing over his shoulder, and then growing pale at the snarling Dius, many of 

their bodies twisting to become monstrous and muscular as they slowly surrounded the bat. “But 

they can.” 

Orphus turned around, raising his hands, and he was immediately tackled to the ground, 

and Zerrex winced, leaning away at the first splatter of blood that went up. The bat-demon 

screamed in agony as huge, vicious claws raked across his body and face, and then Rose leaned 

forwards with a snarling grin, her eyes now glowing white and a double-set of long horns 

forming a tall crown on her head, her body gone from petite and pretty to muscular and hulking. 

She reached down with her enormous claws, then tore open the bat‟s robes before slashing her 

hands down and ripping into his stomach, at the same time beginning to chant under her breath, 

and the incantation rose as Orphus continued to buck and scream. 

The bat was held firmly in place by the other Dius and succubi, however, and he was 

unable to struggle free as the others continued to rip and tear into him before his eyes widened… 

and Zerrex stared in horror as, a moment later, Rose reached into the bat‟s chest and ripped out 

his heart, and the others roared and howled as the Inquisitor twitched once on the ground before 

his body slowly turned to ashes and burned away into nothingness. The Drakkaren didn‟t even 

know what to say or do as he mouthed wordlessly, then watched as Rose slowly walked over to 

him with the bat‟s still-beating heart… and Zerrex took it, looking down at it slowly as blood 

leaked down his arms. 

He could faintly hear a voice as he stared down at badly-blurred image of Orphus through 

the heart wall, watching him scream and cry as he slammed his fists against the walls of his own 

organ, and when the Drakkaren looked up a moment later in shock at Rose, she had already 

reverted back to her usual body, saying softly: “It belongs to you now, Lord Zerrex… but we‟d 

recommend that you go right on ahead and take a bite. I think eating the sick little bastard would 

be poetic justice… and it will only add to your growing power. You are our Master, our Lord, 

and some would say our Savior, Lord Zerrex… and we are all humble and loyal servants…” 



Rose slowly dropped to a kneel, bowing her head, and the others behind her followed 

suit, the reptile feeling a shiver roll through his body before he asked weakly: “But… I… won‟t 

he be protected by… by the powers of the Scholars? I can‟t…” 

“The Scholars can‟t help him now… he‟s dead, and that‟s only his spiritual essence 

inside there. Orphus is weak and needy, barely worthy of his own rank… he had no idea how to 

defend himself against the spell we used and our combined power easily overwhelmed his own 

pathetic abilities.” Rose responded quietly, and then she smiled faintly and stood up, gently 

taking the thudding heart and raising it to Zerrex‟s muzzle, murmuring softly: “Open up.” 

The Drakkaren did so, closing his eyes… and Rose slid the heart into his maw. The 

Drakkaren‟s mouth closed, and he chewed a few times, hearing Orphus‟s screams echoing 

through his mind… and a moment later he swallowed with a grimace, and the screams were 

silenced. He heard the faintest of ringing bells in his head, however… and then Rose turned 

towards the others as they all reverted back down to their smaller, prettier bodies, saying coldly: 

“Everyone should get out of here, just in case they come and search for Orphus. I‟ll keep them 

busy… leave by portal, not by the main door. If you can‟t portal, then leave with a friend… Lord 

Zerrex, can you wait behind a moment?” 

The reptile nodded, looking over at her curiously and wondering stupidly if she was still 

determined to introduce him to Bren… but then he noticed that the Daius had already left, and he 

cursed under his breath before Rose asked hesitantly: “Can… can you ask the Lady Sin to come 

here, please? I‟d… I‟d like her help.” 

“I dunno if she can hear me but… Sin!” Zerrex called loudly… and nothing happened. 

He made a bit of a face… and then there was a loud knocking at the door, and Rose winced and 

flushed deeply as the Drakkaren looked stupidly around the room. “Right, I forgot, there‟s a 

Portal Trap in here. You can go out but you can‟t come into the room.” 

Sin looked horribly concerned as Rose opened the door, staggering over to Zerrex and 

seizing him in a tight hug, causing Rose and the two remaining succubus in the room – one of 

them Shimmer – to gape, as Reginald merely began to clean a large glass stein… and then she 

looked over him quickly, patting along his body as she mumbled in an ashamed voice: “I… I‟m 

so sorry I didn‟t come sooner, Lord Zerrex! I heard all about what happened from one of the 

other Naganatine, and I was so worried with… especially when I heard Queen Feldspar is going 

on a rampage through the Lust Circle looking for you… I… I… oh, I‟m sorry…” 

She pushed away, looking embarrassed and glancing over at Rose, nodding to her a bit, 

and Rose bowed deeply in return. A moment later, she looked up as if barely able to believe what 

she was seeing… and then she asked in a mumble: “I… forgive me, milady, but Lord Zerrex 

speaks often of you, of how generous and kind you are… and… and I was wondering if you 

could put a barrier over the door, to make sure no one can break it down…” 

“Oh, that‟s no problem at all…” Sin blushed a bit and offered a bit of a smile as Rose 

closed the door tightly, and the female simply rose her hand and closed her eyes, and a moment 

later white, glowing runes scrawled themselves over the metal, before she let out a sigh and 

relaxed as Rose stared in amazement. “There we go… I… I thought a Blacksmith‟s Circle would 

fit best here, but I took out the Sla Rune and put in a Murtoi Rune… oh, silly me, I shouldn‟t be 

talking about such things…” 

She shrank back, looking embarrassed, and Zerrex squeezed her shoulder quietly before 

glancing over at Rose, saying softly: “I think you‟ll be safe. Even Feldspar couldn‟t break down 

the protection Sin put up at my home… is there anything else we can do for you, Rose?” 



“No… but from now on, Lord Zerrex, you and Lady Sin can come here and indulge for 

free in anything and everything, as often as you like.” Rose said firmly, then she knelt in front of 

them both and tossed a glare over at the two succubi, who immediately dropped into a kneel 

themselves. “It‟s an honor to serve you.” 

“It‟s an honor.” echoed Reginald gruffly, and he offered his own small bow, more a 

hunching of the shoulders and a slight bob of the head than anything else. Zerrex and Sin both 

nodded in return, then the reptile turned his eyes back to Rose with a slight smile. 

“The pleasure is ours… but we should get out of here for now, and I just hope Feldspar 

hasn‟t burnt down my house by now.” Zerrex said dryly, before he pointed beside him and 

created a portal, and he shared a last tight hug with Rose and Shimmer before stepping through 

with Sin, reflecting mildly: Well, I guess it could be worse, right? At least that deals with 

Orphus. 

 

The next five thousand years passed, surprisingly, without a whole lot of incident. He 

managed to barely avoid Feldspar for the first thousand, although that in part was thanks to her 

being reassigned to the Northeastern Front: he thought it was both because of a sudden vicious 

series of attacks by the Warlord in that area and because Feldspar had spent half an hour 

screaming at the Princess in fury when she‟d been reprimanded for the little stunt she‟d pulled. 

It also took just over a thousand years for Orphus to be replaced, thanks to Az‟Iriel‟s 

troops attempting to advance on the Western Front in retaliation for his loss of control over the 

Eastern. Even the Bloody King and Terronius were called out to help with the fighting, leaving 

Bones alone to torture Zerrex for four days out of the week… but Bones wasn‟t much of an 

adversary anymore, and even when he‟d tried to physically-torture Zerrex, the Drakkaren had sat 

through most of it reading and casting the occasional cleansing spell when Bones left to have a 

cigarette or a cigar every now and then. Yes, we all get it, axes look scary… but they take just a 

little bit of muscle mass to use properly, and now I have a whole new reason to call you Bones, 

you scrawny-ass mofo. 

But for the last four thousand, Zerrex had fallen into a schedule, when Az‟Iriel‟s forces 

had suddenly made a U-turn for the Northern Province, likely due in part to many of his 

terrifying half-demon battle tanks running out of fuel and spontaneously exploding, massacaring 

his own forces. All of a sudden, minimal troops were needed, and although the Princess had all 

soldiers move forwards to imprison Az‟Iriel inside his own country, most of the higher-up 

demons were released from duty… meaning Zerrex was now back to training with Selena, and 

very glad to be doing so. 

On the other hand, it also meant that a new Inquisitor had been selected and tossed out to 

torture Zerrex, named Lunata Fel‟Tor Ra. She was tall, slender, and cruel-looking, and an expert 

in psychological tortures that were a bit more subtle than those used by the other bumbling 

Inquisitors Zerrex had torturing him… but he thought her abilities were so effective due to the 

fact she was telepathic as well. 

It made for a lot of nasty sessions, and she was also very proud, very feminist, and very 

lesbian, making Zerrex her instant archnemesis… and the only entertainment the Drakkaren ever 

got was when Selena stopped in to meet Lunata, and the female had fallen head-over-heels for 

the larger dominatrix. Selena, however, had simply looked over Lunata with contempt: 

apparently Dius and Rakshasas didn‟t get along very well. 

Lunata wasn‟t as bad as the others, however… as long as Zerrex kissed her ass a bit, she 

didn‟t aggravate or frustrate him too much. That was probably the worst thing about her… for 



two hours a week she‟d actually do her job and torture him, and usually well enough to make 

him feel uncomfortable around her, but the rest of the time she tended to literally tie him up and 

whine at him. Zerrex felt like he was engaging in a really lame version of bondage with her, 

since all she did was piss him off until he wanted to punch her in the face… and of course, the 

moment he‟d thought this, she‟d gotten mad at him in return and threatened to cut off his penis, 

but they both knew she wouldn‟t. Not because she liked him, but because she was apparently 

scared of ever getting him fully naked… and furthermore, the only time she‟d ever actually 

touched his groin area was when she had been wearing several layers of gloves, and even then it 

had been a mistake. 

Other than a few minor inconveniences, however, the years passed in a gentle, easy 

rhythm… and despite how much Zerrex still missed his family, time was passing faster for him 

now in Hell, and he was amazed by how things seemed to flow by or time seemed to skip ahead 

by years, even decades, when he kept himself busy. The Drakkaren was still constantly training, 

and with both Selena and Sin helping him out, it meant even his magical abilities were beginning 

to improve and gave him some minor hope that he wouldn‟t be stuck casting minor spells at 

enemies forever. 

Over seven thousand years into his sentence now, Zerrex felt strangely at-peace with 

things, and with himself. He had been here for many a lifetime now, suffering and working, 

improving himself and helping others… and Hell wasn‟t as intimidating anymore as it had once 

been to him. He could understand now what Cherry had meant about Hell being a wonderful 

place… and even though he was still only an Initiate, he felt like he belonged here. 

Currently, he was standing in a small forest of apple trees, helping to cut down a few of 

them to build an addition on Bren‟s little home. The Daius had quickly warmed up to him after 

they‟d been introduced, and looked at him with shining, adoring eyes similar to the ones 

Bondage tended to use on him… 

Speaking of that zebra… “Hey, Bondage! Are you masturbating or are you cutting down 

that goddamn tree? Put those big-ass muscles of yours to work!” 

“Sorry, Captain, but not all of us can lift a battleship above our heads!” Bondage called 

back with a wheeze, resting on his axe and glaring at the tree, which shook its branches at him 

before an apple dropped down and plonked off his head, and the zebra cursed before slamming 

his axe irritably into the tree‟s trunk, and the wood gave an unnatural groan. “Shit! Captain, this 

one‟s possessed again… a demon must have died here or something and its spirit has gone and 

attached to the tree, I don‟t know if I can hack it down.” 

Zerrex grunted a bit, glancing at the three trees he had already felled: he‟d gotten lucky 

and only one of his apple trees had turned out to be possessed, but he‟d found out when it had 

started puking blood all over him from a large hole in the top of the trunk. Okay. So maybe some 

things in Hell bug me, like bleeding, living trees. “Bren, do you want to see to that? Or should I 

go and get Rose?” 

Bren shook his head a bit, and then he offered a small smile: now a pretty young male 

Drakkaren-looking Daius with effeminate features, he had been a tall fox in life, and thus 

retained the ability to shift his body into some furred beings as well… but like almost all Lust 

demons, his body had taken on the reptilian form of the Drakkai. That sure says something about 

our species. “No, no, I think I can handle it… Bondage, step back, huh?” 

The zebra nodded, wiping sweat from his brow and letting out a sigh as he strode over to 

Zerrex, before smiling and offering him an apple… and then they both stared as the apple 

immediately grew small legs and hopped out of his hand to run away. The Drakkaren made a 



face at this, and wondered absently if he should tell Bren or not… but the Daius was already 

performing the incantation, and a moment later the tree shivered and then went still. 

He let out a sigh… then squeaked and leapt backwards, his scales immediately blending 

against the tree‟s bark as his chestnut eyes stared in horror at the sight of a dozen apples 

dropping off the tree and rolling away… and the two others stared as Bren let out a sigh and 

relaxed, his scales returning to their normal purple-red coloration as he muttered: “What? They 

could have been Apple Crabs. And you two know as well as I do how unpleasant those things 

are.” 

Zerrex grunted a bit, not wanting to remember the strange little beast that had unfolded 

from its disguise as an apple just so it could take a chunk out of his muzzle and then run away up 

a tree. Bondage, on the other hand, covered his muzzle, likely remembering the way the 

Drakkaren had angrily chopped several large chunks out of aforementioned tree as he‟d tried to 

chase after the Apple Crab. “Yeah, well… hurry the hell up.” 

“Excuse me…” said a quiet voice, and Zerrex turned around slowly to stare at Lily, who 

was blushing a bit and smiling as she gazed at him tenderly, her hands laced together in front of 

her waist and her two minotaur guards standing at a distance. She was dressed today in plain 

black clothes, and she had a large messenger bag over her shoulder… but Zerrex could barely 

believe what he was seeing. “Hi, Zerrex.” 

“Lily…” The Drakkaren stepped forwards and took her hands gently in his own, smiling 

at her warmly. He blushed a bit a moment later, drawing back and wiping his hands against his 

pants, but she only laughed and looked at him affectionately, ignoring the smears of tree-blood 

he had left on her hands. “Sorry, uh… it‟s good to see you, really good! What are you doing 

here, anyway? It‟s kind of dangerous around here…” 

“I know… which is why I need a special bodyguard, if I‟m going to be living here for the 

next little while.” Lily said softly, gazing up at him with a quiet smile, and the Drakkaren blinked 

slowly. “Zerrex… Lord Zerrex, I should say… you look like you‟re in excellent condition, 

despite all the grueling work in the mines… but I hear that lately you‟re more interested in 

working on your magical abilities. I know a bit of magic here and there myself, and… I know 

you‟re as curious as I am about all of Hell. 

“I‟d… I‟d really like you to serve as my personal bodyguard, since it‟d be less noticeable 

than those two back there.” Lily nodded towards the minotaurs, making a bit of a face, and 

Zerrex tried to repress a smile as the two bull-demons looked curiously over towards them. “And 

I‟d like to offer you a salary of ten silver coins a day if you‟d accompany me wherever I go… 

and of course, I‟d also pay for whatever renovations would be needed so we could comfortably 

live together at your home.” 

Zerrex stared, blinking slowly a few times: even after he‟d gotten a raise at work, he 

made only four silver coins a week, barely enough to pay for his clothes with the rate the mines 

wore them out at. He only felt fortunate that he didn‟t have to pay yearly rent like most of the 

other people he knew in the Circle of Lust… and a few moments later, he nodded a bit and said 

quietly: “Lily, it‟d be a pleasure… but… that‟s a lot of money, and you know I‟d gladly work for 

you for free…” 

“Here we go again with that… you‟re a strange mortal, Lord Zerrex…” Lily said gently, 

and they traded a smile as Zerrex looked embarrassed, rubbing the back of his head. He thought 

part of the reason they got along so well was because they enjoyed just studying each other, since 

Lily was a purebred demon and he had come from the mortal realm, and still clung to his mortal 

views, mortal logic, and mortal passions… and then she laughed a bit and stepped forwards, 



hugging him tightly. “But twelve coins it is, Lord Zerrex! My father will be very pleased… 

perhaps you‟ll even get to meet him one day.” She paused, then blushed a bit and quietly leaned 

up to kiss his cheek, whispering softly: “Take care of yourself, Lord Zerrex. I‟ll be back in a few 

days… don‟t worry, it‟s all already been arranged with the Princess, and you only have to go in 

to work one more time to hand in your badge and talk to Lieutenant Ambrose.” 

She stepped backwards, and then offered her hand with a smile… and Zerrex laughed a 

bit before taking his hand in both of hers and gently shaking it a few times, before she turned and 

strolled away, gazing at him fondly over her shoulder as he waved after her. She‟s so weird… so 

fond of all the mortal customs I taught her… 

“So uh… is she going to be your next wife?” Bren asked curiously, and Bondage snorted 

laughter as Zerrex rolled his eyes and glared at Bren, who shrank back a bit. “What? Seriously, 

I‟m curious!” 

“No, she‟s just a friend.” Zerrex said dryly, then he made a face and muttered: “And 

don‟t mention the Crazy Queen. She might hear her own damned name from wherever she is and 

rush to turn you to dust for saying it. Everyone‟s saying that she‟s gone even more over the edge, 

and I really don‟t want to bump into her again for as long as possible.” 

“Yeah, it‟s been… how many thousands of years now, Lord Zerrex?” Bondage asked 

dryly, leaning on his axe and tilting his head curiously with a slight smile. “You can‟t avoid her 

forever, you know…” 

“Well, I can goddamn well try.” Zerrex grunted, then he approached another apple tree, 

knocking against it to make sure it wasn‟t possessed before saying over his shoulders to the 

others: “We only need a few more each, and then we should have enough to finish the next 

section of your home, Bren. I‟ll have Sin come over later and enlarge it for you so you can be 

comfortable.” 

Bren blushed and smiled warmly, then hurried off to another tree with his axe as Bondage 

sighed and returned to the tree he had already cut most of the way through, and Zerrex went back 

to his own thoughts as he cut deep into the black, twisted bark of Hell‟s most common tree. 

Feldspar… why? And at first I thought you were doing better… 

Despite the Drakkaren‟s best efforts, Feldspar had, of course, found him… probably the 

same year he‟d first met Lunata. He just remembered hearing a knock at his door… and when 

he‟d opened it, Feldspar had been standing there, looking apologetic and holding the leashes of 

four massive Dragokkaren Initiates, all of them huge and submissive males… 

She‟d been dressed in aquamarine, with navy scales the same color as his, and her eyes 

filled with what he thought was honest sadness… and Zerrex still thought she had been honestly 

upset about everything she‟d done, after having so much time to think about it. And the time 

with her had almost been nice… she gave him a present as two of the Dragokkaren played music 

for them from mortal instruments, and another went about doing old-fashioned housework while 

the last prepared some soup in a self-heating cauldron. The gift had been a simple one, but actual 

thought had been put into it, and it had made the Drakkaren smile: an enlarged, silver .60 

revolver with the Hez‟Ranna Military markings still engraved over the rectangular barrel… and 

the enormous cylinder held eight silver bullets, each of them carefully inscribed with a runic 

pattern and blessed by a Priestess of Hell. 

Feldspar had also included a speed loader… and Zerrex had stared when he pulled one of 

the rounds out, and another immediately regenerated in its place. She had explained she‟d 

applied the same enchantments she did on archer‟s quivers to the speed loader, to make sure the 

reptile never ran out of ammunition… and when she‟d looked up at him with her big puppy eyes, 



he had given her a tight, honest hug, and said he accepted her apology and wished that things 

continued along this gentle path for them. Zerrex had almost been able to forget what a psychotic 

bitch she was… but after supper, after the slaves had been dismissed, things had started to get 

nasty once more. 

She had started to question him insistently about Orphus and what he thought happened 

to him, and then about Selena… and finally, she‟d erupted into a sudden, reasonless rage and 

she‟d wrecked much of his home, until Zerrex had finally managed to throw her to the ground 

and punch her hard in the face, which had started her crying. Immediately, Zerrex had created a 

portal beneath her and dumped her Gods-knew-where, but she‟d come back half-an-hour later, 

hammering on the door and screaming things at him through the wood, until the Drakkaren had 

opened it and looked at her sourly.  

She had raved crazily about Selena being a traitor, about Amiglion trying to kill her, 

about a thousand other impossible things… and finally, she had torn off her dress and thrown her 

arms wide, trying to force her way inside. Sin‟s magical barrier repelled her, however, since 

Zerrex had made it very clear he didn‟t want her inside… and finally, the Drakkaren had booted 

her over when she‟d turned around and bent over to sway her buttocks back and forth enticingly. 

That had set off another tantrum, as Zerrex slammed the door and went upstairs to watch 

out of a small window, and Sin appeared a moment later with a wince, mumbling that the 

Princess wanted an audience with him… but Zerrex had first been horrified as he watched 

Feldspar rolling around in the dirt and shrieking promises of vengeance, blue veins pulsing 

beneath her scales and her eyes glowing with fury before she‟d leapt up to her feet and jumped 

through a portal… and Zerrex asked dumbly if Sin would mind going to check if the Princess 

was being attacked by Feldspar or not, first. 

Sin had created a white portal, stepped through it… and a moment later, leaned her head 

through, looking relieved herself as she announced it was safe. Zerrex had then stepped through 

and onto the Southern Balcony, where the Princess was sitting with her cluster of handmaidens 

around her… and Sin went to sit with them, leaving only Feldspar absent. 

For once, the Princess didn‟t seem entertained or pleasant, and she said coldly she wanted 

him to start following her instructions and stop seeing Feldspar. A moment later, however, she‟d 

paused, then almost looked incredulous as she‟d asked slowly: “You… don‟t have any interest in 

Feldspar?” 

He‟d shaken his head… and the Princess had conferred quietly with Sin and her 

handmaidens before ordering him to stay away from her as much as he could. He‟d shrugged a 

bit, muttering about how he was already trying to do that, and the Princess had created him a 

portal and motioned for him to get out of her sight. He‟d stepped through, wondering absently if 

this was upsetting her plans somehow… 

And he wondered that again now, as he easily shoved the apple tree over and cut the last 

few remaining strands of black wood holding it to the stump he‟d left behind with a single hard 

swipe of the axe, before staring as a voice purred: “Nothing I like more than a huge handsome 

male like yourself, all sweaty and at work, Lord Zerrex…” 

“Feldspar.” Zerrex said evenly, straightening and looking across at the female, who was 

dressed up today in a naughty schoolgirl‟s outfit, with a striped blue and black tie… and of 

course her scale pattern matched his perfectly, as he could easily see thanks to the tiny shirt and 

the very, very short miniskirt… and he also noted she wasn‟t wearing anything beneath these 

scanty clothes. “You know, maybe you shouldn‟t be talking to me while I‟m holding an axe.” 



“Queen Feldspar!” squeaked Bondage, and he and Bren both bowed deeply… but 

Feldspar grunted and waved them away before giggling a bit and striding towards Zerrex, 

although she did look a touch wary at the same time. Bondage and Bren, meanwhile, backed 

quickly off to trees in the distance, as Zerrex thought absently about cutting her arm off and 

seeing whether or not she‟d giggle then. 

“I have something for you.” she cooed, and she grasped his shoulder and leaned up 

beside his head, before whispering softly in his ear: “It‟s information on the war… don‟t you 

want to hear it before I have to leave? I‟m supposed to be back on the front in less than an hour, 

and that‟s barely enough time for a raw fuck…” 

Zerrex glared at her, then he grabbed the tie and jerked her close, causing her to grunt and 

stare as he shoved the head of the axe against her side with his other hand, saying coldly: “Listen 

to me, Feldspar, and listen well. I want you to talk, and I want you to stop showing up in stripper 

outfits and trying to screw me. I‟m not interested in sex… I‟m interested in knowing what 

you‟ve got to say. Now tell me or very soon you‟ll be making partners with this axe and it‟ll 

bring a whole new meaning to the metaphor „I want to split you in half like a piece of lumber.‟” 

“Sicko.” Feldspar grinned widely, however, licking his neck slowly, and Zerrex closed 

his eyes before opening them in shock as she whispered softly: “Az‟Iriel‟s „faulty tanks‟ were a 

decoy operation. He‟s completely locked-down the Northern Province while he floods Lailland 

with troops… he‟s determined to take it, by any means necessary… and so he‟s sent some very 

nasty Generals there. But best of all? We hear the Narrius family is moving past their mourning 

to prepare to go on a demon hunt for Az‟Iriel‟s head…” 

“How… no, the Possessed are everywhere…” Zerrex said softly, then he shook his head 

slowly, releasing Feldspar as he lowered his arms and looked at her coldly, watching as she 

smiled and strutted slowly around to his side to grasp his hand gently in both of hers, pushing it 

slowly up and under her microskirt as she spread her legs for him… but he ignored the heat of 

her sex and her playful moans as he asked coldly: “What else do you have for me?” 

“Fuck me first.” Feldspar licked her muzzle slowly… and then she gasped and twitched, 

moaning and gritting her teeth as Zerrex grabbed her by the crotch and hefted her into the air, 

holding tightly onto his arm as she stared down at him with shock. “Z-Zerrex, it… it hurts, it 

hurts so bad, what the fuck are you doing?” 

The Drakkaren snorted, his hand glowing blue as his energy surrounded it and burned 

into Feldspar‟s flesh, the female moaning and spasming on his hand, her sexual fluids quickly 

evaporating as she hissed and stared down at the reptile as he asked again in a calm voice: “Tell 

me what else you know.” 

“The… the Princess wants to… separate us… because she thinks I won‟t…” Tears began 

to leak down her cheeks as Zerrex‟s claws squeezed harder into her groin, bucking her hips 

against him as her voice broke down into sobs, and Zerrex flung her to the ground before 

stomping hard on her stomach. She wheezed, staring up at him in horror, and then she whispered 

raggedly through her tears: “You‟re unpredictable. You‟re powerful. Who knows what kind of 

demon you‟ll become? After you… after you become a demon… I‟m supposed to make a series 

of restraining cuffs and armor for your demonic… demonic form. You‟ll… you‟ll serve her and 

only her as the ultimate weapon…” 

“Restraining cuffs… she wants to enslave me?” Zerrex snarled a bit, then he took the axe 

tightly into both hands and glared down at Feldspar, his eyes burning with fury before a slow, 

cruel grin twisted across his muzzle. “But… I could take care of that one problem right now, 

couldn‟t I? You‟re the only one with the alchemical talent to make such cuffs, since the 



Inquisitors can only forcibly-control my movement for as long as the Scholars permit them to… 

but if you die…” 

“No, no, no, no, wait! Wait! No!” Feldspar screamed and covered her head, ducking and 

wincing as the axe swung down… and then she looked hesitantly to the side before letting out a 

quiet breath at the sight of it buried into the ground next to her head, a shallow wound in her 

shoulder as she twitched a bit. Her body trembled, and she stared up at Zerrex before slowly 

giving a crazed smile, whispering: “Oh… lover, I knew… I knew you could never hurt me, and 

I‟d never, ever hurt you, my darling husband…” 

“Just leave for now, Feldspar.” Zerrex stepped off her, yanking the axe out of the ground 

and Feldspar hissed as it tore the wound in her shoulder wider, sitting up and looking after him 

miserably as he walked away, before he forced himself to pause and say slowly: “I‟ll see you 

when you get back on leave. We‟ll… have a date together.” 

Feldspar brightened immediately at this, nodding rapidly and gleefully before leaping to 

her feet and bounding over to hug him tightly, Zerrex wincing before she turned and ran through 

a portal she created a moment later… and Bren muttered: “Wow. She‟s a fucking nightmare… 

not to mention crazy as batshit.” 

“Even crazier.” Zerrex grunted, and then he sighed and shook his head slowly, glancing 

over the trees they‟d felled and saying mildly: “Well, at least we‟ve got enough logs now… let‟s 

cut off the excess, trim them down, and start piling them up.” 

 

The Drakkaren stretched slowly as he yawned loudly, looking up at the ceiling from his 

reading and asking Sin mildly: “So do you ever get used to the whole not-sleeping thing, or is 

this a moot question because you‟re a Naganatine?” 

Sin glanced over at him curiously from where she was sitting on the dresser, and then she 

shook her head a bit, saying softly: “Most demons still complain about it… but for me, sleep has 

never been necessity, nor part of my everyday life, so… it‟s moot, I guess, if that‟s the proper 

term.” She paused, then smiled a bit as she put down the sewing she was working on. “You‟re 

nervous about guarding Lily.” 

“Just a bit.” Zerrex admitted grudgingly, making a face as he crossed his arms and looked 

down at the Basic Magic Principles book which was still haunting him to this day. “I mean, 

come on. In Hell‟s terms, I‟m illiterate and handicapped… a lot like I was in real life.” The 

Drakkaren rubbed the back of his head embarrassedly, then glanced over at Sin as she rolled her 

eyes. “What?” 

“You aren‟t handicapped or illiterate… you do just fine with Demonic and even Angelic. 

Most demons take at least ten thousand years to master all the different words and runes… and 

you speak it fine, too, and that‟s more important here in Hell.” She paused, then added softly as 

he looked at him with quiet firmness: “And… and you… you aren‟t handicapped. You… you‟re 

just a bit slow compared to other people‟s transformations.” 

“Oh, so I‟m mentally retarded then. Wonderful.” Zerrex grunted, and Sin let out a loud 

sigh and shook her head slowly. “But anyway… so I guess Lily can stay down here, unless she 

was serious about building that whole expansion on the house thing… and I‟ll stay up in the 

training room to give you two some privacy, since you seem to know each other well enough.” 

“I know all the royalty in Hell.” Sin smiled a bit, then she slipped carefully off the dresser 

as she carefully folded up the pants she‟d mended and put them away in a drawer, before asking 

curiously: “How did the Lieutant take your leaving, anyway?” 



Zerrex shrugged a bit as he picked up his book again, flipping towards the last section of 

the book as he said dryly: “He wasn‟t really that happy, but he offered me a raise if I stayed… 

but I had to turn it down. Thank Gods he‟s one of the few Masters around here that isn‟t an 

asshole…” 

Sin nodded a bit, and for a little while there was quiet as she tidied up, humming a bit to 

herself as Zerrex struggled his way through the book, rereading pages sometimes twice or even 

thrice just to begin to grasp the concept or spell it was teaching, and how to execute it. But the 

problem wasn‟t just the fact he had trouble understanding everything the book had to say… it 

was that, just like a beginner, he had pronounciation difficulties and a huge problem in 

controlling how much power he put into the spell, which was ironic considering his energy 

abilities. 

Despite his lack of talent with magic, his energy powers has grown exponentially over 

the years, and even things like creating his angel wings took only a moment of concentration 

before they popped into being. He had also gained enough control to freely create weapons out 

of his energy as he willed, although for whatever reason he couldn‟t mimic all of the abilities that 

he‟d once had with Drake. I guess it must be the whole Nephilim thing… 

He mused a bit to himself, then finally sighed and put down the book, asking flatly: “Sin, 

what‟s the big deal about my energy abilities, anyway? I mean, every time I turn around I‟m 

getting shot by some Inquisitor with a bolt of dark energy, and everyone else uses magic like 

they‟ve got an instruction manual.” The reptile paused, looking down at his spellbook and 

rubbing the back of his head, mumbling lamely: “Well, I mean… not a manual so much as an 

instructional video or something like that, since… you know… spellbooks are sort of like 

manuals…” 

“I understand the metaphor, Lord Zerrex.” Sin said with quiet amusement, smiling a bit 

as she crossed her arms, before she paused and added gently: “I think it‟s because you spend so 

much time training your body… if… if I can be so bold as to say that. I mean, you‟re… it‟s made 

you very handsome, but… your mind has been a bit neglected lately.” 

“And you need both to be competent in anything…” Zerrex said softly, musing and 

lowering his head a bit as Sin blushed quietly, but nodded anyway. He rubbed the back of his 

head slowly as he sat back, then he looked curiously up at her. “Should I meditate more often? I 

know I haven‟t been doing that a lot…” 

Sin shrugged, then she flushed a bit and glanced down, murmuring embarrassedly: “I… 

I‟m not supposed to speak of this, because… memories of the past I spent with him are supposed 

to be forbidden but… but Mephistopheles…” She hesitated for the longest time, then murmured 

quietly in a voice that was half-embarrased, half-ashamed: “Mephistopheles was… he was a very 

powerful magician. He had control of every element, and he could perform any magical art… his 

only weakness was physical confrontation, but he was still very strong compared to most of us, 

and… I… I‟m sorry, I‟m getting off topic.” 

She halted and turned away for a moment, then swallowed and laced her hands together 

as she half-turned back towards him, looking steadily at the floor. “Mephistopheles said the best 

way to become powerful, was not to want or seek power, but to feel it and force it to come to 

you. He… was all about strength and power, and he was… very determined, and very… very 

scary.” She stopped, then murmured: “The greatest skill Mephistopheles taught me was the Art 

of Self-Illusion. It allows a person to practice a spell without actually causing the effects of the 

spell itself… but it‟s very, very dangerous. You can accidently cast the spell on your own body, 

for instance, or accidently use the spell on someone else, or maybe create an entirely different 



effect or spell altogether… but in other words, it allows you to practice-cast a spell anywhere 

you like, and you‟ll see the effect in your mind of what it would look like if you had actually cast 

the spell at something… but… I‟m sorry, I‟m rambling again…” 

“It‟s alright…” Zerrex nodded, then asked curiously: “So you can do this with any spell? 

And it lets me practice my magical abilities, even requires the same concentration and saps my 

energy like it would a real spell?” He paused, then asked slowly: “But wait. How is that even 

possible?” 

“Anything is possible if you learn how to trick your mind and your body into believing 

it.” Sin murmured softly, and the Drakkaren smiled a bit: it sounded a lot like something 

Requiem used to tell him about how the impossible was only impossible because we believed it 

was impossible. In essence… we let ourselves fail, or we force ourselves to succeed. The latter is 

just a lot harder to do… “I… I could… could try and teach you it. It works around the same idea 

as meditation, which you seem to understand…” 

Zerrex nodded again, speaking softly as Sin rubbed nervously at her arm. “Yeah. I used 

to think it was stupid when I learned it from Requiem… but I was just a dumb kid back then. 

Since then I‟ve learned to meditate whenever I remember, have the time, or feel in the mood for 

it… and it really does help me out a lot. If this uses the same principles, I think I‟ll only mess up 

a few times while learning it.” 

“Then I‟ll teach it to you outside.” Sin smiled a bit, although she still looked nervous, but 

the Drakkaren stood up and nodded firmly once more before he walked over to her and gave her 

a tight hug. She blinked, then hugged him quietly back, blushing deeply and looking up at him 

with embarrassment before she trembled, then took his hand. Zerrex blinked at both the strength 

of her grip and the surprising heat emanating off it, and then she dragged him quickly out the 

door. 

For the next hour, Zerrex tried to understand what Sin taught him, working to keep 

himself calm and level-headed as he clasped his hands together in front of himself and 

concentrated, murmuring the runic incantations quietly… but again and again, he either blew 

something up or knocked himself flying backwards, since they had decided to start the training 

using the Force spell. There was a short interruption when a group of Masters and Slavers 

descended to kick the crap out of the Drakkaren after he knocked himself over, laughing and 

yelling… but five minutes later, when Sin finally stepped forwards and began to chastise them, 

they ran away screaming in terror, and Zerrex spent another fifteen minutes comforting Sin as 

she cried quietly while fixing his wounds. 

“I don‟t think you‟re a monster.” he said softly, hugging her tightly around the 

shoulders… and then he glanced up as Lily quietly approached, smiling faintly at her as Sin 

quickly wiped at her eyes and cleared her throat, shaking her head and looking embarrassedly 

away from the golden-scaled Drakkaren. 

Zerrex stood up and traded a quick hug with her, and then Lily and Sin exchanged a nod 

before Sin vanished into darkness, and she blinked before Zerrex patted her quietly on the 

shoulder. “It‟s alright… she went to the Marquee Sur Noir, I guess. It‟s just been rough on her 

lately, with all the orders she‟s getting from the Princess and the way people tend to look at 

her…” 

“I don‟t know what‟s worse sometimes… mortal emotions or the passions demons 

possess.” Lily said with a bit of a disgusted look around, and Zerrex nodded before pausing and 

they fell into a strange quiet for a moment, as both seemed to realize that for the first time, they 

were completely alone. She blushed as he coughed and glanced away, and then she asked 



curiously: “But what were you two doing out here? I can still feel the remnants of magic in the 

air… were you practicing spells?” 

“Uh… sort of.” Zerrex said lamely, and he rubbed idly at one of his horns, looking 

embarrassed as Lily looked at him with mild amusement. “We were working on a technique Sin 

showed me I‟m probably not supposed to talk about, something about… practicing spells without 

casting them.” 

“An ancient Naganatine technique… if you could learn that, you would become quite the 

formidable warrior, Lord Zerrex…” The Drakkaren – It‟s so easy to forget she‟s a demoness… 

and I still don‟t even know exactly what kind… – smiled warmly at him, then leaned over and 

kissed his cheek gently, causing them both to blush a bit. “I look forwards to seeing how you 

progress with that. Would you mind walking with me, though? I‟d like to start exploring the 

Circle, since the Eastern and Western sections are both finally free for travel… do you have any 

recommendations on which way we should wander?” 

“Let‟s go that way, first.” Zerrex said, motioning at the road behind him and then making 

a bit of a face as he pointed in the opposite direction. “Down that way is a garrison of Masters, 

and they‟ll kick the snot out of me if we try and pass.” 

“Kick the snot out of you?” Lily tilted her head curiously, looking entertained at the 

expression, before she paused and held up a hand with a smile, and she dug in the messenger bag 

she wore over her shoulder. The reptile took in the fact she was still wearing the same clothes as 

she had been yesterday, wondering absently if she‟d changed or if she had spent all this time 

wandering around… and then she produced a large golden bracelet with a symbol he didn‟t 

recognize engraved upon it. The Drakkaren frowned a bit at this, and Lily pushed it towards him, 

smiling slightly. “Go on, take it. It won‟t kick… I mean, bite. It‟s to make sure you can protect 

me. You‟re only supposed to wear it when we‟re out on trips, but I don‟t mind if you keep it for 

whenever you go out yourself… but it‟ll allow you to fight back against anyone who attacks us 

and ignore the Scholar‟s Protection.” 

Zerrex stared as he took the bracelet, then he snapped it on over his wrist and flexed his 

hand slowly… before leaning towards her and asking oddly: “It‟s… not going to eat my soul or 

anything, is it?” 

“Oops. Yes, it sucks up your life energy as you wear it.” Lily said with a bit of a wince, 

and Zerrex made a horrified face before she snorted laughter as he clawed at it, and the 

Drakkaren glowered at her as she reached up and patted his cheek with a gentle smile. “You need 

to learn to be more trusting, Lord Zerrex. It‟s a very rare, very powerful magical artifact handed 

down from the birth of Hell to permit the Elite Guards to always be able to protect the Royal 

Families, and it defeats even the powers of the Scholars… but don‟t go thinking you can run 

around and take over Hell now, since it doesn‟t do a thing against the Divine Protection of the 

Monarchs.” 

The Drakkaren nodded, rubbing at the bracelet slowly and barely able to believe it could 

possess such power, before he paused and asked curiously: “Lily, I know I‟m not supposed to 

ask… but just what are you? Not in terms of demonhood, although that‟d be nice to know too, 

but in terms of the Monarchy.”  

Lily shifted uncomfortably, looking back and forth before murmuring quietly: “I‟m… 

I‟m nothing special, Lord Zerrex. Just a lowly aristorcrat, the only child of my father and his first 

wife…” She paused, then took his hand gently and brought it up to rub her muzzle slowly against 

it, closing her eyes. “I don‟t want to talk about it, Zerrex… we‟ve shared so much already. I 

know so much about you, and I‟ve told you more about myself than I have about anyone else… I 



don‟t want things to change between us, but only grow better. You are one of my closest friends 

here in Hell… 

“And well… one day you‟ll find out, but for now I‟m just a cute Drakkaren girl.” Lily 

smiled a bit up at him, then laced her fingers with his own as her other hand rubbed along his 

strong arm, saying softly: “And let that be enough for now, Lord Zerrex… but come, I‟d like to 

start walking and see how much trail we can cover. I love to walk… I love to see the people…”  

She paused as she smiled again up at him, and Zerrex smiled faintly in return, unable to 

help himself before he nodded and said softly: “Then let‟s get walking, Lily… but first…” He 

held up a finger as he stepped away from her, releasing her hand and striding out into the road as 

she watched curiously, and then the Drakkaren stepped out in front of a tall, emaciated Slaver. 

It looked down at him with a snarl, and then Zerrex said mildly, looking up into its eyes 

with his hands in his pockets: “So, I banged your mother last night and I have to say, I wasn‟t 

very impressed until she started sucking my cock.” 

“You little piece of shit!” The Slaver howled, and it lunged at him… and Zerrex easily 

sidestepped before sliding a foot out and tripping it, pulling his hands out of his pockets and 

grinning widely as it leapt up to its feet and dived at him again… and Zerrex easily caught it and 

slammed it down into the ground before punching it hard in the face, knocking it out. He smiled 

slightly, raising his hand and looking at the bracelet. Now this I can think of a million uses for… 

“If you‟re going to abuse it, I‟m going to take it away from you.” Lily said mildly as she 

strode over and glared at him, and Zerrex shrugged a bit, grinning at her before she sighed and 

crossed her arms, the corner of her mouth quirking up in the smallest of smiles. “Don‟t you go 

thinking I like watching you do that, now. I‟m not a Dius, I‟ll have you know.” 

“Yeah, that doesn‟t mean you don‟t find me sexy.” Zerrex said airily, flexing his 

muscular arms and winking at her, and she snorted laughter and shoved him hard backwards, 

Zerrex joining her in her merriment before they strode along the street side-by-side, and Lily 

took his hand quietly again as they walked in a comfortable silence. 

After about ten minutes, Lily finally looked up at him curiously and asked: “Zerrex… 

why didn‟t you just kill him? I know you have more than enough strength to, and I also know 

you‟re certainly not a fan of their methods… so why let him live when no one ever would have 

said anything to you about it?” 

The Drakkaren shrugged a bit, rubbing a hand through his hair and then smiling a bit at 

Lily, saying softly: “It‟s… an old mortal thing, I guess. I still don‟t see the point in unnecessary 

killing anymore… whether they‟re demon, angel, or mortal, they‟re still… I guess for the most 

part, they‟re all still people to me. We all feel, have complex emotions, thoughts, ideas… and we 

all butcher each-other senselessly enough as it is.” 

“You really don‟t fit in here.” Lily said gently, but she was gazing at him tenderly, and 

the reptile knew it was a compliment as she stepped a bit closer to him as they walked along 

together. “I… think I understand, though. You really aren‟t like anyone I‟ve ever met before, 

Lord Zerrex… there are very few demons who think the same way you do.” 

“Yeah, well, I‟ve only been in Hell for seven thousand years now… I‟m sure I‟ll get 

bitter and angry like everyone else sooner or later and want to start killing mortals, too.” Zerrex 

said sourly, rubbing the back of his head and looking down, and when Lily looked at him with a 

curious frown, he shrugged a bit and continued quietly: “It‟s just… I already did a lot of that 

when I young-young, mortal-young… and even though it seemed to soothe my paith at first, it 

was only later I realized that it made the hungers and the pains going on through my body even 

worse. I can recount a hundred times when I should have been more merciful, and a thousand 



times when I should have been more gentle, but more than either of those things I know I 

shouldn‟t‟ve killed all those who I did… but… yeah, I can‟t talk good.”  

Zerrex coughed a bit, looking embarrassed, and Lily smiled at him before shaking her 

head slowly and nudging him gently with her shoulder. “If it‟s any consolation, I don‟t think 

you‟ll change…” She paused, then added softly: “And I do like you just the way you are.” 

For a while they were quiet as they strode onwards… and then Lily laughed softly and 

pointed out a field of apple trees, looking over at the Drakkaren with a slight smile. “Let‟s go 

take a rest in there… we can just sit together for a while.” 

Before the Drakkaren could point out that the field probably belonged to someone, Lily 

had already taken off… and the reptile rolled his eyes before quickly following her, and then he 

let out a yelp of surprise as she tackled him from the side just past the first tree and they fell, 

rolling together and laughing as they wrestled playfully on the ground for a few moments. 

Soon, they were sitting together in the shade of a tree, Zerrex‟s eyes closed as Lily 

relaxed against him, rubbing slowly along his strong chest and curling tight to his body, the smell 

of cinnamon and smoke in the air as they relaxed quietly. They were comfortable and happy 

together even in the silence… and then the Drakkaren‟s eye opened as he heard a branch break 

nearby, and Lily said softly: “Don‟t pay any attention to that… I thought I saw a Dius spying on 

us earlier.” 

The reptile made a face, then he paused as he heard something else, faint but still there… 

before he slowly got to his feet, and he realized things were too quiet. Hell might not have the 

same sort of life as the mortal realm did, but there were still small animals, beasts, and vermin 

that existed here just as they did in the physical plane… and a moment later the reptile held his 

hand out and created a short, single-edged sword of energy, saying quietly: “Lily, we should 

likely head for the road.” 

“Why?” Lily frowned, getting up to her feet, and then her eyes widened as several 

Plasmids crested the nearby ridge, ticking and hissing to each other. They were jet black and red, 

unlike the other Plasmids Zerrex had seen so far, and he didn‟t like the quiet they moved with 

compared to their brethren: a normal Plasmid, after all, could be heard from almost a mile away 

with their chattering and screeching to each other. 

They slowly backed away, Zerrex holding up the blade in front of himself as he 

instructed softly: “Lily, if you could portal us, that‟d be great…” 

“I can‟t… something‟s blocking it.” Lily cursed under her breath, and the Drakkaren 

looked over his shoulder in surprise at her before raising his hand and attempting his own 

portal… but he was rewarded with nothing. But my energy still works… did we step into an 

antimagic circle, or a distortion field? No, it has to be something else… 

“Let‟s just get out of here.” The Drakkaren said mildly, and then he narrowed his eyes, 

setting himself and creating a second sword of energy in his other hand as several Plasmids 

swarmed forwards out of the trees, hissing and raising their huge, scythe-like forelimbs. “On 

second thought, stay close to me. It looks like we might not be able to escape without a fight 

after all.” 

“Wonderful, because you know I staged this whole thing just to watch you cut up some 

bugs.” Lily said dryly, and Zerrex thought her sarcasm was finally starting to improve as he gave 

a snort, rolling his eyes as she patted him firmly on the back, adding in a mutter: “And I‟d like to 

add I‟m not useless without magic, by the way.” 



“I wouldn‟t want you to get dirty.” Zerrex said mildly in return, and then he paused 

before swinging one sword up at a long, solid-looking branch nearby and cutting it off, the apple 

tree immediately rearing back with a loud grumble. “There, makeshift pole.” 

“Beautiful.” Lily said flatly, and she kicked it up to her hands as Zerrex stepped forwards, 

before wincing and adding in a more-concerned voice: “Zerrex, they look like Anguish Plasmids, 

the new species Az‟Iriel‟s been breeding… and this field‟s the perfect battleground for them-” 

Before she could finish, the tree nearby let out a loud groan, and then a Plasmid leapt 

down towards them with a scream… and Zerrex immediately chopped its head off before kicking 

the headless corpse into its fellows as they mobbed forwards, at the same time throwing one of 

his swords of energy in an easy flicking motion. It smashed into the group, cutting one of them in 

half as it screamed before exploding in a burst of blue light, and Plasmids flew in all directions 

before the Drakkaren slid to Lily‟s other side as she stared in shock, looking back and forth 

before saying clearly: “Keep an eye behind us for any more, I don‟t want to be ambushed here.” 

Lily nodded with a grunt and turned around, raising the makeshift pole as the Plasmids 

picked themselves up off the ground and chattered to each other, squirming uncertainly back and 

forth… and Zerrex watched the blades of the first before he realized they were actually 

organizing battle plans, and he immediately threw his other sword before concentrating, and the 

blade of energy exploded on contact this time, hurling pieces of Plasmid in all directions before 

the Drakkaren picked up Lily and quickly ran, the demoness letting out a yelp of surprise as the 

reptile barreled out of the trees and onto the road, past the Masters, Slavers, and jailors that were 

already storming forwards to see what all the nonsense was about, thankfully disregarding the 

two Initiate-looking creatures. 

Zerrex put Lily down, and she glared at him before blinking as he created a portal, and he 

made a bit of a face. “Well, at least that works out here… come on, let‟s head back to my place. 

We can get some rest.” 

“Rest? Why? I‟m not going to let some bugs freak me out, Zerrex.” Lily said firmly, 

striking her chest with one fist and looking up at him with that determined look in her eyes that 

he was learning very quickly was going to lead to trouble for him. “So why don‟t we just go back 

to walking, huh? I‟m sure the Masters are competent enough to clean up whatever‟s left of those 

Plasmids back there.” 

Zerrex looked at her sourly, and then he crossed his arms and sighed, glancing at the 

portal and concentrating to make it vanish before he gave her a snooty look and walked onwards, 

saying emphatically: “I‟d like to point out that you wanted to run away first, when you first saw 

them, Lily. So… there. Bitch.” 

“Asshole.” Lily shot back, running up beside him and looking almost proud of herself for 

remembering the mortal curse. “I think you wanted to run first, anyway. You were all… „oh no, 

we should get out of here‟ even before they showed up. I‟ll have you know I‟m not exactly 

fragile, and I could‟ve easily taken them all on myself if I wanted to… you didn‟t have to show 

off with your weird energy abilities and all that.” 

“Yeah, well, next time I‟ll leave it to you, then, and you can show off.” Zerrex said 

mildly, and Lily made a face at him. “What? I thought you were all miss tough-britches now.” 

“What the hell does that even mean?” Lily asked with a frown, and Zerrex couldn‟t help 

but snort laughter, earning him a surprisingly-hard punch in the arm before they walked on for a 

while, eventually going from arguing to chatting about the thing Lily always seemed the most 

interested in: mortal pastimes and conversation. 



The reptile had tried to explain to her hundreds of times about how the physical plane 

was full of people who thought that the current weather was a perfectly-acceptable conversation 

starter, himself included. He had also tried to explain how talking about one‟s bodily functions 

was not, and that most people who talked about sex with their friends generally got labeled as a 

slut or whore, even if they didn‟t actually sleep around… the same as how in the mortal realm, 

nudity was seen as obscene and public displays of affection were seen as grotesque or just plain 

rude by some people. 

Almost everything about the mortal realm confused Lily, and Zerrex wondered what was 

more difficult to comprehend: the mortal world or Hell. It only took him a moment before he 

settled on the mortal world – after all, Hell might be full of sinners, but at least they weren‟t all 

pretending to be something they weren‟t… and furthermore, apart from the civil war, they all 

seemed to get along perfectly well despite whatever differences they all had. 

Zerrex made a bit of a face as he passed a pair of Slavers savagely beating a prisoner, 

adding mentally: Well, for the most part they do, except for the ones who are instructed to be 

assholes… “I‟m sorry Lily, I was thinking about something… can you repeat that?” 

“I was just thinking out loud… you know… wondering how mortals can coexist, 

especially with all that technology up there.” She shook her head slowly, looking quietly ahead 

as she added softly: “I think we‟re lucky down here in Hell… everyone has access to magic for 

the most part, and we don‟t need to sleep, don‟t need to eat, don‟t need blankets to keep warm or 

fans to cool us down… and here, everything can be earned, and the lowliest demon can ascend to 

become a Prince… it‟s not like in your world, how… how everything is so underhanded, and it 

all seems… so planned from the very beginning… so you-can-and-can‟t-do…” 

“Yeah…” Zerrex nodded a bit, thinking back to the military and how Project Scarecrow, 

better known as the Goth Legion, had been set up that way. All of us thinking things were set up 

fairly… but in reality, we were just all experiments, all of us carefully pre-chosen and pre-

ranked… and I just happened to be one of the lucky ones who excelled so much on the exams I 

got noticed by the higher-ups secretly watching from behind the curtain… “The physical plane 

sucks. Cherry always told me that this place was beautiful, even wished we could come here 

someday together… and now I think I‟m really starting to understand what she meant by that. 

It‟s not just beautiful here… it‟s… exotic, special, different… maybe even fair.” 

Lily laughed a bit at this, shaking her head slowly. “Now I wouldn‟t go that far, Lord 

Zerrex… I wouldn‟t say it‟s so much fair as… a bit more balanced. But there‟s still crimes, still 

terrible things that happen here in Hell to the best of people… and the best of things sometimes 

happen to the worst. Look at Feldspar, for example… she has driven herself insane, but she‟s 

still in power as the Princess‟s right hand…” 

Zerrex grunted a bit, then he looked down at Lily with a bit of a smile, saying mildly: 

“I‟m surprised you don‟t call it the left hand down here… but hey, maybe that‟s just me being all 

closed-minded again and doing that mortal thing called stereotyping.” He paused as Lily looked 

confused, then rubbed the back of his head and said lamely: “That one went a bit over your head, 

didn‟t it?” 

“What the hell does that mean?” Lily asked dumbly, and Zerrex laughed before slapping 

her firmly on the back, causing her to grunt and stagger forwards before she rolled her eyes and 

hip-checked him firmly into an old fence, and the Drakkaren crashed through it loudly before she 

laughed and continued to stride purposefully onwards. 

Zerrex grumbled as he picked himself up, then he immediately ran forwards and pounced 

on her, Lily letting out a squeak as his huge body landed flat on hers before the Drakkaren shot 



off at a run, and Lily took off after him a moment later, scrabbling off the ground and flailing her 

large satchel back and forth with shouts of consternation and various demonic curses until the 

two finally both tired, and once more they retreated to the side of the road to rest under a tall, 

gnarled tree, the branches looming down over them ominously for a moment before Zerrex 

punched the trunk firmly, and the tree immediately righted itself. 

“I love the way you solve every problem. Do you punch females too when they get 

mouthy?” Lily asked teasingly, and Zerrex rolled his eyes with a snort before the female added 

idly: “You should, though, it‟s not like a Dius or a succubus deserves any better treatment than 

that, just like most other lowly demons.” 

Zerrex stared at her as she pulled a slightly-squished banana out of her large bag, and 

then she began to peel it, pointedly ignoring the stare he was giving her before she finally looked 

over at him mildly, and he poked her nose firmly, asking slowly: “Are you making fun of me?” 

“I keep forgetting how bad you are at telling when I‟m kidding or not… and furthermore, 

I just think it‟s funny, some of the faces you make, when you‟re all morally-outraged about 

something.” Lily responded mildly, and then she winced as Zerrex punched the end of her maw 

gently, rubbing at her muzzle and glaring at him. “I bet you‟re a wifebeater.” 

“No, just incestuous.” Zerrex responded absently, and then he shook his head when she 

offered him a bite of her banana. “I hate those things. Hell hasn‟t made them look any better to 

me, I don‟t care what anyone says.” 

“You would if they made you bigger in any way.” Lily muttered, and Zerrex rolled his 

eyes and shoved her lightly before she sat up, and they looked at each other before trading 

smiles. Without the constant survellience and chaperoning of her huge, burly minotaur guards, 

who intervened every time Lily so much as looked at Zerrex funny or the reptile said something 

that could be misconstrued as offensive, Lily was obviously far more relaxed… and Zerrex had 

to admit it was easier to mess around with the female as well. 

They sat together in quiet for a little while, Lily sliding over a bit to relax against him, 

and the two looked up at the red-and-black sky for a while before the Drakkaren said softly: 

“You know, you‟re a lot different without your honor guard around… I‟m thinking that‟s for 

more reasons than simply because they liked to walk up and start shoving me around if I even 

disagreed with you on how the weather was.” 

Lily smiled a bit, shaking her head slowly and saying softly: “Yeah, Elite Guards suck. 

The biggest problem was that they‟d report back to my parents and my teachers on everything 

that was going on… and since I want this to be a little vacation for me while I continue to 

explore Hell, I thought I‟d get you to hang around with me… after all, I came down here to see 

you, since you haven‟t figured that out yet, you big dummy.” 

Zerrex laughed a bit, blushing slightly as she leaned closer against him, wrapping his 

arms around her waist and quietly pulling her closer as he gazed down into her pretty rainbow-

kaleidoscope eyes… and as she leaned slowly up, he asked softly: “But… why? I mean, Lily… 

I‟ve never thought of myself as that special…” 

“Well, you are. So there.” Lily said firmly, then added mildly as he opened his mouth: 

“Just shut up, will you?” 

The Drakkaren did so, and instead they kissed slowly, and it was like electricity between 

them as he squeezed her tight against his strong body, and her muzzle worked slowly against his, 

their tongues moving to twist and dance together slowly and deliciously… and then she pulled 

back for a bare moment before kissing him again, and pushing deeper this time, her aggressive 

movements urging Zerrex to respond in time as he leaned down against her, squeezing her tightly 



against his powerful chest… and then their muzzles parted and they looked into each other‟s 

eyes again, and Lily winked as her eyes flickered emerald for a moment, saying softly: “Thank 

you, Zerrex… and by the way…” 

She grinned and winked at him, before tilting her head backwards with a sigh as her 

scales turned evergreen over her body and navy blue over her cleavage up to her neck, and white 

hair pushed out of her head before Zerrex found himself looking into green eyes that reflected his 

own as she said teasingly: “Ever seen this before?” 

“Cherry did that once.” Zerrex said dumbly, then he coughed a bit and added as he stared 

over the smaller female version of himself, then he rubbed the back of his head slowly and 

added: “It… certainly doesn‟t make it any less impressive, though, I‟ll tell you that. You 

shapeshift faster than even a Dius.” 

“Well, technically I‟m not a true shapeshifter… I need a bit of the person‟s body before I 

can transform into them or a similar body to theirs, like a drop of blood or saliva or something 

else like that.” Lily said dismissively, then she added with a slight smile: “But now that I have it, 

I could turn into a perfect copy of you, bigger, smaller, female, hermaphrodite, whatever I 

wanted… it‟s probably the only reason I‟ve stayed safe for so many years from the Warlord.” 

Zerrex nodded slowly… and then he tilted his head, asking quietly as she shifted back to 

her golden-scaled Drakkaren body: “Lily, why does the Warlord want you so badly? Can you at 

least tell me that?” 

Lily looked nervously off to the side, and then she glanced down and shrugged a bit, 

sighing softly. “I honestly don‟t know. Since… since I really don‟t want to talk too much about 

myself just yet, I… I won‟t go into too much detail, but you do know I‟m not from around here, 

right? Well, I‟m from the Eastern Province… and you know that Prince Raithe, in his „infinite 

wisdom,‟ signed a non-aggression pact with the Warlord, right?” 

Her voice dripped sarcasm, and Zerrex decided to simply listen, only needing to nod a bit 

as Lily clung to his neck, pressing tighter to him and closing her eyes. “The old fool really 

thought the Warlord would honor the treaty, but so far it hasn‟t stopped him from wiping out the 

people of every land, village and territory that he‟d come across in the East before the Princess‟s 

forces pushed him back into his own lands. He was specifically targeting supporters of Raithe, 

including the monarchs and royal families and other aristocrats… but I don‟t know if even I 

support Raithe anymore. I mean… he just sat back and let the Warlord butcher our sons, 

daughters, brothers, sisters, including the people of my land, that I was one day to rule over…” 

She swallowed a bit, looking up quietly into Zerrex‟s eyes and asking softly: “How… how can I 

sit back and say I support a ruler who won‟t stand up for his own people?” 

The Drakkaren nodded a bit, then he laughed quietly, tilting his head slowly: “Well, what 

are you going to do, overthrow him?” A faint smile as Lily smiled a bit and glanced down 

embarrassedly. “Exactly. All I know is that… sometimes people don‟t share everything they 

should with us. I know… I know I always wished I‟d shared more with my own family, my own 

daughters, but I always tried to protect them…” 

He glanced silently off to the side, then laughed quietly again as Lily looked up at him 

softly. “And look how that turned out. I tried too hard for them… I pushed myself too far, and I 

ended up screwing up and never letting them know everything I always wanted to say. I wonder 

sometimes if monarchs feel that same way…” A pause as he glanced over Lily, who looked 

down with a thoughtful frown before he said softly: “But hey, what do I know? I‟m just an 

Initiate full of mortal thoughts, still little more than a soldier. You‟re the one with the blue blood 

here, after all.” 



“My blood isn‟t blue.” Lily said, blinking and looking up at him with a frown, and Zerrex 

snorted laughter, earning a glare from her. “What? What the hell‟s so funny?” 

“It‟s… it‟s just a saying. It means you‟re the one with royal blood.” Zerrex said 

amusedly, poking her stomach gently and causing her to grunt. “Now why do all you chicks keep 

making out with me? I‟ve never felt like such a sex machine before in my entire life.” 

Lily rolled her eyes and flicked his nose, causing him to wrinkle his muzzle as she 

hopped to her feet with a grin. “Hey, this is Hell, so why not make out with a chick or two, as 

you so eloquently put it? But Lord Zerrex, if you want to bang me, you‟re going to have to work 

pretty damn hard… and for starters, I expect you to take me out to dinner one night this week.” 

“To have sex with you, I‟d take you out for oriental food in the mortal realm, and as any 

mortal will tell you, that stuff is damned expensive… that, and it‟s the most you‟re likely to 

squeeze out of me.” Zerrex said amiably, and Lily snorted and picked up a rock, throwing it at 

him, but the Drakkaren easily caught it with a grin in return and crushed it to pebbles in his hand, 

flexing his bicep and making her stare. “Yeah, you want some of this.” 

“Perverted, dull-witted and self-absorbed… yeah, what chick doesn‟t want that?” Lily 

asked in an entertained voice, and then she paused as the reptile rolled his eyes. “But hey, you 

certainly do have a nice body, and I will admit that scores a fair few points with me.” 

“Good stuff. Just wait until you see my enormous… sword… collection.” Zerrex said 

easily, grinning and leering suggestively at her as he stuck out his tongue, and Lily gave him an 

entertained look as she tapped one foot against the ground, waiting for the Drakkaren to head 

down to her, which he did after making a random thrusting motion with his hips. 

As they walked onwards, they stepped into a small village that Zerrex had never set foot 

in himself: after all, he‟d never felt much of an urge to ever go out after getting to know most of 

the people on the road and finding almost everything he needed in the small, privately-owned 

shop just a few homesa way from him. The Drakkaren felt a bit nervous as he glanced back and 

forth, since he didn‟t know the layout of the small town at all and was worried about running into 

anyone he had either pissed off or he simply didn‟t like: and there were a good amount of the 

latter even in this damned world. 

Lily seemed to know the way, however, guiding him quickly off the main road and down 

a side street, before pointing at a bookstore with a curious look at the Drakkaren, and the 

reptile‟s look of interest was enough to earn a slight grin from the cryptic demoness as she said 

cheerfully: “Tell you what. I‟ll buy you a book, and you buy me a book, since this place has both 

demonic and mortal texts… and we‟ll read them and then tell one-another if it was a good gift or 

not and what we thought of the story. No texts or anything, though.” 

“You‟re so weird.” Zerrex said amusedly, but he nodded and grinned a bit nonetheless 

before pushing into the bookstore, and a strange-looking skeleton with a few metal patches here 

and there holding its bones in place glanced over at them curiously, leaning on one arm. It was 

wearing mortal clothes and a cowboy hat, of all things, and small blue spheres of fire burnt 

brightly in its eyes as the other hand absently toyed with a few mortal religious symbols. 

The moment Lily stepped in behind Zerrex, however, it slipped forwards off its elbow 

and whacked its skull off the counter, jawbone sliding across it as both Zerrex and Lily stared 

before the skeleton leapt up to its feet and bowed, then a disconnected voice let out an 

embarrassed huff as Zerrex picked up its jawbone and held it out to the skeleton. “Thank you, sir. 

I mean, uh… greetings to you, your royal highness-” 

Lily glared past the Drakkaren as Zerrex looked back at her curiously, and the skeleton 

fumbled his jawbone before quickly clicking it back into place with a mumble of embarrassment, 



bowing its head respectfully as it laced its fingers together. Lily immediately strode off into the 

bookshelves, looking embarrassed, and the reptile decided to give her some space as he walked 

over to the skeleton, who mumbled: “Do you even know who that is, sir? You seem so 

nonchalant around her…” 

“I‟m not permitted to know. It‟s a long story.” Zerrex said carefully, resisting his natural 

curiosity and glancing over the skeleton before leaning forwards and asking curiously in a 

quieter voice: “So uh… do you have mortal books here, too? I‟m looking for a particular one, 

called Paradise Lost…” 

The skeleton stroked his jawbone thoughtfully, which was hanging at a slant, a large 

crack visible in the V-shaped bone. “I‟m familiar with most of the books in the store, but I think 

we only have a few copies of that… let me check the registry.” 

Zerrex nodded, and the skeleton stepped back, pulling a wide scroll out from under the 

counter and putting it down on the ceramic top before brushing his fingers over it, and it spun 

rapidly, feeding around a bottom handle before pulling open, and the skeleton leaned over it, 

touching three entries in demonic runes, which let up in blue fire. “Yes, here we go. Two by 

Milton, from what we refer to as the Human Realm, and one from your world by… Prati, is it?” 

Pra-tay, like a retarded version of Par-tay, as Cherry likes to say… Cherry… “Uh… 

close enough. But wait, what the hell is the Human Realm?” 

The bookstore owner only grinned widely, shaking his head slowly and saying in an 

entertained voice: “Believe me, you don‟t wanna know. You best wait until you see a human for 

yourself or hear the legends of the worlds in the Beyond… or perhaps you should ask the… 

person… you came in with.” The skeleton leaned towards him suggestively, and Zerrex tilted his 

head curiously before he laughed a bit, then grumbled as his jawbone fell half-off, adjusting it 

with one hand and holding out the other, a rectangle of blue fire appearing before it turned into a 

solid tome. “There. First edition, taken real nice care of and fully restored and de-aged by yours 

truly. Only twenty coins, bargain price for a book that‟s been around for billions of years in 

Hell.” 

The Drakkaren grunted something as he dug in his pocket for his wallet, and then he 

scrounged up the coins from his small silver coin bag – he refused to call it a „purse,‟ no matter 

what it meant around here. Urgh. I‟m such a macho-lizard. “Can you like… gift-wrap that or 

something for free, then?” 

“Forget it, it‟s kinda pointless when I can see what you‟re giving me already.” Lily said 

in a mildly-entertained voice, and then she slapped a leatherbound tome down on the counter as 

she picked up Paradise Lost, flipping it open to the middle. Zerrex rolled his eyes at this, then 

immediately snatched it out of her hands, causing her to snort and half-pout at him, leaning 

forwards challengingly into him. “Asshole.” 

“Bitch.” Zerrex said dryly, and the skeleton squeaked in shock before both Drakkaren 

and Lily looked at him, the former with curiosity and the latter with a deathly glare. A moment 

later, however, the reptile returned his eyes to the demoness, deciding to put aside his reaction 

for now. “You have to start at the beginning of the book, and work your way through it, got that? 

None of that stupid… read the middle-beginning-end crap or any other variation other than start-

middle-finish.” 

“Just like any other male, determined that you know the right way around anything.” Lily 

said sourly in return, and then she ground firmly against his side with her own, trying to shove 

him out of the way but failing as the Drakkaren leaned back against her. “You‟re fat. Move 

fattie, or I‟ll have to punch you in the stomach.” 



“If you punch me in the stomach I‟ll punch you in the ovaries or the general area where 

your ovaries should be, since I‟m more-and-more beginning to suspect you‟re a male in 

disguise.” Zerrex responded flatly, and Lily gave him a glare before hip-checking him, but the 

reptile barely gave up an inch before grabbing her shoulder and shoving her firmly away. “Take 

that, Juliet. Or should I say, Julian?” 

A moment later, Lily bounced what looked like a metal ball off his head and the 

Drakkaren fell over, the skeleton swallowing a bit as he half-bowed to Lily and mumbled: 

“Thirty silver coins, please.” 

“Whoa, hey, no spending more on me than I did on you!” Zerrex said immediately, 

jumping up to his feet, but Lily only gave him a disdainful, superior smile before pulling a 

leather bag out of her satchel and pulling a handful of coins out. She counted them with a 

mumble, then pulled a few more out of the bag and put it away, the Drakkaren staring at her for a 

moment before crossing his arms and adding sourly: “Everyone in Hell has more money than I 

do.” 

“Oh, don‟t be a child.” Lily gave him a look of mild entertainment, and then picked up 

the book and thrusted it into his chest while snatching away her own, and Zerrex opened his 

mouth for a moment… then shut it immediately when another metal ball appeared in Lily‟s hand 

and she gave him a challenging look. “That‟s better. Come on, Lord Zerrex. I want to spend 

some time reading this now.” 

“Wonderful.” Zerrex grumbled, and then he followed her out of the shop before she 

created a white portal as he created a dark one, and they traded glares before quickly stepping 

through. The Drakkaren paused as he looked around for Lily, made a face, and then he grinned 

slightly as he heard an awkward knock at the door. 

The reptile took his time striding over to it, glancing down at the book in his hands before 

opening it slowly and asking teasingly: “Well now, what are you doing out there, Lily?” 

“Shut up. I couldn‟t portal into your home.” Lily muttered embarrassedly, and then she 

rubbed the back of her head slowly and gave him a questioning look, before rolling her eyes as 

Zerrex struck a thoughtful expression. “Oh, come on! You can‟t keep me out here all night!” 

“Fine, fine. But I want to know what that spell was you cast.” Zerrex said mildly, as he 

stepped aside and bowed her inside, and Lily grunted something as she walked in past him, and 

the Drakkaren shut the door behind her wih a grin before walking up behind her and grabbing 

her tightly around the waist, causing her to squeak. “Welcome to my home, by the way.” 

“What are you going to do, rape me?” Lily asked, and Zerrex could see a blush rising in 

her cheeks as he leaned down by her with entertainment before slowly licking her neck, and she 

flushed deeper, half-gritting her teeth but responding back against him despite herself as she 

grunted: “You should stop that.” 

“Alright.” Zerrex said cheerfully, and then he drew away from her and walked over to his 

favorite cushioned corner, sitting down on them and looking up at her with an amused smile as 

she gaped, then glared at him. “What?” 

“I hate you. Fucker.” Lily grumbled, and then she walked over and firmly sat down in his 

lap, Zerrex letting out a grunt before she laid back against him and closed her eyes with a yawn. 

“By the way, I like to sleep every now and then… please don‟t molest me, huh? If you want to 

see me naked, all you have to do is ask, and you can touch what you want, but don‟t start 

thinking you can pull your dick out and put that anywhere you want on me.” 

Zerrex rolled his eyes at this, then he paused as he realized she was serious as she settled 

back against him comfortably, and he did his best to repress a smile even as he hugged her back 



against his body and closed his eyes as well for a moment, simply relaxing with the golden-

scaled Drakkaren-demoness. 

Lily indeed was true to her word about adding on a new section of the house, as well, and 

bought all the materials necessary for them while Zerrex was happy to do the physical labor, Lily 

keeping an eye on him while she struggled her way through Paradise Lost. Since the book wasn‟t 

just written in a mortal tongue, but an ancient mortal tongue before the advent of the dictionary, 

it left her confused as hell at some points that Zerrex had to later explain, just as the „Tragedy of 

Sol Tel-Kanna‟ did the same for him. Once, she‟d told him to sound out a rune he didn‟t know… 

and Zerrex‟s immediate response had been: “How the hell do I sound out a rune?” 

The years faded into one-another, Lily cheerfully dragging Zerrex into the plush 

bedroom-slash-sitting room he‟d built for her and making him examine all sorts of mortal texts 

with her, but most of their time was spent together in the main room of the cabin with Sin. At 

first, it had been awkward when Lily had reminded the Drakkaren that she didn‟t mind him 

continuing his usual habits… but after Zerrex had managed to get up the courage to drag her 

along with him to the Forbidden Fruit meal club and she had shown deep interest in the entire 

thing, he had become a lot more relaxed with her around. 

On the other hand, he thought some things would always be awkward, like how he‟d 

brought back two succubi for some entertainment one night and Lily had been reading… and had 

insisted on sitting around and watching while he did his thing with the other girls. Needless to 

say, the succubi had been thrilled – it seemed everyone knew who Lily was other than him, 

which made the whole not-knowing thing even more frustrating for him – but he‟d been 

weirded-out… and even more so when she‟d started up a casual conversation with him while 

he‟d been banging the second succubus. In short, it had been one of the most awkward sessions 

of sex he‟d ever had, but Lily was Lily, and wouldn‟t be deterred from her own ways.  

Decades became centuries, and still they were getting to know each other, talking about 

their lives and going over old stories that had already been retold countless times to each other, 

but they still ate everything up… and in a small orchard they‟d found during their wanderings, 

Lily taught Zerrex magical abilities forbidden for anyone not of royal blood to know or use, and 

Zerrex taught Lily how to properly use a sword or staff – something she had been forbidden to 

learn by her father. She was clumsy at first, but he reminded her of Cindy, who had been just as 

awkward… but had grown into a skilled, capable warrior with any and all weaponry. 

And still, they were friends who hadn‟t even had friendly-sex, despite the fact Lily had 

watched him with others quite a few times, and Zerrex had wondered absently several times if 

she ever took part in any sort of sexual relations, or if it would set off some sort of monarch-

alarm and her father would come rushing down with a vengeance to slay whoever touched his 

little girl. He had certainly heard her once or twice pleasuring herself, and he‟d even watched 

once, but despite as arousing as it had been, it had felt too awkward – in several ways – for him 

to do again. His pants, for instance, might not be able to stand up to such an occurance again. 

It was hard to go at Lily‟s pace with their strange friendship, but it did have its perks: for 

instance, after a dozen or so visits to the meal club, Lily had volunteered to be Zerrex‟s meal for 

the evening after they‟d put a collar on her, and she‟d flushed deeply, mumbling quietly for him 

to be gentle… and although she‟d looked pale and terrified through the entire cutting and 

preparation process, she‟d eventually relaxed and watched as Zerrex stirred around her insides 

and ate her while he watched the show on the stage, and when he‟d said how delicious she was, 

she‟d looked so very happy… 



He had managed to learn a few things about her, though… he‟d even met her father, 

Baron Tivistigg – a tall, draconic demon who had seemed friendly enough, if he‟d looked over 

Zerrex with an uncomfortable sternness, as if he shouldn‟t be within ten feet of his daughter at 

any time – and thus had guessed her rank really was just as an aristocrat… but on the other hand, 

he also knew it was more likely her mother was of a higher rank, and she could be anything from 

a halfbreed shapeshifter to a draconic creature like the Baron… but to Lily‟s obvious relief, he 

hadn‟t made any extra comments, and he‟d let her just tell him things as she would. And that‟s 

assuming her father married a female, not a male… 

Now it had been over two-thousand years that he had worked this job, and he knew her 

inside-out, just as she knew him… yet still he couldn‟t always tell when she was being serious or 

just screwing around, just as she still found the Drakkaren confusing as any puzzle Hell had to 

offer. They sat together in the orchard they had taken over as their own little home-away-from-

home, and smiled at each other, Lily dressed in a plain white dress and the Drakkaren only in his 

black pants and combat boots, a pair of plain swords laying discarded nearby after a short 

sparring match where the Drakkaren had taught her a bit more. 

The reptile liked Hell‟s pace: things always went so nice-and-easy, and sometimes 

nothing happened for thousands of years, eons even… but you could still keep yourself going 

and motivated, could still train hard and see results… or you could take it as slow as you liked 

and relax as you worked on whatever, but still end up with the same reward over a much larger 

frame of time. To him, this place was wonderful… well, apart from the Inquisitors, but even they 

were scared of Lily. 

He felt like asking her again who her parents were, that one piece of the puzzle he was 

still missing after all these years that he felt would tie everything together… and then she slid 

over to him and sat beside him, looking down and asking quietly in an embarrassed voice as her 

fingers twiddled together: “Zerrex… am… am I pretty? Do you like my body?” 

“Of course…” The Drakkaren looked at her with surprise, nodding and nudging her 

muzzle gently with is own as he smiled a bit, Lily gazing at him softly with her rainbow-eyes. 

“You‟re very beautiful, Lily… I like your body a lot, and I‟m sure your real body is even more 

beautiful…” A slight smile as he leaned over to kiss her neck gently. “You sound like you‟re 

going to propose we have sex to me.” 

She laughed and blushed, then gazed across at him and said softly: “I am.” A pause as 

Zerrex stared and gaped a bit, and then she quietly took one of his hand and brought it up to her 

breast, squeezing it forwards against her bosom and murmuring softly: “I am… after all these 

years, I‟m just as sure now as I was when I first met you… I want to have sex with you, make 

love, fuck… I just want to feel our bodies moving together, and I want to experience it all with 

you…” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, and then he leaned slowly towards in and their mouths met in a 

gentle kiss as he slid a hand up around her neck to undo the clasp holding the straps of her dress 

in place, and the upper half fell loose and puddled in her lap, leaving her sumptuous, large bosom 

free. As the kiss broke, the Drakkaren moved his mouth down to her bust, and he settled his maw 

gently against one breast, teeth rubbing against the nipple before he suckled quietly back on it, 

the other hand massaging and rubbing at her other swell teasingly as his free hand slid down her 

side to slowly unknot the plain sash around her waist. 

Lily moaned quietly, both of her hands laced into his hair, pulling him tight against her 

bosom as she trembled a bit, her eyes closed in ecstasy before the Drakkaren pulled away and 

smiled slightly as he tugged the cloth belt loose, tossing it to the side as Lily stood and flushed 



quietly, her dress falling from her body and leaving her standing nude in front of him, and he 

could almost smell the need coming from her as he leaned in close towards her… and she caught 

him gently under the jaw with both hands, pulling him slowly up to his feet and gazing into his 

eyes lovingly as she murmured: “I love you as my best friend, my closest confidante…” she 

paused, then reached down and quietly undid the Drakkaren‟s belt, then his fly as she gazed into 

his eyes, murmuring softly as they fell loose around the reptile‟s ankles: “Now love me back, 

Zerrex Narrius…” 

It seemed to go on for hours, as they kissed and rolled together under the trees, the 

Drakkaren thrusting leisurely in and out of her as she bled around him a bit, letting out soft cries 

and cradling his bulky body with her legs, her eyes gazing needingly up into his, the rainbow 

irises turning a matching emerald as he moved slowly in and out of her… and they kissed, they 

loved, they fucked, and he fulfilled every desire he could while buried inside her, in a warmth 

and depth and tightness he hadn‟t experienced since he‟d taken Little Arcy… and she responded 

to even his smallest movements, seemed to know exactly what to do to either draw things out or 

speed them up, used her whole body back against his and made the Drakkaren feel like the 

inexperienced one here… but she looked flushed and embarrassed at the same time, sometimes 

even apologizing through pants needlessly up to him.  

The Drakkaren only grunted however, only continuing to thrust lazily in and out with his 

massive shaft, and she moaned and bucked and squirmed in a way that let him know she had still 

been a virgin, even after so many years in Hell… and she held onto him tightly, her body 

trembling and sweaty, clinging to him with matchless need as they shared kisses and she bit 

against his shoulder every so often to try and suppress a moan… and finally, the Drakkaren 

released his seed inside of her, filling her up and causing her to release a cry of ecstasy and what 

sounded like pure joy, her eyes filled with tears as she arched her back, already a victim of 

several of her own orgasms that felt like nothing compared to the reptile‟s load blasting into her 

body. 

It was over… and they lay together, panting softly under the trees, the Drakkaren still 

buried in her and clinging her tightly to his chest… and then she slowly pulled free with a grunt 

and stood up, looking down at him as he looked up curiously as she bowed her head forwards 

and murmured quietly, trembling as his seed leaked down her legs… but from what he saw, for a 

reason other than sexual euphoria. “I… I haven‟t been entirely honest with you, Lord Zerrex. I‟m 

a queen… but my father is Prince Raithe. My name is Lilith, and I needed a strong lover to 

ensure a strong child… and… you were it. I‟m sorry, but I have to go… we have different 

paths.” 

Lily turned, and Zerrex felt his heart breaking as she slowly walked away, a tremble of 

disbelief running through him… and then she suddenly glanced over her shoulder with a faint 

smile and strode back to him, dropping down beside him and murmuring softly as she wrapped 

her arms around his neck. “You dork. Like I could ever just walk away from you.” 

“That wasn‟t funny.” Zerrex said in a quiet voice, and Lily looked up at him before 

blushing deeply as the Drakkaren looked at her with hurt in his eyes before sitting up and sliding 

back against a tree, looking across at her as she knelt across from him. “So… but that other stuff 

you said…” 

“It‟s true.” Lily nodded quietly, murmuring softly as she leaned close, then away as 

Zerrex looked pointedly at the ground: “You don‟t know how much it hurt me, Lord Zerrex, 

but… but I was forbidden to tell anyone. I‟m supposed to be the Mother of Demons, but the truth 



is… I‟ve never met anyone who I‟d want to father my children. I always fantasized about 

mortals, since demons… demons are like me.” 

She dropped her head miserably, whispering: “Demons are just like me. They‟re 

demons… and those of mortal blood and soul have something… special about them until they‟re 

corrupted. Yet you… you haven‟t been corrupted, and I don‟t think you ever will be. I waited 

nine thousand years to make sure my feelings about you were correct and… I… I was supposed 

to take on my father‟s crown a long time ago, but he vanished from the Eastern Provinces, and 

they say he even renounced his own family… Az‟Iriel was targeting me because… he knew I 

wouldn‟t be weak like my father…” 

I‟ll never be like my father… murmured a voice in the Drakkaren‟s head, and he let out a 

faint, short laugh as Lily – Lilith… her name is Lilith, another legendary demoness – looked up 

at him with a tremble of fear. “I know what it‟s like to think that… but even I‟m similar to 

Narrius, little as I want to be. The same lust for power and blood and battle… the same animal 

instincts… the same darkness. I hate myself for being that way, but I can‟t escape my destiny…” 

Zerrex halted, then he grabbed his pants and quickly put them on, jumping up to his feet and 

yanking his plain metal sword out of the ground, looking over at Lily with a grunt. “Our contract 

is done… I don‟t like being used, Lily. Go find another bodyguard.” 

“Zerrex, please!” Lily cried after him, half-falling forwards and reaching out with one 

hand as tears leaked down her face. “Please, wait! I never meant to hurt you, I want you to 

understand me… please, I‟m sorry, I‟m so sorry! Zerrex!” 

Lily got to her feet and scrambled after him, and Zerrex covered his face with one arm as 

he sprinted through the orchard, trying to hide his own pain from the world before he halted as 

he heard a scream behind him, and his pain vanished as he spun around and saw Lily being held 

up in one hand by a huge figure in royal robes and a silver mask. For a moment, Zerrex fought a 

voice that hissed to leave her be, let her be raped, mutilated, destroyed… and then Lily screamed 

his name and the Drakkaren ran back towards with her with a snarl. 

“No, no, run!” Lily shrieked at him… and then the robed figure flung her into a tree, and 

she let out a grunt before collapsing in a weak, naked pile, blinking stupidly before the masked 

demon pointed at her and pink lighting flickered over her body as bands of green locked around 

her form, the female screaming in agony for a moment before collapsing against the tree, panting 

hard as blood leaked out of her muzzle and she whispered raggedly: “No…” 

What the hell… I‟ve never seen a spell like that before… “Who the hell are you?” Zerrex 

shouted, holding the plain sword up and wincing a bit as the huge figure turned towards him. He 

could almost recognize it though, and he struggled to try and remember where he‟d seen this 

giant before… I‟m at a huge disadvantage… even if it is a mage, I have a chunk of steel and 

energy powers, and it‟s twice my size…  

The ominous figure laughed brokenly, and then it held its arms out to either side, the 

huge sleeves of the long green robes opening like wings. The material was some sort of 

expensive velvet, and both it and the pose reminded Zerrex more of this thing… and then he 

traced his eyes over the pattern down the center cloth that hung down its neck, locked into the 

belt at the waist and then hung down to the bottom of the robe, going into a point that hung just 

above the forest floor… and at the sight of that carefully-weaved battle in the skies between 

angels and demons, Zerrex‟s eyes returned to the snarling silver gryphon mask it wore and asked 

in a disbelieving voice: “Prince… Prince Raithe?” 

The figure twitched as if surprised… and then it slowly reached up and grasped the silver 

mask with ancient, skeletal fingers covered in short grey hairs, before pulling off the facemask 



and tossing it aside, the helmet clunking quietly against the ground as Zerrex looked up into the 

eyes of a massive, demonic bat with the same short hairs over its entire face, a pair of large ears 

flicking up to a standing position and two curling horns twisting out of its skull to either side. 

The Prince‟s features were ancient, lined and haggard, and both eyelids were sewn shut… and 

then the creature opened its toothless mouth wide and revealed it was not sightless after all.  

Instead of a tongue or throat, inside was a smaller head, this one of a feline with two 

glaring black eyes that took up most of its head, its fur the same mottled grey as the rest of its 

body as it hissed: “Lord Zerrex… you have overstepped your bounds with my daughter…” 

“No wonder she doesn‟t like you…” Zerrex muttered, and then Raithe snarled and flicked 

his wrist at the Drakkaren, and the reptile was thrown backwards by a wave of telekinetic force, 

crashing to the ground and rolling several times before he stopped himself in a crouch, panting 

hard and gritting his teeth as the twenty-foot Prince of Demons laughed shrilly. “You want to try 

that in physical combat, asshole? And what the hell do you want with Lily?” 

“To punish her for being bad… for taking my position, my power!” Raithe said furiously 

in return, and then he grinned widely as he stepped backwards, the bat head closing over the 

ancient kitten‟s as white light shone over Raithe‟s body and in one hand before becoming silver 

armor and an enormous half-sword, half-mace hybrid with several massive, rectangular ridges on 

either side of the huge blade. The weapon connected down into an X-shaped hilt of gold, but the 

handle itself was a several-foot-long pole of black steel leading down into a small metal knob, 

giving the huge blade-mace a total length of almost ten feet as Zerrex stared at this demonic 

implement with something like horror. “And would you really like to try me, Lord Zerrex? I‟m 

still a Prince, I still have the Divine Protection of this world… no war has been declared on me 

by any monarch! And I am invincible to whatever shoddy attacks you can perform against my 

person with that useless hunk of metal anyway!” 

“Don‟t fight my father, Zerrex! Daddy, stop it, stop this nonsense, don‟t hurt him… 

Zerrex, run away, you can‟t win!” Lily screamed from the edge of the battleground, and Raithe 

howled for silence before shoving a hand now clad in a mesh gauntlet at her, and Lily began to 

choke, before keeling forwards and vomiting up black blood. “S-Stop…” 

Zerrex snarled, then threw the small metal sword at Raithe‟s head… but the Prince only 

grinned with his outer head as a purple shield reflected the sword, the blade bouncing uselessly 

off this energy as the Drakkaren cursed under his breath. “See? Worthless! You don‟t have 

enough power to harm me!” 

The Drakkaren narrowed his eyes, then he set himself, facing the armored goliath as he 

held both hands out to the side… and a moment later, a massive blade of energy flickered into 

being and solidified into a shifting, azure clone of Blackheart, the sword the Drakkaren still 

longed to hold as he said coldly: “Well, Raithe, I can‟t run away from a challenge… and you 

may be a Prince, but you are not my Prince… and I won‟t let you hurt Lily. What‟s wrong with 

you… have you become so consumed with power that you can‟t see what you‟re doing?” 

“Spare me the theatrics and the patronizing speech…” Raithe said softly, and then he 

held out the massive flanged sword, grinning cruelly at the Drakkaren. “Let‟s count the seconds 

until I kill you instead, Lord Zerrex!” 

The reptile snarled, then he charged forwards before leaping to the side as Raithe swung 

down at him with an overhand blow, laughing as he tried to crush him, and the lizard slashed his 

blade out at the heavy metal plate covering Raithe‟s shin… but instead he struck that lavender 

shield again, the energy hissing and crackling as it connected, before Raithe shoved his other 



hand out and knocked the Drakkaren flying backwards with another telekinetic shove, and then 

he cackled and swung hard down with the sword-mace again at the reptile‟s prone body. 

Zerrex rolled to the side, wincing as the huge weapon missed him by less than an inch 

before running forwards again and this time slicing his way through the Prince‟s lower robes to 

charge between his legs, and Raithe cursed as he stomped the ground beneath him, turning 

around and looking back and forth. The reptile had already leapt backwards, however, and now 

the Drakkaren took a breath, focusing and snarling as the blue energy intensified over the blade, 

slowly turning white before Raithe looked over his shoulder, eyes widening in surprise before 

shrieking as Zerrex leapt into the air with the huge sword of energy cocked behind his head, and 

then he he swung down with a snarl as Raithe rose an arm instinctively.  

The purple shield of energy rippled and glowed as Zerrex‟s blazing-white blade bit down 

into it, and Raithe hissed, leaning away from the light and setting himself on the ground before 

there was a loud crackle… and a moment later, the Drakkaren‟s sword of solid energy ripped 

through the wine-colored shield, and it shattered into fragments that vanished into thin air as the 

reptile‟s blazing sword cut off several of Raithe‟s fingers. 

The Prince howled in agony, staggering backwards and dropping his huge mace-sword 

for a moment to clutch at his hand in horror, and the Drakkaren immediately swung his sword 

forwards into Raithe‟s shin, rippng through the metal plating and digging into his leg before the 

reptile was kicked backwards by the demon‟s other foot. He flew backwards, hitting a tree with a 

grunt of pain as his sword of energy vanished into thin air, and the reptile shook his head quickly 

to clear it before staring as Raithe charged forwards with a scream of fury, his mace-sword held 

in both hands as blood splattered down from one and over his bat-head shell. 

He swung viciously downwards even as Zerrex leapt out of the way, and the apple tree he 

had been against was simply crushed before Raithe smashed his mace-sword to the side, 

destroying another tree as Zerrex led the demon deeper into the orchard, the huge Prince 

smashing his mace back and forth as he yelled curses and swung his weapon back and forth like 

a child until he finally looked back and forth in confusion for the Drakkaren, who had vanished 

amidst the trees. He slowly relaxed, leaning on the massive weapon and panting hard… and then 

Zerrex jumped out from the tree he had hid in and landed on the Prince‟s head-shell, and Raithe 

flailed and shrieked in agony as the Drakkaren clung to the creature‟s skull with one hand, the 

other smashing viciously down into the head, fist glowing with blue energy. 

Raithe finally threw his hands out to the side, and the Drakkaren felt himself thrown 

backwards in a soundless wave of pure force, wincing as the apples on trees all around them 

exploded and feeling his guts roiling inside his body even as he created a sphere of energy, dark 

lightning shooting back and forth inside the blue orb before he hurled it at Raithe… but the 

Prince simply snarled and reflected the sphere with a blast of raw telekinetic force. 

Zerrex stared in horror as his own sphere flew at him before, acting on instinct, he simply 

punched the sphere as hard as he could in return, and it flew backwards before smashing into 

Raithe‟s armor, and it exploded in a blast of black flame and a terrible explosion that sent Zerrex 

flying backwards to crash into the ground and skid several feet backwards, grunting in pain and 

cursing under his breath as he slowly sat up. The Prince, however, seemed to have taken only 

minor damage as he let out a sound of fury, brushing at his cracked armor and lowering his hand 

that was glowing slightly with gold light, and Zerrex guessed he had used some defensive spell a 

moment before he‟d been struck. 

“It‟s useless, Lord Zerrex! I‟m far more powerful than any other demon you‟ve quarreled 

with!” Prince Raithe howled, and then he swung his mace-sword up towards the sky before 



smashing it down into the ground, and a long crack raced through the earth from the impact 

towards the Drakkaren, Zerrex immediately leaping up into a nearby tree to avoid the spike of 

rock that shot out of the ground towards him. “Come now, show me another pretty trick! I want 

to draw out killing you for what you did to my hand, you son of a bitch!” 

Zerrex muttered under his breath, then he paused and mumbled a quick incantation, 

creating a ball of metal. „Marble‟ was a spell reserved only for royalty, and was relatively 

useless… but the Drakkaren then pushed as much energy into this metal sphere as he could 

before he winced at the sight of it seeming to pulsate under his hand, and he turned and ran 

quickly up the thickest branch of the tree, which twisted around for him as if the tree was 

willfully-aiding him in his fight against the Prince… and in Hell, you could never quite be sure. 

“Catch!” 

Zerrex threw the ball of metal at the Prince, who laughed and reached up to bat the sphere 

away… and it exploded with enough force to send the Drakkaren hurtling almost fifty feet 

backwards through the air before he crashed onto his back, cursing as he pulled a chunk of metal 

out of his body, before his scowl turned to a cold grin as Raithe‟s screams rose in the air over the 

blast. He immediately leapt up to his feet, at the same time creating a small sword of energy in 

one hand as he charged back into the battle. 

Raithe was staggering around with blood running down his central skull, screaming in 

agony with most of his armor broken off and laying in chunks around himself… and more 

importantly, one of his hands was missing. Spikes of rock jutted out of the ground all around 

him, and the Drakkaren could see a field of electricity sparking into life around him in a pattern, 

creating a double layer of protection… but the reptile only grinned as a spike of rock jutted out 

ahead of him, and he vaulted off this before wincing and doing his best to ignore the electricity 

as it sparked over his body, and he plunged the blade of energy into the crown of Raithe‟s outer 

skull before running quickly down his back and tearing the blade with him, and blood exploded 

out of the outer bat-head as Raithe flailed and staggered quickly away. 

The shell-head was all-but-deflating, however, chunks of bone and blood streaming down 

it before it simply rotted and collapsed backwards, leaving the kitten head exposed and 

vulnerable… and then Raithe began to laugh, and the Drakkaren steadied himself as the 

protective shield of electricity sparked out of existence and the earth rumbled once before 

settling, and a moment later the Demon Prince rolled its head on its huge shoulders before the 

kitten head became a monstrous cat‟s face, now missing one eye and the other solid black, its fur 

moldy grey streaked with piss-yellow.  

The armor faded from existence as Raithe held out his stump, and a new hand seemed to 

tear out of its forearm, flexing slowly and dripping blood, covered in the same fur coloration 

before it held it out towards the mace-sword that was still sitting on the ground. This 

immediately flew into it, and the Prince snarled as he lowered the weapon beside himself, rolling 

his shoulders as a pair of long horns pushed out of his skull… and Zerrex heard the tear of 

clothing as long, segemented spikes tore out of Raithe‟s back, curled in C‟s up towards his head 

as the demon whispered: “Now you die, Lord Zerrex. Now you die.” 

“I said to leave him alone, father.” snarled another voice nearby, and then Zerrex heard a 

loud crunching sound before a tree flew through the air and crashed into Raithe, knocking him 

over as the Drakkaren stared, before gaping as Lily stomped into the small field… but now she 

was even taller than Raithe despite being hunched forwards, with six massive, spider-like legs 

coming from her back ending in long, hook-like claws, and her tail had lengthened, then split 

near the halfway point and the ends now cuved into a  pair of huge spikes. Her body was massive 



and muscular, with not only an extra pair of breasts below a gargantuan bust but an extra pair of 

huge, thick arms as well, and all four of her hands bore huge talons. Enormous black antlers had 

also pushed their way out of her skull, tall and as twisted as the apple trees of Hell… but her 

eyes… she has the same rainbow eyes… 

Lily glanced to him, and blushed quietly through scales that now had a multitude of 

black, demonic glyphs tattooed over her body, before she asked in a rough voice: “You just stand 

back, Zerrex. I‟ll-” 

Then several trees smashed into Lily, and she was sent skidding backwards through the 

orchard on her back, knocking over several more as Raithe roared at her angrily: “Do not 

disrespect your father, Lilith! I‟ll kill you if you interfere with this… I‟ll kill you for trying to 

usurp me!” 

“Father, listen to yourself!” Lily shouted back, and her voice seemed to cause the air to 

shake as she climbed to her feet and charged forwards, snarling… and Raithe smashed his huge 

mace-sword across her face, sending her down to the ground in a crumpled heap. Zerrex stared in 

horror, then watched as Raithe stepped out into the clearing and rose his huge weapon, meaning 

to crush her… and the Drakkaren snarled, running forwards and creating a shield of energy 

around his arm at the same time. 

He leapt in front of the female as she groaned groggily, then raised the round shield of 

energy as the Demon Prince brought down his mace-sword in a crushing blow… but the huge 

weapon was halted by the reptile‟s shield, even as Raithe continued to bear down on it, snarling 

furiously, and Zerrex winced as the shield cracked… before he roared and swung his arm up and 

outwards, and Raithe let out a grunt of surprise as his mace-sword was knocked backwards even 

as the shield shattered into pieces. 

Zerrex immediately rose his hand towards Raithe, and the shards of energy from his 

shield flew up into the Demon Lord‟s face, and Raithe staggered backwards, grabbing his 

features with a howl of pain and dropping the huge weapon… and immediately, Zerrex leapt 

forwards and snagged the handle, hefting the gigantic sword-mace and cocking it back before 

swinging it forwards as hard as he could, muscles bulging before the Eastern Prince let out a 

gasp of shock as it crashed into his gut. He staggered backwards, bleeding heavily and clutching 

his stomach before Zerrex swung the weapon around in a graceful arc despite its size, snarling 

with exertion before he slammed it down between Raithe‟s ears. 

The skull of the enormous being cracked loudly as blood spilled down his face, his eyes 

bulging in horror before he slumped to his knees… and then his jaw trembled as Zerrex stepped 

back, breathing hard and staring, the weapon embedded in the Prince‟s head. His eyes seemed to 

clear and lighten as Lily got slowly to her knees beside Zerrex, staring at her father and 

trembling… and then Raithe laced his fingers together and whispered: “Show me mercy. 

Please… please daughter… please, Lord Zerrex, enough, show me mercy… I… I can‟t take any 

more…” 

The Drakkaren looked uncertainly at Lily, hesitating… and Raithe suddenly tore the 

weapon out of his own skull before swinging it viciously forwards and smashing it into both Lily 

and Zerrex, sending them both flying backwards as he screamed: “Did you think it would be that 

easy to kill a Prince, you weaklings?” 

Zerrex spun through the air rapidly before he crashed into the ground in a bloody heap, 

coughing and spasming violently as Raithe approached him, whispering raggedly: “No… I‟m too 

close… I can‟t weaken, I can‟t give in now… I‟ll kill you, Lord Zerrex, and then I‟ll have to kill 

my own, precious daughter… my… my Lilith…”  



Raithe halted behind him, grabbing his head and grunting, eyes clenching shut as Zerrex 

looked over his shoulder, and the Eastern Prince swayed on the spot in his now-bloodstained 

robes, before he mumbled quietly: “No… why… Az‟Iriel lied, didn‟t he? Where…” A pause, 

and he shook his head quickly, straightening and gritting his yellowed teeth as he hissed: “Yes. I 

have to kill you… I don‟t have a choice, and then I have to kill my whore daughter for disgracing 

the family… for sacrilege…”  

He started forwards again as Zerrex tried to crawl away, but then he leaned over and 

vomited blood, his chest ripped to shreds and his body feeling too weak, too useless as faint 

white energy burned at his form like acid, left behind by the demonic sword-mace… and so 

instead he only stared at Raithe, snarling and watching as he came closer and closer… 

Four powerful arms wrapped around Raithe‟s body, and then six spider legs snapped 

around him, huge hooks tearing into his form as he shrieked in surprise, arching his back before 

Lily‟s jaws snapped down into his neck… and even as the reptile heard her crying, even as he 

saw the tears flowing down her cheeks… he watched as Raithe bucked once, twice… then as his 

form slowly turned to dust and vanished in a puff, Lily stumbling forwards and hugging herself 

tightly instead as her father‟s blood dripped from her jaws, before she fell to her knees and 

dropped her head in her hands, breaking down into wailing sobs. “Daddy! Father, I‟m so sorry… 

Daddy, why… why…” 

After a few minutes, Zerrex managed to force himself to his feet… and he wobbled 

slowly over to Lily, who was still crying loudly… and he hugged her around her thick neck as 

tightly as he could. Immediately, she picked him up and clung onto him, holding him forcefully 

to her as she sobbed apologies to him, to her father, and even to Hell itself… and Zerrex simply 

held onto her and shushed her quietly, closing his eyes and resting his head against her body. 

They rested there for hours, until a pair of Masters and Bones showed up… but even the 

cocky Inquisitor went silent at seeing Lily in her true form and Zerrex covered in blood and 

clinging to her… and then the Masters mumbled something to him before the skeleton stepped 

forwards and asked in a weak voice: “Lord Zerrex… is… Queen Lilith… did… did… is that…” 

“My father is dead…” Lily whispered, and she swallowed thickly, controlling herself as 

best she could as she bowed her head forwards, and her golden scales became golden, short fur, 

her features turning leonine as she looked over at Bones and said quietly: “Please leave Lord 

Zerrex alone today. He is going to bring me to a safe place and ensure there are no more attacks 

upon my person for today. Tomorrow things will resume as normal… but for today… Inquisitor, 

it would be appreciated if you told the Princess of what‟s happened here.” 

“Yes, ma‟am.” Bones snapped a rigid salute, along with the Masters, and then they 

vanished through a portal quickly as Zerrex looked up into Lily‟s eyes, and she looked 

sorrowfully back down at him before they hugged each other tightly even as she shrank down, 

but remained in her true form. 

She took his hands, then bowed her head towards him and whispered: “I have to 

apologize to you, Lord Zerrex… for my behavior. For lying and deceiving you by taking on a 

body that I thought you would find more appealing than… than this ugly form I have here.” She 

shivered a bit as her spider legs twitched around her, lacing her upper hands together as her 

lower hands covered her groin modestly. “I want to make it up to you, however I can… I… I got 

you in so much trouble, and who knows what the Princess will do to you when she hears what 

happened with my… with my father.” 

Zerrex shook his head slowly, taking her face in his hands and quietly kissing her 

forehead, and she flushed deeply as he murmured softly: “You‟ll always be beautiful to me, 



Lilith, no matter what you look like or… how freaky you are.” He smiled a bit, and Lily flushed, 

looking away embarrassedly, then bowing her head shamefully forwards as there was a short 

silence. Finally, the reptile added quietly: “And… you saved my life. I can never ask more than 

that… you… killed your own father to save my life, and… and I‟m the one who should 

apologize for that. That outranks whatever… stupid fight we had, no matter how serious or what 

the reason was.” 

Lily glanced away, then she flushed as her body shifted back to her Drakkaren form, 

looking down at her hands and whispering: “I loved my father… I did. But he became different 

near… near the end of his life. He went to see Az‟Iriel more and more often… and he… dabbled 

in the darkest of forbidden magics. He became obsessive and I think that my guardians and step-

parents sent me away from him as much as from the war. I loved him… but… he was… he 

stopped acting like my father around the same time that the war started with Prince Az‟Iriel.” 

She paused, looking quietly over the backs of her scaled hands as she murmured: “I like 

this form better right now… and I don‟t like to be reminded I‟m a demon. Like Feldspar, I crave 

to be a mortal… I crave to be just like you, just the same way you still are.” Lily looked across at 

him desperately, taking his hands tightly and trembling a bit as Zerrex gazed at her with soft 

sorrow. “Don‟t you understand? I‟m a demon… and no matter how romantic my notions and 

feelings are, I feel, I… I‟m so scared that my passions and emotions are different than yours, and 

I‟m stupid when it comes to things like love and good and right… I thought we would laugh 

about the fight… I mean, laugh about the thing we fought about…” 

The demoness shuddered, looking down and shaking her head slowly as she murmured 

quietly: “I‟m sorry, Lord Zerrex… I… fucked up big, as you mortals put it. I hurt you… and I 

gave into my fears and envy of the mortal realm. I thought you‟d hate me if you know who I 

was, what I was… so I hid myself from you and almost destroyed our relationship. But you are 

the mortal I want… I want you to father my children… I want you to be my master, and my 

lover. You were my first… I want you to be my last, as well, no matter how many others I sleep 

with or marry or love or… I‟m… I‟m sorry, that‟s my demon speaking in… concepts foreign to 

your mortal realm again…” 

“No, I understand… I‟ve been here long enough to get that, and it‟s… sort of been a part 

of my life, too.” Zerrex responded softly, and he offered a bit of a smile as he squeezed Lily‟s 

hands gently, saying softly: “You‟ll always be that cute girl I met on the bench, my first day in 

Hell…” He paused, then glanced over her and asked slowly: “And uh… wait. You‟re telling me 

you can get pregnant?” 

“It‟s a complicated process in Hell, don‟t worry. I‟m not carrying Baby Lily and Baby 

Zerrex yet in my belly.” Lily said with quiet amusement, then she hesitated and murmured 

softly: “But maybe I should give you time to think about it all before I force you to put another 

ring on your finger… I don‟t want to be like Feldspar.” 

“You‟re nothing like Feldspar.” Zerrex stroked Lily‟s face gently with the back of his 

hand, still reeling from everything that had happened today… and then he paused, letting go of 

her hands and walking over to the huge sword-mace on the ground, hefting it with a grunt and 

looking it over curiously before glancing at Lily, who blushed a bit. “Mind if I…” 

She shook her head quickly as she created a portal, saying softly: “It‟s yours, Lord 

Zerrex. Go ahead and take it…” A pause as he nodded, and then she bowed to him quietly as her 

demonic characteristics slowly faded and pulled into her body, the female grunting and twitching 

until she smiled faintly at him, looking once more only like a golden-scaled Drakkaren of infinite 

beauty as she murmured: “I‟m ready to go back home whenever you are.” 



“Home…” Zerrex murmured softly, and then he nodded, carefully carrying the huge 

weapon in his hands as he stepped through the portal after Lily, and Sin stared in surprise at Lily, 

then with horror at Zerrex, who looked as if he‟d had the front of his body scraped off, his 

stomach still bleeding heavily as he said tiredly: “Hello, Sin. Sorry to bother you, but uh…” 

“Sit down!” Sin barked, and he blinked and shrank away before quickly sitting and 

putting the massive weapon aside. She immediately rushed over, grumbling: “Lord Zerrex, this is 

horrible! This was done by a weapon with a very powerful blessing and curse… likely that 

Smiting Rod you brought in with you. That‟s… that belongs to…” 

“It belongs to Zerrex now. Prince Raithe is… my father is…” Lily fell silent, and instead 

sat behind Zerrex, grasping his shoulders and lowering her head as Sin looked from one to the 

other in shock, before she murmured quietly: “I‟ll heal the damage done by the blessing, you 

take care of the damage done by the curse and the physical trauma. 

They spent half-an-hour working on Zerrex‟s body, the reptile twitching and hissing in 

agony every now and then as he did his best to stay still, until Lily and Sin both tiredly sat back 

and Sin pronounced him fine. The Drakkaren now planned to take a snooze… but before he 

could even stand up, there were several loud knocks at the door, followed by an angry voice 

shouting furiously: “You have an audience with the Princess, and she is extremely displeased, 

Lord Zerrex! I recommend heading to see her straight away!” 

The Drakkaren made a face, then he shook his head when Lily opened her mouth. “Don‟t 

even say it… I have to go alone.” He paused, then grabbed a silver longsword off the wall and 

slid it onto his belt, making sure that the blade would pull easily free of the sheath before 

creating a portal and saying quietly: “Just in case. Sin, Lily… thank you. I‟ll be back soon.” I 

hope…  

Zerrex stepped through the portal and onto the balcony… but the throne was empty. He 

paused and glanced around, and then noticed the Princess standing at the end of the balcony, 

leaning on the railing as she looked out over her province. A moment later, she turned to him as 

his portal closed, and then she said coldly: “Lord Zerrex. Do you realize what you‟ve done? Do 

you have any idea what kind of problems this may cause? And do you really think a pathetic 

sword with a pathetic holy charm could harm me in any way, if I chose to fight you? My Divine 

Protection is far stronger than Prince Raithe‟s was, and I‟m not a sniveling coward, either.” 

“Well, all my other weapons need to be cleaned.” Zerrex said flatly, and then he grasped 

the handle of the sword, bristling as he added darkly: “And believe me, I know you well enough 

to not underestimate you, Princess. If I have to fight you, I will, though… but I‟d rather things 

not come to that, so why don‟t you just get to the point?” 

“Cute. You and your raw force… it‟s all you know.” The Princess said softly, then she 

snapped her fingers and a large plate of glass formed in the air, and images began to broadcast 

over it as she said darkly: “Look at this! Chaos in the streets, riots, madness… the Eastern 

Province is now without a ruler, and the Governors, Kings, Dukes, Barons… none of them are 

smart enough to run their own territories, let alone a country! And Lilith is inexperienced… 

although I can‟t exactly call her young.” The Princess snorted, radiating her disgust in waves of 

disapproval. “She‟s as sick as Feldspar, trying to always make herself look… younger and 

prettier.” 

“I think that‟s envy talking.” Zerrex said mildly, and then he was blown off his feet by a 

simple look from the Princess before he arched his back with a cry of agony as several long, 

deep gashes were torn down his chest, his blood flowing out in long streams that twisted back 

and forth in the air before pouring down into the Drakkaren‟s own muzzle, choking and 



drowning him under a crimson stream before the Princess looked away in distaste and left Zerrex 

coughing and bleeding sluggishly, rolling over on his side to vomit and gasp as he held his 

stomach tightly. She‟s… that strength… impossible… 

“Nothing is impossible… I thought your old mentor taught you that.” The Princess said 

ironically, and she looked up into the sky as the glass screen floated over the Drakkaren‟s face, 

Zerrex looking up into it and watching as demons ran back and forth in chaos, hearing faint yells 

and screams before he realized at least half of them were soldiers… “Excellent eyesight, Lord 

Zerrex… even in befuddlement you see the important points. At least, sometimes.” 

She snapped her fingers, and the glass shattered, Zerrex covering his face before staring 

as the glass fell upwards, turning to sand that swirled up into the sky above before arching and 

flowing downwards towards the earth… and a moment later the Princess strolled over towards 

him, looking down at him with distaste as she said softly: “Sure, most of Hell is reptiles, and a 

lot of mortals end up turning into demons that look similar to your Drakkaren and 

Dragokkaren… but I‟d like you to keep in mind that that does not mean we‟re all automatically 

friends. Learn your place, Lord Zerrex…” 

A telekinetic blast stomped into his stomach, and the lizard let out a wheeze, hugging 

himself tightly as he glared defiantly up at the Princess… but her eyes betrayed a cold smile as 

she looked down at him and crossed her arms. “Believe me, I have enormous plans for you, and 

you will serve me one way or the other… but you can either willingly obey me and one day be a 

loving husband to the bitch Lilith and a Prince on the Northern Throne… or you can be broken, 

and have nothing… not even the memories of your mortal family. I get what I want, Lord 

Zerrex… and no one crosses me.” 

With that, the Princess turned and strode away, and Zerrex watched her leave with a snarl 

before he forced himself up to his feet with a grunt, creating a portal and striding through it, his 

body aching… and then he shook his head and closed his eyes as he stepped into his own home. 

A shiver ran through his body as he felt Sin and Lily staring at him, and then he dropped to the 

ground and punched the floor hard with a snarl, shouting angrily and feeling weak and helpless: 

“How? How are they so strong? I can‟t do anything against any of them… I‟m still so 

goddamned pathetic compared to her, like I was compared to Raithe!” 

“Lord Zerrex…” Sin said softly… and the Drakkaren sat back, bowing his head in shame 

as he dropped his hands in his lap. The two females looked at him quietly, and then Lily sat 

down next to him and hugged him quietly from the side as Sin looked away and continued 

quietly: “You… you push yourself too hard. And demons think far differently than you do… 

most demons are not like Lily, or myself, or the demons you‟ve met that have retained their 

mortality, such as Blake and Vampire. They cherish the lives they have lived, and their memories 

are all fond ones, even the ones of pain and loss and suffering, because they have become strong 

from those experiences… 

“And you too, think like that. You‟ve kept your morals from your past life… but most 

demons do not. They are either not strong enough to, or they see the easy path of giving in to the 

darkness and power, the evil side of demonhood… just as they may have done as mortal, taken 

the easy path instead of the one littered with experience and pain.” She paused, then knelt down 

and touched his face quietly, whispering softly: “They become terrified of Hell‟s Inquisitors and 

the tortures, and lust only to become one themselves so they can have power and will be immune 

from the pains Hell offers… or perhaps their morals just change. Demons are taught only to 

respect power, to give in to all passions they feel, especially the powerful ones, and that love is 



fear and awe and arousal at the sight of a more-powerful demon. Like you told me… Hell is 

Hell.” 

“Hell is Hell…” Zerrex murmured quietly, looking down and crossing his legs quietly, 

and then he balled his hands in his lap, looking from Lily to Sin before asking softly: “So even 

though I train hard and honestly… they‟ll beat me because they enhance themselves and will 

fight to win and kill by any means possible?” 

“No…” Lily shook her head and clung tighter to him, pushing her head against his neck 

as she said quietly but firmly: “You‟ll kill them all one day… because you don‟t limit yourself 

and always challenge yourself, no matter how hard things get… but you aren‟t a full demon yet. 

You need to give yourself more time… battling in Hell is far different from fighting in the mortal 

realm.” 

“Yeah…” Zerrex said softly, thinking of Raithe, the Divine Protection he‟d barely broken 

through, and the way Raithe had spontaneously regenerated his body and changed in the middle 

of the fight. “Let‟s just have some quiet time for a while.” 

As the Drakkaren lay in bed with Lily in her plush room, holding her tight to his body, he 

thought quietly about everything that had happened… and she curled tighter to his chest as the 

same thoughts ran through her mind, a tear rolling down her cheek as she thought of her father 

and how she would have to leave here soon, but not wanting to let go of the Drakkaren even long 

enough to put on another dress. Sin, outside, was slowly cleaning the Smiting Rod that Zerrex 

had brought home and looking silently for a place to put it on the wall, trying to ignore her own 

pains and the sinking feeling that something far worse was yet to come. 

Lily left only an hour or so later, sobbing quietly and kissing Zerrex one last time firmly, 

dressed in a black dress with a matching shawl around her shoulders, her eyes filled with sadness 

and reflecting the emerald of the Drakkaren‟s, her satchel thrown over one shoulder… and she 

promised to come back and see him the moment she could. She vanished through a dark portal 

moments later, and Zerrex sat back on her bed, not wanting to leave the room that smelled and 

felt like Lily… and two hours later, Sin quietly let Selena into the back room, and she shared a 

tight hug with the Drakkaren before asking him gently to tell her everything that had happened. 

She tried to comfort him, tried to explain that Raithe was the weakest Prince and that the 

Princess was said to be almost on-par with the Warlord, but nothing helped at this point, and so 

instead she muttered she‟d come back later and show him some tricks, realizing the Drakkaren 

needed some time to his own thoughts. She left hesitantly, asking Sin to watch him carefully in 

case he did anything stupid, and Sin promised she would… but the Drakkaren only wasted away 

the night laying in bed, deep in thought and arguing with himself over what to do. 

Only one thing was clear, however: he needed to figure out how to get past this Initiate 

stage, and find out why the corruption seemed to have no effect on him… and if the only way I 

can ensure that I can kill Az‟Iriel is to become a full-blooded demon, I‟ll do it however I can… 

and if I have to kill the Princess too, then so be it. 

 

The Drakkaren strode slowly into Carmen‟s throne room, the Executioner‟s Saber he‟d 

taken from Argalox on his back, wearing a plain black shirt and heavy black pants as his combat 

boots thudded quietly against the ground… and from one hip hung his revolver, and resting 

across his back was the Smiting Rod. Sin had taught him a spell to change the size of the 

specially-forged metal, so it had been shrunken down to almost a quarter of its original size, 

making it much easier to manage and carry, and the Drakkaren had decided to take this weapon 

with him as well. 



From the belt he was wearing also hung a small bag marked with a runic circle woven 

into the fabric that greatly-enlarged the inside of the bag, meaning it carried far more than its 

small size seemed to be capable of holding, and he also had a satchel thrown over his shoulder 

with a few books in it, including the one Lily had bought for him so many years ago now… and 

Carmen grinned at him as he approached the throne and nodded to her, saying in an entertained 

voice: “Lord Zerrex! You look more like you‟re going to war than anything else!” 

“I like weapons.” Zerrex said with a slight smile and a shrug, and she laughed before 

standing up and motioning for everyone else to rise as well, her Amazon guards stepping 

forwards and the harem girls and standing on their cushions, everyone murmuring excitedly as 

the five Inquisitors that had tortured Zerrex over the last thousand years formed a line behind the 

Drakkaren. Queen Carmen motioned Zerrex aside politely, and the reptile stepped to the side of 

the room, permitting Bones, the Bloody King, Duke Terronius, Selena, and Lunata to all step 

forwards, all of them facing Carmen respectfully before kneeling in front of her. 

It had been ten thousand and one hundred years to the day now: Zerrex had served his 

full sentence in the Hell of Lust, and he noted that even though Amiglion was half-hiding in the 

background with Bondage, waving at him stupidly from the other side of the room, he couldn‟t 

see the Princess anywhere… and he had to hide a smile of relief, but he somehow thought 

Carmen knew as the huge demoness winked at him. Feldspar had also been banned from 

attending, since she was back on duty in the Northern Front, fighting off a sudden vicious attack 

by Prince Az‟Iriel‟s Gigataur Attack Teams… and Zerrex absently hoped she‟d get squashed as 

Carmen looked over the Inquisitors before saying clearly: “Lord Zerrex has finished his sentence 

in the Hell of Lust, and now comes the time for Judgment. As the Princess is… absent… today, I 

will question in her stead only one thing: shall Lord Zerrex serve another ten thousand year 

sentence in the Hell of Lust, or is he to be set free and permitted to return to the Southern 

Provinces? What say you Inquisitors, yes or no to his return?” 

“No.” Bones said clearly, standing up and bowing respectfully, and Zerrex shot him a 

deathly look, but he felt a twinge in his body nonetheless. He needed more than Selena‟s vote to 

get him out of here… and I don‟t want to waste another ten thousand years in this Circle, 

despite as much fun as I had here… Sin told me the Princess already decided to throw me into 

some other Circle after I‟m done getting punished here, but that she‟ll take care of my house, at 

least… 

The Bloody King began to shake his head silently… then he suddenly paused, looked 

over at Zerrex, and nodded slowly but firmly before turning around and leaving, and Bones 

gaped in horror as Zerrex grinned widely. Next in line was Terronius, who looked after the 

Bloody King, then over at Bones before saying helplessly: “Yes, yes your majesty. He has done 

well and served his sentence.” 

“Yes, Queen Carmen.” Selena said next in a clear, strong voice, bowing politely, and 

Lunata immediately nodded and squeaked the same thing, which gained a look of mild 

entertainment from the monarch. A pause, and then Carmen crossed her arms and pretended to 

look thoughtful. 

“Lord Zerrex, approach!” she boomed finally, at the same time shrinking down so she 

could look at him eye-to-eye… and when he came close, she hugged him tightly and kissed him 

firmly and hungrily, Zerrex‟s eyes bulging as she reached one hand down to grab his crotch 

before pulling back and grinning, a small string of drool still hanging from muzzle-to-muzzle as 

she said warmly: “You motherfucker, get your ass out of here. But I tell you this: if I don‟t see 

you like, the day after you‟re done your punishments, I am going to drag you down into this 



Circle and make you my little bitch for a whole fuckin‟ eon.” A pause, and then she leaned past 

him and shouted at Bones as he tried to slink away: “Hey, asshole! You know the rules, stay the 

hell put!” 

Bones jumped and then sheepishly turned around, fumbling for a cigarette, and Carmen 

said mildly as she turned Zerrex around and patted him firmly on the shoulder: “Now, as the 

rules dictate, Inquisitor Bones… I‟m sorry, that was rude of me, Inquisitor fuckhead needs to tell 

Zerrex here exactly why he feels he should remain in the Circle of Lust. If he provides decent 

evidence, we will check over Lord Zerrex‟s actions in the Circle and then we‟ll decide based on 

that. If he doesn‟t, Lord Zerrex… well, that‟s up to you, since his protection is officially 

considered lifted until otherwise noted.” 

“He… he‟s a whore.” Bones muttered finally, which earned several glares from the 

various sexual demons around the room, including a disgusted look from Carmen that made him 

drop his cigarette with a curse. Immediately, he began to scrabble on the floor for it, before 

Zerrex stepped on the small paper cylinder and Bones stared up at him, the skeleton leaking 

waves of horror. 

“Smoking‟s bad for you. Always remember, winners don‟t do drugs.” Zerrex intoned 

ironically, then he kicked the skeleton‟s skull off with one foot, sending it flying across the room 

to shatter on the floor as Bones cursed in a terrified, disembodied voice, immediately scrabbling 

across the room on all fours as the Drakkaren crossed his arms with a slight smile. “Then again, I 

suppose smoking isn‟t technically doing drugs, but whatever. Or is it? I don‟t even care.” 

“Stop talking to yourself, you freak of nature.” Selena said mildly, as Terronius quickly 

ran for the door and Lunata glared at the Drakkaren over her shoulder. She paused, then glanced 

back at the orange-and-black-striped, tiger-headed female, who otherwise had a hairless, slender 

body and no tail, but small claws at the ends of long fingers, most of this hidden by a pink 

sorceror‟s robe. “If you touch me one more time, I‟m going to punch you right in the fucking 

nose. Go away, I‟m trying to talk to Lord Zerrex.” 

Lunata mumbled something, glowering at Zerrex as if this was his fault somehow as she 

strode away, and the Drakkaren leaned over to Selena, muttering loudly: “But doesn‟t she have 

the most masculine walk you‟ve ever seen?” 

“Careful, I hear she‟s still one of your Inquisitors, along with the Bloody King and Selena 

here.” Carmen said absently, approaching with a slight smile but also an uncomfortable 

expression, as the Drakkaren tilted his head curiously. “Unfortunately, the Princess is going to 

send you to the Circle of Wrath next… I think Selena can take you to the place you‟ll be staying 

at, although I can guarantee it‟ll be uncomfortable as balls since I hear they set you up at a 

halfway-house. You‟ll probably want to leave your money with her, too… as you probably 

expected, Wrath will not be a pleasant place.” 

“Alright. I‟ll have Sin ward my room, then…” Zerrex said slowly, frowning a bit at the 

same time. Halfway house? Like for addicts? “I should go then… although I‟m not exactly liking 

the sound of this.” 

“I wouldn‟t either.” Selena muttered, creating a portal beside them and then bowing 

courteously to Carmen. “Thank you for everything, Carmen.” 

“Yeah, I owe you a lot.” Zerrex smiled, reaching up to stroke her cheek gently, then they 

traded a quick kiss before he winked and said softly: “I‟ll send Cherry your way sometime. I‟m 

sure she‟ll adore you.” 

Carmen laughed and shook her head, grinning widely, and as he vanished through the 

portal she murmured softly: “Crazy fuck just never gives up his hopes… I admire that, Lord 



Zerrex, more than you‟ll ever know… and I hope to God they don‟t beat it out of you in the next 

Circle.” 

Then there was only darkness… and a moment later, Zerrex stepped out onto hard rock, 

looking back and forth at the ugly, misshapen terrain and frowning a bit at the chill in the air, 

before Selena pointed at a large, ramshackle home built out of wood and patches of everything 

from metal to plastic sheeting. “There. The place held together by magic, most likely… it‟s what 

we call a halfway house down here, a place for people transferred from one Circle to the next. 

It‟ll take you a long time to get used to the new Circle after Lust… especially since you had all 

that fun with that one club you joined, I hear.” 

Zerrex coughed, looking embarrassed as he followed Selena along a narrow dirt path up a 

stony embankment, and along a twisted slope towards the home, noting the fire burning outside 

and the twitching Initiates standing around it, muttering to each other. “I wouldn‟t talk… you 

like having your blood sucked.” 

“Fuck you, I think it‟s hot.” Selena said defensively, and she crossed her arms with a 

grumble as they strode down the much-lighter tan sand of the path. It stood out in vivid contrast 

to the dark, black dead earth, and Zerrex wondered if he was going to end up being thrown into 

the mines again… it was what he had returned to doing after Lily had left, after all, since 

apparently he was only fit for menial labor in the eyes of the powers of Hell. 

She paused at the short steps, then carefully walked up them the wood creaking loudly 

underfoot as Zerrex followed with a wince, standing on a small porch behind the Inquisitor as 

she knocked firmly at the door, and a small window slid open in the middle, a voice rasping: 

“What the fuck do you want, bitch?” 

“Watch your tongue when you talk to an Inquisitor.” Selena replied coldly, and then she 

nodded to Zerrex, saying mildly: “This is Lord Zerrex… I believe a room is reserved for him 

here.” 

“We have no Lord Zerrex, just a plain old Zerrex Narrius on the roster.” said the voice 

sourly, but a moment later the door clanked open, revealing a large, shaggy-furred wolf with one 

eye in the center of his head and huge, hunched shoulders, the Cyclops growling at them as he 

looked back and forth from Selena to Zerrex. “We don‟t allow weapons-” 

“You‟ll allow it.” Selena snarled, and the wolf backed up a step, swallowing thickly and 

raising his hands and clipboard as she rose a fist threateningly. “Don‟t fuck with me, scumbag… 

I‟m not scared of you or your kind, and nor am I afraid to tear you limb-from-limb before I 

gouge that ugly-ass eye of yours out. Now hurry the fuck up and show us to his room.” 

“Madam.” The Cyclops bowed a bit, then it turned around, its hairless, rat-like tail 

sweeping back and forth as it walked towards a rickety pair of stairs at the back of the small 

room. Selena and Zerrex followed quickly, the Drakkaren kicking the door closed and making a 

face as a lizard-demon leaned out of the doorway and hissed at him before leaning back in. 

Up the rickety stairs was a long, empty hallway, the Drakkaren noting the floor seemed to 

be mostly made of floor tiles and metal sheeting… and the reptile‟s eyes flicked back and forth 

before the Cyclops pointed at the door second from the back on the left, labeled: „214.‟ “This is 

your room. You are not permitted to bring in visitors, and you‟re expected to help out with 

chores. I‟ll be coming upstairs to talk more about that later, so keep your door open, asshole.” 

The Cyclops shoved his way past Selena and Zerrex, then added roughly: “And no poking 

around the place, either.” 

“Well, this really reminds me of my childhood.” Zerrex muttered, pushing open the 

door… and then he paused at the sight of the Wentaku standing inside the room patiently, Selena 



tensing up before the Drakkaren frowned and said slowly: “You… you‟re one of the Princess‟s 

guards or something, aren‟t you?” 

“That is not important. You are to have an audience with the Princess immediately.” The 

Wentaku said coldly, then it created a portal and stood silently beside it, Zerrex exchanging a 

look with Selena before it added in the same cool tone: “You are not to bring any weapons or 

additional objects to this meeting. I will place a temporary protective ward over the room to 

ensure their safety.” 

“Alright…” Zerrex paused, then looked pointedly at the Wentaku, and it grunted before 

walking over to the wall and pressing its hand against the rough surface. Slowly, fire scrawled 

out from its hand, forming a strange pattern and several runes over the surface of the wood, and 

Selena glanced at it before nodding a bit to Zerrex, who half-recognized the pattern. “Thank 

you.” 

The reptile shrugged off his stuff, trying to memorize the pattern at the same time as the 

Wentaku waited patiently by the portal, and then it said softly: “Inquisitor Selena. You are 

permitted to attend, if you wish it.” 

Selena and Zerrex both looked surprised, but nodded… and then they headed for the 

portal, stepping through it… and the Drakkaren blinked slowly as they stepped into a massive 

open field somewhere, some small grasses underfoot and Scribes lined up in a massive circle 

around what looked like a gigantic hourglass… and Selena grabbed Zerrex‟s shoulders tightly, 

hissing: “We have to go, now.” 

“No.” said a soft, lethal voice, and the two turned to see the Princess standing nearby, and 

there was a terrible smile in her eyes, Sin looking dejected on one side of her and Feldspar 

grinning like a lunatic on the other as she added with deadly pleasantness: “Lord Zerrex, the time 

has come… today, we make you a demon.” 

Zerrex only stared, swallowing thickly and stammering: “W-What? I… I thought that 

was impossible… that…” He paused, looking over at the massive device, and then he tore his 

gaze away to look back at the Princess wordlessly. 

“It‟s dangerous… it has quite a few risks… but this is likely the only way to ensure you 

become a demon. After all, it‟s been ten thousand years and you‟re still an Initiate without any 

signs of demonic transmformation other than your horns…” the Princess said in a silky voice, 

and then she walked over and grasped Zerrex‟s shoulder gently, gesturing with her other hand at 

the massive device and forcing the reptile to look at it again as they began to stride towards it 

slowly, her long, dark-lavender dress flowing out behind her as the others followed slowly in her 

wake. “Look at the artifact Zerrex, don‟t be afraid… we call it a Lucifer‟s Eye, in honor of the 

genius who first constructed Hell and all its glory…” 

Zerrex swallowed, but now he couldn‟t tear his eyes away, taking in every detail of the 

machine. A huge, square pit filled with black liquid had been dug, and some glass-like, strange 

material had been twisted in a dome-shape with an open neck that faced the sky… and from the 

four corners of the square pit were long, golden strands that slowly sunk inwards over the dome 

and then bulged outwards at the middle of their length, forming that other invisible dome as they 

went up to hold a massive golden disc covered in runes in place, locked into it by means of four 

huge silver manacles. These manacles were chained tightly to the ground, and many more golden 

hooks had been locked into several places along the dome, feeding into rusty – I hope it‟s rust, 

anyway… – enormous metal chains with links the size of the Drakkaren‟s torso that were locked 

tightly down into the earth and held in place by huge spikes… and despite the fact that 

everything seemed anchored securely, the huge golden plate on top still seemed to be moving for 



some reason, pulling gently on the chains that locked it in place and causing the four twisted 

support bars of golden to curl and dance back and forth, as if in a strong wind. As they drew 

closer, Zerrex could see that the plate had a huge blue gemstone in the very center of it, forming 

some sort of magical core… and that the plate was divided into circular sections that were slowly 

spinning around the center, creating a quiet grinding sound. 

The reptile couldn‟t help but also notice that they had stepped onto cement, and, glancing 

down, he saw they were walking over red runes that formed some sort of protective circle around 

the huge device… and then he paused as he looked slowly around and murmured quietly: “I‟ve 

never seen Scribes outside of the Center Spire before, Princess… does it really require this much 

power to turn someone into a demon?” 

“I just want to be sure.” she said softly, and the reptile thought quietly: Of what? Of me 

becoming a demon, or that you‟ll be protected from whatever sort of power this thing is going to 

release or force into me? “Admittedly a bit of both… after all, you never know what you might 

become?” 

The reptile cursed inwardly: he always forgot she was telepathic. He made a mental note 

of it, then looked back towards the device as Feldspar ran up to his other side, grabbing his arm 

and squeezing it firmly, and making the reptile very glad that he‟d left the special bracelet Lily 

had given to him safe an secure in his satchel pack back in his new apartment. “I built most of 

this myself, you know! But the Princess in all her divine power is who did most of the 

enchantments… and we‟ve prepared the most powerful transformation rites we could think of 

and-” 

“Please, Queen Feldspar, I‟m sure your husband is anxious to get this ceremony under 

way… he‟ll only appreciate all the artistic endeavor you put into this all the more if we let him 

experience it first before we explain it to him.” the Princess said easily, and Feldspar nodded 

rapidly before running over to stand in a circle of clearly-marked yellow runes. Undoubtedly a 

safety area… “Yes… just a precaution, though, of course.” 

“Wonderful.” Zerrex murmured, then he tore free from the Princess‟s grasp before staring 

as black liquid slowly poured down from above, filling up the bottom dome of the hourglass as 

something dark and twisted bubbled up from the pit below, the reptile leaning forwards and 

swearing he could see things in the ooze as he whispered: “So… how does this work?” A pause 

as he looked up and realized the flow of dark liquid was coming from the „core‟ of the disc, the 

gemstone now pulsing a sick red color that made him feel sick to his stomach. “Princess I… I 

can‟t do this. I can‟t. No matter how powerful a demon I‟d become…” 

Zerrex backed slowly off, snarling and shaking his head as he looked up at her… and 

then her green eyes locked with his, and he swallowed thickly, feeling his body go weak as she 

said softly: “You‟re a weak mortal fool if you‟d still prefer to do all these things the „natural‟ 

way… but fine. Struggle. It will make this all the sweeter.” 

She flicked her wrist, and the Drakkaren‟s body went rigid before he turned and shakily 

walked over to a circle of green runes, his body moving of its own accord as he snarled and tried 

to stop himself… but he could barely budge his body an inch before he stopped in the small 

circle and turned to face the Lucifer‟s Eye, his body remaining motionless as he watched the 

flow of dark liquid halt and a cap slowly slide into place over the bottom dome, and he forced 

himself to look to the left, watching as Selena was half-dragged out of the red circle of runes by 

several minotaur guards as the Princess strolled over to join Feldspar in the yellow circle, Sin 

rubbing at her muzzle and eyes helplessly and looking more miserable than he had ever seen. 



“Begin the ritual!” the Princess called, raising her hands… and the reptile heard chanting 

start up from all around him in one strong voice, the hive-minded Scribes speaking and  

gesturing all at the same time before the Drakkaren felt a sudden twist go through his body, like 

he just been thrown into midair… and suddenly he was engulfed in black ooze, and it was 

forcing its way into his body, choking him, smothering him as it clogged his nostrils and mouth, 

unable to see through it as his eyes bulged in terror and he felt himself being dragged down, 

down, down… 

He floated in what felt like pure, concentrated darkness, looking back and forth as the 

sloshing of the ooze became terrible, demonic sounds, hisses, roars, and feral panting… and then 

he stared in horror as he saw a familiar face leaning towards him with a cruel grin. Drake?  

“No. Close… I‟m you.” whispered the version of him made out of this terrible muck 

made solid, and it adjusted the lapels of the suit it wore before its face rotted away to a skull, 

horns twisting out of its skull as it said hungrily: “And I‟m what should be. And I want in!” 

“Let us in…” another version of him, this one female but gaunt and eyeless, grinned at 

him and grabbed his arm firmly, jerking on him as Zerrex stared in horror… and suddenly it was 

no longer ooze he was being drowned in, but bodies, demonic versions of him and those he 

knew, and he howled and shook back and forth, trying to shake free as they clawed at him and 

tore into his body, and he felt a terrible chanting in his mind as suddenly one of them loomed 

forwards, and he found himself face-to-face with Narrius, the black eyes turning a burning red as 

it whispered in his mind. You‟re weak. 

Memories flashed back, of Narrius killing his mother, of his father striking him, of laying 

beaten and bloody on the floor while Narrius insulted him, of killing his father only to have him 

return years later to rape his youngest daughter and destroy the world… and the reptile roared 

and clawed at this vision, and it broke apart into ooze that clung to his form as the darkness 

twisted into a tornado around him, and the reptile‟s eyes glowed as he howled, feeling rage, a 

terrible, violent fury growing inside of him as he began to claw towards the surface through the 

darkness… 

But something else caught him, and now he was staring down at Az‟Iriel, the demon 

holding him by the ankle in this darkness, and when Zerrex looked back up, the Princess was 

looking down at him with her mask tilted just high enough to reveal a wide, cruel grin… and all 

around him were wrapped the ripped-apart carcasses of his family and friends, from Lily and 

Selena and Sin to Marina, Cindy, Mahihko and Cherry… and the reptile struggled to shake free 

as the Princess grasped his shoulders and Az‟Iriel clung to his legs, the two demonic outlines in 

the dark ooze slowly pulling him apart as he let out a cry, snarling like an animal, feeling himself 

reduced to pure instinct as the chanting continued to rise in his head, faster and louder… 

His body trembled, and his eyes opened slowly as he heard that sick, depraved voice in 

his head laughing… and suddenly Zerrex was standing in a metal room next to a whirring fan. 

The Drakkaren looked back and forth, frowning quietly at the sterile structure… and below him 

something was panting raggedly, snarling and shaking what sounded like chains… and the 

reptile looked down through the metal grating he was standing on to see a figure struggling 

beneath him in some kind of throne, trapped by what looked like a single manacle. He felt his 

heart suddenly beat faster, and the reptile turned, heading quickly down the hall to a staircase 

leading down to the creature, and he sprinted down them to the metal floor below, half-lit by a 

single halogen bulb and filled with shattered glass experimentation tanks down the long hall 

behind him… but in front of him was a snarling, evil version of him… and its red eyes flicked up 

to glare at the Drakkaren, knocking him staggering with the look alone. 



It was just like Narrius had become in that last great battle… a monster, a vicious animal 

covered in darkness, much bigger than the Drakkaren was and with the remnants of angel wings 

that had long been torn off on its back… and although its body burned with darkness, its white 

hair floated around it, made of pure energy… and its eyes were a terrible, glowing crimson. A 

pause… and then it finally tore its arm free of the throne, and it stood up and laughed, exposing 

teeth made of white, burning energy just as its hair was, its body massive and muscular, but any 

tone hidden by the shifting darkness that covered its entire form as it hissed: “You… yes… it‟s 

too late now…” 

“What the hell are you?” Zerrex snarled, steadying himself as the creature walked 

forwards, and he tried to duck away, but it seized him easily by the throat and hauled him into 

the air, and Zerrex gagged and cursed as he clawed at its arm, feeling his energy being sapped 

from his body and staring in horror as the room began to warp, black ivy twisting over the metal 

tiles as they cracked apart with screams and groans, the stairs collapsing behind him as spikes 

shot out of the walls and ceiling… 

“I‟m you.” The creature said softly, and then Zerrex was staring once more at the dark 

ooze… and something pulsed deep inside his chest. 

The Scribes halted, looking at each other as the nightmarish Unsacred Essence inside the 

Lucifer‟s Eye went flat… and then the shielding on the bottom dome cracked before a massive 

explosion of blue and black energy rose through the air, a shockwave of force splattering 

Unscared Essence in all directions as the Princess merely gave a curious grunt, the explosion and 

Essence blocked by the protective circle they stood inside, although most of the Scribes were 

blown off their feet from the blast. She continued to look unimpressed for a moment, even as the 

massive disc shattered into pieces and rained down in the opposite direction, massive chunks of 

metal squashing several of the Scribes as several of the chains snapped, metal links firing with 

the force of artillery cannons into several unlucky demons before a gigantic hand tore out of the 

pit, grabbed the nearest chain, and snapped it viciously towards them. 

The Princess rose a hand, and the chain bounced harmlessly off a shield of psychic 

energy as the handmaidens and Selena ducked and winced, and then Selena fell over on her ass 

as Zerrex climbed out of the pit… except… no… that… that can‟t be… “This is beyond all my 

expectations…” 

The Drakkaren‟s eyes were burning red, his long white hair flowing around a pair of 

enormous bull‟s horns that stretched high towards the sky and curled slightly at the ends, and a 

new pair of huge ram‟s horns just a bit beneath and behind these, curving forwards towards the 

front of his muzzle. His body was muscular and enormous, at least thirty-five feet tall and likely 

more, covered in bulky, rippling muscle and emanating terrible physical power, his fingers now 

enormous, flexible talons that tore deep trenches through the cement as he pulled himself up onto 

the ground. A row of long spikes jutted down his spike all the way to the end of his tail, which 

had become a deadly harpoon, and thick, conical spikes stood out on his knees, elbows and 

shoulders.  

As he stepped up onto the cement, he grunted, and with a loud crack, his legs bent the 

wrong way and he was left standing on the edge of his massive, curved toeclaws in unguligrade 

stance, a large hook pushing out of either heel as he turned slowly towards the Princess and the 

others… and he grinned slowly, licking his muzzle as Selena stared in shock, watching as he 

grew a last few feet to stand at an enormous forty-two feet tall… but what drew her attention 

more were not only a pair of gargantuan, incredible testicles, hanging between his legs, but four 

thick, obsidian-fleshed tentacles all ending in a shaped cockhead… before they slowly twisted 



together into one enormous black-fleshed cock. He grunted, then this and his testicles slowly 

retracted into his body and he roared as a massive double set of angel wings tore out of his back, 

and Selena had a bare moment to wonder why he still bore these instead of demon wings… and 

then the giant charged towards them, and the Princess said quietly: “No, he‟s too powerful. 

Worst of all, his transformation doesn‟t even seem to be complete… seal him, seal his abilities 

now!” 

“No!” Selena screamed, and the Princess turned and backhanded her hard, and Zerrex‟s 

eyes flashed crimson as he snarled and slammed a hand down to try and crush the Princess… but 

she immediately rose both her hands, semitransparent waves flowing over the new demon‟s 

body… and then let out a gasp of disbelief as Zerrex simply leaned into the attack and then 

slammed his claws down towards her, her Divine Protection shattering into purple shards as she 

staggered backwards. 

“Not possible! This is not possible!” The Princess leapt backwards, pointing at him and 

yelling furiously, losing her usual cold composure: “I said I want him sealed, now! What are you 

idiots doing? Feldspar, get the restraints!” 

Feldspar glanced away from a bare moment, and Zerrex stepped on her like she was a 

bug, crushing her to the ground and squishing her guts out of her stomach. She gargled violently, 

then immediately attempted to get up to her feet, one of her arms shattered and her legs barely 

holding her as she looked over her shoulder in terror, and then Zerrex raked her hard with his 

huge claws and sent her flying through the air, most of the contents of her body spilling out 

through her deflated, shredded stomach before she crashed to the ground even as Scribes and 

other demons surged forwards. 

The no-longer Drakkaren snapped his tail through an Amazon as she tried to charge him 

with a sword, and he flicked her body into several oncoming minotaurs before running towards a 

Scribe and simply squishing him with his fist, the other Scribes all stuttering in their chants as 

the massive demon laughed cruelly, then snapped an arm out, and a long tentacle of flesh tore 

out of his arm and wrapped around another Scribe, squeezing him until the Wentaku simply 

exploded, the gigantic monstrosity at the same time turning around and holding out his other 

hand, unleashing a massive wave of pure darkness over a charging line of demons and 

annihilating them in a blast of dark fire, before his eyes settled on another Amazon, and she 

suddenly staggered and then screamed and turned on her compatriots, immediately beginning to 

hack the nearest Scribe to pieces. 

Selena, meanwhile, had snagged Sin and pulled her quickly away from the battleground, 

Sin trembling violently in terror before Zerrex suddenly roared in fury, and a glowing purple-

and-white chain of energy snapped around him, then sank into his scales, leaving a discolored 

burn… then another, and then another, and the reptile‟s body began to shrink down, his demonic 

characteristics fading slowly out of sight until he fell to his knees, even the ram‟s horns twisting 

into his skull as the seventh and last chain snapped around him, leaving his body smoldering 

lightly… but a moment later, he twitched, and the chain that had just wrapped into his body 

snapped, links of energy flying in all directions as the marks of the other chains glowed over his 

form before fading slowly from sight.  

“Sin, heal Feldspar!” The Princess ordered furiously, then she stomped over to the 

Drakkaren‟s body, which was surrounded by uncertain soldiers, most of them covered in 

blood… but by the time she‟d reached him, she‟d regained her calm composure, and she gently 

placed one foot on his arm, feeling the heat radiating off his form as she murmured softly: “I 

should have prepared better… it looks like you‟ve had a good time here, Lord Zerrex. But when 



you wake up… Selena, you‟ll instruct him on being a demon and the powers he possesses. 

Between that and his ten-thousand year sentence in the Wrath Circle, he‟ll either go insane or 

he‟ll become a truly-worthy member of our cause… and I do hope it‟s the latter.” 

“Princess… I… Lord Zerrex has been sealed!” was the first thing Selena managed to 

fumble out… and when the Monarch continued to look at her calmly-but-steadily, she 

whispered: “And… who knows how much of his powers and strength with it. There‟s six chains 

still on him, and I don‟t know the Bonding they used-” 

“Control and Strength, of course…” The Princess replied irritably, glancing over Selena 

slowly. “When he masters so much control or gains so much raw power, the Spirit Chain will 

snap and unlock more of his demonic characteristics. But hopefully by the time the last one 

breaks, most of them will have been undone by Control instead of Strength… after all, I 

wouldn‟t want him to go insane again. 

“As to your other point, I don‟t care that he‟s obviously a Hybrid Incarnation of Lust and 

Wrath, and I certainly don‟t need you to point that out to me.” The Princess said softly, and 

Selena flushed and looked down, mumbling an apology she didn‟t really feel. “You will instruct 

him, and if you have to, you will break him. He is my prized possession… my ultimate weapon. 

Even Prince Az‟Iriel would be no match for him, or any of the Terrors, should he regain that 

strength he just displayed… and furthermore, I don‟t think he‟s completely transformed yet. His 

power could become even greater, and I want him as powerful as he can be… and then I‟ll 

decide what to do with him.” 

Selena nodded, then turned away before the Princess said in a quiet, dangerous voice: 

“Remember, I always know what you‟re thinking, Selena… and I don‟t like those thoughts going 

around in your head right now. You‟re not as good at shielding yourself or your emotions as you 

think you are… and I could always have you replaced by someone more worthy of my ideas. 

Don‟t you go thinking he‟s some savior, either… he‟s only a mortal toy, and there have been 

stronger demons in Hell before, and I have crushed them out like the last embers of a long-dead 

fire. If you encourage his dissidence… you and he can spend the rest of eternity down in the 

Abyss together with the whore-demon Lilith.” 

“Yes, your majesty.” Selena murmured, trembling a bit and keeping her mind clear and 

calm as she turned and strode away… but the moment she was at a safe distance, she let out a 

mental scream as she looked over her shoulder and watched the Princess ordering other demons 

to start cleaning up, Feldspar struggling over with what looked like a literally-empty stomach, 

all-but-drooling at the naked Drakkaren on the ground… Except he‟s not a Drakkaren anymore. 

He might look like one, but he‟s a demon… an Incarnation. God, if he wasn‟t my friend… if he 

hadn‟t seemed to want to defend me during that massacre… I‟d demand he be destroyed… 

She trembled… then turned around when Sin called her name… and she stared as Zerrex 

groggily sat up, rubbing the back of his head slowly, the Princess and half the troops long gone 

from her sight. At first, Selena was terrififed at even stepping near him… but the moment she 

saw the look of horror on the Drakkaren‟s face, she swallowed her fear and ran over to the 

reptile, trying to hide her concern and shakes as she asked: “What do you remember, Lord 

Zerrex?” 

“Darkness. Shapes… and a terrible thing.” Zerrex grasped his throbbing skull, closing his 

eyes before rubbing slowly at his horns and looking over himself, mumbling: “Gods, I feel dizzy 

and sick… like someone just came up to me with a sledgehammer and took a hard swing at my 

gut…” 



“That‟s understandable… you‟ve been sealed by the Scribes, using the Bonds of Strength 

and Control.” Selena said softly, and when Zerrex looked up at her with that old stupid 

expression of his – he described it as his „WTF Face‟ which she didn‟t understand but found 

amusing nonetheless – she felt strangely comforted, sighing and giving him a flat look: “I‟m 

going to have to give you another long and complicated explanation that you‟re gong to pretend 

to understand and then end up questioning me about later, aren‟t I?” 

“I hate you. If you had testicles, I‟d punch you in them.” Zerrex said miserably, and 

Selena rolled her eyes before holding up her hands as Sin gave her a meek but disapproving look. 

“But let me take one wild guess. This is bad for me.” 

“Yeah, but… it lets you stay under control, too, until either your raw power becomes too 

great, or you gain the spiritual strength needed to control your body and not… go psycho.” 

Selena said lamely, and Zerrex quieted as he looked up at her, vague memories of what he had 

just done flashing through his mind and making him feel both… powerful and ashamed of 

himself. He looked slowly around the ruins as soldiers glared at him and even the Scribes gave 

him a wide berth, listening quietly to Selena as she continued to speak in a gentle voice: “It‟s… 

you‟re probably a bit weaker now than you were before, and you‟ve got a lot of chains on you… 

most things are sealed with two or three, sometimes four… but you were sealed with seven, 

although the moment you calmed down, the last one snapped, which is good news all around. 

“Until we actually test your strength and all your other talents and abilities, however, we 

won‟t know just how much of you was sealed… and we‟ll want to try and draw out your demon 

form, too.” Selena hesitated, then murmured softly: “Not here, though, but we‟ll find a quiet 

place in the Wrath Circle… there are a few strictly-kept communities in the Wrath Circle, and 

we have to present yourself to the Circle‟s Master, too… who‟s in charge now, King Alastor?” 

“That‟s right.” Sin said softly, and then she created a portal for them, but it flickered out 

of existence a moment later, and she smiled a bit. “Looks like your house is under a temporary 

ward… why don‟t you portal there and I‟ll put a permanent protection charm on your home? We 

should likely get out of this place, after all…” 

She looked nervously back and forth, and Zerrex nodded, standing and stretching before 

pausing and flexing a bit, something seeming off… and then he shrugged and absently created a 

portal, missing Selena‟s stare as he stepped through it, and Sin shrugged a bit and went next, 

before Selena followed last, feeling faintly amused. He‟ll probably notice in a year or so there‟s 

another two feet on his height… fuckin‟ weirdo… 

Zerrex winced and squeezed up against the wall, all three of them crowding into the room 

that was more like a cell than anything else as Sin mumbled and quickly pushed to one side, 

breathing hard as she looked back and forth at the ugly, ramshackle wood before glancing at the 

ward on the wall and causing it to dissolve with a wave of her hand, and then she created a 

glowing circle of white runes on the wall behind the door, similar to the one she had made in 

demon-Drakkaren‟s home. Selena gazed over Zerrex as he watched this, watching him move, 

noting the tighter scales, the different way he held himself, the lighter movements of the 

Drakkaren that concentrated more on his toeclaws… but at the same time, when she looked at 

him, all she saw was that same defiant Drakkaren that had actually had the balls to threaten her 

back after she‟d picked on him like a pissant little girl… whether he was mortal, Initiate, or full-

out demon didn‟t matter. And it shouldn‟t… what the fuck came over me back there? And I can‟t 

just leave him like this… “Zerrex… I… there‟s something we should talk about. Sin, maybe you 

should help me out a bit with this.” 



The Drakkaren tilted his head curiously towards her, and Sin smiled faintly before 

nodding, quietly sitting down in the corner as Selena sat down on the musty cot in the corner of 

the room – the only real furnishing, since the tiny, ugly box supported by four long metal bars 

was too slanted to serve as a table and too rickety to jerk open and work as a drawer for stuff. 

She patted the cot beside her, and Zerrex sat down, looking at her with a slight frown now before 

she said softly: “Lord Zerrex… you‟re an Incarnation, similar to Beatrice Blossom.” 

The Drakkaren gaped at her, then he looked down at himself and at his hands, trembling 

and staring at them, before he looked back at her and shook his head slowly, saying stupidly: 

“Can‟t… I could just be a really big Daius, right? I mean… an Incarnation… they‟re…” 

“More than that, you‟re a Hybrid.” Selena said quietly but firmly, rolling over his words 

and quieting the reptile as he stared at her, and she gently reached out and squeezed his shoulder, 

continuing quietly: “There have been… maybe two hundred total in all of Hell‟s years, maybe 

more, I‟m not sure… and most of them have been destroyed. We told you about this many, many 

years ago when we first met Queen Carmen… but very few of them have remained as lucid as 

you, especially after being sealed, and even fewer have been Hybrids. I can say with confidence 

that there have been far less than thirty Hybrids ever to exist… and probably only two or three of 

Lust and Wrath.” 

“Five at the most.” Sin added quietly, and they looked over to her as she shrugged 

slowly, hugging herself and laughing quietly. “But it‟s hard to say. An Incarnation of Lust could 

take on the form of violent sex or other such things as its expression… so Selena is likely right. 

A Hybrid is born in people who somehow combine their sins or stay in the border between those 

two sins… for example, a person who wants nothing but pretty beds to rest in, as a very bad 

example, could be consumed by Greed for objects in making himself comfortable… but also by 

Sloth for not wanting to move out of those objects. It‟s a bad example, like I said… but that 

would create an Incarnation that might be incredibly willful and selfish… but would also refuse 

to move anywhere unless it had to, always wanting to relax.” 

Selena nodded, offering Sin a smile before looking at Zerrex quietly, as he hugged 

himself and closed his eyes, lowering his head forwards. “I‟m thinking it‟s because of your 

desire to dominate and control… of the way you behave sexually… and because of all you‟ve 

seen and been through, not just what you‟ve done.” She murmured softly, then hugged him 

close, pulling him down into her lap and stroking through his hair as he gazed up at her quietly, 

trembling a bit as she took his other hand. “You‟ve been given… a gift. The greatest power Hell 

can offer is in your hands, with two of the most powerful sins at your disposal… but now comes 

your real test and your greatest torment, Lord Zerrex, because if you give in to that power, if it 

consumes you…” 

“I‟ll become like Beatrice.” Zerrex said quietly, turning away and nodding as he saw the 

crazed mother of Cherry in his mind, remembering the madness and the hatred that had been so 

easy to see even through an illusion. “I won‟t let that happen to me… I can‟t. I need to see my 

family again… and I swore I wouldn‟t ever disappoint my daughters like I have before…” 

The Drakkaren rolled more to the side, fortifying himself and nodding firmly, and Selena 

quietly stroked through his hair as the seal markings pulsed once over the Drakkaren‟s body 

before fading slowly again, and she said gently: “Control and Strength, Lord Zerrex… those are 

what breaks the chains down and unleashes more of your power. Be careful you don‟t mix them 

up and accidently force the chains open by will alone and let that power flood into you… 

because even if you have the will to open a door, it doesn‟t mean you have the strength to close it 

shut on whatever comes rushing out to greet you.” 



Zerrex nodded slowly, looking quietly at the wall opposite Selena as she continued to 

play slowly through his hair, and the three sat together for a little while in silence before he 

asked quietly: “So… so what am I supposed to do, then? How do I learn to control myself better, 

how do I learn… to be strong without just barging stupidly on ahead and breaking down barriers 

before I can properly control my own strength?” 

“You are off to a good start already, Lord Zerrex.” Selena reminded him gently, nudging 

him quietly and looking down at him with a strange tenderness. “But there are a few different 

ways… including that Self-Illusion trick Sin said she‟d started teaching you, and learning about 

your own demonic abilities that have manifested. Besides, it‟s not to say that should all the 

chains snap, you‟ll automatically become a raging tyrant bent on enslaving Hell to do his 

bidding, or a psychopathic monster who only wants to kill and gorge his own desires…” 

“But just in case.” Sin added quietly, and then she blushed a bit as Selena shot her a look. 

“I mean… I‟m sorry, Lord Zerrex. That came out wrong.” 

“It‟s alright… I understand.” Zerrex nodded a bit, and then he sat up with a sigh as 

someone banged angrily on the door. “Sin, do you mind getting that?” 

The female shook her head quietly, pulling it open and coming face-to-face with the 

Cyclops-wolf from earlier… and it immediately dropped its clipboard, staring with a single 

widened, horrified eye across at Sin before it murmured in a weak voice: “Just… just checking in 

on… on Zerrex, I mean, Lord Zerrex… I… I just wanted to go over the routine of the house with 

him and see if… whether or not he had any questions.” 

Sin nodded and motioned for him to come inside, and the wolf-demon swallowed before 

quickly picking up his clipboard and walking a wide path around Sin to stand across the room at 

the foot of the cot, looking down at Zerrex and asking in a mumble a question Zerrex didn‟t 

understand. The reptile frowned a bit, then asked quietly: “Can you clarify that? And you know, 

maybe not act like my friend there is going to eat you?” 

“I… I‟m sorry, milady Sin, Lord Zerrex, Inquisitor Selena.” The wolf wiped at his 

forehead, looking back and forth in fear as Sin flushed and looked away. “I… I was just saying 

that we have cleaning duties, outdoor work duties, repair duties, and on special occasions, 

kitchen duties and… I was wondering if any of those suited you…” 

“Outdoor work or repair duties would probably be best.” Zerrex said slowly, glancing 

from the wolf to Sin and remembering how often the poor female had to go through this… and 

he felt a spark of anger inside him as something twisted around in his body, but he quickly 

clamped down on it as he added softly: “Sin, you don‟t have to hang around if you don‟t want 

to… but you‟re welcome to check-in any time you want. That‟d be fine, wouldn‟t it?” 

The Drakkaren looked pointedly at the wolf, who nodded quickly as he tossed a furtive 

glance at Sin, and she mumbled something quietly to Zerrex before stepping quickly through a 

portal. Immediately, the Cyclops let out a sigh of relief and rubbed the back of his head, 

muttering: “Fuck, how the hell can you two act so cool around a monster like her? I mean, fuck, 

Sin herself… I feel lucky to still have my skin on my body…” 

Zerrex stood up, and the Cyclops frowned at him before the Drakkaren punched him hard 

in the face, and the wolf staggered backwards into the wall, clutching at a muzzle that was 

broken and bleeding as he slowly slid down the wood paneling, staring in horror at the reptile as 

Zerrex said calmly: “See, I think I owe you that. For being an asshole in general, for treating 

myself and Selena like crap, and now for not only acting like a scared child around Sin, but for 

talking behind her back the moment she was gone. Get out of here, or I‟ll pick you up like a stick 

and snap you over my knee.” 



The demon nodded, then scrambled quickly out of the room with a terrified expression, 

and Zerrex sat back down, looking moody as Selena looked at him mildly, saying dryly: “Zerrex, 

I realize you‟re having a bad day… but we really have to work on your people skills.” 

“Yeah, that‟s not the first time I‟ve heard that.” The Drakkaren said morbidly, and then 

he sighed and quickly began to gather up the papers off the ground, as Selena watched him with 

a bit of a smile. “I have a feeling I‟m really going to hate this place, that‟s all… I mean, so far 

everyone in Wrath seems to be a bully… granted, I‟ve met one of them and the other ones have 

just made faces at me, but you get what I‟m saying.” 

“Wrath is the Circle of Hatred, Anger, and Undue Violence.” Selena shrugged a bit as 

Zerrex sat down on the floor and sorted the papers back out onto the clipboard. “It‟s nothing like 

Lust, where everything is about sex… and moreover, I doubt you and King Alastor will get along 

in the same way you and Queen Carmen did.” Selena paused, then looked up at the ceiling 

despondently. “Shit, we still have to go meet him… come on, leave that crap here for now, we‟d 

better go and present ourselves before it gets any later in the day. Fuck, I wish we had you some 

pants or something.” 

Zerrex nodded with an apprehensive look over at the Inquisitor, then he tossed the 

clipboard out into the hall and shut his door as Selena created a portal. A moment later, they both 

stepped through and into a small, sterile cement room, and immediately two enormous minotaurs 

with inverted horsn and gleaming red eyes stepped forwards, both holding up their hands. One of 

them immediately patted down Zerrex despite his nudity – something he hadn‟t noticed much of, 

but now left him feeling horribly vulnerable – and the other simply looked over Selena as she 

crossed her arms and glowered. 

A moment later, they both stepped out of the way, pushing open the double doors they 

were guarding and opening the way into a long, red-carpeted hall. On either side of the long 

carpet was a line of huge marble pillars, set in pairs with matching runes and gemstones 

embedded in the stone, and as the two stepped into the hall, Zerrex noted that there were hollow 

windows in walls that seemed to be made of thin black metal, and he could see skeletal mages 

peering through many of these windows. As they stepped onto the red carpet, the Drakkaren 

heard a distinct buzzing before different-colored fields of energy flickered into life between the 

paired pillars, and the reptile hesitated before Selena muttered: “Just keep walking.” 

Passing through the different energy fields was unpleasant, to say the least… some made 

him feel horribly cold, and others made him feel like he‟d just stepped through a net of flames, 

but most of them just made him feel tingly and irritated. At the end of the hall, they were greeted 

by another two of the strange Minotaurs, who once more searched Zerrex and exchanged glares 

with Selena… and finally the doors were opened, and they were permitted to step into the throne 

room. 

It was nothing like Carmen‟s: in fact, Zerrex thought he‟d even prefer to be on the 

Princess‟s balcony than here. Everything was pitch-black metal that had all sorts of nicks and 

welts in it, and there were three Gigataurs on either side of the throne room with enormous battle 

axes, making the reptile feel claustrophobic as they approached the throne itself, then halted, 

Selena tossing out an arm and saying softly: “Look closely.” 

Zerrex did so, frowning first at the empty throne in the smaller area past a huge 

archway… and then he paused as something clicked in his mind and his eyes seemed to focus 

somehow, and he could faintly see crisscrossing red beams forming an impassable checkerboard 

pattern. None of that just-so-happens movie crap here… that‟s unbreachable. Since I doubt those 



are infrareds for some reason, it‟d probably take some heavy-duty magic to avoid setting off 

those beams even with a big-ass mirror, too… 

A moment later, the Drakkaren heard the pneumatic hiss of an airlock, and a Wentaku 

quickly ran out and stood to the right of the throne, breathing hard before announcing in a 

strangled voice: “His Excellency, King Alastor, bids you the warmest of welcomes Inquisitor 

Selena, and the same to you, Lord Zerrex. He has just heard that you have undergone the 

Lucifer‟s Eye under the orders of the Princess, however, and would prefer not to meet you at this 

time… please come back tomorrow by yourself. That is all.” 

The Wentaku immediately turned and ran back towards the airlock as Zerrex heard a loud 

beeping, staring as it almost tripped over its robes, and then Selena snarled and the Drakkaren 

winced at her expression. “Selena, look, you‟re the one always telling me not to do anything 

dumb, so-” 

Selena pulled off one of her sandals, then threw it at the crisscrossing beams… and 

Zerrex made a face, covering his head and watching in horror as the footwear flipped lazily 

through the air before touching the beams… and it was immediately disintegrated as sirens began 

to blare and a massive steel shutter slammed over the opening of the archway, the light in the 

room turning a glaring red. The Gigataurs roared and stepped forwards, and Selena turned 

towards the first and shouted an incantation Zerrex didn‟t understand before a flash went off 

from her hand and the unlucky demon was sent staggering backwards, dropping his battle axe 

before simply collapsing in a heap, and the Drakkaren stared in shock. Selena grinned widely, 

her hand smoking slightly as she pulled her leather whip off her belt, and then she looked in 

surprise at the Drakkaren before shouting: “Zerrex! Get your ass down!” 

The reptile looked over his shoulder, then winced as a Gigataur sliced down towards him 

with the axe before he clapped his hands together, catching the blade by the flats and wincing as 

it bore down, flexing his own muscles and shoving back. He watched in surprise as the creature 

let out a snort of fury and shock, its massive strength barely a match for the reptile‟s before 

Zerrex spun to the side and threw the axehead down into the ground. The Gigataur staggered 

forwards with a grunt, and the Drakkaren leapt up to land neatly on its muzzle before punching it 

hard in the forehead. 

Its head bobbed stupidly with the force of the strike, and it slowly grabbed its skull with a 

groan as Zerrex fell off its maw before throwing himself forwards in a tackle that struck its 

midsection and knocked the goliath back into another of its fellows, the reptile cackling stupidly 

as the two giants and the tall reptile crashed in a heap together on the ground, before the last one 

swung its axe in a hard sideways cleave at him, and the Drakkaren threw himself flat against the 

chest of the Gigataur he‟d just tackled, the swing thankfully going high and passing harmlessly 

over his head. 

Selena snorted as a Gigataur rushed her with a hard stab of the spike on the end of its 

battle axe, and she easily slipped to the side before punching the flat of the huge blade, and it 

immediately became red-hot, the giant demon dropping it with a groan of pain before staring in 

shock as the blade simply melted away to magma… and a moment later Selena cracked her 

whip, and the hot slag shot into the air and splashed over the two Gigataurs she was facing, 

setting both of them on fire and causing them to scream and drop in agony, before she roared: 

“Alastor! I‟m not going through this for the hundredth time! Come out, you son of a bitch!” 

Zerrex glanced up curiously from where he was sitting on the back of a Gigataur‟s neck 

as the alarms clicked off, its muzzle bloody and its eyes dazed from having its skull repeatedly 

slammed into the floor by the powerful new-demon, and then a small panel slid away from the 



shutter and a voice said sourly: “Selena, this is not appreciated. My entire facility is now on alert 

because of you.” 

“You fucking pansy, you‟re an original demon, a former Judge of Death, and you lock 

yourself up behind twenty tons of steel?” Selena snarled, and Alastor grunted something on the 

other side before Selena snapped: “Zerrex, open that fucking shutter!” 

“What, the new guy? Ha! If he can open the shutter, I‟ll give him five-thousand years off 

his sentence… seriously, go ahead and try it, new guy!” jeered a voice, and Zerrex made a face 

as he slid off the Gigataur and walked over to the massive shutter, glancing down at the bottom 

before noting an imperfection near the middle of the shutter where it touched the floor, and he 

settled his hands against this. “What‟s wrong, are you too… what the hell was that?” 

Something groaned… and then the Drakkaren slowly lifted, snarling and clenching his 

eyes shut as every muscle on his body bulged, tilting his head back and clenching his eyes shut… 

and then something in the ceiling above snapped, and metal screamed in protest as the reptile 

lifted the shutter inch-by-inch off the ground, and a voice behind the shutter screamed in terror 

before the reptile heard fleeing footsteps even as he managed to get the shutter up to his 

shoulders, panting hard and holding it there for a moment. Selena came over to help, and he 

grunted at her like they were back in prehistoric times, earning a look of distaste before he stood 

up and shoved the shutter as high as he could with a mighty roar, and then a squeak as something 

cracked in his back. “Ouch.” 

“You moron.” Selena said flatly, but there was a certain tenderness in her eyes as she 

reached up to ruffle his hair, Zerrex looking at her sourly before crossing his arms, and then he 

paused as he noted the shutter was stuck almost halfway up into the ceiling, feeling mildy proud 

of himself. He then glanced back down, and the Wentaku from earlier trudged miserably out of a 

side door to stand in front of them. 

“Hi, Selena.” he raised a hand to her politely, then he bowed to Zerrex. “Greetings. My 

name is Zulu, and it‟s an honor to meet you, Lord Zerrex. But Inqusitor, before we get into 

pleasantries, I uh… look, he‟s gone and sealed himself in the airlock again. I don‟t know if you 

and your young friend here can get through that… by the way, would you like a robe?” 

“That would be hugely appreciated.” Zerrex said in a relieved voice, hugging himself and 

looking embarrassed, but Zulu only smiled slightly before motioning for them to follow, and the 

reptile leaned over to Selena, asking mildly: “Why is he the only nice person we‟ve met so far? 

And did you kill those Gigataurs?” 

Selena grunted something noncommittal, then shook her head a bit, ignoring the second 

question. “Because Zulu isn‟t originally from around here… he‟s a knowledge demon, like most 

Wentaku. I believe it was Greed that got him down here in the first place, right?” 

“Lust. Greed was a close second.” Zulu replied mildly, as he touched a sensor next to the 

metal door he had just come through, and it slid open with a ding. He bowed them through, and 

Zerrex and Selena stepped into a large hallway with several rusted metal doors leading to 

different rooms on either wall, and a massive, circular shutter closed at the very end with a pair 

of red valves and two draconic demons with sledgehammers standing guard, both dressed in 

what Zerrex recognized as Duraflex armor. He frowned a bit at this, but they didn‟t pay much 

attention as Zulu continued: “Not sexual lust, but lust for knowledge… it all ends up being the 

same, though, a desire that needs to be fulfilled. Either way, I was thrown into one of the Eastern 

Section‟s seedier places for a few thousand years, but after my sentence was done I started work 

as an advisor. And here I am now… hey, you two can just go ahead and leave, we‟re going to try 

and force him out of there.” 



“Good luck.” grunted one of the huge demons, and it shouldered its hammer before 

pausing and leaning down, peering at Zerrex‟s face. “I know you from somewhere.” 

“Were you one of the demons that ended up being part of the ambush that killed me?” 

Zerrex asked, frowning and peering back in return, and the draconic demon paused before 

carefully turning away and running down a hallway, but Zerrex only sighed and covered his face, 

muttering: “I hate this place.” 

“You get used to it.” Zulu remarked, and the reptile turned to see him now holding out a 

plain green sorceror‟s robe. Zerrex smiled, then he slid it on before looking down at himself, and 

Zulu frowned a bit. “Just a bit small… there.” 

With a wave of his hand, the fabric lengthened, leaving Zerrex standing in a robe that fit 

him fairly well… although I would kill for a pair of pants. “Thanks, that‟s wonderful… so… 

Alastor. There‟s a few legends about him on the world, but nothing says he‟s anything like this.” 

Zulu smiled a bit, looking at the airlock almost sadly as Selena approached one of the 

valves and tried to turn it with a grunt. “It‟s sad, really. He gave up his position as a Judge ten 

million years ago, and ever since then… he‟s just degenerated until you see what‟s here now. 

Demons die too, you know… not from aging, usually, but instead from… losing touch with 

reality. After spending so many years in the Hell of Wrath, it seems to have gotten to him… and 

now here he is, sealing himself away in „safety‟ with every mortal and magical technology he 

has available to himself. I‟ll leave you two alone, though, to see if you can urge him out of 

there.” 

With that, Zulu bowed and created a portal, then he stepped through this and vanished as 

Zerrex turned and made a face, heading over to the other valve and glancing over at Selena. She 

looked at him with a frown, and he said mildly: “It might require two people to move them at the 

same time… stop leaning on your goddamn valve so hard and wait a second, and we‟ll try 

turning them together.” 

Selena grunted, then waited for a moment before the reptile nodded, and the two turned 

their valves in tandem several times before stepping back as steam hissed out from the handles 

and they began to spin rapidly on their own, the central shutter spinning open. Immediately, 

Zerrex stepped through and yanked Selena after him into a small decontamination chamber, then 

he winced as the airlock beeped and the shutter closed behind them. “What… what the hell is 

going on, Zerrex? I- what the fuck!” 

Steam and chemicals hissed over their bodies as Selena covered her face, before yelling 

and punching in one of the vents, and Zerrex winced before grabbing her arm and leaning over to 

say loudly over the hiss of air: “We‟re going into a clean area… this gets rid of all the 

contaminants on your body, although we should probably be wearing biohazard suits for it to 

actually work!” 

“I don‟t understand anything you‟re saying!” Selena shouted back, but she seemed to 

relax a bit as she pulled herself away, looking miserably back and forth before rubbing at her 

head as the spray ended and the white metal door in front of them slid to the side, revealing a 

small, square room beyond. Zerrex stepped carefully into this as he looked at the figure sitting 

alone on a cushion with a small handheld television in his hands, examining the way the floor 

sank into a large, rounded step, and then again into a circle. 

Everything was bright white, from the lights placed around the room to the cushion 

Alastor sat on: only the demon and his little portable television looked different. He was wearing 

a black robe with golden trim that had large lapels in a V-neck, giving it the look of a suit, and 

beneath Zerrex could see a white silk shirt with black buttons, and a matching black bowtie… 



and then the miserable-looking demon glanced up and rubbed slowly at his strange, canid 

features. His muzzle was short and the fur covering that and his face gold, but it stuck back off 

his cheeks in large triangles, and he had a large set of whiskers… but although his features were 

handsome and youthful, his eyes were old, one of them bright topaz and the other an ivory 

marble. His ears were a bit too big and black on the inside, and he had a pair of twisting, 

lightning-bolt shaped horns coming out of his head, red in coloration and going into his skull just 

in front of his ears like a goat‟s. 

Finally, he mumbled embarrassedly, as he turned off the portable television and put it 

aside: “You know, I can‟t actually give you five thousand years off your sentence… but… you 

know, to be fair, I‟ll give you stuff. Uh… hi, Selena.” 

“Hello, Alastor. You look like shit.” Selena said dryly, sitting down on the lip of the 

oddly-shaped floor, and Zerrex awkwardly strode around the room, examining a large white 

shutter labeled: „EMERGENCY EXIT‟ and the handprint identifier nearby. “So, if you don‟t 

stop blowing me off, I‟m going to kick you in the face. What happened was a long time ago and I 

already cut your eye out for it, so I think we‟re even.” 

“I really didn‟t think I had a choice other than to serve Az‟Iriel…” Alastor mumbled, 

looking embarrassedly down as Zerrex glanced over the two with a slight frown. “But I‟m sorry. 

It‟s just hard for me to see you… that and you seem to enjoy putting me in every awkward 

situation you can.” 

“I do it to everyone.” Selena said mildly, and Zerrex recognized the tone as the same one 

she used with him before she pointed at the Drakkaren. “Anyway, this is Lord Zerrex. Don‟t treat 

him with kit gloves because he‟ll get pissed off, and he just beat three of your Gigataur guards to 

the ground with his fists.” 

Alastor smiled, glancing over at the reptile and standing up, rubbing absently at his leg, 

and the reptile smiled a bit in return, wondering whether or not he should be trusting this demon 

at all with his erratic behavior… and furthermore, what had gone on between him and Selena. 

“I‟ve heard a lot more than that about you, Lord Zerrex… it‟s a pleasure to meet you.” He 

extended a hand, and Zerrex shook it, surprised at the firm grip of the canid demon. “Look, I‟m 

sorry we‟ve all started off on the wrong foot… let‟s just get down to business and see if we can 

forget about all that.” 

Alastor paused, then he sat back down and put his portable television off to one side 

before he pulled a small pocketbook out of his robes and he paged quickly through it, before 

mumbling: “Let‟s see… ten thousand year punishment, and you have five different Inquisitors 

looking after you… Inquisitor Selena, of course, then Inquisitors Lunata, Laurence, Faulk, and 

Ose… well, I certainly don‟t envy you there.” Alastor made a face, shaking his head slowly. 

“But let‟s see your schedule… 

“Right… you‟re going to be working as a sort of squire for the Knights of Wrath at the 

Southern Barracks, called Nile. You‟ll probably have a lot of unpleasant duties, and you‟re 

expected to report in to find out your schedule as soon as possible. Otherwise, it seems the same 

as you had last time… four days of torture a week, two days of rest before work, and one of 

instruction.” The canid demon paused, then he closed the book and put it away, adding mildly: 

“There‟s also a special note mentioning that they want you out of the halfway house as soon as 

possible… these days, there‟s a lot of demons coming down to Lust and Wrath.” 

The Drakkaren nodded, and Alastor picked up his small television, holding it quietly as 

he murmured softly: “This used to be an easier job, you know, back when people had something 

called a moral conscience. These days, everyone who comes down into this circle seems to be 



bent on becoming a demon… even Hell‟s gone corrupt now. I‟d watch out for the Craven and the 

Plasmids, too, by the way… there‟s a lot of them recently, so you may want to be armed if you 

out on a walk.” He paused, then laughed shortly. “Then again, you may want to stay armed 

anyway, just in case there‟s some unpleasant Wrath demons hanging around.” 

Zerrex nodded again, then said softly: “Thanks… is there anything else I need to know or 

do? I‟d like to head out and see what I‟m doing at the barracks, otherwise.” 

But Alastor only shook his head, turning his television back on… and Selena grunted and 

looked irritated before creating a portal and stepping through. Zerrex followed her, looking over 

his shoulder and catching the canid demon looking miserably after him… and the moment the 

portal closed, Selena grabbed him and threw him against the nearest wall, Zerrex squawking 

before she pushed against him and kissed him hungrily. 

He kissed her back on instinct for a moment… and then she pulled away with a deep 

flush, and before he could stop himself, he blurted: “I‟m not Alastor, you know.” 

She halted immediately, paused as she looked at him and he shrank backwards… and 

then she laughed loudly, shaking her head and grinning widely. “You shithead! Alastor and I 

were never like that, you moron… I just… needed that.” She paused, looking embarrassed now 

herself, and then she straightened and said softly: “Alastor was another one of my teachers, 

particularly while I was going through the Wrath punishment. He taught me a lot… but… one 

day we ended up fighting on opposite sides of the fence.” 

She paused, then flexed her right arm, saying quietly: “He cut this off and almost gutted 

me… but I took his eye and one of his legs, and both of us ended up being trampled and forced 

to lay together, incapacitated and healing each other at intervals just to stay alive. By the time 

they found us, we had stopped fighting altogether and were just concentrating on staying in one 

piece… and so we were both dishonorably discharged from the military and I hear Alastor was 

never fully healed. I‟m still called upon for emergency missions in service to the Princess, but 

never as a solider… only as an Inquisitor. And as for Alastor… it‟s pretty widely known that 

Az‟Iriel plots to remove him from power and take over the Wrath Circle.” 

Selena shook her head slowly, then she smiled a bit at Zerrex and patted him on the 

shoulder, pulling him down the dirt path and towards an enormous gate, where several 

Nightmares were patrolling in full armor, all of them equipped with long lances. There was quiet, 

but Zerrex had already figured out the rest of the story. And that‟s why he is the way he is now… 

no matter how mighty a warrior he might have been in the past, now he‟s old, wounded and 

constantly being undermined by demons that are far more sympathetic to Az‟Iriel than the 

Princess… and since Az‟Iriel doesn‟t like him… 

“Newbie!” hollered one of the Nightmares, and two of them started forwards with wide 

grins, patting their lances… before one of them paled and bolted away, and Zerrex made a face 

after him, sticking out his tongue. He had long given up on chasing down every demon that had 

been part of Az‟Iriel‟s army that fateful day… mostly due to the fact that demons seemed to be 

traded back and forth between armies like they were baseball cards. “Are… are you a newbie?” 

The reptile glanced up at the hesitant question, then he held up his arms and shouted: 

“Boo!” as loudly as he could, and another one of the Nightmares shot off in the other direction, 

leaving the last one shrinking slowly back against the fence, the black-haired stallion looking 

terrified on his own before the Drakkaren said mildly: “We‟ll just pretend you guys all heckled 

me to death. Can you please open the gate?” 

“No problem!” squeaked the stallion, and he immediately grabbed the bars and shoved 

the right side open, Selena grinning and clapping slowly to the Drakkaren before leading him 



down the path and into the enormous yard in front of the military complex, where several 

platoons of soldiers were currently undergoing what looked like basic combat exercises. The 

Drakkaren watched these with curiosity, and a moment later Selena grabbed his arm and jerked 

him to the right. 

He made a face as they walked towards a sentry post where several of those weird 

minotaurs were chatting amiably, polearms hefted against their shoulders, and Selena cleared her 

throat loudly after a moment of waiting. One of them shot her a glare, then they went back to 

chatting for a moment before she pulled out her whip and lashed the closest minotaur with it hard 

enough to send him to the ground, the other two immediately leaping to attention as she shouted: 

“Eyes front, assholes! I‟m not some whore for you to fuck after you finish your tea party, I‟m a 

goddamn Inquisitor and I demand respect!” 

She stepped forwards and kicked the minotaur on the ground in the kidney, and he rolled 

onto his back with a groan of pain, looking terrified as a mage in the small guard booth beyond 

the minotaurs shrank down beind the protective walls. Selena looked back and forth, then she 

snapped: “Where the hell‟s your commanding officer? Or the registration office, whichever is 

closer… I don‟t want to dawdle about all fucking day.” 

“Sir! I mean, ma‟am!” one of the minotaurs said briskly, but his voice trembled a bit, as 

did his finger when he pointed down the path. “Second door in the first building down the path, 

sir… ma‟am!” 

“Either is fine.” Selena stepped forwards, grabbing the minotaur by the chin and jerking 

him down as she asked in a rough voice: “I bet you like discipline, don‟t you, soldier?” 

“Y-Yes, ma‟am!” the minotaur said shakily, and then his eyes bulged when Selena 

reached down under his loincloth, before he howled and Zerrex winced as she twisted something 

viciously, and he fell slowly to his knees before falling face-first into the ground, and the 

Drakkaren swallowed thickly as Selena glared around at the others. 

“Like I said, I‟m no whore for you fuckshits. Now get back to work!” Selena shouted, 

then she turned and stomped down the path, Zerrex toddling quickly along behind her as she 

muttered: “Wrath Minotaurs… no bigger idiots in the universe, I swear to God… next time I 

think I‟ll just rip his dick off…” 

Zerrex made a face, rubbing the back of his head slowly as they turned down towards a 

metal door, knocking on it firmly before he mumbled: “I was almost getting an erection until you 

did that. Now I think I‟ve curled up all the way into my stomach.” 

“Fuck you.” Selena grunted, and then the door opened, and a Naganatine glanced out at 

them coldly, and she immediately went a bit pale, forcing a shaky smile. “What… a surprise. 

Lord Azazel.” 

Azazel? Oh come on! Like I haven‟t met enough demons badass about for even me to 

know lore about them today… “Inquisitor Selena, Lord Zerrex… a pleasure. Please, come 

inside… my sister and I were expecting you.” 

Zerrex nodded, glancing the Naganatine over as he followed him into the room and 

noting his thin, elegant body, black scales, and burning yellow eyes… and then the Drakkaren‟s 

eyes travelled over to another Naganatine sitting on a metal desk, this one female with a pair of 

large breasts and voluptuous curves. But when Azazel sat down behind the desk, absently 

adjusting the lightweight, thin metal armor he wore, the Drakkaren saw that they were definitely 

twins, from the similarity of their features… right down to the way their horns curve slightly 

backwards… 



He bowed to them both, then blinked as Selena dropped to a kneel and started to do the 

same, but the female laughed and shook her head, sliding off the desk with a smile and walking 

over to grasp Zerrex‟s shoulders, looking into his eyes curiously. “No, no, the honor is all ours… 

why don‟t you sit down, Lord Zerrex? We‟re very glad to meet you, my brother and I. By the 

way, my name is Astaroth, and we recently took command of this base…” 

“I took command of it… you‟re second in command.” Azazel reminded his sister gently, 

but there was a certain playfulness in his tone as his sister glared at him over her shoulder, before 

she strode over to the desk and sat down, her long tail flicking backwards along the surface of 

the metal as Azazel motioned towards Zerrex to be seated, and the reptile glanced around before 

sitting down in an old wooden chair at the side of the room with a red cushion, while Selena 

continued to look anxious, her head bowed and in a low kneel. “I have plans for you, Lord 

Zerrex… some very big, very interesting plans at that, I think. But all things start small, although 

it will be interesting indeed to watch you work your way up through the power structure of this 

military base… 

“First off, however, I have this for you. Inquisitor Selena, relax… here, be a sport and 

take this. You might want to look it over yourself, after all.” Azazel said easily, his voice 

charismatic and cheerful… but his eyes filled with sharp intelligence that seemed to measure 

everything he set them on like a hungry predator. Selena looked up… and Azazel held out a 

folded piece of paper, smiling at her soothingly… and a moment later the Inquisitor shakily 

stood and took it. 

She glanced it over, and her eyes darkened as Astaroth said pleasantly to Zerrex: “You‟d 

think we were going to bite her head off or something… but Lord Zerrex, tell me, what do you 

think of the Wrath Circle so far, in your honest opinion?” 

The Drakkaren shifted uncomfortably as Selena walked over to sit in a similar chair next 

to him, holding out the paper… and he took it before saying mildly: “It sucks, a lot.” A pause as 

he opened the folded paper and looked over the schedule at the duty roster and the work he had 

been assigned, and he added in a mutter: “A whole real lot.” 

It basically described him as the base‟s bitch: he would do laundry, work in the cafeteria, 

clean weaponry, and do whatever else any soldier asked him to do… and for all of that, he would 

be paid one silver coin a month. There was also a small square with the word: „Experience‟ in it, 

and he frowned at this and the zero just below it before asking curiously: “If I can ask a question, 

um… your honors… what exactly does this experience thing mean?” 

“Well, I thought it would be fun to make this into a little game.” Azazel said easily, 

smiling and absently beginning to spin a pen back and forth between his fingers, and at Zerrex‟s 

frown, he and his sister shared a laugh. “Don‟t look so down, I‟ll keep it nice and fair and easy at 

first, don‟t worry about that… but if you can gain say… a million experience points, we‟ll call 

them, then we‟ll „level you up,‟ so to speak and give you a new fun job.” 

The Drakkaren made a face, wondering what to say, and then Azazel shared a look with 

his sister before leaning forwards and saying pleasantly: “Please, Lord Zerrex… Zerrex, if I can 

call you that… trust us. It‟ll make things more interesting around here and give you a chance at 

making some real progress, getting some real promotions… I mean, right now your rank is bitch, 

after all, and I know you want to be something better than that. Play the game well and who 

knows where you‟ll go? But play it badly… and you might find out there‟s even worse things 

than just being a base bitch.” 

Zerrex gritted his teeth, looking over at Selena, but she shrugged helplessly, blushing and 

looking away before Astaroth added teasingly: “Come on, Lord Zerrex… do it, go ahead and 



play the game with us… see how you stack up against the legendary demon twins and maybe 

show off a bit and outsmart us.  Then you‟ll get some real prestige in Hell… and who knows? 

Maybe we‟ll teach you a thing or two if you can be properly impressive in the game and make it 

far enough through the rankings… and believe me, my brother and I know almost everything 

there is to know about Hell.” 

The reptile felt something stirring inside him at this, but at the same time he felt hesitant 

and unsure: Azazel and Astaroth, after all, might be a bit too much for him to handle, even with 

the help of Sin and Selena. But at the same time, with the Naganatine both grinning at him and 

the challenge in the air, he couldn‟t refuse… and he finally nodded, saying quietly: “I‟ll do it, 

then. Tell me how the game works.” 

“Wonderful.” Azazel sat back, crossing his arms and smiling slightly. “For every task 

you successfully complete, you‟ll get ten points of experience… for every bonus task you 

complete – you know, going out of your way to do things for a solider in the base while still 

completing your other jobs – you‟ll get a hundred points. For every soldier that challenges you to 

a fight and you beat the crap out of, you‟ll get between one thousand and ten thousand points…” 

A pause as Azazel leaned forwards, adding softly: “But if you challenge a soldier to a fight, and 

by that I mean if you throw the first punch… you lose a hundred thousand points. And you lose 

fifty points for every task you fail to complete over the course of the day… and believe me, 

unless you‟ve got some jets on your feet, you‟ll fail to complete one or two tasks every day.” 

He leaned back in the chair and nodded to Astaroth, who smiled teasingly and reached 

out to touch Zerrex‟s nose gently… and it sent a terrible chill through his body as she said easily: 

“But on the other hand… we‟ll also give you special experience awards for rising to meet certain 

challenges… for instance, because my brother and I are so generous, we‟re going to give you… 

five hundred thousand points right now.” 

“Two hundred and fifty thousand.” Azazel corrected her gently, and she rolled her eyes 

with a smile before tilting her head towards him, and he sighed and nodded, scribbling 

something down on a piece of paper. “Fine, three hundred and fifty thousand points it is.” 

“See? We‟re nice.” Astaroth looked at him with a glint in her eye that was anything but, 

like he was a lab rat being tested in a brand new maze. “We‟ll also reward your stamina, 

strength, everything we can think of… but on the other hand, if you disappoint us, there will be 

penalties… and not just in the form of experience. But I won‟t ruin the surprises that might come 

later.” 

Azazel paused in his writing, then he glanced up at Zerrex evenly and added gently: “And 

remember… my sister and I can see everything. So don‟t think that just because you‟re alone and 

have some spare time you can masturbate in some solider‟s bed and we won‟t know about it. I‟d 

keep myself running around and doing chores, if I were you, even when things seem to be quiet, 

calm and all clear.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, and then Azazel glanced back down at his paper, saying easily: “I 

think that covers everything for now, so we‟re done here… why don‟t you go home, Lord 

Zerrex? You begin tomorrow at noon, right after your punishment session. Take care now.” 

“Yes, make sure you keep yourself looking so handsome and fit…” Astaroth added, 

winking at him as she slid off the desk and gently grasped his bicep… and he was surprised by 

the strength of the female as she gently led him to the door, Selena quickly striding out ahead of 

them before she looked down into Zerrex‟s eyes searchingly, her own flashing. “We‟re looking 

forwards to competing with you and seeing how the game plays out…” 



Zerrex only nodded again mutely as he stepped outside, and then she closed the door with 

a last grin before Selena grabbed his arm and jerked him through a portal. He staggered, flailing 

and hitting a wall as he found himself suddenly back in his own apartment, and Selena snarled 

and punched the wall opposite him roughly, Zerrex glancing over at her in surprise as she cursed. 

“Shit, shit, shit! Lord Zerrex… I… I don‟t know what to do here… those two are bad news, they 

cause chaos everywhere they go and they‟re known to have connections to Az‟Iriel… but the 

only way they could get into power at a military base like that is if they were appointed there, 

and since I know that Alastor wouldn‟t appoint them, it means the Princess must have…” 

The Drakkaren blinked stupidly, then he glared at her and asked crossly: “And why 

didn‟t you mention this before I agreed to their psycho game?” 

Selena opened her mouth, then closed it and rubbed the back of her head, muttering in an 

ashamed voice: “I… I was scared.” A pause as she looked away, and Zerrex felt sympathy for 

her despite himself before she grumbled: “What‟s done is done, anyway. I just hope they don‟t 

fuck with you too much… we‟re already deep in shit with what‟s happened to you, and we have 

to find a solution for that problem first, above everything else…” 

Zerrex nodded, and he smiled a bit despite himself, even though it earned a strange look 

from Selena with what they had just been talking about… yet the first thing he had clung to 

wasn‟t the fact that he had become a monster even among demons, or the fact that Azazel and 

Astaroth were likely under the banner of the Warlord… but the fact she had said we. 

 

A hundred years into his sentence, and Zerrex was more miserable than he had ever been, 

as he walked slowly along the outside of the Wrath Circle. The place was Hell inside Hell, filled 

with mutated demons, evil spirits, and all sorts of nasty creatures who would hurt you just so 

they could drink in your pain… and both the new Inqusitors and his job were driving him slowly 

insane in this environment where he couldn‟t find any release. 

Faulk he had heard about in the Lust Circle, a vicious Slaver who had become an 

Inquisitor likely just because of his cruelty… and since he used an enchanted, cursed whip filled 

with the souls of angry demons, often the wounds he left wouldn‟t heal properly or leave long 

scars that would take forever to vanish or a special spell from Sin… but even then, he bore a few 

new permanent ones from the crocodilian Inquisitor. Faulk, at least, was stupid and easy to 

manipulate… and he was only capable of doing pure physical torture, no matter how often he 

raved or tried to convince Zerrex he was worthless. 

The other slaver, Ose Tur‟il Parlius, was a master of mind control and manipulation, and 

he had often humiliated the reptile by putting him on a leash and making him crawl naked 

through the streets of Kuros, one of the nearest cities in the Southern Section of the Wrath Circle. 

The humiliation was always almost too much to bear, but he hadn‟t snapped yet… although he 

knew that the moment he did, Ose would be ready with some other terrible punishment, or 

perhaps just cruel laughter… unless, of course, Zerrex snuck on the golden bracelet he was still 

hiding safely away in the bag he kept under his cot. 

Then there was the job… and Azazel and Astaroth did indeed know every single thing he 

did at work, and marked him for it. In a hundred years, Zerrex had accumulated more than three 

million points… but he had also lost just over two million, leaving him roughly several thousand 

shy of reaching his first „level up.‟ The game sickened him at times, since soldiers would 

sometimes come to him with horrible requests he would normally refuse, such as filling the 

neighbor‟s bed with centipedes… but he knew that to refuse any task meant he‟d be marked 



down by one of the Naganatine twins, and he‟d never get out of the miniature torture that his job 

had become. 

Worse, they made all sorts of advances on him, too, but always just to see how he‟d 

react… and if he reacted badly in their eyes, they‟d mark him down for that, too, even off the 

clock. Zerrex had a sneaking suspicion that he was never going to be permitted to get to the next 

level, as he firmly kicked a rock behind some bushes… and something on the other side yelped 

before screeching in a high-pitched voice: “You sons of bitches, at least have the guts to come in 

here and hit me with rocks! All you Wrath assholes are cowards!” 

“Who‟s there?” Zerrex called, and the voice went silent, as if surprised… and the 

Drakkaren frowned a bit before hesitantly pushing his way through the deathgrass, the vegetation 

that grew in Wrath apart from ironwood and apple trees. On the other side, however, he found 

himself in a secluded field… except he could see a circle of worn protective runes around a 

figure that was hunched down on its knees, and the reptile blinked, tilting his head curiously. 

“What?” it snapped, and Zerrex continued to look curiously at the Drakkaren that was 

imprisoned by means of a pair of massive manacles secured with four chains each, feeding down 

into heavy blocks of black metal that likely were anchored deep in the cracked, stony earth. He 

was leaning forwards on his fists, forced into a permanent kneel on his knees by the heavy strips 

of black steel that went around his lower legs and secured into another black plate of metal… 

and there was a strange mechanism on a worn metal post in front of the Drakkaren with what 

looked like a keyhole of some kind in it the latter surrounded by runes the reptile didn‟t 

recognize. 

“What are you doing here?” Zerrex asked quietly, stepping closer to the Drakkaren and 

sizing him up. He had bright evergreen scales that lightened over his chest, and he was likely 

half-Dragokkaren by the size of his body, which was comparable with the Drakkaren‟s own. His 

clothes consisted of a shoulder armor that connected to a plain rawhide strap that crossed over 

his chest and connected into a set of three thick belts, several pouches hanging from these – 

including one that was long and cylindrical, but empty, as if it had once contained some sort of 

scroll. His pants were tarnished brown, rotten from the passage of many years but still poofing 

out a bit near the bottom, where what remained fed into a pair of leather moccasins… and his 

eyes were a bright blue that were currently looking at him with irritation. 

He struggled a bit against his restraints, and then he said in a sarcastic voice: “Oh, you 

know, I just decided to stop here for a picnic, since it‟s such a pretty, scenic location… what the 

fuck do you think I‟m doing here?” A pause as Zerrex continued to look at him mildly, and then 

he slouched and rolled his eyes, moving his head with the motion and grumbling: “I‟m sorry, I‟m 

sorry, I didn‟t mean it… I‟ve just been stuck here so fucking long I want to stab someone in the 

eye, even if I have to use my penis to do it. I really should have chosen a different spot to 

vacation in, I guess, and done some research on the local citizenry before I joined that hula 

party…” 

The Drakkaren decided to go with a different tactic this time, asking gently: “What‟s 

your name, then? I‟m Zerrex Narrius, originally from Ire.” 

“Good ol‟ Ire! I bet it‟s still fucked-to-shit, too.” The creature grunted, and then he 

coughed and cleared his throat, before tilting his head back and saying regally: “I am Ashcroft 

Ixin the Third, ex-head of the Mage Clans and currently confined to Hell for crimes I did not 

commit.” A pause, and then he shrugged a bit, adding mildly: “Well, okay, maybe I did commit 

some of them, but they never proved it and I never had a fair trial. I have a right to fair trial, 

dammit!” 



He all-but-screamed the last bit, then huffed and settled back down, looking over at 

Zerrex and asking mildly: “So are you a demon? You don‟t really look like a demon, other than 

the horns. And just because you‟re horny, that doesn‟t a demon make you: just look at me, I‟m 

horny all the time and yet I‟m still just plain ol‟ Ixin.” A pause, and then he added in a mutter: 

“Fuck, I‟m going to be stuck here for all eternity, and now I‟ve got a retarded kid staring at me 

thinking I‟m nutty as a bun.” 

“That makes no sense.” Zerrex said flatly, unable to stop himself, and Ixin immediately 

glared at him before sniffling and pasting a hurt look on his face. “So what, you were sent to Hell 

and you then pissed off the Scholars?” 

“No, I was here long before the Scholars were put in power.” Ixin said absently, shaking 

his head and becoming lucid instead of insane once more… at least for the moment. Dude is a 

complete whackjob, and I get the feeling he was eccentric long before he went to Hell… “I was 

doing magical research in my labs with the Crescent Clan, and I uh… accidently sped up my 

cancer. Well, it wasn‟t really cancer, but it was close enough. In short, it ate through my liver 

and my pancreas before you could say „hey-oh!‟ and next thing I knew, I woke up here.” 

He paused for a few long moments, frowning and looking down, before smiling 

cheerfully and glancing up at Zerrex, except the reptile could see that the smile didn‟t reach his 

eyes: what he saw instead was distrust, darkness, and anger. “They wanted me to do research for 

something called a Lucifer‟s Eye, but I never even got that project finished… it was taken over 

by some bitch named Feldspar, who I recognized as a priestess from one of the Clans who went 

psycho-rogue-crazy a while back, and after I uh… did some things I am not proud of… they 

cursed me with permanent mortality and locked me up here to suffer for a billion eternities, or 

roughly ten trillion years or some crazy shit like that. Never thought I‟d be using an eternity as a 

unit of measurement but hey, there you are.” 

He sighed dramatically, rolling his head back, then he looked at Zerrex and added flatly: 

“And the motherfuckers took my flute. I heard it‟s in some museum somewhere as a magical 

artifact… hey, you know, if you went and got it for me, I‟d give you a shiny new dime, kiddo.” 

“Don‟t call me that.” Zerrex said irritably, and then he approached Ixin, leaning down to 

grasp the chains… but he was immediately repelled by some sort of spell, and Ixin cackled as the 

Zerrex sat up with his hair fuzzed out and his body smoldering.  

“Yeah, it‟s to prevent people from walking along and chopping my fool head off. Sorry I 

forgot to warn you about that.” The immortal mortal said cheerfully, and then he winced as 

Zerrex growled at him and stood quickly up, brushing himself off and squawking as Zerrex left: 

“Hey, hey, wait! Wait, come back here! I can teach you fancy spell shit!” 

“I hate magic.” Zerrex said sourly, and then he pushed his way through the bushes before 

frowning as Ixin yelled after him everything from obscenities to pleas, and finally he turned 

around and walked back into the clearing, and Ixin let out a long sigh of relief. “Look. I only 

have a few minutes to spare today, so you better have some good information for me, at least… 

if you‟ve been in Hell this long, I‟m sure you‟ve managed to pick up some information from 

somewhere.” 

Ixin rolled his eyes, and then he said dourly: “Yeah, excuse me while I reach into my 

pocket for my scrying mirror or my cellphone. Look, the most I can do from here is some basic 

long-range-hearing magic, I ain‟t got shit-all else going for me with the ridiculous number of 

charms, curses, blessings, and barriers over me… and the only way to free me is to get my flute 

back and stick it in that locking mechanism there. You know, penetrate the orifice with the long 



hard rod with a pointed end. It sounds so fuckin‟ eww but it‟s seriously the only way to get my 

ass out of here.” 

The reptile felt like pointing out that he wasn‟t stupid enough to chase down a magic flute 

for a prisoner in the Wrath Circle without some solid information… but he decided to let that go 

for now, instead crossing his arms and saying mildly: “I have no clue where the flute is, for one 

thing, and your lead isn‟t exactly helpful, since I can‟t leave the Circle of Wrath for about ten 

thousand more years… meaning you‟re going to have to wait at least that long until I can run 

around and do that little task for you. On the other hand, I can at least spend some time here with 

you when I‟m not getting my ass handed to me.” 

“Wonderful. Someone to talk to and cry on the shoulder of… just what I‟ve always 

wanted and needed and cherished more than my freedom.” Ixin said sarcastically, and then he 

yelped when Zerrex stood up to leave, looking irritated. “Okay, okay, fuck you‟re a touchy son-

of-a-gun. Just calm the balls down and sit on your ass here, and listen to some of granddad‟s 

stories before he dies of cardiac arrest.” 

Ixin was a strange addition to the Drakkaren‟s life: but, so long as he remembered to sort 

the sanity out of the madness, Ixin provided him with a lot of interesting facts and information, 

while the reptile remained careful to not mention the fact he had been turned into some sort of 

super-demon by the Lucifer‟s Eye. He was beginning to get the idea that Ixin was a very prideful 

creature, after all, and knowing that Feldspar had succeeded with the device where he had failed 

might cause Ixin to fall into one of his moods where all he did was make lame jokes while he 

very-obviously stewed about something. 

But it did admittedly help to actually have someone to hang around with, and Ixin taught 

him a few neat spells in exchange for information about what was going on in Hell and the 

mortal world right now. And despite his eccentricities, he proved extremely helpful with the last 

few chapters of Basic Magic Principles, and after five hundred years in the Circle of Wrath, 

Zerrex had finally mastered the entire book and all the spells in it as Ixin faked tears of joy and 

shook his head back and forth until the reptile had created a Marble and thrown it at him. 

He‟d learned more about Ixin from Selena and Sin than from the odd entity himself, 

though: both of them told Zerrex about how the mage had used his flute as a magical tool to 

boost his already-terrifying abilities, ripping through Hell like a whirlwind on his way to take 

revenge on Feldspar for some trespass she‟d made against the Mage Clans before Alastor had 

dueled him and defeated the mortal, and he‟d been sealed away much like the Terrors had by the 

Princess herself, but left aboveground and in the Circle of Wrath as a living testament of what 

would happen to all that opposed her. Both Sin and Selena made it very clear that freeing Ixin 

would be incredibly dangerous… but that on the other hand, he was a wellspring of knowledge, 

despite the fact he seemed to be the mortal incarnation of chaos. 

For now, however, Zerrex was more than happy to only visit Ixin occasionally and leave 

him where he was: he often only had time once or twice a week, anyway, with how hard Azazel 

and Astaroth pushed him at work, and how hard Selena was pushing him on control and learning 

about his demonic form, and two more chains had snapped off his body… and the reptile only 

hoped it was because he‟d become so much better at controlling his abilities than it was because 

he‟d grown too strong for the binds to hold him any longer. 

Now, less than a month after he‟d finished the Basic Magic Principles book, Selena 

showed up in his room with a book labeled: „Advanced Magical Principles,‟ and Zerrex felt like 

he was going to cry at the size of it and the fact it was written in demonic runes, something he 

still had trouble reading despite all the effort he‟d put in to learning it. He made a face at Selena, 



who glowered at him in return, and then she said mildly: “If you have a tutor like Ixin working 

with you as well as me, we should be able to plow through this book pretty quickly. But today 

we‟re going to work on your demonic abilities instead of magic, so come on.” 

Selena put the book aside, and Zerrex let out a sigh of relief as she created a portal, 

following her quickly through and out into the Badlands in the Western Section of Wrath, where 

only a few Craven roamed and there were no „civilized‟ demons to attempt to raid or murder 

them for the hell of it. They did a lot of their training out here, both because of the harsh 

environment of the desert and the fact that they were only rarely interrupted… and Selena looked 

at him softly before asking gently: “How‟s your body?” 

What she really meant though, was if he could transform any further… and Zerrex simply 

shook his head a bit, smiling slightly in return. Ever since the second chain had broken loose, the 

reptile had found himself capable of shifting his body in minor ways, which included making his 

horns vanish and reappear at will… and not just his bull horns, but the second set of ram‟s horns 

he now had as well. And along with that, he could also create long tentacles that usually pushed 

out of his shoulders or back, and although they were weak and useful only for picking up a book 

or scaring the crap out of someone, Selena had told him mildly he‟d be able to create stronger, 

thicker tentacles the more often he used the ability, and his control over them would improve as 

well… and when he‟d still grunted in disinterest, she‟d leaned over and muttered to him: “And 

you could even make them naughty, if you get my drift.” 

Zerrex had tried to keep the hentai-style thoughts out of his mind, and had failed 

miserably. And once more, he was trying to tell himself how stupid that was, how ridiculous it 

was, and how nerdy it would be… and all of those thoughts were failing as well as he rubbed the 

back of his head slowly and looked over at Selena, the cheap boots he‟d bought grinding against 

the dirt as he adjusted his plain cloth pants before saying mildly: “Should I try that attack again?”  

“Yeah, except aim for my wrist this time instead of my neck.” Selena said dryly, holding 

her arm up in front of herself and closing her hand into a fist, and Zerrex winced before taking a 

deep breath. He set himself, closed his eyes and concentrated, and then held his arm out to the 

side. 

Slowly, his shoulder seemed to ripple, and then a long, flesh-colored tendril pushed out 

of it and wrapped slowly around his arm, going down to his wrist… and the demon that still 

thought of himself only as a Drakkaren narrowed his eyes and lashed his arm forwards, and the 

tentacle shot out, stretching the good ten feet between them before wrapping rapidly around 

Selena‟s arm, and Zerrex grinned as he grabbed his own tentacle and jerked her hard towards 

him. 

Selena grunted and set her feet into the ground, then jerked back… and Zerrex 

immediately staggered forwards, wincing and mumbling: “Ow, ow, ow.” under his breath before 

slowly walking towards her and blushing deeply, looking embarrassed as the tentacle quickly 

slithered up his arm and back into his body. Selena gave him a look of mixed exasperation and 

empathy as he approached, and then he coughed as it finished sliding into his body, muttering: 

“Well, at least it‟s working a bit better…” 

“Still really sensitive though, huh?” Selena asked gently, and Zerrex nodded, rubbing at 

his shoulder absently before she poked his chest firmly as the seal-chains glowed purple over it 

for a moment before fading from sight slowly. “It might be because of this, since it pops out 

every time you use your tentacles… can you feel with them, though?” 

Zerrex paused, then he crossed his arms and made a face, wrinkling up his muzzle as a 

tendril slowly slid out of his other shoulder, and she watched as it moved through the air steadily 



before swaying back and forth, then up and down… and then Zerrex looked innocently up into 

the air as it slowly moved down, the tip pushing against her nipple gently before it slid slowly 

around her breast, and Zerrex mumbled: “Let‟s see, that‟s a 34G?” 

“Remove it or I‟ll chop it off.” Selena grunted, but Zerrex grinned widely at the slight 

flush on her face as the tendril slithered free and retreated back into his shoulder, and he rolled it 

slowly before she glared at him. “Stop thinking those thoughts, you pervert. But seriously, can 

you feel with them and everything?” 

“Sort of…” Zerrex shrugged a bit, rubbing the back of his head slowly as he looked back 

at her with a slight frown, and then he recrossed his arms as he said musingly: “It‟s like… it‟s 

almost like I‟m feeling something with a really long finger… but through cloth, if that makes any 

sense? At the same time the sensation‟s different though, it‟s kind of… nubbly?” 

“Nubbly.” Selena said mildly, and Zerrex coughed before she repeated the word, then 

shook her head slowly and rolled her eyes. “You speak Angelic, Demonic, and several mortal 

languages… and yet still you apparently feel the urge to make up brand new words to describe 

things. You never fail to amaze, Lord Zerrex, not even after ten thousand years of knowing you.” 

The Drakkaren grumbled something, and then Selena smiled slightly at him before 

patting him on the shoulder, adding softly: “They‟ll get stronger as you improve yourself, and as 

the seals break. Tentacles aren‟t just for Lust demons and bad sex movies on the mortal realm, 

you know… if you can learn to control them fully, nothing will be out of your reach, assuming 

that you can‟t just break something to get to it. How much do you lift now at that stupid gym you  

hang out at?” 

Zerrex pointedly ignored the question, glancing away and rubbing the back of his head as 

he mumbled: “I uh… I don‟t hang out there anymore. I got in a fight with a guy selling that 

Pan‟s Serum stuff, and they kicked me out after I beat him up and broke a few things… so yeah.” 

He paused at her look, and then sighed, muttering under his breath: “Fifty metric tons, ten reps, 

only strained a bit.”  

“Wrath demons are the strongest physically, and you were ridiculously-strong to begin 

with… and hey, have you been working on that other trick I taught you? Now that one you 

should be thanking me for, because I‟m already regretting teaching it to you.” Selena said dryly, 

and Zerrex looked confused for a moment before grinning stupidly and nodding quickly, and the 

Inquisitor made a face at his expression. 

“What? I didn‟t do too much bad with it.” Zerrex said flatly, and then he rose a finger and 

added: “And I‟d like to point out that you only showed me how to do it because you saw me do it 

when I… wasn‟t myself that one time.” 

The Drakkaren looked away for a moment, feeling fleeting mixture of self-loathing and 

shame, and then he shook his head and glanced back at her, immediately narrowing his eyes and 

concentrating. They flashed pure emerald for a moment, and then Selena went limp and looked 

up at him slavishly, putting her hands together as he stepped close and almost drooling over 

him… before she blinked a few times, then glared at him and flailed her arms as she shouted 

furiously: “What did I say about using Domination on me? I swear to crap I‟ll kick you right in 

your testicles, and then I‟ll rip one off and make you eat it!” 

Zerrex leaned away, raising his hands with a wince and mumbling an apology under his 

breath, then Selena sighed and added grudgingly: “But I guess you do deserve some 

congratulations then. It‟s both Wrath and Lust, so I thought you‟d excel at it… and if you can 

even make me go all fuzzy over you with a single look, I guess you‟ve really picked up on that 



trick. It‟ll work even better on mortals, too, if you ever get sent to the mortal realm… I mean…” 

She paused and smiled faintly, saying softly: “When you return home to the mortal realm.” 

Zerrex laughed a bit and rubbed the back of his head slowly, and then he hesitated for a 

moment before asking a question that had been on his mind for a long time now: “Selena… 

with… what I am, is it… is it even safe for me to return home one day? Or should I… should I 

just give up on that dream and stay here, to make sure I don‟t hurt anyone…” He paused and 

looked away quietly, saying softly: “I don‟t want to become Narrius, my father… and I don‟t 

want to become Az‟Iriel, either.” 

Selena gazed at him softly, then she shoved him backwards and tripped him, knocking 

the Drakkaren back on his ass as she glared down at him. “Lord Zerrex Narrius. I‟ve seen you do 

things that should be impossible, and watched you overcome your own vices, and even your own 

virtues, not to mention every kind of pain imaginable. Together, you and Lily fought and killed a 

High Prince, the same High Prince that happened to be her father… and not only did you have 

the strength to fight him until the last breath, you showed so much courage and resolve that Lily 

was able to stand up and help you stop her father from killing you, her, and who knows how 

many others in the madness that had overtaken him.  

“After I saw what you had become…” She paused, then looked down for a moment 

before meeting his eyes, saying quietly: “I was terrified. I was horrified. And your power was so 

great you were even capable of scaring the Princess and crushing Feldspar like a bug. But when I 

looked at you only minutes later, I saw you… and as you always say, you are just another 

Drakkaren, one who‟s been unlucky since the day he was born in many ways. You are a demon, 

sure, and one like I‟ve never seen before, one with enough strength to destroy anything he 

wanted in Hell should those bonds be torn free… but at the same time I only see you as you‟ve 

always been. I believe you‟ll control yourself… I believe in you. Now stop being a pussy and get 

the hell up.” 

Zerrex smiled a bit despite himself, and then he nodded and slowly climbed to his feet, 

flexing his muscles as he looked across at Selena and said softly: “Then what else do you want to 

train me in today?” 

Selena smiled… and for hours on end she forced the Drakkaren through grueling 

exercises, making him go through a quick stretch and workout before experimenting more with 

his demonic abilities and seeing how many of his demonic characteristics she could force out… 

but apart from the ram‟s horns, no others appeared over the reptile‟s entire body, even when she 

forced him to drop his pants, which made him mumble about molestation. After that, she ran him 

through magic exercises, making sure he had down all the spells he claimed to be able to cast 

and correcting him here and there, and for the last two hours she trained him in silent casting. 

It worked on the same concept as the Self-Illusion, which Zerrex had learned and used 

occasionally when he felt his mood was right: if he wasn‟t calm enough, on the other hand, he 

tended to accidently cast the spell on whatever was in front of him, which had landed him in a lot 

of trouble one night while he‟d been cooking in the kitchens and had accidently blown up the pot 

of stew on the strange, demon-enchanted stove. The difference, of course, was that he didn‟t say 

the incantation, but concentrated firmly on it and on what he wanted it to affect… which was a 

lot easier said then done. 

Most of the easy spells Zerrex could do… but once things got into even moderate skill 

levels, or the incantations became lengthier than five words, he started getting into trouble with 

casting it properly or even making it work at all. He‟d also discovered that you never felt more 

stupid then when silently casting a spell and pointing at someone… and having nothing happen. 



It made him feel like he was a child again, only a retarded one who‟d been held back a few years 

in school and thus was the playground giant. 

Afterwards, Selena permitted him to go home and rest, and Zerrex felt sore and tired, 

wanting to rest but knowing she‟d show up again in a few hours to force him through some more 

training. His „free‟ days always went like that, especially if he wasn‟t scheduled to work because 

of some issue at the military base… and Azazel and Astaroth only wanted him to show up to 

work for an hour or two today, for some special treat that was starting to worry him. The two 

Naganatine demons weren‟t exactly anything like any mortal lore had said about them, and they 

often spoke about Mephistopheles to him, which made him nervous, since apparently they‟d 

learned he was a Hybrid Incarnation… 

The Drakkaren stretched a bit, then made a face as he created a portal, sighing and 

deciding to go in and get things over with. He forced himself up to his feet, then slouched 

through the portal and stepped into the outskirts of the base, approaching the gate and making a 

face at the Minotaur on duty, who pushed it open for him with a grunt and a wince. The reptile 

had noticed that a lot of the soldiers at this base seemed to be ones who had been part of the giant 

army that had killed him and Requiem, and it infuriated him… but he kept himself calm 

whenever he worked, and he thought he‟d earned bonus points because of it… but it‟s so 

goddamn hard to tell with the twins…  

The reptile made his way to the Commander‟s office, and he gave a perfunctory knock 

before walking in and immediately staring in shock as confetti rained down from the ceiling and 

Astaroth threw her arms wide, dressed in a light blue bikini that barely covered her body with a 

few small strips of cloth over her nipples and groin, saying cheerfully: “Congratulations Zerrex, 

you‟ve leveled up!” 

The reptile stared around the room as he stepped inside and closed the door, noting 

Azazel jotting things down in his notebook and dressed as usual in his lightweight body armor 

and black uniform, and then he smiled a bit at the large banner hanging across the ceiling before 

saying easily: “Well, if this is the reception I get every time I „level up‟ in the game, I‟ll just have 

to play even harder.” 

“Good, that‟s the kind of response I was hoping for.” Azazel said absently, then he stood 

up and smiled, striding around the desk and walking over to pat Zerrex on the shoulder firmly. 

“Tomorrow, your duties change. From this moment onwards, you‟re officially a student of the 

base, and you‟ll be tending more to the knights and the higher-ranking soldiers. I‟ll be looking 

forwards to seeing what you do…”  

A pause, and then Azazel slid behind him, and the Drakkaren paused as he heard the 

snick of a lock before he felt the Naganatine turn around and press forwards against the 

Drakkaren‟s back, the reptile‟s eyes going wide before Astaroth was suddenly pressing against 

his front… and the two larger demons laughed a bit as Astaroth asked softly: “We‟re going to 

play another little game now… because we‟re curious about the great Lord Zerrex…” 

The Drakkaren swallowed thickly, trying to ignore the demons grinding against him 

before he felt Astaroth grasp one of his hands and place it firmly on her breast, and then Azazel 

grasped his hips and ground against him firmly as he asked playfully: “You‟re a Lust and Wrath 

combination, isn‟t that right? No, no, that one‟s rhetorical, don‟t worry. Here‟s a real question, 

though… you like to hurt people during sex, don‟t you?” 

“Yes…” Zerrex admitted quietly, and he bowed his head as the twins grinned at each 

other over his head, the reptile adding softly: “Of course, I‟m assuming you already know all 

this… or that you‟ll know if I lie.” 



“Exactly… one or the other, anyway.” Azazel said mildly, and then he leaned down and 

asked softly: “But sometimes you can be gentle, isn‟t that right?” 

Zerrex nodded and frowned, but before he could open his mouth, Astaroth laughed softly 

and said quietly: “Go ahead, touch me… I don‟t mind. In fact, I‟m inviting you to be brave… 

touch me, Lord Zerrex…” 

The Drakkaren trembled a bit… and then he slowly slid his hand down and under her tiny 

bikini top, and Astaroth let out a murr before bucking her hips as his other hand slid down her 

stomach… and she let out a pleased sigh as he slipped his fingers down under her bikini bottom 

to feel out the shape of her labia, whispering softly: “Yes, that‟s good, that‟s really good… now 

tell me, have you ever been fucked up the ass?” 

Zerrex blinked, then he winced and said slowly: “Yes…” A pause, and he grunted quietly 

as Azazel ground against him from behind, his hands gripping into him with a bit more firmness 

before he said softly: “I don‟t usually swing that way, though…” 

“That‟s true, too, I suppose… but you‟d do it for someone big enough, strong enough, 

handsome enough, isn‟t that right?” Azazel asked softly, and Astaroth tilted the Drakkaren‟s 

muzzle up with surprising force, the reptile grunting as her eyes forcefully locked with his. “Go 

ahead, don‟t be shy…” 

“Yes… I would.” Zerrex muttered, and he twitched, fidgeting as they both ground 

forwards and sliding his hands free from Astaroth, but immediately she grabbed one and Azazel 

grabbed the other, the Naganatine pulling it firmly against the Drakkaren‟s own waist.  

“Slide my hand down into your pants.” Azazel instructed calmly, and Zerrex clenched his 

eyes shut, hesitating… and then he slowly slid his hand free, pulling Azazel‟s against his 

chiseled abdominals before pushing it carefully down beneath his waistband as Astaroth 

squeezed his other hand firmly, grinning widely as the Naganatine‟s hand slowly slid down over 

the reptile‟s groin… and then Zerrex grunted quietly as the First Breed‟s fingers brushed against 

his shaft, and the twins laughed. 

They held him there in silence for almost a full minute as Astaroth forced the reptile‟s 

hand against her other breast, holding it tightly there, Zerrex‟s other hand trapped between the 

fabric of his own pants and the male Naganatine‟s hand… and just as he gathered the courage to 

tell them both to back off, he stumbled forwards as they both simply vanished, and he was 

standing alone in the office, looking stupidly back and forth before looking at a report card on 

the wall, which was graded with an „A-‟ in bright red. The reptile stared at this, then he walked 

quickly over to it and muttered under his breath: “„You passed the minor leagues, so have a 

bonus one hundred thousand points… remember, we‟re still watching you, so please neaten up 

before you go.‟” 

Zerrex gritted his teeth, but he then took a slow breath, remembering that the two 

probably were somehow keeping an eye on him from somewhere… and so instead he left for the 

storage closet, and came back a few minutes later with a broom and a bucket, quickly cleaning 

up the confetti, taking down the decorations, and taking it all out to the enormous garbage bin 

near the back of the military base to dump out the bucket before returning that and the broom to 

the closet, and going back to the office to figure out what to do with the banner… but the door 

was locked now, and no one responded to his knocking… so instead he simply headed to the 

gates… before staring as a huge, muscular Daius and a pretty, short succubus approached him 

hand-in-hand, both of them wearing large gift-bows: blue one the Daius and pink on the 

succubus. “Lord Zerrex?” 



The reptile nodded wordlessly as they both smiled and bowed to him, and the Drakkaren 

realized they were also wearing collars and leashes… and he took one in either hand before 

leading them out the gates and out of the base. On the one hand, he suddenly felt insane with 

lust, like he should engage in a threesome right here and now and invite everyone else who 

wanted to join in to do so… but on the other hand, he couldn‟t help but wonder what exactly the 

orders of these two demons were. 

He didn‟t trust Azazel or Astaroth: the twins bothered him in a way he couldn‟t describe, 

couldn‟t quite put a finger on in ways other than because they might work for Az‟Iriel… and so, 

despite how much he wanted to do otherwise, he created a portal and lied: “Go on through, this 

leads to my apartment.” 

They both nodded and did so… and Zerrex closed the portal with a grimace before 

creating another one and hopping through it. Well, at least the Lust Circle is where they belong, 

so hopefully they don‟t get too confused or anything… and dear Gods I need to do something…  

The reptile made a face as he stepped into his room and fidgeted, and then he absently 

wondered if he should masturbate just to take the edge off… but the issues with that were 

twofold: one was that he always had a problem cleaning up the mess – he needed to cast the 

cleansing spell on every surface he managed to splatter, as well as himself and his cot, so it 

uselessly ate up a lot of energy after a day he already spent feeling tired and sore – and the other 

was that Selena could show up any time, and the last time she‟d laughed her ass off and said he 

should just drop his pride and that she‟d only make him beg a little bit if he wanted a quick, 

friendly screw. 

He felt awkward sleeping with her now, however, since he was always nervous she‟d 

want to do something weird and kinky even for him… or, more seriously, that since he was now 

a full demon, he‟d accidently lose control of himself and seriously injure her, especially with the 

darkness now coursing through his blood. The other awkward thing was that she‟d finally 

pointed out he‟d grown… and he had certainly grown in every way, and even before she‟d had 

trouble taking his full length when she wasn‟t busy raping him in her „duties as an Inquisitor.‟ 

And yet I‟m the perverted one… 

Zerrex snorted a bit at this, smiling to himself… and then he groaned and tried to push 

the sexual thoughts aside, deciding to head down to the common room for now and see what 

chores needed to be done around the place. Usually Rauls, the Cyclops wolf, didn‟t make him do 

anything simply because he was terrified of the lizard… but the Drakkaren liked to earn his keep, 

and he didn‟t really mind the other members of the halfway house. Only one or two of them 

really pissed him off, although he did his best to be polite… but demonstrating that he had no 

problem hefting them over his head with one hand usually made them shut up, when words alone 

failed to make his point. 

He glanced back and forth as he slipped into the rickety common room, with its ugly, 

breaking-down chairs and ragged couch, and Rauls quickly hopped to his feet and ran into the 

kitchen as the Drakkaren asked mildly to the Swamp Spine lizard-demon sitting nearest to him: 

“Anything else that needs to be done today?” 

It shook its head, then paused and glanced over at a miserable-looking Initiate dog who 

was still wearing the tattered remains of an Irenic Military jacket. “Wait, uh… Sieve, did you get 

wood?” 

“Steve!” the dog barked, and then it winced as the lizard-demon immediately snarled. 

“Sorry… and God, not yet, give me a fuckin‟ break.” 



“I‟ll go do that.” Zerrex said mildly, then he turned and headed down the hallway, past a 

few of the lower apartments and the door leading into the kitchen. He paused at the last, thought 

about bursting in on Rauls and doing something stupid or crazy, then decided against it and 

instead headed for the back door of the small halfway house. 

The reptile shouldered his way out out the screen door, then he paused on the back deck, 

noting a strange figure standing in a ragged black cloak next to the woodpile, a long cowl hiding 

its face… and the Drakkaren frowned a bit before he let out a squeak as his foot tore through a 

rotten plank, half-falling through the deck and cursing loudly in embarrassment. He winced, then 

looked up and blinked stupidly a few times as he saw only a strange dark portal swirling slowly 

in the spot the figure had been standing a moment before, and then it dissipated into motes of 

darkness as the reptile jerked himself free and stood up, rubbing slowly at his chest as he looked 

back and forth and asked quietly: “So who or what the hell was that?” 

An evil wizard, Ravenlight said sourly, and Zerrex rolled his eyes as he turned around and 

cast a quick repair spell on board he‟d torn through, and it set itself back in place… although it 

was still obviously weak with rot, something he couldn‟t do anything about. Five bucks says a 

dumbass like you will step in it again on the way up. 

“Shut up.” Zerrex mumbled to himself, and then he strode down the steps and walked 

over to the woodpile, hefting an armload of wood from the pile of lumbers behind the house 

before letting out a grunt as a large, six-legged bug with two enormous claws skittered out onto 

the top timber, and the reptile threw the armload down before hopping backwards on one foot 

with his arms curled up in front of himself, looking horrified as several more large bugs ran out 

of the wood and made their way off in various directions. 

The reptile brushed himself off as he regained his composure, giving a shiving of disgust 

and looking at the wood distrustfully before mumbling under his breath: “They‟re just bugs, no 

matter what else they look like… they can‟t hurt you, you‟re a ten foot demon for crap‟s sake, 

now come on… just… just go over and pick up the goddamn wood and bring it inside.” 

Stop talking to yourself, idiot. Ravenlight muttered in his head, and Zerrex grunted to 

himself before casting a quick cleansing spell on the timbers just to be sure… and one of the 

wooden timbers shivered violently before several long legs snapped out of it and it ran away, the 

Drakkaren staring stupidly at this for a moment before Ravenlight added flatly: This is the entire 

reason why I don‟t do anything nice for anyone, you fucking moron. Go ahead, pick up the rest 

of the wood. I hope one of them turns out to be a Lichworm and bites you in the face. 

“I hate you.” Zerrex said miserably, and then he picked up the fallen timbers – stomping 

unnecessarily hard on a small spider that ran curiously over to see what he was doing – and then 

he made his way quickly back up the rickety stairs and immediately stepped on the rotten 

wooden board, falling through and slamming his fists into either floorboard with a loud curse. A 

pause, and then he began to flail, letting out a yelp as something tangled around his leg and 

began to twist its way slowly upwards, before throwing himself quickly out of the hole and 

landing with a grunt on his feet, staring in horror at the massive centipede that had twisted almost 

completely around his leg, huge black eyes glaring up at him as he rose a fist… 

And then he paused and relaxed, letting out a sigh of relief as he realized it was only an 

enormous red caterpillar, and instead he reached down and carefully pried it off his leg, the giant 

bug gurgling at him before grabbing his forearm and insistently latching onto his body. The 

reptile made a face at it, then tried to tug it off again, and this time it nipped him with its blunt 

jaws, the lizard cursing and muttering under his breath as the five-foot-long bug crawled 

leisurely along his limb. “Why does this happen to me?” 



“I hate you.” The caterpillar mimicked in his voice, and then it gurgled again as it 

reached his shoulder and began to gnaw at his hair. The Drakkaren rolled his eyes at this, then 

winced as he pulled it firmly off his arm, its many triangular legs kicking and wiggling, and then 

its jaws snagged a large clump of his hair and it jerked hard. 

The reptile let out another yelp, this one of pain and embarrassment, and then he snarled 

and turned around, throwing it hard… and right into Rauls, who screamed like a girl and fell 

over, wrestling with the caterpillar as it began to immediately gnaw at the wolf-demon‟s head, 

the Drakkaren groaning as he repaired the hole in the the flooring with a spell before quickly 

beginning to gather up the wood he‟d dropped, glowering a bit as he wandered back inside. 

Selena met him in the common room, the lizard-demon now quietly knitting and 

pointedly looking away from the Inquisitor, and she tilted her head curiously as the Drakkaren 

dropped the armload of wood off in the metal box next to the fireplace, asking mildly: “So what, 

were you so thrilled by my arrival you punched that Cyclops in the face?” 

“No, I threw a caterpillar and accidently hit him with it.” Zerrex said mildly, and Selena 

rolled her eyes as the reptile brushed himself off, absently checking his body for creepy-crawlies. 

“I really hate it here, by the way. I hate bullies, I hate bugs, I hate small things. I‟m okay with 

most big things, but not when they‟re giant centpides or those… weird… half-spider bugs that 

want to eat the face of whatever they come across.” 

“You‟ll get used to it.” Selena said mildly, waving a hand before she created a portal, 

giving him a look and adding quietly: “Anyway, let‟s get going. We‟re going to get back to 

physical training for a little while, just to touch up on the basics.” 

Zerrex grunted as he followed her through the portal… and then he paused as they 

stepped into a dead swamp, the reptile looking back and forth curiously at the dry ground and the 

ancient trees that leaned slowly towards them as he asked slowly: “Why are we here instead of in 

our usual spot?” 

“The Warlord‟s apparently on the move, looking for you… since he‟s been spending so 

much time on the physical plane, he just recently found out about you becoming a demon.” 

Selena said quietly, turning towards him and looking almost solemn, and the Drakkaren made a 

bit of a face. “Apparently he‟s already sent scouts into the kingdom, and like I said… I don‟t 

trust the Naganatine twins in the slightest, so they‟ve probably been spying on you for reasons 

other than their stupid game. Just to be safe, I wanted to move here for now, and we‟ll rotate our 

trainings through several different areas to make sure we‟re safe.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, then he blinked as Selena smiled slightly and held out her hands, a 

pair of straight, narrow swords similar to his old katanas appearing in them with a flicker of dark 

energy. “Now why don‟t you show me what you can do with these two blades, huh? I‟ve been 

reviewing your past life and you didn‟t look too bad… I even saw a few times where you 

deflected a bullet or two, fired from those gun-things.” 

“Yeah, out of luck. And furthermore, the vibrations hurt like hell.” Zerrex said sourly, but 

as he took the twin blades, some of his old memories flowed back, and the Drakkaren smiled a 

bit as he spun them both at his sides, examining the plain, meter-long steel blades and then 

looking over the fitted, four-foot handles. No catch, though, so another sword could slide right 

down that… “What are you planning to do now, though, get me back to my roots?” 

“I noticed that you enjoy using an extra-thick greatsword, for weight and heft… but you 

have enough grace you‟d probably be much faster and more-efficient with these twin blades.” 

Selena said mildly, crossing her arms and leaning back a bit. “I couldn‟t really figure out why, 



but I thought what the hell. You did well enough during the other physical trainings we did… but 

then I noticed how well you excelled with a pole-style weapon.” 

The Drakkaren nodded, rubbing the back of his head and admitting in an embarrassed 

voice: “I‟ve always been better with a pole than with a sword… it was the first thing Requiem 

taught me, and it‟s always stuck with me. And since Requiem was a master of the Chieftain‟s 

Spear of Hez‟Ranna, I picked up a lot from him on all the different aspects of the weapon. But 

I‟ve always preferred a sword at the end of the day for the cutting power…” 

“And a heavy sword for the added weight bonus.” Selena finished softly, and the 

Drakkaren looked almost surprised before she smiled slightly. “What, you think I wouldn‟t 

eventually read out that logbook I was given? I know all your statistics now, Zerrex… or should 

I just be more relaxed and call you Zer these days?” She paused, then added dryly: “If you 

shorten my name, I‟ll kick you in the groin.” 

“You and crotch-shots.” Zerrex muttered, spinning the swords absently at his side, and 

then he stepped backwards a few times, looking around the area at the leaning trees and 

sinkholes as his boots knocked up small clouds of dust with every step. “So let me guess… sand 

golems?” 

Selena nodded, stepping backwards and pushing her hands together… and she murmured 

a quick incantation as she bowed her head forwards, closing her eyes and concentrating as the 

ground began to twist around her. As Zerrex watched, the sand humped up in several places 

before shoulders formed, and long, rapidly-thinning arms shot out of the ground, bulbous, 

spherical hands pushing in to the dirt as the four creatures pushed themselves free of the earth 

around Selena. 

Sand and other debris pattered quietly to the ground as runes etched themselves over the 

bodies of the creatures, and then a small crescent formed near the top of the hump that was their 

body, turning black before a single red eye opened in the very center of the marking. They 

slouched forwards a bit, and Zerrex ground the blades of his swords together before raising them 

both gamely as Selena crossed her arms, looking across at him with amusement. “You seem 

eager. Usually you‟re all bitchy when I bring these things out.” 

“Just keep things reasonable and I‟m happy.” Zerrex said mildly, sizing up the creatures. 

The sand golems were almost completely impervious to physical attacks, even though it usually 

only took one attack for the reptile to turn them back into dust: the problem was, they always 

reformed and got back up. Only magic could destroy them… but it‟s not like they can hurt me 

much, either. I just have to remember to bust them apart with energy once I‟m tired or tell Selena 

to stop. “Alright, I‟m ready. Are you going to time me?” 

“As always.” Selena nodded, then she held up two fingers before dropping them towards 

the reptile in a cutting motion, and the golems immediately lumbered forwards, their long arms 

swaying as Zerrex leapt backwards and brought up both blades, feeling a tingle run through his 

body. 

It had been a long time since he‟d used two swords at once… and the reptile grinned 

slightly before he ran forwards to meet the first two creatures, quickly slashing out towards one 

with a firm horizontal slash and cutting the other in half with an easy vertical slice, getting back 

into the rhythm of using two weapons at once as he revolved his wrists while stepping forwards, 

knocking the other two flat with matching rising slashes. As they staggered backwards, he spun 

the swords around to a reverse position, holding them both out to the sides with the points facing 

behind himself before he spun gracefully forwards. 



As he moved, he tilted his swords, holding one in front of himself and one behind so they 

formed a Z with his body in the center, and the stumbling golems were reduced to clouds of dust 

as he tore through them like a whirlwind before coming to a halt with his body bowed forwards 

and one leg stretched out like a dancer, grinning widely as the two he had previously chopped 

into halves strode forwards through the clouds of the two he had just destroyed, before they too 

quickly reformed. The Drakkaren waited a moment for the front two golems to draw forwards, 

gauging the distance between the enemies, then he spun one sword back around to hold it 

normally, pulling the other back behind himself as he continued to hold it in reverse. 

He waited until one of them was close enough to begin raising an arm… and then he 

leapt forwards, swinging out with the sword held in reverse and cutting it in half at the waist as 

his other sword snapped out through the „face‟ of the other golem, sending it falling before the 

reptile gracefully twisted his body in a double-hook kick into the third golem. The moment his 

feet touched down in the remains of the golem he‟d just kicked into dust, he twisted backwards 

and stabbed viciously in a hook into the stomach of the last golem with the reverse sword behind 

his own back, before drawing it free as the golem of sand collapsed into dust. 

The reptile grinned widely as he backstepped quickly, and as he golems began to reform, 

he cockily began to spin the blades back and forth around himself at the same time, before 

spinning the swords at his sides and catching the handles in the reverse position, windmilling 

them once more in front of his body… and then he slashed a large gash into his own wrist and he 

dropped both swords, spinning quickly away and dropping both swords to the ground with a loud 

clatter and grabbing his wrist as it spouted blood with a deep flush. Oh crap! 

“Zerrex?” Selena asked with a frown, and she dispelled the sand golems, narrowing her 

eyes as she started towards him… but the reptile only gave a hysterical laugh and shook his head 

quickly, and she made a face as she saw the telltale glow of blue energy. “Zerrex, did you cut 

yourself?” 

“What would make you say that?” The reptile asked in a strangled voice, trying to ignore 

the puddle of blood at his feet as he healed himself quickly with his energy abilities, and Selena 

let out a loud groan. She opened her mouth to chastise him more, and then suddenly went 

blurry… and the reptile wondered for a moment stupidly if he‟d cut himself that badly before he 

heard her give a muffled scream and jump at him… and suddenly everything went not blurry, but 

instead dead-black. 

The Drakkaren blinked as he looked back and forth, leaving only a thin cut on his wrist as 

he snarled and kicked both swords up to his hands… but there was only darkness around him for 

a few more moments. But faintly at first, he heard terrible sounds and laughter… and then, bit-

by-bit, he saw white outlines, like scrawls of chalk, fading in all around him. The reptile looked 

back and forth as he felt his eyes focusing and something clicking in his mind… and the seal 

chains on his body pulsed purple before fading from sight as the sounds turned into cruel 

laughter and excited shouting, and he realized with a chill he was inside the Marquee Sur Noir. 

Worse, he was standing in the center of an arena, and the walls surrounding him were 

distorted, as if he was viewing them through a fisheye lens: the ones closer to him looked far-

bigger and taller than the ones distant, but when he took even only a step away, they quickly 

shrank back down to proper proportion. He now understood what Sin had meant by the walls of 

the arena being inescapable, as he looked slowly down at the white ground before glancing up 

towards the twisted gates on either side of the arena, and he felt a chill roll down his spine. A 

battleground for demons too dangerous to fight in Hell… sealed demons, angels, and even 

godlings and gods are here… 



And all around him, the stands were filled with demons: some that now looked normal to 

him, and others bizarre even after the many years he‟d spent in Hell, so weird and strange they 

were almost painful to look at… and then the Drakkaren‟s eyes settled on a balcony high above, 

and he snarled furiously as he saw none other than Az‟Iriel, sitting calmly in his armor with his 

eyes glowing a terrible red, seeming to be listening to some other demon nearby… and the 

reptile shouted furiously: “Come down here yourself, Warlord! We have a score to settle, you 

and I!” 

The crowd laughed, and Zerrex snarled furiously, his ram‟s horns pushing slowly out of 

his skull as he felt his heart racing, his muscles flexing… and then he clenched his eyes shut and 

forced himself to calm down, and the horns slowly receded, a shiver rolling through his body. 

When he looked again, Az‟Iriel was gone… and the reptile wondered if he‟d ever been there in 

the first place before his emerald eyes snapped to the side as one of the gates slowly rolled open 

with a loud clanking. 

The crowd went silent as two skeletal hands grasped the edge of the wall, a terrible, 

mottled white with much of the flesh rotten away to reveal bone beneath… and then a huge, 

thirty-foot jackal stepped out and rose its arms in the air, and the crowd screamed its approval as 

the terrible creature looked back and forth. It was emaciated and dying, with one thin bicep and 

the flesh of the other missing, leaving the cracked bone beneath naked as it connected into both 

elbow and shoulder… and a rotten but still faintly blue-and-gold ceremonial cloth of some kind 

hung around its shoulders. Its body was covered in thin black fur, with patches of pink here and 

there, as were its grizzled features, but on its limbs this fur had mostly fallen away, leaving the 

white, rotting flesh bare.  

Upon its skull sat a rotten blue and gold headdress adorned with strange symbols the 

Drakkaren didn‟t understand, and golden markings were slowly peeling away from below eyes 

that were cataract white… and around its waist was what looked almost like a rotted white skirt 

to the reptile and a tattered loincloth and belt with the same pattern of blue and gold as over the 

rest of it. It had only skeletal, clawed feet instead of paws, and as it roared up to the crowd, 

Zerrex could see that most of its teeth were missing, with the rest terrible yellows and blacks… 

but it was filled with a terrible vitality, whatever else it was… yet it doesn‟t feel like a demon or 

an undead beast… 

“Who challenges Anubis, God of the Dead?” it asked, its white eyes locking onto the 

lizard, and then a dark smile curled along its muzzle as it leaned down towards the reptile, asking 

in a teasing voice: “Is it you, little one? Are you the fool that‟s come to challenge me today?” 

“My name is Zerrex Narrius…” The Drakkaren responded clearly, and then he shook his 

head, holding his arms wide… but keeping his grip on his swords tight. A God. Wonderful. “I 

don‟t want to fight. Someone threw me into this area, and I‟d just like to get out of the Marquee 

Sur Noir before-” 

“If you‟re here, you have to fight.” Anubis said softly, and then he straightened and 

grinned, leaning backwards as he shouted up to the crowd: “Isn‟t that right? He must fight in a 

battlefield where no mercy will be given, and no one, god or devil, is spared!” 

The crowd roared… and Zerrex winced before snarling as the god turned back towards 

him, a long sliver of drool leaking out of its muzzle. It must have been imprisoned here by Sin or 

one of the other Naganatine, maybe even God or Lucifer… but whatever happened, it‟s gone 

completely nuts now… “Don‟t do this, Anubis… in this place, it doesn‟t matter what you are, 

everyone plays for keeps…” 



“That‟s the idea.” Anubis‟s insane grin went wider, and then it roared and leapt forwards, 

diving towards the Drakkaren, who immediately leapt out of the way. It crashed to the dirt, 

skidding along the surface of the arena before lashing a hand out at Zerrex… but then it howled 

as the reptile swung both his blades up, blocking the god‟s attack with the edges of his swords 

before jerking firmly upwards as hard as he could to rip twin, small wounds in the giant‟s hand. 

Anubis drew back with a snarl, clutching at the wound as it oozed black gunk, then he 

quickly got up to his feet and held one skeletal hand out, and white light shone outwards for a 

moment before bursting apart into enormous black feathers that floated slowly down through the 

air, leaving the god holding a massive golden scimitar. Zerrex‟s eyes widened at this, and then he 

leapt backwards when the jackal slammed viciously downwards with the blade, chasing after him 

with a cruel cackle as strike after strike sent up large sprays of white sand and grit to the cheers 

of the crowd. 

It lashed downwards with a too-hard strike, half-falling to the ground as the reptile 

sidestepped, and then Zerrex leapt forwards and ran up the creature‟s arm, before stabbing both 

swords forwards as the god snarled and brushed irritably at itself. The blades plunged deep into 

the back of its hand, and it leapt to its feet as it shook its arm firmly, trying to dislodge the blades 

buried deep in its rotten flesh before the Drakkaren tore free and gracefully arched his back as he 

began a flip… and Anubis slashed him viciously with the huge scimitar, sending the Drakkaren 

crashing to the ground in a heap. 

The reptile stood up, snarling and bleeding heavily from a huge slash torn across his 

body, and Anubis laughed heartily as he rested his hands on his hips, grinning cruelly at the 

lizard. “Incredible! That would cut a normal demon in half… what a hearty little fellow you are! 

I‟ll have fun cutting you apart piece-by-piece!” 

Zerrex, however, was muttering an incantation under his breath even as the god spoke… 

and as Anubis stepped forwards, the Drakkaren pointed at the creature‟s other skeletal paw with 

his sword, and a huge rock of earth tore through its bones, and the monster arched its back with a 

screech before toppling forwards with a grunt, sprawling awkwardly on the ground and then 

staring at the reptile standing right in front of its nose with both swords already cocked back. 

It blinked… and then Zerrex stomped forwards and slammed both swords viciously into 

its nose, and Anubis threw itself backwards with a howl of agony, dropping its enormous sword 

to grab at its own face. It snarled after a moment, shoving a hand down into the ground and 

sending out a rippling shockwave… but Zerrex simply leapt into the air and created a solid, 

floating platform of energy, standing up on the blue square as Anubis stared before hissing: “It 

doesn‟t matter… you can‟t kill me with such toys…” 

“It‟s the carpenter, not his tools.” Zerrex replied softly, holding up his black-smeared 

swords as Anubis grasped his own enormous scimitar… and then he leapt backwards, the 

platform of energy vanishing as the giant leaned into a hard, vertical cut. The sword smashed 

into the ground, then swept viciously to the side, and Zerrex attempted to throw himself overtop 

the massive blade, but the back edge caught his legs in midair and he was knocked to the ground. 

He grunted, dropping one of his swords before throwing himself to the side on instinct, 

and the jackal god‟s sword smashed into the ground a moment later, crushing the blade he‟d 

dropped away to nothing. The reptile cursed under his breath, then winced when the huge sword 

swept towards him again, and he simply threw himself against the flat of the enormous blade, 

shoving back against it with his full strength. 

At first, Anubis continued to push him, the reptile‟s feet digging trenches in the earth… 

and then the giant jackal grunted in surprise as the blade began moving in the opposite direction. 



The god snarled, then simply twisted the sword upwards, and Zerrex spilled over the other side 

of the weapon with a blink before letting out a cry of pain as the giant jackal seized him tight in 

his other hand with a snarl, holding him up in front of his face. “You‟re testing my patience…” 

“Test this.” Zerrex growled in return, and his body pulsed with blue energy before 

Anubis hissed in pain, his fingers opening as the smell of burning flesh filled the air. As the 

Drakkaren fell free, he immediately threw his sword hard at the underside of Anubis‟s jaw, and it 

tore through the rotted flesh and anchored into his gums, and the jackal god arched his back, 

letting out a surprised „hurk!‟ of pain as he dropped his sword to grasp at his muzzle. 

The Drakkaren landed in a flexed crouch, and immediately he ran for the massive 

scimitar as Anubis tilted his head back and reached into his mouth, gagging as he felt around for 

the small sword… and a moment later he screamed as Zerrex rammed the massive scimitar 

through his stomach, the reptile holding the huge blade by the hilt like a lance as he twisted it 

viciously, snarling as black ooze and other sick stubstances burbled out of the creature‟s 

stomach. Black blood splattered out of his muzzle, dislodging the sword at the same time and 

sending it spilling outwards, and then Anubis reached down and batted him away, before 

grasping the sword and jerking it free from his body, and his eyes bulged as several rotting 

organs spilled out at the same time. 

Anubis twitched as the sword vanished, and then he leaned forwards and vomited, before 

he glared furiously across at Zerrex, his eyes burning white as he shakily stood up, hissing: 

“Fine! No more games, low-breed!” 

The god held his arm out at his side, and white light shone out beneath his hands before 

black raven feathers burst out of the aura, revealing a massive set of golden scales… and the 

feathers spun violently around Anubis before flying towards the Drakkaren, wrapping tightly 

around him and restraining him as the reptile snarled, his eyes burning with horror as he saw into 

the tear he‟d made in the god‟s stomach and saw squirming, helpless demons and mortals inside, 

all of them screaming in agony… and a moment later Anubis held out his other hand, and a 

white feather appeared in it before the Drakkaren felt a terrible pain in his chest. 

The feathers exploded around him, then formed into a red marble that floated over to the 

scales the god was still holding at his side, and it landed in the left dish, causing it to drop as 

Anubis whispered: “This is your spirit. This is your heart. This is your ka. All who do not pass 

the weighing of the Scales of Justice will be consumed for a million eons in eternal torment…” 

Slowly, the jackal-headed god lowered the feather to the scales… and he grinned 

viciously as he let it go, holding the scales high in the air with his right arm… and then slowly, 

ever so slowly, the scales tilted and balanced out, and Anubis stared in horror before shrieking: 

“What? Not possible!” 

The Drakkaren immediately barreled forwards, at the same time concentrating and 

knowing he had no time for proper preparation as the giant looked at him in dumb shock… and 

an armor of blue energy coursed over the Drakkaren‟s body before he simply smashed through 

one of the god‟s vulnerable ankles, the bones of his paw and shin exploding into pieces as Zerrex 

staggered and flailed his arms before falling on his face… and behind him, Anubis gave another 

howl of anguish before toppling to the ground and landing in a sprawl, the scales vanishing in a 

burst of light before the giant rolled over and kicked Zerrex hard in the back with his remaining 

skeletal paw as the Drakkaren stood up. 

Zerrex flew across the arena, arms pinwheeling before he crashed on his front, and he 

rolled over with a snarl as Anubis stood up, leaning heavily to the side as he snarled before 

holding a hand and creating a long, thin golden spear with a narrow, fountain-pen-like head in 



another burst of light and feathers… but before either could make a move, darkness swirled into 

being between them and Sin stepped out of the vortex, roaring in a voice Zerrex didn‟t think she 

possessed: “Enough!” 

Silence rang out through the arena… and slowly, Anubis dropped to a kneel, lowering his 

head and murmuring: “Mistress Sin…” 

“You never learn, do you? If you refuse to change from the old ways, then I‟ll leave you 

here to rot for another ten billion years, Anubis.” Sin snarled over at the god, and then she turned 

to Zerrex, her features calm and cold as she held out a hand to him, saying curtly: “It‟s time to 

go.” 

The Drakkaren nodded, feeling suddenly meek as he approached Sin slowly… before his 

eyes widened and he rose a hand, shouting too late: “Behind you!” 

Anubis‟s spear tore through her stomach, and Sin‟s eyes bulged as she fell forwards, 

dangling with the massive spearhead shoved into the ground out her other side, dress hanging in 

tatters and her illusionary form fading slowly back into her Naganatine one… and Anubis 

grinned cruelly as Zerrex snarled in fury, before Sin twitched. 

Once, twice… and then the Seethe Hounds tore out of her back with several of her 

intestines, the latter wrapping quickly around the pole and locking it in place as Sin snarled 

furiously over her shoulder, her eyes glowing with terrible purple light as Anubis tried uselessly 

to yank back on the spear before the Seethe Hounds tackled him and immediately ate through his 

rotten chest, ripping into his body as he howled and screamed in agony, and a moment later his 

spear vanished in a burst of light, the god spasming and clawing at himself uselessly as Sin 

turned slowly around, her innards retracting into her body even as she grew and bulged, her 

horns lengthing and curling, a single large spike shooting out of one side of her back as she 

rasped: “Why… why does it always come to this…” 

She held up her hand, and reality seemed to distort, rippling and twisting around the 

god‟s arm before the very Marquee Sur Noir itself seemed to attack him, darkness crackling over 

the limb before it imploded into nothingness, leaving only a few specks of blood and bone to 

crumble down. Anubis howled, falling backwards and catching himself on one hand, looking 

over at Zerrex with horror, as if expecting him to help… and then a moment later he screamed as 

the same distortion formed around his head, before that too simply seemed to vanish from 

existence, and the god collapsed to the ground as his chest exploded outwards a moment later, 

the Seethe Hounds charging back towards Sin and leaping into the gaping wound on her chest as 

she hissed and twitched. 

She trembled, then fell forwards, breathing quietly as her form returned to normal… and 

then she looked over her shoulder with shame and humiliation at Zerrex, tears falling from her 

eyes. The Drakkaren trembled, staring, not knowing what to do… but before he could even walk 

over to her, Anubis‟s whole paw lashed out and kicked Sin across the arena. 

 She screamed in agony as she crashed onto her back, skidding backwards and leaning up 

in shock as the headless god slowly sat up… and a whirlwind of feathers appeared, swirling 

around his broken, damaged body and then quickly pasting themselves over it, forming a 

massive network… before they burst apart and a black-furred jackal in a matching obsidian 

tuxedo stepped out of the maelstrom of black feathers, the dessicated, destroyed body gone as he 

smiled coldly around at them all.  

He was at least seven feet tall, with his enormous, gold-lined ears adding another two feet 

at least, standing tall off his skull… and his features were incredibly handsome, even if his eyes 

were black and distant. There were gold rings around his eyes leading into small swirls along his 



cheeks, matching perfectly the silk shirt beneath his suit and the cufflinks… and he absently 

adjusted his black bowtie with one hand before holding up the golden scales he still carried in his 

other, and he said pleasantly: “Sin, Zerrex. A pleasure, I‟m sure. You can call me Anpu… a 

different name for the same thing, yes, but I think you understand the symbolism, at least. 

Anyhow, Sin, so sorry, but…” 

The god held out a hand, and Sin let out a cry of agony before her heart was torn out of 

his chest, and it flew into his palm before he quickly placed it on the scales, before flicking his 

wrist to create a white feather as he said mildly: “Nothing personal, but I don‟t want you to 

interfere with this interesting little quarrel I‟m having…” 

He lowered the feather towards the scales… and then blinked before Zerrex punched him 

hard in the face, and blood exploded from his nose as he staggered backwards, before the 

Drakkaren swept Sin‟s heart off the scales with one hand as he punched his other firmly down 

into the jackal‟s chest, then landed a hard open palm to shatter the jackal‟s ribs as he met his 

eyes, saying coldly: “Nothing personal, Anpu.”  

He slammed his hand forwards again, this time in a claw, and a moment later jerked back 

with a snarl, ripping out the god‟s heart. It let out a cry of shock, dropping the scales… and 

Zerrex seized them, slamming the heart down into one before kneeing the jackal hard in the 

stomach. It groaned and staggered backwards, hugging itself and looking horrified, before Zerrex 

immediately snatched the white feather out of its hand and dropped it on the other side of the 

scales… and Anubis-Anpu stared in horror as the scales swayed… and then his heart clunked 

loudly to the bottom of the scale, the feather lifted high in the air. 

The god‟s breath quickened… and then he screamed and arched his back as black flames 

burst up over his body, staggering backwards and flailing helplessly as he strode around in a 

circle, his clothes and flesh quickly burning away to reveal the bones beneath, and then these too 

burned down into ash as the heart on the scales throbbed and thudded violently… and a moment 

later it twisted up and burst into dark fire as well, and the Drakkaren cursed, throwing away the 

scales as they rapidly heated up. A moment later, they melted slowly down into nothingness… 

and then the scattered feathers, ashes, and other remains of the jackal god slowly swirled into the 

air, twisting around and gathering into a small, golden sphere, and Zerrex stared at this before it 

shot through the air and into Sin‟s hand, the female panting raggedly as she stepped up behind 

him, bleeding heavily from her multitude of wounds as she whispered: “It‟s a Heartstone… 

but… we… we have to get out of here before they send in another „fighter.‟” 

Zerrex nodded, and Sin grasped his shoulder, leaning against him as he immediately 

wrapped an arm protectively around her, glancing around at the crowd… and once more he saw 

Az‟Iriel, standing near the front of the stands this time with two Gigataur guards, and from his 

clenched fist the lizard thought the Warlord was displeased… and he grinned darkly as they 

faded out of reality… then slowly back into existence in the Hell of Wrath, beside an anxious-

looking Selena. 

She let out a sigh of relief, then stared at them both and cursed, clenching her hands into 

fists and saying quickly: “Stay here, I‟ll get a Priestess from Lust…” 

“No, no…” Sin shook her head quietly, and then she turned towards Zerrex and reached 

out, beginning to heal his wounds as her hand glowed white… but the Drakkaren shook his head 

and gently but firmly pushed her back, and she looked up at him with a tremble, whispering: 

“Lord Zerrex… I… please, I‟m not…” 

“It‟s not that… you need to heal yourself first. A healer has to be able to take care of 

themselves before healing others.” Zerrex said quietly, and Sin flushed embarrassedly before 



nodding slowly, and Zerrex absently began to heal his minor wounds with his own abilities as he 

looked over at Selena, asking quietly: “What the hell happened to me? I mean, who has the 

power to send me to the Marquee Sur Noir other than Sin?” 

Selena shook her head slowly, crossing her arms and murmuring quietly: “I don‟t know, 

Zer… I honestly don‟t know. It would have to be another Naganatine, or someone using either a 

forbidden artifact or some serious magical enchantments… but I couldn‟t even find anyone when 

I searched the fucking place, or even any magical residue…” 

“It would have to be a Naganatine.” Sin murmured quietly, and the two looked at her 

curiously as she shook her head slowly, lowering her head silently. “Only a powerful Naganatine 

can force someone into the arena from a distance… even a Prince or the Princess would need to 

touch someone to bring them along to the Marquee Sur Noir, and even then that person would 

end up in the stands. But only Argalox and the Naganatine Twins have those abilities…” 

“And I killed Argalox.” Zerrex said quietly, gritting his teeth and looking away as he 

clenched a hand into a fist. “So it has to be Azazel and Astaroth. Gee, what a surprise… it‟s like 

every job I get, I end up with my boss wanting to kill me in this world.” 

Selena snorted, then shook her head slowly as Zerrex turned away, grasping his shoulder 

and saying quietly: “Stop fuming and concentrate, you need to heal that big wound on your 

chest… fuck, it‟s a good thing you‟re solid.” She made a face as the Drakkaren nodded, looking 

almost embarrassed as he sat down and slowly began to heal his major wound, and then the 

Inquisitor looked over at Sin, who was now patching up her dress quietly with her abilities. “Sin, 

how strong are the twins if they‟re seperated?” 

“Still powerful… Azazel controls the High Elements, and Astaroth controls the Low 

Elements… and when they‟re together, they can combine their abilities.” Sin said softly, shaking 

her head slowly, and then she flushed and held out the golden thing she‟d called a Heartstone, 

and Selena stared in shock, which attracted Zerrex‟s attention far more than all the talk about 

magic that he still didn‟t understand. “Lord Zerrex killed Anubis… but I don‟t know whether or 

not to give this to him.” 

Selena frowned, and Zerrex leaned in curiously, looking at the golden stone and reaching 

out to poke it curiously… but Sin immediately drew it away with a wince before he could touch 

it, and he grumbled: “What‟s so special about it anyway? It‟s just the leftovers of Anubis… and 

besides, I think Sin should have it, she‟s the one who did all the work. I got the easy form.” 

Sin blushed deeply and smiled, although she looked almost-hurt at the same time, 

murmuring: “It… I couldn‟t take this. It would be wrong of me…” 

The Drakkaren tilted his head, and Selena sat beside him, gently rubbing his back as she 

said softly: “I guess you don‟t know better. So here‟s the quick version… Heartstones are left 

behind when powerful and old divine creatures are killed in certain ways, including demons. 

Prince Raithe would have left one behind, but Lilith… Lily, sorry… sucked out his essence, so 

she absorbed his abilities. Heartstones can be forged into weapons, or simply absorbed by certain 

demons that already have a high-energy content… and they can be fused together, and all sorts 

of other complicated stuff we won‟t talk about right now. 

“Listen. If you touch this, the Heartstone will bind with your body, and Anubis‟s essence 

will flow into you… and likely break at least one of those chains still on you.” Selena said 

quietly, and the Drakkaren frowned a bit, not liking the implications. “On the other hand, it‟ll 

hurt like fuck… and for a little while, you‟ll feel very uncomfortable, maybe even a few years. 

But it‟ll strengthen you, and it might influence your control over your abilities as well.” 



“Who was Anubis, anyway?” Zerrex asked quietly, tilting his head as he looked over at 

Sin, and she looked down but sidled closer to him, and he looked at her with quiet curioisity. “He 

called himself Anpu, too, said it was just a different name for him, though…” 

“He was a Judge of Death for a long time here in Hell… he sentenced particularly-

wicked souls to various harsh torments or states of undeath, but he was also known for being 

generous to the good… at least, for a little while.” Sin said quietly, leaning against him for 

comfort and closing her eyes. “Anubis was always more concerned with good over evil, though, 

and his own views became distorted when cultures began worshipping him as a Lord of the 

Dead, which he wasn‟t. He grew… different, distant from us and he refused to show leniency for 

any action he thought was evil, no matter what the circumstances. Finally, he was removed 

forcibly from his position… but when he tried to head a coup against the High King Lucifer, he 

was banished forever to the Marquee Sur Noir. He was originally a god that our God had come 

across on one of his journies through the universe, and who had joined up with him willingly… 

but like many gods… he lost his mind.” 

She finished abruptly, and the three simply sat together before she shook her head, 

whispering softly: “I can‟t take the Heartstone. You got a glimpse of what I am… if I took its 

powers, I would become more distorted, and I‟d probably go insane… but I think you could 

handle it, Lord Zerrex.” She glanced up at him, then nudged him gently and closed her eyes as 

she held it out, saying quietly: “I want to see you released from your seals… because I trust in 

you, Zerrex… I feel that you‟re the only person who can stand up to the Warlord and end this 

conflict for once and for all…” 

The Drakkaren looked down quietly, feeling a shiver run through his body as he looked at 

the beautiful golden pearl in her hand… and then he whispered: “But I‟m weak… I don‟t know 

what would happen if I took on such power…” 

“Just think of your family… and think of us. We‟ll help you through it, Zerrex… after all, 

I‟m never going to just let you bend me over and make me your bitch.” Selena said softly, 

offering a bit of a smile to him… and Zerrex looked back at her with a faint laugh before he 

finally, hesitatingly reached out… and Selena touched his shoulder gently, murmuring softly: 

“It‟ll all be okay.” 

The reptile nodded… and then he finally grasped the golden pearl, and he winced as he 

felt heat rush down his arm and spread through his entire body, before suddenly he was in 

darkness again… and he heard a cruel laugh as he blinked a few times, staring at a rusted metal 

wall infested with black and red vines, terrible, monstrous-looking plants growing in several 

broken stasis tubes… and the reptile slowly turned around as he said quietly: “I‟m inside my 

head again, aren‟t I?” 

“You‟re a fucking scholar. Congratulations on figuring that one out.” The dark version of 

him said amusedly, spreading its arms. It was sitting once more in the throne, except it had 

turned a warped blue-silver and was now adorned with several skulls, the white eyes of the beast 

inside him burning as it added in a cheerful voice, holding up a wineglass filled with blood: “By 

the way, good work out there. Keep adding to my power and I won‟t completely destroy you 

when I take over your body.” 

“This is my mind.” Zerrex said softly, and the dark version of him snarled before the 

reptile snapped his fingers, and a metal cage fell over the dark creature, the being inside looking 

horrified before the Drakkaren said quietly: “And you‟re just another part of me, aren‟t you?” 

“I‟m the strongest part of you!” The dark beast howled, and then it snarled and simply 

tore through the metal bars of the cage, the Drakkaren stumbling backwards in surprise as it 



loomed up over him, glaring down at him hungrily as it flexed its claws. “I‟m the demon inside 

you… I‟m what you‟re becoming, Lord Zerrex. And soon, we‟ll trade places, and you‟ll be the 

one locked in that throne… with every moment, I grow stronger, because you become more a 

demon… and unlike you, my only wish is to destroy!” 

The creature clawed out at him, and Zerrex hissed in pain, staggering backwards and 

clutching at the bloody marks on his chest, looking up at the beast with a snarl before he blinked 

as he heard a cajoling voice behind him say: “Fuck, but aren‟t you just completely off-form 

today! I mean, I could‟ve taken on that bitch Anubis in maybe… thirty seconds? And look at this 

asshole, you‟re letting yourself get intimidated, you piece of shit! Fucking hell, do I have to do 

all the work around here?” 

“Ravenlight?” Zerrex stared as another, shorter version of himself strolled up beside him, 

dressed in form-fitting armor and with cold, cruel emerald eyes… and Ravenlight crossed his 

arms and stuck his tongue out at Zerrex childishly before looking back towards the dark beast, 

the creature snarling but looking confused before the reptile muttered: “This is fucking nuts. I 

want out of here… I mean, I‟m getting a headache, seriously.” 

“Do that thing where you shrink the guy in a cube.” Ravenlight ordered, and then he 

rolled his eyes and laced his fingers together, adding in a saccharine voice: “Pretty-pretty 

please?” 

Zerrex sighed… but before he could even raise a hand, everything went dark again… and 

a moment later he blinked as he looked stupidly at the sky from his position flat on his back, 

Selena and Sin looking down at him with concern as he asked stupidly: “Mommy? Is it time to 

get up for school?” 

“What the fuck is wrong with you? Fucking hell, I was scared there for a moment you‟d 

gone mental, with all that talking to yourself and shit.” Selena grumbled, and then she and Sin 

both covered their faces in surprise as the seal chains appeared and glowed brightly before one of 

them snapped, links of energy flying in all directions as Zerrex‟s body twitched violently, and his 

eyes bulged.  

He stood slowly up, his features slack as he felt his heart thudding, leaning forwards and 

clenchning and unclenching his hands… and then he grit his teeth as they grew slightly in his 

jaws, his ram‟s horns twisting out of his skull as agony tore through him. He staggered forwards, 

arching his back and roaring as his angel wings tore out of his back, glowing bright white with 

energy as they solidified, feathers floating down as his body thickened and bulged, and then he 

leaned forwards and a lower set of wings ripped free on either side of his spine, the four wings 

flapping once as his entire body grew… and then he howled in pain, his eyes glowing green as 

his legs snapped backwards and the claws on his feet lengthened into talons. 

He panted hard, feeling his entire body throbbing, even his crotch feeling different… and 

then he blinked slowly, gauging the distance to the ground to be at least twenty feet and feeling a 

whole new set of strange things over his body as Selena slowly walked around to his front, the 

seal-marks glowing on his chest as she asked in a gentle, calm voice: “Zerrex, do you hear me?” 

The Drakkaren looked down at her, and he licked his muzzle before staring as he slowly 

twisted his tongue around his maw… and he giggled stupidly before yelping as he accidently bit 

his new, lengthened and forked appendage, quickly withdrawing it into his mouth and then 

blushing in embarrassment as Selena gave him a flat look. “You bring a whole new meaning to 

the word „stupid.‟ Here you are, standing in a brand-new body, and what‟s the first thing you do? 

You twist your tongue around your own muzzle and bite it. Like, I should be paid for working 

with you.” 



“I‟m bigger than you so shut up with the talking or I‟ll step on you!” Zerrex responded 

loudly, and then he covered his muzzle as Selena winced and grabbed her head, before asking in 

a whisper: “Am I really going to be that loud?” 

“Until you learn to modulate your fucking voice!” Selena shouted the last part up at him 

and accented it with an angry flail, and Zerrex staggered backwards before flailing his huge arms 

and falling heavily on his four wings, his now-long tail flicking back and forth as his new legs 

kicking awkwardly in the air, and Selena sighed, rubbing at her forehead slowly before 

mumbling: “Wonderful. I forgot, you can morph back and forth between different stances with 

your legs in this body, too… but thank fuck you don‟t have the spikes you did before, or we‟d be 

in some serious trouble, because I know you‟d stab yourself in the balls with them.” 

“Shut up!” Zerrex whined, and then he blushed deeply as Sin walked over and touched 

his cheek, looking at her embarrassedly. “You are so not allowed to be upset about me seeing 

what happened to you when you get to watch me flailing around as what‟s supposed to be a 

„super-demon.‟ I feel like I‟m learning to drive a car or something.” 

“That‟s an okay metaphor.” Sin said softly, then she gently stroked his thick, long hair 

from his eyes, and Zerrex smiled a bit before sitting up, and she crossed her arms as he 

automatically flapped his wings once to shake the dust from them. “Can you furl them on your 

back or draw those wings into your body?” 

Zerrex paused… then he closed his eyes and concentrated, and slowly, his wings 

withdrew into his form, the reptile arching his back and grunting as his gnarled claws tapped 

against the ground, but after a few moments they vanished, and he let out a sigh before grinning 

stupidly, and Selena snapped: “Don‟t do that, you look like a freak.” 

The Drakkaren immediately winced and rubbed the back of his head, looking lame, and 

she strolled around his naked body, deciding to let the lizard figure out on his own about the fact 

his penis had split into four tentacles… and then she said thoughtfully: “I want you to try and 

push your legs forwards and change back to the normal kind of stance for you.” 

Zerrex looked down at his legs, and he made a face at them before fidgeting a bit on the 

spot… and a moment later, both his knees cracked loudly as his legs snapped forwards out of 

unguligrade, and he leaned forwards with a mumble, rubbing at his knees slowly. “That 

sucked… hey… what the hell happened to my dick?” 

He stared in horror at his crotch, then paused as he made the tentacles stretch out and rise 

up, grinning stupidly at Selena… then coughing and quickly letting them drop as she glared at 

him irritably. His tentacles automatically curled together… and the reptile stared down at his 

crotch again at the snug fit they made, forming into a single massive penis. He coughed a bit at 

this, and then shrank back when Selena glowered at him. “Figures the only thing you‟d know 

how to do naturally has to do with your downstairs brain. Now make your demonic 

characteristics and your dick retract into your body.” 

“I don‟t have a genital slit or anything like… doing so.” Zerrex swallowed a bit, and then 

he concentrated… and slowly, bit-by-bit, he shrank down as his body returned to its normal 

state… and a moment later, he stared down at himself, now with a smooth blue groin but two 

hanging, enormous testicles, once more ten feet tall and able to stare miserably over at Selena. 

“Should I get rid of those, too?” 

“Yeah, you should.” Selena said slowly, and the reptile mumbled and sighed before 

concentrating hard again… and his large, navy orbs vanished into his body, leaving him smooth 

and androgynous as he looked morbidly back and forth, hugging himself and looking at the 

Inquisitor awkwardly. “Wow.” 



“What?” Zerrex asked flatly… then he paused as Selena continued to stare at him, asking 

slowly: “What is it?” 

She shook her head, then she smiled slightly and patted the Drakkaren gently on the 

shoulder, saying softly: “Congratulations, Zerrex… you‟re a selfshaper.” A pause as the 

Drakkaren stared at her dumbly, and she said in a mildly-entertained voice: “It means your body 

is… it‟s hard to explain. You have one distinct form… and you can‟t change your colors or 

anything… but you can change any minor characteristic about your body. It explains a lot about 

you and your demonic body… and it makes sense with the Lust-Wrath combination. Personally, 

I‟m also fucking amazed that you‟re able to get that far into the transformation now… and I‟m 

really fucking glad you aren‟t going psycho-crazy.” She halted, then cursed under her breath, and 

the Drakkaren heard self-anger in her voice as she asked: “How are you feeling? Sorry, I 

should‟ve asked before… but just watching you was…” 

“It was really interesting.” Sin said quietly, and she flushed a bit, looking down and 

nodding to the Drakkaren as he glanced at her curiously. “And you have three chains left, still… 

it‟s incredible how much you‟re capable of so far with that many still left to break.” 

That made the reptile feel both good and bad: good, because it meant he‟d probably be 

able to get up to all sorts of nonsense when they were all broken, and he felt he‟d be more than a 

match for the Warlord… but bad, because he could still remember that dark beast inside of 

him… and I don‟t want to lose my grip on who I am… absolute power corrupts absolutely is the 

only absolute rule, after all… “I… yeah…” 

He stopped… then shook his head and forced a smile, looking over at Selena and saying 

quietly: “My penis is not a minor characteristic… but I feel… tired and headachy, I guess, after 

all that.” He rubbed slowly over his skull, then paused as he realized he‟d managed to shrink his 

bull horns in as well. “I feel strained, I guess, from everything that‟s happened… and… sleepy, I 

guess.” 

Selena narrowed her eyes at this, then she asked softly: “Do you feel lethargic? Is your 

vision blurry at all?” 

The Drakkaren frowned a bit at this, then he hesitated and nodded slowly, holding his 

hand up in front of his face and swaying a bit on his feet before he stretched and yawned, his bull 

horns slowly sliding out of his skull and his groin area shifting back to normal. “Yeah, I guess I 

do… it‟ll probably go away, though…” 

“Let‟s put you down for a nap.” Selena created a portal, and the Drakkaren made a face, 

but instead of questioning him or making one of her usual snappy remarks, she grabbed one of 

his arm and Sin grasped the other, and they pulled him through the portal as he blinked slowly. 

“Come on, move your stupid ass.” 

“Stupid… you.” Zerrex said lamely, then he rubbed at his head as Selena guided him 

over to his cot, the Drakkaren laying down on it and yawning tiredly as his head rested back on 

the futon, curling up in the fetal position and then mumbling incoherently as Selena jerked the 

small blanket back and tossed it over him. 

Sin, meanwhile, was quietly murmuring a complex incantation, and then she pressed a 

hand down into the floor and created a circle of runes with a large eight-pointed star in the 

center, binding the runes together. She glanced up from the runic circle, but Zerrex had already 

fallen into a deep slumber, and the Naganatine sighed quietly as a strange glow began to pulse 

throughout the room, murmuring softly: “There. I created a time rift… time should move twice 

as slow in the room for now, which‟ll buy back some of however much time he loses… I‟ll talk 

to the Princess and you can talk to King Alastor, if you like.” 



“That sounds good to me…” Selena murmured, quietly brushing a bit of the Drakkaren‟s 

hair back before sighing. “Well, Sin, it had to happen sooner or later… he‟s been pushed too 

hard in Hell. Now he‟s gone into a rest state and I just hope he comes out in one piece and fully 

sane…” She paused, then looked quietly over to Sin. “After all… our own demons are far worse 

than any here in Hell.” 

 

The reptile was in his mind again, but this time he was standing in a long, musty hallway, 

made of red, ugly metal… and slowly, he strode down it, hearing the drip of water nearby. He 

reached a fork, and he decided to try the left path first, despite how compelling the door at the 

end of the short hallway to the right was. 

The reptile ended up at another fork, and this time he went right, before pausing at a hall 

that intersected into this one and glancing down it for a moment… then staring at the sight of a 

dead, bloody body covered in thick, monstrous maggots leaning against a dead end, still clad in 

torn-apart combat armor and a gas-mask. The Drakkaren made a face, and then he paused at the 

sight of the submachine gun the body was holding… and he carefully made his way down the 

hall before prying the gun out of the body‟s hand, ignoring the smell and the maggots… and he 

took a deep breath before searching the body‟s pockets as well and the utility belt the special-

forces trooper was wearing. 

He came up with two clips of ammunition and an identifaction card… and he wondered 

what the hell he‟d use an ID card for in his own mind, before he paused and asked quietly, his 

voice echoing down the halls: “Why am I playing this game with myself… when I know this is 

all just in my own head? Why don‟t I just turn away and make something else happen?” 

“Because you love games.” The Drakkaren lowered his head as the corpse behind him 

stood up, the gas-mask falling off to reveal a rotted face that was slowly slothing off the 

yellowed skull beneath like paste, and it grinned before stumbling forwards to the Drakkaren‟s 

back, hissing: “Because the games make you feel special… and you want to be special… we all 

want to be special…” 

The Drakkaren spun around and raised the submachine gun, then he winced at the fact the 

safety was still on, cursing under his breath and instead lashing out a foot, knocking the dead 

thing back into the wall behind it with a thud before pushing the safety off and aiming again at 

the zombie-thing… but it was still, and he shook his head slowly before turning away and 

making his way back down the hall, thinking quietly about what it had said at the same time. It‟s 

true… but there‟s something else, too. Some reason… something I‟m looking for… 

He paused and leaned carefully out to peer down another path… and immediately a 

camera locked onto him before the enormous machinegun it was attached to turned and began to 

fire at him, and the Drakkaren cursed as he leapt backwards into the safety of the hallway, bullets 

ricocheting off the metal plates as the reptile covered his face with a wince, feeling one of them 

whizzing into his leg but managing to maintain his ground even as it scratched over his scales, 

and a moment later the barrage ended. The reptile judged the gap, and thought for a moment 

about using his energy abilities to get past… but instead he simply leaned backwards for a 

moment, setting his feet on the ground, then threw himself forwards and dived past the gap, 

landing and going into a roll- 

The floor tiles beneath him shattered and gave away, and the Drakkaren landed a moment 

later with a splash into knee-deep water, cursing under his breath as he sat up and brushed the 

excess dirt and debris he‟d picked up during his fall off, then narrowing his eyes as he listened to 

the hum of machinery in the distance. The hallway‟s ceilings were low, and it left him barely 



enough room to walk through at a hunch… and there were also cables everywhere, some of them 

sparking and others hanging like vines and ivy. The metal here was blue… and the Drakkaren 

wondered if the color-coding meant anything as he carefully pushed his way forwards.  

He tensed as he heard a rustling, raising the submachine gun and putting one hand on the 

back of his wrist… and then a vent ahead exploded and a six-armed, no-legged creature tore out 

of the gap, screaming from a gigantic mouth in the middle of a hairless torso as it charged 

towards him… and Zerrex snarled as he fired a quick burst of ammunition into it, and the 

monstrosity collapsed into the water, struggling for a few moments before going still. The reptile 

watched as it sank completely below the murky surface, and he realized anything could be in the 

water, just waiting for him to pass… 

The reptile ejected the clip, counted the remaining bullets, and then slapped it back into 

place as he made his way along, carefully stepping over the bizarre creature and mumbling: “I 

need to be on meds or something. There‟s too many weird things in my head.” A pause as he 

peered a corner, and then he added quietly: “There‟s another prime example.” 

At the end of the corridor was a door inside what was shaped almost like an enormous 

sexual orifice… but the part that bothered him most was the smiling happy face sticker slapped 

onto the door. The Drakkaren slowly made his way forwards, and the door creaked open to 

reveal a staircase leading down, the water somehow not flowing past the open frame at all… and 

he frowned a bit before sighing and accepting the invitation, striding down the grey steps and 

pushing open a metal gate at the end. 

The Drakkaren stepped out onto a small stone bridge… and he crossed it slowly onto a 

round platform that seemed to be supported only by the stone bridges on either side, otherwise 

floating in the darkness. There was a bright red and yellow sun glowing in the distance, but what 

caught the reptile‟s attention was the small green hill in the center of the platform, with a few 

scattered rocks on it and unevolved animals and birds flitting happily around… 

And sitting on a rock near the center, staring out at the sunset, was an unmarked, 

untattooed version of him, smiling and looking completely at peace with himself as a few birds 

twittered on his shoulders… then flew away when the Drakkaren glanced over his shoulder at 

Zerrex, saying softly: “Hey there, you made it. Sorry I couldn‟t invite you right in… you have a 

complex mind, and I‟d like to keep things as safe as possible here. I don‟t like to fight.” 

“Yeah…” Zerrex said slowly, walking over and kneeling on the small walk that went 

around the hill, looking up at the benevolent version of him. “What am I doing here? Why am I 

trapped in my mind again… I went through all this years ago with Drake. Don‟t tell me that 

Anubis is doing the same thing to my head, is he?” 

The creature – Good, as Zerrex called him – laughed and shook his head, smiling and 

holding out a finger, and a bird landed on it. He gazed at this affectionately for a moment as it 

sung a few gentle notes, and then it flew away as the lizard lowered his hand and landed on 

Zerrex‟s shoulder, the real Drakkaren blinking as Good said softly: “No… it‟s… a bit different 

this time, more and less complex. You‟re becoming a demon, Zerrex… and as you explore Hell, 

you‟re also discovering more about what makes you, you. 

“I think we both know you have the ability to shatter all those chains if you want…” 

Good continued quietly, and Zerrex looked down shamefully. “Please Zerrex, don‟t fret about it. 

What will happen, will happen… but once you defeated Drake in your mind, and he was real. 

The Darkness… it isn‟t. The Beast, as you call him, exists only in your own mind, and he is your 

fear of becoming like your father, manifested into a personality due to the shattered personality 

you possess. You silly schizophrenic, you.” 



The two shared a faint laugh at this, and Zerrex shook his head slowly, rubbing at his 

head slowly before looking quietly up at Good, murmuring softly: “Am I too powerful? I don‟t 

know if I want to become a demon or not, anymore… and I don‟t know if my want to kill 

Az‟Iriel is for vengeance, for retribution, for good, or… for evil. I can‟t fix Hell… but yet…” 

“Yet you want to, I know. You have a messiah complex.” Good smiled faintly, reaching 

down and patting Zerrex‟s cheek gently. “But that‟s okay. You get a lot done… the only problem 

is you suffer like crazy while doing it.  

“Listen to me, Zerrex, and listen well… right now, you‟re in a deep, restful slumber. 

What you become when you wake up is in your hands… like your body, your mind is malleable 

right now. One day, you‟ll settle, and you‟ll lock in and become something permanent… but for 

now, you‟ve got to put up with these shattered pieces of your mind, and these delusions of me 

and the others. I‟m not saying you have to consciously make a decision to do good, evil, right, or 

wrong… but you do have to explore yourself a bit and who you are.” 

Good paused, then nodded to the door across the bridge opposite the one Zerrex had 

entered by. “That‟s one way to go… and the other way is down, or perhaps even up. It‟s all up to 

you, Zerrex… this is your mind.” He smiled slightly again and shrugged a bit, saying softly: 

“Sorry I‟m not much help… but I only know the same things you do, Zer. You better get 

moving, though, because the Beast is always on the hunt, and there‟s all sorts of other things in 

your head eager to get a bite out of you…” 

The Drakkaren nodded, and then he slowly looked down into the darkness over the edge, 

and then up at the faintly-swirling sky above… and finally he smiled a bit at Good before 

deciding to take the simplest route, heading towards the bridge. Before he could begin to cross, 

however, the door on the other side warped and twisted, and Zerrex stared for a moment before it 

exploded off its hinges and a parade of tiny, faceless creatures made of burlap charged out, and 

the Drakkaren snarled as they immediately leapt at him, clinging to his body as the reptile fired 

into them, sending up explosions of green and yellow goo. 

But there were simply too many, all of them pouring out of a fleshy, sick-looking passage 

that had been behind the door, and the Drakkaren staggered onto the door as Good leapt behind 

him, whacking away the tiny creatures with a plain wooden pole and looking disgusted… and 

then the stone bridge groaned and collapsed, and Zerrex fell, staring after Good as the lizard 

looked down at him in shock, chunks of stone and tiny burlap beasts falling after him through the 

darkness. 

He looked back and forth, then snarled and spun in midair before feeling his wings burst 

out of his back, going into a steep dive before leaning suddenly up in a stretched J-curve to avoid 

the falling debris and creatures, and he let himself glide towards a nearby strone outcropping. He 

landed on it with a grunt and a flex, his wings slowly vanishing into his back as he stood on the 

dark, dank cliffs and looked slowly around. 

There was a bookshelf and a chest randomly on one side of the cliffs, and the reptile 

walked over to these, glancing through them before he realized all the stuff he had picked up was 

gone, mumbling under his breath about inconsistencies in his mind. He cursed, then flung open 

the chest, stared at the pile of body parts inside, then he slammed it and kicked it hard off the 

cliff. 

It fell, opening as it did so and spilling out gore and unnameable things… and the 

Drakkaren paused as he knelt down, noting a small suitcase that had been hidden in a hole in the 

floor beneath the chest. He opened this, and then smiled slightly at the large handgun glimmering 



inside, glancing it over and murmuring: “A .50 Echo Barrel… a bad imitation of my old .52‟s, 

but it works.” 

He snagged the two clips that were inside the suitcase, checked to see the gun was 

loaded, and made sure the safety was off… then he strode quickly towards the door and pulled it 

open to step into a narrow stone hallway. He made his way carefully down this to a rusted steel 

door at the end… and he nudged this carefully open with his shoulder before blinking as he 

emerged into what looked like a women‟s clothing store. And then he gaped as he saw his three 

girls all standing together and giggling, and he slowly approached them before Marina said 

tenderly up to him: “Hello, Daddy… are you here to watch me try on some sexy lingerie?” 

“Marina.” Cindy said sternly, as Cherry puttered around in the background, waving at 

Zerrex before peering back and forth and shoving an expensive blouse down between her large 

breasts. “This is a hard place, Zerrex… and there‟s two choices. Either leave… or take a walk 

through the city.” She paused, then grasped his shoulders and said softly: “But if you walk into 

the city, you may never walk out… and you may fall silently into your own delusions, never to 

return to sanity or even the real world.” 

The Drakkaren‟s mouth went dry… and then he whispered in a shaking voice: “But… I 

miss you three. I miss you so much… and little Mahihko, where‟s Mahihko?” 

“He‟s in the city…” Cindy said, and then she grabbed Zerrex‟s wrist, halting him from 

running away, and he glared at her over his shoulder before catching him and trembling as she 

repeated quietly: “You may never return.” 

He slumped… then looked down and nodded slowly as Marina hugged him tightly from 

the side, whispering softly as she nestled against him: “We miss you… we love you, Daddy. 

Please leave… please go back so you can come back to us in the real world…” 

And Zerrex turned slowly towards the door, fighting back tears as he stumbled towards 

the door, forcing himself to think of this as yet another underhanded torture Hell had to offer… 

and he didn‟t even notice the marble hallway he stepped into when he opened the door, slumping 

quietly against one of the walls before it closed loudly behind him… and then Cherry said 

irritably: “Stop being a pussy, Boss.” 

The Drakkaren spun around to see her grinning widely, pulling the blouse out from 

between her immense cleavage and immediately putting the black, spiderweb-patterned blouse 

on over her sports-bra… and she stuck her tongue out at the reptile, in her usual body as she 

added amusedly: “What, you think I was just going to ignore you the whole time you were in 

there and not try to sneak out?” 

“Cherry…” Zerrex said softly, and then the two hugged tightly before she grinned and 

grabbed his wrist, jerking him along to the end of the hallway and shoving open a set of double 

doors… and Zerrex stared as they emerged into a massive hall of golden arches and white 

marble, clouds slowly floating by the enormous open windows as he asked stupidly: “Heaven?” 

“We call it the rest stop. Come on, Boss, let‟s indulge some fantasies.” Cherry said with a 

smile, and then she slid an arm around his waist as he looked at her dumbly, saying softly: “It‟s 

okay… you‟ll wake up when we‟re done here. But for now, be content, Zerrex… this is just a 

dream, but we can make it the best fucking dream you ever had.” 

 

A thousand and some years later, Zerrex‟s eyes flickered open and he slowly sat up in 

bed, and Sin smiled warmly down at him, offering him a large, silver platter with a bowl of stew 

and a bottle of apple cider, and he took it, staring down at it before gazing back up and asking 

stupidly: “Is this still a dream?” 



“No, Lord Zerrex… you‟re back in reality after having a long rest. It happens from time 

to time with demons.” She said softly, and then she glanced over her shoulder at Mist and Shine, 

who were both grinning at him and looking relieved. “These two said they were willing to keep 

watch over you for all that time… but thankfully, we had a few people willing to switch out and 

ensure your safety.” 

“What do you mean?” Zerrex asked curiously, as he ate a spoonful of stew, making a bit 

of a face at all the time he had just lost. I wonder if I‟ve been demoted… I can barely remember 

anything, but I think I actually had some pleasant dreams, at least… and I feel like I‟ve only been 

asleep for a few good hours or something like that. “I mean… that protective ward would have 

kept out any unwanted visitors, right?” 

“Not when they could do something like send you to the Marquee Sur Noir… we decided 

we wanted to be extra careful, since we were dealing with serious magical abilities.” Sin said 

softly, shaking her head slowly. “But the Princess also requested you be watched, and that I 

report back the moment you wake up… but first I want to tend to you, and make sure you‟re 

okay.” 

The Drakkaren nodded a bit, offering a smile up to her as he dropped his spoon into the 

bowl of stew. “I‟m fine, really… thank you for all this, by the way. I‟m not too freaked out, 

either, since even Cherry told me about the sleep periods of demons, and I‟ve heard about them 

from others as well…” He paused, glancing over at a small locket sitting on the desk, and he 

made a bit of a face. “Did… Feldspar drop that off?” 

“How‟d you know?” Mist asked, looking dryly entertained as her sister muttered 

something under her breast that sounded suspiciously like „that cunt.‟ “She wanted to see you, 

and wouldn‟t leave until we told her we‟d get an Inquisitor to drag her off…” 

“And she said she‟d go above our heads and talk to the Princess… but she‟s no longer the 

Princess‟s right hand.” Shine added, and Zerrex looked up sharply at this news. “Ever since her 

failure with the Lucifer‟s Eye and her incompetence in other matters… she‟s been demoted to 

only being part of the train. She‟s furious that she‟s no longer a handmaiden, and she‟s taken it as 

a personal betrayal…” 

Mist paused, then glanced at Sin, who smiled a bit and bowed to them before creating a 

portal and leaving… and Mist leaned forwards as the portal vanished, adding as her sister 

grinned: “Feldspar is very vulnerable right now, and we hear that she‟s been roaming all 

throughout Hell, looking for guidance… we hear that she also comes here often, despite being 

forbidden to see you.” 

“But after being rejected from here by whatever magic the Scholars have been ordered to 

use to keep her away from the building, she usually goes and sits at top of the mountain. She 

might even be there right now… because if you went to her…” Shine added slyly, winking at the 

Drakkaren as she leaned forwards a bit. 

Zerrex paused as he slowly took another sip of his stew… and then he wagged the spoon 

at them, doing his best to repress his grin. “You two… are very, very naughty girls. I‟m going to 

have to bend you over my knee and spank you later.” He paused as the two blushed deeply and 

shared a giggle, and then he asked curiously: “By the way… how long have I been out for?” 

“One thousand, two hundred and fifty-four years.” Mist said promptly, and Zerrex 

choked on his next spoonful of stew before she added mildly: “But Sin used her abilities to 

create a rift in the room… so only half that time has passed in the Wrath Circle. On the bright 

side, Alastor agreed to still let it count towards your punishment.” 



“Wonderful.” Zerrex mumbled, wishing absently he‟d been out for nine thousand years 

instead, in that case… but now he was feeling a bit freaked out, despite what he‟d said earlier. So 

I‟ve lost… five, six hundred years? Goddammit… I need to get back to work… “I need to get 

back to building up my strength, then…” 

“Lord Zerrex, you went into that rest state because you had been pushed too hard, by 

yourself and the other occurances in Hell.” Shine said firmly, looking at him with exasperation. 

“I mean, one of your seal chains wore out while you were asleep and snapped, so you‟ve only 

got two left on you… so I think you should really start toning down your exercising for now.” 

She paused, then looked down, adding softly: “Lord Zerrex… we don‟t just call you that because 

we are gladly still your Iuratus, even in the afterlife… we call you that because of the power you 

emanate. You feel like a demon lord now… or even a High Prince. Even now, in your Drakkaren 

body, I see you and…” 

“I‟d call it awe, but there‟s no fear…” Mist added quietly, and the twins stood up and 

walked over, sitting on either side of the Drakkaren and hugging him tightly from either side, the 

reptile looking back and forth with a bit of a blush. “You‟re our Master. We are yours, to do with 

as you like… and neither of us can imagine the strength you‟d possess when fully riled.” 

“Are all demons stronger in their true bodies?” Zerrex asked quietly, looking back and 

forth before pausing and adding another question in an even-softer voice: “And… is the true 

form of our demon really only a reflection, an… an expression of our true selves?” 

The two hesitated, then a portal appeared and Selena walked in through it, before making 

a face and adjusting her leather corset at the looks on the twin‟s features. “Wonderful. Either I‟ve 

just interrupted you two giving him a handjob under the table, or far worse, it‟s question time 

from the retarded child. What did he just ask, why demons sleep so long?” 

Zerrex attempted to look offended, but his curiosity got the better of him and he settled 

for being sulky as he crossed his arms, mumbling: “No, but that is a good question.” 

Selena rolled her eyes, then walked over and picked up the bowl of stew, helping herself 

to a spoonful and tilting her head back and forth thoughtfully before saying finally: “Think of it 

this way. When mortals sleep, their bodies heal up, right? But demons don‟t have a regular sleep 

pattern or anything like that, because our bodies regenerate about a hundred times faster and heal 

way better than mortals do.  

“But we still get tired, even though it goes away, and we still cause damages to our 

bodies that can‟t just be repaired instantly, especially if we get in fights all the time or train 

ourselves to the point where we can bench-press so many tons it sounds like a ridiculous 

metaphor.” Selena added sourly, and Zerrex grinned stupidly as he flexed his muscles, and the 

twins giggled before both coughed and looked away as Selena muttered: “Please, please don‟t 

encourage him. 

“Anyway, we go into the long rests to completely replenish ourselves, and it lets our 

bodies develop a bit more, our demonic essences… grow, to coin a phrase.” Selena added, then 

she paused to eat a few spoonfuls of soup, and finally glowered: “I know, you want to ask the 

question you did earlier, go ahead.” 

The reptile repeated it… and Selena frowned quietly before putting the soup bowl back 

down on the lizard‟s lap, and she finally sighed, sitting down on the floor and looking up at him 

with a faint smile. “Lord Zerrex… I don‟t know what to say to that. I know what you‟d like me 

to say, yes or no definitely… but there is no definite yes or no, that‟s the big problem. I mean, 

how often do you see something walking around in full, hulking demon form? Only those who 



can‟t shift their bodies at all are trapped in their demon forms… and I don‟t know one demon 

who can honestly say they like being what they are all the time. 

“No matter how powerful, our demonic forms become a prison to all of us…” Selena 

added quietly, looking down at her hand. “Because when we‟re fully… changed… we become 

slaves to our particular sins of choice, our passions, everything that we shouldn‟t. It was never 

meant to be that way, but what Lucifer and even God Himself didn‟t take into account was the 

very evil essence of Hell, of what might happen if someone was left in an almost-living force 

that was supposed to cause purification… but all it ended up doing was concentrating our own 

dark essences, not cleansing us but intensifying our sins…” 

She stopped and looked down quietly, laughing a bit. “It‟s… sort of like a cosmic joke, 

you know? We can never ascend to Heaven because our very souls have been permanently 

stained, we are… permanently impure. I think that‟s part of what caused so much rage in Hell, 

what originally started the rebellion against Lucifer and Heaven; the fact that we had gone from 

the punished for eternity to the punished for forever…” she halted, then shook her head slowly 

and smiled slightly at Zerrex, adding softly: “Sorry. You know how I am… I just get talking 

sometimes.” 

“It‟s alright… I like to listen.” Zerrex responded gently, gazing at her softly for a 

moment, and she glanced over his body before nodding a bit. 

“Anyway, in short… it‟s a gift and it‟s a curse. Originally, the first demons who were 

lodged her permanently in Hell were given the forms to ensure they would be able to terrify and 

inspire cooperation in even the most powerful of Hell‟s denizens… but very quickly, it became 

apparent that there would need to be other special abilities handed down to certain demons, such 

as the first Inquisitors and the Monarchs, in order to subdue those of great power and great evil, 

who gained forms with even greater abilities.” She paused, then shook her head slowly. “But 

there‟s always a „but…‟ 

“See, when we‟re in demonic form, we‟re strong and our abilities are enhanced, 

physically and likewise… but we become far more vulnerable to certain rune-traps, 

enchantments, and spells, so it‟s a huge trade-off.” Selena said quietly. “And as you‟ve 

undoubtedly noticed, the sheer size of a demon in Hell can make it awkward to fight or change 

the logistics of a battle completely on its head. Especially due to the fact your strength is far 

greater than that of the average person of your size and stature… so the fact you can juggle a 

Gigataur like a toy gives you an incredible advantage against a larger opponent of strength even 

comparable to yours.” 

Zerrex nodded, smiling a bit. “It‟s like I always said back during the Great War, when 

people would question me about not shifting up my body to improve my strength… size is 

worthless when all it does is make you a better target. It‟s nice to have some height on an enemy, 

but being twice their size makes you an easy kill at any distance with a single high-powered rifle 

shot. Worse, it‟s awkward, and it‟s harder to move…” 

“We get it.” Selena said dryly, and Zerrex coughed, looking embarrassed as the twins 

glared at her, but the Inquisitor only rolled her eyes. “Fuck, you‟re like a walking textbook. 

You‟re so… bland sometimes. I wonder how people stood you as a mortal.” 

The Drakkaren grunted and shrugged. “I was bigger than almost everyone for half my 

life… they had to put up with me or I‟d punch them in the head.” He coughed at Selena‟s dour 

look, and then he muttered: “Well, you know as well as I do I‟m in Hell for being an idiot, 

among other things…” 



“That‟s a good way to put it.” Selena rubbed at her muzzle slowly, then frowned a bit. 

“What was I saying? Right… the last point I wanted to make was that some demons have taught 

themselves either how to shapeshift or a spell to enable them to take on a different form, because 

their true body is very weak. They‟re rare, but they do exist… just like demons who, when in 

true demonic form, are only suited to living in water or the air, and don‟t do well on the ground.” 

The reptile nodded, making a bit of a face. “Wonderful. Well, thank crap I‟m just a 

terrible monster, then.” He leaned backwards with a mutter, and the twins sighed as Selena made 

a face and stood up, snagging his bottle of apple cider and creating a portal as the reptile looked 

up stupidly: “Hey, where are you going?” 

“We are going to do some training. Since I know you‟re going to bitch and moan until we 

explore whatever new abilities you have, I figured we might as well go and take a look now.” 

Selena muttered, and then she rolled his eyes as Zerrex brightened, leaping up and looking back 

and forth before grabbing his now-tattered robe and throwing it over one shoulder, heading for 

the portal before grunting as Selena shoved the Drakkaren backwards moodily. “Wait a minute, 

you idjit.” 

The reptile mumbled something under his breath about pushy females, and Selena 

glanced over to the twins, both of them standing and nodding as Mist created another portal, 

Shine carryng the tray behind her. The Drakkaren watched them leave with a frown, and Selena 

said softly: “It‟s alright, they‟re just going to throw anyone who might be watching off our trail. 

Now come on, let‟s go.” 

Zerrex made a face as they stepped through the portal, Selena pulling the cork out of the 

bottle and taking a drink before he said softly: “You know, I hate putting them in any sort of 

danger… and hey, what‟s happened over the last five hundred years, before we start fighting? I 

mean, what about the Naganatine twins and the Princess… and I heard some crazy stuff about 

Feldspar, too, and-” 

“You really are like a child.” Selena said flatly, and then she sat down on a nearby rock 

and patted between her legs, and Zerrex stared before realizing what she meant, coughing and 

walking over as she looked at him oddly, but didn‟t say anything. He sat down with his back to 

the flat stone, and she passed the bottle of cider down to him as she began to play with his hair – 

it had grown all the way down to the Drakkaren‟s ankles, but he didn‟t seem to notice or even 

care, and she smiled quietly to herself as she began to braid it back in a long ponytail, speaking 

in a soft voice: “Not a lot has happened… that‟s one of the nice things about Hell, you always 

have time… 

“We took a small barracks in the Northern Province, that‟s the biggest news on the war 

front… there‟s been a lot of pressure on the Western Front, though, and lots of soldiers and 

Inquistors are worried about being sent in there. Another rather interesting tidbit is that Azazel 

and Astaroth have apparently vanished off the face of Hell, and the base was taken over by an 

ex-Inquisitor who immediately fired you when he heard about the game you had been playing 

with the twins. The Princess apparently had a personal chat with him, though, and now you have 

the job back… fuck, I‟d say it must be nice to have everything done for you, but the Princess 

keeps throwing you into the worst possible jobs in each Circle when you could just join the 

Royal Legion with that brawny body of yours and just get a transfer every time you have to 

move to a different circle.” 

She paused, then added slyly: “And since I haven‟t had the chance to torture you for a 

while… if you want to hear more, I want you to turn around and lick my crotch, and beg me for 



more information.” She paused again at the Drakkaren‟s glare up at her, then muttered: “Fuck. 

Fine. Be that way, but I expect you to make it up to me.” 

The lizard rolled his eyes, then he sighed and looked up at her, saying flatly: “How about 

this: you tell me all the interesting tidbits of information that have happened in Hell over the last 

while… and I‟ll play that stupid „Doggy‟ game with you for a while or whatever you call it.” 

Selena‟s eyes lit up at this, and she grinned widely, licking her muzzle slowly. “Now 

you‟re talking, Lord Zerrex… I haven‟t played that with you willingly for hundreds of years 

before you went into a rest state. Fine, I‟ll tell you everything I know… but like I said, things 

tend to take a long time to happen in Hell. 

“I guess the only other big piece of information, though, is the fact that Az‟Iriel has been 

moving troops from his northern sectors and the lines he‟s holding down with mortal 

technologies through a dimensional rift he still has total control over. It‟s hard to tell, but we 

think he‟s building up his invasion army with officers and more-experienced soldiers instead of 

newly-born soldier demons and lost souls. He‟s also apparently bred several new kinds of 

Plasmid and found some sort of magical ability that works on the mortal realm, but I don‟t want 

to even make guesses at the latter… 

“Otherwise, most of what‟s happened over the last six hundred years is nothing more 

than tidbits here and there.” Selena shook her head slowly, continuing to absently braid the 

Drakkaren‟s hair. “Let‟s see… oh, Amiglion was removed from duty and ordered to go back and 

work with the Scholars for demonstrating continuous incompetence on the battlefield… and 

Queen Lilith is preparing for her coronation ceremony, to officially step up to the role of being a 

Princess. Her father is very proud…” A pause as she glanced down at Zerrex, who frowned up at 

her. “Stepfather, I mean. Prince Raithe had seven wives, three husbands, and over forty 

concubines.” 

The Drakkaren blinked stupidly at this, then he asked slowly: “Like… are there any 

limits in Hell as to that stuff? Or could I go out and start making a harem and stuff as I wanted, 

and just… marry or snag whoever I wanted?” 

Selena mused a bit at this, tilting her head back and forth. “Yes and no. Only monarchs 

are permitted to have concubines, since in Hell it‟s a position of great honor… and after you 

have more than two marital partners, you have to have it approved by the Governor of your 

territory. Only those upon a throne are permitted to marry as they like… but of course, if a 

monarch asks you, you can accept without authorization even without permission.” She paused, 

rubbing the back of her head thoughtfully, then mumbled: “I don‟t know a lot about this shit, 

though… marriage is stupid.” 

Zerrex smiled a bit at her uncharacteristic childishness, and then she finished his ponytail, 

tying a small ball into the bottom of his hair before dropping it, and Zerrex blinked at the strange 

feeling coming from his head as she added flatly: “Engagements are almost always broken off in 

Hell, flash-marriages happen a lot and then someone ends up dying after a few thousand years 

together, and half of Hell‟s couples are incestuous, so that should tell you something about the 

marriage scheme down here. I recommend just giving out name tags to the chicks and dicks who 

like you and calling that your little personal harem.” 

“Wonderful, like a secret club… did you… tie my hair up?” The Drakkaren paused, 

grabbing the end of his ponytail, and then he looked at her for a few moments before finally 

crossing his arms, mumbling: “Okay, so what, maybe I like it a little bit. But please tell me the 

next time you‟re going to change my hairstyle. It‟s far better in battle if it‟s just cut down.” 



“This is hell, bitch. There‟s weirder things around than fighting with long hair.” Selena 

grunted, then she clapped her hands together and said firmly: “Get the hell up now, come on! I 

want you to move your ass so we can test your demonic characteristics… first off, I want you to 

take on your demonic form.” 

The Drakkaren sighed as he slouched to his feet, feeling suddenly nervous as he strode 

about ten feet away, Selena remaining seated on the rock as she watched… and the reptile was 

both amazed and somewhat horrified by the fact it took him very little concentration to actually 

cause his body to start to shift. 

In less than a minute, he stood just over thirty feet tall… but the only thing that had really 

changed was the appearance of the ridge of spikes down his back, along with one smaller, 

conical on his elbows, shoulders and knees. Both his sets of horns seemed to have lengthened 

somewhat, but he couldn‟t be sure… and he looked slowly at one hand, examining the way his 

fingers had become enormous, flexible claws shaped like long triangular prisms. He bent them 

slowly back and forth, the expression on the enormous demon‟s features quiet and thoughtful as 

Selena walked slowly around him, then asked curiously: “Can you do that legs-bent-backwards 

thing for me?” 

The Drakkaren glanced down at her, then he paused before wincing as both his knees 

cracked loudly and his legs went backwards, standing now on his enormous, curved toeclaws as 

a long hook pushed out of either heel. He made a face, then Selena walked back around to his 

front and crossed her arms, looking her his body and noting with both surprise and amusement 

he had forgone his genitalia… either on instinct or because he knows I‟ll shout at him 

otherwise… “Alright… you have a good grasp of control over yourself. How do you feel?” 

“Hungry?” Zerrex said dumbly, and when the Inquisitor glared at him, he rubbed the 

back of his head embarrassedly before brushing absently at his long, messy hair. “Selena, I‟m a 

gigantic demon. This is still taking me a lot of time to get used to…” A pause, and he glanced 

over his shoulders, then grunted and slowly furled his angel wings before they vanished into his 

body. “I mean, it wouldn‟t be a stretch to call me ugly.” 

Selena snorted, shaking her head slowly and responding mildly: “Zerrex, your biceps 

look like they‟re bigger than wagons. Your body is enormous and muscular. I‟m not going to talk 

about your penis lest you bring it out, but what happens down south there is quite impressive as 

well. For a demon, you‟re a hunk… and remember, size represents power down here in Hell… 

and you‟ve got a lot of both.” 

Zerrex grunted, looking awkwardly back and forth before rubbing at the back of his head 

slowly again… and then he sighed and shook his head a bit, looking down at his hands and 

saying softly: “I‟m scared of what‟s going to happen when I get going, though… what kind of 

powers do I possess, what can I do?” 

The Inquisitor softened a bit at this as she half-turned away… then she coughed and 

turned back around, saying firmly: “Well, that‟s what we‟re here to find out. First of all, I want 

you to start with the basics… I want you to lash out with a tentacle at me, just like we practice. 

And by god, if you do anything funny…” 

Zerrex rolled his eyes. “What are you going to do, Selena? I‟m even bigger than your 

own true form in… mine.” He paused, looking down at this realization that this was his real body 

now, his real representation of self… and then he cleared his throat when Selena gazed up at him 

with a tenderness that was strange for her, bringing one of his hands back and mumbling: “Here 

we go.” 



She readied herself, smilng slightly… and then Zerrex lashed out his hand, and not one, 

but four tentacles snapped out of his arm, moving with lightning speed and immediately binding 

all her limbs with surprising strength. She struggled, her eyes widening, and then Zerrex lifted 

her easily into the air as he stared at her, and the Inquisitor‟s muscles flexed as she began to try 

and jerk free with all her might… but the thick tendrils held her easily in place as the Drakkaren 

said mildly: “I could pop you in my mouth and eat you like a piece of candy right now, if I 

wanted to.” 

“Put me down or I‟m going to set you on fire.” Selena said sourly, and Zerrex sighed and 

rolled his eyes, deciding against trying to intimidate her: he had no doubt that Selena‟s magical 

abilities were still far superior to his own. So instead of attempting to look menacing – which he 

really thought wouldn‟t be that hard in this body – he simply guided her to the ground, then 

allowed the long, thick tendrils of flesh to slither free from around her before snapping his arm 

out to the side, and they swiftly retreated back into his forearm before he looked at his hand 

thoughtfully, Selena muttering: “Oh joy unbound. This is just what we need. You capable of 

things like that.” 

Zerrex stuck out his tongue at her, giggled stupidly as he remembered how long it was, 

and then he bit it again and winced, swiftly withdrawing it into his muzzle and holding the latter 

quietly in his hands. Selena stared at him, then she sighed and dropped her head in her hands, 

grumbling under her breath: “Worse than a retarded child… alright, Zerrex, let‟s move on to see 

what else you‟ve got…” 

After an hour, Zerrex was finally permitted to rest, feeling tired and cranky as he shrank 

back down to size and quickly threw on the robe he‟d brought with him, every part of his body 

feeling sore. Admittedly, they‟d done a lot of work and they‟d come a long way to him better 

understanding his body and his powers, but at the same time, even he thought she‟d pushed him 

harder than necessary. “You really are a bitch, you know that?” 

“Hey, I get results.” Selena defended, but she looked almost embarrassed as she rubbed 

the back of her head slowly, adding in a mutter: “It‟s not my fault you‟re too much of a pussy to 

keep up with me.” Then again… oh, what the hell… “Alright, alright… to be honest, I wanted to 

see if you‟d tire out, especially after seeing how your energy abilities worked in that form… and 

I‟m honestly surprised it took that long to drain you. In that body, you‟re so…” 

“Different.” Zerrex murmured softly, shaking his head slowly… then he frowned a bit as 

Selena smiled faintly and shook her own head in return. “What?” 

“No, Lord Zerrex… you‟re always you.” she said gently, then she crossed her arms and 

smiled a bit. “You‟re very focused in that body… I mean, everything‟s increased and far more 

powerful in your demonic form, but your magic is still admittedly both shoddy and shitty… and 

you have excellent control already… but…” She paused for a moment, then looked away, adding 

softly: “I‟m almost afraid to find out what‟s going to happen when we break those last two 

chains. Your hungers may start to awaken… and I wouldn‟t be surprised if your body changes 

even more. I mean, other than a few aesthetic changes and that weird thing you can do with your 

legs, there‟s no real change to your form… it‟s just like you get bigger and-” 

“And my dick splits apart.” Zerrex supplied helpfully, then he paused and glanced down 

curiously at himself, Selena making a face and then groaning at his next aloud wondering: “Do 

you think I could make weird things happen with myself even as I am now?” 

“Yes you could, no I‟m not going to teach you how, and no I‟m not going to do it with 

you.” Selena said irritably, then she grunted: “Anyway, we‟ll see what happens to you, but try 

and bear in mind that it might not be pleasant, alright?” 



The reptile nodded a bit, then he frowned as she created a portal, asking curiously: 

“Aren‟t we going to play your dumb little game? Or you know, couldn‟t you at least hang out a 

bit longer? I don‟t even know what time it is.” 

“It‟s four in the afternoon, and the day is Lam.” Selena said absently, and the Drakkaren 

cursed under his breath: it meant tomorrow was the start of his usual gauntlet through the 

Inqusitors, among other things… and they were doing ten-hour sessions last time I was awake… 

I‟m getting really tired of having my ass handed to me for half the time, seriously… “You have 

work tomorrow at noon, probably only an eight-hour shift… I‟ll probably stop in after that to 

take you out for the fun you promised. But unfortunately, I have to report to the Princess as 

well… I just don‟t want to.” 

She looked moody for a few moments, and then shook her head a bit, glancing over to the 

Drakkaren and saying quietly: “Be careful, Zer… there‟s a lot of strange things afoot in this 

world right now, and a lot more than that want to hurt you. Watch your back and keep yourself 

safe, okay? I‟ll stop in as soon as I can, after I fake a report on how you‟re doing to the 

Princess.” 

“Thanks, Selena.” Zerrex nodded a bit, smiling faintly as she stepped through the portal, 

then he sighed and watched a Craven jog by in the distance, likely chasing after some sort of 

Hell-animal. “Wonderful world we live in, I tell you… I might as well go and see if I can 

manipulate Feldspar some more, then…” 

He created a portal himself, then stepped through it and into the back yard of the facility, 

before pausing and frowning as he found himself standing only twenty feet away from a figure in 

a black cloak. He tilted his head towards it as it looked at him, and then he asked slowly: “Queen 

Feldspar? Is that you?” 

The figure turned and ran away up the narrow path leading towards the mountain peak… 

and the Drakkaren had a sneaking suspicion that this wasn‟t Feldspar… but it does look like the 

same thing I saw that time I went to get wood out here; the real question is do I follow or not, 

though? “Hey, who are you?” 

The figure halted… but it only made a slow motion for him to follow, and the Drakkaren 

made a face. A moment later, however, the figure ran off… and Zerrex cursed under his breath 

as he immediately broke into a run, his feet pounding along the dirt trail and up the steep 

embankment into the mountains behind the halfway-house. 

It was fast, though, as it led him up the winding path, sometimes leading him down short 

side trails and once through a small stretch of murky forest… and finally, they emerged onto a 

high plateau, and the reptile jogged slowly towards the tall cliffs overlooking most of the Circle 

of Wrath, noting with a grimace they were so high up he could probably crawl up the rock face 

on his other side to the next Circle if he wanted to… and then he paused and realized he was 

completely alone. 

The Drakkaren turned in a slow circle, but after forty minutes of running, the figure had 

vanished… and he snarled a bit before turning around… and pausing as his eyes narrowed at the 

sight of a line of runes emitting a nasty-looking light at the only path leading on and off this 

highest plateau. He didn‟t know any enchantments to destroy runic symbols like that, and he had 

apparently set off the strange trap the moment he‟d set foot past them… but even though it 

wasn‟t a very effective trap, he got the picture. I could leave… but whatever else, that figure 

wants me to find something up here… 

Zerrex looked back and forth slowly, then he finally sighed and gazed up… and his eyes 

settled in shock on a strange sphere of purple and black light floating in the air nearby, a few feet 



above his head. It looked like a dimensional rift of some kind… and the reptile strode towards 

this eagerly before halting and tilting his head slowly, murmuring quietly: “Wait… this feels… 

different. This doesn‟t feel like the same aura the other Black Holes I saw while I was alive gave 

off… it‟s even more… malicious, even more stifling, evil. And even if it did lead to the mortal 

realm… all demons become weaker when they set foot in the world. Even Mephistopheles, the 

most powerful of the Naganatine, was slain by a mortal… and I might become weaker than I was 

when I was alive. I shouldn‟t…” 

The rift above seemed to pulse in response to these words, waves of darkness blowing off 

it before it solidified slowly… and Zerrex‟s body went weak as he stared at an image of a grassy 

knoll, and a familiar, loving voice called: “Light! Come on, son, let‟s get going…” 

“Mommy?” Zerrex stumbled forwards stupidly… and then tendrils of darkness snapped 

out of the now-glassy sphere and wrapped tightly around his arms and torso, and the reptile 

snarled, struggling against the tentacles of terrible energy before they simply ripped him off the 

ground and pulled him into the sphere… 

And a few moments later, Zerrex was slowly pushing himself off the ground, his entire 

body in pain as he stared back and forth at a cavern that seemed to be made of black and red 

flesh. He looked over his shoulder at a strange runic circle engraved in the wall, then frowned a 

bit at this before slowly forcing himself to his feet with a grunt… and he paused as he looked 

down at himself quietly. 

He was wearing military combat boots now… plain black jeans… and a light blue dress 

shirt that went well with the navy blue of his scales beneath. A pause as he brushed at his hair, 

and he realized his ponytail had been tightly rebraided… but there were also several odd-feeling 

hairties at the top of the long braid, and he made a face as he walked slowly forwards down the 

sloping hall, before that same voice called lovingly: “Oh, good, Zerrex! You‟re here, I‟m so 

glad!” 

“What kind of trick is this?” Zerrex meant to shout it, but it only came out in a whisper as 

his throat went dry… before he ducked under a low archway and stepped into a cramped hall, 

with a long, thin table covered in a dusty white tablecloth and lined with chairs on either side of 

the uncomfortably-narrow furnishing. Dirty silverware and plates had been set out, and it made 

the Drakkaren incredibly nervous as he walked slowly along the side of the wall, the walls 

becoming more-bumpy and transparent bubbles here and there filled with a glowing golden 

liquid Zerrex dearly hoped wasn‟t pus here and there. 

He reached the head of the table, where an enormous wooden chair sat… and the 

Drakkaren lifted up his robe from the back of the table, which was soaked in bloodstains. He also 

noted it was the only place set with clean utensils and a sparkling white plate… and the reptile 

touched the delicate china gently before he stepped past and down through a stone archway… 

but despite the few stone tiles in the floor, this too was otherwise flesh… but on the bright side it 

led to a wooden door with several iron bands around it. 

The Drakkaren carefully lifted the latch, then pushed the door open and… and 

immediately his hands were seized and he was pulled into the room by a laughing female, and 

she spun him around as they danced through the empty square room, boots squelching over flesh 

and tile as the lizard snarled and managed to wrench free… and then he stared at the cloaked 

figure, the cowl pushed back to reveal intensely-beautiful features and bright green eyes filled 

with insanity but also love… and Zerrex shuddered as he looked over the purple scales of 

features that otherwise undoubtedly belonged to his mother. 



He opened his mouth, feeling vertigo seize his body… and then Celestial Narrius grasped 

his hands gently, saying softly: “My darling son… look how you‟ve grown up! You‟ve become 

so strong, so handsome…” She smiled, reaching up to stroke his face gently as she added 

tenderly: “And the things they say about you in Hell are incredible… even if it is still filled with 

silly fools who think they can control the fates of all the worlds…” 

Celestial laughed softly, then she seemed to float backwards, her tattered back robe 

covering her body and leaving her hands visible only to the wrist, her features the only other 

thing the reptile could see… and she looked almost like some terrible wraith as she stretched out 

her arms and laughed again before hugging herself tightly, and the Drakkaren could almost 

swear he saw some terrible tremble of energy through the air before he asked in a whisper: 

“Mom… what… what are you doing here? I… what‟s going on?” 

“And of course, you want to know if this is all real, if it‟s all some trick… I don‟t need 

telepathy like the Princess does to tell that‟s on your mind, too. I was here even before my 

husband, after all… I know the way Hell works, although this technically isn‟t Hell…” Celestial 

stepped forwards and turned around, and then she fell back against her son, and Zerrex 

automatically caught her. She smiled and closed her eyes, then wrapped an arm around his 

neck… and she felt light as feather in his arms despite the fact she was at least two feet taller 

than him, the female murmuring gently: “Strong as ever, my son… I still trust you after all these 

years, and I see I was right to do so… let my faith in you provide you with faith in me…” 

The Drakkaren could only nod numbly: on the one hand, he wanted to wrap his arms 

around her and hold her tight to his body, to never let go… but on the other, even the robe she 

wore felt strangely like it was composed of flesh, and it seemed to squirm and twist against him 

with her movements like it was some part of her body… and finally, she stood up and gently 

took his hands again, and he couldn‟t help but notice they felt cool and metallic. “I have so much 

to tell you, my son… my beautiful, wonderful little boy…” 

She leaned in and kissed his forehead gently, and Zerrex bowed his head quietly towards 

her before she spun slowly in a circle with him, then hugged him tightly against her body, 

squeezing him firmly against her form as she caressed his face with one hand, and their matching 

eyes met as she whispered: “You look exactly how I remember you, darling Light… and so 

much has happened since I died… so much has happened since I came here, from the 

Unworld…” 

Zerrex swallowed a bit, then he forced himself to hug her tightly back instead of simply 

hanging limp in her arms as he asked quietly: “How… what is the Unworld?” 

Celestial smiled lovingly at him… and then she simply waved an arm out around her, and 

the world faded to black before they were suddenly standing in a world that was only made of 

dark colors: it was like the Marquee Sur Noir, but somehow worse… and there was nothing but 

the moan of tormented souls in the air, and a few twisted trees burning with dark fire… the same 

dark fire that consumed the forms of the terrible creatures staggering slowly around. But only ten 

yards ahead, he found himself staring at a burning form nailed to a large cross… and as it 

screamed, he realized it was his mother. “This is the Unworld… the End World, the place where 

all things are broken back down into energy, souls included… it comes after both Heaven and 

Hell, and angels and demons alike mourn and writhe in torment with mortals in a contest to see 

who will be dissolved last by the sick essence of this place… only the most powerful beings can 

withstand its terrible aura. It is a place not created by God or Devil… it is a place created by the 

Great Nothingness than lies beyond…” 



The reptile shivered… then Celestial murmured quietly as a single black feather floated 

by: “Call this a cinematic effect… I just wanted to better illustrate essence… the feeling that 

your father was near.” 

The burning Drakkaren looked up suddenly, its eyes glowing green… and it tore itself 

free of the black-X of rotten wood and immediately chased after the dark feather, before 

grabbing it and savagely gobbling it up… and then Celestial murmured softly, as the form 

covered in that terrible not-energy began to writhe and convulse: “I found bits and pieces of 

Ifret‟s essence all throughout the Unworld… some I fought other entities for, but I made sure to 

gather up as much as I could… and a wonderful, incredible power filled me up…” 

And Celestial stood, naked but whole, her eyes glowing red as Unworld beings covered 

in that terrible energy staggered towards her hungrily, apparently attracted by her energy… and 

she rose a hand, and one whiffed out like a candle before she held her hands in front of her, only 

a foot or so apart, and created a strange, sparking sphere of dark purple energy. She threw this 

into the air with a grin even as the creatures began to storm towards her… and it created a rip in 

the fabric of space and time, releasing a massive shockwave of dark energy that sent the 

Unworld beings surrounding her flying in all directions, many of them exploding in midair into 

that terrible energy, sending it raining down over the other strange beasts that inhabited the 

world. 

The Celestial in the illusion leapt up and vanished through the portal… and then he was 

left standing here with his mother as she was now, the world fading back in as she slowly rubbed 

her hands along his back, gazing down at him lovingly and murmuring softly: “And that‟s how I 

ended up here, in the Rift… this is in the place between dimensions, between the Unworld and 

Hell, and I can freely move between both as I like. I have all the strength of your father flowing 

through me, but although I sense his energies in Hell and the Unworld both, I haven‟t been able 

to find him in either place…” 

She looked down sadly, and then Zerrex stepped back and took her hands tightly, asking 

weakly: “You… you still love him, even after all he did to you?” 

“I‟ll always love him… he‟ll always be mine…” Celestial smiled across at her son 

tenderly, gazing into his eyes affectionately as she added dreamily: “In fact, one day we‟ll be a 

family again… I feel his raw power coursing through my blood, giving me energies I wouldn‟t 

dream possible…” 

Her green eyes seemed to flicker red for a moment, and then she shook her head quickly, 

sliding her hands up to grasp Zerrex‟s shoulders as she scolded quietly: “Now I know you and 

Ifret don‟t get along very well… and I know you may not even love him. But when we‟re all 

together, I‟m going to keep you safe and make sure he never hurts you again, okay, Light? But 

you have to find him for me… and I don‟t care what you do with him, but I want him here with 

us, even if you have to drag him down to the Unworld.” 

“Mom… he‟s… he tried to…” Zerrex stammered, but Celestial shook her head firmly, 

shaking him once and locking gazes with him… and finally, he lowered his head and whispered: 

“He‟s in the Abyss… but he‟s a monster…” 

“That‟s part of the reason I love him…” Celestial smiled tenderly, stroking her son‟s face 

gently with the back of her hand before leaning down and kissing his lips softly, using her mouth 

to urge her child into kissing him back… and slowly, he did so. He kissed her with the same 

hesistence, and then the same passion he had in several former lifetimes ago now, when he had 

just been a small child, pushing forwards and hugging her tightly around the waist as she grasped 



tightly into his shoulders… and then she slowly stepped back and smiled, tilting her head 

towards him and saying softly: “I love you, Zerrex…” 

“I love you too, Mom…” Zerrex murmured… and then she slid back a bit and took his 

face into her hands, and he gazed up at her with adoration… and now a bit of fear mixed into the 

respect. She‟s… don‟t be this way… have you lost touch with reality? What am I doing? 

“Mom… I… you seem so different…” 

“I‟m strong now… I have the power to protect my wonderful little boy and my arrogant 

husband from the world, each other, and themselves…” Celestial said softly, her eyes burning 

with conviction, and then she slid backwards and hugged herself, laughing a bit. “But I haven‟t 

told you everything yet, and I know how you thirst for knowledge, Zerrex!” 

She laced her fingers together, tilting her head slightly… and Zerrex slowly sat down on 

the floor and crossed his legs, looking up at her like a young child as she looked back down at 

him with affection and encouragement. “Yes, that‟s a good idea… make yourself comfortable.” 

She paused, then held a hand out to the side, and a the walls and floor trembled and twisted 

before a couch pushed slowly out of the strange flesh as it tore and bubbled, blood and black 

ooze leaking out of the wound but quickly vanishing, until it looked as if the furnishing had 

always been there. Celestial strode over to sit down at this, then looked at Zerrex expectantly as 

he stared in shock at her power. 

He got himself under control after a moment, then he quietly stood up and made his way 

over, looking at her and murmuring softly: “That‟s… that‟s incredible.” 

Celestial only shrugged, however, looking almost irritated for a moment before Zerrex sat 

down, and she regained her former composure, saying gently: “Not really… now, as I was saying 

before I was interrupted…” What? That‟s not like my mother… “Let‟s see… oh yes, Hell. I‟ve 

explored it in every direction and I can‟t say I‟m very impressed, especially with how much 

information the monarchs work to repress. With all the worlds out there, you think they‟d be 

alright with admitting there‟s as many different hells as there are alternate physical worlds…”  

Zerrex frowned a bit, and Celestial tickled under his muzzle with a quiet laugh. “ Silly 

Light! Don‟t be so closeminded and give me that look of consternation you always get when 

trying to overthink something or just plain disbelieve it… but it‟s true! There are races called 

Droman in some worlds, and Humans in others… and where do you think some strange ideas 

come from? Ideas seem to cycle through the worlds, as if born from some great „ideal well‟ in 

the sky… it‟s as if we all have a connection with the alternate selves who may exist in other 

worlds. 

“There‟s no such thing as a true „alternate world,‟ because there‟s no way you can flip the 

world and go from black to white, so to speak… but the different worlds all do often bear similar 

characteristics, and are composed of similar entities.” Celestial added mildly, looking down at 

her black claws for a moment and then rubbing them against her robes slowly: a very 

Narriusesque gesture, and one that made Zerrex feel unnerved. “So yes, there are beings similar 

to you and me, and even Narrius and other creatures… just as if you travel through the Plains of 

Despair, you come to a Hell filled with these beings called „Humans;‟ strange, worthless and 

insane creatures for the most part… 

“There‟s a very small difference between the different worlds and the different 

dimensions… for instance, all the physical worlds are somewhere in the physical universe.” 

Celestial continued, looking almost bored now as she began to rub at her son‟s chest, slipping 

closer to him. “They can be travelled to should we ever develop the ability to actually move great 

distances through space… but Hell and Heaven? They stand apart… and even the Angels of 



Heaven fear there is a Greater Heaven, just as the Monarchs argue whether or not there is a 

Greater Hell… the only thing we know for sure…” 

Celestial paused, then grinned sharkishly… and her eyes turned red, and Zerrex could see 

Narrius in her face as she said in a tender, venomous voice: “The only thing we know for sure… 

is that the Unworld is the end of everything… and that in the end, even the gods themselves are 

reduced to nothing more than the energy they were originally composed of, to once more be used 

as a building block for anything from a rock to another godling…” 

Zerrex leaned away slowly, swallowing… and then Celestial shoved him down against 

the couch, her grin stretching wider as she pressed her palms against his muscular chest, Zerrex 

gazing up at her and swallowing thickly as she whispered: “Now you know the secret of the 

meaning of life… fuck and have fun. Oh son, even the gods die and rot to nothing… very few of 

us ever achieve true immortality, like I have by absorbing the bits of your father‟s essence I‟ve 

found and escaping the Unworld… but how I have longed to see you again…” 

Her eyes faded back to green from crimson, and her features softened as she took his face 

into her hands again, pressing her forearms against his chest as she leaned over him and pushed 

muzzle-to-muzzle, speaking quietly: “My little beloved child… I feel so happy that we‟re on our 

way to reuniting our family… and I‟m so glad to see you developing your body, becoming 

stronger and better, on the path to becoming a great and powerful being like your father…” 

Zerrex shivered at this, then he looked away and firmly pushed his mother back, causing 

her to frown before she narrowed her eyes as he said quietly: “I never want to be like my 

father… I hated him as a child, and I hate him even now.” 

“We‟ll fix that. You‟ll see.” Celestial said in a calm voice… and yet it sounded like the 

darkest threat Zerrex had ever heard uttered, as he glanced up at her with surprise. But then she 

smiled as she straddled his waist, gently grasping the fly of his pants as she asked softly: “So my 

son… I remember all those eons ago now, when we had sex for the first and only time… I would 

like to experience that again with you, my son… will you grant me this wish? And afterwards, 

perhaps you could tell me about your life here… or you can go home, since I know how busy 

you are in Hell. But I‟d like to share this with you… I‟d like to show my darling little boy just 

how much I love him…” 

Zerrex swallowed, not even knowing how to refuse… and then Celestial smiled as she 

slipped off him and the couch, striding out to the middle of the room and turning slowly around 

as she shrugged off her robes, revealing her large breasts and slender, gorgeous body, taunt and 

beautiful… and then she dropped the robes completely, standing naked before him… and Zerrex 

didn‟t know what to do or say as she said lovingly: “I‟ll do all the work.” 

She started by kneeling in front of him, gently and carefully pulling off his military boots 

to put them neatly aside, and he felt like a small child again as she moved slowly up to pull off 

his shirt next. She paused at his scars, and then she slowly began to trace each of them out 

quietly with one finger, gazing into his eyes and sharing tender, short kisses with him as her 

finger moved gently along his chest, working quietly downwards until she gripped his pants 

gently… and she carefully undid the fly before pulling them slowly off his body, gazing into his 

eyes tenderly before she looked down at his thick shaft and she laughed quietly, murmuring 

softly: “That‟s my big boy… and after being in Hell for so long, it looks like he‟s gained even 

more weight down there…” 

Zerrex nodded quietly, blushing a bit and not speaking; he knew his size by heart, though, 

and it was a good forty-three inches now, and he‟d gained almost another inch and a half of 

thickness. He flushed a bit deeper when Celestial leaned forwards, resting one hand on his waist 



and the other grasping his massive shaft, stroking it slowly from base to head as she kissed his 

chest quietly. 

She kissed downwards, and her tongue trailed over his abdominals slowly as the 

Drakkaren‟s breath quickened, reaching one hand up to grasp her shoulder… and she paused to 

look up at him with a loving smile as his shaft grew rapidly towards erection. She continued to 

stroke it even as it grew longer, thicker and harder, even as it grew to just over three and a half 

feet, painfully-stiff in her hand as her tongue trailed slowly up between his abdominals… and 

then she stood and smiled, before bringing one leg up onto the couch and using the other to guide 

the head of his huge shaft against the lips of her sex. 

He looked up at her, already breathing a bit hard but not wanting to disappoint his mother 

in any way… and then she slowly slid forwards and moaned quietly, Zerrex grunting in surprise 

at the tightness of her sex as he slid into her, not moving and only trembling, clutching the 

cushions of the couch as she slid forwards over him on her knees, one of her hands curling in his 

hair and the other grasping his shoulder… and she let out another moan, but continued to move 

with almost ease as he felt his huge length vanishing into her body bit-by-bit, breathing quietly 

as not even a speck of her blood dripped down his girthy obsidian shaft… and finally, she sat 

upon him, the Drakkaren‟s huge penis buried to the hilt in her body as they looked at each other 

lovingly… and then they kissed tenderly for a few slow moments. 

Their mouths worked together, and Zerrex felt his breath pick up, his heart thudding in 

his chest before she drew slowly back, gazing at him quietly… and she reached down, guiding 

one of his hands to her bust as he flushed deeply, grasping the fair-sized swell and gazing at it as 

if this was his first time, rubbing his hand slowly over her breast and feeling her hard nipple 

scratch over his palm before he squeezed it gently between two fingers… and he gazed up at her 

quietly as she nodded and let out a soft sigh of hot breath over his face. 

He squeezed his fingers against her breast as the other quietly grasped her hip… and she 

began to move up and down slowly, the Drakkaren grunting quietly and flushing as he felt 

himself already ready to release in her, the arousal and strange sensations almost too much for 

him as her passage tightly gripped and massaged him… but at the same time, her whole body 

had that artificial feel, like metal that had been heated up and overlayed with cloth. Their eyes 

locked, as she let out a quiet moan before whispering: “That‟s my boy… thrust Zerrex… show 

Mommy what you‟ve learned…” 

Zerrex nodded, and he began to move slowly in response to her gentle but long draws up 

and down his girthy member, pushing deep into her body and griding his huge shaft against the 

walls of her passage, earning a smile and a sound of sexual delight from her. His hand slid 

around to her buttock, squeezing it firmly before probing a finger beneath her tail to push gently 

at her rosebud, and she let out a quiet sigh of bliss before arching her back as he pushed a bit 

harder, using two fingers this time. She twisted her own body in subtle but incredible ways, and 

the reptile felt himself working hard to stay under control with the expert way she moved and 

ground against his thick penis. 

His thrusts picked up rapidly, as she bounced and bucked in return, keeping pace easily 

as she grinned hungrily at him, her eyes burning as she grew more aggressive, and Zerrex soon 

found both of his hands gripping her hips just to try and anchor her against him while he pistoned 

in and out of her body, grunting quietly as her hands gripped tightly into his shoulders as she 

leaned forwards against him. She growled hungrily, and then leaned down and licked slowly 

over his throat before biting into it firmly, and Zerrex‟s eyes bulged in surprise as he arched his 

back, wincing and letting go of her for a bare moment, and she gyrated her hips rapidly while 



pushing down, and Zerrex felt like he had just been dominated by a tornado as he pushed back 

against the couch with a flush of embarrassment as he said raggedly: “Oh Gods… I… I can‟t… 

Mom… you‟re so good…” 

“Go, that‟s what I want, I want you to release in me…” Celestial said hungrily, as she 

slammed herself down against him before bucking her hips rhythmatically as she drew back up 

his long length, her hands gripping tightly into his shoulders, a wide grin on her muzzle as she 

licked her muzzle hungrily. A moment later, she began to move firmly up and down him, and 

Zerrex let out a loud groan as he felt himself stiffening up past the point of no return, beginning 

to thrust as best he could in rhythm with her powerful movements. 

A moment later, he released the first volley of seed into her, and Celestial cried out in 

bliss, grinning widely and looking both euphoric and triumphant as she rode him almost 

viciously, moving quickly and firmly as her passage clenched against him tightly, her son 

leaning into her with groans of mixed pain and pleasure at the forcefulness of her movements, 

his seed continuing to release into her over and over… and finally she shoved herself down, 

hilting him in her body as he fell back with a groan, panting hard as Celestial gazed down at him 

tenderly, taking his face in her hands and Zerrex swallowing at the fact she had barely become 

flushed. She knows tricks Cherry doesn‟t… “Excellent… you did well, Zerrex… you lasted a 

whole five minutes with our little game.” Game? Did my mother just rape me? Am I missing 

something here? “But now it‟s really time for you to show how aggressive you can be…” 

She smiled teasingly, then whispered softly: “I‟ll lay on my side… and you put my leg up 

over your shoulder… and you show me now what you‟ve learned over all these years; keep in 

mind that your mother is a lot tougher than she looks… so don‟t hold back, son… I want you to 

impress me…” 

Zerrex nodded, feeling flushed and almost humiliated, a bit of anger mixed with a strange 

submission as he turned slowly, and he groaned as she twisted and laid down on her side, putting 

her hands under her head as one of her flexible legs went up, her ankle resting against his 

shoulder as the other wrapped around his waist, and Zerrex leaned slightly forwards over her, 

wondering how the hell she could contort her body so easily: for him, having his knees folded 

under him was usually the most complex thing he got up to, like now. 

He was facing her, still buried in her and with his knees spread in a V, one leg half-

sliding off the couch so he could unfold his leg and press his foot against the floor… and he 

grasped the leg stretched over his shoulder with one hand, grasping the back of the couch with 

the other as Celestial gazed up at him with a teasing grin… and then she whispered softly: “Go.” 

The Drakkaren immediately began to thrust fast and hard into her, wanting to prove his 

worth to her, and Celestial let out a groan of surprise and pleasure as his huge length pistoned 

back and forth, the reptile grunting quietly before deciding to change positions, and she looked 

almost surprised as he ducked under her leg and slid it down so her legs were resting side-by-

side, both half-wrapped around his waist as he grasped her inner thigh firmly with one hand, 

growling at the delicious bliss and improved tightness over his shaft as he thrusted hard into her 

with her laying on her side, reaching his other hand down to probe once more at her anus with 

two fingers. 

She groaned in surprised pleasure at that… and then she arched her back with a surprised 

cry as he shoved both fingers forwards a moment later, burying them into her tender rosebud. 

She growled hungrily, and the Drakkaren began to thrust them firmly back and forth in time with 

his movements in and out of her tight, hot sex, feeling her passage massaging and squeezing 



firmly around his huge length as his testicles slapped firmly into her buttock again and again, the 

large orbs scraping over the material of the couch as he hammered in and out of her vagina. 

He leaned forwards over her, bringing his other hand up to grasp one of her breasts, 

beginning to fondle it and squeeze into it roughly as she gazed up at him with hungry pants, 

looking up at him with a wide grin and her eyes burning with passion and need, before she 

arched her back as he pinched and twisted one of her nipples, moaning softly: “Yes, Zerrex! Yes, 

oh, treat mommy like you do any other girl…” 

Zerrex growled quietly, his fingers continuing to plunge in and out of her anus for a 

moment before he pulled them free, and he quickly leaned away, his member pulling half-out of 

her vagina as he guided her onto her back, her head resting against the arm of the couch as she 

licked her muzzle slowly, her leg automatically wrapping around the other side of his waist to 

cradle his thick body… and then he drew his slick cock back inch-by-inch, Celestial gazing at 

him with lust and surprise before growling quietly as only the bulging head of his huge member 

was left buried in her stretched vagina… and he drew his eyes over her hungrily, then grinned 

down at her and said quietly: “I‟ve dreamed about this, Mother… you‟ve always been one of my 

favorite fantasies… and I‟ve always wanted to make sure you knew just how much your son 

loves you…” 

He flexed as she licked her muzzle slowly… and then she cried out as he slammed his 

hips forwards as hard as he could, instantly hilting his massive plus-forty inch shaft and sending 

his testicles crashing firmly into her anus. He began to hammer in and out of her, growling 

hungrily as he reached both hands up to grasp her breasts tightly, squeezing them firmly and 

fondling them roughly, and she cried out again and again as he slammed over and over into her 

body with his girthy, long cock. 

Zerrex‟s short, powerful thrusts rocked Celestial‟s entire body, and then he moved his 

hands up to grasp her shoulder, squeezing into them with enough strength to make her bones 

creak as he leaned forwards and kissed her hungrily, and the mother and son worked their 

muzzles together with passion and almost-vicousness, half-biting at each other as her breasts 

bounced up against his chest as he leaned down against her, her own fingers digging into his 

back as she moaned and their tongues danced for what felt like hours of bliss. 

The kiss broke, and Zerrex arched his back, pinning her beneath him as he hilted and 

gyrated his huge penis, before drawing back as far as he could and hammering firmly down into 

her body with his enormous length several times, causing Celestial to buck and shriek against 

him with ecstasy. He felt his orgasm already rising in his painfully-hard cock before he leaned 

back and sat up with a roar of pleasure, grabbing her by the sides and jerking her hard up against 

his body, before wrapping his arms around her waist as he thrusted upwards now, and she 

bounced back against him. 

Celestial cried out in ecstasy, grasping her son‟s shoulders as he pounded up into her, but 

this time she was the one who was having trouble keeping up, crying out as Zerrex growled and 

flexed his muscular body against hers, his power causing her body to bounce and rock as she felt 

him stiffening inside her once more, and she screamed his name as Zerrex roared and held her 

tightly, pushing his head against her chest and gritting his teeth as he cried out hungrily: “Mom, 

oh mommy! Mom, yes, oh gods, mom… here it comes, all for you!” 

“Give it to me, give it to me… give it to me, son!” Celestial howled in return, arching her 

back as her eyes turned red, and then she grinned down at Zerrex before seizing his muzzle and 

forcing him down into another kiss, her hands lacing into his hair as she breathed in his air and 

bit into his gums, their teeth clinking together as their tongues twisted, and Zerrex could taste his 



blood, feeling lightheaded even as he stiffend up entirely for the second time and thrusted hard 

into her over and over, feeling her bouncing and gyrating at the same time, milking him for all 

the seed she could get. 

He blasted volley after volley into her, his testicles throbbing and his shaft pulsing with 

heat and power as he climaxed, falling limp and feeling weak as Celestial dominated him and 

ground against his body, seeming to suck all the energy out of him as his orgasm lasted 

unnaturally long, and yet still she kissed him… until finally, her hands stroked the underside of 

his muzzle as she drew back, and Zerrex slumped, panting hard, his heart thudding in his chest 

and agony rolling through his body as she slid slowly off him… and he stared at the sight of his 

chafed, slightly-bleeding penis… and Celestial‟s body didn‟t seem damaged or even exhausted 

in the slightest. He also noticed the lack of seed… and then grasped the base of his penis and 

leaned forwards, licking slowly over his shaft to the head, and Zerrex groaned quietly in a mix of 

pleasure and pain before she released his thick member. 

He pulled himself up against the back of the couch, feeling himself already going 

flaccid… and Celestial sat down beside him, wrapping her arms around him and pulling his head 

against her bosom, and he could hear the patronizing tones of her voice clearly now as she said 

softly: “That‟s a big boy… that‟s my Zerrex. A whole twenty minutes, that second time… I‟m 

impressed. You did well for your first time with me…” She licked his neck slowly, as Zerrex 

shivered: he knew she hadn‟t had a single orgasm, and usually his size alone was able to make a 

female release. Or… die, whatever comes first… “First time in this world, I mean… I‟m very 

proud of my little boy…” 

She paused, then sighed in pleasure, leaning down and nuzzling through his hair as she 

whispered: “I never told you because you were so young, and I‟m sure you know already… but I 

was a porn star when I was alive. Celestial Bodies… such a bad name.” She laughed, and then 

kissed his cheek before gazing into her eyes, her own slowly fading back to the green he‟d 

inherited from her instead of the red of Narrius, and he wondered how much of him was inside 

her. “And you know… I‟d be willing to do everything I did to those big strapping males to you, 

now that you‟re all grown up… and I was in some very kinky, naughty situations…” 

It made Zerrex flush a bit and feel embarrassed for whatever reason, and he hugged her 

quietly around the waist before pushing against her, murmuring softly: “I just want to be with 

you, mother… I missed you for so long, and… I‟ve always just wanted to stay close and be with 

you, to feel you again… sex is just a bonus, really…” 

“Yes… you‟re such a tender child.” Celestial said softly, and she sounded almost 

displeased as she looked down at him, the Drakkaren looking back up dumbly for a few 

moments before she stood and strode over to her robe, picking it up and putting it on. Zerrex 

blinked a bit at her silenced as she faced away, then he slid on his own pants before she turned to 

him, her eyes flashing red as she said softly: “You should leave, Light. I can tell I‟ve worn you 

out… you‟re weaker than I thought.” 

Zerrex looked down, feeling deeply hurt as his hands trembled and dropped his laces, 

then he cleared his throat and retied the boot, mumbling quietly: “I‟m sorry. I‟ll… go then.” He 

hesitated, then glanced at her as she turned slowly towards him, a snarl spreading over her face 

as he put on his other boot. She didn‟t say anything as he tied it up, and then he looked up and 

asked simply: “What?” 

“Manners, Zerrex.” Celestial‟s hand trembled at her side, and then she stepped quickly 

forwards as he reached for his shirt, treading over it and shoving him back against the couch as 



she snarled: “I‟m not your whore, to use and walk away from! Are you going to thank me or 

not?” 

“I‟m sorry!” Zerrex‟s tone was shocked, as he half-brought up an arm to cover himself 

and leaned away from her, a shudder running through his body at the fury and insanity in her 

eyes. No… not after all these years, no, please, I just got her back… “I‟m… I‟m sorry, mother. 

Thank you for the… for having sex with me.” When she still didn‟t look pleased, he added 

quietly: “For making love to me.” 

She smiled at this, softening as her eyes slowly faded back to green, and then she blushed 

and trembled, stepping away and lacing her fingers together as she murmured: “It‟s… it‟s fine. 

I‟m sorry, Light, I‟ve been alone for too long, and funny things have happened to my head… I 

didn‟t mean to lash out. Here, come here…” 

Zerrex stood up slowly, deciding to disregard his shirt as he stepped over to her… and 

she hugged him tightly, and he gladly returned the embrace as she rocked quietly with him, 

saying softly: “I love you, my child… you‟re all mine, and I‟m all yours. We have each other 

now, and that‟s what‟s important… but you really should go before you‟re missed in Hell. I‟m 

always here, and always glad to see you when you have a spare moment.” She paused, then 

grasped his shoulders gently, adding quietly: “Watch out for the Princess… and…”  

She paused for a long moment, before she smiled slowly as her eyes darkened, leaning in 

and whispering quietly: “I have a secret to share with you… but Narrius has escaped the Prison 

in the bottom of the Abyss. He had fled to a place where the Scholars cannot reach him… but I 

can and you can… if you know where to look…” 

Celestial laughed quietly, then grabbed his hands and spun slowly around on the spot 

with him before she paused and closed her eyes, stepping backwards and holding her belly as she 

murmured softly: “My beautiful baby boy… now it‟s time…” She paused again, then shook her 

head and looked at Zerrex tenderly, stroking his face gently as the light in the room slowly faded 

to blue, the room darkening as she whispered: “I must rest… and you must leave. The portal is 

open… and my door is always open to you, if you can find the door to the Rift.” 

She paused, then her eyes turned red as she added firmly: “Now leave, Zerrex… I need 

my sleep, and I will not be responsible for you being captured and tortured in Hell. Get lost.” 

The Drakkaren opened his mouth… but Celestial was simply gone, and a moment later 

the light returned to normal and the reptile slowly backed away from the spot he‟d been standing 

in, turning around in a circle as the room pulsed quietly around him. A shiver of fear and loss 

rolled down his spine, and then he quickly turned and left, looking back and forth as he made his 

way back through the short hall, and then the long dining room, trying to ignore the fact that the 

table had been decimated by some terrible force. 

He made a face as he strode back into the place he had entered from, before pausing as he 

noted the glowing purple sphere in front of the glowing white circle of runes… and he sighed 

before stepping into it, wincing as he expecting another burst of agony… but instead he simply 

stepped out onto a clifftop, a purple haze surrounding him for a moment before vanishing. 

He stared back and forth, realizing he‟d stepped onto a lower set of cliffs in the 

mountains… and then he winced as he saw Feldspar sitting in plain mortal clothes, staring off 

into the distance and looking miserable. He weighed the chances of escaping without her 

noticing, and then he forced a smile as she looked over her shoulder curiously before her eyes 

widened in shock at seeing him. 

“Zerryberry!” she shouted joyfully, and she leapt to her feet before charging him and 

tackling him in a hug, the Drakkaren staggering backwards as he wrapped his arms around her, 



wincing as she clung to his neck and shoved her face against him, immediately breaking into 

tears. “I was so worried about you, and the Princess has gone nuts, and everyone was being so 

mean… oh, my husband, my liege, my king… I missed you so much, I‟ve been so worried!” 

“I missed you too, Feldspar.” Zerrex lied, and then he carefully pried her off him and set 

her down, as she giggled and clasped her hands together, swaying her arms back and forth as she 

gazed up at him adoringly… although he could already see the sexual thoughts forming in her 

mind, so he quickly asked in as concerned a voice as he could manage with all the confusion and 

negative emotions reeling through him: “Uh… how have you been doing?” 

Feldspar immediately began a long, pointless rambling as she clung to him that only 

required Zerrex to rub her back and nod absently every now and then. Meanwhile, he was busy 

trying to sort out his own feeling and understand what the hell his mother had become… before 

he paused as Feldspar asked a question and he pretended to reflect on it for a few moments, 

before guessing finally: “Yes.” 

She brightened immediately, then nodded in return, saying sourly: “That‟s right… the 

Princess really should reappoint me. But no, Sin and Selena get all the attention these days, 

because they‟re your „handlers.‟ Handlers, like you‟re an animal or a monster! But I know that 

you only lashed out at me because of the side-effects of the Lucifer‟s Eye… after all, you love 

me, and we‟re a wonderful couple… oh, if only I could take you out of this place…” 

She pressed against him tightly, hugging him firmly around the waist before she kissed 

his neck, looking up into his eyes and asking teasingly: “Would you be up for a bit of 

lovemaking, honey? I really could use some release right now…” 

Zerrex winced, and when Feldspar frowned, he said stupidly: “I was um… I mean… you 

know…” He blushed, his groin still aching from what he‟d went through as he tried to think of 

an appropriate lie… and then a lightbulb went off in his head as he mumbled with appropriate 

shame: “Selena raped me.” 

“What?” Feldspar looked horrified, and Zerrex nodded several times before undoing his 

fly with a deep blush and pushing his pants down a bit, and Feldspar grasped his penis roughly, 

causing him to groan in pain as she looked at its slightly-bleeding, scoured skin, before she 

snarled furiously and clenched her other hand tightly. “That bitch! I‟ll kill her!” 

“Oh, I try and not hold anything against her… I know I could crush her at any time, but 

she‟s just doing her job… I have to remember not to tread too hard on the weak.” Zerrex said 

airily, carefully extracting himself from her and doing up his pants before she could try and oral 

sex him back to health or something like that. Feldspar, however, was too busy looking at him 

with adoration for the moment, and he added after a moment: “I got that idea from how kindly 

you treat… everyone…” 

The Drakkaren could barely keep a straight face, and Feldspar let out a loud sigh of 

pleasure and embraced him tightly, looking up at him lovingly as she whispered playfully: “The 

moment you get back to better health, I‟m going to give you the best sex you ever had, Lord 

Zerrex…” You‟re going to bring me someone as tight as Little Arcy and as talented as my 

mother? “But yes… I don‟t understand at all why the Princess fired me when I‟m obviously so 

beloved by everyone…” 

She frowned and crossed her arms, resting back against the Drakkaren, then she shook 

her head and murmured: “Damn, I have to go… I had to take a job as an Inquisitor… but maybe 

I‟ll see you one of these days, huh?” She winked and nudged him playfully, before adding in a 

soft murmur: “I love you, Lord Zerrex… when you‟re done in this circle… we‟ll rule together, 

and we‟ll prove you and I deserve to stand above everyone else…” 



Zerrex made a bit of a face, but Feldspar didn‟t notice as she created a portal and strolled 

through it, tossing a last wink over her shoulder… and the Drakkaren let out a sigh before 

creating a portal of his own and staggering through to finally end up back in his apartment. He 

collapsed on his cot, full of conflicting emotions and thoughts… and then he rolled over and 

simply yelled into his pillow in frustration before slumping on the cot and muttering: “I‟m in 

Hell and I‟m dead… and yet still my life keeps getting worse. I think I‟m some sort of big joke 

up in Heaven or something.” 

It was all too much to take in and think about right now, so the Drakkaren forcibly 

shoved the thoughts to the side, instead picking up a book and reading for a little while… but 

only twenty minutes later, he threw it away in frustration, then he winced and grabbed his crotch 

at the pain caused simply by rubbing against the material of his pants, and he leaned back and 

yelled: “Sin!” 

Ten seconds later, a portal opened, and Sin stepped through, looking at him with concern 

and then staring at his miserable expression as he continued to hold his groin, and then she 

sighed as he mumbled: “My weewee hurts. Or bigbig. Whatever you want to call it. In either 

case, it hurts a lot and I really want like… a mental sedative, too, because my life just got… 

infinitely more complex.” 

“We heard you vanished off the maps for a few moments, even though you were 

technically still in the Hell of Wrath…” Sin said softly, striding over to him and quietly touching 

his forehead, before undoing his pants and staring at the damage, carefully handling his penis but 

treating it no differently than she did his arm or leg – something that made him feel both amused 

and awkward. “It looks like you‟ve lost a lot of energy… and this damage is pretty substantial, 

you‟re still bleeding past when your regenerative abilities should have kicked in. What exactly 

were you having sex with?” 

Zerrex was quiet for a little while, and then he lowered his head and said softly: “My 

mother, in… some sort of space-time rift. She had escaped from what she called the Unworld, 

and she had my father‟s essence inside her somehow, at least a few parts of him… she felt so… 

so alien…” 

Sin looked at him silently, and Zerrex gazed back at her, feeling anxiety nipping at his 

body before he asked hesitantly: “Is… did I say something bad?” 

“She‟s… she‟s become something else. She‟s not the mother you knew or had… she‟s 

different now, if she died and went to the Unworld. I‟m sorry…” Sin murmured softly, sitting 

quietly down beside Zerrex and taking his hand, using the other to slowly trace out a rune over 

his body in energy and causing his entire form to begin to glow weakly, the glow intensifying 

wherever Sin put her hand. They were both silent for a while, and then she sighed quietly. 

“You‟ve had moderate exposure to the Unworld yourself here… likely from interacting with her 

and being in whatever pocket dimension you were in. You might not look it, but you‟re very sick 

right now… and you‟re going to feel a lot of pain for a few weeks at least. I want you to stay 

here and rest as much as possible… if you train, you‟ll only push the poison throughout your 

body.” 

“What‟s inside me?” Zerrex asked a bit more sharply than he meant to, feeling panic 

pushing in at his senses, and then he took a deep breath, clenching his eyes shut and fighting 

back tears as he whispered: “Goddammit… why is this happening? I just wanted my mother 

back, that‟s all…” 

“It‟s going to be okay.” Sin touched his forehead gently, and the reptile felt himself 

calming down as a soothing sensation rolled through his body, her other hand tightly squeezing 



his own as she said softly: “It‟s the Unworld‟s effect… it‟s to us what concentrated radiation is 

to a mortal… and so you might feel your emotions going a bit rampant for a little while, you‟ll 

feel nauseated and lethargic, and you might have some bad thoughts. I‟m going to stay with you 

though, Lord Zerrex, and make sure you‟re okay… if… so long as that‟s okay with you, I mean.” 

“You‟ve changed so much over the time we‟ve known each other…” Zerrex said quietly, 

opening one eye and smiling faintly at her, and Sin blushed a bit as he added softly: “I like 

seeing you confident. I like it when you give advice… I like to see you acting more this way than 

being so shy…” 

Sin blushed deeper, glancing down and murmuring softly: “It‟s… it‟s just the pain and… 

the punishment and some… other things. I‟m sorry, Lord Zerrex, I mean…” She fumbled for her 

words, then simply broke off, moving her hand along his body before whispering a quick 

incantation, and Zerrex felt a heat spread through his groin and down his malehood as she said 

quietly: “That should heal the outer damage down there, at least. The rest should only take a few 

weeks to go away, the stuff that‟s infected your insides. It‟s not pure Unworld energy, 

thankfully, but it‟s still something malicious… it‟s enough to kill any mortal, no matter how 

strong they were, anyway.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, making a face as he pulled up his pants and did them up, then he 

rolled onto his side, facing the wall as Sin stood up and stepped away, asking tiredly: “So… if I 

go to sleep, will I end up not waking up for another few thousand years? Because that would be 

really welcomed right now.” 

“Unfortunately no, Lord Zerrex…” Sin smiled faintly as she shook her head, quietly 

picking up a book off the floor and brushing it off before she sat on the cot beside him, 

murmuring softly: “Go ahead and get some rest… I‟m supposed to be keeping an eye on you 

anyway, so this works out, little as I want you to be sick.” 

Zerrex grunted something, but he was already half-asleep… and moments later, he was 

snoring quietly away into his pillow, as Sin read silently through the book and glanced worriedly 

every so often at the Drakkaren. I just hope his body isn‟t too stressed by the Inquisitors… that 

could cause this thing to start getting worse instead of better… 

 

The Drakkaren awoke an hour before he had to leave for the Ring of Torment, where the 

Inquisitors preferred to do all their dirty work in the Circle of Wrath, which he‟d discovered was 

far more organized when it came to handing out punishments. The reptile mumbled under his 

breath as he spent most of that hour letting Sin check his body over, and then he spent the last 

few minutes attempting to tighten his braided ponytail before Sin did it for him, and the reptile 

sat through this, whining that he was going to be late with her taking so long until she finally 

sighed and mumbled for him to go away. 

He stepped out of a portal only a minute or so early, making a face as he looked over the 

massive, dome-shaped building with the two huge rectangles sticking out of either side. It was 

constructed of bland cement and dark gray steel, and the building was ugly, in a word, with the 

only entrance being a pair of red double doors beside an enormous shutter marked „00-07.‟ 

Zerrex had a very distinct feeling he did not want to find out what was behind that shutter, from 

the screams and sounds of machinery he heard faintly through the walls. 

He opened one of the doors instead, stepping inside, and a minotaur in full body armor 

held up a hand, and the two Nightmares standing behind him in full military uniform both aimed 

their assault rifles for a moment at the Drakkaren before staring and immediately stepping away. 

The Nightmares each stood in front of a large, thick metal divider, and between the two dividers 



was an immense scanning system covered in magical runes used to detect any weapons or 

abnormalities in the demons who passed through it, as an extra security measure.  

Zerrex sighed as he ignored the instructions for the procedure, instead ducking and 

undoing the laces to take off his boots, and then the minotaur grabbed by by the muzzle and 

jerked him up to his feet as both Nightmares shared a wince. “Listen up, shithead, because-” 

Zerrex grabbed the minotaur‟s thumb and twisted bad-naturedly, and the minotaur 

squeaked loudly as it cracked before Zerrex slowly twisted his entire arm to the side simply by 

the thumb of the fourteen-foot demon, glaring up at him as he said sourly: “I haven‟t been here 

for a while, and you‟re obviously new, so I won‟t break your goddamn arm. But stop bullying 

me and the other prisoners who come through here, or I‟ll twist your freaking head off. You and 

your pals aren‟t protected by the Scholars, and we all know it… now leave me the hell alone or 

your thumb goes, followed by as much of you as I can twist off with it.” 

“Yessir, right away, sir!” the minotaur babbled, and Zerrex let go of his arm, the huge 

creature immediately nursing his thumb and staring as Zerrex pulled off his combat boots, then 

put them on the divider, stepping through the blue field generated by the two huge runed blocks, 

and there was a positive beeping sound before a guttural voice said something in demonic, and 

the minotaur gaped before asking slowly: “You‟re… you‟re sealed?” 

“And I can still kick your ass.” Zerrex said sourly, grabbing his boots and one of the 

bloody burlap sacks from a large pile behind the dividers, and he shoved his boots down into 

these before sighing and heading through the double doors, feeling his dread mounting as he 

walked down the sterile metal hallway. This place is horrible… “Stupid… everything.” 

He glanced back and forth as he entered the locker room beyond, watching the various 

Slavers patrolling and glowering here and there, but they backed off quickly from the Drakkaren: 

unlike the Lust Circle, they had no special privileges or protection here. The reptile looked back 

and forth between the aisles of lockers and benches, and then he strode several rows and stepped 

into Row C, looking down the long line of small lockers and mumbling under his breath: “Was it 

C33 or C34?” 

He shrugged a bit, then breathed a sigh of relief when he noticed C34 was open, meaning 

C33 was his. All he had to do was touch the plain metal lock and say his name, and it sprang 

open to reveal an empty locker… and Zerrex shoved the burlap sack into this before taking off 

his pants and pushing them inside, too. 

He closed the door of the small metal cabinet, then snapped the lock shut before making 

his way around the rows of lockers, striding all the way down to the far left and towards a pair of 

Wentaku in robes standing by a sealed door with a large valve on it, before he announced clearly: 

“Zerrex Narrius here for punishment under Inquisitor Lunata.” 

The Wentaku both nodded silently, and the valve on the door spun rapidly before it 

opened with a hiss. Zerrex gritted his teeth, as he always did when entering the „Office Quarters,‟ 

and then stepped through the door. It slammed shut the moment he did, the valve spinning back 

into a locked position as the reptile walked slowly down the hall, glancing back and forth at the 

bloodstained doors, all of them clearly marked with a name and the „office hours‟ of each 

„employee.‟ 

He halted at Lunata‟s door, then knocked twice before opening it and stepping inside, and 

the Rakshasa glanced up from where she was working at a desk before giving him a disgusted 

look as he closed the door behind himself and stood nude, obviously forcing herself to not stare 

between his legs as she said sourly: “Oh wonderful. I had a nice interlude where I was hoping 

you might be dead, but yet here you are. I really wish they‟d let you keep your pants on.” 



Bitch. Zerrex thought clearly, and Lunata glowered at him: she had the nasty ability to be 

able to hear anyone‟s thoughts in the vicinity, which Zerrex sometimes forgot honestly about but 

other times just used as much as possible to piss her off. “So what are we doing today, Lunata?” 

He tented his hands, looking at her expectantly, and she attempted to growl at him and 

failed. It didn‟t help that all the other offices were empty except for the torture equipment the 

different Inquisitors used, but hers had a large desk piled with books and scrolls instead… and 

finally, she sighed and pointed at the chair, saying flatly: “Sit.” 

Zerrex did so, trying to act like he was terrified, and she gave him a look of utter disgust 

before her eyes widened as she accused: “You want to rape me!” 

“I want to rape every female I come across.” Zerrex said seriously, and Lunata looked 

utterly horrified before he rolled his eyes and muttered: “Some psychic you are. You stupid 

bitch, you wear a tight robe and I still can‟t see your boobs. You are perhaps the most unrapeable 

female in the entire world, thanks to the fact you‟re utterly shapeless and you also look like 

you‟re completely shaven, except for that big fluffy tiger head. Even fat chicks are more rapeable 

than you are, because at least they have skill, and I know you‟re the lesbian that every other 

lesbian does her best to avoid.” 

“I hate you!” Lunata yelled at him childishly, and then she threw a book at the 

Drakkaren, but Zerrex didn‟t even flinch as it bounced off his chest and fell in his lap, making a 

face at her before he picked it up. The Diary of Jane Desmond. Of course it‟s a chick-book. 

“You‟re shallow and insecure and… and stupid! And pathetic! And you‟re ugly!” 

“Yeah, but I know it.” Zerrex muttered, flipping the book open and paging through it 

absently, then he rolled his eyes and read loudly in a pretentious accent: “„Eleanor and I had but 

a smidgen of tea, and yet I felt ready to go home. Harvey was simply too beautiful a man for me 

to bear being so close to him in public, and I knew that I would do something most unladylike if 

I was around him… and yet I had to have him. So I would bravely…‟ you know what, this is 

crap. This is a book from my world they teach in classes on the sixteen hundreds, but it was 

written in the eighteen hundreds by a male who didn‟t know anything about Lunis and the 

culture there. Frocks and petticoats my ass.” 

Lunata looked at him with surprise, then frowned, and Zerrex allowed her to search his 

memory before she said slowly: “You‟re… you‟re telling the truth. I don‟t believe it, but I can 

see it here in your mind… when the hell did a moron like you read that?” 

“Cindy… my… oldest daughter read it, and then I picked it up after that because she was 

complaining about it, so… so we could make fun of it together.” Zerrex said stiffly, and then he 

cleared his throat as Lunata looked at him oddly. “Can you just get around to torturing me or 

something already? Or do you need to go and get the biohazard gloves just in case you 

accidently touch my hulking masculine form and get rabies?” 

“You get rabies from being bitten.” Lunata growled at him, and Zerrex glared at her, 

resisting the urge to shout that he knew that already at her. Bitch just does not get it. “Stop 

calling me a bitch! And I don‟t get what?” 

“Metaphors, allusion… jokes in general.” Zerrex responded sourly, then he immediately 

began to rifle through the books on her desk, causing her to squawk and attempt to grab him, but 

the Drakkaren jerked another book out of the pile and knocked the rest falling to the floor, 

causing the Rakshasa to snarl furiously. “What‟s this… whoa, hey, this is porn!” 

Lunata‟s eyes went to the cover, and then she flushed and tried to steal „Dark Nights and 

Dark Males‟ away from Zerrex, who immediately grinned and kicked the desk firmly backwards 

when she leaned over it, and she tumbled off it with a loud cry, before letting out a shriek of 



disgust at the fact she‟d landed at the reptile‟s feet and far too near to his groin for her comfort 

level, crawling rapidly away to the side of the room and shivering as he read loudly: “„Today I 

would make Victor mine… today I would feel his hot black flesh sliding up into the moist folds 

between my legs… oh, I was already burning with lust in my loins for him, already I could feel 

my insides heating up with need to feel his great powerful malehood penetrating my tender 

blossom…‟” A pause as he glanced over to Lunata with a leer and a grin. “So howabout this? I‟ll 

be Victor and you can be the chick. You read the sex scene out loud and I‟ll do what he says: 

torture for all of us, because I‟m sure having sex with you would be painful and boring.” 

“I want you to die.” Lunata muttered, and then she snorted and stood up, waving a hand 

at the junk on her desk and grumbling: “Since you think you‟re so good at all this nonsense, then 

fine. Have at it and file all this for me… I‟ll be back in nine hours or so.” 

Zerrex stared in horror… and then the Rakshasa left, looking sulky and upset. The 

Drakkaren wondered absently if he‟d touched a nerve somewhere, decided to remember what 

he‟d done for next time, and then he sighed as he walked around the desk and dug through the 

filing she‟d been doing, looking it over and muttering: “Wonderful. These look almost like short 

essays… right, she works at the instructional school for mages, this is going to be just 

brilliant…” 

Nine hours and forty-two minutes later, Zerrex was sitting and reading an essay over, 

absently marking out misspelled words here and there with a dictionary close at hand: he still 

wasn‟t exactly the most literate when it came to demonic runes, but thankfully most of the essay 

had been done in mortal languages. During his search of the desk for a pen or at least a quill so 

he could do notes and write in corrections, the Drakkaren had turned up a small book Lunata had 

written, filled mostly with self-praise on what a good writer she was and how much she knew 

about mortals. Again, Zerrex had a sense of another demon that longed to once more return to 

the mortal realm… but it had also made him feel disgusted. Her sins shone through very clearly 

in her writing, and despite it being against the rules, the reptile had created a small portal and 

chucked the book through it, knowing that it wouldn‟t be large enough to set off the magic 

sensors, so he could read it later and make fun of it. He‟d then closed the portal and gone back to 

work on what she‟d been doing: sorting books and marking essays. 

The reptile looked up as the door swung open and Lunata walked into the room, sipping 

at a bottle of apple cider and looking distastefully at the reptile. She then paused as she noted her 

desk had been cleaned and organized, before blinking and shouting: “Hey, put that essay down! 

Leave my marking alone!” 

“You told me to do it.” Zerrex said dryly, and then he put his feet down and balled his 

hands into fists, rolling his eyes as she snarled and began to recite an incantation. “Save your 

breath, I know we both heard the Fate Gong and I could probably take you out by chucking a 

book at you right now.” 

That shut Lunata up, even though she still looked as if she wanted to lash out at the 

reptile, before she stared as he added dryly: “By the way, your students are idiots, and just 

because they agree with your demonic neo-feminism doesn‟t mean they should automatically get 

a passing grade. I looked back through some of the papers you graded and noted huge 

inconsistencies in your marking scheme, so I read them over myself and re-graded everything.” 

“That‟s because you‟re a male and a chauvinist pig!” Lunata said angrily, walking over to 

the desk and snatching away the pile of papers, making them vanish into thin air as she added 

furiously: “Just because I‟m a female it doesn‟t mean I‟m weak!” 



“No, you‟re weak because you hide behind that like a shield!” Zerrex stood up, shouting 

angrily back in her face and causing her to quail as he added in a growl: “You want to be strong, 

then pump up and be strong, because you have to work for it, male, female, hermaphrodite or 

androgynous. You aren‟t strong just because you‟re female, just like you aren‟t entitled to 

anything even if you‟re a male: we‟re the combination of not only our experiences in life, but 

what we choose to do with our lives, and from you I‟ve seen only nonsense. This is Hell, bitch, 

not finishing school. So suck it up.” 

Lunata trembled furiously… and then she snarled and created a white portal, immediately 

turning and leaving through it. The Drakkaren rolled his eyes as she fled, then muttered under his 

breath: “Even in Hell, some people just think they‟re entitled to the whole damn world…”  

He shook his head a bit, then sighed and rolled his shoulders absently as he headed for 

the door, letting himself out and heading back to the locker rooms. The reptile made his way 

quickly for his locker, opening it to slide on his pants and take out the burlap sack. He dumped 

the contents of this onto the floor, made a face at the bloody shoe that came out with his boots, 

and decided to ignore it for now, instead slipping on his combat boots and carrying the sack over 

to a pile of the used sacks at the end of the row before letting himself through the nearby door. 

The room he stepped into was tiny, with a glowing white dome set into the wall. It 

blinked green after a moment, and Zerrex created a portal before stepping through this with a roll 

of his eyes and stepping into his own room, the portal closing a moment later. Everything at the 

Ring of Torment was so goddamn ordered, but at the same time it was all ridiculous in the 

complexity they expected for no reason other then to add some order and extra protection to the 

Inquisitors. On the other hand, the reptile had heard that some Wrath demons were strong 

enough to break Inquisitorial Protection somehow, even though it technically meant they had to 

override the powers of the Scholars… and that‟s a trick I‟d really like to learn myself, although 

I‟ve also got that nice little bracelet, too. 

He paused as he glanced around his room, noting Sin wasn‟t sitting and reading as usual, 

but he dismissed it for now: she was probably out doing something for the Princess. On the one 

hand, he felt a bit nauseated and discontent – well… more discontent than usual for me… – but 

on the other he felt okay and no different than usual, although he did still idly wish she was here 

if just to quell his anxiety. He shook his head a bit, then sighed as he realized what time it was 

and created a portal, stepping through it and out in front the office door he always reported to. 

He knocked once, then opened it and leaned inside nervously, to note a Nightmare sitting 

behind the desk now instead of Azazel: it made him feel both relieved and nervous in a different 

way as it settled its red eyes on him. “What is it?” 

“Zerrex Narrius, reporting for duty.” Zerrex stepped into the room and nodded 

respectfully, and the Nightmare glanced him over before grunting and returning to his papers. 

For a few moments Zerrex struggled with what to do, and then he simply decided to remain quiet 

as the Nightmare stood slowly, jotting down a few last notes before picking up a logbook.  

He flipped it open wordlessly as Zerrex continued to stand by the open door, and then the 

Nightmare said slowly: “Let‟s see… Servant Zerrex, you‟ve been assigned to the stables. Your 

duty will be to take care of the mounts the Knights use, which in this circle are not the kinder 

domestic hydras but either Lesser Wyrms or Draybeasts… our beasts are a bit different than the 

ones you have on the mortal plane, however, so let‟s just introduce you to the stables and set you 

about your duties.” 

Zerrex nodded, figuring it was probably a better idea to not speak as he stepped aside, at 

the same time scanning the Nightmare‟s desk for a name plate of some kind… but he didn‟t see 



one, so he decided to just be polite and otherwise stay quiet. The Commander led him out to the 

path and around the yard to a large, rusted pairs of double doors near the wall opposite, and the 

reptile stepped into the cinnamon-smelling stables a moment later. 

A bear in plain mortal clothes looked up from where he was stacking hay bales, before 

adjusting his vest absently as he walked slowly over, resting his long pitchfork against his 

shoulder. He nodded to Zerrex, smiling a bit despite his gaunt featuers, and then the black bear 

glanced over to the Nightmare as he said briskly: “Stablemaster Kent. I have for you here 

Servant Zerrex, a former recruit of here under Azazel and Astaroth. You may do what you wish 

with him and he is of no grave importance to the base, so I‟ll leave him in your capable hands.” 

“Commander.” The bear nodded, and the Nightmare checked his logbook before nodding 

back and leaving quickly, Zerrex relaxing a bit and looking back and forth with a wince as Kent 

sighed, the bear shaking his head slowly and rubbing at a stump where an ear had once been. 

“Zerrex, is it? Well, it‟s always nice to get more hands in the stables… thankfully, this ain‟t 

nothing like a mortal stable, since there‟s no constant cleaning up of dung and other nasty things. 

The main thing is keeping the animals fed, because food keeps them happy and pleasant… and 

we don‟t want any of these beasts getting riled up on us.” 

Zerrex nodded, and the stablemaster turned, calling over his shoulder: “I‟ll go and grab 

you some gloves from the back… why don‟t you take a look at the beasts in the stalls and 

acquaint yourself with them?” 

The Drakkaren was left with his mouth half-open in a question, and then he made a face 

before slowly walking down between the stalls and looking hesitantly back and forth. He‟d heard 

a bit about both types of creature, but had never experience one for himself… and he noted two 

things right away: the first was that the Wyrms all looked like bad-tempered, stubby, wingless 

dragons… and the second was that the Draybeasts looked nothing like their mortal cousins. 

The latter were covered in shaggy fur, built moderately-low to the ground, and had two 

sets of long, curling horns that looked perfect from ramming into someone with. They also 

seemed to glower whenever he looked at them directly, so instead he did his best to examine 

them from his peripheral vision as he walked towards one of the narrow stalls holding a Wyrm. 

He put his hands against it and peered at the creature, and it looked up from the feeding 

trough at the side of the room before it walked slowly over on its four shortish legs, raking over 

the dirt and sending up puffs of dust and straw before it leans its draconic head forwards on its 

long neck and nipped at his hair. Zerrex immediately made a face and staggered backwards, 

grabbing at the side of his head before saying irritably: “Don‟t do that.” 

The Wyrm snorted, then spat on his face, and at first the reptile only gave it a disgusted 

look… and then his eyes widened as he smelled the burning a moment before he began to wipe 

at his face, dancing down the thirty or so stalls and letting out a loud yelp before he fell over and 

hastily cast a cleasning spell over himself. 

It half-worked, the acid vanishing but the burns remaining, and Zerrex slowly stood up as 

he made a disgusted face before blinking and slowly turning his head as he realized he hadn‟t 

reached the end of the stables, but only another wide hallway. His jaw dropped open in a gape a 

moment later as he saw that the rows of stalls almost faded into the distance, and then Kent 

approached from behind and tossed down a pair of gloves beside him as he smiled a bit at the 

Drakkaren, Zerrex looking up at him stupidly as he said: “One hundred and twenty two rows of 

fifteen stalls each, or sixty-six paired rows of thirty, whatever suits you better. I don‟t have a lot 

of time to waste before we do the feeding, and I see you‟ve already learned about ducking when 

the Wyrms spit, so that‟s a lesson skipped. 



“Both of them are fed the same, we just fill the trough in the stall from one of those 

stations.” Kent pointed at a large pipe, a valve beside this and a pair of enormous wooden barrels 

attached to either side of a long pole by plain-looking yellow rope. “You gotta be careful that the 

animal doesn‟t nip you or anything, and doesn‟t nudge forwards into the barrel, both of which‟ll 

take some time… so ready yourself to get bit once or twice today, Zerrex. I could offer you an 

electrical rod we use to deter the animals, but half the time it just pisses „em off more, and you 

look like a big strong fellow. If they start getting too aggressive, just give „em a whack and a 

firm „no.‟” 

“Wonderful.” Zerrex picked himself off the ground, slipping on the plain black work 

gloves and flexing his hands, rubbing his palms together slowly. “Any other duties?” 

Kent nodded, patting the Drakkaren on the back. “Yeah, but we probably won‟t have 

time for them today, since I only have you working here for ten hours. You might‟ve noticed the 

smell: we scatter new hay on the floor mixed with some cider, the animals seem to like it. We 

also change their hay every week or so, and that‟s a huge chore, since we have to take them all 

out to the field first, then worse, get them all in. Every one of them is tagged and collared, but 

finding out their number can be a bit tough when they get antsy. But it‟s about time to start the 

feeding process, down at Row 122. It don‟t matter if you go right to left, but you‟ll need to start 

at the back and work your way forwards… and oh, if any of the animals haven‟t eaten, don‟t 

refill their trough and tell me, wouldja? It might mean they got a wound we missed or that 

they‟re sick with somethin‟ else.” 

Zerrex nodded, forcing a bit of a smile. “Alright.” He walked over to the large pole, then 

hefted it up to his shoulders and grasped the handles of the buckets with either hand, keeping the 

weight tight enough to keep things balanced as he lowered his head a bit, concentrating at Kent 

smiled at him encouragingly. Water training… like the monks do. I‟ll think of it that way. 

It was a fifteen minute walk to the other side of the stables for the Drakkaren, and by then 

he could hear some rumbling growls from inside the stalls. The reptile made a face, then made 

his way to the pipe system and turned the valve, a horrible-smelling mishmash of what looked 

like garbage, vegetation, and cut apples pouring out: thirty seconds later, the reptile had both 

barrels filled and a new understanding of why he was wearing gloves. 

He walked to the rear stall and shoved the door open, thankfully noting it was easy 

enough to push open and noting the Wyrm inside was leashed as well, for extra security… and 

he carefully made his way over to the trough, doing his best to keep his mouth shut. But three 

minutes later, the reptile was talking absently to both himself and the animals as he made his way 

through the rows. “Like… half a barrel just to fill one trough… and this junk is disgusting. I 

thought you Draybeasts preferred vegetation, anyway…” 

It was monotonous and hard work… and at Row 93, a Wyrm spat on his chest, and 

around Row 87 a Draybeast took a bite out of his tail – and a rather nasty one at that. Thankfully, 

once he was halfway done, Kent had told him to take a break for ten minutes, and he‟d sat on the 

floor as the bear wrote in a logbook, saying idly: “You seem to be doin‟ good for your first time, 

Zerrex. Did you tend stables in life, too?” 

“Nah… I was a soldier…” Zerrex said softly, before he glanced up at Kent curiously. 

“What about you, if I can ask? You seem pretty comfortable in this environment.” 

Kent smiled, nodding a bit. “That‟s right sir, I did indeed. I took care of unevolved 

horses, and some other big animals on a farm. Had a few dozen cows, too, including my wife.” 

He muttered something under his breath, then shook his head a bit. “I know, it don‟t sound too 

Hell-worthy, but I used to make some extra on the side storing illegal weapons for gangs and 



other nasties, including some bombing equipment that my wife found one day. Bitch used it to 

blow the stuff up, and me with it, since I was taking a nap in the hay.” He paused, rubbing slowly 

at his ring and grunting: “I would‟ve divorced her, but I guess we were just too used to each 

other by then. In any case, something didn‟t look kindly on what I was doing, I guess.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, and then he cast a cleansing spell over the gloves before rubbing at 

his sweaty face slowly, asking mildly: “Gods, it feels like a hundred degrees in here… do you 

find it hot at all?” 

“It‟s the animals, the Wyrms make the temperature go haywire. You‟ll get used to it.” 

Kent nodded, then he paused. “Anyway, you should get back to work before you end up having 

to fight a few pissed-off Wyrms. They‟re moody when it comes to their feeding schedule.” 

“I know the feeling.” Zerrex responded, and he climbed to his feet with a grunt, watching 

as Kent walked away as he absently checked his pulse, before touching his forehead with the 

back of his hand and muttering: “Wonderful. I have a fever now.” 

He took a bit longer with the last half, but Kent seemed pleased by his efforts, saying 

they had more than enough time left over to change the hay on the ground. This wasn‟t nearly as 

bad as the feeding process had been, since all Zerrex needed to do was rake up the old hay into a 

pile and then get rid of it, and Kent added mildly he didn‟t care how… so the reptile raked the 

hay into a pile at the end of a row, and then simply portaled it into Lunata‟s office. Dumb bitch. 

Let‟s see how she deals with this. 

It took another two and a half hours for the reptile to rake everything up and then to lay 

down the new hay manually, the scent of cinnamon and some other spice intensifying in the air 

as he did so. It was pleasant, at least, and the reptile didn‟t really mind the work, despite the 

multiple bites he‟d gotten from the animals, and afterwards Kent said mildly he‟d look forwards 

to seein‟ him back tomorrow. Zerrex had then stepped through his portal and into his home with 

a sigh, before collapsing on his cot as Sin looked at him nervously from a small stool. “I think I 

have a fever.” 

“That could be good or bad.” she said quietly, walking over to him and checking his body 

over… but then she sat back, shaking her head a bit. “You might feel worse, but it‟s because of 

the movement of the poison in your body… there‟s less of it then there was yesterday, though, 

and that‟s good news. Are you feeling okay?” 

“You remind me of Cindy.” Zerrex murmured, a hand to his forehead, and then he closed 

his eyes, resting back on the cot and adding: “Just give me a moment or two to… to rest my eyes 

maybe, yeah…” 

A few minutes later he was asleep, and Sin looked over him with a concerned grimace 

before going back to reading quietly, glancing up at him every so often until she finally put the 

book aside and tried to shake him awake. Zerrex stirred with a grumble, flailing his arms a bit, 

and Sin mumbled: “Sorry… I‟m sorry, I just… could you please try and stay awake, Lord 

Zerrex? Please? It would… you know… just in case.” 

Zerrex nodded groggily after a moment, then sat up and shook his head quickly, rubbing 

at his eyes before looking back and forth tiredly and asking dumbly: “So… want to play poker? I 

mean, I‟ve got no cards, but we could still… play… cards…” 

Sin couldn‟t decide for a moment whether the reptile was being himself or was honestly 

confused, and then she sighed as Zerrex fell back on the cot and curled up with a mumble. “Just 

let me die or go comatose, okay? I feel like sleeping forever…” 

“You‟ve only got about two hours before you have to go back to the Inquisitors…” Sin 

said anxiously, but then she sighed as Zerrex rolled over and mumbled something else, and she 



looked at him with a mix of fondness and exasperation. “Miss Selena really is right about you… 

you‟re a wonderful and horribly-irritating person…” 

The week ended up being one of the most miserable ones Zerrex could remember: 

although the Bloody King chose to torment him by simply poking him with a metal firepoker 

every time the reptile fell asleep during their meeting, Faulk spent the entire time screaming at 

him and whipping him viciously, and Ose let him fall asleep just so the Drakkaren could 

experience nightmare after terrible nightmare invoked by the cruel creature. Afterwards, the otter 

with his long, backwards-curling horns followed him out into the locker rooms, watching as 

Zerrex yawned and forced himself through putting his pants on almost curiously. 

“You‟re a strange being, Lord Zerrex. Tell me, why so glum and tired?” Ose asked 

cheerfully, before creating a portal as Zerrex turned around with only one combat boot on, 

adding easily: “Here you go, right this way to work!” 

“I‟ll make my own.” Zerrex said shortly, and he stepped carefully around the otter‟s 

portal to head over to the room, and the otter glowered as he turned around, narrowing his eyes 

slightly before he pointed a finger skywards, and a spark of fire launched into the air before 

bursting into a bright fireworks display. 

It set off a magical alarm, and Zerrex was thus late by almost an hour for work, and Kent 

glared at him even while the Drakkaren tried to explain himself, before he was ordered to stop 

wasting time with talk and get to work. The reptile did so, moving quickly, and he made up the 

time by skipping his usual break and counting the seconds he had to make up. 

But at Row 23, he heard a Wyrm making a strange rattling noise in its throat, and he 

stepped towards the stall with a frown… and a moment later, its jaws were locked on his 

shoulder, the reptile snarling and cursing before he heard Ose laughing somewhere behind him, 

and the otter strolled over to his side, asking curiously: “Do you need help now, Lord Zerrex? Or 

are you still too proud to ask for it?” 

“Bastard!” Zerrex shouted furiously, trying to pry the Wyrm‟s teeth out of him… but he 

felt delirious from his need for rest and his body felt weak, so it was all he could do to keep the 

Wyrm from biting deeper and possibly ripping off his entire arm as blood streamed down his 

chest: “K-Kent! Kent!”  

“I doubt he‟ll make it here in time. There was a sign on the door about avoiding this stall, 

but I guess it must have been misplaced.” Ose said calmly, absently brushing at the long white 

robe he wore before striding around Zerrex to grasp his other shoulder, adding in a dangerous 

voice: “Now swallow your pride and beg me for help.” 

“You‟re off the clock!” Zerrex snarled, but as much as he wanted to use one of his 

newfound tricks to squish Ose like a bug, he was too sick… and the otter obviously knew it, as 

he grinned slowly and licked his lips hungrily. 

“I was hoping you‟d say that.” Ose said softly, and then he turned around and walked 

over to the stall opposite, where another Wyrm was leaning hungrily out, apparently having 

smelled the blood. Slowly, Ose pulled the stall open with a grin, and Zerrex stared over his 

shoulder in horror as the black-scaled Wyrm slowly walked out, long, forked tongue flicking out 

of its muzzle before it began to approach him as Ose grinned widely… 

Then Kent barreled around the corner, his eyes wide with shock at the sight of the 

Drakkaren and the Wyrm approaching, and the bear walked up to it, waving his arms and 

shouting: “Bethania, no! Back in the stall, get back in there, right now!” 

The Wyrm hissed at him, but quickly retreated as Ose‟s eyes widened and he cast a portal 

spell, and Kent yelled something at the otter as he fled speedily himself, the portal closing behind 



him instantly. The bear cursed, then made his way over to Zerrex, and the reptile let out a sigh of 

relief through the pain before falling over and scrabbling backwards into the middle of the row as 

the Wyrm retreated into its stall, rattling loudly. 

“Why the… wait, where‟d the damn sign go? This Wyrm‟s in the last stages of her 

pregnancy, she‟ll attack anyone who comes near her until she lays her eggs… dear fuck, Zerrex, 

what the hell happened?” 

Zerrex shook his head, his features pale as he clutched at his shoulder, and Kent winced 

at the sight of the ravaged flesh before mumbling: “No, nevermind, we need to get you to the 

medic first of all… I hate to ask, but do you have the energy to cast that portal spell or should I 

run and get him the old-fashioned way? Zerrex, hey, can you hear me?” 

The Drakkaren shook his head quickly, then he slowly laid back on the hay, closing his 

eyes and murmuring: “Nah… you‟d better go. I‟ll… I‟ll just take a little break and then finish 

up…” 

“Not like that you won‟t, the beasts‟ll eat you alive. Just stay put.” Kent grunted, shaking 

his own head before turning and sprinting away, and the Drakkaren sat quietly for a few minutes 

before he closed his eyes and slipped down into darkness. 

A few minutes later he woke up to Sin standing over him, her hands grasping his 

shoulder as she trembled a bit, whispering: “Don‟t… not like this, Lord Zerrex… Lord Zerrex, 

please… to die as a mortal fighting an army, but to die in Hell from an animal bite makes no 

sense… please wake up…” 

“Sin?” The reptile asked stupidly, and she let out a sob before nodding quickly, her hands 

glowing with crimson light as she grasped his wound, and he could feel his blood boiling as it 

pulsed through his body, before he arched his back and grit his teeth at a sudden burst of agony. 

“Gods, what the hell are you doing to me?” 

“Shut up and take it!” Sin snapped, then she flushed deeply and added in a mumble: “I‟m 

sharing some of my energy with you while restoring some of the blood you‟ve lost… and you‟ve 

lost a lot, Lord Zerrex. You were bitten by a Green Wyrm, and it‟s accelerated your fever, too… 

how could you be… be so stupid?” 

She flushed again, looking meek but determined, and Zerrex smiled faintly before 

shaking his head a bit, saying quietly: “It was Ose… he… he took the warning sign off the door, 

I didn‟t know it was vicious… so it bit me.” It felt too hard to say anything more, so the reptile 

let it halt at that, before Sin drew away and quietly pulled his head up into her lap, taking one of 

his hands as her own began to glow a quiet green. “Sin?” 

“Just relax… it‟s just an expanded spell.” Sin murmured, and the Drakkaren recognized 

the first part of the incantation she began to murmur as the one for cleansing… but after that, she 

followed with a jumble of runes he didn‟t recognize at all, before he felt a prickling heat through 

his body and he let out a gasp. “That should take care of some of the poison, at least…” 

He nodded, and they rested together quietly… and five minutes later, Kent came back 

with a Rakshasa, who stared at the sight of Sin before all but throwing himself at the ground, and 

Sin blushed deeply before Kent bowed as well, looking relieved: “Well, lady, I don‟t know who 

you are… but you just saved the life of the best stable boy I‟ve had in ages.” 

“I‟m not a boy.” Zerrex muttered, and then he grunted and shakily stood up before 

grasping the pole of the barrels, adding tiredly: “I… I should finish the job off…” 

“Stop it. You‟re coming with me.” Sin said grimly, before she stood herself and turned to 

Kent, bowing quietly. “My name is Sin, and I am a handmaiden of the Princess. Thank you for 

taking care of Lord Zerrex while he‟s been here.” 



“Lord Zerrex? And… you‟re Lady Sin?” Kent looked stupefied by this information, 

before he dropped to a kneel and bowed deeply over his knee, blushing deeply as Zerrex looked 

away in embarrassment. “I‟m honored, milady… and I had no idea Zerrex was a monarch 

himself.” 

“It‟s fine, I‟m not… not really…” Zerrex mumbled, waving his hands and trying to forget 

his „marriage‟ to Feldspar. “I‟m sorry, Kent, I‟ll make it up to you when I come into work 

tomorrow. In the meanwhile, you might want to make sure Ose didn‟t screw with anything else 

around the stables…” 

Kent nodded as he stood, then he offered his hand, and Zerrex reached up his own, then 

paused and stripped off his dirty glove before shaking the bear‟s firmly. Kent laughed a bit at 

this, but he smiled awkwardly before saying quietly: “Hey, you just watch out for yourself. I‟ll 

inform Commander Atkins of what happened after I finish off these chores, and we‟ll just mark 

things down as normal for today.” 

Zerrex nodded, then made a face as Sin created a portal and dragged him through 

quickly, barely able to get out a wave and a quick „thanks‟ before staggering around in a circle 

and looking at her grim expression with a wince. “What?” 

“Ose‟s never acted out like this before… you must have set off a nerve in him.” Sin 

murmured, then she paused and shook her head quietly. “Or worse, you might just be the only 

person to have ever survived him targeting them. Lord Zerrex, you need to watch your back very 

carefully for the next little while… but here, get some rest… I‟ll tell Selena everything that 

happened when she shows up tomorrow, but I‟ll trust her judgment if she wants to train you 

unless… unless you have a preference, Lord Zerrex. I‟m sorry, I don‟t mean to speak out of 

turn… I‟m just… upset.” 

“And bleeding.” Zerrex looked at her shoulder for a moment, then he touched his own as 

he asked quietly, looking into her eyes: “Was that a life exchange spell you cast?” 

Sin blushed dark red, and then she looked away before her violet eyes flicked over to 

Zerrex‟s own, and she murmured quietly: “I‟m called the Great Mother sometimes and… and 

I‟ve grown attached to you. I want to keep you safe, not because it‟s a duty… or… or because of 

what you are… but… because of who you are. Whether you save us or not, you‟re the… the first 

person to not look at me from eyes of fear or hatred for so long and… I can‟t thank you enough 

for that, Lord Zerrex…” 

“Sin…” Zerrex said quietly, and then he smiled faintly and hugged her tightly, and she 

clutched his strong body as he murmured: “I‟m the one who owes you big now, though… you‟ve 

saved my life a few times now.” 

Sin only looked away embarrassedly, however… but she followed him quietly to the bed 

and tucked him in silently, and they looked at each other for a few moments before she gently 

stroked his face, and as Zerrex‟s eyes slid closed, he wondered for a moment whether or not the 

being he had seen in the Rift had been Celestial, or if his mother had somehow become a part of 

this being right here. 

 

After spending more than two thousand and seven hundred years in the Circle of Wrath, 

Zerrex had finally moved out into his own rickety little shack, which Sin had helped him expand 

magically while the reptile fortified the ugly-looking thing into a proper log cabin physically. It 

cost him more than a thousand silver coins a year in upkeep, but he was now making around ten 

silver a day as a stablehand, or seventeen on the days where he helped train the mounts. He had 

caught on quickly to it, and Kent seemed pleased with the fact he wasn‟t scared of the creatures 



at all… and was even more pleased when one of the mounts tried to bite him and Zerrex simply 

smacked it with the palm of his hand and ordered it to back off, which it immediately had. 

It was the only thing about the Wrath Circle Zerrex honestly enjoyed: otherwise, when he 

needed to make some extra money, he entered one of the fighting tournaments at one of the 

arenas nearby… but he disliked the no-rules fights and rarely won more than fifty silver, since 

Sin and Selena had both warned him the fights were sometimes used as a place to test soldiers 

for both sides of the war. And since killing your opponent was not only permitted but 

encouraged, Zerrex could end up facing a General of Az‟Iriel‟s army that he wasn‟t prepared for 

and end up getting a blessed sword through his gut before he could do anything about it. Or 

worse, the bastard could just summon in waves of soldiers until I was drowned in numbers… 

The reptile shook his head slowly from where he was now, sitting in a plain, ugly 

armchair he‟d stolen out of an abandoned home filled with Anguish Plasmids, most of which 

he‟d killed, but he‟d portaled one or two outside the home, and Sin had captured them inside 

massive balls made of some material between glass and plastic she‟d magicked out of thin air. 

After a few hours, several teams of Royal Guards had shown up and rolled them through portals 

for experimentation, and they‟d discovered that the Plasmids emitted a low, inaudible whistle 

that would interrupt magical abilities when the Plasmids were in large numbers. Something about 

the vibrations created and the pitch of the sound, but Zerrex hadn‟t really been listening, despite 

how honestly interested he was in the whole thing… 

Not a lot had happened: Ose had innocently denied the entire story Zerrex had made up 

and pointed out the Drakkaren could have been delusional from fever, although it had taken him 

a while to figure out how to get around the fact that Kent had also been present and had easily 

picked Ose out of a book filled with more than a hundred pages of pictures of Inquisitors. But the 

Princess had apparently declared him innocent, and Ose had gone back to torturing Zerrex as 

always; he attempted to work in a Wyrm every now and then, but always broke down into a fit of 

cruel laughter afterwards, which meant the reptile spent as many torture sessions irritated with 

the demon as he did with Lunata. 

The Bloody King was only occasionally torturing him now: since Zerrex usually walked 

around with all his demonic characteristics hidden, or only his horns standing out, Laurence 

often seemed confused and out of sorts… and once Zerrex had tried reciting an old Unity prayer, 

just to see what would happen… and the Bloody King had gone into a fit, waving his arms 

before clutching his head and running out of the room. 

Lunata was also failing miserably in her role, to the point where Zerrex almost wanted 

her to pull his claws out one-by-one or something. Her office now had a comfortable rug made of 

hay underfoot and cushions on the chairs woven of the same material, and although scratchy and 

crackly, they worked surprisingly well. So he‟d obviously botched-up pissing her off, although it 

had at least given him a good few „housewife‟ comments to make about her, which she took as a 

personal offence for whatever reason. Ninety percent of the time these days, however, she would 

leave him alone to do her marking for her classes… and the other ten percent of the time she 

would whine, bitch, and yell at him from across the desk. 

Faulk, however, was willing to go to any lengths to ensure Zerrex was in agony, from 

sodomizing him with a spiked metal pole to stabbing blessed knives through his chest… and the 

reptile was starting to wonder honestly who was the bigger danger to him: Ose, who randomly 

showed up to cause him trouble, or Faulk, who might accidently kill him one day during a torture 

session. Not because the crocodilian Slaver was so malicious… but because he was too stupid to 

ever be a truly-effective torturer. If left alone with someone for a week, he‟d kill them in two 



days before ever getting any information out: Zerrex knew from his own experiences in the field 

of „interrogations‟ that letting someone heal and feel hope was one of the biggest parts of the 

actual torture itself. Nothing, after all, is more demoralizing than having your hope swept 

away… but going into a torture session and knowing the guy‟s going to kill you either way, and 

that he‟s not going to let up even if you tell the truth? You might as well bite your own tongue off 

and die right then and there. 

Zerrex shook his head a bit, and Sin looked at him oddly from across the room, where she 

was doing a puzzle at a table. The Drakkaren only smiled slightly, however, then walked over to 

her and sat down, saying softly: “How are you doing?” 

“It‟s hard.” Sin said quietly, but she sounded strangely happy as she gazed over the 

mortal pastime: Zerrex had bought the puzzle for her in a small boutique he‟d found in one of the 

cities that served „Non-Wrath-Only‟ items. Stepping into it had been like taking a breath of fresh 

air… and although the pleasant and well-dressed employees had looked at the giant, scarred 

Drakkaren with worry at first, his expression of serenity after he took a long whiff of the rosy 

smell of the place had been enough to calm them down. 

It was a one-thousand piece puzzle of a festival in a park… and Sin was fascinated by 

both the festival and the way the puzzle worked. She had never seen one before, but since she 

was always reading, Zerrex had decided to try and get her interested in some other quiet hobby 

that didn‟t require too much contact, and she‟d taken immediately to the puzzle after Zerrex 

showed her how it worked, by snapping the pieces together. It had been a week, and she had 

already assembled most of the puzzle… but now she was down to figuring out where the last 

hundred pieces or so went so she could finish the image off. 

She snapped a piece into place, and then she stroked slowly over the other assembled 

pieces, murmuring softly: “It‟s so beautiful… but what about you, Lord Zerrex? You seem in 

need of a distraction yourself.” 

“I‟ve just been thinking over the time I‟ve spent in Wrath…” The reptile shook his head 

slowly, sighing quietly and making a face as he crossed his legs, letting his hands fall into his lap 

as Sin glanced up at him with quiet, respectful curiosity. “It‟s so different from Lust… and so 

miserable here. I thought it would be better out here, since we‟re near a small village and we‟ve 

got our own little orchard of apple trees… but even the rocks are possessed with evil spirits and 

no one‟s happy, everyone‟s pissed off at everyone else. I understand it… but at the same time, I 

don‟t. This isn‟t like… like we‟re trying to train something out of ourselves, but… just 

become… 

“More angry.” Sin said quietly, as she locked a small chunk of puzzle pieces into place 

on the board, before she shook her head slowly. “It wasn‟t always like this here, Lord Zerrex… 

but ever since military bases like Nile, Marathon, Serene came into existence, they‟ve been using 

it more to train soldiers and ship them all over Hell then they have been to actually work on 

helping people. That‟s why the Ring of Torment exists, remember… because there‟s no one here 

to enforce the rules and punishments other than the jailors and the military, they‟re created an 

enormous dome filled with tortures for both specific and general needs.  

“But the Slavers only want to prove they‟re stronger than everyone else… and the 

military who patrol through there and run the exercises only want to do their jobs and keep the 

peace, not actually help…” She slipped another few pieces into place, then shook her head 

quietly. “In mortal terms, Wrath is the slums, the low-end of society where… where we abuse 

our ability to manipulate the weak of heart and the foolish to force them into following military 

doctrine, making them soldiers without them ever realizing it. Yet the Princess and the Princes 



ignore the need for reform… and no matter how Lily pleads for it, her coronation has again and 

again been set back because Prince Az‟Iriel refuses to participate in the crowning… and to rise to 

that rank, all three other High Monarchs must agree on the appointment…” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, crossing his arms and murmuring softly: “And there‟s no other 

candidates, because she‟s the only child of Prince Raithe… and his first wife, the only other 

person who could ascend to the throne, was killed by Az‟Iriel years ago, right?” He tilted his 

head, and Sin nodded with a faint smile, almost surprised at how fast the Drakkaren was catching 

on to all the twisted rules of Hell. “So basically… her province is falling apart because she‟s not 

being permitted to rule and the Governors and Kings are bickering with each other, while the 

lesser monarchs like the Dukes and Barons are running away to join either the Princess or the 

Warlord…” 

“It‟s turned into a massive power struggle.” Sin agreed quietly, then she snapped another 

few pieces into place before hesitating, then asking meekly: “Lord Zerrex, I… I hate to bring it 

up but… are you thinking about your mother as well?” 

“Celestial…” Zerrex said quietly, and then he nodded slowly, looking down silently for a 

long few minutes. He‟d gone back to visit her a few times, and she was always happy to see him 

and have dinner or do whatever he wanted, her strange, corrupt world always different every 

time he stepped inside. It seemed to vary with her level of sanity: when she was more twisted 

towards the Narrius side of her nature, the walls were fleshy and dark, and the caverns became 

twisted and weird… but when she was sane, the walls were stone or wood, and everything was 

neat, clean and straightforwards. 

They‟d had sex a few more times, and he always felt like an amateur with her who 

needed guidance, no matter what they were doing, and he never lasted nearly as long as he did 

with anyone else. Their conversation always seemed awkward and slanted, and Celestial always 

talked about how excited she was for when they would become a little family once more… but 

he didn‟t even know if she was really his mother anymore. 

The Celestial he‟d known had been loving, gentle, and kind. She had been generous and 

she had always treated him with such affection… but this Celestial was strange, twisted and 

weird, lashing out one moment and then playfully rubbing against him like a kitten the next. 

Perhaps she was even a bit evil, and she moved and acted differently than his mother had… but 

at the same time, it was unmistakably still Celestial, and that was probably what hurt him the 

most. Mother…  

He paused, then shook his head slowly and murmured: “Yeah. I might go see her again 

soon… and I‟ve also got to stop in and see Ixin, since I haven‟t dropped by there in a few years 

now. He‟ll want to know how I‟m doing with the book, though…” The Drakkaren sat back, 

looking bleak. “And I‟ll have to tell him I‟m on page twenty-three out of five-hundred and some, 

and Incantation Six of at least two thousand…” 

“You‟re doing your best.” Sin said quietly but sternly, and she slid another piece into 

place before glancing up at him with a faint smile. “Most people would‟ve given up by now, 

after all… but you just keep pushing forwards, Lord Zerrex. I like that about you… I think that‟s 

what many demons admire in you, in fact. But… as long as you‟re feeling okay… and you 

should be careful if you go into the Rift again, because…” 

She broke off, and Zerrex nodded slowly, looking down at his hand and murmuring 

softly: “It does strange things to my body, I know. But I feel like I‟m getting more used to it 

now… and… I won‟t spend too much time inside it, since I‟m going out with Selena all 

tomorrow for training.” 



Sin nodded and blushed quietly, smiling across at him faintly. “If I can say so, Lord 

Zerrex, you‟re really becoming quite an impressive demon… and the fact that you can retain 

your mind despite all the strength you hold is incredible.” 

Zerrex grunted something and rubbed the back of his head, looking embarrassed as he 

glanced towards the sky. But he had to admit it was true… he‟d gained remarkable control over 

his demonic characteristics and, as much as he hated to admit it, he really was starting to feel… 

more like himself, and more comfortable with who and what he was these days. 

More than that… he was actually liking who he was, at least a little bit. He liked what he 

could do, and he enjoyed the power he possessed… but at the same time, he was careful to never 

let that expand too much. He tried his best to stay humble… and what helped him avoid growing 

his ego out too much was the fact he also still felt more like just a Drakkaren than anything else, 

and if he had to label himself, that was what he said. Drakkaren first, then a demon and whatever 

else he was… and he smiled faintly as he rubbed at his hornless head, and he asked softly: 

“Sin… how do you keep yourself so gentle?” 

“It‟s the punishment and the pain…” Sin said embarrassedly, looking down meekly… the 

same answer she always gave. But as Zerrex looked at her with quiet insistence, she finally 

shrugged and glanced up, saying softly: “I just… I just am who I am. I mean, we‟re in Hell… 

who am I to judge someone else after the evils I‟ve committed? Who am I to… to try and prove 

that I‟m the strongest in the plane when there‟s no need to prove it at all? Being at the top is a 

lonely place… and hurting the people you love is the worst thing in the world. Why not…” She 

turned her gaze downwards again and shook her head slowly. “I should just… keep moving. And 

remember I‟m just part of a much-greater scheme… greater than anything even God could 

imagine…” 

“You miss him.” Zerrex said quietly, and Sin blushed deeply and nodded… and the 

Drakkaren thought of his own family for a few moments before reaching down and stroking her 

face quietly, saying softly: “I‟m sure you‟ll see Him again one day, Sin. You‟re one of the 

kindest, gentlest people I‟ve ever met… and if He‟s as understanding as everyone says, then I‟m 

sure He‟ll end your punishment Himself.” 

Sin smiled and flushed at this, mumbling something to him meekly as she curled her 

hands together, and Zerrex created a portal before stepping through and out into the field where 

Ixin was imprisoned. 

He frowned and readied himself immediately at the sight of the two Wendigos standing 

in front of Ixin: terrible monsters with two burning black eyes and huge jaws lined with fangs, 

covered in shaggy white fur. They both turned towards the Drakkaren almost immediately, and 

then one hissed something to the other in a tongue strange even in Hell, and it nodded before 

stalking slowly to the side, raising massive, bloodstained claws. 

“Hey, yeah, uh… Zerrex, if that‟s you, I could really use some help here!” Ixin called in a 

squeamish voice. “They… they like, eviscerated Chuckie! Okay, his name ain‟t really Chuckie, 

but the poor bastard was from the military… dude, the fuckers killed a whole unit of troops and I 

don‟t know what the hell they want!” 

“Wonderful.” Zerrex muttered, then he created a sword of energy in one hand, pointing it 

at the Wendigo in front of him and saying clearly: “Back off right now, or I‟ll kill you both. I‟m 

not afraid of either of you, let‟s make that clear right now.” 

The Wendigos both snarled and growled… and then one of them tapped its claws against 

the ground three times and it vanished from sight, as the other loped forwards and rose its own 

huge claws. The Drakkaren snarled as he heard the clack of the other Wendigo‟s claws against 



the ground, but he couldn‟t lock onto where it was because of their speed… and then the one in 

front of him pounced, and Zerrex threw himself forwards and dropped onto his back at the same 

time, lashing out with the sword of energy as the Wendigo passed above him. 

It howled in agony as the blade of energy tore through its body, crumpling and falling 

awkwardly towards the ground… and Zerrex rolled backwards before slamming a foot into its 

gut and sending it flying through the air. Immediately, the Drakkaren kicked up to his feet… and 

then a pair of claws raked down his back and sent him staggering forwards. 

He snarled and spun around… but then noted both Wendigos visible and fleeing quickly. 

He frowned a bit at the odd behavior from creatures usually focused only on maiming and 

killing… but Ixin crowed loudly and said cheerfully: “Holy crap am I glad you just saved my 

bacon! I was scared the fucking things were going to rip my face off… they didn‟t exactly seem 

bothered by the whole magic shield thing goin‟ on around my body.” 

“What were the military doing here?” Zerrex asked mildly, and then he knelt down by the 

body closest, rolling it over and making a face at the mutilated corpse, before picking up a badge 

and muttering: “Nile… the Southern Barracks…”  

“Yeah, they come here now and then for advice on magical stuff…” Ixin said airily, as he 

attempted to turn his head towards the Drakkaren. “You know, like… reagents and shit like that. 

I never thought it was all that important though… they never seemed to be gettin‟ up to anything 

too harmful, whether they were military types or not.” The imprisoned reptile paused, then added 

dryly: “And by the way, if it‟s not too much trouble, could you like… get me a cream soda or 

something next time you stop by? It‟s been forever since I had anything to drink and I think I 

figured out a way through my shielding.” 

“I‟ll give you cream.” Zerrex muttered under his breath, then he shook his head slowly. “I 

have to report this to the base, let them know what happened. I‟ll come back later in the week, 

though, and maybe I‟ll bring Selena.” 

“Hot-tits!” Ixin grinned cheerfully, winking up at the Drakkaren as Zerrex rolled his eyes 

and groaned. “Well, I ain‟t ever gonna say no to some eye-candy, that‟s for sure… sure, bring on 

the bitch and maybe you two can be like a real-live porno in front of me… „cept I‟ve already got 

the worst case in history of blue-ball, so… hey, hey wait and listen to the rest of the funny 

speech I‟m making!” 

Ixin flailed a bit against his chains as Zerrex created a portal, and the reptile rolled his 

eyes, offering the fellow Drakkaren a smile as he said mildly: “Get over it… think of it as time to 

learn some restraint, since your mouth still seems to go off whenever it has a chance. But I really 

have to go, Ixin. And remember, we don‟t know each other.” 

Ixin grunted something vulgar, and then Zerrex stepped through the portal and headed 

quickly to the CO‟s office, knocking twice before pushing the door open. Immediately, Atkins 

glared at him, saying sourly: “Stablehand Zerrex. You don‟t work for me, you-” 

“Sir, if I may interrupt, I‟ve come across a military unit that was slaughtered by a pair of 

Wendigos.” Zerrex said briskly, saluting, and the Nightmare stood up, looking surprised but also 

listening as the Drakkaren said quickly: “I can bring you right to them… the Wendigos fled 

when I engaged them, I don‟t know why… and there‟s someone imprisoned there, too…” 

“Open a portal and go home, stablehand.” Atkins glared at him, as if somehow knowing 

already that Zerrex and Ixin had a past together. “That now is a restricted aream for military 

personnel only. Now do as I say; I‟ll have you debriefed later in the week.” 



“Sir.” Zerrex created the portal, and the Nightmare walked through it quickly before it 

was forcibly closed by a spell from the other side, and the Drakkaren made a face before creating 

another portal and stepping through himself onto the high clifftop. 

He suddenly didn‟t want to put this off any longer… but he hesitated nonetheless as he 

stood beneath the portal that led to the Rift, and finally he took a deep breath and jumped up into 

it. As always, there was pain and a whriling sensation, and a few moments later Zerrex found 

himself on the ground, his head spinning. 

He slowly forced himself up to his feet, grunting and rubbing at his skull quietly… and 

then he stared slowly back and forth at the fleshy, bumpy walls of the cavern. Everything was 

pulsing with dark, sick light, and he was in a small, circular room… but the runic circle that 

opened the portal back to Hell had been shattered. Zerrex wondered silently what the hell was 

going on as he stood up, and then he carefully made his way towards the open archway, and he 

stared down a massive flight of stairs leading deep down into this strange world. 

He made his way down them, counting over seventy steps before he reached the bottom, 

where a curtain of some amorphous jelly hung from the ceiling… and it slithered open when he 

touched it, the reptile making a face before stepping into a massive circular room, the walls here 

made of pure, writhing darkness, and the floor felt like pulsating flesh. It was pale tan, like old 

skin, and when Zerrex dug his heel against it, it wrinkled and tore, and a bit of black gunk 

bubbled out like blood, causing him to wince and step away quickly. 

The Drakkaren looked slowly back and forth, then he strode a few steps into the room, 

looking up at the strange glowing hole in the roof that seemed to be emanating the light in the 

room… before Celestial asked him in a quiet voice from the far side of the room: “Did I invite 

you here, Zerrex?” 

The Drakkaren turned, and saw she was floating in the air, her eyes burning red dots in 

the shadows she was hiding in, her arms crossed over his chest, and he stepped towards her 

before she snarled: “I asked you a question, Zerrex Ravenlight Narrius! Did I invite you here or 

not?” 

“No…” Zerrex said quietly, feeling both meek and tense, his body flexing a bit as he 

automatically felt himself moving to a ready stance, watching as she slowly floated forwards, 

and her robe seemed more like a part of her body now than her clothing, writhing and twisting 

like living shadow over her form as he added softly: “But… I wanted to see you. If it‟s not a 

good time, I can leave…” 

“If it‟s not a good time…” Celestial mocked, and then she laughed harshly, and the 

reptile saw some faint, terrible outline over her head and hands before she snarled furiously, her 

eyes burning brighter crimson. “So it‟s all about you, is that it? Or are you trying to say it‟s all 

my fault? Zerrex, I think I‟ve had enough of your disrespect for me and our family… I think I 

should teach you a lesson.” 

Zerrex‟s eyes widened as Celestial held out a hand towards him, and a sphere of 

crackling darkness formed in her hand before she threw it at him with a scream. The reptile 

automatically shielded himself with his arms, and the sphere exploded on contact, knocking him 

flying backwards and skidding along the sick flesh beneath him on his back, before he managed 

to roll backwards, gritting his teeth and setting himself in a crouch as he glared up at her… and 

her eyes turned completely crimson as she hissed: “You‟ve defied me for the last time, 

Zerrex…” 

Her voice was unearthly, and the room seemed to tremble as the light dimmed, before she 

held out her hands… and Zerrex stared in horror as a white plate of bone slowly pushed out of 



her skull, a terrible death-mask forming over her face before it lengthened behind her, becoming 

a massive, enormous plate of ivory that extended almost a meter backwards and formed a 

rounded triangle behind her head. It was curved at the back, becoming flatter and thicker as it 

came to meet with her skull, and there were several ridges and rows of spikes over it, turning it 

almost into some terrible crown. 

And her hands changed as well, her claws lengthening to become long skewers, plates of 

bone covering the backs of her hands as her scales faded to pure darkness… and soon Zerrex 

could only see a bit of scale left at her neck, the rest of her face covered by a snarling skull and 

her eyes nothing but red light shining out of its sockets… and she roared, arching her back as her 

robe twisted and slithered like a living thing, before laughing cruelly and facing towards the 

Drakkaren, howling: “I possess the ultimate power, my child… go ahead, fight… fight and die!” 

She lashed out with one claw, and her hand tore off her body at the wrist, flying towards 

the reptile and punching him with enough force to knock him over, his eyes bulging as he felt his 

ribs crack before he scrambled away in horror as she floated after him like some terrible ghost, 

her claws lashing out and ripping long gashes down his back before snapping back into their 

places at the arms of her robe. 

He didn‟t know what to do, before she held up her hand and a collar of white energy 

snapped shut around his neck, Zerrex gargling and grasping at this, choking violently as he was 

slowly hefted into the air and turned to face the creature his mother had become. Celestial 

grinned at him, the features of the skull that had become her face changing as she asked in a 

taunting voice: “What‟s wrong? Are you not as tough as you thought you were? Are you going 

to be for mercy?” 

“Mom… please…” Zerrex rasped, as he floated in front of her, feeling the collar 

tightening and burning into his scales, smoke floating up from his neck and his hands before 

Celestial‟s eyes flickered, and then he was dropped as the white plates vanished from her body 

and she dropped to the ground beside him as the reptile turned and retched, vomiting bile and 

blood before Celestial hugged him tightly around the neck. 

He looked up at her, leaning away in terror, and she trembled before hugging him close 

again… and he let himself go willingly, feeling both horrified by what she had become and 

relieved at the fact her eyes had turned green… and all of a sudden he was standing on plain tile 

floor instead of thinly-stretched skin, and Celestial rocked him gently and whispered in a 

trembling voice: “Zerrex… Zerrex, I‟m… I‟m so sorry, I don‟t know what came over me… I… I 

just remember being so angry for no reason and suddenly you were there and… and I lashed 

out… I‟m so sorry, son, please forgive me, please… it‟s not my fault…” 

Zerrex didn‟t say anything, resting numbly against her as his breath rasped in and out, 

closing his eyes and falling limp in her embrace… and then he slowly stood upwards, pulling 

free from her and rubbing at his throat as he said raggedly: “I… yeah. I should go. I‟m sorry, 

Mom, but… I think I need to lay down… I feel really weak…” 

“I‟m sorry…” Celestial slumped and looked up at him meekly, and for a moment she was 

completely his mother, as she pointed to the side and created a spherical portal of purple energy 

in the now-small, rectangular room… and then she grabbed his hand as he began to walk by, 

whispering softly: “I love you, Zerrex… and... wait…” 

She halted, then stood up and quietly stroked a finger over his chest, and Zerrex winced a 

bit as the purple tattoos of the seal chains came into being. She shook her head slowly, then 

murmured softly: “Gods… someone really went to work on you, Zerrex, honey… these two seals 

are really wedged into your spirit. But here, I think I can get rid of one for you.” 



“Mom, wait, I-” Zerrex started hastily, but Celestial ignored him and ran a finger quickly 

over his chest again as she closed his eyes, and a moment later Zerrex stared down as one of the 

chains glowed brightly before snapping apart. He felt a tremble roll through his body, and then 

Celestial pressed a palm against his chest and his tremors vanished, and he stared at her. 

“Mom…” 

“It‟s alright, darling… I know you‟re scared, but… we all have to grow up.” Celestial 

said quietly, and Zerrex felt strangely in touch with that metaphor before she stepped back and 

quietly laced her hands together, bowing her head towards him and murmuring softly: “Like I 

thought, the last chain I can‟t do anything about… its probably the original, the one the Scholars 

or Scribes or whoever put those seals on you poured all their energy into. But I‟m sure you‟ll 

break it yourself in time.” A pause, and she blushed and glanced up at him meekly before 

whispering: “But I‟m sorry, Zerrex… I‟m so sorry for everything that happened. You can go if 

you want or stay or… and I won‟t ever let it happen again, I promise…” 

“Okay, Mom. Thank you.” Zerrex murmured, and then he leaned forwards and kissed her 

cheek, and she blushed before their eyes met… and they shared a quiet, gentle kiss for a moment 

before drawing away, Celestial smiling faintly at him. “I love you.” 

“I love you too, son.” Celestial said quietly, and they exchanged a nod before Zerrex 

turned and walked through the portal to step back out onto the clifftops… and he sighed before 

sitting glumly down on the edge and dropping his muzzle in his hands. Why does my life have to 

get even more complicated? I feel ridiculously emo right now… 

It could be worse, though, which was depressing all by itself, but also a calming thought: 

after all, he hadn‟t been forced to deal with Feldspar for a while, for instance, and that was a big 

plus. He had gone on a few dates with her, but neither of them had revealed their demon forms to 

the other yet… but now she was gone on business in her own territory in the Southern Kingdom, 

attempting to put down a rebellion she had, in her even-more-crazy state, accused the Princess of 

all people of starting. 

He sighed, wondering idly what was going to happen to him with the military and what 

the Wendigos had been after… and then he shook his head slowly. Life in Wrath was miserable, 

and he knew that he shouldn‟t spend too much time away from home even with the protective 

charms Sin had cast over it, just in case some travelling gangs or bandits or worse, Plasmids, 

attempted to make a roost in his orchard… and he finally climbed to his feet before staring as he 

found himself face-to-face with the dark beast version of himself. 

“I‟m almost out.” it whispered, and then it smiled coldly, holding out its arms as dark 

energy glowed off its body, saying softly: “You envy the power that Celestial held, after all… 

well, give in to me and that power‟s all yours. After all, the only other option is that you break 

that chain and fight me for control of your body… but with your mind in the state it‟s in, I 

already have a massive advantage even I think is a touch unfair. So decide, Zerrex, but you better 

decide fast, because I‟m getting stronger and stronger by the moment…” 

“Then fight me now, you cocky son-of-a-bitch…” Zerrex snarled, but the beast only 

laughed and then faded from his sight, and Zerrex grasped his head, feeling a terrible, dull ache 

beginning to throb in his temples. He wondered how much of that – if any – had been real… and 

then he sighed and created a portal, stepping through it and entering his own home once more. 

He was somehow unsurprised to find a military officer sitting quietly in his favorite 

armchair, looking uncomfortable as Sin finished putting together the last few pieces of her 

puzzle… and beside her sat Selena, who looked more pissed off than he‟d ever seen her. He 

stared at her for a moment, and then the horse – it wasn‟t a full Nightmare demon yet, but it was 



large and powerful-looking – stood up and saluted, saying clearly: “Lord Zerrex Narrius, you 

have been asked to report to the Commander‟s office before work tomorrow, at precisely noon. 

Please do not be alarmed, this will be a standard debriefing.” 

“Right.” Zerrex said sourly, and then he glanced over at Selena, asking curiously: “Am I 

permitted to bring my main Inquisitor along? Or am I to come alone?” 

“Alone and with nothing but your standard clothing on, sir.” The horse said briskly, and 

then he blushed deeply and lost his composure as Selena growled at him and gave him a deadly 

look. “But I… I can… I‟ll put in a special request, Lord Zerrex, sir and… ma‟am, Inquisitor 

ma‟am.” 

“Good. Get lost.” Selena said darkly, and the horse quickly created a portal and ran 

through it, looking chastised. She waited a moment as it closed, then leapt up and let out a yell of 

fury and kicked over the ugly wooden table, scattering the puzzle Sin had been working on all 

over the floor as she stared and Zerrex leapt into the air with a wince and a terrified look on his 

face. “Fuck the Princess! Fuck Feldspar! Fuck me! Fuck Hell!” 

“Something on your mind?” Zerrex asked sourly, and Selena snarled, stalking towards his 

dresser before she shoved it violently over, and Zerrex felt a chill roll down his spine before he 

asked in a quieter voice: “Before you destroy my house… what‟s got you so upset, Selena?” 

“I‟m being disbarred.” Selena sat down on the dresser she‟d knocked over, looking 

furious for a few moments longer… and then she leaned back and burst into tears, and Zerrex ran 

over and wrapped an arm around her quickly, and she curled against him tightly as she sobbed 

against his chest and Sin stared in horror. At first the Drakkaren didn‟t understand, but after a 

moment it clicked in his mind as Selena cried hard against his chest and moaned: “Millions of 

years of s-s-service and it‟s all gone in a moment…”  

“What happened? How could they do that to you?” Zerrex asked in a horrified voice, and 

he squeezed her tight against his body as she only shook her head miserably, before asking 

again: “Was it Feldspar?” 

Selena nodded after a moment, then pounded her fists against the Drakkaren‟s massive 

chest, saying furiously through her tears: “The fucking bitch broke into my house and… and 

ransacked it for anything she could use against me… she found some illegal charms I kept just… 

just in case and… she apparently cited over a hundred cases of „improper behavior‟ for an 

Inquisitor…” 

The female hammered a fist down into her own thigh, and then she wiped at her face, 

murmuring in a quieter voice to the Drakkaren: “It was bound to happen sooner or later… 

Feldspar‟s trying to take down everyone above her in the food chain, and as of next week, I‟ll 

have been removed from the Inquisitorial Society and I‟ll be a plain Dius… but I have little 

training as anything else and… I have to sell my house and all my possessions to pay all the fines 

they‟re stacking on me and…” She looked down, and then began to cry again, before arching her 

back and shrieking: “It‟s not fair!” 

“Nothing in life or death is…” Zerrex murmured, hugging her tight against his chest, and 

she clung to him as Sin shook her head slowly. She cried for another ten minutes, clinging tight 

to the Drakkaren, and then he murmured softly: “You‟ll move in here with me, at least for a little 

while. We get along fine and I‟d be glad to have you around… and I know Sin could use a break 

from only having me to talk to.” 

“Don‟t say no, please, Miss Selena…” Sin said quietly, and Selena flushed deeply before 

looking down in humiliation, and Sin added softly: “Lord Zerrex is your friend… I… I am your 

friend. This is what friends do on the mortal realm, isn‟t it?” 



Zerrex nodded and offered a faint smile as he brushed away Selena‟s tears from her 

cheek, whispering softly: “It‟s what good ones do, anyway. Selena, don‟t be a bitch about this. I 

don‟t want you out on the street, and it‟s not like I‟m offering much. This is the Circle of Wrath, 

after all, not a pleasure cruise.” 

“Fuck off…” Selena mumbled, but after a few moments of the two looking at her, she 

finally nodded as a tear rolled down her cheek, looking at Zerrex‟s knee and murmuring: “I‟ll 

make it up to you…” 

“There‟s nothing to make up.” Zerrex said firmly, squeezing her quietly against his 

strong body. “I remember you taking me into your home… now I‟m taking you into mine and 

repaying the favor. We‟re even… but if anything, I still owe you more with how much you‟ve 

taught and mentored me.” 

Selena nodded, looking down and saying softly: “I‟m not supposed to teach you 

anymore… but I think I will anyway. This world… Hell isn‟t the same as Hell used to be, and I 

don‟t think the rules that are in place now work. I think there‟s something going on behind the 

scenes… and I want to help you discover that. I still believe in you, Zer…” She glanced up at 

him and smiled a bit, nudging his muzzle silently with her own before standing quickly and 

wiping at her face, muttering: “What a pussy I look like. Fine. I‟ll be back later with the little 

stuff I still have… and… and thank you. Both of you…” 

She looked from one to the other, then nodded quietly and created a portal, vanishing 

through it… and Zerrex traded a look with Sin as it closed before asking: “How could they do 

that? Does the Princess have control of the Inquisitors as well?” 

Sin shook her head slowly, then hesitated. “She‟s not supposed to, anyway… but I 

don‟t… I don‟t want to say anything either way. I‟m as scared as anyone of what‟s going on 

here, especially because Miss Lily isn‟t being permitted to enter office… I never liked watching 

the wars in Hell, even… before… when… but things have changed.” She looked down, then 

sighed and stood up with a grunt before righting the table. 

Zerrex quickly headed over to the dresser, shoving it back up to its place against the wall 

and picking up the small bits and pieces that had tumbled off it from the floor, and Sin carefully 

cleaned up her toppled puzzle and repaired the broken plates and glasses that had been hurled off 

the table when Selena had flipped it. They worked in silence, and then Sin sat back on the floor 

as Zerrex sat on the table, taking the plates from her hands as he asked hesitantly: “What‟s 

different?” 

“Everything.” Sin said simply, and she looked down quietly at her hands as she began to 

twiddle her thumbs slowly. “The… the first wars in Hell were small civil disputes over whether 

or not we should go to war with Heaven… over whether there was another alternative or not. 

They grew into the Everlasting War we‟re in now, with small intermissions of peace here and 

there, but never anything more than a century before all of Hell is engulfed in conflict again 

between the Thrones, or a few thousand years while the Thrones call a temporary truce to discuss 

trade rights, a treaty, or just the laws and argue with each other. The High Monarchs have been 

known to argue for thousands of years before letting their soldiers do the rest of the talking for 

them through force and numbers… 

“But this time it‟s different. We‟ve been ordered to raze the Northern Province and 

destroy Az‟Iriel at all costs, no matter how many must die. We‟ve been turning soldiers and 

prisoners against their brothers and sisters when there used to be a code of law that soldiers 

cannot be put directly into battle with their former brethren, even if captured, converted, or 

convinced to join the army by other means.” Sin hesitated, then she looked down and quietly 



hugged herself. “And I don‟t want to speak bad of my Mistress, but the Princess has never… 

been so cruel and so engaged in a conflict. She used to be so… so benign, and had us concentrate 

on healing our allies and keeping them secure over actively engaging in the war… 

“Now, however, the battle is between the Princess and Az‟Iriel… the fact Raithe is dead 

and Memnon is not participating directly is apparently unimportant.” She shook her head slowly, 

then looked over at Zerrex with a mix of sorrow and worry. “I… I don‟t know what to do, Lord 

Zerrex. The Princess is bent on destruction, and bent on using you as her ultimate weapon… she 

talks to us all about it constantly during Service to her, when we put on her gown and consult her 

with advice on what to do in the war. Over and over I‟ve begged her to at least take your feelings 

into consideration, or to at least permit you to join the meetings… and she always refuses. She 

has changed… and Az‟Iriel has changed… and even Memnon seems to have changed, to allow 

himself to be used when he used to be such a proud warrior…” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, and then he looked up at the ceiling, asking quietly: “Then I 

wonder when she‟s going to either put a leash on me or deploy me to the battlefield… or why 

she hasn‟t put me in a restrained environment for special training on how to control my inner 

demon and my own abilities…” He paused, then smiled faintly and rose a hand, adding quietly: 

“By the way…” 

He snapped his fingers, and the single remaining chain glowed purple as Sin stared, 

before she looked up at Zerrex with surprise, and the Drakkaren related the events that had 

occurred with his mother to her. She listened intently, then sighed and shook her head slowly, 

looking hesitantly before blushing and murmuring: “I can think of only one artifact with enough 

power to destroy the last chain if it‟s so powerful even a being like her can‟t break it, Lord 

Zerrex, apart from your own strength…” 

The Drakkaren nodded slowly, then he paused and asked slowly: “Wait… you know 

what she is, then? I mean, you know what‟s happened to her?” 

Sin shook her head slowly, then she blushed and glanced away. “She sounds like a 

Broken… sometimes formed from a malicious spirit, sometimes a godling that was stillborn or 

simply… unfinished… and sometimes, like your mother, formed from a soul that was partially-

destroyed in the Unworld… but which managed to escape somehow. 

“She… I… Lord Zerrex, she‟s incredibly dangerous.” Sin looked across at him meekly, 

and when Zerrex didn‟t lash out at her but only frowned and motioned for her to go on, she took 

a deep breath and winced, but continued: “Broken are forever trying to piece themselves and 

their lives back together… and they won‟t give up until they do so. They‟re very rare, and 

incredibly dangerous, because their very touch can harm a person‟s soul… and from what it 

sounds like, she‟s been… she… she was using sex to… to feed off your body.” 

She flushed darkly, and Zerrex lowered his head quietly. “I… I‟m sorry, Lord Zerrex, but 

you should know the truth… you should know… what she‟s doing to you, why you always come 

home sick and scorched afterwards. She‟s… not alive anymore, and it sounds like she absorbed a 

lot of the essence of Narrius, so she may have taken on his mindset-” 

“No… no… Sin, I… please…” Zerrex turned away, dropping his head into his hands and 

clenching his eyes shut, before he looked up and asked weakly: “Can… can‟t it be something 

else?” 

Sin shook her head quietly, and Zerrex slowly got to his feet, then walked over to sit 

quietly in the armchair… and a few moments later, Sin came over herself and took one of his 

hands, dropping to her knees beside him and looking up quietly into his eyes. He looked back, 



seeing his mother in her face, and it hurt… but at the same time, he couldn‟t stop himself from 

leaning over and hugging her fiercely, whispering: “Life isn‟t fair…” 

“Life sucks…” she echoed his words, and wrapped her own arms tightly around him, 

closing her eyes. For a few moments, they rested like that, and then they pulled apart as Zerrex 

looked quietly down into his lap, and Sin silently left to neaten the rest of the home. After half an 

hour of the Drakkaren only sitting quietly, however, she walked back over to him and asked 

quietly: “Can I get you anything, Lord Zerrex? How about some tea?” 

Zerrex shook his head a bit… and then he sighed and glanced up at her, asking quietly: 

“Honestly, Sin… is any of my mother still inside that thing she‟s become, then?” 

Sin looked down at him sorrowfully, then shook her head slowly. “I can‟t say, Lord 

Zerrex… it depends on how much time she spent in the Unworld, how strong she was and… 

simply, whether or not she still wants to exist. You… it sounds like there might be but… I don‟t 

want to get your hopes up or disillusion you… all I know is that they‟re incredibly dangerous.” 

Zerrex nodded slowly and looked down, then he quietly grasped her hand when she 

began to turn away, and she immediately looked down at him and squeezed his hand gently back, 

as he asked softly: “What about that other thing you mentioned… the thing that could destroy 

this last chain, out of curiosity… what is it?” 

Sin looked down… then sat gently on his knee and sighed softly, reaching up to stroke 

his face and saying quietly: “The Heartstone of Mephistopheles.” 

He looked up at her with surprise, and then she leaned down and kissed his forehead 

softly, before gazing into his eyes and laughing faintly: “If you want to know more, you should 

talk to White Phoenix about it, he‟ll know more than I do. He may even be able to show you 

where it‟s hidden, since… he was the one who defeated Mephistopheles, after all, and who 

relinquished the Heartstone once he arrived in Hell. There have been many wars over such a 

powerful demonic artifact, though, since it possesses all the strength of arguably the most 

powerful of all demons ever to exist, and certainly the most powerful of the Naganatine…” 

The Drakkaren nodded slowly, and then Sin slipped out of his lap, leaving him to ponder 

this quietly as his hands rested under his muzzle. She vanished through a portal… then 

reappeared a few minutes later, and Zerrex thanked her with quiet surprise and a warm smile as 

she held out a silver tray with a pot of tea and a small sandwich. 

He offered her half the sandwich, and she blushed and shook her head, and the reptile 

shrugged before going ahead and eating it himself, but they did share the tea, at least, Sin smiling 

faintly as they relaxed together and simply chatted about the day for an hour or so, until a portal 

opened and Selena stepped through, dropping several large bags, and stepping back through the 

open portal before coming back with a clump of blankets, which she also tossed to the floor 

before the portal closed behind her. 

She looked miserable, a gold locket hanging around her neck… and she rubbed at this 

slowly before pressing a button on top, and Zerrex realized it was a pocketwatch as she glanced 

down and mumbled: “Well, I‟m counting down the minutes now… this fucking sucks. 

Everything fucking sucks.” 

“I hear you.” Zerrex said morbidly, and then he refilled his small mug and offered her the 

cup of tea. Selena grunted, but took it, and then she shoved the lizard off the chair and sat in it, 

then dragged Zerrex forwards so she could begin tightening his braided ponytail. The reptile had 

learned to do it himself, but he was always messy with it… so he was both glad Selena was 

getting her stress out in a non-violent way and that she was here to properly fix his hair for him. 



She sighed a bit as she began to relax, then broke the silence by grumbling: “So, Zerrex. 

Things are getting even worse for you too, it looks like. The new Inquisitor in charge of your 

training is Ose, because he apparently volunteered for it and they don‟t want to „waste‟ another 

Inquisitor on you, after what happened with Orphus. I hope you can kill this fucker too.” 

“I didn‟t kill Orphus. He was making fun of me in the meal club… the moron should 

have known what the Dius and the succubi would do to him.” Zerrex muttered in return, and 

Selena gave a grunt of agreement before he asked sourly: “But Ose, huh? Wonderful. So either 

I‟ll kill him or he‟ll kill me.” 

“He‟ll probably get pissy when he finds out about all the protective wards on this house, 

too…” Selena added darkly, crossing her arms. “You know, demand to be permitted to come and 

go as he pleases, since he‟s „taking care‟ of you, and all that shit… it‟s all real fucked up, in any 

case, and I‟m admittedly… fuck, after what he did with that Wyrm? I‟m worried about you, 

Zerrex…” 

She softened a bit, glancing down at him as Zerrex looked up over his shoulder, and she 

added softly: “And Ose might talk and act like a moron… but he‟s an older demon, one of the 

real oldies, in fact, right up there with Alastor. He‟s been around here billions of years longer 

than me, which is why he‟s so good at what he does… and I think he‟s realized you‟re an 

Incarnation, which is why he‟s leaning so hard on you and attempting to break you down or kill 

you, whatever comes first. It‟s like he‟s waiting for you to snap, just so he has an excuse to fight 

back with full force.” 

“But he runs like a little bitch.” Zerrex muttered, remembering the way Ose had fled the 

moment Kent had appeared. “Well, I‟ll deal with him one way or another… besides, I‟m down to 

one chain now, so hopefully my strength has increased at least a bit…” 

Selena rolled her eyes, saying dryly: “Zer, you‟re a moron. Last time I checked, seals 

didn‟t magically go away just because…” She paused and glanced down at the purple glow that 

shone out from the lizard‟s chest, then blinked before asking stupidly: “When the fuck did you 

destroy another chain, and how?” 

“Celestial… my mother did it.” Zerrex said quietly, and Selena frowned deeply before he 

glanced over at Sin, who was looking down at her hands. “She‟s a Broken… and she‟s… more 

powerful than any demon I‟ve encountered so far, the Princess and Az‟Iriel included. When she 

turned into this… this… thing… I couldn‟t even fight back against her. Not just because she was 

my mother but because she had such overwhelming strength…” 

He shook his head a bit, touching his throat, where the burns from the collar were still 

faintly visible. “She woke up and apologized after she did this… white energy, a collar of it, that 

she used to… she made it like, lift me up and choke me. She woke up, but it was… terrifying. 

And the dimension always reshapes itself according to her mood… but I couldn‟t leave because 

she shattered the portal runes.” 

Selena nodded, her hands slowing as she worked down the braid… then she made a face 

and murmured quietly: “Zerrex… be careful. I don‟t want you going to visit her unless you really 

need to for some reason… the Broken are dangerous. I know she‟s your mother, but if she‟s been 

feeding off you, then Gods know what else she‟s done to your body…” 

Zerrex nodded a bit as well and lowered his head, his eyes sliding closed… and Selena 

blushed faintly before murmuring: “Hey, don‟t feel too bad, though. It could be worse, and… 

you‟re alive and still strong, and she… if she stopped, then she‟s not completely gone.” She 

halted as Sin gave her a warning look, before quickly finishing the braid and adding softly: “But 



she broke a seal, and that‟s good news… you don‟t look any different, but I‟m sure we‟ll see it 

when we have you assume your demonic form. Hey, why don‟t we do that right now?” 

“I don‟t want to.” Zerrex said moodily, slumping his shoulders a bit, and Selena sighed 

but shrugged, and Sin looked away quietly. He paused after a moment, then glanced up and 

made a face. “Crud. I forgot to tell you… some Wendigo attacked a military team near Ixin. Two 

of them… but I chased them off without much a fight. They made one pass at me, and one got 

me in the back, but that was all… I was surprised, actually, because they didn‟t seem really 

interested in having it out. Do you understand that at all?” 

“So that‟s why that guard was here.” Selena muttered, then she shook her head and 

grimaced. “This feels like a children‟s story or something now. Ooh, look at all the mysteries to 

be solved. Well fuck that, because I‟m not playing this shit.” 

“I‟m tired of it, too.” Zerrex admitted, looking up at the ceiling with a sigh. “And here we 

are, all sitting around in this oversized room, talking to each other and not doing anything.” He 

paused, then glanced at Selena and added mildly: “But hey, if you want, we could have sex.” 

Selena rolled her eyes and hammered on his head, and Sin smiled a bit as Zerrex grunted 

something and covered his skull, ducking away from her and making a face at the female. “It 

was just a friendly suggestion!” 

 

A month after Selena moved in with them, Zerrex was out in the tiny orchard of a dozen 

or so trees, ignoring the ones that were currently stretching out their limbs at him and instead 

inspecting the others for Apple Crabs and other nasty little parasites. He was munching on a 

tangy, sour-tasting apple as he poked at the trees with a long stick, both thankful and irritated at 

the fact there was no strict growing season in Hell: everything blossomed when it did, and grew 

when it did, which meant he had to check every few days for apples if he wanted something to 

sell at the market or just to eat. 

He paused and turned to look at Selena as she approached him, then coughed and glanced 

over the conservative blue robe she was wearing. She glowered at him, and the reptile held up 

his hands as she adjusted it over her body, mumbling: “This might sound weird, but I feel 

horribly naked without my leathers.” 

“Why is there a bandanna tied around your head?” Zerrex asked curiously, and Selena 

sulked a bit as she reached up and touched the long strap of cloth that went around her head, 

matching the color of her robes with a golden rune that denoted whatever rank she was on the 

front. “And how‟s your job going, anyway?” 

“Fuck off and die, that‟s why.” she said moodily, then crossed her arms and looked away 

sourly. “And being a Priestess again sucks mortal ass. I can‟t join the motherfucking military, 

though, and they won‟t even let a female try out for most of the Royal Guard positions because I 

was fired as an Inquisitor and I‟m a chick, so my choice was either this or move to the Circle of 

Lust. I guess I could‟ve squatted in your old house-” 

“It wouldn‟t be squatting, I would‟ve given it to you.” Zerrex interrupted irritably, and 

then he winced away when she glared at him, stepping backwards and poking at her with the 

stick. “Continue, continue, sorry I interrupted.” 

She waved the stick away, then said in a grating voice: “Anyway. I would have stayed 

there, but then I probably would‟ve ended up in a permanent position. And much as I like Queen 

Carmen and the rest of the Lust Circle, I don‟t think I‟d do very good there either. I mean, Dius 

are a silver a handful there, so it‟s not like there would‟ve been many jobs in high demand… and 

I don‟t really want to be a prostitute or anything like that and get banged twenty four times a day 



by at least twenty four different people. I mean, come on. My last job was so perfect it‟s gone 

and ruined all the other possible jobs out there for me.” 

She sulked at this, looking back and forth sourly before asking dryly: “By the way, 

where‟s Sin? I haven‟t seen her all day.” 

“Checking over the house in the Lust Circle…” Zerrex responded mildly, turning to a 

nearby tree and poking at it. It rumbled loudly in return, and then one of the apples unfurled into 

one of the crab creatures Zerrex so detested and fell from the tree, and the reptile immediately 

squashed it with a savage downward swing of the pole. Selena stared at this, and the Drakkaren 

muttered something under his breath before looking at her and asking calmly: “So how was your 

day? What did you do at work and stuff?” 

Selena looked at him apprehensively for a few moments, as the reptile began to poke at 

the various apples on the tree again, and then she said slowly: “It went fine, thank you… and 

well, mostly I was helping out the other Priestesses and studying up on my healing runes, but 

they usually only bring me in when I need to exorcise something or-” 

“By the way, what kind of Priestess can‟t heal? And my head still hurts from when you 

decided to „heal‟ my headache last night too, by the way.” Zerrex added mildly, tapping at a 

temple which still bore a large singe mark, and whatever nasty response Selena had was lost in a 

cough as she blushed and turned away. The Drakkaren then paused, before cursing loudly as two 

Apple Crabs fell out of the tree, and he smashed them both into gooey chunks of orange and red 

on the ground. “I hate those things!” 

“I noticed. But well, some demons like to possess others for kicks… and evil spirits are 

floating around the world too, from lost souls to dead demons who don‟t have the strength to 

physically reincarnate themselves.” She paused, then patted the tree gently, which swayed and 

grumbled loudly. “And not all trees are like these ones here… there‟s some real nasty ones, in 

the Deep Forest, for example, that could give a well-trained demon a run for their money in a 

fight. By the way, you do know that if you can catch the crabs, they don‟t make a half-bad snack 

if you boil them up.” 

“I beat these trees regularly. It‟s what keeps them so well-behaved.” Zerrex said casually, 

before he glanced over the trees he hadn‟t checked and shivered. “And like hell I‟m going to 

stick even a piece of one of those things in my mouth. Creepy little sons of bitches… I much 

prefer just to put them out of their misery instead.” 

Selena rolled her eyes, then sighed and adjusted the cloth on her head, before finally 

grumbling and tearing it off. “Screw this! If they want me to wear a coif, then every other 

Priestess should need to as well.” 

“What rank are you in the sisterhood, though?” Zerrex asked, tilting his head towards her, 

and when she looked away and refrained from answering, he snorted and rolled his eyes. “Gee, 

maybe that‟s why, so the poor bastard knows he‟s being treated by a chick whose only healing 

characteristic is hidden under a formal robe.” 

The female growled at him, then grabbed her breasts and squeezed them through the 

cloth, looking morbid. “Now that I‟ll agree with you on. I mean, fuck. What‟s the point of having 

tits like this if I can‟t show them off? Besides, I‟m a frigging Dius… I‟m supposed to be naked, 

not like these prim, prissy bitches who have never opened their legs for a dick in their whole 

lives… I really hate most of the people I work with already, if you can‟t tell.” 

“It came through somehow. Gods, you remind me more of Cherry with every day that 

passes.” Zerrex said amusedly, as he moved to another tree and touched it, then began to 

carefully poke at the few apples hanging from the branches. “Lunata keeps asking about you, by 



the way… you know, how you‟re doing, if you want to get together and talk, etcetera, 

etcetera…” 

The demoness grumbled something under her breath as she leaned against the tree, 

shaking her head slowly. “Half of me wants to let that skank down easy, and the other half wants 

to take up her offer and rape her, except I bet she‟s secretly into that whole thing… why don‟t 

you just rape her, Zerrex? See how she reacts?” 

“I had that conversation with her already, actually, and determined she‟s not my type 

even for that.” Zerrex made a face as he poked at an apple with the stick, and Selena laughed, 

shaking her head in amusement. A moment later, it unfurled into another crab, which quickly 

attempted to crawl up into the safety of the tree, but Zerrex quickly smashed it against the 

branch, Selena covering her face with a wince as chunks of crab flew in all directions and the 

reptile muttered: “Take that, you little bastard. No more pinching Zerrex now.” 

“These things and centipedes. I will never understand why those are the only things that 

bother you in Hell.” Selena shook her head slowly, then she rolled her eyes and put her hands up 

as the Drakkaren looked at her sourly. “Oh, sorry, and of course, the Claw Spiders, because 

they‟re so violent and harmful.” 

“I don‟t like stupid bug things that eat people.” Zerrex muttered, before moving over to 

the next tree. It reached down to grab him with a branch, and the Drakkaren immediately 

whacked it firmly with the pole, the tree leaning back as he said loudly: “No! Bad! That‟s no, we 

do not grab, how many times do I have to tell you, Jake?” 

Selena stared at him, then asked slowly: “You… named the trees?” When Zerrex 

continued to look acerbic, she immediately grinned widely and walked over to the tree, poking it 

and saying teasingly: “So, does Jake do any tricks?” 

Zerrex glared at her… then the tree leaned a branch over her and an Apple Crab dropped 

down onto her head, the female blinking before Zerrex let out a loud „ha!‟ and smashed it 

automatically with the pole. Selena crumpled to the ground, and he stared in horror before she 

slowly picked herself up, glaring at him as her eyes turned dead black, chunks of dead crab 

sliding down her face. “You prick! Give me that!” 

The Drakkaren turned and bolted hastily away, and Selena chased him onto the road, 

shouting various curses and throwing fireballs at his back. The reptile yelped as one of them 

collided with his back and exploded, and he staggered forwards before half turning with a wince, 

creating a circular shield of energy that another fireball blew up uselessly against as several 

others shot past him altogether. 

The lizard looked back and forth desperately as Selena went back to simply yelling at 

him furiously, and then he glanced up at a high branch on an enormous ironwood tree and he 

lashed his arm out, a long, black tentacle immediately shooting out from his shoulder and 

wrapping several times around his arm before it flew up to latch tightly around the thick limb. 

He leapt into the air as the energy shield vanished from behind him as it pulled him 

towards safety at the same time, quickly grabbing the branch with his other hand as it came into 

range and hauling himself up to sit on it as Selena danced around furiously beneath him, the 

reptile letting out a sigh of relief as she uselessly threw a few fireballs at him, but they arced 

back towards the ground or hit the tree uselessly. The Drakkaren opened his muzzle… and then 

he paused, his eyes narrowing and Selena halting her dance of rage beneath him as she wiped 

goo from her muzzle, before he snapped his other arm out and another tentacle launched down 

towards her, the reptile saying sharply: “Grab it and get up here!” 



Selena nodded immediately, grabbing the thicker body of the tentacle, and it wrapped 

quickly around her arm before Zerrex grunted and winced, hauling her upwards with surprising 

speed and force as the tentacle rapidly slid back into his shoulder at the same time. She grabbed 

the branch and jackknifed onto the limb herself, frowning… and then she paled a bit, her black 

eyes narrowing as she gazed out past the Central Spire to the other side of the Circle of Wrath. 

“Is… is that smoke?” 

Zerrex nodded as he focused his eyesight on the area, before he murmured: “I think I can 

almost make out a fire, too… a huge one.” The Drakkaren paused, then uncoiled his other 

tentacle from around the branch it was anchoring him to so he could reach up and grasp Selena‟s 

shoulder quietly. “Whatever else, it looks like a lot of trouble… should we check it ou?” 

“I want to… but…” She glanced up at him, making a face and creating a portal a moment 

later in the air beside her, sighing softly and shaking her head a bit. “Lemme see what it is first. 

It doesn‟t look like it‟s in the Southern Province, and I don‟t want to run into yet another 

confrontation with you following behind me… go wait back at your house, I‟ll meet you there 

after I consult the Princess or at least one of her handmaidens.” 

She glowered a bit at the thought, but stepped through the portal anyway, and Zerrex 

admired her strength of resolve before glancing back and forth and jumping down off the tree, 

deciding to do some sleuthing on his own before he went anywhere. It was always at least an 

hour‟s wait for an audience with the Princess, so he figured he had time to at least see if there 

was any information on what the hell was going on in the village nearby, at least. 

He skidded to a halt at the edge of the town, however, feeling a roll of shock roll through 

him as he realized that the houses had all been damaged by some terrible battle… and as he 

strode deeper into the village, he saw more signs of fighting and a few fallen bodies before he 

quickly approached a wounded Royal Guard near the town square, kneeling by him and checking 

terrible wounds that were bleeding heavily from what looked like… claw marks… like the 

soldiers at Ixin‟s field… “Can you hear me?” 

The goat demon looked up at him slowly, then it nodded once and rasped: “Be… be 

careful… Az‟Iriel‟s troops… save the Angel…” 

Zerrex frowned a bit, tilting his head as he shook the goat demon gently. “What do you 

mean, there‟s an Angel in Hell? But I thought Heaven and Hell were…” He paused, then sighed 

as the demon slumped, and he felt the Royal Guard‟s life leave his body beneath his hands as he 

murmured: “Were at war…” 

He shook his head, climbing to his feet as he turned to stride deeper into the village… 

and an angel shot by in midair, its huge wings flapping as a massive sword smashed repeatedly 

against a deadly, vicious scythe wielded by some terrible cloaked entity. The Drakkaren stared, 

then he snarled and kicked the Royal Guard unceremoniously over to tear the sword that was still 

sheathed on his belt off, figuring the demon would prefer that to him wasting time as he tore the 

silver longsword free and charged after the pair that were currently circling the block a few feet 

off the ground. 

The Angel was almost the exact same size as him and another Drakkaren, but he was 

moving so fast it was hard to get a clear look at him… but the creature he was battling was 

undoubtedly a reaper, from not only the straight scythe it was using by the skull-mask it wore 

over its own face and the long robe, and Zerrex wondered for a moment what the hell a Reaper 

of Souls was doing battling an Angel before he created a sphere of energy, timed it carefully, 

then threw it in a hard curveball that snapped through the air and crashed into its side, exploding 

and sending it flying into a nearby building with a squall of pain. 



The Angel threw itself backwards from the blast, turning towards the Drakkaren as it 

hovered above the ground, and Zerrex met animal eyes that were like an unevolved reptile‟s, 

filled with yellow with large, slitted pupils… and Zerrex took a quick glance over its body, 

taking in the thick muscle and black scales, and the strange, badger like stripes of pure gold that 

went from the Angel‟s muzzle to the tip of his tail, before it said in a cold, angry voice: “This 

isn‟t your fight!” 

“It‟s my territory, not yours.” Zerrex responded evenly, and then he ran up beside the 

Angel as it dropped to the ground and faced towards the Reaper again as it floated back towards 

him, holding up a blade that looked almost like Blackheart‟s older brother: the only real 

difference was that this one had a blade at least a foot longer than his old sword. “Let‟s save the 

bickering for later, huh?” 

“Fuck off and die.” the Angel responded in that same icy voice, and Zerrex snorted and 

grinned slightly as the Angel‟s wings vanished from sight, the two Drakkaren standing side-by-

side. Zerrex glanced to the side, noting the silver breastplate it was wearing and figuring it was 

likely some sort of warrior from the Vanguard unit… and it looked back over him for a moment 

as Zerrex automatically turned his eyes towards the Reaper. 

It reached up and threw off its skull-mask, leaving the two staring at a tall, ancient-

looking hyena with grey fur… and its head twisted back and forth as it said darkly: “All who 

oppose Prince Az‟Iriel will be destroyed, be they godling or demon.” 

It rose its scythe, closing its eyes as its hands burned purple, before slowly releasing it 

and shoving both clawed hands out towards the two, and the scythe immediately spun around in 

a vicious arc towards them, glowing purple with power… but the Angel glanced almost absently 

to the side, and Zerrex felt the tremendous psychic power released before the scythe shot to the 

side, spinning violently out of control to crash into a nearby home as the Drakkaren-Angel leapt 

forwards with a snarl, slashing down as the blade of his sword glowed deep black. 

The sword ripped deep gashes back and forth through the Reaper‟s body as the Angel 

forced his path forwards, the Reaper shrieking in agony and stumbling backwards before the 

Angel cocked the blade back and slammed the flat into the soul-collector hard enough to send it 

crashing through a small house with a scream of agony. It snorted and turned, immediately 

beginning to walk back towards Zerrex and looking just as hostile… and the Reaper tore out of 

the wreckage of the home and dived towards the Angel‟s back with a howl of rage, its eyes 

burning with fury. 

The Drakkaren-demon immediately threw himself forwards, and the longsword in his 

hand glowed white before he spun his body as he passed under the Reaper, ripping the sword 

forwards at the same time to cut directly through its waist and chop it cleanly into two halves. It 

let out a howl of pain… but vanished into smoke and ashes before Zerrex even landed in a 

crouch, and the reptile smiled slightly as he glanced over to the fellow Drakkaren, saying quietly: 

“Very impressive… but dark energy isn‟t very effective against them compared to how it works 

against other entities.” 

The being looked over him coldly, but Zerrex could tell behind the mask of indifference 

the Angel-Drakkaren was a bit shaken… and it snorted before placing its huge sword on its back, 

crossing its arms over its scarred breastplate as he asked rudely: “How do I get to the Central 

Spire? And I was seperated from my partner, we were sent down here on a peacekeeping 

mission, and I want to ensure he‟s alright.” 

“Such concern.” said a dry voice, and Zerrex glanced in surprise at Francis, who patted 

him firmly on the bicep as he strode up beside him, smiling and bowing his head respectfully. 



“Lord Zerrex. It‟s good to see you again… and since he won‟t do it himself, I‟d like you to meet 

Raze Drake Atrox. He‟s one of the Elite of Heaven, and he‟s not technically an Angel, but a 

young god… although he rarely acts like one.” 

“Shut up.” Raze said in a chilly voice, and Francis made a face and sighed. Zerrex, 

however, was admittedly impressed nonetheless… but at the same time, he was almost 

disappointed. He‟s… he‟s acting just like how I used to. “Let‟s go, I want to finish the job here.” 

Zerrex shook his head a bit… then he extended a hand and said in a gentle, pleasant 

voice: “It‟s nice to meet you, Raze. My name is Zerrex Narrius… and if I can say so, you‟re 

quite a handsome fellow.” 

Raze looked completely disarmed by this comment as Francis groaned and slapped his 

forehead… before the mouse stared as Raze hesitated a long moment before slowly bringing up 

his own hand, and the two shook. The black-scaled god‟s grip was careful, and Zerrex squeezed 

firmly to show he wasn‟t fragile… and Raze squeezed back a bit before they simply stood, 

holding hands for a few long moments until the godling pulled back with a slight blush, 

mumbling something under his breath. He turned away, his arms crossed… and then his eyes 

widened as Zerrex walked over and wrapped an arm around the ten-foot entity‟s shoulders, 

hanging off him as he leaned around his strong body to grin up into his face playfully. “You 

should stop by my house sometimes, Raze… I‟d be glad to show you around Hell. But I don‟t 

want to keep you two up… it was good to see you, Francis, and I‟ll look forwards to seeing you 

again, Raze.” 

The reptile accented this with a firm slap to the black-scaled Drakkaren‟s buttocks, and 

then he sauntered away, leaveing Raze staring after him and Francis laughing loudly. But by the 

time the reptile glanced over his shoulder, Raze was already glaring at Francis, who was still 

chuckling but pointing out the path they were to take, and Zerrex created a portal leading back to 

his home before stepping through this and then coughing as he stared at Selena. “Well… you 

didn‟t take long.” 

“The Princess saw me right away the moment I mentioned a disturbance in the Wrath 

Circle… let me guess, you went and found trouble.” She glowered as the reptile coughed and 

looked away embarrassedly. “You better have a good fucking story.” 

“I met the godling Raze and Francis in the village… it was apparently attacked by 

Az‟Iriel‟s troops, but by the time I got there, Raze had cleaned things up and was just finishing 

his battle with a Reaper of Souls, of all things. I killed that for him, though.” The reptile paused 

to reflect for a moment, rubbing absently at his shoulder as Selena stared at him, and then he 

added absently: “He doesn‟t seem like the most pleasant person in the world, but I‟d certainly hit 

it, if you get what I‟m saying.” 

“You wish. Raze is the son of his High Honor, Archangel Lord Atrox. Lord and Lucifer 

are God‟s Hands, or the two highest-ranking Angels in Heaven.” Selena said dryly, and Zerrex 

stared before rubbing the back of his head slowly, wondering whether or not he should‟ve 

behaved at least a small bit better around the deity now. “Lord is actually another god, as well, 

and a very-powerful one… but Raze is developing very quickly into a mighty warrior himself, it 

sounds like. 

“But I guess it‟s no coincidence you ran into them… the fires were started in another 

province by Az‟Iriel‟s troops burning down several cities.” Selena shook her head slowly, 

murmuring softly: “It sounds like they wanted to cause a large enough distraction to sneak troops 

hiding in the other Circles quickly into Wrath, and move them to attack the Angels and halt any 

chance of peacekeeping between Heaven and Hell. If Francis and Raze had been killed in the 



Southern Provinces, Heaven likely would have entered into another full-scale conflict with Hell, 

and we‟d all be in serious trouble right about now.” Selena shook her head slowly, murmuring 

quietly: “Things are getting very nasty indeed, Lord Zerrex… I don‟t know what to tell you. 

Az‟Iriel‟s apparently found a way around the Portal Shield, and if the Reapers are starting to 

divide up sides now, it means they think either the Princess or the Warlord will be crowned High 

King or High Queen of all Hell… and I don‟t want to think of what kinds of conflicts that would 

lead to.” 

She stopped, then looked down and shook her head slowly, adding quietly as she looked 

across at him softly: “Let‟s do some training right now, Zerrex, right here in the house. I think 

both of us need to relax and… it‟ll get our minds off things. Besides, you don‟t need to increase 

your size anymore to bring out your demonic characteristics, right?” 

Zerrex shook his head slowly, smiling faintly as he tilted his head forwards, feeling his 

tail lengthening and a spike pushing out of the tip to thicken into a narrow, knife-like blade, 

before a row of spikes pushed out on either side of his spine, and he turned around, jerking his 

thumb at his back as he said softly: “I gained full control sometime last week, while I was 

„training‟ with Ose.” He made a bit of a face, glancing over his shoulder and muttering: “If only 

we could do this outside, but Feldspar keeps tattling on us…” 

Selena nodded, and from her grimace he knew she was remembering the same thing he 

had in mind. Three weeks ago, soon after Selena had gotten her job as a Priestess, the two had 

been walking slowly around the Cathedral together and had stopped outside in a large cement 

square, standing by a beautiful stone fountain. The Cathedral was a marvelous place, full of 

flowers, serenity, and gentility, with Priestesses and Acolytes running back and forth, doing 

everything from old-fashioned bandaging-up of minor wounds to reviving demons and breathing 

life into golems and other constructs… and he and Selena had decided to screw around and train 

a little, since there were so many people around to heal them if they messed up. 

Five minutes into a light sparring match that was little more than them flailing and 

shoving at each other, Feldspar showed up with the Princess‟s Wentaku bodyguards, and they 

had been ordered to halt what they were doing immediately, or be punished for it. They had 

argued until Ose showed up and forcefully dragged Zerrex off with a wide grin on his muzzle, 

and the otter had dumped him out in the desert near a nest of Death Worms and quickly fled the 

scene, leaving Zerrex running away in terror as a Death Worm the size of a train with a huge 

dragon‟s skull instead of a rat‟s chased him back and forth through the sand. 

Since then, Ose had also dumped him in a swamp, in a volcano, and his personal favorite, 

inside a nest full of centipedes twice the size of him. After the last he had punched Ose in the 

face, and the otter had fallen over with a bloody nose and a look of horror, before the two had 

gotten into a quick fight that was almost immediately broken up by several Royal Guards. 

But now Selena cleared her throat, and Zerrex looked up from the unpleasant reverie as 

she paused, then looked at him moodily before saying carefully: “Dominate me and force me to 

pick up that book over there on the table, but don‟t make me do anything else.” 

Zerrex grinned slightly, and Selena looked at him sourly before he leaned forwards and 

concentrated, his eyes glowing bright green. Selena gritted her teeth, resisting for a moment… 

and then her expression changed entirely, and she bounced happily over to the table to pick up 

the book before approaching him with a lustful expression… and the reptile took the book with a 

slight smile before saying softly: “Good… now kneel.” 



Selena nodded quickly and blushed as she licked her lips slowly, whispering: “Yes, 

Master Zerrex… anything you want, anything at all… I‟ll give the whole world to you… I… 

wait… hey, what the hell were you going to make me do?” 

The female glared at him as she woke up from the trance she had fallen under, currently 

in a kneel before the reptile, but she was swaying dizzily on the spot, as if trying to fight off 

falling back under his spell. Zerrex recognized that it was only the aftereffects of his strange 

ability, however, and so instead he cleared his throat and tapped first one shoulder, and then the 

other with a single finger, saying clearly: “I knight thee, Sir Selena of Camelot.” 

Selena punched him in the crotch, and the reptile fell backwards with a groan of pain, 

clutching himself more out of habit than anything else now as he looked at her morbidly from his 

awkward sitting position, mumbling: “I think my balls are becoming immune to physical pain 

from all the crap you‟ve done to them. Can‟t you punch me somewhere else, for once?” 

“Now where‟s the fun in that?” Selena asked in a mutter, and then she paused before 

standing up and walking behind the armchair, half-ducking behind it as she said clearly: “Now I 

want you to do that other thing we‟ve been practicing, and-” 

“Whoa, I don‟t think so!” Zerrex held up his hands, shaking them quickly and paling a 

bit: “Selena, first of all, that is not an ability for use inside the house. Dominate is an indoor 

ability. Dark energy is not. Second of all, Sin will yell at us if she has to put the furnishings all 

back together. Third, I don‟t want to die by blowing half my body apart, okay?” 

“You won‟t blow yourself up.” Selena scoffed, then she muttered: “Anyway, I know 

some minor healing spells, I could keep you alive until Sin got here… look, stop arguing with 

me and just try and make a sphere of that stuff while… I watch from here so as not to distract 

you. Just… hold it for a few seconds, too.” 

Zerrex mumbled a slew of childish obscenities under his breath before holding out a hand 

with a wince, and dark lightning crackled above his hand before energy began to gather into a 

sphere in black droplets, writhing and twisting like an animal in a cage that was far too small for 

it as it crackled spasmodically. The reptile breathed slowly in and out, concentrating as he rose 

his tightened his other hand into a fist, watching as it grew to the size of a basketball… and then 

he gritted his teeth as he forced the energy to dissipate. Now for the hard part… 

“Come on…” he muttered, and Selena winced and ducked as far as she could behind the 

chair while still keeping an eye on the reptile… and slowly, the sphere of dark energy began to 

twist and shudder, streamers of the terrible energy rising into the air and vanishing as it 

decreased in size. It helped Zerrex to visualize himself peeling an onion or pulling apart a piece 

of lettuce, like he was removing layer after layer until nothing would be left… and then he stared 

as it shrank down to the size of a marble before that flickered out of existence, and the reptile 

opened his hand as he said cheerfully: “Hey, I think I actually got-” 

Dark lightning crackled through the air in front of him, and then a small explosion rattled 

the house, sending Zerrex flying backwards to safely crash on the futon and digging small welts 

over the surface of his favorite armchair as Selena leaned against it with a grunt. The Drakkaren 

groaned as he grasped his skull dumbly, before he curled up on the soft futon and mumbled: “I 

am now in much pain.” 

“Well, you didn‟t even crack the table, though!” Selena said helpfully, and she quickly 

repaired the damaged plates and glassware sitting on it, before walking quickly over to the 

Drakkaren… and she sighed, crossing her arms instead of kicking him as she said gently: “Come 

on, Zerrex. Just roll over onto your back for me so I can heal those energy abrasions… you know 

they‟ll burn for hours if we just leave them as is.” 



The reptile mumbled a bit under his breath… but then he finally sighed and rolled onto 

his back, and Selena leaned over him, noting that most of the wounds were around his scars, as if 

they had been cut open once again. She murmured an incantation carefully under her breath, 

concentrating as she pushed her hands down into his chest, and the reptile winced as her hands 

pulsed with gentle light, mumbling: “You‟re putting too much power into the spell… it feels 

more like it‟s being pushed into my insides than over my scales.”  

“Now look who‟s a magic expert.” Selena muttered irritably… before she softened as 

Zerrex quietly reached up and stroked her muzzle with one hand, glancing down and adding 

quietly: “I‟m still getting used to passive magic… I‟ve forgotten a lot of my former training and 

healing arts over the years. Even the archmages can‟t remember every spell, you know…” 

“And you‟re right on the same level as they are.” Zerrex smiled a bit, looking up at her 

with  faint amusement, but Selena only rolled her eyes and hid a small smile as she moved her 

hands over his body. They were quiet for a few moments, only the hum of the spell in the air, 

before the reptile asked softly: “Would you like to try working on anything else? I mean… every 

time a seal breaks on my body, I seem to gain more and more abilities… and to be honest, I don‟t 

know whether it‟s good or bad, whether I even deserve them or not.” 

He paused… then laughed a bit as he realized he still had the row of spikes down his 

back and the blade on his tail, and the Drakkaren closed his eyes and concentrated to once more 

hide all the demonic characteristics of his body, looking up at the ceiling as Selena looked down 

at him with a faint smile. “I always feel so stupid and weak at times like this, though. I mean, I‟m 

this big, terrible monster… and here I am, questioning myself and whining about my abilities…” 

“There‟s such a thing as too much power… it goes from being a blessing to a burden. 

Only a fool wants to be able to destroy the world… he might find out he‟s lonely once that‟s 

been done.” Selena said quietly, and when Zerrex looked up at her in surprise, she shrugged and 

looked back with ironic amusement. “What? I read books too. It‟s from uh… Essays on God. I 

forget who the author is, though…” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, trying to think of the author himself, but then he pushed it aside and 

added in a grumble: “Well, I‟m a fool, then, because sometimes I wouldn‟t mind seeing the 

world burning, much as I know it‟d be a stupid thing to do. Are you done yet?” 

“Shut up, I‟m trying.” Selena responded sourly, and then she halted a few moments later, 

rubbing her hands together and making a face. “Fuck, I feel sore. There, though, at least the 

bleeding‟s stopped… clean yourself up and fix my damn bed, you put holes in it.” 

The Drakkaren grumbled and did both as Selena stood and paced restlessly around the 

small home, before she shook her head quickly and glanced over at Zerrex curiously. “There‟s a 

Wrath power known as Intimidate… think you could do that to me?” 

The reptile began to get up… then he paused and sat back down on the futon, and when 

she gave him a look, he said plainly: “I could loom over you and crack my knuckles and be scary 

and stuff, but then you‟ll probably knee me twice in the balls and I‟ll cry like a little bitch. Why 

don‟t you explain that in more detail?” 

“Just look at me and try to scare me, moron. It‟s like Dominate, it pops out of your eyes.” 

Selena illustrated this by flicking two fingers in front of her eyes, and Zerrex coughed, looking 

away and covering his muzzle before she crossed her arms and glared at him, adding in a growl: 

“And if you keep laughing at me, I‟m going to cut out your spleen and eat it.” 

“Fine, fine.” Zerrex sighed and turned towards her again, frowning a bit as he tried to 

focus on her… but he felt nothing. He glared, he narrowed his eyes, he peered at her stupidly… 

but unlike Dominate, the ability didn‟t seem to be there. He crossed his arms and sulked a bit as 



Selena tapped a foot and waited, and the Drakkaren took a deep breath before closing his eyes, 

delving deep into himself and hesitantly poking around his innards for abilities he hadn‟t yet 

discovered in this strange body he possessed… and then he winced and opened his eyes, and he 

felt something strange flow into his mind… 

And a moment later he leaned with a grunt and wince, and the room darkened, the lights 

flickering before darkening as Selena looked back and forth, before running over him him and 

grabbing the Drakkaren as he coughed several times, asking in a concerned voice: “Zerrex? Lord 

Zerrex! I… Zer, snap out of it, what the fuck did you do?” 

The Drakkaren shook his head rapidly back and forth, and then he opened his eyes as the 

room turned pitch-black and stared dumbly at Selena. He could see objects in the dark outlined 

in faint white, things seeming to glow slightly as he realized his demonic eyes had adjusted even 

to the complete darkness as Selena mumbled: “Shit… Zerrex, I can barely see you. You must 

have either swallowed us both in an illusion or accidently cast some sort of darkness spell. Give 

me a minute, I‟m going to try and dispel the effect… you‟re lucky this is the one thing I can still 

remember from being a Priestess, you asshole.” 

She stepped away from him as the lizard looked groggily back and forth, and after almost 

a minute Selena cursed, sounding more concerned this time. “Zerrex, I can‟t dispel whatever you 

did… like… say something, anything…” 

“I‟m here. I have a wicked headache, though…” The lizard made a face and rubbed a 

hand slowly over his skull before pausing as he traced over his horns… and he snorted quietly as 

he realized that not only had his ram‟s horns twisted out of his skull, the other pair had grown 

thicker and were now pointing forwards towards the ends of his muzzle, more like traditional 

bull or minotaur horns. Wonderful. I did a fashion change. “Crap, some of my demonic 

characteristics have popped out, too… I guess I must have accidently strained myself.” 

He concentrated, pulling them back in… and as he did so, the darkness slowly receded 

around them, and the two stared, the Drakkaren halting before letting out a curse as his ram‟s 

horns popped into his skull, and the bull horns did the same a moment later. They were still 

sitting in deep shadow, on the other hand, and Zerrex couldn‟t feel anything else different about 

his body, but Selena murmured softly: “Just keep doing what you were doing.” 

Zerrex made a face, but did so, breathing softly and this time concentrating as if he was 

pulling energy into his body… and the room began to lighten almost immediately, reaching its 

normal brightness after just a few seconds. He groaned and slumped back immediately against 

the futon, and Selena looked down at him with faint amusement, shaking her head slowly as she 

murmured: “You did absorb the abilities of Orphus and a few other demons… because I‟ve 

never seen a Lust demon throw down a veil of shadows like that before. Some Wrath demons 

have it, but I‟m guessing you‟re way more a physical Wrath demon then one who relies on fear 

and cunning and guile and all that nonsense…” 

“Can you stop talking about that stuff for five minutes please, while I rest my poor 

strained little brain? There‟s not a lot upstairs and I‟d like to keep what is there in order.” Zerrex 

mumbled, and Selena rolled her eyes but sat down beside him, gently stroking a hand through his 

hair. “But… that‟s how many things I can do now?” 

“Many.” Selena said simply, looking at the reptile with a mixture of tender affection and 

wry entertainment. “But you‟re an Incarnation… and you haven‟t even reached your full strength 

yet, so we‟ll see what‟s to come. Now if only I could get you to actually explore your demonic 

form more…” 



“I‟ll have sex with you in it.” Zerrex said mildly, and Selena groaned, rolling her eyes as 

the Drakkaren grinned up at her, leering and leaning forwards. “Hey, come on! You know you 

want to try out all those fantasies you never dared have „cause they were so weird. We could get 

up to some remarkably kinky things, after all…” 

Selena only glowered at him, however, and the Drakkaren decided to sulk instead, 

crossing his arms with a huff. Before she could start harassing him again, however – and before 

he could say something to irritate her – a portal opened, and Sin stepped through it, looking at 

the Drakkaren with quiet concern as she said softly: “You‟re being called for, Lord Zerrex… the 

Princess wants you to come see her at the Central Spire…” 

“Well, it had to happen sometime soon…” Zerrex sat up and made a face, brushing 

himself off and then looking over to Selena, who was frowning deeply. “You better get back to 

work, on that note… I‟ll fill you in on all the details later. What about you, Sin, are you coming 

too?” 

Sin nodded, and the two stepped through the portal as Selena sighed and watched them 

leave… and then she grumbled and tore off the robe, rubbing at the conservative, longsleeved 

blouse beneath this and the long blue skirt that went down past her knees, and she finally created 

her own portal, muttering: “I hate my life.” 

Zerrex, meanwhile, had stepped not into the balcony as he‟d expected, but instead into a 

massive, circular room with a huge square pillar in the center going up to a ceiling hundreds of 

feet above… and as the Drakkaren looked slowly around, he realized it must be the Throne 

Room of the Central Spire, considering the three massive gold-and-red thrones he could see 

surrounding the center pillar from this angle… and he was willing to bet there was another 

throne behind it… the Northern Throne, in fact… where the Warlord sits…  

“Lord Zerrex… so good of you to come.” The Princess said softly, from where she was 

seated on the Southern Throne… and the Drakkaren glanced over the massive architecture, at the 

patterns woven over it and the servants surrounding her. She tilted her masked face towards him, 

her green eyes seeming to smile as she motioned towards Francis and Raze, who also had half a 

score of other, less-impressive angels in plain armor standing behind them in a rectangular 

formation. “I trust you recognize these two… the envoys from Heaven.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, and then he frowned slightly at the sight of the demonic cleaver a 

Dius nearby was holding on a large cushion, and the Princess said softly: “Sir Francis and I were 

discussing a peace treaty that I feel leans too hard on Hell… and I was thinking that a 

demonstration of our strength was in order. If you would, Lord Zerrex, I‟d like you to spar with 

Sir Raze, to show the power possessed by those in Hell…” 

Zerrex snarled a bit, then he half-bowed to her as Sin walked by him with a wince to take 

her place at the Princess‟s side, before he looked up and said clearly: “I‟m not a toy, and I‟m not 

a soldier of your army, Princess. I‟m a prisoner in Hell, and I have no desire to match my 

strength against an angel, much less a god. So why don‟t you go and shove that sword up your 

ass?” 

The Princess‟s eyes slowly narrowed as the succubi and Dius all whispered to one 

another in horror, the Amazon guards around the hall clutching their weapons tight and looking 

nervously at one another… and then the Princess laughed quietly and said softly: “I expected 

such impudence from you, Lord Zerrex… so why don‟t I make myself clear? Either you fight… 

or you run away like a coward, and spend the next one hundred thousand years chained in the 

Abyss with your father… who, I assure you, is still locked away in his prison, despite what you 

may have heard otherwise.” 



She paused, her eyes flashing as Zerrex tried to fight her out of his mind… and then she 

tilted her head slowly, adding quietly: “You and your family… you disgust me, Lord Zerrex. 

What‟s wrong now, scared I‟ll hurt your poor mommy? Believe me, I will, unless you do as I 

command… and you know that I can.” 

Zerrex shuddered and snarled… and then he tightened his hands into fists, saying softly: 

“Alright… but I want it to be on the record that you‟re a bitch.” 

“No, I‟m just a cruel mistress.” the Princess responded coldly, before snapping her 

fingers at the Dius holding the huge blade, and she quickly approached Zerrex with it, kneeling 

in front of him and offering him the massive sword. “I trust this is to your liking?” 

It was an ugly weapon, with a long handle of gnarled, red metal, and a huge rectangular 

blade of silver steel that was burning slowly with dark fire… but the moment Zerrex gripped the 

handle, the broken topaz inside the large, fist-sized spherical pommel of red metal pulsed, and 

the flames vanished as the reptile hefted the enormous sword onto his shoulder, resting the red, 

rusted flat against his shoulder as he said softly: “It‟ll do, anyway. I suppose it‟s a cursed 

sword?” 

“I‟m sure our other combatant would have it no other way… as his sword carries a 

forbidden, dark blessing, yours shall carry a forbidden curse as well.” The Princess said easily, 

and Francis frowned at Raze, who looked evenly back for a moment before looking at the High 

Monarch as she said idly: “Here is the opponent you requested, Sir Raze… as you can kill him, 

remember that he can kill you as well.” 

“I didn‟t request him… I believe you forced him into this.” Raze said in his chilly voice, 

before he glanced over Zerrex measuringly, a good thirty feet of distance between them as the 

angels filtered to the side, Francis staying beside the god as he added coldly: “I don‟t want to 

fight this idiot, I‟ve seen him in combat and he‟s pathetic… far too messy. I‟ll kill him by 

mistake when he throws himself onto my sword. Give me three Gigataurs or some other 

expendable platoon of soldier demons if you‟re so convinced Hell has such power.” 

“You don‟t make the rules here. I do.” the Princess said softly, and Raze snarled at her 

before she shook her head slowly, adding in a gentle but venomous voice: “Francis, curb your 

war animal before I do it for you.” 

Francis muttered something to Raze, and the black-scaled Drakkaren snarled before 

finally nodding and looking resentful, pulling his sword off his back. He reached up with his 

other hand and undid his breastplate as well, and it fell to the ground in two pieces before he 

kicked the front half bad-naturedly across the room, flexing his naked chest and showing off not 

only his powerful musculature but the gleaming golden scales that covered it, going well with the 

luxiorious black on his outer body. Zerrex couldn‟t help a smile as he strode forwards slowly, 

and Raze walked towards him as Francis reteated to the center of the throne room by the 

Princess, the Drakkaren muttering: “You really do have a great body. I‟d do all sorts of nasty 

things to you, Raze.” 

“Shut up and listen, faggot. Francis says you‟re not just a showoff, so work with me and 

block my attacks.” Raze said irritably, his eyes burning into Zerrex‟s even as a faint flush rose in 

his cheeks. “Swing, swing, counterswing, do you understand what that means?” 

Zerrex rolled his eyes at this, then he muttered: “Depends on the context. I‟m not a mind-

reader, Raze, but the Princess is.” He paused as they halted a few feet away from each other, and 

then both brought their swords up to a ready position, as the Drakkaren said mildly: “How about 

this, stud… you see if you can keep up with me, and the first to take a serious blow loses.” 



“Define serious blow.” The two pressed their swords together, grinding steel against steel 

as they tested each other‟s strength, muscles flexing powerfully as they leaned towards one-

another, eyes still locked. 

“Any deep slash. Try to avoid thrusts… if you want to sink into something, we can talk 

later about hanging out and doing that, but I warn you I like to be on top.” Zerrex said glibly, and 

he grinned widely… and Raze twitched before slowly grinning back, leaning towards one 

another through their grinding swords, their muscles flexing powerfully as first Zerrex was 

pressed back… and then Raze found himself slowly losing ground, his feet slipping against the 

floor.  

The black-scaled Drakkaren didn‟t respond… and then they shoved their weapons 

forwards at the same time in hard pushes against each other and both leapt backwards. 

Immediately, Raze snarled and ran in with a vicious sideways slash, leaning his entire body into 

the blow, and Zerrex blocked it with flat of his own blade, pressing his forearm to the other side 

and feeling his body go rigid as he slid more than ten feet backwards over the tiled floor, a cloud 

of golden flakes rising up through the air around his boots before Raze charged again… and then 

staggered backwards with a grunt as Zerrex peformed a hard rising slash that interrupted his own 

attempted attack, and the demon stepped into a hard, simple downwards slash that Raze blocked 

with his own blade held in one hand, wincing as the force of the blow knocked the sword down 

towards his own skull, his muscles bulging and his tight hide of scales almost tearing before he 

slammed his other hand in a hard punch into the other lizard‟s pectorals. 

Zerrex twitched backwards, but Raze stared in shock, the blow causing the Drakkaren to 

wince and flex a bit before he countered with a simple forwards thrust kick into Raze‟s 

stomach… and that blow knocked him over onto his back before he rolled once with a snarl of 

fury and shock, and the demon grinned widely as he shouted: “You fight with your emotions and 

your passions! It leaves you vulnerable!” 

“Fuck you!” Raze responded furiously, and he thrusted his hand forwards as it glowed 

purple, and Zerrex was knocked off his feet and into one of the pillars around the edge of the hall 

as an incredible blast of psychic force hit him, the marble pillar cracking behind him before Raze 

climbed to his feet and seized Zerrex in a psychic grip again before he tore his arm backwards. 

Zerrex hurtled through the air over the other Drakkaren‟s head as Raze slashed at him 

with his sword, but he only managed to strike him with the tip of his blade in the leg, ripping his 

pants and digging a minor gash. It caused Zerrex to wince, but not much else as he fell towards 

the floor… and then he caught himself with one hand before shoving off the ground and landing 

neatly on his feet. 

He lowered his head, keeping his own passions as low as he could despite the excitement 

at fighting an opponent this powerful… before he spun around at the last moment and slapped 

his blade out, catching Raze in the stomach and knocking him skidding over the floor with a 

shallow gash over his chiseled abdominals, the reptile grunting and staring in shock as his sword 

skidded out of his hands. Zerrex‟s eyes lit up at this, and he slashed his own cleaver down into 

the ground as he walked slowly towards the godling, saying coldly: “Let‟s try something a little 

different, then…” 

Raze kicked up to his feet, then charged and threw himself at Zerrex in a tackle, but 

Zerrex caught the godling‟s hands and spun around, throwing him hard back in the direction he‟d 

come from and sending Raze once more crashing to the ground, rolling backwards a few times. 

The black-scaled Drakkaren snarled, picking himself quickly up… and Zerrex admired his 

perseverance as he charged once more towards him. 



This time, Zerrex charged as well… and the two met with hard hooks, Zerrex‟s catching 

Raze in the nose and Raze‟s smashing into the reptile‟s cheek before they continued to punch 

and smash into each other, neither bothering to block before Zerrex managed to land a hard 

upwards swing into Raze‟s solar plexus, and his fist smashed once, twice into Raze‟s face as he 

gasped for breath, blood splattering out of his muzzle before the Drakkaren leapt forwards and 

smashed his elbow down into Raze‟s neck, and the godling fell to his knees at Zerrex‟s feet 

before looking up at Zerrex with eyes that were almost burning with hunger… and Zerrex 

dropped his body into a last hard strike into Raze‟s face, knocking him into a flat sprawl on the 

ground. 

“Thank you…” The god murmured softly… and he quietly slid a hand out to touch 

Zerrex‟s boot as the Drakkaren panted hard, his own face and chest splattered with blood and 

bruises, before he stumbled backwards and fell to one knee with a grunt, reaching down to check 

Raze‟s pulse as his eyes slid closed. 

His heartbeat was fast, but it was there… and his breathing was quickly evening out. The 

Drakkaren let out a sigh of relief as he fell back onto his butt, and then he made a face as he 

heard a slow clapping begin, glowering at the Princess as she stood up and applauded leisurely… 

and after a moment, the rest of the crowd joined in, as the angels looked at each other with 

winces… but Francis shook his head and smiled faintly after a moment as Zerrex mumbled 

softly: “Goddamn, but you have to be almost a perfect match for my strength… the only reason I 

won is because it feels like you don‟t have the same battle experience I do…” 

Raze grunted something from the ground, then shoved himself up to a kneel… and 

immediately fell forwards, Zerrex catching him as the black-scaled Drakkaren gripped his 

shoulders tightly. The two breathed quietly as Raze pushed his muzzle against his chest… and a 

moment later he said in a hesitant, quiet voice: “Lord… my father… and my mother, Sephire… 

they… let a mortal family raise me, to avoid me becoming arrogant…” He sounded furious for a 

moment, and then he clenched his teeth together as he sat up across from Zerrex, the applause 

dying down as Raze murmured: “Sorry. I mean… yeah. I only recently joined the knights, and 

I‟m only a few million years old…” 

Zerrex watched in fascination as Raze‟s wounds healed before his eyes… and Raze 

glanced slowly over the Drakkaren, watching as bruises faded and how he still seemed more than 

capable of continuing to fight if he wanted to... and then they helped each other to their feet 

before the Princess said coldly: “Sir Raze. Sir Francis. I believe I‟ve made my point. Amend the 

treaty: Heaven will only attack Prince Az‟Iriel, and only his forces will be forced to disband and 

all that other nonsense after the war is over. Now leave.” 

“Fine. Sir Raze, if you would, our welcome is worn out here… but please keep in mind, 

Princess, that the Archangels of Heaven will not take kindly to being ordered around.” Francis 

said evenly, but the Princess only snorted and sat down in her throne, waving at him irritably. 

The mouse warrior made a face, but he bowed nonetheless, keeping his cold eyes locked on the 

Princess and her concubines before he turned and strode towards Raze, adding without looking at 

her: “We‟ll be back to inspect Hell and we expect to receive the same freedoms as we give your 

demons in return, Princess.” 

“Then take Lord Zerrex with you to Heaven.” the Princess said softly, and Francis turned, 

Raze and Zerrex both looking surprised as she added coolly: “He‟ll be more than glad to escort 

you to the Bright Plane, I‟m sure. Perhaps you can introduce him to God and give him a short 

tour… and then, immediately afterwards, ensure you return him to me so he can tell me just how 

much freedom demons have in the Holy World.” 



“Of course, Princess. We‟d be honored to.” Francis said stiffly, before he strode quickly 

over to the Drakkaren, the group of angels following and murmuring to each other as Raze held 

out his hand and used his psychic abilities to bring his sword and armor safely over to his body, 

before he grunted and blushed as Zerrex helped him fit on the breastplate, Francis muttering: 

“This is insane… Zerrex, I don‟t like this, you might be put in serious danger…” 

“Yeah, because that‟s different from any other day of my life… stop squirming!” Zerrex 

grumbled, and then he snapped the armor back together and rapped on it firmly as Raze set his 

sword against the rune inscribed in the back, a sheath of transparent energy appearing over it. 

“Let‟s just go… and afterwards I‟ll come back and give some stunning review.” 

Francis grunted something, then he motioned for them to move, and Zerrex automatically 

fell in step beside him as they headed for an enormous pair of double doors that swung slowly 

open as they approached, revealing the balcony outside. Raze followed a step behind the reptile, 

looking at him curiously as the Drakkaren asked in murmur: “So what exactly were you looking 

for here in Hell, anyway?” 

“That‟s none of your business!” said an angel behind him angrily, and all three halted and 

turned to stare at the raccoon, who immediately shrank back into the ranks of the other angels as 

they fell all over each other at the sudden stop in the march. Zerrex made a face at this, and 

Francis sighed as Raze merely glared over the angels, causing all of them to shrink backwards in 

fear. 

“Do all soldiers go to Hell when they die or something?” Zerrex asked mildly, and 

Francis grunted something before motioning for them to resume marching, and the reptile put his 

hands in his pockets as they stepped out onto the balcony, where an angel in a long robe and a 

silver mask was waiting patiently beside a massive, swirling vortex of greys and whites. “And do 

I seriously get to go to Heaven?” 

“You seriously get to go to Heaven.” Francis said dryly, as they approached the portal, 

before he paused and glanced at Raze, then over at Zerrex, and he smiled slightly. Zerrex 

frowned a bit, but then the mouse asked gently: “So, have you ever travelled between planes 

before?” 

“Only to pocket dimensions and the Marquee Sur Noir.” Zerrex shook his head a bit, and 

the angels immediately started babbling behind them before Francis rose a hand, and they fell 

silent as the Drakkaren made a face. “It‟s going to hurt, isn‟t it?” 

Francis snorted, then he shook his head. “No, but you and Raze might want to hold 

hands.” This remark caused both of the Drakkaren to glance at each other and blush a bit, before 

Zerrex stepped over to the other male and wrapped an arm firmly around his, and Raze mumbled 

something unintelligible before locking his own arm with Zerrex‟s. “I… well, whatever. Let‟s 

go, and don‟t fall over, whatever you do.” 

They approached, the masked angel kneeling and bowing his head respectfully as the 

three stepped into the portal… and Zerrex felt himself emerging into bright light, closing his eyes 

tightly and covering them with his other hand as Raze guided him forwards step-by-step, the 

ground feeling uneven as a pulsing and vibration filled his mind… before he blinked slowly as 

they stepped out into a large cement square, and the Drakkaren glanced back and forth in 

amazement at not fluffy clouds and singing angels, but at a massive, bubbling metropolis of 

beautiful marble and grey architecture, the streets wide and expansive, and large patches of green 

here and there that were obviously parks of some sort… 



And a moment later, four golden spears were being pointed at his face as guards in 

golden armor and silver helms stepped forwards, all of them looking uneasy before Raze shouted 

furiously: “Back off!” 

The guards leapt back to their positions, all of them looking terrified, and Francis sighed, 

looking morbidly at the snarling godling as he muttered: “Eloquent as ever. Darius, please go 

and inform the Archangels that we‟ve returned, and that we‟ve brought a demon named Zerrex 

Narrius back with us to explore Heaven under the wishes of the Princess.” 

“So they can sense I‟m a demon, huh?” Zerrex said mildly, as one of the angel guards 

flew off, before he looked down into the city from the high cliffs they were on, pressing his 

booted feet down against the cement before he glanced at Raze, and the godling looked at him 

for a moment. They both blushed, and then quickly pulled apart from each other as they realized 

their arms were still linked, and the Drakkaren rubbed the back of his head slowly as he 

mumbled: “So um… this looks like a real nice place, a real nice city to live in…” 

“This is Iliad, one of the largest cities in Heaven and home to some of our finest 

artifacts.” Francis said softly, walking to the edge of the cliffs as he absently waved a hand to 

dismiss the other angels, and Zerrex watched as they leapt into the air and all flew off, most of 

them immediately beginning to chatter to each other like birds. The Drakkaren couldn‟t help but 

notice the silver-masked angel stayed behind, however, standing in front of what looked like an 

enormous golden ring that was secured to the ground by several large supports. I guess creating 

a long-term portal to Hell requires a boost or two… “Like that thing, yes. It‟s what we call a 

Portal Shrine… there were even a few in Hell, once upon a time, but they were destroyed a long 

time ago during the Great War to stop demons from invading Heaven or the mortal plane… but 

that didn‟t exactly work out as well as we‟d hoped.” 

Zerrex nodded, making a bit of a face as he looked slowly over the city beneath him… 

and he had to admit, now he felt a bit of a chill running through his body. The atmosphere was 

happy and vibrant and beautiful, completely different from Hell… and the sudden change in 

everything around him was a bit intimidating. He glanced at Raze embarrassedly, rubbing the 

back of his head slowly before he muttered: “So… so what do we do in Heaven for kicks, huh?” 

“Not a whole lot…” Raze shook his head and glowered out at the city, and the Drakkaren 

tilted his head curiously as the fellow lizard continued in an irritable voice: “Heaven isn‟t like 

Hell… there‟s rules, etiquette, laws, all sorts of nonsense like that… everything is ordered and 

structured to the point where you just want to kill yourself…” 

Francis looked over at Raze, making a face and saying sternly: “You‟re still young, Raze, 

and a godling at that… even I was upset at first by the structure of Heaven, but you‟ll grow used 

to it in time.” He paused, then glanced over at Zerrex, adding sourly: “Raze is a bit of a misfit 

here in this world… he thinks we should be free to cause chaos here simply because we have the 

power to. Unlike his father, his blood also runs hot with his passions… he takes after his mother, 

who could give your Miss Cherry a run for her money.” 

The Drakkaren nodded and glanced over at Raze as he spat to the side, crossing his arms 

and looking acidly at Francis, before the reptile said quietly: “People always used to tell me that I 

have my mother‟s eyes, and that I take after her… but you know, it‟s not a bad thing to want a 

bit of chaos every now and then. Even I get bored in order.” 

“But you‟re a demon.” Francis said sourly, before he glanced down and added quietly: 

“By the way… I recently got back from earth, and during one of my days there, I attended your 

funeral, Lord Zerrex, and… your girls are handling themselves remarkably-well. Do you still 

think about your family, if I may impose?” 



Zerrex hesitated, then he looked down and nodded slowly, murmuring softly: “Every day, 

Francis… I think about them every day, and how I‟m going to escape Hell… and the more I 

learn, the less impossible it seems.” 

“I‟d help you.” Raze said quietly, looking across at him with a strange gentility, and 

Zerrex smiled at him before the black-scaled Drakkaren glared at Francis‟s dumbfounded look. 

“What?” 

The mouse only held up his hands, however, before he paused and glanced out over the 

city. “Listen, Raze… why don‟t you show Lord Zerrex around a little bit and give him some 

information on Heaven‟s layout and structure? Meet me back here in… two hours, and then we‟ll 

reopen the portal. We don‟t want to draw suspicion from the Princess.” 

Francis paused, then became serious as he looked over at Zerrex, adding in a low voice: 

“To answer a question you had earlier… we were inspecting Hell for dimensional tears and 

attempts to open new rips in the fabric of reality… as well as exactly what the Princess is doing 

with her soldiers and if there was any sign of Prince Az‟Iriel. Unfortunately, the Prince seems to 

be building up a base on the mortal realm, but we don‟t know much about what he‟s doing, 

except that his soldiers are continuing to flood and devastate the mortal province of Lailland. 

Before I came to Heaven to receive my mission to go to Hell with Raze and look around, I 

stopped in there to see the state of things… and it‟s turning into one giant warzone very quickly. 

Ire is also in great danger… not from Az‟Iriel, but from within, since I heard Majesty, his 

favorite concubine, is infiltrating the Senate to become the new ruler of Ire.” 

“Wonderful.” Zerrex murmured, then he nodded slowly and said quietly: “Listen, 

Francis. My homes in Wrath and the Southern Province are both shielded from the eyes of the 

Princess and the Scholars, and no one can enter other than those I allow. I‟ve heard of special 

rites to create dimensional portals-” 

“Raze and I can both make wormholes to anywhere in any dimension we want.” Francis 

said mildly, and he glanced over at the godling with a slight smile. “Tell you what. You two get 

going, and I‟ll talk to your father about letting you run a covert mission with Lord Zerrex… but 

please, go and explore the city. You‟ll have an easier time passing the Princess‟s telepathy if you 

actually have memories of the exploration.” 

With that, Francis flew off… and the two Drakkaren exchanged awkward glances before 

Raze grumbled something, and his angel wings appeared behind himself. Zerrex made a face 

before extending his own, and Raze stared at this before grinning slightly… and the two took to 

the air. 

Normally, Zerrex loathed flying more than anything else: it was uncomfortable, the wind 

made his eyes sting, and his big body made him feel like a giant moving target in a duck hunt 

game. But with Raze, the two flew back and forth, playing through the air as the black-scaled 

godling revealed a childlike playfulness beneath his icy exterior that Zerrex hadn‟t expected. 

Raze gave him a tour not just of Iliad, but of the area surrounding the metropolis: fields 

filled with pleasant-looking animals – far different from the Wyrms of Hell, anyway – and 

orchards full of every kind of fruit-bearing tree imaginable… and Raze laughed as Zerrex gorged 

himself on oranges when they touched down to explore it in greater detail, along with a nearby 

farm area, and the reptile was amazed by the size of the vegetation and the lush foods it 

produced. Food still wasn‟t necessary in Heaven, but it was far more common to eat here than it 

was in Hell… and they spent perhaps an hour wandering through the farming district before they 

reentered the city, and Raze muttered they didn‟t have a lot of time… but then challenged Zerrex 

to a race flying through the metropolis instead of safely above the buildings. 



They shot past other flying angels and over the heads of started onlookers, Zerrex 

reaching speeds he didn‟t think were possible but still easily outmaneuvered by Raze, who raced 

on ahead… until they ended up landing sixteen minutes late on the cliffs, both panting a bit 

before Zerrex stared at the over twenty foot tall, pleasant-looking Drakkaren who had muscles 

larger than Requiem‟s, covered in a tight hide of purple scales and with the same eyes that Raze 

had… and Raze‟s expression went flat as the huge Drakkaren extended a hand to Zerrex and said 

warmly: “Zerrex, right? It‟s a pleasure to meet you… I‟m Lord, one of the Archangels of 

Heaven.” 

Zerrex took the giant‟s hand, shaking it numbly as he stared in shock at the huge being 

before noting his wings were white on the outside but black on the inside, an odd characteristic 

in an angel, of all creatures. He also noted that Lord‟s chest was bare other than a plain X-shaped 

bandolier with a golden ring through the center, and that he was dressed in the same pants and 

sash Requiem had been wearing as an angel; it was strange, but it brought back memories he had 

long thought he‟d gotten over. But he‟s amazingly ripped… and he looks so gentle and cheerful, 

but… I don‟t think I‟d ever get in his way. 

Lord glanced over to Raze after inspecting Zerrex curiously for a few moments, and he 

smiled as he said softly: “On a business note, though, I just wanted to say I‟m fine with you 

doing this… so long as you promise not to run off on Zerrex or anything. I don‟t want you 

ending up in some demon-trap, Raze.” 

“I‟ll be fine, father.” Raze said stiffly, and Lord offered a wry look before the black-

scaled Drakkaren strode over to Zerrex, adding: “I think we‟re ready to leave, anyway.” 

The Drakkaren glanced from son to father, and Lord nodded again before raising a hand 

towards the golden ring, and white energy sparked along it before it slowly filled with a white 

and grey vortex. He gave one last longing look at his son, and then nodded to Zerrex as he 

followed Raze towards the dimensional rift… before Lord said quickly: “Wait a moment!” 

The two turned, Raze half-frowning before his eyes widened, and the angels gathered 

around the vortex dropped to a kneel before Raze jerked Zerrex down as well, and he watched as 

a strange being in a golden bird mask similar to the one Az‟Iriel wore stepped through a portal 

opposite, followed by two Angels… one of whom the Drakkaren recognized as a Metatron he‟d 

seen in his mind a lifetime ago when Little Arcy had first come to him. The other one he 

assumed was a Metaron as well, dressed in a similar outfit but with a canine mask covering his 

features… and Zerrex realized he must be kneeling in front of God Himself. 

He bowed his head respectfully as God strode forwards with his Metatrons stepping out 

on either side of him, and Zerrex felt a chill run through his body as he looked at the tall, 

statuesque figure. He wasn‟t as tall as Lord, but an aura of raw power emanated off a body that 

was hidden completely by a long white robe with a golden trim. No part of his body was left 

visible by some means Zerrex guessed was magical, his hands and neck covered in moving 

shadows, and the golden mask completely fitted over his head, with six long horns twisting out 

from the sides of the mask and the eyes covered by black, tinted glass… and the Metatron in the 

silver mask Zerrex recognized stepped forwards and said coldly: “Our Master God is glad that he 

caught you before you left… he wanted to extend his personal interest in you, Lord Zerrex…” 

“For God loves all his servants, soldiers and children as equals.” added the other 

Metatron, this one talking in a female voice that was just as mechanical and chilly as the male. 

“And He wishes to let you know that he has faith in you continuing to grow strong in Hell, and 

wish you the best of luck in your further endeavors in His name, for in the end, all things serve 

Him, including the Princess and the Warlord.” 



“Then I am honored…” Zerrex murmured, although he felt a chill roll down his spine 

even as he bowed his head forwards, only mouthing the appropriate words and feeling somehow 

more terrified than anything else. Is this truly the understanding, loving God Sin spoke of? “I am 

glad to be a part of the great plan that you are putting together, sir.” 

The two Metatrons bowed, and God nodded slightly before motioning absently for them 

to leave… and Zerrex stood and all-but-fled into the portal, running through the white haze 

beyond and staggering out onto the southern balcony with his arms flailing, and then he fell to 

his knees, shoving his hands into the stone floor and panting hard as he shuddered violently. A 

moment later, Raze stepped out of the vortex and knelt beside him, grasping his shoulders and 

looking at him with concern, before Zerrex turned to face him and asked shakily: “So does… He 

have that effect on everyone?” 

“It‟s unpleasant, I know… but I think you got it worse because you‟re a demonic entity.” 

Raze murmured quietly, then he shook his head slowly and helped Zerrex to his feet, the 

Drakkaren brushing his hair out of his eyes with a wince. “Some of the Naganatine say that God 

has changed over his years in solitude in the Palace of Heaven, and that he‟s grown sick of Hell 

and the way it‟s become, which has made him vengeful and angry… I wouldn‟t know, but… at 

the same time…” 

“It feels off.” Zerrex shook his head and shuddered a bit, then he stood up, and a wisp of 

a thought – absolute power corrupts absolutely – whispered through his mind before he forced it 

away, and he made a face as he muttered: “Let‟s go and talk to the Princess, anyway. I want to 

get dealing with the bitch over with, anyway.” 

Raze nodded, and the two strode towards the double doors leading into the Central Spire 

before a pair of Amazon guards stepped in front of them, holding up their hands and saying 

coldly: “No one is admitted at this time. Lord Zerrex, you are to inform Lady Sin of what you 

witnessed in Heaven, and she will forward the important details of your report to the Princess, 

after she is finished in session.” 

Zerrex nodded and gave a sigh of relief, then created a portal and smiled a bit as Raze 

looked at him with a frown. “Don‟t worry about it… it works out well for us. Come on, let‟s just 

stop in at my place for now.” 

“Angels aren‟t allowed in Hell. He is not to be permitted out of the Central Spire.” one of 

the Amazon guards said testily, and Zerrex paused before smiling slightly at her as Raze looked 

angrily from one to the other. Before Raze could open his mouth, the other Drakkaren‟s eyes 

glowed green, and not one, but both Amazons that were glaring at him went rigid before blinking 

and dropping their weapons, stepping towards the reptile and then staring in horror at each other 

for a moment. 

They fought aggressively, but in the end gave in, one of them falling to her knees and 

grasping his waist as the other stepped up beside him, the giant, muscular female in full battle 

gear stroking his face as she cooed: “But for you, Lord Zerrex… I suppose exceptions can be 

made…” 

“No one would ever know…” murmured the other one, staring up at him affectionately… 

and Raze stared in shock before looking up at the reptile, who grinned slightly and winked at 

him. “It only matters what you want, after all…” 

“Good… but return to your posts so you don‟t arouse suspicion, and perhaps… stop in 

later, once you get off shift.” Zerrex said easily, and the two Amazons nodded quickly, 

immediately doing so with girlish giggles despite their huge frames, and Zerrex bowed Raze 

towards the portal. “After you, sir.” 



The godling snorted, then he stepped through the portal, and Zerrex followed him a 

moment later into his own home, noting that Selena had vanished. The godling, meanwhile, was 

looking curiously around the small, one-room house, and then he glanced at Zerrex, asking: “It‟s 

magically-enlarged, isn‟t it?” 

“The room, yes… but me, no.” Zerrex said absently, and Raze gave the reptile a look of 

dry entertainment for a moment before the Drakkaren sat down with a grunt on the futon. “Make 

yourself at home, though… I don‟t have much, but you‟re free to stay however long you like.” 

The other male nodded almost nervously… and after a moment, he carefully took off his 

sword and put it down, then pulled off his armor with a sigh and dropped it to the ground, rolling 

his shoulders slowly. He hesitantly walked over to sit beside Zerrex, and balled his hands in his 

lap before looking up and murmuring: “That was quite an incredible trick you did back there.” 

Zerrex merely shrugged… and he glanced over at Raze for a few moments, letting his 

eyes linger over his strong body and form, noting the way the godling always made his wings 

vanish the moment he could… and then he smiled as Raze looked towards him, and he reached 

up to grasp his shoulders firmly as he said casually: “Screw this.” 

Zerrex leaned forwards and kissed Raze quietly, working his mouth slowly against the 

godling‟s… and Raze stiffened, grabbing at his biceps for a moment and half-pushing back… 

before both his hands slid up along his arms and he grabbed the back of Zerrex‟s head, pulling 

closer and working hungrily, roughly back against the lizard‟s muzzle. His fingers laced into his 

hair as one of Zerrex‟s arms wrapped around his neck, their eyes closed tight as Raze fought him 

for a moment for dominance in the battle between their mouths… but a moment later, Zerrex 

won as they moved together in the kiss, Raze laying down on his back and Zerrex leaning over 

him before the kiss broke, and Raze moved his hands down to grasp his shoulders as the other 

reptile rubbed a hand slowly over his chest, saying softly: “You‟re a very handsome male…” 

“I want you to treat me the same way you did in that fight we had…” Raze growled up at 

him, and then he dug his claws into Zerrex‟s shoulders, drawing blood as the Drakkaren arched 

his back with a grunt of surprise… and then he grinned slowly and grabbed Raze by the throat, 

squeezing firmly and pushing him down into the futon and Raze rasped: “Prove you‟re worth me 

giving up my ass to you…” 

“Shut up, bitch.” Zerrex drew his hand back and slapped the fellow reptile firmly across 

the face, and Raze grunted as a bit of blood splattered over his maw, before Zerrex sat back and 

grabbed Raze‟s pants, the Drakkaren immediately reaching down to try and pull Zerrex‟s away, 

but he shook him off with a growl before ripping his lower clothing off roughly, tearing apart the 

material and jerking them off his legs to toss them aside as he grinned wider at the sight of the 

reptile‟s penis. “Well, what do we have here…” 

Raze was huge even flaccid, and already rapidly growing towards erection… and the 

male began to sit up with a growl, but Zerrex swung a hand out and his hand slammed into 

Raze‟s head, jarring him before he grasped the lizard‟s skull and forced him down. The black-

scaled reptile grabbed the dominant lizard‟s wrist, kicking his legs out… but Zerrex caught one 

of his ankles and instead forced his leg to wrap around his body, thrusting his clothed crotch 

down against Raze and grinding them together as he began to thicken inside his pants, the fabric 

tightly trapping his own enormous member as he growled: “I bet you like that, don‟t you, bitch? 

Say you like it…” A pause, and then he grabbed Raze‟s muzzle and shook his head viciously 

back and forth, before grabbing his neck and squeezing threateningly, snarling: “Say you like it, 

you weak little bitch!” 



“I like it!” Raze almost moaned, and his shaft was already throbbing at full erection: it 

was at least forty-five inches long, thick and obsidian like the reptile‟s… and Zerrex growled 

quietly, licking his muzzle slowly as he felt Raze submit completely to him, whispering: 

“Please… let me see yours, come on…” 

“Tell me you‟re a faggot, first… tell me all you crave is cock… tell me you‟re going to 

cry like a little girl if you don‟t get to put my dick in your mouth like your favorite lollipop.” 

Zerrex said teasingly, as he slowly sat up behind the black-scaled lizard, giving him a view of the 

bulge forming in his pants, and Raze nodded hungrily as Zerrex gripped the godling‟s hips, 

growling: “Tell me, goddammit!” 

“I‟m a faggot! I need your cock, I need cock all over me… please, please let me suck 

your cock because if I don‟t get it I… I‟m gonna cry like a girl, I‟m going to… have to suck my 

own dick again and pretend it‟s a strong male instead… and it doesn‟t taste anything like I know 

yours will…” Raze almost whimpered, panting hard as he stared hungrily up at the Drakkaren… 

and Zerrex grinned slowly as his eyes burned with dominance, the demon looming over the 

angelic godling as Raze‟s muscles flex and bulged against his tight hide of scale, his enormous 

shaft twitching against his member as he reached slowly for Zerrex‟s pants… 

And Zerrex let him grasp his waistband, let him undo his fly, grinning widely… and then 

Raze pushed down his pants, and his half-erect obsidian member sprung out at him, the black-

scaled Drakkaren looking surprised as Zerrex tilted his head back with a growl. Raze touched it 

hesitantly, and his breath quickened as he began to slowly stroke Zerrex‟s shaft, and it responded 

to his touch like electricity, growing rapidly to full size as the dominant lizard shuffled out of his 

pants and tossed them aside, leaning down and then pushing their huge, bulging members 

together, Zerrex‟s fully-erect shaft only a scant few inches shorter than Raze‟s. 

They ground together slowly as Raze looked up at him with inexperience and passion, 

panting quietly and hungrily… and Zerrex slowly slid his member forwards, growling light ly as 

he straddled Raze‟s chest and guided the head of his cock towards his muzzle, his body flexing 

as the black-and-gold lizard stared up into his eyes with a tremble as the other reptile‟s gigantic 

cock ground slowly along his muzzle, pushing into his face before Zerrex pulled slowly back, 

then thrust gently against the other side of the reptile‟s features as he murmured softly: “Oh 

yes… you love it, don‟t you?” 

“Yes…” Raze breathed, his eyes submissive as Zerrex drew slowly back again, before he 

opened his eyes and his eyes slid closed in ecstasy as the huge head of the Drakkaren‟s shaft 

pressed slowly into his jaws, his mouth opening wide… and as he watched his member vanish 

into Raze‟s jaws, as he felt his muzzle close slowly around his massive cock, Zerrex grinned and 

growled quietly in pleasure as he reached forwards with one hand to grasp Raze‟s skull. I don‟t 

think he was kidding about those self-sucking sessions… he knows his way around a big cock… 

“Lube it up, bitch…” Zerrex said softly, and Raze nodded as his long tongue snaked out, 

cradling and massaging the reptile‟s enormous length as it buried slowly forwards into the black-

scaled lizard‟s muzzle. The dominant Drakkaren growled quitly in pleasure as he felt the head of 

his shaft press into the back of Raze‟s throat, but the other lizard barely choked, only giving a 

quiet grunt and swallowing hard against his cock, the tight muscles of his throat squeezing firmly 

around his huge cock before Zerrex drew back bit-by-bit, inch-after-inch of his huge member 

sliding out until the head of his shaft came free of Raze‟s muzzle with a gentle pop, the lizard 

looking up at him hungrily before moaning quietly as Zerrex ground his shaft slowly up his 

muzzle as he ordered in a growl: “Lick my cock.” 



Raze nodded and went to work, dragging his thick tongue slowly along the large obsidian 

member, trailing it slowly along the girthy cock as Zerrex gripped the base of his own huge 

shaft, feeling Raze‟s own member throbbing against his tail. His other hand stayed tight on the 

male‟s skull, and he could feel the submissive lizard‟s hands tightly gripping his hips, before one 

of them slid down to slowly play with his testicles… and Zerrex asked teasingly: “You like 

those, huh? They‟re filled with a real male‟s seed… not the sort of stunted crap that comes out of 

yours…” 

“I can‟t wait to taste it… to feel it on me…” Raze said hungrily, before he licked slowly 

down the huge shaft and twisted his head to the side, quietly dragging his tongue along one 

testicle, and then the other as his hand fondled the enormous balls of the Drakkaren slowly, and 

Zerrex let out a growl of pleasure as he felt the male‟s mouth slowly suckling at one of his large 

navy-blue orbs, before Raze dragged his tongue back to his shaft, working his tongue over the 

reptile‟s fingers as he murred deeply. “You‟re so big… so powerful…” 

“Wait until you feel my power…” Zerrex growled playfully, and he slowly drew away, 

teasingly slapping the reptile‟s face with his huge, now-slick shaft, and he began to hit Raze 

harder with his stiff penis as Raze grunted but flushed deeply in pleasure, but Zerrex drew back 

further, and the godling stared as the demon slid slowly back between his legs, already panting a 

bit harder as Zerrex lowered his slick cockhead to the lizard‟s tailhole, probing against it 

delicately as he grinned at him hungrily: “Now, see… I can‟t waste all this good lube… and I 

know you must like it up the ass, especially since it gives you a chance to still suck your own 

cock…” 

Raze swallowed hungrily and nodded… and then he groaned in pleasure as Zerrex 

probed forwards with a growl, one of his hands tightly gripping Raze‟s hip. The lizard‟s rosebud 

was incredibly tight, though, and Zerrex wondered for a moment if this would be his first 

experience with anal sex, as he slowly ground the tip of his huge shaft forwards again between 

those taunt, strong buttocks… and then he moved both hands to his hips as he looked at Raze and 

growled quietly: “You‟ll never forget this… and from this day forwards, you‟ll never forget who 

your new Master is.” 

Zerrex jerked hard back on the reptile as he thrusted firmly forwards at the same time, 

and Raze arched his back with a moan of pleasure-pain as the thick head of the reptile‟s cock 

tore into his body, before he let out a masculine cry as Zerrex forced forwards again with his 

own snarl of ecstasy, amazed by the heat, the tightness, the feel of penetrating the godling‟s 

anus… and an animal need to take him as hard and fast as he could overcame his body. His 

muscles flexed as he leaned forwards, shoving Raze down like a rag doll as Raze clawed into the 

futon and shook his head from side to side in throes of agony and bliss, his huge shaft throbbing 

and slapping against his chest with every hard thrust of the Drakkaren as his legs sought to wrap 

tightly around his waist as inch after inch plowed into his body. 

Zerrex managed half of his shaft into the reptile‟s anus, then he drew back and thrusted 

forwards, blood running down around his claws as his massive cock tore forwards into Raze‟s 

body, and Raze released a scream as his eyes bulged and rolled back in his head. Blood was 

gushing out around the Drakkaren‟s shaft, coating it and lubricating his passage further, and 

Zerrex‟s huge muscles flexed before he reached up and grabbed Raze‟s shoulders, spreading his 

legs a bit as Raze clawed into his sides, and he shoved hard downwards as he thrusted forwards 

once, twice, thrice… 

And then he finally slammed forwards with a final arch of his back, and Raze felt as if 

he‟d been torn in half by the massive cock now buried all the way to the hilt inside his body, 



Zerrex‟s testicles smacking loudly against the base of his tail and splattering blood down his 

thighs before the reptile rested for a moment overtop him, Raze‟s own huge cock sandwiched 

between them and leaking a steady stream of pre before Zerrex grabbed the godling‟s muzzle 

and looked down into his eyes, and he grinned widely as his own glowed, saying hungrily: “Now 

the fun really starts, bitch… so get that cock in your mouth and start sucking!” 

Zerrex slid his hand around to the back of Raze‟s head as he forced his own hips 

forwards, bending Raze in a V-shape and causing Zerrex‟s huge penis to grind against the walls 

of his anus, the male letting out another cry of bliss that was quickly muffled as his own cock 

was shoved int his muzzle, and Zerrex began a violent, hard thrusting almost immediately, not 

waiting for Raze to get used to him at all as he kept one hand tight on the back of Raze‟s head 

and the other on his side, feeling the male clawing into his shoulders as he snarled like an animal 

in raw sexual bliss. 

Raze was choking against his own shaft as agony like he‟d never felt coursed through his 

whole body, starting at his destroyed tailhole and ending somewhere impossibly-deep inside his 

guts… but overshadowing that was the ecstasty he felt as he suckled hungrily back on his own 

member, not even needing to thrust as his hips bucked automatically with every piston of the 

Drakkaren in and out of his anus. Zerrex‟s cock jackhammered in and out of him, and it was all 

Raze could do to breathe around himself, but he worked his maw against his own thick, leaking 

meat as best he could, letting out muffled cries around the penis buried down his maw as his eyes 

stayed clenched shut in bliss.  

The feelings coursing through Zerrex‟s body were amazing, as he thrusted over and over 

down into the thickly-muscled male‟s body, watching hungrily as his own shaft rammed over 

and over again down into his throat. He could already feel the ecstasy building to unbearable 

amounts through his body, but Zerrex knew that no matter how fast he came, he would likely 

outlast Raze… but the inexperience of the male was part of what fed his passions, as his huge, 

girthy penis thrusted violently in and out, his testicles smashing over and over into Raze‟s tail as 

the male‟s own huge black balls bounced up and down between his legs, occasionally striking 

against Zerrex‟s abs. 

Raze tried to last longer, but he could no longer hold back… and he cried out around his 

gigantic shaft as his hips began to buck a bit faster, slightly out of sync with Zerrex‟s thrusts as 

his eyes widened, and he stared up at Zerrex as his massive shaft stiffened fully and almost 

immediately unloaded enough seed in the first volley to make him feel as if he was drowning, 

splattering back out of his muzzle and all over his own face and chest as shot after shot after 

successive shot fired into his own maw, and Zerrex gave a loud, hungry growl of pleasure as he 

watched, which only fuelled Raze‟s passions more. As he felt his orgasm ending, he slid his head 

backwards and pushed against the Drakkaren with his hips, and then he let out a loud cry of bliss 

as his huge cock slid out of his own muzzle and blasted its last few shots of seed down his 

muzzle and face, and Zerrex laughed and ground him forwards against his cock with a wide grin. 

“Lick at it, bitch!” He ordered, and Raze cried out something he meant to be a „yes, 

master!‟ before immediately putting his tongue to work against his own sensitive penis, even as 

his face was battered by the head of his huge cock from the position they were in and the 

Drakkaren‟s member continuing to ravage and plow his body. The black-scaled lizard loved 

every second of it, as the last of his own masculine juices flowed free of his cock, coughing even 

as he licked and feeling seed leaking from his muzzle, even his nostrils from how much had 

flooded his mouth and how hard it was to swallow while throating his own member, but the pain 

and every single other feeling was only flooding him with greater and greater pleasure. 



Zerrex growled hungrily, watching as Raze did as best he could, watching as the reptile 

was pummeled by his own cock… and he felt his pleasure growing higher, felt his entire body 

reacting to what had happened as he began to thrust even faster and harder, drawing more than a 

foot of his huge shaft out before slamming it back home and causing Raze to cry out with every 

thrust, blood coating the thighs of both lizards and Zerrex causing a thick squelch with 

movement of his enormous penis, his testicles slapping loudly against Raze‟s body and adding to 

the sound of their sex as the Drakkaren drew it out as best he could, leaning further and further 

over Raze‟s body as he pounded him harder and harder with his penis. 

Finally, he stiffened up inside the godling, the pleasure growing to be too intense, too 

much… and then he arched his back and roared, making jerky but incredibly-powerful thrusts 

that caused Raze to arch his back and scream, his claws ripping long lines down Zerrex‟s back as 

he clung to him, pulling up as high as he could against the Drakkaren, his legs squeezing tightly 

around his waist before the reptile‟s first volley blasted into Raze‟s body, and the godling‟s eyes 

bulged at the feeling. With every hard, fast thrust, the demon launched another powerful volley 

of seed that caused Raze to howl in greater and greater pleasure, every nerve in his body pulsing 

with the pleasure-pain it caused him. It seemed to last forever, and Raze wanted it to never end 

before Zerrex finally began to slow, panting hard and slowly drawing back, and the godling 

slowly slumped on his back, his penis throbbing against his chest as he trembled in shocked 

bliss. Then he paused, staring as Zerrex pulled slowly out and letting out a groan, feeling 

suddenly… empty, a stream of blood and seed leaving his stretched, torn anus before he stared as 

Zerrex slowly stood and held out his cock, stained with blood and seed, more of the same 

splattered over his legs, testicles, and even his chest… and he beckoned with one finger as his 

eyes looked dominatingly down into Raze‟s, saying softy: “Come here, slut.” 

Raze shakily got to his knees and slid over… and Zerrex lowered the head of his shaft to 

the Drakkaren‟s lips, and Raze let out a soft moan as pushed against his muzzle, before taking it 

slowly into his mouth and gladly sucking back, tasting the powerful seed of the other male mixed 

with his own blood and insides. He closed his eyes in bliss as Zerrex slowly pushed forwards, 

and then they bulged open as the demon gripped the back of his head with both hands and 

groaned hungrily, feeling more, and more, and more sliding down his throat, choking a bit and 

feeling his neck bulging and stretching as Zerrex forced forwards with a hungry growl, his body 

trembling violently until he let out a sharp moan as his nose pressed into the dominant lizard‟s 

waist and his testicles against his chin, and he swallowed several times, suckling back as best he 

could before the Drakkaren slowly pulled backwards. 

He coughed and retched once as the huge shaft came free of his throat, and then his 

tongue slowly slid out, cradling the head of the Drakkaren‟s shaft on it as long as possible as he 

pulled free, leaving only a few last streamers of saliva and watery seed clinging from cockhead 

to Raze‟s mouth. Zerrex growled quietly at the godling‟s blissful expression, and then he licked 

his own muzzle slowly as he stroked his still-hard shaft once gently, asking curiously: “Was that 

your first time with anal sex?” 

“It was my first time with a male.” Raze said after a moment, and he blushed deeply as 

Zerrex looked surprised, muttering: “A male other than myself… I… I thought about it, but I 

never… did anything…”  

“You did exceptionally well in that case… but I get the feeling that unlike a certain little 

slut I know, you‟d like to experience the top once in a while too.” Zerrex said softly, and he 

smiled slightly as Raze licked his muzzle slowly at the thought. “And you just might get that 

chance sometime soon…” 



The two grinned at each other, and then a portal appeared and Sin stepped through, 

looking dismayed… before she stared at the sight of the two, both of the lizards blushing deeply 

before she turned away and covered her eyes as the portal closed, saying awkwardly: “Lord 

Zerrex, I… I didn‟t realize you had company, I… excuse me, I‟ll come back in a few minutes!” 

Sin created another portal and ran through it, and the two looked at each other 

embarrassedly for a moment before Zerrex muttered: “But not right now, because I don‟t want to 

scar Sin anymore than I already have. Uh… crap, give me a moment to clear my head so I can do 

some repair and cleansing spells and deal with my penis.” 

Five minutes later, Sin reappeared to a far more gentle scene of Raze and Zerrex 

exchanging a slow kiss, and she rolled her eyes, crossing her arms but looking relieved at the 

same time as it broke, and Zerrex grinned stupidly and looked lame, rubbing the back of his head 

slowly. “Sorry, but like… he‟s like, you know… one of those things you just can‟t put down or 

keep your hands off of, much as you know you really, really should.”  

“Sir Raze, it‟s a pleasure to meet you.” Sin bowed politely to him, ignoring Zerrex as 

Raze looked embarrassed but defiant at the same time, sitting close to the Drakkaren. “My name 

is Sin, and I‟m one of the handmaidens of the Princess… I extend you greetings on her behalf, 

since I‟m sure Lord Zerrex didn‟t bother getting the proper permissions to permit an Angel to 

explore Hell, as he often seems very bad with properly following rules.” 

“I will smite thee.” Zerrex said threateningly, but Sin ignored this and instead gave him a 

serious look, causing the reptile to frown. “Oh wonderful. Now what‟s the problem? Don‟t tell 

me there‟s been another attack or a movement from the Wrath troops?” 

“No… but your house in the Southern Provinces is being placed up for auction.” Sin said 

meekly, causing Zerrex to blanch and stare, and she flushed deeply before half-bowing and 

adding despondently: “And soon your home in the Lust Circle will be, too. The Princess is 

passing a measure permitting prisoners to only own one home or residence.” 

“Brilliant.” Zerrex muttered, and he sighed, leaning against Raze, who rubbed a hand 

down his back quietly and glanced over at him with concern that the godling tried hard to hide. 

Sin noted it, though, and smiled faintly, wondering whether it was the natural kinship between 

them or Zerrex‟s harassment that had broken through the cold shell of the divine being. “So is 

she doing this just to piss me off, or is there some logic behind this move? Because, you know, I 

don‟t see a whole lot of prisoners who even manage to get homes like I have here. Most of them 

end up becoming soldier demons or give up and die, especially in this Circle… and the rest of 

them enlist in the military and turn faster into a soldier demon or get killed during training.” 

Sin nodded, walking over to sit on the couch as she said softly: “All good points, and all 

points I brought up. It‟s also obvious you don‟t want to live forever in the Wrath Circle, and you 

have enough money to pay the taxes on all three houses, especially now that you‟re a capable 

trainer as well. But the Princess is angry about something you did, likely because you didn‟t kill 

Sir Raze here during your sparring match.” 

Raze frowned at this, tilting his head and asking coldly: “What do I have to do with 

anything? The Princess has been patching together a net of power and obviously doesn‟t like it 

when her minions stand up to her. She‟s probably only doing this because Zerrex stood up to her 

when she ordered him to fight me.” 

Zerrex nudged him gently, and Raze mumbled an embarrassed apology for his tone, but 

Sin shook her head and glanced down, saying quietly: “No, Sir Raze. You‟re the son of an 

Archangel, and a godling… if you were slain in Hell, you would become trapped here. I… I… as 



much as I don‟t like to say it… the Princess would… she probably saw it as an opportunity to 

gain a… what she may have seen as a valuable bargaining chip… and… a new weapon.” 

Sin looked down, turning dark red and looking ashamed of herself… and Raze clenched a 

hand into a fist, glaring at the floor as Zerrex looked from one to the other with concern, before 

he paused and looked slowly over to Zerrex, asking him quietly: “Does that mean… you‟re the 

other weapon she has?” 

The Drakkaren nodded and glanced away, letting out a quiet sigh. “Unfortunately, yes. I 

don‟t know what she plans to do with me, but I‟m…” He paused and glanced at Sin, but she only 

shrugged quietly, and he glanced over at Raze for a moment. He felt like he could trust him, as 

the godling looked at him with a frown… but I‟ve been wrong before. But… all the same… “I‟m 

an Incarnation of Wrath and Lust, a monster even in Hell.” 

Raze stared at him and leaned away… then he halted and looked down for a moment 

before sliding quietly back and resting his head against the Drakkaren‟s shoulder, closing his 

eyes and murmuring: “No wonder I felt I could submit myself to you…” 

Zerrex snorted quietly, and they rested quietly together before the demon glanced over at 

Sin, who was looking at them with sorrow in her eyes. “There‟s more, isn‟t there?” 

“Any angelic being we find in Hell is now to be destroyed on sight… the Princess is 

claiming that Heaven has made an attack on Prince Memnon‟s province… and Queen Lilith is 

also to be captured if possible, and killed if not, should we see her.” Sin said quietly, and Raze 

snarled as Zerrex shook his head silently in horror and disbelief. “She‟s been accused of taking 

the throne by force by plotting the murder of her own father… and they‟re searching high and 

low for her and for the bracelet you have hidden under your bed, Lord Zerrex. Things have gone 

from moving slow to very fast… and Sir Raze, you are in grave danger if you stay here any 

longer. The jailors may begin conducting random searches of homes, and I know the Royal 

Guards will stop in here under orders from the Princess to „ensure your safety,‟ Lord Zerrex…” 

The Drakkaren nodded, then he quietly took one of Raze‟s hands and squeezed it firmly, 

Raze immediately going from furious to giving the Drakkaren his full attention. “You need to 

leave and tell Francis this… I trust him, but I don‟t know if I trust anyone else there just yet, 

with… all due respect to you angels.” 

“It‟s alright. I noticed the Guards tailing us throughout Heaven too.” Raze said dryly, and 

Zerrex smiled slightly before Raze reached out, his sword floating across the room. He caught it, 

then paused and glanced at his breastplate, before looking back at Zerrex and saying quietly: 

“Keep that as a memento, if you want. I don‟t like body armor… it just gets in my way during a 

fight and slows me down. It‟s enchanted with some sort of protective magic… and whether you 

wear it or not, I‟m sure you‟ll find some good use for it.” 

“Raze…” Zerrex said softly, but Raze grunted and shrugged, before raising a hand and 

closing his eyes… and the Drakkaren felt the room shudder before a vortex of whites and greys 

slowly formed beside him… and Zerrex gently grasped his shoulder, looking into his animal 

eyes as he asked softly: “Is there anything I can do for you, though, before you leave?” 

Raze hesitated, then nodded and murmured: “One last kiss.” With that said, he leaned 

forwards… and Zerrex leaned into it, the two kissing for a slow, delicious moment, Zerrex still 

faintly tasting the seed of both their bodies before the male drew away and smiled a bit, saying 

quietly: “Thank you, Zerrex, for everything. I feel good around you, and I haven‟t felt good in 

more than a million years… and it may be cruel… but I think it‟s because we‟re both fucked-up, 

and I like that.” 



“It sounds fine to me.” Zerrex responded with a slight smile, and he rose a hand to the 

godling as he smiled awkwardly back before striding into the portal with a deep flush, and the 

reptile shook his head slowly as the vortex slowly swirled closed with a faint hum, glancing over 

to Sin and asking quietly: “Is it bad that I‟m always attracted to the things I can never be with?” 

Sin gazed at him softly, then patted the couch beside her gently, and Zerrex came over 

and sat down with a sigh, turning a bit as Sin began to slowly massage along his back and 

looking utterly miserable. “You know, I was thinking about storming into the Throne Room and 

punching the Princess in the face, but that wouldn‟t work, would it?” 

Surprisingly, the female laughed faintly, and Zerrex looked at her curiously over his 

shoulder; it had been a long, long time since he‟d heard Sin laugh. “That‟s admittedly a 

wonderful image, Lord Zerrex… but… no, no it wouldn‟t. Even apart from the Divine Protection 

she has as a High Monarch, she… that seal around you was made by the Scribes, and so she‟d 

have total control over how tight that seal goes and what it closes off…” 

“So she has the power to either break it or make it even more powerful… wonderful…” 

Zerrex muttered, before he gritted his teeth and hammered his knee in frustration. “Then what 

the hell am I supposed to do if I ever want to get free of her? Her power seems unfair… it‟s 

nothing like Az‟Iriel when I fought him outside of Hell, even though he‟s supposed to be the 

strongest of all the High Monarchs, I thought…” 

“He is… he‟s supposed to be, anyway, like you said…” Sin murmured, looking down 

and shaking her head quietly. “I… Lord Zerrex, I honestly don‟t understand it either. The 

Princess has always been a very powerful sorceress, but… but she now seems to have all of Hell 

under her control. I… I don‟t… I don‟t feel comfortable saying this, but the fight in the Northern 

Province seems almost… almost fake… almost like a waste of soldiers and lives while Prince 

Az‟Iriel conquers the mortal realm…” 

Zerrex looked up at this, the color draining from his face as Sin‟s hands rested on his 

shoulders, and then he whispered: “Could it be? A plot millions of years in the making… two 

High Monarchs, one to rule the physical world, and one with complete dominion over Hell?” 

Zerrex dropped his head into his hands, cursing angrily under his breath as Sin shook him 

quietly. “It‟s so… Gods, with the way information is suppressed and the rumors flying around, 

and the way the Princess has been ten steps ahead of me this entire time… I don‟t know what to 

do or what to think anymore. I‟m paranoid enough to begin with, Sin…” 

“Hell‟s hell.” she murmured quietly, blushing a bit… and Zerrex nodded silently as they 

rested together quietly, before Sin added embarrassedly: “I… I‟m sorry I walked in, by the 

way… but you know, I never realized you were… I mean, just… you‟re… it was…” 

She turned beet red as Zerrex looked over his shoulder at her, and then he smiled slightly 

and reached back to pat her leg gently, saying quietly: “You‟re very pretty, Sin. And you know, 

if I could put it in you without having my penis eaten off, I would.” 

He winced a moment later at what he‟d just blurted out, but Sin only turned brighter red 

and half-turned away almost shyly. They sat together in mixed embarrassment for a while, and 

then Sin quietly kissed his cheek and mumbled: “I… I… I miss sex.” 

“Sin, if I were in your position, I‟d have died from my testicles exploding long ago.” 

Zerrex responded calmly, and Sin smiled a bit as he reached up and stroked her face gently, 

looking meek but also happy as he added softly: “You‟re a strong person to be able to put up 

with so much, honestly. But… what… what do you miss most?” 

“Feeling it inside me… being naked… kissing…” Sin nodded slowly and leaned 

forwards, and Zerrex hugged her against his body, slowly massaging one hand gently along her 



back and feeling her hot face pressing against his chest. “There‟s so much that I miss… I miss 

big males, I miss small males, I miss thick males, and I even miss thin males… I miss both the 

experienced and the inexperienced ones who… play with your boobs until they hurt and… and 

treat sex like they hear the… buff big males talking about it, like… it‟s a game or some erotic 

story or… a porn, as you always say…” 

“Porno, when you‟re talking about that.” Zerrex corrected gently, and she nodded a bit 

against his chest as he held her close, gazing down at her softly and feeling embarrassed. 

Although he was used to talking about sex – living with Cherry had gotten him used to talking 

about it like it was the weather, and living with Marina had gotten him used to talking about it 

like it was the weather in explicit detail… and even Selena didn‟t talk about it as much as those 

two did, over all his years with her – this was the first time he‟d ever really spoken about it to 

Sin. It had been a taboo subject, likely because of what Mephistopheles had done to her… but 

even those boundaries we‟re crossing now… she… she reminds me so much of my mother… the 

Celestial I knew when I was just a little kid wanting to be Leapin‟ Lizard when I grew up…  

The two sat in quiet for a few moments, and then Sin quietly kissed his shoulder and 

asked meekly: “Lord Zerrex… what… what was your favorite thing about sex? I mean… I… 

you know… what… what‟s your favorite thing to do, sexually, I mean? I… if I can ask, of 

course.” She blushed slightly, looking down with embarrassment as she tried to phrase the right 

words, and Zerrex smiled faintly as he squeezed her tight against his muscular chest, taking a 

few moments to think as Sin slid a hand slowly along his chest. 

“It‟s weird but… I‟ve always been fond of group things.” Zerrex said finally, nodding 

thoughtfully, and the female looked up at him curiously as he shrugged a bit, looking down in 

return with a faint smile. “I dunno why… maybe there‟s just something comforting about 

numbers, and sharing such a level of physical affection with more than one person. Then again, 

I‟m also as much a whore as any other Lust demon, so that might have something to do with it.” 

“Like that‟s a bad thing.” Sin said softly, and she offered a small smile up to him as 

Zerrex laughed quietly and shrugged a bit. “But I would‟ve thought the first thing you would 

have said would‟ve been something about rape or violence, with how often you visited those 

meal clubs and wandered the circle.” 

Zerrex looked amused at this, poking her side gently. “And here you are, judging me. But 

no… even then it was more for the fact there were a bunch of other fellow freaks there… you 

know, I felt… accepted, like there was some true companionship going on, and it felt… really 

good.” He paused, adding thoughtfully: “Sure, I like to be dominant… and even in a group of 

males or females, I like to have attention and maybe even control… but I don‟t always need it. I 

am perfectly capable of being gentle every now and then.” 

“I know you are, Lord Zerrex… I meant…” Sin looked up at him with embarrassment, 

and then she lowered her voice, mumbling: “I meant… you know. That‟s… whatever makes 

you, you should do… you… I mean, unbroken, untamed males are… are in demand in the Lust 

Circle, so…” 

Zerrex looked at her oddly, wondering if she was edging at the fact she may be attracted 

to power, and that lead to a different question: did he force you, or did you let him force you, 

Sin? Or are you really as gentle as you seem, and has time just warped you? 

She was still blushing deeply… but before he could ask anything, a portal opened and 

Selena staggered through, and Zerrex stared in horror at the fact her clothes were charred and 

burnt, smoke rising off her as she looked haggardly around before saying stupidly: “So I think I 

might‟ve just gotten myself fired.” 



“What the hell did you do?” Zerrex asked incredulously, and Sin slid off the couch to 

quickly guide Selena off to the armchair and begin to heal her, even as the demoness squirmed. 

“And stay still and let Sin heal you.” 

“I mixed up a cauterization spell with another c-word fire spell and burnt out part of the 

medical building and incinerated some patients.” Selena mumbled, and Zerrex groaned and 

dropped his head in his hands. “Mother Superior told me to get the hell out and I‟m probably 

going to be removed from the Wrath Sisterhood, which is pretty fucking ironic if you think about 

it for a minute or two.” 

The Drakkaren didn‟t bother saying anything, only looking at her sourly as Sin let out a 

sigh, and the Selena clapped her hands together and asked stupidly: “So what did I miss?” 

 

Nearly three-thousand years later, not a lot had changed: despite the increasing tensions 

between Heaven and Hell, Zerrex was able to work with Raze and several other Angels to keep 

things to a minimum disturbance. Although normally as easy to detect in Hell as a demon was in 

Heaven, most of them wore long cloaks and cowls that created a shade of twisting shadows 

around the wearer, completely hiding their identity from view and suppressing their presence, 

making them all-but-undetectable. Selena made up her portion of the rent by portaling the 

Angels around Hell, and in return she was paid a sizeable sum every month by Francis for her 

continued support and work with the  forces of Heaven, despite how obviously uncomfortable 

the whole situation made her. 

Since Zerrex had also lost both homes – and the rising taxes on this house meant he 

couldn‟t afford to buy a bowl of stew every now and then, much less a new sword he‟d been 

eyeing for the last decade or so – Sin had done him the favor of bringing half his things to the 

Marquee Sur Noir and hiding them in what she called „the Safehouse,‟ and the other half she 

brought to Zerrex‟s Wrath homestead, which had since been expanded to include a private 

bedroom for Selena. Of course, Selena being Selena, she had been offended by this sentiment 

and it had been instead converted into a workout room, where she and Zerrex spent far too much 

time to be healthy even for a demon. 

Lunata was still getting him to mark papers for her, and Faulk was still mercilessly 

torturing him… but Zerrex had found that most of the raw physical torment didn‟t affect him as 

much anymore. After more than fifteen thousand years of torture, even pain was beginning to 

grow boring… and the reptile thought it also had something to do with the changes his own body 

was still undergoing. Thankfully, he didn‟t have to test his fortitude against the more-dangerous 

Bloody King, who had once more been deployed to the Northern Provinces, as Az‟Iriel was 

beginning a long, hard push backwards against the Princess‟s forces. 

Last of all, Ose had lightened up on the mind control and intensified the psychological 

tortures, which bothered Zerrex… but what bothered him more is that the otter was still acting as 

his trainer, despite how obvious it was all he did every week or two was drag Zerrex out 

someplace awkward and torment him further. It had almost come to blows again, but the 

Drakkaren had managed to restrain himself at the last moment, to the obvious disappointment of 

the otter… likely because they‟d been sitting in a bar full of Inquisitors. 

Feldspar had also been redeployed, meaning Zerrex hadn‟t had to put up with her for 

several thousand years except for a short visit or two, and Selena and Zerrex had gotten back to 

doing real training, often in Ixin‟s field while he leered at Selena and shouted commands at 

Zerrex, and begged both of them to free him… and although the demoness seemed to be 



warming up to him slightly, she still seemed very hesitant to actually aid the imprisoned mortal 

mage. 

Now, he was sitting in his usual armchair, absently polishing up the Smiting Rod he‟d 

taken from Prince Raithe too many years ago now and thinking quietly about Lily. He hadn‟t 

seen her in far too many years, and he was growing more and more concerned that the Princess 

had caught up to her somewhere and had begun some rigorous torture protocol before he glanced 

up at the sound of a knock on the door, and he approached with a grimace. This better not be 

another random search… 

He opened the door, then stared as Mist and Shine smiled at him warmly, both of them 

bowing their heads respectfully. “Lord Zerrex, it‟s a pleasure to see you… may I come in?” 

Zerrex opened his muzzle, before he paused and stepped backwards, frowning quietly at 

the two as they stood, Mist frowning and Shine looking away nervously… and a moment later, 

the reptile asked softly: “Who are you? The twins can enter my house at will… and I don‟t think 

I‟ve ever heard either of them refer only to themselves when they talked.” 

The pair glanced at each other, before both turned and ran, and Zerrex glowered at them 

both as he slammed the door irritably. He shook his head slowly before returning to polishing the 

weapon at his armchair, feeling miserable. These cloak-and-dagger tactics are going to kill me… 

either Ose or the Royal Guards, and I‟m just… too tired to care… 

He sat back down in the chair with a grunt, before picking up the large weapon and going 

back to work manually polishing it. Once a shapeshifter had gotten into his house and caused a 

terrible ruckus before Selena had come home, and she‟d kicked the crap out of the Dius that had 

been pretending to be her… and while it had admittedly been somewhat of a turn-on, it had also 

been horrifying. He‟d felt something was off, but hadn‟t gone with his instincts… and he‟d 

almost compromised the entire angel operation, the one thing that stopped Heaven from making 

a real attack on Hell with everything the Princess was doing to stir up chaos. 

Zerrex shook his head slowly, before a portal appeared and Sin walked through, glancing 

back and forth before offering him a bit of a smile, and Zerrex smiled back, feeling relieved. 

“There you are! Shapeshifters keep knocking on the door, the unpleasant kind. I still don‟t know 

how to tell them apart or anything, so…” 

“It‟s alright, Lord Zerrex. It takes practice.” Sin said softly, and she sat down on the 

couch with a grimace, looking over at him softly. “I… I heard a rumor today, though, going 

between the handmaidens about Queen Lilith… she‟s apparently found a way around the powers 

of the Scholars, whom the Princess ordered to help her… but they think they‟re getting close to 

finding her in the Lust Circle. I was wondering if I could ask Selena, Mist and Shine to… to go 

and find her, and maybe Sir Raze could go with them if he‟s still here in Hell somewhere, since 

I‟m sure he‟d be a great asset…” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, then he stood up and put the Smiting Rod aside, before pausing 

and concentrating instead, reducing it to the size of a pen. He slid it into a pocket of the tough 

Wyrmhide pants he was wearing, and then he said thoughtfully: “See if you can convince 

Bondage to help out, too… he‟s a jailor there, and Rose has always been a supporter of Lily, too. 

At the worst, she can run interference… but you‟ll have to tell them to move fast, because the 

Masters… if they get a hold of her…” 

Sin nodded, creating a portal and bowing to him respectfully as she stood up, before 

pausing as Zerrex held up a hand. “Thank you, Sin. For everything.” 

“It‟s my pleasure, Lord Zerrex… take care of yourself at work.” Sin replied with a quiet 

smile, stepping through the portal. The reptile watched as it vanished, direly wanting to help but 



knowing he‟d be tracked if he left the Circle… and so he sighed and instead created his own, 

stepping through it and walking out into the stable. 

Kent glanced up at him from where he was bandaging a wounded domestic hydra, and 

the creature hissed at him quietly with all four heads… but Zerrex approached it fearlessly and 

rubbed a hand slowly down the central head, and the other three curled downwards as it nuzzled 

towards him, relaxing immediately. “It‟s good to see you there, Zerrex… if you want to get 

started, I‟ve already got two prisoners filling up the food and a guard making sure they don‟t get 

their heads bitten off, but there‟s a few other fellows like these outside I think you can handle on 

your own.” 

Zerrex nodded with a slight smile, glancing over the hydra and asking curiously: “Three 

or four tails tall? And for military use or businesses?” 

“Military, and most of them are five, actually… real big bastards.” Fifteen feet tall at the 

shoulder… “I think you better be careful, though, one of them has six heads and I can‟t tell 

which one‟s the controller… sure took a bite out of this fellow here, though.” 

The Drakkaren nodded, then he rose a hand to Kent before making his way quickly 

outside, rubbing his hands together absently as he drew his hands slowly over the tamed-but-

untrained hydras in the field next to the base. For six hours he was undisturbed other then once, 

when Kent led the wounded hydra back outside, and the reptile quickly pulled it into line with 

the others. Thankfully, he had a trick or two when the huge beasts began to get too out of line, 

and a quick glance over the crowd and a use of Dominate worked wonders on the animals, 

getting them to fall immediately in line and do whatever he ordered. 

Just like the beasts of the mortal plane, they responded well to treats – in this case, 

chunks of unidentifiable meat – and physical contact, and Zerrex had long ceased to have any 

worries about the creatures of this world. Whenever Kent was busy or away, Zerrex was the 

stablemaster now, ordering around the other prisoners and correcting their mistakes as he worked 

with the animals or did other chores around the enormous stables, and the reptile was more than 

capable of training any of the beasts that made their way through the stables, from Draybeasts to 

the massive Infernal Dragons that he‟d only seen a few of, forty foot tall behemoths used as 

„tanks‟ by the military. 

He was always cheerful at work, and it gave him time to think to himself as he quietly 

hummed a tune, feeding the hydras out of his hand even though Kent had warned him again and 

again that one day he was going to get a nasty bite doing that, before he paused and glanced over 

his shoulder as he heard a laugh and a darkly-amused voice shouted: “Now make it run through a 

hoop!” 

“Ose, get lost.” Zerrex said sourly, before the otter jumped down and slid his hands in the 

pockets of his robes, his eyes burning as he looked over the Drakkaren with disgust. A monarch 

of Hell at heart, Ose thought physical labor was undignified by high-status demons… although 

torturing people seems to suit him just fine. If the son of a bitch wasn‟t a Baron and an 

Inquisitor… “I‟m busy working. Shouldn‟t you be torturing someone right now, anyway?”  

“They died. Oops, my bad.” Ose said mildly, and by the smile and the shrug, Zerrex 

knew he wasn‟t kidding, the reptile snarling as he clenched his hands into fists and turned slowly 

around. Immediately, Ose rose a hand and pointed, saying condescendingly: “You shouldn‟t ever 

turn your back on a wild animal, Lord Zerrex. It‟ll bite.” 

“They‟ve already learned not to bite their handlers.” Zerrex responded acidly, crossing 

his arms and glowering at the otter. “And don‟t try spooking them, either, or I‟ll send the big 

fellow there right at you.” 



Ose looked disdainfully at the fifteen foot tall hydra, watching as it lumbered around and 

nudged one of the others roughly, hissing balefully and making the smaller hydra run away. “It 

doesn‟t look so bad… but hey, words are just words, right, Lord Zerrex? They don‟t hurt 

anyone…” He smiled darkly, raising a hand and snapping a fingers to create an echoing bang, 

the hydras all howling as their heads writhed and twisted like snakes. “Actions do.” 

Zerrex turned around and shouted: “Down!” firmly, raising his hands to the one directly 

behind himself, and it calmed almost immediately, but several of the others had charged off… 

and the enormous hydra was charging straight at him, hissing and screaming. Zerrex faced it 

fearlessly, however, and his eyes glowed green as he pointed at Ose and shouted: “Ha! Ra! 

Strike!” 

“What kind of nonsensical words are…” Ose started, and then he stared as the giant 

hydra veered off course and shot towards him instead, before he snarled furiously, his fur turning 

dead black as his eyes glowed red, and he held out a hand, snarling: “Fuck off and die!” 

A white sphere formed in his hand before it exploded outwards towards the hydra in a 

blast of raw force, and the Hydra‟s chest simply erupted in a matching explosion in the opposite 

direction, pieces of bone and one of its forelegs flying through the air as it whined loudly and 

collapsed to the side, blood leaking out of the controlling head‟s mouth before it slumped to the 

ground, a huge pool of blood spreading over the parched earth as the other hydras howled 

mournfully at the death of one of their own. Zerrex snarled furiously as he turned towards Ose, 

the otter‟s long, C shaped horns pushing out of his skull and twisting around either side of his 

head before a second, smaller pair of triangular horns pushed out above his eyes, the otter hissing 

softly: “Stupid lizards… I hate you all. Just wait until Prince Az‟Iriel rules Hell and the Physical 

Plane, then all mortals and their scum pets will suffer and die…” 

“Looks like you slipped up… yet somehow I‟m not surprised.” Zerrex said coldly, and 

the Drakkaren leaned forwards into a ready position before he smiled darkly as Ose held his 

hands out and two long, serrated swords of darkness formed, the handles wrapped in hide and the 

blades ending in long, curved hooks. “Don‟t do this, Ose. Go quietly.” 

“I‟ve played with you long enough, watched you in combat… and now I know every 

single one of your abilities, you‟re just like any other lesser demon…” Ose hissed… and then he 

grunted as his body increased in size suddenly, his eyes glowing red as his body became twisted 

and ugly, his biceps enormous but his forearms and hands little more than thin sticks. His legs 

were similar, with thick, muscular upper legs but the lower portions of the limbs narrow and 

weak-looking, ending in small hooves instead of paws. His tail stayed sinewy, thick and 

muscular, however, and his chest was thick and strong… but his waist was narrow and small, 

and his features were gaunt. Small fins had pushed themselves out of his body here and there as 

well, ending in hooked spikes… and Ose ground his serrated blades together, the swords glowing 

for a moment as they expanded to match his almost thirty-foot tall body. “How can you hope to 

win against a greater demon like myself? Surrender, and perhaps Prince Az‟Iriel will forgive 

your impertinence…” 

Zerrex looked up at the demon, glancing over it before he simply laughed quietly, pulling 

out the pen-sized Smiting Rod from his pocket, before he pushed energy into it… and it glowed 

before expanding rapidly, the Drakkaren gripping the three-foot handle in both hands as the ten-

foot mace-blade shone proudly, glistening in the light as he said quietly: “I don‟t even need to 

take on my demonic form to teach you a lesson, Ose… I‟ve been waiting a long time for this 

day, believe me…” 



“Arrogant scum, then die!” Ose roared, and his eyes gleamed as Zerrex felt his body 

stiffening up… and immediately he snarled and glared back, his own eyes glowing bright green 

as he fought back with his own powers. A moment later, Ose staggered backwards towards the 

fence, looking horrified and shaking his head quickly. “Not possible!” 

The Drakkaren didn‟t bother responding, instead charging forwards and swinging the 

massive mace-blade outwards into Ose‟s leg… and the demon screamed in agony as he flailed 

his arms before toppling forwards. Zerrex winced, covering his head… but Ose vanished in thin 

air and the reptile‟s eyes flicked over his shoulder as the demon fell to a crouch some ten feet 

away, hissing: “You‟re only an Ascendant Mortal… I am a true demon of Hell… in my blood 

flows the same blood of the first demons of Hell!” 

“You‟re delusional, Ose.” Zerrex said softly, turning around as Ose stood slowly back up, 

and he watched as the demon‟s leg quickly repaired itself. The demon charged forwards before 

Zerrex could speak again, swinging both blades down, and the Drakkaren deflected one with the 

massive mace-sword before ducking under the other and swinging the huge weapon out at leg-

level again, his strength and speed giving him an advantage over Ose‟s height. 

The demon blocked the huge sword with a hoof, emitting a hiss of pain as he swung both 

blades down towards the Drakkaren‟s head. Zerrex immediately fell to a kneel, then he whistled 

loudly as Ose cursed and brought both swords back to attempt a finishing strike, but before he 

could lash out, the other hydras in the yard charged into him as Zerrex jerked his huge mace-

sword backwards at the same time. 

The demon vanished from sight again before reappering twenty feet away with his 

swords in the ground, and he rose both hands as he snarled an incantation before a cage of earth 

formed around Zerrex, barring him in place. The Drakkaren cursed, his sword lodged between 

two pillars of rock, and then he concentrated and stomped the ground once, muttering a 

counterspell that caused the rocks to crumble to dust around him. 

He looked up a moment too late, and one of Ose‟s swords smashed into his chest, sending 

him flying backwards as the Smiting Rod flew out of his hand, the Drakkaren hitting the fence 

and falling flat to the earth before he shook his head quickly with a mutter, standing up quickly 

and brushing at the deep gash on his chest as Ose cackled loudly. Zerrex narrowed his eyes as he 

walked calmly forwards, picking up his fallen weapon… and a moment later, a protective barrier 

formed around Ose as he grinned widely despite the soldiers now flooding onto the field. “I just 

have to kill you at a distance then, Lord Zerrex!” 

“Yeah, except you have a problem on your hands.” Zerrex nodded to the soldiers 

charging towards the demon, and Ose glanced over his shoulder with a muttered curse. The 

Drakkaren grinned slightly… and then his eyes widened in horror as several of the soldier 

demons fell, grasping their heads and screaming in agony as terrible wounds ripped over their 

bodies, and the others turned and fled, yelling for the mage squad. 

“Not anymore.” Ose said softly, and he clasped his hands together tightly, muttering a 

quick incantation. A moment later, a massive portal formed under the field, and Zerrex steadied 

himself as he fell through it with the huge demon and several dead bodies. 

His eyes widened as they landed on a war-torn battlefield, and Ose grinned widely, 

stretching out his hands as his swords reappeared from thin air in twin lines of darkness. This 

place was like the Hell people imagined when the topic was brought up: pools of magma, 

cracked, barren earth, and enormous rocks with dead soldier demons chained all over them… 

and Zerrex snarled furiously as Ose hissed: “You can‟t flee now, Lord Zerrex… welcome to the 



Northern Provinces. All I have to do is hold you here until Lieutenant Ezekial orders the next 

charge, and our soldiers will swarm over you like ants… there is no escape!” 

“Why? Why, Ose?” Zerrex asked in a snarl, unable to help himself as he felt something 

waking up inside of his body… and slowly, his horns pushed out of his skull, both bull and ram‟s 

horns pushing forwards as his body increased slightly in size, and when Ose only laughed, he 

roared: “Have I just been a toy all this time?” 

“The old gods will never give up their position…” Ose said softly, before he grinned 

widely and taunted: “What‟s wrong, Lord Zerrex? Are you too scared to become a demon? Are 

you too afraid to show me what you really look like? Embrace yourself, show me what a 

worthless Daius you are!” 

“I am no Daius.” Zerrex said furiously… and a moment later he flexed as his body 

underwent the transformation, snarling as his rage boiled over and that dark and evil thing inside 

himself fed off it, making itself stronger as his muscles bulged and his body increased in size, his 

eyes turning a terrible, glowing emerald as Ose staggered backwards in horror, dropping one of 

his swords at the waves of pure wrath floating off the Drakkaren as his clothes tore and fell away 

in shreds. And less than ten seconds later, the reptile stood in full demon form, thirty-feet six tall 

and covered in enormous muzzle, his bull-horns pointing forwards instead of up and his eyes 

glowing with wrath, his form sexless but masculine and his wings tearing out his back as he 

whispered in a dangerous, venomous voice: “What‟s wrong, Ose? Where‟s your confidence? 

Aren‟t you going to kill me?” 

Ose snarled, twitching and swallowing… before he charged stupidly forwards, and 

Zerrex laughed before his eyes flashed, and Ose fell to the ground as a wave of weakness shot 

through his body. A sliver of drool fell from his muzzle, and then he vomited black bile as 

Zerrex slowly strode forwards as the Smiting Rod expanded to match his massive size. He 

smiled down at Ose as the otter looked up at him with horror, clutching his stomach with one 

hand… and then Zerrex simply flicked the demon with his enormous weapon and he was 

knocked through the air like a toy, crashing and skidding along on his back as he dropped his 

other sword. 

A moment later, however, the demon scrambled to his feet and held out both hands, a 

mixture of terror and pride overcoming his common sense as his swords vanished from the 

ground and reappeared in his grip. Ose quickly snapped the handles together and twisted, and the 

blades glowed gold before the demon charged with the double-ended glaive, snarling furiously.  

He swung in, the weapon held in both hands… and Zerrex easily blocked the blow with 

the Smiting Rod before hammering his palm into Ose‟s muzzle, sending him staggering 

backwards. Before the otter-demon could recover, Zerrex savagely smashed the mace-sword 

down into the creature‟s skull, and Ose crumpled under the blow to his knees… but vanished just 

as Zerrex slammed the Smiting Rod down in a finishing blow. 

Ose reappeared a moment later behind Zerrex, and he rammed the glaive into his back, 

one of the glowing blades sinking deep into him as Zerrex howled in pain before he spun around 

and lashed out with a fist… but Ose vanished and reappeared in a crouch this time, slashing out 

one of Zerrex‟s knees and knocking him to a crouch before finally teleporting high in the air and 

falling straight down towards the Incarnation… but the reptile‟s head snapped up with a furious 

snarl and he swung out with his own huge weapon in an arc, and it caught Ose in midair before 

he was slammed down into the ground beneath the Smiting Rod, blood bursting over his already-

wounded body as he let out a scream of agony. 



He vanished almost instantly, reappearing a moment later, panting hard and leaning on 

the glaive a good forty feet away, blood running down his face… but just as he began an 

incantation, Zerrex snapped an arm out and four massive tentacles shot towards him, each thicker 

than a tree and tipped with a long hook. Ose reacted on instinct, windmilling his glaive into the 

thick tendrils and slicing several of them apart, Zerrex‟s eyes bulging in pain as he snarled 

furiously, before one of the tentacles Ose had sliced the head off of smashed into the demon‟s 

chest and knocked him staggering, and the others wrapped quickly around the glaive‟s handle as 

a hook sank into Ose‟s arm, the demon hissing as he tried to jerk back… before Zerrex roared 

angrily: “You‟re pissing me off!” 

Energy sizzled down the tentacles, and Ose‟s body twisted back and forth in agony as the 

fur and skin on his limb began to flake off, the otter-demon jerking backwards as he whined 

loudly… and a moment later, the glaive was torn out of his hand and thrown to the side as the 

tentacles quickly retracted into Zerrex‟s body, and Ose clutched at his melted arm, panting hard 

and whispering: “No… no… you‟re not a demon... you can‟t be, you‟re a monster…” 

A tremble went through Zerrex… and then he charged forwards with a roar, and his eyes 

flashed, and Ose froze in place as a slow smile spread over his face, opening his muzzle to 

speak… but the Smiting Rod crashed down into his skull again a moment later, and he crumpled 

to a heap on the ground as Zerrex snarled like an animal, striking the fallen body of the otter over 

and over and over again… 

Finally, he staggered backwards, panting hard and staring in horror down at what he‟d 

done: Ose had been reduced to nothing more than a crushed, bloody pulp, a single eye staring 

from the crunched heap of bones and blood that was his face, his entire body twisted and burning 

quietly as Zerrex gripped one of his own horns with a long moan of shock, his eyes fading back 

to normal as he looked back and forth. His breath quickened as he tried to force his demonic 

characteristics to vanish, but they wouldn‟t… and so instead he quickly created a portal to the 

one place he knew wasn‟t protected by the shield in the Southern Province: his own home. 

He barely fit in the room, even squeezed down on his back, and he clutched the mace-

sword against his body as he shook his head in denial at what he‟d become, shivering violently 

and not caring about what he was crushing. He heard a knock at the door, but he ignored it, even 

as it became more insistent… and a moment later, a portal opened beside his head and Sin 

stepped into the room, before taking a shocked breath at the sight of the reptile. “Lord Zerrex!” 

“I‟m a monster…” Zerrex whispered, and then he turned away, clenching his eyes shut: 

“Don‟t look at me, I… I can‟t control myself, I‟m scared I…” 

He broke off into silence, only trembling and trying to pretend that it was the blood in his 

eyes causing him to cry and not the feelings running through his body… but he could feel Sin‟s 

hands on his shoulder, and a calming feeling was flowing through him… and slowly, his body 

began to shrink back to his normal Drakkaren form, until he lay on the floor a few minutes later 

with Sin kneeling beside him, back to his usual size and with his horns just finishing 

disappearing into his skull as he murmured softly: “Why am I the way I am…” 

“Because everyone has to bear their own burdens… but we always used to say that God 

never allowed us to carry more than we could handle…” Sin murmured softly, and then she 

quietly picked up the Smiting Rod and shrank it down, waving a hand over it to cleanse it of 

blood and filth before she put it on the weapons rack at the side of the room. She sighed a bit, 

then sat down beside him in the wreckage of the room and added softly: “There‟s a platoon of 

Royal Guards outside, along with Commander Boryn, who heads the unit here. But the Princess 



has also requested that she see you immediately… would you like to put some clothes on first, 

though?” 

Zerrex grunted something, and Sin blushed a bit, only standing awkwardly… and a 

moment later Selena portaled into the room and threw a charm at Zerrex, the reptile blinking as 

she said roughly: “Put it on, no time to explain, and follow me, no questions!” 

She leapt through the portal, and Zerrex blinked before quickly slipping the blue-and-

gold choker around his neck as he stood up… and Sin pushed a plain black robe over his body, 

the reptile flailing a bit before he stumbled forwards and through the portal… and stared in 

horror as he saw Azazel and Astaroth grinning cruelly as they circled Lily slowly. 

She was crying in her Drakkaren body, wrapped tightly in some sort of silk webbing and 

sunken into the ground, spikes of rock jutting around her body and trapping her tightly in 

place… and she stared as Zerrex stepped out beside Selena, screaming: “Zerrex! Get away from 

here! They‟re too powerful!” 

The portal began to close… and then it stopped as Sin stepped through as well, blushing 

but looking defiant, and the Naganatine Twins paused in their slow circling. Azazel was dressed 

only in a loincloth, revealing a tattoo down the right side of his chest of his sister‟s name in 

demonic runes… and Astaroth had the same on the left side of her body. She was wearing a 

loincloth as well, with a plain white cloth wrap around her breasts… but whereas her brother 

held a large, golden scimitar, she had a short javelin in one hand and a quiver of the same 

strapped just above her tail, and a wicked-looking axe in the other, with an enormous, waved 

blade and a short oak handle. 

On the other side, Raze, Mist and Shine were all standing with their swords out, Raze‟s 

armor torn to shreds and Mist and Shine both bleeding heavily… and Selena pulled a leather 

whip with runes that glowed red over the long, single tail off her belt, snapping it once and 

leaving a thin trail of flame behind as she said coldly: “Back off. We broke your portal block and 

now the strongest of all Naganatine is here, along with Lord Zerrex… release Lily and run away 

to the Warlord, and we won‟t give chase… at least, not this time.” 

The two laughed, and then they slowly began to circle Lily again as Astaroth said 

teasingly: “Now why would we do that? We have the advantage here… in Retaken Eden, we 

reign supreme above all!” 

Zerrex frowned a bit, glancing back and forth… and he realized a moment later they were 

in a circular clearing, with nothing but massive apple trees around them… but unlike Hell, there 

seemed to be no sky, only darkness above and a multitude of small islands floating in the 

obsidian distance. Red and white light randomly shot up through the darkness, sometimes 

forming waves or an almost-solid wall in the distance, and the reptile realized they were in some 

sort of pocket dimension as he asked coldly: “What do you two want? If you‟re so powerful, why 

serve Az‟Iriel?” 

“All will be explained in time.” Azazel replied calmly with a cold smile, before he 

paused and added softly: “By the way… I know what you‟re thinking, but don‟t think that 

separating us will work to your advantage, Lord Zerrex… no matter how you gang up on us, 

we‟ll cut our way through and kill every single one of you. This isn‟t a standoff… this is 

entertainment for us. You‟ve already lost, as we‟ve taken Lilith hostage… and if you make a 

single move against us, we will kill her.” 

The Drakkaren snarled… and then Sin bowed her head forwards and murmured softly: 

“Azazel. Astaroth. I‟m sorry for having to do this… I honestly am.”  



She strode forwards, and the Naganatine Twins hesitated before Astaroth leapt back 

beside Lilith and Azazel strode forwards with his scimitar, raising it as the female twin shouted 

coldly: “Another step and-” 

Sin rose a hand and simply shoved Azazel aside, and at the last moment there was a 

terrible pulse of force and Azazel was sent crashing through the apple trees with a howl, and 

Astaroth arched her back and clutched at her head as if pained herself, wincing away from 

Lilith… and immediately Sin held her hand out towards Astaroth, speaking a complex 

incantation faster than Zerrex could ever hope to match, and glowing silver bands locked around 

Astaroth‟s head, muzzle, and limbs. 

She struggled and flailed, stumbling backwards… and a moment later, chains shot out of 

the ground and attached to the bindings, jerking her down to her knees before ripping through the 

earth and jerking her back flat against the ground as she gave a muffled scream of consternation. 

Immediately, Raze leapt forwards and slammed his sword through the Naganatine Twin‟s 

stomach, and Astaroth screamed in rage as a white circle of runes formed around her, Raze 

roaring an incantation as Sin hugged Lily tightly around the neck… and they vanished into motes 

of darkness together. 

Zerrex ran forwards as Raze‟s sword began to tremble violently, Astaroth‟s body 

somehow rejecting it, forcing it upwards even as he pushed firmly downwards, his muscles 

bulging… and the Drakkaren grabbed the hilt, adding his own strength, wincing as he felt 

terrible vibrations ripping through the massive sword. 

Mist, Shine and Selena, meanwhile, charged towards Azazel as he ran back into the 

clearing, the twins swinging their swords at the same time on either side of the Naganatine, Mist 

ducking to aim at his legs and Shine his upper chest… but Azazel only swung hard upwards with 

his sword and knocked both of the huge cleavers away before he slammed a foot into Mist, 

knocking her a good ten feet backwards with shriek of pain. A moment later, his same foot 

snapped across into Shine‟s side, and she staggered with a grunt before he smashed the hilt of his 

sword into her shoulder with a snarl, and she crumpled to his feet. 

Selena leapt forwards with her whip burning with white and red hellfire, snarling in fury 

as Azazel turned towards her… but the Naganatine threw his scimitar at her, and it tore through 

her stomach as her eyes bulged in shock, and she fell in the center of the clearing as Zerrex 

shouted in horror. Azazel strode calmly over to her, then stomped down on her breasts as he 

grasped the hilt of his blade and jerked it free from her body. 

The demoness shivered violently on the ground, and Azazel kicked her mercilessly onto 

her back as he rose his sword, before his eyes flicked to the side as Zerrex charged towards him 

with a snarl. The Naganatine smiled cruelly… then he arced his sword from a downwards to a 

sideways thrust towards the reptile‟s stomach as he drew close, and Zerrex cursed as he leapt to 

the side, the blade cutting a narrow gash down his stomach before Azazel kicked him hard in the 

groin. 

Zerrex grunted and his whole body jerked, then Azazel kicked him hard onto his back 

before running towards Raze and hammering him with a shoulder-charge, knocking the godling 

staggering before the male Naganatine Twin slashed two large gashes into his chest, leaving a 

large, bloody X on the Drakkaren as he snarled in fury… and then Azazel rose his hand and blew 

Raze backwards with a blast of flames, knocking the black-scaled divine being flat on his back 

and leaving him howling in pain. 

The sword flew out of Astaroth‟s body and crashed to the ground beside her, and she 

quickly climbed to her feet, tearing free of the chains as they rotted away and ripping the other 



restraints from her body with a furious snarl, and Zerrex stared in horror as the wound on her 

stomach visibly began to heal. She exchanged a look with Azazel, who had only a few bruises 

and minor abrasions over his body, and the two nodded before they strode purposefully towards 

Zerrex. 

The Drakkaren rose his hands, and Astaroth said coldly as she rose the axe she was still 

clutching: “Don‟t resist, Lord Zerrex… it‟ll be far faster and cleaner if you don‟t fight us. You 

might not even have the time to feel pain.” 

“It‟s pointless to fight.” Azazel added softly, and then the Naganatine Twins glanced at 

each other in surprise as Selena rose to a kneel beside Zerrex and rose a hand with a snarl. “Your 

magic is-” 

A moment later, Astaroth was blown off her feet with a shriek of pain, as Azazel 

stumbled as if wounded… and Zerrex took the chance, leaping forwards and grabbing his 

shoulder with one hand and his wrist with the other, and the Nagantine snarled at him before 

wincing as Zerrex forced the First Breed to slap himself in the face with his own scimitar, Azazel 

shaking his head as his fingers loosened before Zerrex twisted his wrist viciously, and the 

Naganatine let out a howl of pain as the bones snapped and his fingers spasmed, dropping his 

weapon. Zerrex kicked it away in midair, and then he staggered backwards as Azazel punched 

him hard in the face before Astaroth threw an orb of electricity at him, and lighting sparked over 

his body as he was knocked off his feet with a cry of pain. 

The Naganatine Twins snarled… and then Mist and Shine both came down with twin 

slashes into Azazel‟s shoulders, and the Naganatine arched his back with a shriek of pain before 

the two hauled downwards with their enormous blades, and the creature‟s arms flew off his 

body, the Naganatine howling in agony as he staggered forwards with only the stumps of 

shoulders, his eyes bulging before he collapsed as Astaroth screamed in misery, grabbing her 

head and shaking it violently back and forth before Raze leapt forwards and simply cut her in 

half at the waist with a furious snarl, and her legs kicked and spasmed, stumbling forwards a few 

steps as her upper body hit the ground with a loud squelch. 

A moment later, those fell as well, and the others picked themselves up off the ground, 

panting hard… before staring as the bodies of the twins faded out of existence. A moment later, 

laughter filled the air… and the two reappeared in full health, their arms crossed and both 

grinning cruelly as they stood side-by-side. Zerrex shook his head in disbelief as held Selena 

tight against his side, Raze stepping forwards with a snarl and his blade glowing with darkness, 

and the twin Iuratus slid in front of Zerrex, Shine saying quietly: “Get out of here. We‟ll hold 

them off as long as we can. We can‟t win this fight.” 

“We serve you even in death, Lord Zerrex.” Mist nodded firmly, leveling her cleaver-

sword in front of herself… before she blushed as Zerrex touched her shoulder quietly, adding 

gently: “It‟s… been an honor to know you and to serve under you.” 

“We aren‟t dead yet… and I‟m not giving up until those two are.” Zerrex responded 

coldly, picking up Azazel‟s fallen scimitar as Selena rested on the ground, panting quietly. 

“Selena, you should-” 

“If you finish that sentence with anything other than „stop being a pussy,‟ I‟m going to 

punch my fist so hard into your ass it‟ll come out your penis.” Selena muttered, before she 

struggled to her feet with a snarl, clutching the wound in her chest with one hand and whip in the 

other. “I‟m not letting you fuckers make me look bad.” 

The Naganatine Twins laughed at their defiance, and the two stepped forwards as the 

trees surrounding the field groaned and twisted slowly into a tight fence, the grass covering the 



circular field dying and revealing arid soil beneath filled with the flattened remains of demons 

and broken bones, Azazel saying coldly: “This is not only pointless.. its pathetic. Lord Zerrex, 

give yourself up, and we‟ll spare the others. We only need your head to win this war.” 

“You‟re the prize… you‟re the thing we need to capture.” Astaroth said softly, licking her 

muzzle slowly and grinning widely as she added teasingly: “Come over here, and I‟ll let you 

have one hard fuck with me before we kill you… and don‟t you just want to feel yourself 

penetrating my little body, making me scream and squirm?” 

“You‟re ugly.” Zerrex responded irritably, and Astaroth snarled furiously, the eyes of 

both the twins glowing. “And if you‟re so powerful and so sure of victory… you‟d kill all of us 

for the trouble we caused you. We‟ll just keep killing you until you stay dead, even in this world, 

so maybe you‟re the ones who should back off.” 

The Naganatine Twins looked at each other… then they smiled coldly before returning 

their gazes to Zerrex as they turned towards one another… and then they held their hands out 

towards each other, and a white, pulsing orb formed between them, glowing and sparking with 

terrible energy as Mist and Shine immediately began to chant and Raze joined them after a 

moment as the Naganatine shouted in one voice: “Die, Lord Zerrex!” 

A shield of white energy tore out of the ground in front of them, and Zerrex quickly 

added his own layer of blue energy over it before the white orb launched at them as the 

Naganatine Twins staggered backwards from the magical recoil, and it exploded against the first 

shield, which immediately turned to glass and shattered before Zerrex‟s energy field cracked into 

pieces, but most of the blast was reflected backwards as Astaroth and Azazel let out screams of 

pain, buried in the white glow. The power of the blast still knocked the group off their feet… and 

then Zerrex stared at the flakes of green and amber crystals covering his body, before he brushed 

them quickly off and he looked up to see Mist and Shine tossing down weapons that had been 

completely turned to the substance as they rubbed the same stuff off their own forms. 

Selena muttered under her breath, and only Raze seemed unaffected, his eyes narrowed 

towards a pair of statues that now stood where the Naganatine Twins had… and Zerrex stared at 

the half of the battlefield where they had stood. It had been completely transformed into green 

and amber rock that glinted strangely in the light, and the Twins themselves seemed to have been 

consumed by it… before the statues trembled, and then chunks of crystal flew in all directions as 

the Twins staggered out of it, Astaroth snarling: “Nice trick.” 

“So instead of quick death, you again choose to draw this out… enough.” Azazel said 

coldly, and he and his sister stepped back in front of the petrified trees, and the two took hands 

before both smiled coldly. They looked towards each other, then towards the group as they slid 

towards one another carefully, their fingers twining together… and as their shoulders touched, 

they melded together as if they were made of water, sliding their bodies effortlessly together as 

the form of the now-one Naganatine shifted and flowed like water. 

A moment later, they were left staring at a single black-scaled Naganatine with burning 

golden eyes and a lithe body with taunt musculature, naked but completely androgynous with a 

hint of a bust and the tattoos of both demon‟s names on either side of its chest. It also possessed 

two long tails, both ending in a pair of thin, flexible whips. The Naganatine also had a double set 

of horns, two pushing straight backwards from its skull and the other set curving up and back, 

gnarled and twisted, giving it a strange crown… and then it said softly in the overlapping voices 

of the Naganatine Twins: “We are not amused. Allow us to demonstrate our displeasure.” 

It held out a hand, and a white orb formed in it before turning into a long, thin pole of 

crystal with a long, circular blade at one end of the staff. It smiled, then pointed the staff towards 



Raze, and a blast of lighting shot out of it and slammed the godling onto his back. The black-

scaled Drakkaren snarled before he leapt up to his feet, and Zerrex shouted: “Charge him!” 

Before they could, the combined creature waved the staff to create a wall of white flames 

in front of itself, then it rose its other hand, several daggers of that strange green crystal 

appearing in midair before they shot down towards Mist, but Zerrex shoved her out of the way 

and slapped his other hand out, knocking one of the daggers away, but the other two pounded 

into his chest and sent him staggering backwards. Agony tore through his body, and the 

Naganatine laughed as Zerrex ripped one of the daggers out of his chest, the creature taunting 

from behind the wall of flame: “What‟s wrong, Lord Zerrex? Can‟t you think of anything?” 

“I can.” Selena muttered, and she held up her hands, concentrating as the Naganatine 

turned its eyes to her, but before it could do anything, the wall of flames slid into it and set it  

alight, the creature covering its face with a snarl of pain. 

It waved a hand a moment later, and the flames vanished a moment before Zerrex threw 

one of the crystal daggers he had torn out of his body at it, but the creature somehow managed to 

slide its staff into the way, and the dagger bounced pointlessly off before it spun the staff with 

both hands and thrusted it forwards as Mist and Shine leapt forwards with a new pair of cleavers 

they had drawn out of thin air. 

The blades ground into the crystal, but failed to cut through it… and a moment later the 

Naganatine shoved them both backwards with a snarl of fury, the twins staggering before it 

swung out with the staff and slashed Shine‟s leg out from beneath her with the circular blade, 

then thrusted towards Mist with it as her sister fell. Mist managed to block it with the flat of her 

cleaver, but she was still knocked over, and the fused Naganatine prepared a finishing blow as 

the staff sparked with electricity; before it could spear Mist, however, Selena‟s whip snapped 

forwards and wrapped tight around the pole, and she jerked hard backwards, causing the creature 

to stagger instead of strike. 

It snarled, looking towards Selena as Mist and Shine leapt backwards to safety… and 

then it cursed and twisted the pole to block a strike from Zerrex, the golden scimitar slashing into 

the end of the crystal staff with enough force to crack it before the Naganatine swung the head of 

the pole towards Zerrex‟s head, but the Drakkaren ducked and Selena jerked hard at the same 

time, and the creature staggered as the pole was nearly torn from its hand, Zerrex spinning 

gracefully before slashing the golden sword through the being‟s ankle. 

It screamed in a mixture of rage, pain and shock, before the Drakkaren was snapped by 

one of its powerful tails and knocked to the ground with a grunt of surprise more then pain, 

before it managed to yank the pole free from Selena‟s whip and it rose a foot to stomp on him. 

Zerrex winced and covered his face, but before it could, Raze snapped a hand out and sent the 

Naganatine crashing backwards into the crystallized trees, and it howled in fury and pain as 

green-and-amber branches crashed around it. 

It leapt back into the clearing a moment later like an animal, landing with a hiss of fury 

on all fours, its tails snapping around it and staff in one hand… and Zerrex leapt onto its back 

before stabbing downwards as he shouted: “Crush it!” 

The Naganatine howled in agony as the sword tore into its back, beginning to 

straighten… but Shine and Raze both leapt forwards on either side of the creature, demonic 

cleaver and angelic blade slicing into either side of the beast and crisscrossing over its body, 

Raze‟s hard hammering swing sending Shine‟s blade ripping deep into the beast, causing it to 

scream before Mist leapt in behind it, chopping both its tails off before she slammed her own 



blade into its back as Zerrex gracefully leapt off the creature, and the Naganatine collapsed to the 

ground with a howl before Selena shouted: “Zerrex, it‟s made of energy! Rip it apart!” 

The Drakkaren nodded and spun around, then grasped the creature‟s shoulders with a 

snarl… and it shuddered, screaming in rage, eyes glowing gold as it glared up at him… and 

Zerrex glared down, feeling his own demonic instincts rise. He trembled as he remembered 

Ose… and then he repressed them as he roared down into the Naganatine‟s face: “I‟m better than 

you!” 

His hands glowed blue as he seized something inside the creature, and a vision of scared 

little boy and girl clutching each other tight entered his head, his hands clawing into their 

backs… and then he tore them hard apart as he pulled the Naganatine‟s body in either direction 

at the same time, and a blast of force knocked the four surrounding the creature backwards as a 

massive pillar of dark energy shot into the air, filled with screams of agony from Azazel and 

Astaroth. 

Zerrex covered his eyes as a white glow mixed with the darkness, and the trees around 

them shattered into pieces, chunks of wood and crystal flying in all directions and cracks spread 

out from the ground… before the enormous tornado of raw energy sparked out of existence, 

leaving arcs of white energy flickering back and forth through the air over the naked, mangled 

bodies of two Naganatine laying several feet apart.  

Azazel slowly opened his eyes, his breathing harsh and labored… and he tried to push 

himself up to his feet, but his legs refused to work, and he collapsed onto his chest before 

twitching once. He stared at his sister‟s body… and Zerrex stood slowly up, watching as Azazel 

dragged himself forwards with a grunt of effort, leaving a long trail of blood and black bile 

behind him before he collapsed, staring at his sister‟s face, her eyes closed and her body 

unmoving. He reached out, his fingers tracing quietly over her side, before he looked over to 

Zerrex, and he said dully: “I… I just… wanted to live for her forever…” 

His body trembled violently… and then he slumped over and let out a last long sigh, his 

eyes half-closing as the golden light faded out of them. Zerrex slowly walked over to the 

Naganatine, then checked first Azazel‟s pulse, then Astaroth‟s… but they were both dead, and he 

halted as he felt his eyes focusing. 

Slowly, blue, flickering spirits rose up out of the bodies of the Naganatine Twins, almost-

shapeless, almost-formless… and then they twisted together as they rose into the air, turning into 

a single blue shape that spun slowly, embracing itself… and then it shattered into motes of blue 

energy. Zerrex watched as they fell around him, swallowing thickly, and then Selena grasped his 

shoulder with a frown, asking quietly: “Are you okay? What are you watching?” 

“Nothing…” Zerrex said after a moment… and then he shook his head slowly, looking 

up and watching as one of the islands in the distance cracked apart and slowly began to crumble 

away, adding quietly: “We‟d better get out of here, though… if this pocket dimension was held 

together by their energies, then it‟s probably going to turn into nothing but wreckage very 

shortly.” 

“Yeah… good idea.” Selena nodded slowly, creating a large portal, and Zerrex slid her 

arm around his shoulder as Raze aided Mist and Shine, the twins smiling faintly at him despite 

how uncomfortable he looked. Or perhaps in part… “Let‟s go, I don‟t want you babying me 

forever…” 

“Shut up.” Zerrex said dryly, and he helped her through the portal, stepping into his own 

home and setting her down in the chair… and a moment later, he was tackled to the ground by 



Lily, who hugged him tightly, crying hard and curling against him as Zerrex groaned and laid flat 

against the ground. “My spleen just exploded.” 

But a moment later, he hugged her tightly back, as she pressed down against him… and 

he closed his eyes, asking in a soft murmur: “Are you okay, Lily? I‟ve been worried about you, 

ever since I heard the other Monarchs were trying to block you from taking the throne…” 

“It‟s been hard… my entire Province is turning into nothing more than a barren 

warzone…” Lily murmured, then she sat up, quietly stroking along his face and gazing at him 

worriedly, looking around the group and adding: “I… I don‟t know who to trust or what to do, 

and I was with my Elite and my bodyguards but… even my own family has turned against me, 

out of fear or necessity. I was forced to flee all the way to Prince Memnon‟s province, but… 

even there they hounded me constantly. I don‟t know how the Inquisitors have been tracking me 

but… I‟m just so glad I found you, and that you survived the Naganatine Twins…” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, and then he looked around the room slowly, watching as Sin 

healed Selena and Mist healed Shine, Raze looking awkward as he sat on the couch beside the 

demon twins, and then the Drakkaren climbed to his feet with a sigh, before looking over at Sin 

and asking in a quiet voice: “Did you really have to repair all the furniture right away?” 

“Miss Lily did most of it, actually…” Sin responded with a faint smile, before walking 

over to the Drakkaren and motioning for him to sit on the table, which he did after a glance down 

to Lily. She smiled embarrassedly as Sin added softly: “She was concerned but… I… I thought 

that… I knew you‟d be able to… deal with them.” 

Sin glanced down… and Zerrex bowed his head, saying quietly: “I‟m sorry, Sin… they… 

they weren‟t the same people you knew. We didn‟t have much of a choice in the matter… and 

I‟m sorry I keep killing and ending up in conflict with people close to you.” 

“It‟s not your fault, Lord Zerrex…” Sin murmured softly, as set pressed her hands along 

his body, and the Drakkaren grunted as she touched a broken rib. “You‟ve got a lot of damage to 

your body… you need rest.” 

“I‟d like to point out that Ose trying to eat me is also not my fault.” Zerrex said pettishly, 

and then he looked embarrassed as Selena grasped his hands, looking up at him worriedly. “It‟s 

alright, don‟t worry… he… I…” 

Zerrex fell silent, before clearing his throat and glancing around his home, watching as 

Raze winced away from Mist every so often as she leaned close to heal him. “So uh… lots of 

people, lots of commotion, and I still need to go see the Princess, huh?” 

“She‟s very upset with you right now, Lord Zerrex… and you‟d best take that charm off 

from around your neck, too, if you‟re going to see her.” Sin said quietly, and Zerrex tilted his 

head curiously as he touched the locket gently, before she smiled a bit and glanced over at Lily. 

“Why don‟t you tell him, though… it‟s your heirloom, not mine.” 

“Thank you, Lady Sin.” Lily blushed and bowed her head respectfully as Sin murmured 

an incantation and began to heal the wounds the Drakkaren had accumulated over the battles 

he‟d fought, before she glanced up at Zerrex and squeezed his hand, saying softly: “It‟s some 

sort of failsafe against the Scholars… like the bracelet I gave you, it allows you to ignore the 

control they have over Hell, but it also keeps you off their… their radar, that‟s the term, right?” 

“That‟s right.” Zerrex smiled a bit, squeezing her hand gently in return, and she blushed 

quietly, her rainbow eyes flickering… and the reptile let himself relax in her beauty for a few 

moments before Sin finished healing his major wounds and stepped away from him, and he 

carefully took the locket off and held it out to her, saying softly: “You better take this, then. 

We‟re safe here, but as much as I want to keep you here forever…” 



Lily smiled faintly, standing up and quietly grasping his shoulders as she murmured 

softly: “I have somewhere else I need to go… a safe place, but also a place where my supporters 

and rebels against Az‟Iriel and the Princess have gathered. I‟ll let you know when I‟m there, 

but… for now…” She hesitated, then leaned down and slowly kissed him, and Zerrex closed his 

eyes as he kissed her back and gripped her sides tightly, before she pulled away and gazed into 

his eyes silently. “Take care of yourself, Lord Zerrex… and I‟m sorry for all the trouble I‟ve 

caused. I‟ve never forgotten what I did to you… and I swear that one day I‟ll repay you for 

everything you‟ve done.” 

“Lily…” Zerrex began, but she winked and stepped quickly through a white portal as she 

slipped the locket on, and he reached after her for a moment… but then the portal closed, and he 

slumped back a bit before looking over at Raze with a faint smile as the godling looked down 

with a deep flush in his cheeks. “Yeah, I know what you‟re thinking. But I‟m not going to let you 

get squeezed out of the picture, don‟t worry… and maybe we can have that threesome sometime 

in the future.” 

Raze coughed and looked away with a wince as Mist and Shine exchanged a grin, but a 

moment later he stood and became serious, looking across at Zerrex. “I have to head back to 

Heaven and report on what‟s happened, the state of Queen Lilith, and what‟s happened to 

you…” He paused… then stepped forwards, and the two traded a tight hug as he murmured: 

“Take care of yourself, Zerrex… you still need to show me all those things you promised.” 

“You do the same, Raze.” Zerrex traded a chaste kiss with the godling as he stepped 

back, and then Raze created a vortex and picked up his sword, walking through it… before the 

Drakkaren glanced over to Mist and Shine, asking morbidly: “And now you two are going to 

leave, right?” 

“We need to talk to Queen Carmen and Mistress Sunia…” Mist said softly, and Zerrex 

walked around the table to hug them both tightly, squeezing them against his strong chest as the 

two smiled up into his eyes tenderly. “But we‟ll be back.” 

“We are your loyal Iuratus forever.” Shine said firmly, and she nuzzled his neck slowly 

before Mist kissed his cheek quietly, and a moment later they stepped away, picking up their 

cleavers before Mist created a portal, and the two tossed him a longing look before walking 

through. 

Zerrex looked over at Sin and Selena, the latter of whom was snoozing dazedly in the 

chair, and he frowned a bit before Sin shook her head and murmured: “It‟s okay… she‟s… it‟s 

the wound. You might feel stunned yourself for a little while, Lord Zerrex… but I suggest you 

leave. By now… I… the Princess will likely be…” She broke off, then glanced down and hugged 

herself quietly. “I‟m sorry.” 

“It‟s alright.” Zerrex said softly, and then he smiled faintly as he walked over and flicked 

under her muzzle gently, creating a portal beside himself at the same time. “Thank you for 

saving Lily today, Sin… I want to do whatever I can to return the favor and all the help you gave 

us today.” 

Sin nodded with a blush, mumbling something, and Zerrex grasped her cheek with one 

hand before he leaned down and kissed the other quietly, and she turned red as the Drakkaren 

turned and stepped through the portal with a faint smile out onto the balcony… and a moment 

later he was slammed forcefully down onto his back and dragged slowly by some invisible force 

towards the Princess over the stone floor, his feet raised in the air and arms out at either side as 

she asked coldly: “So what were you up to all the way in the Northern Province?” 



Zerrex was thrown into the air a moment later like a puppet on a string, the Princess‟s 

eyes burning into him… and the Drakkaren struggled weakly as he felt her fingers probing into 

his mind, and he let her snatch a memory of Ose before he managed out: “Ose attacked me… we 

went from place-to-place… he was…” 

The Drakkaren was dropped out of the air, and he landed in crouch in front of the 

Princess before a cage of silver metal formed around him, and the reptile grasped the bars 

immediately, staring out of this at the Princess as she stood and picked it up by some sort of 

handle on the top, holding him up to head level as she snarled: “Worthless! You should have 

been able to destroy Ose in half the time if you only gave in to your demonic abilities… well, if 

you refuse to become what you truly are, I‟ll just have to motivate you…” 

She strode over to the edge of the balcony, and Zerrex felt himself floating a moment 

later through the air, staring in horror as he floated beneath the balcony before latching onto a 

hook, the Princess saying coldly: “Since I have to replace yet another Inquisitor for you, I‟m 

going to give you some time to think about what you‟ve done. Look over my kingdom, its size 

and glory, and watch how demons are supposed to act… maybe over the next century, you‟ll 

learn something, you worthless mortal dreg.” 

He heard her walking away as sand formed into smooth glass screens around him, and 

they began to rotate slowly as Zerrex‟s breath quickened, terror setting in at his position inside a 

tiny cage so far above Hell… and as the screens floated by, he saw images of torture, of demonic 

war, of powerful magic and raw strength… and the Drakkaren arched his back with a howl of 

panic and agony as he shook the bars, heedless of whether he‟d fall or not. Yet he was hooked 

firmly to something, and no matter what he did, the bars refused to give. 

For a century, all he saw were the images on the screens that continued to float around 

himself, and all he heard was the Princess‟s discussions with other monarchs and diplomats. For 

a century he hung there, talking only to himself, sometimes sensing the Princess above him and 

going into a fit of rage and raving, but unable to twist or move the bars. Soon, cramps and pain 

overtook his body from the position he was trapped in, and after that he felt his inner demons 

rampaging, begging to be let loose. He felt himself go insane… and then he felt himself slowly 

take control of himself again, as he sat naked in the cage, the monitors still floating around him 

but now worn and cracked, one of them spilling a steady stream of sand out of itself until it 

finally fell completely apart. 

A hundred years and a day later, he was lifted back up to the balcony, and he sat in the 

silvery cage, trembling as he looked up at the Princess, who was looking down at him with 

disgust. He felt her probing his mind, but he kept himself blank: with a century of feeling her 

groping around in his brain, he had gained a lot of practice at keeping psychics out of his head. 

“Well, Lord Zerrex, are we ready to be obedient?” 

“Yes, Princess… whatever you say…” He looked up at her with a tremble that was only 

half-forced, whispering: “Just please… please set me free…” 

“Very well… and you‟ll be pleased to know that we have a new Inquisitor for you named 

Sabnock Crane Yeit‟Zull, another older demon, and one of my favorite concubines… so please 

do not harm her past the point of repair, and ensure you treat her with proper respect.” The 

Princess said softly, snapping her fingers and causing the cage to collapse, and Zerrex 

immediately fell flat, breathing hard and closing his eyes as his body pulsed with a mix of agony 

and long-needed relief. “You‟ll meet her in an hour… call her a gift to you, since you‟ve not 

caused too much of a ruckus these hundred years. I‟ll call for you at the end of the week.” 



The Princess pointed at him, and Zerrex felt the world spin around himself before he 

blinked several times as he landed on the floor of his own home, and immediately his head was 

yanked up and Selena let out a sigh of relief. “Oh thank fuck.” 

Zerrex snarled a bit, causing her to recoil, and then he blushed and looked down, 

murmuring: “I… I‟m sorry… Selena?” He hesitated a moment, and then shook his head quietly 

as she looked at him with a frown, leaning carefully down and caressing a hand through his hair, 

and he trembled violently. “I… after a hundred years in that little cage, I feel…” 

“It‟s okay… it‟s okay…” Selena pulled him forwards, at at first he resisted… but then he 

sank into her lap and relaxed, shivering and hugging himself as she played a hand slowly through 

his hair, looking down at him with a frown and then saying clearly: “Sin!” 

Sin appeared only a moment later… and she smiled hesitantly upon seeing Zerrex, before 

pausing and approaching quietly at the Drakkaren‟s shakes. She knelt beside him, quietly 

touching his chest… and Zerrex felt a calming sensation despite the strange claustrophobia 

kicking in at the same time, and she murmured softly: “There‟s a lot of damage not just to his 

body, but there‟s a psychic residue here, too… Lord Zerrex, do you feel upset?” 

Zerrex nodded quietly, and Sin gently took his head between her hands, murmuring a 

long incantation… and a few moments later, the Drakkaren felt his body slowly relaxing, as he 

whispered: “My legs are in pain, too…” 

“We‟ll get to that in just a moment…” Sin said quietly, as Selena held him against her 

body… and the Drakkaren felt the pain fading rapidly into a pleasant, lulled sensation as she 

murmured: “I‟ll mend the damaged muscles in your legs and body now. You‟re going to slowly 

slip back into reality, but hopefully you‟ll have become accustomed to everyday life by then, 

Lord Zerrex but… I… I‟ll do whatever I can to help you.” 

That awoke a memory in the Drakkaren, and he reached up to grasp her arm firmly, 

looking at her as she glanced at him nervously, before blushing quietly as he murmured: “I 

remember making that promise to you, Sin… what‟s… what‟s happened while I‟ve been gone?” 

“Well, Lily came by to see how you were doing and to tell you she made it to the 

safehouse, but…” Selena halted, and instead cradled his head close as she played through his 

messy, long hair, adding quietly: “And Raze has been here a few times, along with some other 

angels. Lily met some of them here and they had a big discussion about what to do, but they‟re 

deciding to bide their time for the moment…” 

“We also heard that the Sisters are finally back, and they‟re anxious to meet you. You 

should be honored.” Sin added gently, and Zerrex looked up curiously before she smiled a bit, 

murmuring softly: “The Sisters of the Judgment Cross… they spoke of you a lot during Services 

to the Princess…” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, then he winced and forced himself to sit up, but Sin shook her 

head and quietly pushed him back down, Selena grasping his shoulders tightly. “Please, stay 

still… just for a few minutes, okay? Selena… I… would you… would you please get Lord 

Zerrex some clothes and something to eat?” 

Selena nodded, slipping away for a moment… and ten minutes later Zerrex was sitting on 

the couch with Selena braiding his hair back into a long ponytail, eating his second bowl of stew 

and loving the feel of the pants on his body after spending most of the last hundred years naked. 

“So things have still been spiraling downwards, huh?” 

Sin shook her head slowly, hugging herself quietly as she paced in front of the table, then 

she glanced over at him anxiously. “I‟ve never seen the Princess act the way she has lately… I… 

I… even if she… hasn‟t always been the most even-tempered… I… I don‟t know, it‟s like 



something terrible has possessed her. And Prince Az‟Iriel has unleashed a massive army of 

undead, golems, and other constructs against our demons… they‟re pushing us further and 

further back…” 

“And yet she won‟t send out any magicians to counterattack the magically-created 

monsters, she‟s only sending in more basic infantry troops with little magical training or ability.” 

Selena added darkly, crossing her arms and leaning backwards… and Zerrex couldn‟t help but 

notice she‟d gone back to wearing the corset and assorted leathers she always had when she‟d 

been an Inquisitor, but now with the addition of fishnet stockings and elbow-length fingerless 

gloves.  “I don‟t know what to say, Lord Zerrex. It‟s turning into a slaughterfest out there, and 

even I‟m disgusted by the waste of life…” 

She shook her head slowly, and then Sin added hesitantly: “And… I also heard a rumor 

that you have a new Inquisitor assigned to you, Lady Sabnock. She‟s a magistrate all the way 

from the Circle of Tragedy…” 

“A very tough bitch at that…” Selena grunted, shaking her head slowly and cracking her 

knuckles as she made a face over at Zerrex. “She‟s not a shapeshifter, but she is capable of 

polymorphing herself for short periods of time into any form she wants, so you better watch 

yourself like… around anyone outside of the house. She‟s not known particularly for a love of 

battle or torture, but she gets her jobs done… and she often passes judgment on traitors and evil 

souls, and she‟s responsible for what the jailors do in Hell and shit. 

“My one word of advice is don‟t try to fuck her. She probably won‟t take too kindly to 

that.” Selena shook her head slowly, then she sighed as Zerrex put his bowl of stew down and 

jerked him into her lap, beginning to play through his hair as she murmured softly: “I missed 

you, by the way, you prick. Much as I‟ve come to hate the bitch, stop pissing off the Princess. 

It‟s admirable, sure, but it‟s also retarded when you end up suspended off the balcony like a 

goddamn Year‟s End ornament.” 

Zerrex smiled faintly, nodding against her slowly, and then he sighed and crossed his 

arms over his waist, looking over at Sin as she paced apprehensively back and forth. “What is it? 

You‟ve been on edge since you healed me.” 

“Just… another rumor…” Sin shook her head slowly, before she finally sat down and 

looked quietly over at him, and Selena tilted her own head curiously. “Several of the other 

handmaidens have gone missing, but the Princess hasn‟t said anything about it and refuses to 

bring it up during either service or session…” She halted, blushing and quietly lacing her fingers 

together as she murmured: “But… but they were supposed to be the… handmaidens on duty 

cleaning the servant‟s quarters… and… apparently, Kilotia was approached by one of them 

because they‟d found a forbidden artifact in the Princess‟s possessions of some kind… all she 

said was that it was old and powerful. But after that, the two handmaidens vanished, and Kilotia 

apparently attempted to flee the Province, but was caught and executed…” 

Zerrex didn‟t get it at first, and then Selena asked softly: “But what the hell would be so 

bad that the Princess herself would want to hide it? Do you think Feldspar had something to do 

with it, or that…”  

She stopped, and Zerrex looked up at her before making a face as he finished mentally: 

Or that it has something to do with putting me under lock and key as her favorite weapon… “I… 

I don‟t want to speculate… I shouldn‟t be gossiping as it is about such matters.” 

Sin leaned to the side, biting her knuckle quietly, before glancing over to Zerrex and 

adding in a soft murmur: “I… I just want you to keep yourself safe and avoid the Princess as 



much as you can, Lord Zerrex. None of us is still any match for… for her strength, no matter if 

we teamed up on her or not… and…” 

The female broke off, looking away… and Selena murmured quietly: “It‟s okay, Sin… 

I‟m scared too.” 

They were quiet for a little while, Selena continuing to rub and stroke through the 

Drakkaren‟s hair quietly… and then she made a face and shook her head slowly, grunting: 

“Anyway, Zerrex. I want to get back to training as soon as possible. We still need to work more 

on your silent casting, and we should really get into more dispelling and protective magics… and 

you still haven‟t learned to use Intimidate or your other abilities to their full extent, yet. You‟re 

slow.” 

“You‟re… slow.” Zerrex responded stupidly, and Selena rolled her eyes before there was 

a polite knock at the door, and Zerrex made a face before getting to his feet, waving for Sin to sit 

back down as the Drakkaren walked slowly over to the door and opened it hesitantly. 

A wolverine glanced up at him mildly, and Zerrex looked back down curiously. She was 

moderately-tall, with black eyes and gold fur on the right side of her face and blue on the left, 

forming a pitchfork pattern across her head with the blonde seeming to push the blue back. Her 

muzzle was also mostly gold, as was her neck… but as he glanced over her, he noticed that her 

right hand was blue, but the left was gold. 

She was wearing a business suit of some kind, with a white shirt underneath an open 

black dress jacket, and she also had formal black pants on going down into formal dress shoes. It 

was a male‟s sort of suit, but the Drakkaren wasn‟t going to say anything: she didn‟t look too 

tough physically, but he‟d learned a long time ago that meant nothing in Hell. Her breasts were 

smallish, and the only demonic characteristics he could see was a pair of leathery blue wings 

furled on her back and two small, triangular horns on her forehead, before she glanced down at a 

gold pocketwatch in her hand and said mildly: “Thirty-two seconds have passed, Lord Zerrex. 

Am I invited in or not?” 

“Only if you don‟t try to kill me… that‟s been happening a lot lately.” Zerrex said mildly, 

but he bowed her inside, and she nodded to him before stalking into the room. She paused and 

stared at Sin, who blushed a bit, before she bowed deeply to her… but she only grimaced at 

Selena as she closed her pocketwatch and slipped it back in her pocket. “Selena. I had no idea 

you and Zerrex were partners.” 

Zerrex opened his mouth to correct this, but Selena smiled icily and responded: “Well, 

some males like a girl with breasts, what can I say? By the way, Magistrate Sabnock, how‟s your 

husband doing, if I may ask?” 

“Curb your tongue.” Sabnock said darkly, and the lights in the room flickered before she 

cleared her throat and looked over to Zerrex as the Drakkaren closed the door, sizing him up 

slowly. “Lord Zerrex, I‟d like some privacy with you. Your boyfriend…” A pause and a glare 

over at Selena, who glared back angrily. “Oh, I‟m sorry, it‟s so hard to tell sometimes with you 

shapeshifters. I meant, Miss Selena does not need to leave the house, but perhaps she could wait 

in the other room… if I may, Lady Sin, I would prefer that you also were not here, just for 

privacy concerns, but I would never dare to act as if I had authority over you.” 

“It‟s fine.” Sin nodded and stood, then she created a portal and smiled a bit over to 

Selena, who was still glaring at Sabnock. “Miss Selena, would you like to help me with some 

shopping, now that Lord Zerrex is back?” 

“Sure.” Selena said stiffly, and she walked around the table before stepping through the 

portal with Sin, and it closed shortly after, leaving the two alone. The wolverine still didn‟t seem 



too keen on conversation as she glanced around the room, however, and Zerrex winced a bit at 

how differently she acted from everyone else he‟d met. 

She finally sat down on the couch and laced her fingers together, looking across at him 

and meeting his eyes fearlessly. “Lord Zerrex – just Zerrex, if I may, and please, allow me to be 

simply Sabnock to you – I work as a magistrate in the Circle of Tragedy, and I am also 

technically a concubine who performs administrative services for the Princess. I‟ve read your file 

and admittedly been both horrified and impressed by your crimes, and your exploits. If I was 

ruling on you, I would have given you perhaps a hundred thousand years in Wrath instead of ten, 

and only a thousand years in Lust, since you undoubtedy had a joyride there.  

“On the other hand, taking into consideration what you‟ve done in the world, I can 

understand why there was such leniency given.” She continued, tapping her fingers against her 

nose and looking at him mildly. “Furthermore, I‟m well-aware of the problems you‟ve already 

encountered in Hell, and I disapprove of the handling. I am also aware that you were being 

trained by Mistress Selena before she was removed from duty because of certain behaviors, and I 

can understand why she was stripped of her rank… but on the same level, I can also sympathize 

with you. She is a Lust demon, and from what I see, you are mostly a Lust demon as well: and 

from the rapport I understand you two established, it only makes sense what happened. 

“Therefore, I‟ll offer you a deal. If you agree to behave yourself appropriately during 

our…” She made a slight face. “Torture sessions, and you aid me in some of my more… 

troublesome… duties, I will allow Mistress Selena to continue to train you… under my 

supervision, of course, and only in one of the regulated gyms or arenas.” the wolverine finished, 

and then she extended a hand, looking at him squarely: “Do we have a deal?” 

Zerrex made a face, rubbing the back of his head slowly before he nodded a bit and 

reached out his own hand, shaking hers firmly and saying mildly: “You‟re a lot different than the 

other Inquisitors I‟ve met so far… but uh… what kind of troublesome duties are we talking about 

here? I mean… does this mean Hell has a courts system?” 

“A very-rarely used one.” Sabnock shook her head slowly, looking sour as she crossed 

her arms and leaned back against the couch. “I would much prefer seeing more cases of graver 

importance running through the courts than those dealing with aristocrats or the Marquis, but 

there you have it… not that I have any questions about the abilities of the jailors to properly 

assess and handle a situation, but that I dislike the way the other „special police‟ of the Circles 

often handle their duties. 

“In any case, Lord Zerrex, I‟d like to go over a few things with you…” She paused for a 

moment as she traced out a rune on the surface of the table, leaving a white glow behind that 

turned purple after a moment, and a smaller circle of runes appeared around this before a glassy 

sphere formed in the air. The Drakkaren stared at this as she held her hands out to either side of 

it, and a moment later images began to play over it as she said irritably: “Well, come here.” 

Zerrex did so, getting down on his knees at the other side of the table and staring into the 

sphere as she murmured: “Now, watch this. Your duties will involve things such as tasks like 

these, so it‟s important you pay attention.” 

The Drakkaren nodded a bit, glancing into the sphere and watching as slightly-distorted 

demons ran back and forth inside an office, before the scene skipped to a minotaur in a uniform 

walking up towards a demon‟s home, and it paused as Sabnock stated mildly: “You will be 

expected to wear the designated uniform worn by all officers in good standing of the Royal Court 

of Hell, and you will be expected to perform duties such as this in a timely and efficient 

manner.”  



She stopped, and Zerrex made a face as the „movie‟ resumed playing on the sphere, 

watching as the minotaur strolled up to the door. It flickered, then turned black as three different 

scrolls appeared side-by-side, and the Drakkaren couldn‟t help but snort in amusement, causing 

the Magistrate to look at him icily for a moment. “I never realized that Hell used almost the same 

things we do… a notice of appearance for civil and criminal courts, and a notice of eviction. It‟s 

funny, you‟d never expect demons to sue one another…” 

“It was more common many years back.” Sabnock said absently, her appearance 

smoothing out once she realized the Drakkaren wasn‟t making fun of the court system, and 

Zerrex noted to ensure he continued to treat it with respect and dignity. “These days, most 

demons tend to just hack and slash at each other… a very nasty way to deal with things, I feel. 

I‟ve been left very displeased by the way things have run lately, to be fully honest, but I must say 

that I‟m glad to give a ruffian like you, if you‟ll excuse the term, a chance to see a different side 

of the justice system in Hell. 

“Your other duties will include things such as seizing illegal objects…” A variety of 

nasty-looking artifacts and mortal technologies appeared over the screen. “Working as a security 

guard in the courts…” Zerrex got a quick view of a massive marble room. “And stocking, 

tagging, and filing away evidence and other notices.” 

The sphere faded to black, and she sat back, crossing her arms and looking at him mildly. 

“I‟ve been told you‟re a fair worker, and I checked over your references. I was very surprised to 

get a stunning reference from a stablemaster named Kent at the Nile Barracks, and equally-

surprised that the Slavers only spoke of you in mediocre terms at the mines, which likely means 

you did exceptionally-well there, too. I was also told you served as a bodyguard for Queen Lilith 

for a number of a years, is that correct?” 

Zerrex nodded awkwardly, lacing his hands together as the sphere and runes beneath it 

vanished from existence, the Drakkaren feeling as if he was in some sort of job interview. “Uh… 

yeah. Lily and I… I mean, Queen Lilith…” he corrected quickly, wincing at the sharp look from 

the wolverine. “Queen Lilith and I got along very well. We developed… a very mutually-

beneficial partnership, and I learned a lot about Hell while keeping her safe from harm.” 

“I‟ve also heard that Queen Lilith was saved from Azazel and Astaroth by yourself and a 

group of five others, but this is only a rumor…” She paused, then met Zerrex‟s eyes as the 

Drakkaren blushed a bit. “Do you consider your jobs done when you‟re officially let go or do 

you continue to provide the services you can? Say, per se, if you were asked to help out with 

training a domestic hydra, would you do so?” 

Zerrex looked back at her thoughtfully for a few moments… and then he said in a careful 

voice: “Only if it didn‟t interfere with my other jobs at the time, I gladly would, yes.” 

“That‟s the answer I was looking for.” Sabnock nodded and gave a small, brisk smile 

before jotting something down in midair, leaving a white trail of runes behind before they 

flashed once and vanished from sight, leaving the Drakkaren staring. “Very well. I‟ve set your 

processing date in three weeks, and after that you‟ll be starting work my personal assistant and a 

deputy-jailor of Hell. Congratulations.” 

“Thank… you?” Zerrex said stupidly, and then he paused as Sabnock jotted another note 

down, before she flicked her eyes up to him to show she was listening. “I… was just curious, 

however. Does that mean we won‟t be doing torture sessions, or will I be doing jobs for you as 

needed, or…” 

He broke off, and Sabnock mused a bit before murmuring a quick incantation and 

looking to the right, and a calendar of glowing blue lines appeared in midair, with many of the 



dates already filled-in. She frowned and stroked under her chin absently, then marked an X down 

on the fourth day of every week. “During Lok, Kan, and Tipet, when you aren‟t at work in the 

stables, you are expected to be on-call. I‟ll leave you a Waning Star, a ring I‟ll use to summon 

you if I need you at the office. You‟ll also be given a schedule with appointments to hand out 

various court-date notices: I work in the criminal sector, not the civil sector, so you may want to 

carry a weapon just in case. You‟ll be paid reparations for any serious damages done to your 

body, if such a thing should happen.” 

The schedule vanished, and Sabnock wrote down a few more notes in midair before 

rubbing her hands together slowly and looking up at him mildly. “I believe we‟re done here for 

now, though. As today is Lok, I‟ll be back for you tomorrow to show you down to my office in 

the Circle of Tragedy and introduce you to your coworkers.” 

She stood, and Zerrex quickly did the same, before they shook hands and she paused, 

glancing at his tattoo. “By the way… is that a natural pattern on your body or does it have 

something to do with the reason you were sentenced here to Wrath?” 

Zerrex touched it slowly, then he shook his head a bit and smiled faintly. “It was a tattoo 

I had while alive… I got it after spending some time in a bioexperimentation facility. But I guess 

now it‟s become part of my body.” 

“Interesting…” Sabnock paused, then she nodded to him again before creating a portal 

and stepping through it, and Zerrex watched as it closed, making a bit of a face. She‟s a 

hardcase. And that kinda scares me. 

The reptile decided to take the rest of the day to himself, since he had no clue what he 

was supposed to be doing otherwise… but he decided to take a moment to stop in at his former 

place of employment and at least thank Kent for a good reference, especially after he‟d gone and 

vanished for a century… but he figured all of Hell probably knew he‟d been made into a hanging 

ornament countless miles above the ground.  

He stepped into the stables from a portal, then stared around at the workers milling about 

and the smell of sawdust. The stables were being expanded the old fashioned way… and then 

Kent walked over to him with a slight smile, looking relieved. “There‟s my stablemaster!”  

“Sorry about not showing up for the last while. I was um… hanging from sky.” Zerrex 

replied with an embarrassed look, and then he shook Kent‟s hand firmly, glancing around and 

adding: “But goddamn, it looks like you‟re finally getting that size increase you wanted here…” 

“Yeah, „cept the sons of bitches are going to be moving in at least a hundred more 

mounts, and God knows how many of the stalls we‟ll have rented out.” Kent replied sourly, 

shaking his head slowly, and Zerrex nodded with a grunt before the bear smiled and nudged him 

towards the doors. “But you showed up at a great time… there‟s some Wyrms outside I need 

trained. I‟ll hire you back at thirty silver an hour if you show me you can still train one or two 

combat mounts properly.” 

Zerrex stared at this proposal… and soon enough he was outside, back in the rhythm of 

things and getting the mounts to fall in line with each other, and he felt himself readjusting to 

being around people and his old schedule with surprising rapidity. It was nice to work again, and 

it was nice to feel like he was doing something positive with himself, as he walked up to the 

mounts and stroked gently over the muzzle of the closest, which growled quietly before pressing 

against him in a nuzzle, causing the Drakkaren to laugh. 

Between all the pain and the bullshit, Hell made him feel… good. He smiled slightly at 

this irony, before he getting back to work with the animals and letting his mind wander as he 

trained them until Kent came out. They chatted for a while, and Kent said he‟d be glad to have 



him back on… and the Drakkaren nodded, explaining his other job-slash-punishment and the 

hours he might end up working there… but Kent replied that it was fine with a smile. He had 

more workers now, and a lot more funds to play with ever since the cavalry unit had started 

actually receiving money from the Princess and the other monarchs, so the Drakkaren wasn‟t 

needed constantly anymore to either keep an eye on the other stablehands or for any of the other 

chores. 

For a little while, at least, Zerrex was glad; despite the pains and punishments he‟d 

endured and still had to look forwards to and live through, his life had taken an upswing… and 

he only hoped that the upswing wouldn‟t go violently downwards once more. 

 

After nine thousand, three hundred, and some odd years in Wrath, and almost twenty-

thousand years in Hell, Zerrex had become accustomed to Hell and had finally managed to learn 

most of the rules, laws, ins, and outs of the strange society and culture of the Plane of Torment. 

He had learned that an eternity was an inaccurate measurement of time, and that there were 

indeed laws that you could be sent to prison for in Hell… but also that in Hell, that meant either 

a Pit of Torment or the Abyss, and both of those were very, very bad places, far worse than any 

mortal prison. 

Zerrex had also learned most of the rules of being a civil servant, and had picked up a 

few tricks on getting around certain magical barriers or scanning devices: for instance, just 

because a device was magical or enchanted didn‟t make it intelligent, just like a computer on the 

mortal plane. And furthermore, for every spell that existed, there was always a counterspell that 

would cause it to fizzle out, no matter how powerful the ability was. 

Sabnock herself wasn‟t like any of the other demons he‟d met in Hell so far, either: she 

was impartial, cold, and logical, and always attempted to deal with things from a legal standpoint 

instead of a moral one. Zerrex had served as both a security guard and an „Officer-General‟ in 

the court, responsible for keeping any legal representation and the clients themselves in line 

during proceedings. On the other hand, the Drakkaren‟s abilities made him almost perfect for the 

job: with Dominate he could subdue the most raucous of demons, and with Intimidate he could 

scare the most violent into cooperating fully. 

He had finally learned the skill after several years of harassment from both Sabnock and 

Selena, who had ganged up on him despite their different viewpoints: whereas Selena was all 

about passion, Sabnock was very distant even in training, talking more about studying and 

discipline as much anything else. Sabnock had aided him in unlocking his other natural demonic 

abilities, such as a strange, weak form of telekinesis that allowed him to shove other demons 

backwards with a glare and concentration, but with Selena he had mastered Wrath. 

The signature move of any higher-level Wrath demon was the ability to concentrate one‟s 

rage, hatred, and other powerful emotions, and release it in a single powerful burst of raw 

psychic force. It was the attack he‟d done to Ose when the otter-demon had attempted to charge, 

and Selena said with training it could become one of his most-powerful abilities, just like 

Dominate.  

Zerrex had also learned a bit more about silent casting, runic magic, and other arcane 

lore, through training with Sin, Selena, Sabnock, and even Ixin. Zerrex was currently sitting with 

the last, wearing his plain blue officer‟s uniform and with the stupid blue helm they made him 

wear tossed aside in the grass, military boots stained with grass as he absently held a bottle with 

a long wooden straw out to Ixin, who sipped greedily at the apple cider. “So what you‟re saying 

is that I‟m an incomplete demon?” 



“As incomplete as they come, just like a puppet without string.” Ixin said cheerfully, then 

he paused and frowned thoughtfully as he nibbled the end of the straw. “Maybe that‟s a bad 

metaphor… uh… dammit, it eludes me. But yeah, the Lucifer‟s Eye project was never-ever-ever 

meant to be used on an Initiate… it was only for use on groups of mortals to transform them into 

soldier demons and on constructs to see if we could „animate‟ demons, you get what I‟m saying? 

“But from what you‟ve told me about it, Feldspar tried to take it to a different level… that 

bitch.” Ixin grunted, shaking his head slowly and making a disgusted face. “I guess she couldn‟t 

be satisfied with stealing our forbidden lore, she had to try and put it to use, too… well, I heard 

that the whore was wounded in battle, and I hope she dies of her boobs falling off and gets 

converted into a piano.” 

“You like her about as much as I do. Wonderful.” Zerrex muttered, then he put the bottle 

down as Ixin gave a loud squawk and flailed against the chains. “My arm‟s getting tired, so live 

with it. I‟ll give you the rest before I go, though, don‟t worry…” He paused, then tilted his head 

as Ixin muttered something angrily, feeling a chill run through him. “But what‟s going to happen 

to me, then?” 

Ixin paused, glanced up at him, and then shrugged slowly, making a bit of a face. “I… I 

dunno, Zerrex, on a serious level. Alchemy is dangerous shit, especially when you start throwing 

living creatures into the mix… it causes all sorts of havoc, see. I heard that in the Eastern 

Province there‟s another scientist dude in the Circle of Wrath setting up his own sort of Lucifer‟s 

Eye project though, something about… mechanical demons, I wasn‟t paying attention to the 

scrying I was doing. I saw a jackalope and I thought for a moment it was a Wendigo, back here 

to gouge my balls off so it could have some boobs for itself.” 

“You make no sense whatsoever.” Zerrex said flatly, then he paused and added dryly: 

“And jackalopes aren‟t real. Not here, not on any other plane, either.” 

“Let me out of these chains and I‟ll prove they are!” Ixin said challengingly, and then he 

rolled his eyes as Zerrex only grunted in return. “See, you‟re no fun at all. By the way, I‟d really 

like some new clothes before I‟m left here laying naked without much protection in the Circle of 

freaking Wrath. I feel like an ad for rape.” 

Zerrex rolled his eyes, then he leaned down and leered at the imprisoned Drakkaren 

teasingly, crossing his arms with a slight smile. “Well, I do have to admit, you‟ve got a nice ass 

that seems to just be begging to be plowed…” 

Ixin fluttered his eyes up at the Drakkaren, asking in a breathy singsong: “But Zerrex, I 

thought I wasn‟t your type? Oh, whatever made you change your mind, you big handsome stud, 

you?” A pause, and then he glowered and added: “By the way, I think you forgot to put on your 

training bra this morning, you pussywillow.” 

“One of these days I‟m going to punch you in the face.” Zerrex grumbled, then he picked 

up the cider and guided the straw back to Ixin‟s mouth, wincing as purple sparks flew from the 

energy field surrounding him. “But I‟ll make you a deal. I‟ll use a repair spell on your clothes if 

you tell me more about this guy screwing with Lucifer‟s Eye type technology.” 

Zerrex thought he already knew about it, however, as Ixin sipped greedily at the straw… 

in fact, I might have a date with him right after this. Some fool trying to make a name for himself 

during the war by producing better soldiers far faster… 

“Well uh… let‟s see…” Ixin paused to reflectively sip at the bottle of cider, which was 

nearly empty by now. “He bought an arena for himself and everything, and he‟s got a gaggle of 

technologically-enhanced demons working for him or something. I mean, like, I admittedly don‟t 



know a whole lot about how mortal technology‟s evolved, but I really don‟t see the point of 

putting superior parts on a product that‟s going to die from a single stab, anyway… 

“But he also has some crazy shit he‟s been working on, from what I hear… and keep in 

mind, like, I get most of my information by spitting onto the ground and scrying in the water left 

behind.” Ixin addred irritably, before letting out a dramatic sigh as he ran out of cider. “But you 

know, my memory‟s gone all fuzzy all of a sudden…” 

“I got enough to know who it is. I do work at the law office in the Circle of Tragedy, 

remember.” Zerrex rolled his eyes as Ixin let out a squawk of displeasure, glaring up at him. 

“You overplay your hand way too often, you know that? You should learn to be more like my 

friend Raze, who… what?” 

Ixin was now bouncing excitedly up and down, his eyes wide as he shook himself around 

to get the Drakkaren‟s attention, and then he gave a toothy grin. “Raze, huh? He just happens to 

be my great-great-something grandson, you know.” A pause, and then he looked smoothly-

triumphant as Zerrex gaped at the Drakkaren. “Well, all gods start off somewhere, Zerrex… and 

Lord, just like you and me, was once a mortal. He ascended to godhood through… niggledy-

piggledy-poo, I ain‟t gonna tell you.” 

Zerrex glared down at the imprisoned mortal, and Ixin winced a bit, coughing and 

shrinking his head away. “You… look very upset. But okay, so what, I don‟t precisely know. I 

just know he did serve as an Angel of Death for a while, and that he did some scary shit… but 

like… come on! I only know this stuff because he comes and visits me now and then.” 

The reptile thought of asking why Ixin had never told him this before… but he only 

sighed, rubbing a hand slowly through his hair before he picked up his helm and fitted it over his 

head, grumbling under his breath. I‟m not in the mood for a smartass response right now, after 

all… I think I‟ll just go and report to the office, see if Sabnock needs me for anything… “Thank 

you, Ixin, for this enjoyable and informative visit. I‟ll come back once I find some spare time in 

my schedule.” 

“Aww, don‟t go away bein‟ pissy, Zerrex! Come on, we‟re still buddies, right?” Ixin 

looked up at him with big eyes, and Zerrex rolled his own before creating a portal and stepping 

through it, the mortal yelling after him: “Wait, I drew you a picture of us together! Come back, I 

want to show you my art that I worked so hard on, you bastard!” 

A moment later, Zerrex stepped onto the paved road outside the Hall of Justice, shivering 

a bit as he always did in the Circle of Tragedy and hugging himself despite the thick jacket he 

was wearing. Ice and snow covered the ground here and there, and it was much darker down in 

the bottom Circle of Hell than it was even in the dreary Circle of Wrath, most of the light coming 

from the eternally-burning streetlamps made of enchanted black metal.  

The Drakkaren stepped off the road and onto the sidewalk, nodding to a pair of fellow 

officers standing nearby and heading slowly for the cracked cement stairs leading up to the 

enormous double doors of the Hall of Justice, and he pushed his way inside, listening to the faint 

hum of piano music from down the stone corridor for a moment. Bright white domes in the 

ceiling lit the inside of the building, and officers and other well-dressed officials bustled back 

and forth, many of them carrying enormous stacks of paper held together by some sort of binding 

spell as they hurried down the corridor. 

Zerrex slipped his way quickly past the groups of people heading in the opposite 

direction, then stepped through a side door into a large room filled with desks, crying victims, 

shouting officers, and paperwork. It was like any busy inner-city police station back home, 

complete with crying mothers talking about abusive husbands, abusive pimps, abusive sons, and 



abusive wives, and officers arguing with illusionary images emitted from runes on their desks. 

Zerrex was thankful he no longer worked in this environment, as he headed carefully through the 

maze of tables and officers towards a narrow hallway. 

Smaller, quieter offices were down here, almost all of them soundproofed and most of 

them belonging to judges and prosecuters: in Hell, being a judge wasn‟t as glorious a position as 

it was on the mortal plane. Furthermore, ninety percent of lawyers in Hell were trained to either 

consult in civil legal matters or prosecute offenders; as it so happened, the courts system down 

here rarely made allowances for special defense counsels to be appointed, meaning that the 

defendant was almost always on his or her own if they were being charged formally with a 

crime. And hiring a defense lawyer required mounds of paperwork and good reasons other than 

„I was stupid and got caught.‟ 

On the other hand, Zerrex did recognize that it didn‟t always make for the most balanced 

or fair defense, especially since there was no such thing as trial-by-jury in Hell. Either an 

aristocrat or a Magistrate always presided over the court, and the Officer-General was in charge 

of keeping everything ordered and keeping track of the time… and although most court sessions 

were recorded, some were kept off the record and only the charges were written down with the 

initials of the accused, or rather the usually-convicted.  

Zerrex knocked perfunctorily on the door before opening it and stepping inside, quickly 

closing the door behind him as he put his hands behind his back and stood in Sabnock‟s 

magically-enlarged office. As could be expected, everything was in perfect order: even the books 

on the shelves were filed alphabetically, and the case files kept in another shelf nearby sorted 

numerically by date. The Drakkaren waited quietly as Sabnock finished writing something down 

in a large datebook, before she closed it and moved it aside to fill something in on the schedule 

she lived by. Then this binder was closed, and she put her pen back into the holder on the side of 

her desk, lacing her fingers together and looking up at Zerrex calmly. “Officer Narrius. It‟s good 

to see you.” 

Zerrex winced, as he always did, and Sabnock sighed a bit, touching one of her temples 

as she made a face. “Zerrex, fine, as you prefer. Although I would like it if one day you would 

recognize it‟s just a word and a name, nothing more, so we could get back to treating you like 

any other officer of this court instead of giving you these… special rules.” 

“Names have great power.” Zerrex said softly, and Sabnock looked at him evenly, before 

she sighed and nodded slowly. “But I just wanted to check if you had any special duties for me 

today… and if not, I‟d like to request permission to make a surprise stop-in in the Eastern 

Province at one of my future appointments. 

“That‟s highly unusual.” Sabnock frowned a bit, picking up another logbook and opening 

it as she asked: “What date is the appointment, and do you remember the name of the person 

you‟re supposed to see?” 

“Uh… Tipet, in the second week of Argnock.” Zerrex said after a moment, glancing up in 

thought. “I forget the name, but it has to do with the arena in the Eastern Province, an inspection 

of the grounds and a summons for appearance before Judge Esybru.” 

“You‟re interested in the research on the Lucifer‟s Eye artifact… now I know why you 

were digging in the archives for information on Ashcroft Ixin.” Sabnock glanced over him 

thoughtfully, at the same time straightening her cuffs as she added in a soft voice: “There‟s a 

very distinct conflict of interest here, Lord Zerrex… you benefit greatly if the courts don‟t at all 

by closing this arena down…” 



The Drakkaren shook his head slowly, meeting her eyes. “It‟s not like that at all, 

Magistrate. I already have the information I need, and I‟m still just an… impartial observer.” He 

paused and nodded slowly, rubbing the back of his head as he looked across at her quietly. “If 

they‟re doing something wrong, I‟m the first one who wants to get in their way and put a stop to 

it… but if they aren‟t, then they should certainly be permitted to see what… sort of progress they 

can make on their researches.” 

Sabnock sighed, tenting her fingers in front of her muzzle as she looked at him mildly. 

“And you have a hunch. Lord Zerrex, how many times do I have to tell you this… we operate by 

the books, according to the letter of the law. We do not go out on a limb or interrupt the ordered, 

structured flow of things simply because one has a certain… feeling of foreboding about a place 

or event. Even the Seers get things wrong from time-to-time, and you‟re an Incarnation, a demon 

based almost entirely around primal urges.” 

Zerrex looked to the side, making a face, before he looked at her and responded quietly, 

knowing it pointless to lie: “That doesn‟t make them wrong, Sabnock. And it has as much 

bearing on things as me pointing out the fact you‟re an Ice Devil based around structure and 

order. Please, I want to look into this… I heard a rumor that he might also be enhancing demons 

with robotics and mechanical parts, and I think we can both agree that‟s something that shouldn‟t 

be permitted to go on.” 

The wolverine grunted and looked back and forth indecisively, before she finally let out a 

loud sigh and leaned back in her chair, closing her eyes and pushing a hand against her forehead. 

“Officer Zerrex, I don‟t know how the other Inquisitors or even Miss Selena puts up with you… 

you‟re loud, obnoxious, and you stay quiet when you should speak up and speak up when you 

should just stay quiet. Worst of all, you rarely follow protocol and make rude, lewd comments to 

any female you catch staring at you for more than five seconds. 

“Give me a day to think about it.” she said finally, and Zerrex smiled a bit as she sat up, 

looking across at him irritably. “And so we‟re clear, that is not a yes in any way, shape, or form. 

For now, you‟re on call for the next three hours, but don‟t expect anything urgent to come up. I‟ll 

see you tomorrow around one in the morning.” 

Zerrex nodded, bowing to her respectfully, and then she went back to work as Zerrex 

slipped out of the office and made his way quickly out of the building, to portal back to the plane 

of Wrath and step into his home with a sigh of relief, sitting down in his armchair and throwing 

off his helmet as Sin looked over at him curiously from where she was putting together a model 

of a car – made exceptionally tough because she had no idea what a car looked like, other than 

from the picture in front of her. “Are you finished work already, Lord Zerrex?” 

“For now, anyway… I‟m on call. I guess since we‟re approaching Coronation Day, 

everyone wants a bit of spare silver in their pocket.” The Drakkaren paused as he held out a hand 

and concentrated, and then he winced as the bookshelf shuddered and toppled over. 

“Goddammit.” 

“Lord Zerrex, you aren‟t a psychic.” Sin reprimanded gently, and she rose her hand, the 

bookshelf immediately righting itself and the books flying back into order on the shelves as 

Zerrex mumbled something under his breath. “Besides, the vast array of abilities you‟ve already 

built up for use at your disposal is incredible, indeed.” 

“Yeah, but I haven‟t even been able to feel cocky about it ever since Selena kicked my 

ass.” Zerrex muttered, looking morbid as he crossed his arms over his chest. “But the bigger they 

are, the harder they fall, isn‟t that right?” 



Sin only smiled over at him sympathetically, and Zerrex sulked a bit as he dropped his 

head… but inwardly, he was reflecting with a bit more seriousness over what he‟d found out less 

than a decade ago now. After discovering he had such a vast array of abilities, he‟d been taunting 

Selena about how he could kick her ass without much of a contest… and she had grinned and 

told him to go ahead and assume full demonic form. 

Zerrex had refused, and perhaps he‟d been a bit arrogant… and she had chanted what he 

recognized as a short, simple blessing, and he‟d been struck rigid with agony. The same thing 

happened again when he assumed demonic form without a comment at her command… and, 

horrified, he asked what the hell was going on. Looking at him with almost sympathy, Selena 

had explained to him the Holy Rule. 

The average soldier demon was affected little by a blessing or even an exorcism: this was 

due to the fact that soldier demons tended to not have a whole lot in the way of „holy‟ or 

„unholy‟ residue in them, for lack of better terms. But as one went higher up the demonic food 

chain, the essence of Hell inside a being became more and more intense… until one finally 

reached the level of Incarnation. As they were nothing less than representations of one of Hell‟s 

Big Seven, the „unholy‟ aura in them became so intense that even the weakest of holy abilities 

dealt terrible damage to the spirit of such a creature.  

As a being of physical power, Zerrex would also always gain a major advantage in close 

combat situations… but he would never be as powerful when it came to magic, mental abilities, 

psychic attacks, or anything else, especially with his exceptionally-slow learning curve towards 

magic. Selena had tried to be nice about it – a nice change – but he had still ended up feeling 

retarded and moody for almost a month as he reflected more and more on himself. 

It was almost like a cosmic joke: he had unmatched power, and could storm through 

demons like they were hay… but in the end, he was little more than a beast. He might have the 

stamina and endurance to rush through magic, and his training and raw strength enabled him to 

break through psychic abilities as if they were nothing… but he would be no match for a well-

trained unit of magic users, no matter how strong he became. His tentacles gave him physical 

range, and his energy abilities magical… but at the end of the day, he was still the same way he 

had been even as a mortal: the idiot that brought a knife to a gun fight. 

Zerrex tried to push the thoughts out of his head for now, though, making a face as he 

looked over at the bookshelf and flexing his hand slowly: as a Hybrid, he would also never 

possess all the abilities that some Wrath and some Lust demons did. For instance, he would 

never be able to shapeshift in the same way a Dius did… just as he would never be able to cause 

physical damage with a single look, no matter how much he could weaken or terrify an enemy. 

He guess it best reflected him, though, and his interests in too many things to ever settle down 

and really work his way to the top with one talent. 

Sin came over and gently took his hand, rubbing it slowly and gazing down at him 

quietly… and he looked back up with a faint smile as he took her hand slowly, lacing their 

fingers together gently. She smiled a bit, bowing her head and murmuring softly: “Stop being so 

hard on yourself, Lord Zerrex, and stop thinking things you shouldn‟t… I… please.” She 

hesitated, then added in a quiet voice: “If it‟s any consolation, I have faith in you… I truly 

believe you‟re the strongest of all demons in Hell.” 

She flushed deeply, and Zerrex laughed a bit, shaking his head and gently patting her hip 

with his other hand. “No, Sin, I think that‟s definitely you… after seeing the things you can do, 

I‟m envious of your powers… but at the same time, I have to honestly admit I‟m glad it‟s not 

me. I could never handle the burden you do.” 



“It‟s just the punishment…” Sin murmured, glancing away and looking embarrassed, 

before she let go of his hand and half-bowed quietly. “By the way, Miss Selena sends her 

regards, but she probably won‟t be home again tonight… she‟s helping Queen Lilith set up a 

base in the Western Province for the rebels.” 

Zerrex nodded, tilting his head curiously. “Is there any news? I mean, I know the broad 

strokes… but do you know if they‟re preparing the garrison yet?” 

Sin shook her head slowly, quietly rubbing at her stomach. “No… although Selena 

expressed a great passion to attack Master Scribe Vine ever since he took over the regulation of 

the Province, Queen Lilith has made it very clear that it is far too early to consider such a move. 

Castle Cardigan is still on high alert, and the Province itself is still in turmoil… and the Eastern 

Palace is currently protected by no less than fifteen Scribes, from the intelligence she‟s received. 

Master Vine would undoubtedly detect them if they made any adverse movements whatsoever, 

but for now his powers are blocked by a mix of my abilities and Queen Lilith‟s.” 

The Drakkaren nodded slowly, before he sighed and rubbed a hand through his hair, then 

he made a face as he felt the ring on his finger beginning to heat up and glow, glancing down at 

the dull yellow band around his finger as it turned red. Goddamn Waning Star… now if only I 

could figure out how the stupid thing worked, I could have it remind me of other stuff, too… 

“Looks like I spoke too soon… I‟d better get to work.”  

Zerrex created a portal nearby, then bent to grab his helm… but Sin smiled at him faintly, 

already holding it out to him. He took it with a smile in return, then put it on and stood up, 

heading to the portal and adding over his shoulder: “I‟ll probably be right back… tell Selena I 

said hi if she shows up, but I should be right back.” 

“Of course, Lord Zerrex.” Sin bowed to him as he stepped through the portal, and the 

Drakkaren glanced back through the darkness as it closed, softening as he rubbed a hand slowly 

over the helm before making a face at the cold chill in the air. This place sucks. 

The reptile climbed the stairs again, then staggered out of the way as the doors flew open 

and several officers ran out, but one of them skidded to a halt and called over his shoulder to 

Zerrex: “Hey, you! Were you summoned by the Waning Star? Come on!” 

It turned and ran towards a portal, and Zerrex cursed under his breath before following, 

looking exasperated as he followed the others and put a hand on the hilt of the silver longsword, 

wondering what the hell had happened… and then he groaned loudly as he stepped through the 

white portal and saw all four officers leaping up and down around a Gorgon, who was hissing 

and slashing at them angrily. 

A Wrath-Lust combination like himself, the Gorgons were gigantic females that were 

often a mix of hideousness and beauty: this one, for instance, had long blonde hair falling from 

its head and luxurious white and black fur… but its eyes were serpentine and its features were 

twisted, with a humped and distorted body and long, muscular arms ending in vicious claws. It 

glared back and forth furiously in its long white dress, and then it howled: “I‟d rather die than go 

with you, you sons of bitches! Get away from me, get away!” 

“Would you stop that? You‟re only pissing her off more.” Zerrex said loudly, but the 

officers continued to yell and circle her with their weapons drawn, and he sighed as he 

approached, shaking his head slowly and muttering under his breath: “This is going to be one of 

those long days… well… at least it isn‟t too much of a scene.” 

True, they were in a city, but it wasn‟t too crowded… and true, the Gorgon had sized-up 

to around thirty feet, and was blocking the street almost entirely… but as this was Hell, demons 

were more watching with vague interest here and there, but carefully avoiding the confrontation 



or ignoring it altogether as they headed for work. The buildings here were made mostly of brick 

and metal, but the Drakkaren thought they‟d be sturdy enough to hold if she started smashing 

more things… and the reptile snapped a hand out, a tentacle slithering out of his sleeve and 

wrapping tightly around a goat demon that was prodding her with a stick, before he lifted him 

into the air and dragged him over to where he stood a safe twenty feet away, asking mildly as he 

set the goat down: “What‟s going on here?” 

“She… she‟s uh… refusing to give up her son.” The goatling said dumbly, as the 

Drakkaren‟s tentacle retracted into his body, and the creature stared at him as he asked in a weak 

voice: “Was that really necessary?” 

“Completely.” Zerrex glanced to the side, muttering an incantation and holding out a 

hand, and a logbook formed into existence out of white light, the reptile opening this and flipping 

through it quickly as he muttered: “Let‟s see… here we go, I thought I recognized her. Yeah, 

I‟ve dealt with her before… hey, Maryanne! Maryanne, it‟s me, Zerrex!” 

The Gorgon looked up with a frown as she swung an arm out and knocked all three 

officers sprawling, and then she blinked a few times as she settled her eyes on Zerrex, wiping 

absently at the bloody cuts over her arms as she said angrily: “You! You‟re the one who did that 

first report on me… you swore I‟d never have to deal with this, but look at the mess and-” 

“Bureaucracy, you know it sucks here as much as anywhere else.” Zerrex replied dryly, 

glancing through the report he‟d made and wondering absently what genius-workaholic had 

invented the „summon notebook‟ spell, and whether or not some lazy ass had created a „dispel 

notebook‟ counterspell. Okay, it‟s object, not notebook specifically but… you know. Right, work 

work work… “Is it Baron Krieg again? Because we can go talk to him if it is.” 

“What, and let me guess… you just want me to come with you so you can take my child 

while I‟m gone, isn‟t that right?” asked the Gorgon bitterly, and Zerrex glared at one of the 

officers as the Rakshasa climbed to his feet, but Maryanne only slapped it firmly away, sending 

it flying through the air with a squeal. The others immediately retreated, and Zerrex thanked 

whatever gods ruled Hell for this before they could piss the powerful demoness off any further. 

“I‟m not moving anywhere for you pissants, not after last time!” 

“How about this.” Zerrex walked forwards, spreading his arms and meeting her eyes 

fearlessly: although most Gorgons could petrify or simply kill lesser demons with a single glare, 

at worst she could only give him a headache thanks to his own Wrath tendencies. “I‟ll stay with 

Losan, or take him to a safe place. You and the others go to see Baron Krieg, and sort all this 

nonsense out. But you need to calm down either way, Maryanne, you‟re causing a scene.” 

Maryanne growled something as she looked back and forth indecisively… but then she 

looked away, and she slumped after a moment, nodding with a sigh as she closed her eyes and 

relaxed. Slowly, her muscles decreased in size and her features became more beautiful and 

effeminate, and then she murmured: “Fine. I‟ll trust you one last time, Zerrex, but only because 

you got these other morons to leave me alone. You can look after Losan, but I want this dealt 

with by the end of an hour, got it?” 

She glared around at the others, and one of the demons met her eyes and fell over, 

clutching his head and moaning in pain as he rolled back and forth on his back. Zerrex rolled his 

own eyes, then muttered aside to the goat demon he‟d snagged: “Please jot down that we need to 

better train our officers in dealing with other demons, will you? And you better go on ahead to 

Baron Krieg‟s villa and warn him there‟s about to be a scene.” He paused, then he walked over 

to the other officers, who were picking themselves off the ground with mumbles and winces to 



each other. “Alright, Maryanne. I‟ll just let myself in. You go ahead and take these officers with 

you, just in case they don‟t know the route. I‟ll just stay here with your son, okay?” 

Maryanne nodded, looking after him with concern, and Zerrex felt a quiet sensation of 

longing in his own heart as the demoness turned away and created an enormous portal. She 

began to harass the officers into going through it as she looked towards her towering homestead, 

and Zerrex strode up the large stairs and knocked twice before stepping inside through the huge 

door, offering a supportive smile to the Gorgon. She just doesn‟t want to let the kid go… and 

Krieg just doesn‟t want to share the child with her. Poor little bastard… but where is he? 

Zerrex looked back and forth as he stepped into the magically-enlarged home, carefully 

looking back and forth. Unlike his mother, Losan was short and still very young, and he took 

after his father, the Baron, as a Selvin demon… a Greed demon usually concerned with physical 

matters almost as much as Pride demons could be, vain and self-righteous. Zerrex had noted that 

most of the disputes came from the Circle of Greed as a rule, though: in all the other circles, the 

disputes generally took care of themselves the old-fashioned way. But money still seems to talk… 

“Losan? It‟s me, officer Zerrex!” 

He paused as he stepped out into the huge kitchen… and then he paused as he heard a 

noise behind him, and a moment later the door slammed shut. The reptile rolled his eyes as he 

heard feet running quickly away on the other side of the frame, and he quickly created a portal, 

stepping through it and emerging through another in the middle of the hall, and Losan skidded to 

a halt in front of him with a squeak of surprise before falling heavily on his rump with a whine. 

“You can‟t do that! That‟s cheating!” 

“It‟s good to see you too, Losan.” Zerrex said dryly, leaning on his knees to look down at 

the four-foot tall, pouty-looking demon. He had grey skin and a short muzzle, with a long, strong 

tail and a white underbelly… and Zerrex sighed as he realized after a moment Losan was 

wearing only his underwear, crossing his gangly arms over his chest and he looked up at him 

scornfully with his periwinkle eyes. “Where did you put your clothes?” 

“In your butt!” Losan responded rudely, and then he scrambled to his feet… but Zerrex 

reached down and easily caught him by the shoulder, holding him gently but firmly. The Selvin 

groaned loudly and struggled uselessly, then it finally relaxed and glared up at him, sulking a bit 

as he mumbled: “This sucks. Don‟t you have some other families to pick on?” 

“Behave yourself and I‟ll give you a shiny silver coin.” Zerrex said sourly, feeling only 

vaguely-bad that he was using the vices of any Greed demon against this one to control him, but 

the kid brightened immediately as he looked up at him with round eyes. It‟s about as fair as 

someone offering me a stripper… but whatever. “Now, where are your clothes?” 

The Selvin shrugged a bit, standing up and shuffling his feet embarrassedly as he looked 

down. “I was tryin‟ to cast a cleansing spell, but I accidently lit them up on fire… so um… Mom 

had to throw them out, „cause she‟s not very good at magic either. But I guess someone heard her 

yelling „cause she was upset about the room catching on fire, so um… someone probably called 

you guys after that. I don‟t think I have anymore clothes upstairs, though, since most of my stuff 

is at Baron Dad‟s house.” 

Zerrex nodded and sighed a bit, then he crossed his arms and asked mildly: “So did you 

learn anything from this experience?” 

“People are mean and dumb.” Losan said sulkily, and Zerrex smiled a bit despite himself 

as he patted the smooth-skinned creature on the shoulder, before turning him around and guiding 

him towards the kitchen to see if he could fix up a small snack for the child, at least. That‟ll make 

him happy. Sometimes I wonder if he‟s from Gluttony… 



Less than forty minutes later, Maryanne came back into the house, looking triumphant, 

and Zerrex flicked a silver coin to Losan before pulling her aside to find out what had gone on. 

As it so happened, Baron Krieg had been in the middle of an expensive dinner party, and the 

humiliation the whole incident had caused him would likely be more than enough to stop him 

from attempting to hire anyone else to call the law officers in the Circle of Tragedy the moment 

it looked like there was some excuse to pull Losan away from Maryanne. Maryanne thanked him 

with a hug that lifted him uncomfortably high into the air and a lecherous squeeze of his 

buttocks, and Zerrex coughed and flushed embarrassedly before retreating through a portal to 

head back home. He‟d file his report tomorrow on the incident, but otherwise he hoped he was 

done for the day. 

When he stepped back into his home, he was greeted by a grinning Selena, and the two 

traded a quick hug as Zerrex undressed and listened to her talk about her day. He still had a bit of 

spare time before work, and he always enjoyed listening to what she had to say, especially when 

it had to do with the recent rebellion to retake the Western Province. 

Ever since Master Scribe Vine had taken over, actions had been taken that were “in the 

best interests of Hell,” instead of in the best interests of that Province‟s people. Entire villages 

were drafted to the military force, Raithe‟s large royal family was dissolved, and new Dukes and 

Barons had been appointed to replace those who had fled. Although Vine also shared the hive-

mind of the other Scribes, he also retained his own consciousness and was able to exert some 

form of control over the Scribes nearby, focusing their powers to treble his own already-

remarkable strengths and magical prowess. 

Vine was also known as the Detector of Secrets: it was rumored that nothing was hidden 

from his eyes… but he was not nearly as omniscient as that. Although he was able to know the 

names and rough locales of anything that wasn‟t specially-protected, he was also bound by the 

same rules and laws as the Scholars and other Scribes were, meaning that Lily‟s charms and 

Sin‟s magic were more than powerful enough to deflect any scrying or divination he attempted to 

discover her location or the names of those who were aiding Lily in her fight against the stolen 

throne. Furthermore, Vine was obviously sympathetic towards the Princess‟s aims, and he was a 

nothing more than puppet to her… making Zerrex wonder how much of Hell she had taken over, 

especially with Az‟Iriel having been out of Hell for so long now. 

Zerrex thought not only was dissent beginning to grow in Hell, but also confusion: after 

all, it was well-known that Ezekiel and Majesty were currently in charge of all operations in 

Hell, taking their orders from Az‟Iriel… but how could Az‟Iriel himself effectively fight a war in 

Hell when with every minute that passed on the physical plane, a year and a half passed in Hell? 

Zerrex refused to believe that even the bastard who had killed him could be that talented… from 

what he knew of military operations, every single Commander required up-to-date information 

on the state of the battlefield and the movement of enemy troops. Unless he was playing some 

vast guessing game, or unless he was somehow communicating with his Generals in real-time, 

Zerrex didn‟t think… 

He paused and looked up, then glanced down as something passed through his mind, 

lightning-fast. He frowned a bit as Selena halted, looking at him oddly, but then the Drakkaren 

held up a hand, disregarding it. “It‟s nothing, sorry. I just got lost in my own thoughts, I 

guess…”  

“Alright…” Selena said slowly, and then she crossed her legs and put her feet up on the 

table from where she sat on the couch. “But anyway, Lily wants to probe out just how powerful 

Vine is before she makes any moves. She‟s also worried about shapeshifters slipping into the 



organization, but I‟ve got some Dius on standby… and thankfully, we also have the Sisters on 

our side, so that should help a lot.” She paused and shrugged a bit, smiling slightly. “Then again, 

I guess the Sisters have always been a bit aloof… the Monastery is more into the Plains of 

Despair than it is inside the Southern Province, after all.” 

“Good.” Zerrex murmured softly, crossing his arms as he relaxed in his armchair. He 

glanced idly over to Sin, who was snoozing quietly on the futons they‟d stacked up in the corner 

of the room… and then he glanced back to Selena, asking quietly: “Is she okay? She usually only 

sleeps after she overexerts herself.” 

“I think it‟s the pressure of doing so much behind the back of the Princess…” Selena 

responded quietly, looking over at Sin and shaking her head slowly, her expression soft. “I feel 

so sorry for her, I really do. I mean, she and the Princess have always been close… when the 

Princess was a baby, Sin was the one who looked after her, raised her, and took care of her, until 

she finally put on the Southern Mask and rose to a High Throne. She taught the Princess 

everything she knows today: and yet, the Princess now has terrible abilities that seem to go 

beyond anything even Sin can do, like reshaping the fabric of reality and time itself…” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, grimacing as he thought back to the cage he‟d been locked in all 

those years ago: it was a lesson he had never forgotten, however, and since then he‟d always 

been polite to the Princess. He hadn‟t let go of himself completely, however, and although giving 

in to his passions under Selena‟s instruction had let him learn some of his newer abilities… he 

had never been without discipline. Sabnock showed me that… I know she might not look as 

demonic as the others, and she might have strange abilities but still be weak, especially for an 

Inquisitor… I don‟t think the Princess realizes what kind of true strength it takes to keep yourself 

under such tight control. “It‟s like every demon I kill, Sin was affiliated with them somehow…” 

“Everyone knows her… she‟s one of the most powerful demons in Hell, sometimes 

referred to as the Goddess or the Great Mother.” Selena murmured softly, hugging herself quietly 

and gazing at the sleeping Naganatine with quiet respect. “She gave birth to the Terrors, but also 

the first demons… she breathed life into many of the guardians and ancient constructs, and she 

taught us about magic and harnessing our own abilities… and you know what? After… living 

with you two for so long, I‟ve realized I don‟t give a shit anymore what anyone says about her. 

Admittedly at first, yeah, I was scared…” 

The demoness hesitated for a moment as she sat up, continuing in a softer voice as she 

looked across at Zerrex. “In fact, I was terrified… but… I don‟t feel that way around her 

anymore. I feel safe… and God, by now we all know she‟s learned her lesson from what she did 

with Mephistopheles. Why does she continue to be tortured like this, why is she still in pain? I 

mean, fuck, it could be eons before the Central Throne is retaken… and ever since the Scholars 

came to power, the Historians have ceased to exist, so it‟s not like anyone can clarify the 

Prophecy anymore…” 

This rang the faintest of bells in Zerrex‟s mind… and he frowned slowly, Selena tilting 

her head towards him. It was the first time he‟d ever heard her talk about the Prophecy, but he‟d 

heard about it before… from the Sisters. From Earth, I think… or was it Fire? I think it was 

Earth. Thank crap for my Hell-enhanced memory. “I‟ve heard the Sisters mention that before… 

something about the Red Beast and…” He hesitated a bit. “I believe I was mentioned too, and 

stuff.” 

“Darkness from Darkness to destroy its maker with Light…” Selena murmured, and then 

she shook her head slowly. “That‟s not exactly right, but you were the mortal who slew the Red 



Beast… your father, Narrius. The cruelest quasi-god I‟ve ever seen… but I hear the questions 

already undoubtedly forming in your mind, but like, just let me talk, would you?” 

Zerrex nodded, and Selena let out a sigh of relief, gathering her thoughts before saying 

quietly: “Let‟s see… what you likely don‟t know is about how Narrius was somehow able to tear 

through the Divine Protection in Hell. I‟ve read the file thoroughly now and replayed the 

memory-tapes, and I did notice how the combination of Drake and Narrius while the latter was 

dying created a massive change in his physiology and made him show his true self: the Red 

Beast, a not-alive, not-dead god covered in something no one else has ever been able to control: 

Unworld essence. That‟s why it hurt so much when he made contact with you… why it brought 

back such painful memories and emotions. 

“Most of the eyes of Hell were turned to you that day, when the Historians still existed, 

millions of years ago…” Selena shook her head with a soft sigh, smiling faintly across at him. 

“This‟ll probably piss you off, but every step of that confrontation and mortal-made apocalypse 

has been analyzed, broken down, and taken apart by academics here in Hell. It‟s an important 

piece of history: not just for you, but for us as well… especially since once Narrius died, he was 

thrown down into Hell, and his rage knew no bounds. 

“Narrius ripped apart at least seventeen Inquisitors with his bare hands… no protection 

spell worked, and he no longer needed Drake‟s symbiosis to unlock his true nature and the 

powers that came with it.” Selena shuddered, looking down quietly and rubbing the back of her 

head slowly. “It was terrifying. I‟ve never seen anything like it… and he even walked right 

through the abilities the Scribes threw at him, and no seal could hold him. It took an army to 

bring him down and the High Thrones of Hell… not to mention many very powerful incantations 

from the Scholars to ensure he didn‟t struggle. He was sealed away in the Prismatic at the bottom 

level of the Abyss after that, with no possible way out into Hell…” 

She hesitated, then crossed her arms and added softly: “I didn‟t want to tell you this 

before… but there‟s no possible way to know whether or not he‟s really still there, if he‟s died, if 

he‟s alive, or if he‟s even escaped… the Abyss is worse than anything I or anyone else has put 

you through in Hell, Lord Zerrex. It‟s a terrible, nightmarish place, used as a prison for the most 

evil of demons, and it‟s right up there with the Marquee Sur Noir. It‟s almost completely formed 

of dark energy, rock, and hellfire, and many of the prisoners are kept in stasis inside crystal and 

even pocket dimensions that are scattered here and there throughout the spiraling cliffs leading 

down to the very bottom of the prison.” She paused, then made a face and looked away. “It‟s no 

place I would go, even if the choice was living or dying.” 

Selena leaned back, then smiled sourly. “On a lighter note, the Historians used to coexist 

with the Scholars: they were prophets and powerful psychics, able to see the future and, when 

working together, to create Prophecies… many of which are still stored in the Scholar‟s Tree. 

They were accused of treason when they predicted the Fall, however, and the Princess ordred 

them all executed…” 

Zerrex tilted his head as she shook her head in disgust, and he asked softly: “The Fall? Of 

Hell, or of the Central Thrones, or of something else?” 

“Of God himself.” Selena shrugged, looking sourly amused. “Nonsense, I thought, but 

who knows anymore? They predicted that God would die and the world would return to 

normal… but that doesn‟t make sense, does it? I mean, as the saying goes, „all serve His plans.‟ 

And even if Az‟Iriel can warp the balance and choke Heaven by taking the mortal plane, it 

doesn‟t mean he has the power to kill or defeat God… Az‟Iriel may be strong, but even he and 



the Princess don‟t have the strength of Mephistopheles, and God was able to defeat him and half 

the Naganatine and shove them aside into a side dimension.” 

“It was a strange prophecy, though…” Sin added quietly, and the two glanced up in 

surprise to see her sitting up on the futon, smiling faintly and rubbing at her face slowly. For a 

few moments she looked like herself, in her Naganatine body… and then with a flicker, she once 

more resembled Celestial, looking across at Zerrex softly. “I think the Princess reacted out of 

fear and panic, because it was a very unclear prophecy… it was little more than a sentence, as I 

remember, but the Princess wanted them and it destroyed immediately, so I‟m afraid I can‟t tell 

you for certain what it said.” She blushed and glanced down, adding meekly: “Sorry, Lord 

Zerrex.” 

“It‟s fine…” Zerrex said softly, shaking his head slowly before he glanced over to Selena, 

asking quietly: “Is there any way to get inside the Abyss, and then get out of it?” 

Selena stared at him, then said slowly: “Maybe I didn‟t make myself clear. Hell is called 

Hell for a reason… imagine all the tortures I‟ve put you through and multiply them by a billion, 

and that‟s roughly what you‟ll find in the Abyss. We can‟t even say the real name of the place, 

it‟s that nasty… but since I know you‟ll keep harassing me, the short answer is no, the long 

answer is „only if you‟re a fucking psychopath would you want to go in there in the first place, 

and even if you could, you probably wouldn‟t because lots of the prisoners are running around 

free inside there and causing lots of chaos.‟” She paused, then added sourly: “And if you were 

thinking of checking on Narrius yourself, I‟ll point out that the only way in and out is through 

hoofing it manually. Only High Monarchs can portal through the hundreds of layers of charms 

and protection around the Abyss… and I highly doubt the Princess will let you down there.” 

“If I can get down, I can make it back out.” Zerrex said softly, and Selena looked at him 

as if he was insane, as Sin looked away with a worried expression. “But I still have plenty of 

time to train and prepare if I want to do that…” He halted, looking down at his hands and curling 

them slowly into fists, his knuckles turning white as his claws dug into his own palms, trembling 

slightly as he whispered: “I have to make sure Narrius is still there…” 

The two looked at him, and Selena closed her mouth slowly before nodding with a quiet 

sigh, apparently abandoning the idea of harassing him at the serious look on his face. “Alright, 

Zerrex. Fine, I… then we better get you learning your magic a bit better.” 

She looked moodily back and forth, and then she hopped up to her feet and cracked her 

knuckles, adding sourly: “But don‟t think that I‟m going to come down there and save your 

stupid ass if you go and get yourself sealed inside there. Only a total moron goes down into the 

Abyss without a good reason.” 

“Thank you, Selena.” Zerrex smiled faintly over at her, and then he stood up himself, 

creating a portal and murmuring: “I better get to work now, though… but thanks again. I‟ll see 

you for an hour or so after work.” 

“Fucker.” Selena muttered as he walked through the portal, and then she shook her head 

slowly and asked Sin dryly: “So, do you understand the crazy bastard, or are you still trying to 

fathom why he‟s such a nutjob too?” 

The Drakkaren rolled his eyes as Selena‟s comment carried through the portal, but it 

closed by the time he thought of a smart reply, and instead he grunted and headed outside into 

the field, before staring in shock as Kent said mildly: “I thought I‟d let you try your hand at 

something different today.” 

Three Infernal Dragons were lumbering slowly around, their wings tied down to prevent 

them from flying into the air. Massive, feral beasts with black scales and burning red eyes, many 



of them had long, white „scars‟ and other marks and deformities over their bodies… but they 

weren‟t exactly ugly, all the same. They were majestic, as the nearest leaned down and snorted 

smoke at him, and Zerrex stared as he walked slowly forwards, the huge beast stepping forwards 

up beside Kent, who stood beside it casually, as if it were nothing more than a pack-mule. “A 

hundred and twenty silver an hour… if you can manage to train them and get them to obey you. 

Two are ten tails tall, and this fellow here is the alpha of the group. He‟s eleven and a half tails 

tall but slow-tempered, but if he wallops you with that spiked tail or rams you with his horns, 

you might find yourself in a whole lot of pain. The other two are females… you can tell from the 

shape of the horns, among other things. In any case, he‟s not gelded, either, so try and stop them 

from mating, and they‟re for military use, but they need to be trained for ground combat before 

we get into aerial stuff.” 

Zerrex nodded dumbly, and Kent patted him on the arm as he walked by, leaving the 

Drakkaren to acquaint himself with the massive creatures. More than thirty feet tall at the 

shoulder and with long, flexible necks, they made him feel tiny… but he cleared his throat after a 

moment and clapped his hands together, getting the attention of the alpha and knowing the 

females would fall in line so long as he could control the alpha male. What a great test this will 

be. Gee, thanks Kent. “Alright, steady now…” 

It only glowered at him and snorted smoke again, and Zerrex made a face as he waved a 

hand in front of his muzzle before glaring at the creature. “I‟m the leader here, and I‟ll make you 

understand that however I have to. Now stop doing that.” 

It took two hours for Zerrex to even get the dragons to stay still, and another two to make 

any semblance of progress with them before he finally managed to force them to pace in a row. 

His Dominate ability came in handy for keeping them under control, but afterwards the alpha 

tended to lash out at him angrily, so Zerrex saved it for when he really needed to use it, such as 

when the creature looked like it was about to try and ram him with its curved horns. At the end 

of the day, however, Kent came out with a domestic hydra, and Zerrex tilted his head curiously 

before the bear grunted: “Call it a present. They‟re retiring the poor girl here from duty because 

she‟s slowed down a bit, but I thought you might like her… her name‟s Elle, and I‟ll keep her in 

Row 26 Stall D for you here, but I figured I‟d introduce you. I‟ll let you keep her here for free 

for a week or two, but she‟s good-natured and doesn‟t require much food to keep her calm.” 

“Kent, I… I can‟t, I mean…” Zerrex stammered, and then he smiled faintly and simply 

nodded, taking the reins of the hydra and reaching out to gently stroke the central head as the two 

on either side lowered almost immediately, the hydra purring quietly at his touch. “Thank you.” 

Kent grunted and nodded, and then he tossed Zerrex a large bag of coins, the reptile 

fumbling this and then mumbling as he dropped it, leaning quickly down to pick it up. “Thank 

you… this is… a lot.”  

But Kent was already gone, and Zerrex shook his head slowly with a slight smile before 

he led the hydra into the stables, guiding her back to her stall and staying an extra few minutes to 

pat her gently and check over her body for any wounds or other reasons why they might have 

gotten rid of her. He noticed her right foreleg had suffered a bad break sometime during her life 

and hadn‟t healed properly, and he smiled a bit as he glanced up at her, murmuring: “Just like me 

when I was alive. I‟ll come back for you, girl.” 

She growled softly at him, and the Drakkaren patted her gently once before leaving and 

carefully closing the stall. He looked at her for a moment longer, then created a portal and 

stepped through it with a smile… before staring as he saw Selena and Sabnock sitting together 

and arguing over something. 



Sabnock glanced at him as he stepped inside, holding a hand up to Selena, who glared at 

the wolverine for this and immediately blurted: “Bitch says you can go to the Devil‟s Gate 

Arena, but she wants me to go with you, and-” 

“There is proper justification for a surprise inspection, but I would feel much more 

comfortable if Miss Selena accompanied you as unofficial backup.” Sabnock overrode her, and 

the two exchanged glares as Zerrex wondered absently how the hell they could argue over things 

even when they agreed on something. “Miss Selena would stay at a short distance and circle the 

perimeter to write down a description of the arena‟s outer layer while you perform an inspection 

of the inside, and would ensure that no one attempts to flee the scene or-” 

“Get that?” Selena asked drolly, and Zerrex carefully sat down in the armchair, pushing it 

slowly away from the couch with his feet. “I‟m to jot down a description of the people if they try 

to run away, „cause I‟m not a cop like you apparently are now, officer-sir. You know, so you can 

properly apprehend them later. Because we all know that criminals don‟t fight back against the 

police, they just give up and sigh theatrically and plot their escapes from jail.” 

Sabnock slowly turned towards Selena, but the ex-Inquisitor didn‟t look intimidated in 

the slightest as she leaned towards Sabnock, grinning playfully. “Look, bitch. You‟re ancient, I 

get it. You‟re wise. And you‟re strong, I won‟t ever disagree with you there… but bitch, you be 

stupid, too. Don‟t send Zerrex in with a notepad, send him in with that fucking Smiting Rod, and 

he‟ll get the job done.” 

“That, like many of the other weapons here, is an illegal artifact that belongs to the Royal 

Family, and now to… Master Scribe Vine.” Sabnock couldn‟t hide the distaste in her voice, but 

even as she looked away and forced herself to look stony, she was obvious quailing under the 

pressure. Zerrex knew two sides were fighting inside her: the ordered, lawful side… and the part 

of her that just wanted to stop criminals from profiting in all the ways they did in Hell. “I… Lord 

Zerrex, I would feel far more comfortable if you would just convince Miss Selena to follow the 

letter of the law in this instance instead of working as… vigilantes. I want these criminals 

apprehended, charged, and put into prison, not uselessly maimed or killed. That might be Miss 

Selena‟s style, and may even be your style sometimes… but it is not my style.” 

“Sabnock, fuck off.” Selena said rudely, and the Magistrate looked at her with shock, but 

now Selena looked truly pissed-off. “You know what, screw all this espionage bullshit and all 

this hypocrisy. I know you, and you know me… you don‟t like us because we‟re rough and 

you‟re clean and perfect and straight, but try listening to yourself! I know you know about 

Princess Lilith, and I know you know about me and Zerrex aiding her, and I know you even 

know about the shit the Princess is scheming up. Does it feel right to you? Does it sit good in 

your stomach with you, to talk this shit to us while at the same time trying to move towards the 

very same goals, the very same ends as us?” 

The Ice Devil looked away with a flush, and then she lowered her head and murmured: 

“Her honorable majesty Lilith isn‟t a High Princess yet, Miss Selena…” 

“Yeah, well, she is in my eyes.” Selena said with quiet conviction, looking grim, and then 

she glanced over to Zerrex, sighing and saying softly: “Listen, big guy. It‟s up to you, because 

me and her are just going to argue all day otherwise. You got the clearance, but I do have to at 

least recommend not going in wearing your officer gear. I did some research, and the guy 

running the operation doesn‟t take too kindly to jailors and other officers… what a surprise.” she 

added drolly, looking irritably at Sabnock. 

Sabnock still looked embarrassed, however, hugging her logbook against her body and 

humbled by the words of the other demoness, before she glanced over to Zerrex and finally said 



softly: “She‟s right… this fighting is pointless. And maybe right now isn‟t the time for me to be 

spouting talk about law and order and all that, with the way the whole justice system has been 

twisted by the Princess and the monarchs in power who are supposed to be protecting the people, 

not furthering their own agendas… 

“Listen, though… Zerrex.” It was hard for her to say just his name without proper title 

and address, and the Drakkaren smiled faintly at the effort… but he still was looking at Selena 

with deep tenderness, touched by her former words. “The demon in charge of the operation, who 

the building is registered to is named Halpas Fen‟Yl Sabbac Nostaren. He is a very dangerous 

demon, and he‟s reputed to be working with another being named Tellis. He isn‟t a demon, per 

se… but he‟s still very dangerous. Don‟t attempt to engage either of them in combat, they‟re 

both very powerful creatures.” 

Selena shook her head, looking over at Sabnock with a frown. “Halpas and Tellis 

working together? If that‟s the case, I should go in with Zerrex, not wait outside… even he might 

have trouble fighting both of those creatures at once, since his magical abilities aren‟t top-notch 

yet.” 

“It‟s more important to stop them from running off with robotic parts… even if I take out 

the head, the hands will still sell whatever they run away with to other buyers.” Zerrex said 

quietly, and Selena grumbled something as he walked over to the weapon rack, glancing through 

the various gear he had before finally settling on the soul-stealing blade he had taken from 

Argalox so many years ago now. He hefted the huge, single-edged sword, and he felt it 

whispering for blood… but he blocked it out as he set it over his shoulders and pulled the clasp 

on the rawhide belt tight around his body. 

He brushed absently at his skin shirt as Sabnock glanced at him worriedly, and Zerrex 

smiled a bit as he gripped the hilt of the sword, saying mildly: “Don‟t worry, I don‟t even know 

how to draw souls out of people‟s bodies with it… I just feel more comfortable with this kind of 

weapon than anything else.” He paused as he glanced at the Smiting Rod, before blocking out the 

memories of Ose and his savage rage as they threatened his mind, the Drakkaren turning to look 

at Selena as she stood up and patted the runed leather whip at her side with a grim smile. “Are 

you ready?” 

“I‟m always ready… it‟s been a while since I‟ve gotten some action.” Selena grunted, 

and Zerrex snorted quietly before he turned his eyes to Sabnock. She only bowed her head 

respectfully as Selena created a portal, however, and the Drakkaren followed the Dius through 

after nodding to her and raising a hand. 

“I‟ll come to your office right after.” he said as he stepped through the portal… and then 

he emerged a moment later in a barren wasteland, looking at a massive stone coliseum with a 

huge, squat metal dome overtop it, metal plates covering breaks in the solid stone here and there 

as his eyes narrowed at the mutant architecture, noting what looked almost like antennae and 

satellite dishes sticking out of the building here and there. “How quaint.” 

“That‟s some real shitty architecture right there. Sabnock would throw a fit if she saw it.” 

Selena responded mildly, then the two knelt as she drew a slow circle while murmuring an 

incantation, and the circle lit up white before the sand rose up to form a perfect replica of the 

building they were standing outside, and Selena tapped a spot a short distance away. “This is us. 

I‟m going to maintain this distance and circle… now, look close, and you‟ll see four sets of 

doors on the outside, but three of them are nailed shut. Yeah, I already did a quick search of this 

place the first time you mentioned it to me, shut up. 



“The problem is that this entire place reeks of negative energy and bad mojo. There is 

some seriously heavy magic going on inside, and some seriously-nasty shit.” Selena muttered, 

shaking her head slowly and grimacing as she looked across at Zerrex, who nodded: even from 

this distance, he could feel the pulse of bad karma coming off the building. “The entire place is 

likely to be a huge maze of portals, illusions and magic doors on the inside, so try not to get led 

into a trap or dead end, got it? I‟m going to stay outside and begin a suppression spell to cancel 

out some of the building‟s magical effects…” 

Zerrex looked at her flatly, and she grinned slightly at him, her eyes flashing. “After the 

fight with the Naganatine Twins, I felt like shit, so I got Sin to teach me a few new tricks. Let‟s 

just say that if they‟re using forbidden magic, I ain‟t gonna balk at responding with the same.” 

“You‟re a bitch.” The Drakkaren shook his head admiringly, smiling slightly as she 

shrugged and looked amiable, before he dug in his pocket and produced two silver coins. Selena 

looked at him mildly, and he knew a comment about how either she was more expensive than 

that or not on the clock was coming, so he said sourly: “Enchant them so we can communicate 

through them.” 

She blinked a few times, then took them with a grin as she turned to the side, drawing 

several runes in the dirt as she asked amusedly: “Since when did you get so smart? But okay, 

give me a moment or two.” 

It took her a few minutes, but when Zerrex walked away and asked through the coin if 

she could hear him, she said clearly back she could, loud and clear. He smiled slightly and 

pocketed it, and Selena squatted and began to play her own along her fingers as Zerrex started 

towards the building, not wanting to waste any more time. The plan was simple, anyway: he 

would go in through the main doors and directly approach Halpas, and she would stay back and 

see if she could suppress the magical effects on the building or dispel them altogether while he 

looked for anything incriminating. 

The Drakkaren didn‟t expect to find any answers in the building, as he strode slowly 

around the outside of the coliseum and frowned a bit at the chaotic architecture, the warped 

walls, and the terrible energy radiating off the place. It wasn‟t like the Lucifer‟s Eye that he‟d 

been tossed into in any way, and that had been malevolent enough… it was something different, 

something corrupt and yet mechanical… 

He shook his head a bit as he approached a pair of large wooden doors guarded by a pair 

of Wrath Minotaurs in dragon-scale jackets and mortal clothing. They both glared at him as he 

approached, one of them flexing a gloved fist, but the reptile smiled slightly as he held up his 

hands, saying softly: “I heard about this place from some friends… it‟s an arena, right? I want to 

test my skills here…” 

“What‟s the password?” asked one authoritatively, but then it paused and cocked its head 

to the side, holding up a hand to the other one as it slowly drew its jacket back… and Zerrex‟s 

eyes noted a sloppily-holstered handgun before the minotaur that had spoken lowered its hand 

and bowed deeply instead. “Forgive my impertinence, sir. Please go right inside and take the first 

door on the right… the signs will guide you the rest of the way. Lord Halpas is expecting you.” 

“Thank you.” Zerrex said, nodding in return, and then he stepped past the minotaurs and 

pushed through the double doors, stepping into a long, dusty corridor with a floor of sand and 

rounded stone walls. As he strode slowly down it, a bit of sand pattered down from the ceiling 

with a loud thud… and he could hear the scream of a crowd and the sounds of fighting through 

the massive, closed gates ahead. Several other guards were standing beside this, one of them 



smoking and checking a watch every few seconds, and Zerrex carefully turned towards the side 

door, not letting his eyes linger as he pushed through and into a cement hallway. 

The Drakkaren looked at the doors on either side, then up at a pair of metal signs on the 

back wall at an intersection ahead. The words „Visitors‟ and „Employees Only‟ were written in 

red block letters, with an arrow below each… and Zerrex took the Visitors corridor as a small, 

glowing white orb floated by, surrounded by arcs of energy. Will of the Wisps… I hate 

Willowisps… 

Apparently the malicious little spirits were being used as security patrols here, though, as 

it floated down the Employee‟s corridor and through the door, and Zerrex made a face over his 

shoulder before continuing towards the end of the corridor… and pausing at two doors. 

One was marked „Arena – Seats‟ and the other was marked „Stairs,‟ and the Drakkaren 

could see plain-looking stone steps leading both up and down beyond this, like he was standing 

in an office building instead of an ancient coliseum… and the reptile decided to push through 

this instead. He stepped into the stairwell, letting the door swing closed behind himself before he 

frowned a bit at the feeling of air ahead of himself, reaching out to touch the banister… before 

staring as his hand went right through it instead, and he cursed under his breath as the illusionary 

stairwell faded out of existence and left him instead standing in a white, circular room with a 

high ceiling… and high above he could see a glowing blue energy field blocking the way into a 

large viewing area with black walls and plush-looking chairs.  

Behind this stood a grinning raccoon in a black suit that looked like it had come from the 

mortal realm, with a matching obsidian silk shirt beneath and a dark stone that pulsed with white 

energy hanging from around his neck. His eyes were pure white, with a pair of sunglasses sitt ing 

down his muzzle and several black piercings in both ears, and his fur was trimmed short and 

almost white, making the black mask over his eyes and the large noir pads over his palms stand 

out in greater definition. He had three long tails that twisted and writhed behind him before 

settling, and they looked strangely-solid, as the raccoon leaned forwards and said gently: “Lord 

Zerrex… it‟s a pleasure to meet you, finally, although I‟m so honestly sad it had to occur under 

circumstances such as these… as you‟ve likely guessed, I am the owner and manager of this 

special arena and research facility, Halpas Fen‟Yl Sabbac Nostaren… and please, allow me to 

introduce my partner, Duke Tellis of the Western Province.” 

A unicorn with a long golden mane and effeminate features stepped up beside the 

raccoon, smiling courteously as he half-bowed, the long horn almost touching the energy field 

before he straightened. He wore a white suit with golden buttons, and many different gold rings 

sparkled around his hands as he adjusted his red, puffy cravat. His eyes were blue and fearless, 

and he wasn‟t so much handsome as he was pretty… but strangest of all, he bore no demonic 

characteristics, and Zerrex had a very distinct impression there was nothing at all demonic about 

him… but he didn‟t seem to be a mortal or angel either. The hell is that? “I think you two should 

let me come up there and discuss this whole „facility‟ with you in person. You know, so I don‟t 

have to break your face.” 

“So hostile. Lord Zerrex, do me a favor and look above you.” Halpas pointed up, and 

Zerrex glanced at the ceiling, watching as the white surface slid back with a frown before 

snarling at the sight of a massive steel disc descending, covered in black runes that had somehow 

been burnt into the metal and with a glaring red gemstone set into the center. It looked almost 

like a smaller version of the Lucifer‟s Eye Zerrex had been thrown under… and Halpas smiled 

patronizingly as the Drakkaren returned his glare to the raccoon-demon. “We‟ve combined this 



device with mortal technology and masterminded the development of a far-superior machine… 

allow me to demonstrate.” 

Halpas snapped his fingers, and there was a loud whirr of machinery before the gemstone 

glowed… and a moment later, it released a blast of black ooze, Zerrex leaping backwards before 

staring as something large and fleshy thudded to the ground… and a moment later, a goat demon 

shook itself briskly as it stood up and swayed on its hooves, looking across at Zerrex with stupid 

eyes and standing naked, still covered in the dark fluids as if it had just been born… and the 

reptile realized a moment later it just had been. “Now imagine what will happen when we begin 

to market these devices in Hell… the Princess and the Warlord will fight all the harder over 

owning our technology! And it couldn‟t have been done without your help, Lord Zerrex… after 

all, if you hadn‟t failed in that raid on that mortal machine in the Arctic tunda, you‟d probably be 

sitting back at home right now, still a mere mortal content to waste his days away sorting 

books…” 

“Shut up…” Zerrex‟s eyes glowed green, and then he drew the large sword free off his 

back, taking it into both hands as he looked around the room. It was only thirty feet or so in 

diameter, and the door behind him was sealed by some sort of runic circle… while the other 

across from him was some sort of one-way transparent shutter, through which he could see 

minotaurs and other soldier demons grinning and putting down bets. His eyes narrowed as he 

focused in on minotaur standing nearest the shutter, and he realized it had a mechanical arm 

covered in large hoses and cables, before his eyes travelled up to Halpas and he asked softly: 

“What the hell have you done to these people?” 

“They‟re only soldiers… and they‟re happier now.” Halpas said dismissively, before he 

leaned to the side as Tellis murmured something, and he nodded with a sigh. “Very well. It looks 

like it‟s time to destroy you, though, Lord Zerrex. Try not to die too fast.” 

The machine above began to whirr loudly again, and Zerrex snarled as the goat demon 

charged at him with a howl, clawing at the air before the reptile simply cut it in half, and he 

cursed as it turned back into black ooze. More soldier-demons had already been produced by the 

terrible machine above, though, and Zerrex charged forwards, cutting through two of them as a 

third fell from the air, and he kicked the massive droplet of dark ooze before it could form into 

anything, sending droplets of slimy gunk splattering around him a moment before he created a 

sphere of energy and threw it hard up at the machine‟s center eye. 

It collided and the machine immediately stopped whirring, letting out a loud whine 

instead before one of the runes started smoking, and Halpas shouted: “Where‟s the fucking 

energy shield! Turn on the energy shield!” 

Before it could activate, Zerrex drew his sword back before flinging it hard upwards, and 

it spun once through the air before smashing into the eye of the machine. This time, it didn‟t 

whine but scream, and the reptile leapt backwards with a wince as the gemstone exploded a 

moment later, shattering into pieces as several of the runes burned white and sent cracks twisting 

throughout the huge disc. It began to smoke, then something broke in the device and it half-fell, 

the sword falling from the eye to land with a clatter on the floor as Halpas screamed: “That was a 

ten-thousand silver investment! What are you morons doing, kill that son of a bitch!” 

Minotaurs stormed through the ghostly shutter as Zerrex ran over the broken chunks of 

red crystal from the eye above, and he swept up his sword before turning to the first and cleaving 

a chunk out of its metal arm as it swung a spiked fist at him. It staggered backwards in surprise 

with a grunt, and Zerrex spun on the spot, sweeping his sword out to rip a long, jagged cut down 

through the waist of one before cutting the legs out of the other minotaur, and it fell with a loud 



whine of pain. Immediately, the Drakkaren stepped forwards and dropped to a kneel, sinking his 

sword through its chest even as two minotaurs charged him, and the Drakkaren responded by 

creating a sphere of energy in one hand as he stood up and throwing it at them. 

It collided with the first and exploded, sending metal modifications and chunks of 

minotaur splattering in all directions as the one behind it was sent crashing backwards into the 

shutter, knocking over several other demons as they tried to storm forwards, and Zerrex stood as 

he jerked his sword free, his eyes narrowed as a lizard demon rose an arm ending in a claw and 

launched its hand at him. The reptile twisted to the side and caught the thick black cable the claw 

attached to, however, and he immediately jerked the lizard demon forwards before punching it 

hard in the face, and it collapsed in an unconscious heap as the other creatures exchanged 

uncertain looks. 

“Get Security Detail A2 up here immediately! Attack him now!” Halpas shouted angrily, 

and the three demons charged stupidly forwards towards the Drakkaren as he grinned. As the 

first swung in, Zerrex stepped backwards and ducked before leaping forwards, and his sword 

cleaved through the beast at the waist and tore off half the arm and through the side of the Wrath 

Minotaur behind the halved demon, and both went down in several piles and screams. The last 

lizard demon turned to flee, but Zerrex snapped out a tentacle with his other arm and it coiled 

tightly around the demon‟s throat, the Swamp Spine clawing at it for a moment before Zerrex 

jerked hard backwards and snapped its neck. 

The tentacle slid smoothly back into his body, and Zerrex turned towards the energy 

field, Halpas snarling at him as the reptile stepped backwards and tensed… before both he and 

Tellis twitched back in shock as Zerrex simply leapt at the blue energy, stabbing his sword 

viciously into it. It didn‟t so much spear through as sink halfway, blue energy stretching around 

it as azure lightning coursed over the shield, the reptile snarling and cursing as he set himself 

against the energy forcefully and shoved his palm into the flat surface of the shield, but Halpas 

only laughed, snarling: “It‟s hopeless, Lord Zerrex! The field is regulated and constantly 

supplied by the central core, you can keep killing my soldiers but you can‟t-” 

“Just shut up!” Zerrex said furiously, as he concentrated on pulling in the energy… but he 

could feel it still burning his body, and he wasn‟t absorbing it quickly enough… before he 

grinned and leaned forwards as he tried a different tactic. 

He felt the pain increasing as the blue shield began to glow brighter and brighter… and 

something in the wall exploded, the shield turning white as Zerrex‟s eyes widened before he 

kicked off it and created a sphere of energy in one hand before hurling this into the shield. It was 

absorbed into the white… and then the entire shield exploded backwards, Tellis and Halpas both 

shrieking in pain as shards of energy pelted their bodies. 

Zerrex grunted as he landed awkwardly on his feet and staggered backwards, and finally 

he fell heavily on his butt, making a face as he climbed quickly to his feet. That never happens in 

the movies… goddammit, it‟s been too long since I saw a movie… A pause, and he looked back 

and forth as the lights in the room flickered as something exploded somewhere else, the disc 

above him groaning loudly as a bit of dust hailed down from the roof. Then Halpas staggered to 

edge of the viewing room, snarling furiously as he said over his shoulder: “Tellis, get out of 

here… I‟ll deal with Lord Zerrex and catch up to you in the labs, but you have to ensure that 

none of the other projects are damaged…” 

Zerrex snorted as Halpas leapt down into the room, and the Drakkaren walked forwards 

as Halpas‟s tails flicked back and forth behind him, the raccoon tearing off his shirt and 

revealing an athetlic chest… but that both his arms had been replaced by mechanical parts, 



smooth, overlapping metal plates making up his biceps and thin, skeletal steel rods connecting 

into round hubs upon which his wrists sat. Clear cables and glass tubes of glowing blue liquid 

were built into his arms here and there, and he breathed deeply as his tails slowly lowered. “You 

seem confident… I hope that you‟re not as quick to die as the rest of these projects. And to think, 

all I was originally here to do was to inspect the goddamn place…” 

“We‟re very protective of our facility here, Lord Zerrex… don‟t blame me, blame the 

way I was raised.” Halpas grinned, revealing twisted, ugly teeth before he grunted and twisted 

his head back and forth, and Zerrex‟s eyes narrowed as his thick, strange tails slowly split open 

like flowers, thin, long tendrils and thick teeth pushing out of the central tail. Metal barrels 

pushed out of the other two tails, however, surrounded by thick, ugly black flesh, and then 

Halpas grunted as a pair of long, thin arms burst out of his back. They twisted above his head for 

a moment, then snagged the ledge leading up to the room behind him, the thin stalks of pink 

flesh hefting him into the air as he spread his arms, a half-dome of blue energy forming in front 

of the demon as his sunglasses fell to the ground, his white eyes shining with terrible light. 

“Besides, if I kill you… think of the prices I‟ll be able to charge for your remains.” 

He grinned viciously, then rose his legs as his side tails dropped down and took aim at the 

Drakkaren, both firing small black orbs that flew lightning-fast across the room, crashing into 

Zerrex and going up in massive explosions that sent the reptile crashing back into the wall, 

leaving behind large cracks in the thick stone as he fell to the ground and coughed as Halpas 

laughed and jeered: “Not so cocky now, are you, you son of a bitch!” 

“Goddammit…” Zerrex pushed himself up to his feet, and he couldn‟t even see Halpas 

past the thick cloud of smoke… which means Halpas can‟t see me, either. The reptile paused, 

then his eyes narrowed as he ran to the other side of the room, and Halpas snorted before 

unloading at him again. 

Aiming at a moving target was a bit more difficult, as the demon found out, and instead 

he blasted the floor beneath the Drakkaren‟s feet, sending up chunks of stone and cursing as his 

tails followed the reptile‟s movements, at the same time beginning an incantation as the reptile 

zig-zagged, before his eyes narrowed as Zerrex vanished into a thick cloud of smoke, pausing in 

his recitation… and a moment later a sphere of blue energy flew out from the other side of the 

room, bouncing uselessly off his shield and exploding against the disc in the ceiling above. 

Immediately, Halpas dropped his shield and shouted the end of his incantation, shoving his hands 

forwards and releasing a massive inferno of flames before his head jerked to the side in shock. 

Zerrex shot out of the thick smoke to the far right as he ran for the demon and leapt 

forwards, his feet pounding against the wall for a few moments as he swept the sword out and 

chopped both arm-stalks off Halpas‟s back, the demon howling as he fell and landing heavily on 

all fours before the Drakkaren dropped beside him and slashed off his leftmost tail, the raccoon 

arching his back with a shriek of pain as blade tore not just through the appendage but into his 

lower leg below. He spasmed, and his middle tail snapped out, the thin tentacles wrapping tightly 

around his arm and dragging his elbow towards the open jaws beyond as Halpas began to pick 

himself up off the ground… 

The Drakkaren cursed and switched his sword to one hand before slashing viciously 

fowards, cutting through the tendrils and then lashing out at Halpas‟s body, but the demon leaned 

to the side and spun, shoving out one hand and launching him backwards with a raw blast of 

force before the remaining gun-tail twisted around and fired a round at him in midair. It went 

wild, however, crashing into the wall above the reptile‟s head, but the explosion still sent him to 

the ground with enough force to knock the sword spinning out of his hand. 



Halpas dived for it and seized the blade, his eyes blazing as he looked up with a grin, and 

a sphere of energy collided with his face and blasted him across the room, the creature striking 

the wall with a grunt of shock as the sword flew out of his hand and skidded across the floor 

again. Zerrex disregarded it as he charged forwards, the raccoon-demon shaking his head quickly 

with surprise and slowly standing up before the Drakkaren slammed his fist forwards in a hard 

right hook. 

The demon‟s head cracked loudly against the wall before Zerrex slammed a fist firmly 

down into his gut, half-hefting him into the air with a grunt before he shoved Zerrex roughly 

with his mechanical limbs, and the reptile staggered before grabbing his hands. For a moment, 

Halpas stared… and then Zerrex twisted and jerked, and the demon‟s eyes bulged as he fell to his 

knees, screaming in agony as blood exploded from his mechanical wrists along with some other 

gunk. A moment later, they exploded into flame, and Halpas beat them against the floor as the 

reptile staggered backwards, wincing and watching as one of the demon‟s biceps blew out before 

he simply slumped forwards and landed heavily on his side, and Zerrex grimaced a bit as he 

looked over the sparking, charred demon. Well… that‟s one of two. 

He shook his head slowly, turning away… and a moment later he heard a click before a 

grenade caught him in the back and sent him flying across the room, and he skidded along the 

floor on his chest before rolling over on his back to extinguish the flames he felt charring into his 

flesh, his body smoking as blood leaked out around his form. 

The reptile slowly stood, breathing hard as Halpas did the same… and a moment later, 

the raccoon demon screamed and twitched violently several times as his body bulged horribly… 

and then one of his metal arms fell off and a long tentacle of ugly-looking flesh all-but-fell out of 

his shoulder, landing against the ground with a splatter as he panted hard hissed quietly, the 

tentacle slowly twisting as spikes and hooks pushed out along the length, hissing: “You will die, 

Lord Zerrex… you‟ve destroyed this body, but I swear I‟ll rebuild it using your parts and mortal 

technology…” 

Zerrex snorted and smiled darkly, his eyes narrowing. “That‟s not the first time I‟ve 

heard that before, Halpas… I get it, you‟re wounded, I‟m wounded. Nice cheap shot, by the way, 

even though I guess I sort of deserved it for turning my back on you like that. But come on…” 

The Drakkaren straightened slowly, his gaze locked with the demon‟s as he stepped forwards 

and ducked to pick up his fallen sword, taking it in both hands and squeezing into the handle 

slowly. “Can you even perform an incantation with your body in that condition?” 

“I don‟t need to in order to destroy you…” Halpas snarled, and he stepped forwards, 

anchoring himself and glaring at the Drakkaren as his energy shield flickered back into 

existence. The two looked at each other coldly, and then Zerrex broke into a sudden charge, 

curving around towards the side of the raccoon without the gun tail as his eyes narrowed at the 

sight of the tentacle immediately snapping out through the shield as if it was liquid. 

The reptile swung his sword hard upwards and to the side, slicing effortlessly through the 

thick flesh and lopping off a large chunk of the appendage before bringing the sword around in 

another arc as it continued to lash down towards him, and this time the demon‟s tentacle was 

repelled, Halpas snarling in pain as Zerrex leapt towards the shield and slashed down into it. 

Halpas shoved his other arm forwards, pushing the shield forcefully back against the 

Drakkaren as his tentacle writhed and twisted above his head, his eyes bulging as Zerrex‟s own 

blade glowed with blue energy. Cracks spread along the dome wall as Halpas began to pant, 

shaking his head in denial as the Drakkaren‟s powerful biceps flexed, his musculature and his 

own innate abilities combining to make his attack all-but-unstoppable… and then he leapt 



backwards and shoved a hand out, releasing a blast of force not at Halpas but directly at the 

shield on intstinct. 

It shattered into enormous shards that scattered backwards through Halpas‟s body, and 

the raccoon staggered backwards with a howl of pain before Zerrex leapt forwards and stabbed 

his sword through the demon‟s chest. Halpas stared at him, his tentacle immediately rotting away 

to ash as his tails fell away… and a moment later his head bowed forwards as he whispered: “I‟ll 

be back, Lord Zerrex… and don‟t think I won‟t be seeking revenge for what you‟ve done…” 

With that, the demon collapsed, and Zerrex watched as his essence fled his body, the 

reptile relaxing and breathing hard before cursing as he remembered he still had to deal with 

Tellis. The reptile forced himself to lumber onwards despite the pain in his body, turning towards 

the open viewing room and leaping up into it even as a crew of heavily-armored minotaurs 

charged into the room, and he smiled slightly, tossing them a wave before heading quickly for 

the only door he could see leading out and pushing his way through it. 

Several demons turned and fled as the Drakkaren burst into the hall, and for a moment he 

almost gave chase at the sight of their fleeing backs before turning quickly in the other direction, 

flipping the coin out of his pocket and saying into it clearly: “I‟ve dispatched Halpas, Selena… 

how are things on your end?” 

“Miserable.” Selena said after a moment, sounding irritable. “So have you come across 

Tellis yet? There‟s a lot of movement out here but not a lot for me to do… there‟s more than two 

platoons of Royal Guards surrounding the place with all sorts of runes and contraptions, but I‟m 

working on a portal breaker right now, although it‟s coming slow… there must be some sort of 

heavy-duty artifact in there blocking my spellwork.” 

“More like mortal technologies like psychic deflectors…” Zerrex muttered, then he 

cursed as he hit a dead-end. Should have chased the other guys after all… “I‟m getting lost in 

this place again already, it‟s a goddamn maze. I‟ll talk to you when I find Tellis.” 

“Got it.” Selena muttered, and Zerrex could hear her voice already beginning to fade. The 

enchantment was wearing off faster than he‟d hoped, but he‟d also run into more trouble than 

he‟d expected, as the reptile ran quickly back down the hallway and was finally rewarded with 

another door, pushing through it and onto a narrow catwalk high above some sort of cargo bay 

facility… and beneath him, between the soldier demons running back and forth like ants, he 

could see Tellis, giving instructions in a quiet, cold voice to what looked like a Gigataur in full 

steel armor. I really don‟t feel like dealing with one of those today… 

He paused, then reached into his pocket for his coin… then grinned slightly as he said 

teasingly into it: “Selena, I‟m taking off my pants.” 

“What the fuck?” Selena said in a halting voice, and then there was a long pause as 

Zerrex threw the coin down towards the other end of the room with a flick of his wrist, watching 

as it sailed to the air and listening to her angry yells from where he stood as it flew towards the 

ground and immediately attracted the attention of many of the soldiers, the Gigataur stomping 

off towards it as the sound carried down the long cargo bay… and Tellis frowned, stepping 

forwards a bit himself before Zerrex leapt down from the catwalk and landed in a crouch in front 

of him, the under six-foot unicorn staggering back in shock before Zerrex seized him by the 

throat and immediately threw him into a nearby wooden crate. 

Tellis winced as the wood cracked and he fell forwards to a crouch, before Zerrex pulled 

his sword off his back and pointed it at the unicorn‟s muzzle, Tellis blinking stupidly as the 

guards stared in horror, the reptile shouting: “Don‟t move or I‟ll kill him!” 



“You, kill me? I‟d like to see that happen.” Tellis said softly, and he stood up with a 

slight smile before walking forwards… and Zerrex stared as the sword sank bloodlessly through 

his body, the unicorn making a distasteful face. “A soul-sucking blade? Nasty stuff. But that‟s 

fine and well, my soul is lodged firmly where it should be.” Tellis paused, then grasped the 

sword‟s hilt firmly, looking into Zerrex‟s eyes for a moment before glancing aside and saying 

mildly: “Kill him.” 

Zerrex winced as the soldiers charged, and spun on the spot: instead of tearing free, 

however, Tellis was hefted with the sword, and the unicorn cursed and flailed before the 

Drakkaren snapped the blade briskly towards the soldiers and he crashed into a lizard-demon in 

front, knocking him sprawling before the Gigataur stomped them both and crushed them under 

his hoof. Immediately, it halted and turned with a wince to stare down at the unicorn, and Zerrex 

took the opportunity to run forwards and jump off its hammer, landing on its square shoulders 

and stabbing firmly down with the huge sword into the unprotected back of its neck. 

The Gigataur howled and staggered forwards even as its body begin to collapse, burning 

away to ashes as Zerrex leapt away and landed on Tellis just as he was crawling free from where 

he‟d been squished under the lizard-demon. He swung firmly down with the blade, slicing 

through the back of the unicorn‟s neck, and it gargled, grasping its throat and choking on its own 

blood as it flowed in through the slash in the back of its esophagus as Zerrex backstepped 

rapidly. 

The demon soldiers charged… and then the reptile staggered to the side with most of the 

crowd as the wall exploded and several stacks of wooden crates fell over, the lights flickering as 

Royal Guards stormed in. Tellis, finally back on his feet, cursed and fled, and Zerrex 

immediately gave chase as the demon soldiers ran in all directions, some engaging the Royal 

Guards and others simply fleeing. 

Tellis slammed through a side door, and Zerrex followed him into some sort of 

laboratory, staring at the nine different golden discs, all of them with glass gemstones set into the 

center that would undoubtedly glow red if infused with some energy… and Tellis ran up to a 

bank of compters at the front of the room before reaching for a lever. Zerrex cursed and swung 

hard outwards with the sword as the unicorn grasped the metal switch, and then it staggered 

backwards with a grunt before staring at the fact it was only holding a useless metal pipe, before 

the reptile swung hard down and chopped Tellis‟s arm off. 

The unicorn let out a loud whinny of pain, leaping away with a curse and a wince… and 

then Zerrex stared in horror as its arm regrew before his eyes, the bones pushing out and tendrils 

of flesh and muscle wrapping quickly around it before skin and fur overlapped this, and Tellis 

flexed his hand a moment later as he said softly: “I do so hate to fight, Lord Zerrex…” 

He stepped forwards, and Zerrex swung his other hand out in a simple, hard jab that 

smashed into Tellis‟s muzzle and knocked him flat on his back. He blinked stupidly a few times, 

then spun around and ran away up the metal steps behind him to another steel platform, and 

Zerrex followed after giving a muttered curse before skidding to a halt and staring at the massive 

cannon headed by what looked almost like a satellite dish with a single massive antennae ending 

in a small sphere, four supports holding this securely in place. 

The body of the machine looked almost like a massive, humped generator or engine, 

covered in cables and with three massive sparkplugs in the top of the quietly-humming device as 

the unicorn hammered commands into a computer terminal on the side of the weapon, Tellis 

glaring at him and saying coldly: “Fine, then, we‟ll just test the might of this new weapon against 

you, Lord Zerrex, and-” 



The Drakkaren swung his sword hard downwards, cleaving through several thick black 

cables that attached the the machine before leaping backwards as plasma and electricity spouted 

out of them, and the unicorn staggered away from the device as lighting sparked out of it, 

covering his face with a shout as Zerrex asked stupidly: “Well, you didn‟t expect me to just stand 

there while you monologued, did you?” 

“You idiot! You severed the converter cords, the device is going to explode!” Tellis 

shouted furiously, and then a bank of computers behind him blew up, knocking the unicorn flat 

before something else above snapped with a loud groan, and a massive steel pipe fell, crashing 

onto the unicorn‟s back as plasma splashed out and over the grated flooring. Zerrex cursed as the 

floor began to give away, the plasma eating rapidly through it as Tellis screamed in pain and 

frustration, the massive device sliding and tilting into the hole before the Drakkaren heard 

something beginning to cycle… 

He decided he‟d pushed his luck enough for today, spinning and bolting for the door, 

yanking it open and wincing at the fact his exit was blocked by several wooden crates… then he 

muttered and quickly chanted an incantation, wincing away from the electricity sparking over the 

metal walls beside him and shoving a hand forwards to release a blast of force that knocked the 

wooden crates rolling out of his way. 

The Drakkaren ran out of the room and fled towards the hole in the wall, knocking down 

an armored minotaur that got in his way before covering his head at the sound of a massive 

explosion behind himself, and he cursed and threw himself through the hole the Royal Guards 

had blown in the wall to land with a grunt as flames and chunks of wood and concrete flew over 

his head, hailing down against his sore back as he winced, blinking dazedly as he looked up from 

where he lay on his stomach… before he looked up and stared as a large metal rod on the side of 

the building slowly began to give away. 

He scrabbled for his feet and dived forwards as it cracked and fell, and the huge steel pole 

missed him by mere inches as it tore deep into the earth and then slowly leaned to the side. The 

Drakkaren climbed back to his feet, then ran quickly away with the Royal Guards and other 

random demons abandoning the arena as something else went up in a large explosion inside of 

the building, the reptile running for Selena as she created a portal and beckoned at him wildly. 

Zerrex barreled through it and into his own living room, crashing into the armchair and 

dropping the sword as he flipped over it and landed awkwardly on his back with a groan of pain, 

and Selena followed him through before the portal closed quickly. The two exchanged looks, and 

then Selena muttered: “So, that kind of sucked.” 

“You aren‟t the one who feels like he‟s been skinned alive.” Zerrex muttered in return, 

and he slowly sat up as Sin stared at them both from the couch, in the middle of a cup of tea that 

was half-raised to her mouth. Zerrex offered her a lame smile from the floor, and then he asked 

stupidly: “Can um… you help me out here?” 

 

Zerrex sighed as knocked on the door in the Circle of Sloth twice more, but as always, 

there was no answer. Finally, he bad-naturedly kicked it, and it swung open with a creak as a 

voice yelled at him tiredly: “Go away!” 

“Sir, you have a summons to court today, and you‟re already ten minutes late. Magistrate 

Sabnock does not like to be kept waiting.” Zerrex said clearly, then he produced his logbook 

with a flick of his wrist: on the bright side, he‟d finally gotten the item summoning incantation 

down with silent casting today, but he was also beginning to understand why every demon in 

Hell hated dealing with the Circle of Sloth. “Your name is Orson Lafontaine, is this correct?” 



“Go „way.” muttered the tired-sounding demon at the other end of the hut, and the thin-

looking demon rose its head slightly to look at him stupidly from beneath a pile of rags and 

blankets on the floor. “I‟m too tired.” 

The Drakkaren closed his eyes and touched his forehead, wishing absently for patience. 

For the last six hundred and some years, not a lot had happened, despite the fact there was now a 

Hell-wide warrant for the arrest of Tellis, the unicorn that apparently had somehow crawled out 

of the explosion and then fled towards the Northern Province with several slaves and a few boxes 

of cargo in tow, and had successfully eluded the Royal Guards until he‟d escaped into Az‟Iriel‟s 

territory, likely with all manner of valuable technologies, vanishing into the fog of war. 

Zerrex had gone back to work, both as a stablehand and an officer of the law, and he‟d 

finally managed to earn the respect of Sabnock enough for her to act a bit less formal and 

dignified around him, which was nice. He liked it when people were relaxed, and admittedly it 

was nice to find out more about her past and how she‟s become a Magistrate of Hell after 

spending many years designing the structures of Hell, from bridges to buildings and even the 

Hall of Justice where she now sat… although she admitted she‟d overlooked how many people it 

was supposed to hold.  

The reptile had almost lost count of the years now, but he thought it was drawing close to 

the last day of his punishment here, and he was anticipating returning to the Southern Province, 

finding himself a home, and setting up there. The biggest thing that had happened was him going 

outside one day to feed his pet hydra in the orchard, and he‟d found her eviscerated and being 

eaten by a Wendigo while in the last throes of her life… and Zerrex had admittedly gone a bit 

berserk, pummeling the Wendigo into a shapeless mess on the ground before sitting with Elle‟s 

head cradled in his lap for the last minute or so of her life, and then he‟d miserably refused to 

move even after Selena had come outside an hour later to see what he was doing. They‟d burned 

her remains, and the Drakkaren had run his hands through the ashes as he‟d thought absently 

about how strange it was that even in Hell, he was stricken by the loss of a pet… but even Selena 

seemed a bit upset about what had happened. Demons still formed attachments as much as 

mortals did, when it came right down to it… 

Otherwise, it had been more of the same: he‟d learned a bit more magic, but he felt like 

giving up on the advanced stuff, and even Ixin had said awkwardly that he might just not be the 

magical type, and suggested he browse through the book for incantations that caught his eye 

instead of learning them one by one. Zerrex had jotted these down, and he had learned one or 

two of them… but it was still incredibly-hard for him to master the spellwork. 

And then he‟d been assigned to the Circle of Sloth a hundred years ago to „help out‟ the 

jailors… but it was a joke detail, since there was little of anything to do unless demons crossed 

into the Circle from other places to pick on the Sloth Demons. It wasn‟t a bad-looking place, and 

this circle actually had water and some pretty flowers and foliage, with a gentle mist often rolling 

along the ground in the mornings and late at night… but it was simply… lethargic. Even the 

cities were slow-paced, people taking their time when they had to do anything instead of 

hurrying about, and the jailors were often relaxing and ignoring the general hubbub unless 

someone started yelling, but there was rarely any real need to intervene. The demons here were 

slow, sleepy, and lazy: the tortures were usually done by the Awakeners, and they often 

consisted of forcing the lazy demons to run laps or perform some exhausting task, nothing like 

the Slavers of Lust or the monsters that were running around in Wrath. 

Zerrex cleared his throat, then announced loudly: “I am entering your home in order to 

take you to your court trial for theft, and if you resist, you will be charged with contempt of court 



and resisting arrest. I will use whatever force is necessary to bring you to your trial, as is vested 

in me by Law of Hell. Is this understood?” 

“Fuck off…” the Sloth demon said tiredly, but there was no venom in his voice, making 

it sound almost like a pleading request as he rolled over. “I‟ll go myself, just… just let me 

snooze for… ten more minutes…” 

The Drakkaren rolled his eyes as he created a portal by the demon, then he walked inside 

and tore the blankets off, the wolf whining loudly, and Zerrex rolled his eyes as he saw he was 

naked. “Do you have clothes? It‟s preferred that… no, you don‟t have much of anything in here. 

Fine.” 

He made a face at the empty room before picking up one of the larger, cleaner sheets, and 

the reptile held out his index finger as a thin blue flame flickered into existence at the end of it. 

He quickly cut two holes in the sheet, then jerked the wolf forcefully to his feet, the demon 

complaining and flailing uselessly before Zerrex forced its arms through the sleeve like a gown. 

The lizard made a face at the leftover sheet that hung down around the miserable-looking lupine, 

and he quickly rolled either end of the stained cloth together to form a sort of belt, wrapping this 

around the wolf‟s waist and tying it tightly as he said mildly: “There. Now come on.” 

The reptile wrapped an arm tightly around the smaller demon as her shifted 

uncomfortably in the sheet, and then they stepped into the courtroom, and Sabnock glared at the 

sloth-demon, dressed in a flowing black robe and wearing a golden crown as Zerrex carefully 

guided the wolf over to the table where defense sat, asking clearly: “Officer Zerrex. Did you 

have trouble with the defendant?” 

“He was a bit difficult… your honor, I‟d like to make a request to the court that the 

defendant be kept awake by magical means, as otherwise he‟ll…” The moment the Drakkaren let 

go, the sloth-demon collapsed at his side and began to snore loudly, to the amusement of the 

demons sitting in the stands behind the partition in the middle of the courtroom. 

Sabnock banged her gavel once as Zerrex pulled the Sloth demon to his paws and pushed 

him firmly down into his chair, and he opened his eyes blearily for a moment before his head fell 

with a loud thunk onto the table. Zerrex did his best to restrain himself from punching the demon 

in the face, before he let out a sigh of relief as Sabnock said irritably: “I‟ll grant the motion, as 

the defendant appears unable to keep himself awake… so ordered.” 

She hammered the black gavel down against the stone, and a moment later the wolf went 

rigid, his eyes flashing open before he looked back and forth as if in surprise, then he glanced 

over himself with a wince. His fingers jittered against the table, and he began to breathe a bit 

faster, but it was all a side-effect of the spell as Zerrex took his position at the side of the 

courtroom and bowed his head respectfully as Sabnock said clearly: “Prosecution, begin.” 

The Wentaku smiled slightly as he brushed down his own dark robes, slipping out of his 

seat… and for the next half-hour, Zerrex mostly ignored what was going on before following 

Sabnock to her chambers at the back of the courtroom as she gave him a look. 

He stepped in after her and closed the door, tilting his head curiously as he removed his 

helm, watching as she strode around her desk and sat down, and she offered him a bit of a smile 

as she said calmly: “You‟ve served well here, Lord Zerrex. Now that your punishment in the 

Wrath Circle is up, however, I‟m going to have to let you go… but you have my fondest regards 

and wishes for the best of fortune as you continue through your life in Hell.” 

“My… today?” Zerrex asked stupidly, and Sabnock nodded seriously as the reptile 

fumbled his helm, looking down into it for a moment before gazing back up at her with a bit of a 

smile. “I‟d… lost count of the days. The years, no, the years I… always count, because I think of 



my family and…” Zerrex stopped, looking down before he shook his head slowly and glanced 

back up quietly. “So what does this mean? Don‟t I have to go and present myself to King 

Alastor?” 

Sabnock nodded and glanced down at the open schedule on her desk, before she flipped 

through the binder it was in and murmured: “Yes, I‟ve got it written right here. You can get 

changed and turn in your uniform now, however, since I have a meeting with the other 

Magistrates, and then I have to pass judgment on several lost souls like yourself. But in three 

hours‟ time, you‟ll be summoned to see King Alastor. I understand that your other Inquisitors 

will all pass judgment on you there, too… are you confident that you‟ll earn a pass?” 

Zerrex made a bit of a face, tilting his head from side-to-side. “I‟m not sure… I mean… 

I‟m always there on time for the tortures, but… they…” He halted, trying to think of how to 

phrase it before he laughed a bit and said quietly: “It just became another daily routine for me. 

I‟d file papers and mark essays and exams for Lunata, the Bloody King would poke me with a 

stick or take some mortal technology to my body, Faulk would be a bastard and then I‟d work for 

you. Faulk might say no just to say no, and Lunata will do anything just to get on my nerves…” 

“We‟ll work something out, then, it‟ll be fine.” Sabnock said dismissively, and then the 

wolverine stood up and nodded to him respectfully. “You‟ve performed your tasks admirably, 

Lord Zerrex. I admit that I was wrong about you… but aside from your occasional rudeness, you 

weren‟t a problematic student at all.” 

“So does that mean we‟ll make out now?” Zerrex asked dumbly, and the wolverine 

narrowed her eyes and pointed at the door, causing the Drakkaren to wince and quickly slip out, 

before glancing over his shoulder and giving a bit of a smile. “But thank you for everything, 

Sabnock. I guess I‟ll see you around.”  

The Drakkaren strode back out into the courtroom, then he quickly slid through a side 

door as a dumb grin spread over his face, pulling of his helm and looking down into it… before 

his grin faded a bit as he stared at his reflection. He only stood for a moment in the small 

hallway, and then he murmured quietly: “It was… nice while it lasted, though, wasn‟t it?” 

It was true: the Circle of Wrath had been a terrible place by itself, full of monstrosities 

Zerrex didn‟t think should exist on any plane or world… but the work for Sabnock and the Law 

of Justice had been wonderful, and he‟d enjoyed his work as a stablehand more than he could 

say. He could understand now how Kent could keep the same job for tens of thousands of years, 

since he still wanted to work with the mounts of Hell and get back to training them and just 

being around them. 

The Drakkaren shook his head a bit as he continued at a slower pace down the hallway, 

pushing through the swinging door at the end of the hallway and stepping into the small staff 

room, nodding to the other officers sitting and playing cards around a table as he headed to the 

bunk room at the back, where some of the officers liked to relax between sessions if they had 

stacked shifts. 

Zerrex kept a spare change of clothes in his personal locker here, and he slipped his 

uniform off, trying to ignore the looks he felt himself getting from one of the officers resting on 

the bed and keeping his back to them with a slight smile: either curiosity or a proposition, but 

right now he wasn‟t much in the mood for either. He slipped his spare clothes on and brushed at 

them absently as he shoved his uniform into his helm, and then he headed back out to the main 

staff room with a sigh of relief that he hadn‟t been molested, holding his silver longsword by the 

sheath and tapping the pommel absently against his shoulder. 



He headed across the room and put his helm up on the desk, earning a look of surprise 

from the clerk as he said clearly: “I‟ve just completed my final shift of duty and I‟d like to turn in 

my uniform, Terran.” 

“Are you serious?” the demon gaped at him, then made a face and paged quickly through 

a logbook, mumbling: “Shit, that‟s not good. I have you down to serve a change in schedule for a 

summons to court and to drop an arrest warrant off at the Eastern Sector Jailor‟s Station 

tomorrow…” 

“Well, if you have them now, I‟d be more than glad to just do both plainclothes.” Zerrex 

said amiably, and he smiled inwardly. Here I am, almost begging for more work after the job. 

“I‟ll just hand in my uniform now and submit my reports sometime later in the week, since I just 

completed my sentence in the Circles.” 

“Well, congratulations to you then, Zerrex.” The demonic armadillo smiled at him, then 

rubbed at one of his horns awkwardly as he took the uniform off the counter and put it aside, 

making a bit of a face. “But… I dunno if I‟m really permitted to do that or not…” 

“Oh, come on, what‟s going to happen? Besides, Sabnock might be pissy about it but she 

won‟t really care, and the jailors don‟t give a crap what we‟re wearing.” Zerrex said reasonably, 

before he paused and asked slowly: “Wait. Why was I given the duty to deliver a simple change 

in schedule? Don‟t the other law clerks or jailors usually handle that sort of menial duty?” 

Terran glanced to the side with a bit of a blush, tapping his fingers awkwardly against the 

desk, and then Zerrex gave him a flat look. “You want me to go and see someone with a history 

of violence, don‟t you? Wait, let me show you how psychic I am.” Zerrex reached up and pushed 

a finger against his forehead, glaring at the armadillo as he half-shrank behind his desk. “It‟s a 

suspect that‟s been arrested before. Someone probably in the Circle of Wrath, or who spent a 

long-ass time there. It‟s someone who I might be familiar with, or have even served a summons 

before. And it‟s someone who might just turn on a cop or officer or whatever you want to call 

them just out of spite.” 

“It‟s uh… yeah.” Terran said meekly, peering up at the Drakkaren with a wince. “That 

about covers it. I sort of need you to handle this, since we don‟t really have that many people on 

hand in terms of muscle… it‟s um… Balthazar Lochaber, also known as-” 

“War Dog. You son of a bitch.” Zerrex glowered, crossing his arms and suddenly very 

glad he had brought a weapon into work today despite the fact he‟d only been acting as Officer-

General in the courtroom. “That‟s Ire‟s second and most-famous serial killer… this isn‟t a job for 

the frigging… wait, when the hell did he get out of the Abyss or wherever he went?” 

Terran shook his head a bit, leaning to a set of shelves at the side stuffed with papers and 

books, and then he pulled out a large, dusty tome, brushing it off quickly before paging through 

it and murmuring: “Let‟s see… no, it wasn‟t the Abyss. He was exiled from the Western 

Province by Prince Raithe a hundred thousand and some years ago to the Circle of Wrath… and 

about ten months ago he was released from a Pit of Torment. He‟s never been sentenced to the 

Abyss, but if he‟s convicted of this offense, then he‟ll be permanently banished to there…” 

The Drakkaren shook his head a bit, before he sighed and tied his longsword around his 

belt, looking sour as he asked mildly: “What‟s the offense this time? I figure it has to do with 

killing some demons, but, you know, it‟d be nice to know a few specifics.” 

“Um… he‟s accused of slaughtering most of the chain-gang he was working with in the 

Wrath Circle before jailors could stop him. They decided to put it before the Courts instead of 

dealing with punishing him themselves, though, just to finally get him carted off to the Abyss.” 



Terran nodded, and then he unclipped the summons from the page it was on and winced at 

Zerrex‟s dark look. “Well, at least you won‟t have to deal with bringing the guy in…” 

“Oh, I‟m sure I‟ll somehow get roped into doing that, too.” The Drakkaren responded 

sourly, and then he took the note and glanced it over before folding it closed and holding out his 

hand. “I need the police report I‟m supposed to drop off, too.” 

“Arrest warrant.” The armadillo corrected, and then he blushed as he quickly put the 

tome aside and sorted through the logbook, pulling out a small envelope and handing it to the 

reptile. “It goes to Captain Oda, in Section B, but you can probably just drop it off at the front 

desk.” 

The reptile snorted and smiled slightly at this. “And end up getting accused of slacking 

off when it ends up never being delivered by the lazy-ass secretaries. Take care, Terran. I‟ll 

probably see you sometime in the future.” 

The armadillo nodded, and the lizard turned and created a portal, stepping through this 

and out in front of the Eastern Sector Station. He glanced down at the address on the envelope to 

double-check the name, and then made his way through the doors, the other jailors tossing him 

curious looks but also the occasional smile, and Zerrex nodded back to the few he knew from 

working down in the Circle of Tragedy for so long. 

Twenty minutes later, he walked back out of the busy station, slipping past a jailor half-

dragging a shackled demon behind him and walking out to the streets. He paused to watch two 

massive transports roll slowly by on spiked wheels: not for terror purposes, as many mortals 

likely would think, but instead simply because of the amount of ice on the ground. Zerrex 

glanced after it, enthralled as always at the way they had harnessed magic in this world, and then 

he shook his head as he walked across the street and into a snowy park. 

The reptile strode slowly over the icy ground, but by now he was so used to it he barely 

noticed the slick surface. Around him, the small hills were humped with snow, and the lampposts 

burned dimly, casting a weak glow over everything as he looked towards the base of the Central 

Spire in the distance. He paused, then sat down on a bench that was kept clean of snow and water 

by several warming runes carved into the back of it, and he relaxed as he let his hands drop in his 

lap and he gazed up towards the sky high above. 

From here, it looked like any other night sky in the mortal realm, with the occasional star 

here and there… but the reptile knew by now they weren‟t stars, but lost souls floating slowly 

through the air high above. He watched as several children ran by, laughing and tossing 

snowballs at each other, and then he shook his head with a quiet chuckle before turning his eyes 

back up to the sky. It‟s beautiful… and yet everything here is so sad… but that doesn‟t take away 

from its magnificence…  

The Drakkaren just sat for a few minutes, taking in the design of the world around him 

before shaking his head a bit and forcing himself to stand up. He felt almost like this was the last 

time he‟d see this place for some reason… and he made a face, mumbling quietly: “Don‟t be 

stupid. I‟m sure I‟ll be back here again within the week to hand in my reports… so… yeah.” He 

paused, then created a portal and added to himself quietly: “I‟ll be back. I will.” 

With that, the reptile stepped into the portal and through it, stepping back out onto his 

current home circle of Wrath and making a face. And it‟s going to stay my home for a while 

longer yet until I find a home in the Southern Province… I just hope the Princess doesn‟t outlaw 

non-prisoners from owning homes in the Circles or something to screw with me, but either way… 

this is one place I won‟t miss once I‟m out of it. 



The reptile glanced down at the location on the summons, and then he closed his eyes and 

rose a fist in front of his face, muttering a spell that Sabnock had taught him. He felt a faint 

burning on palm, and then he opened his fingers to gaze at the coordinates that had appeared on 

his hand, formed out of ice crystals. He flicked this off with his fingers a moment later and 

checked the location again with a frown, then glanced off down a path to the north before 

realizing there was a large hole in the ground ahead of him, and he made a face. “You‟re kidding 

me.” 

Zerrex carefully made his way forwards towards the hole, and he noted an outer door 

with „Trespassers will be Killed‟ written on it in demonic and an old, flowing Irenic script. 

Zerrex rose a foot and knocked on it lightly with his heel, and then he called down towards the 

door: “Balthazar Lochaber! I have a paper here regarding a change in your scheduled court 

appearance, could you please come out here?” 

“Come…” growled a voice, and the trapdoor fell open, revealing a ladder and a plain dirt 

tunnel. Zerrex heard something sludgy moving slowly down the corridor before there was the 

crash of a door, and the Drakkaren frowned slightly at this before leaping down into the hole and 

tucking the paper into his pocket, his hand on the sword as he looked down a long hall of soil. 

Worms and various foul creatures crawled back and forth along the walls and ceiling, and Zerrex 

winced as a spider the size of his hand leapt suddenly out of a small hole in the wall and snagged 

a fat, bulbuous fly on the ground before dragging it quickly back into its home. 

In the walls, tree roots twisted and moved like the worms, and Zerrex had the distinct 

sense he was being watched as he walked down the dim hallway slowly, his eyes automatically 

adjusting to the shadows as he approached a rusted steel door. He carefully pulled this open, 

wincing at the screeching sound before frowning as he stared down into a large, square pit filled 

with garbage and bones. Small trees and long, living vines swayed and coiled out of the walls, 

and water dripped down from the ceiling and trickled from the earthy walls as Zerrex looked 

back and forth for any other door, before he called hesitantly: “Uh… sir? Are you here?” 

“Come down here…” the gravelly voice whispered, and Zerrex frowned a bit, feeling a 

chill roll through his body as he noted several larger skulls in the unknowably-deep pile of filth. 

He pulled out the summons as he remembered the few history lessons he‟d learned in life, almost 

all of them either about Hez‟Ranna or the military… but a few also on famous serial killers and 

mass murderers, and the techniques they had employed. 

From what he‟d heard, the War-Dog had been an ex-soldier who had started shooting and 

killing civilians for fun, employing both a long-range rifle and all sorts of deadly and bizarre 

traps to keep himself and his home safe. It was rumored that he‟d taken over a hundred lives in 

his lifetime… and the reptile thought that going down into the foul pit would be a large mistake 

on his part. Now that he‟s become a demon, who knows what the hell‟s happened to his appetites 

for blood… “Sir, this is a summons to court on Lam three weeks from now. It‟s very important 

that you attend this, as it‟s a trial for-” 

Before Zerrex could react, a tentacle ending in a large, flat spade wrapped tightly around 

his ankle, and the Drakkaren snarled as he was dragged forcefully off his feet and down into the 

gunk. Filth and debris exploded upwards as a terrible, massive set of jaws opened hungrily with a 

loud growl, and Zerrex immediately created a blade of energy in one hand before slashing at the 

tentacle. 

It cut halfway through the thick tendril, and the demon let out a roar of fury as it let go of 

the Drakkaren‟s leg, the reptile gagging on the smell as he half-swam backwards through the 

gunk, trying to find purchase as the monstrosity dived under the wreckage. The Drakkaren spun 



around as garbage spouted into the air and the thing shot towards him eagerly beneath the filth, 

and he created a large, flat platform of energy, crawling quickly onto this as a pair of huge jaws 

nipped hungrily at his heels. 

He spun around, drawing his silver sword backwards and dropping to a kneel as he 

stabbed it down into the garbage, and something screamed in agony as he dug into some hard 

thing. A moment later, three of the purple tenatacles tore out of the filth and slapped him firmly 

backwards, however, and Zerrex landed on his back on the filth, once more beginning to sink 

into it as his platform of energy vanished, the Drakkaren cursing as he looked up towards the 

wall and snapped a tentacle of his own out of his arm. 

It wrapped tightly around one of the black trees growing out of the dirt, and Zerrex jerked 

himself up to it, catching it with one hand and pulling himself up onto the slick branch as he 

stabbed his sword down into the black tree. It twisted and writhed a bit beneath him as the vines 

on the wall snapped harmlessly against his body, blood burbling out of the wound in the wood, 

and Zerrex muttered a quick exorcism he‟d picked up from Selena. 

The tree and vines surrounding it immediately fell limp as the three tentacles snapped out 

of the muck again, searchingly rubbing along the garbage beneath the tree the Drakkaren was on 

before a face with its features and muzzle so twisted Zerrex couldn‟t make out what species it 

was anymore pushed out of the gunk… and then the black eyes of the demon settled on Zerrex 

before its grey-fleshed jaws opened wide and a long black tongue snapped out, striking the lizard 

in the face with surprising force and knocking him towards the garbage again. 

The Drakkaren twisted in midair with a snarl, extending a hand and creating a solid 

platform of energy beneath himself, and his entire body flexed with exertion as he kept himself 

balanced on his single hand for a moment, watching as the creature shot through the garbage as 

two more of those long tentacles snapped out of the garbage, and all five snapped towards him as 

Zerrex dropped his feet against the platform of energy and crouched, using it as a shield from 

any attacks from below. 

Two of the long tentacles hammered against the bottom of the platform as the other three 

lashed towards his face, and Zerrex sliced the spade-shaped head of one of them off as he 

swayed to the side with a grunt. The demon beneath him howled in pain, retracting its tentacles 

for a moment, and Zerrex grinned triumphantly as he stood… and then no less than twelve long, 

purple appendages tore up towards him, shattering through the platform of energy and all of 

them quickly wrapping around the Drakkaren‟s limbs and body, hauling him up into the air as he 

cursed before one of them wrapped tight around his muzzle, blocking his incantations. 

He struggled a bit as the demon rose slowly out of the gunk, and Zerrex stared at the 

massive, misshapen limbs – most of which were still buried beneath it – but moreover at the 

enormous muzzle pushing out of its body. It was shaped like a huge pyramid, and lined with 

huge, barbed teeth… and these gnashed hungrily together as the small, deformed head glared up 

at him victoriously, the tentacles slowly lowering Zerrex towards the creature‟s maw… 

The reptile closed his eyes, concentrating… and a moment later, his wings tore out of his 

back, and the white energy ripped through the tentacles wrapped around his body, and the 

demon‟s center jaw howled in agony as blood the same ugly color as the fleshy tentacles 

exploded out of them as most of the thick tendrils disintegrated before Zerrex flapped his wings 

once and tore back from the rest of the long appendages before he hit the ceiling of the earthy pit 

with a grunt, wincing and sending down a hail of dirt and a few bugs. 

War Dog‟s tentacles fell away, withering and rotting into worthless hunks of black flesh 

as the creature retreated under the mound of garbage… and Zerrex glided carefully around the 



room, his glowing-white wings sparking with energy as he narrowed his eyes. The possessed 

trees and vines drew away from him as he carefully navigated the cramped quarters, watching for 

any stir in the garbage… before a massive, clawed hand almost the same size as his body shot 

out, out of the filth, attached to arm that was thick and flabby until it reached the elbow, where it 

became thin and gaunt until it attached into one of the thick elbows of the grinning beast below. 

Zerrex immediately snapped the silver sword out, half-closing his wings protectively 

around his body, and War Dog screamed and drew away as several of his fingers were cut 

cleanly from his hands, the rest of his fingers burnt from contact with the Drakkaren‟s glowing 

wings. The demon immediately sank back down into the garbage, and Zerrex let his wings 

vanish, dropping and landing on a broken wooden door, his eyes narrowed as he shouted: 

“Enough, War Dog! You‟re already set to trial… if you keep this up, it‟s going to turn into an 

immediate execution!” 

War Dog was silent, and the garbage didn‟t stir or rattle… and Zerrex felt unnerved. 

Despite his talk, it was too awkward in these close confines to use his wings properly… and he‟d 

felt plenty of pain when War Dog had given him a squeeze. If the demon got a firm grip on him, 

angel wings or not he‟d been squished, and he didn‟t have the energy to keep creating platforms 

and fighting awkwardly like that. 

“I‟m so hungry…” the voice whispered... and a moment later the garbage erupted beneath 

him, sending the Drakkaren flying backwards before the monster tore out of the filth behind him, 

and Zerrex turned just in time to see the body-jaws opening hungrily, a long, forked tongue 

rolling out greedily before the reptile crashed onto it. 

He howled in agony as the beast chomped down on him and dragged him down into the 

filth, feeling blood exploding from his waist as his body was almost halved, and he immediately 

stabbed viciously over and over into the side of the creature‟s jaws. It spat him out with a squeal, 

slashing at him through the garbage he was submerged him as it rapidly backed off, and Zerrex 

was knocked backwards in a wave of filth and murky water, his eyes shut tight with pain as he 

fought the urge to vomit, clenching his waist and feeling one of his legs spasming. He turned and 

fled as quickly as he could manage, swimming through the filth as he heard the monster coming 

towards him again with a snarl, and the reptile hit the cavern wall before his eyes opened, 

garbage and sick ooze stinging them as he slammed a hand into the earth wall beside him and 

shouted an incantation as the monster opened its jaws hungrily and shot towards him- 

A long, narrow spike of solid rock shot out of the earth wall and into the creature‟s open 

mouth, and War Dog‟s huge hands slammed into the wall of the cavern wall as he jerked 

backwards, howling again in pain and retreating into the back of the garbage-filled pit as Zerrex 

clawed up the cavern wall to pull himself towards the surface of the gunk. He snapped a hand 

out, and a tentacle shot up and wrapped tightly around a tree above, before Zerrex hauled himself 

up, grasping the slick surface and hanging for a moment as he panted hard, trying not to look at 

the horrible wound in his midsection or the pus and gunk leaking out of it. Poison or demonic 

infection… gotta find a way to kill him fast. 

Zerrex hauled himself up onto the branch as War Dog rose out of the garbage and looked 

up, scanning the walls quickly before his eyes settled on Zerrex, and he opened his jaws, and his 

long black tongue snapped out. The Drakkaren ducked with a wince, and the creature‟s tongue 

wrapped tightly around the tree… and Zerrex leaned forwards with a curse as it began to yank it 

free of the wall, and he slashed the silver sword firmly downwards. 

It drew back with a scream of agony and fury as the chunk of tongue coiled around the 

tree burnt away to ashes, the rest that hadn‟t been chopped off withdrawing down into the 



garbage and spouting blood… and Zerrex stabbed the sword into the wall, snarling but feeling 

panic rising at the nausea and weakness that was beginning to rise in his form… and he aimed 

one hand down at the garbage below as he shouted an incantation that he‟d learned from Selena. 

A spark of flame shot from his hand and collided with the garbage, and it immediately 

caught fire despite how wet it was and greedily began to spread as War Dog shrieked in terror. 

Soon, there was an inferno beneath the Drakkaren as the walls shook violently, part of the ceiling 

collapsing and leaving a gaping hole out to the surface… and Zerrex created his wings as he 

leapt forwards, ripping his sword and shooting outwards, flying free through the gap before his 

wings sparked out of existence and he fell, landing heavily on his stomach and skidding along 

the floor of Hell before dropping his head to the ground, groaning quietly as agony tore through 

his body. 

Howls and screams rose up from somewhere beneath the ground as it continued to 

rumble… and a moment later a massive hand tore out of the earth fifty feet or so away, and 

Zerrex cursed as he slowly forced himself up to his feet, panting hard and snarling a bit as War 

Dog tore his way out of the ground… and Zerrex stared in horror at the creature as it emerged 

fully, walking slowly forwards on all fours. 

It was now covered in burns and smoking a bit, and it possessed legs that looked almost 

exactly like its arms, but these had joints that looked as if they could bend in any direction. It 

leaned forwards towards Zerrex, shaking its head quickly as several long purple tentacles tore 

free from its warty, pustule-ridden back, snapping around its body as a short, stubby tail twisted 

back and forth, before it leaned forwards and roared from its center jaws, the world seeming to 

tremble at that sound. 

It began to lumber quickly forwards, black eyes set on Zerrex… and the Drakkaren 

staggered up to his feet and cocked the silver sword back, taking careful aim at the slow, 

awkward creature before throwing the blade hard forwards, and the hilt bounced off the demon‟s 

face as Zerrex cursed angrily at himself at his bad timing. The monster was stunned nonetheless, 

as it veered off to the side and skidded to a halt, shaking its head violently back and forth… and 

Zerrex moved in a stumbling run to its other side as he looked for some sort of vulnerability in 

the monster… It‟s more of a Wrath demon than I am… this is what they must mean by demons 

that mutate to reveal their true nature completely… 

He ducked as the creature turned towards him, raising up on its legs for a moment before 

lunging forwards with one claw, and Zerrex rolled to the side and dropped flat as a tentacle 

snapped over his head. He scrabbled back to his feet a moment later, then ran towards the 

creature instead of away from it to leap onto its back, and War Dog let out a grunt as it rose up 

and looked back and forth in shock, twisting back and forth as his tentacles coiled back on 

themselves to try and sweep at Zerrex uselessly. 

Zerrex crawled between them, then attempted to create a blade of energy… but he 

couldn‟t focus enough through the haze now burning in his head to create anything more than an 

arc of blue around his hand, and so he did the next best thing, leaning forwards over the 

creature‟s head and simply clawing into the monstrosity‟s eyes with his fingers. It screamed and 

began to buck and twist wildly, falling onto its side and jerking back and forth as Zerrex yelled 

incoherently at the same time, seizing the top of its skull by its eye sockets and leaning back, 

putting his full strength into pulling on the creature‟s head as blood, eye fluid, and goo that had 

once made up its eyes leaked down its cheeks. 

A moment later, Zerrex tore back its skull like he was tearing open a stubborn lid on a 

chest, and it arched its back with a howl, trying unsuccessfully to flop onto its back thanks to its 



massive limbs… and a moment later the Drakkaren slammed his fist down into the demon‟s 

brain. It jerked and spasmed wildly, and then it let out a long groan before slumping forwards, 

and it tentacles evaporated into streams of darkness as its body slowly turned dead white. 

Zerrex fell off the creature and crawled forwards a few feet, before he vomited black and 

yellow bile… and he trembled as he stared at the sick white maggots twisting back and forth in 

his puke before he rolled onto his back and howled: “Sin!” 

He tried to sit up… then fell back… but he was caught by a pair of strong hands, and he 

stared dumbly up at Vampire, who cursed under his breath before shouting: “Captain! Captain, 

goddammit, don‟t you give in! Stay awake, motherfucker!” 

“You‟re wearing the collar…” Zerrex said weakly, and Vampire snorted but didn‟t smile, 

his eyes filled with… is that concern? Did we care about each other in the Legion? Where am 

I… oh, right… Hell… “I gave you that… right?” 

“Don‟t talk, Lord Zerrex.” Sin‟s voice said quietly but firmly, and Vampire looked up in 

surprise as she knelt on his other side and scanned one hand quickly over his body, before 

murmuring softly: “You have to stop treating your body like this… this damage is more than 

severe, you should have fled, you‟re nowhere near as strong as that pure Wrath demon was…” 

“And that‟s why the Captain always comes out on top.” Vampire said quietly, and Zerrex 

closed his eyes and slumped a bit, feeling his nausea beginning to vanish before he arched his 

back with a cry of pain as something began to spasm inside his stomach as a burning agony tore 

down his abdominals. “What the hell are you… what the fuck is that? Fucking shit!” 

He opened his eyes, then stared at Sin snarling and slowly wrestling a massive white 

worm out of his stomach, before she threw it in the air and pointed at it, and it simply exploded 

as she murmured: “A parasite… Corporal Vampire, would you please ensure that none of them 

are crawling out of that demon‟s corpse and exterminate them if they are? Use magic, though, 

touching them is extremely dangerous for a demon like yourself.” 

“Alright…” Vampire said uncertainly, and Zerrex smiled a bit. Magic wasn‟t much 

Vampire‟s thing either… since he was still nearly-indestructible, even by Hell‟s standards, he 

was still the simple charge-in-and-flail-madly type. Probably why we get along…  

Zerrex let out another groan as he felt more pain rolling through his body, but when he 

opened his eyes, everything seemed clearer as he looked up at Sin, rasping and coughing a bit, 

the sour taste of puke clogging his mouth and nostrils: “Looks like I owe you my life yet again, 

Sin… I must have drained most of your magical healing power crap away by now, though.” 

“It recharges, which you know as well as I do.” she murmured, and Zerrex realized 

dumbly he hadn‟t exactly made much of a joke as she added hesitantly: “I‟m like a battery.” 

They exchanged faint smiles before Vampire began to yell a stream of obscenities and 

there was a loud splatter, and then he cursed as Sin stood up and shook her head a bit, saying 

softly: “I‟ll be right back, Lord Zerrex… try not to move around too much. I‟m going to get rid 

of that body… it worries me a lot.” 

The Drakkaren nodded quietly as he pulled himself slowly backwards a few feet, away 

from the corpse of War Dog… and he watched as Sin simply seemed to reach into Vampire‟s 

body before pulling out another of those wriggling parasites as the black wolf winced and 

blushed deeply in his golden armor, watching as Sin tossed it away and blew it up at a safe 

distance again, before the Drakkaren stared as one of those parasites crawled quickly out to his 

left, then turned towards him. The reptile winced and looked back and forth, then picked up a 

rock as it reared back before launching itself at him, and he threw the stone hard at it. 



It bounced off the worm and knocked it flying backwards with a squeal as Zerrex yelled 

hoarsely: “There‟s another one over here, Sin, I-” 

She pointed at it from where she stood, and it blew into pieces as Zerrex covered his face 

with a wince. A moment later, she turned back towards the corpse and closed her eyes, holding 

her hands out towards it and chanting softly under her breath. 

The body trembled violently… and then it slowly faded out of view, leaving only what 

Zerrex thought was a massive white orb behind. A moment later it fell apart, however, and at 

least a hundred of those thick white parasites fell to the ground as a massive, gigantic white 

worm with a huge black beak unfurled itself and reared up with a loud hiss, its back trembling 

and twitching for a few moments before tearing apart as long purple tentacles ripped out of it, the 

spade heads leaning down and flinging white worms in every direction. 

Zerrex covered his face in horror, and then he blinked as glasslike domes appeared over 

himself and Vampire, who was wincing back as if he wanted to cry. But the worms only bounced 

uselessly off the domes, before several intrepid worms tried to bury into the earth, and Zerrex 

cursed under his breath before pushing his hands into the ground and muttering an incantation to 

turn it to solid stone beneath his body. 

The worms near Vampire, however, turned their attention to Sin… but she seemed to be 

ignoring them before she clenched her eyes shut, and a moment later a bloody Seethe Hound tore 

out from under her long dress and viciously began to tear through the worms around her. Sin 

relaxed a moment later, breathing a long sigh before holding her hands out to the side and 

closing her eyes… and then she raised them slowly, palms towards the sky. 

The worms trembled violently as the queen worm looked towards Sin with a long hiss, 

but Sin ignored it as the Seethe Hound returned under her dress… and as her hands rose higher, 

the worms floated into the air like a sick white snow, before she clenched her hands shut, and 

they exploded like firecrackers. Chunks of worm splattered in every direction as the queen worm 

howled and reared back, before slamming down towards her… but Sin almost absently batted the 

gigantic monstrosity aside with one hand, knocking the creature onto its back as the domes 

vanished from around Vampire and Zerrex. 

She strode up to it as it attempted to quickly crawl away, before simply smacking its 

body with one hand, and the creature arched its back as it turned first orange, then darkened to 

red, a rising hiss filling the air as Zerrex and Vampire automatically covered their faces… and a 

moment later it shrieked and went up in a puff of flame that turned immediately to ashes and 

floated away in the wind. 

The Drakkaren slowly forced himself up to his feet as Sin turned around and bowed to 

them both with a blush, Vampire gaping stupidly before she looked at Zerrex with concern and 

murmured quietly: “Please, Lord Zerrex… I… you aren‟t well…” 

“Yeah, well… this place scares me.” Zerrex muttered, before he winced as he began to 

walk towards his silver sword… but Vampire quickly shook his head before running over to it 

and sweeping it up, then heading over to Zerrex with a dumb grin and holding it out. The reptile 

gave him a dryly-amused look in return, and he took it with a slightly-trembling hand as he 

added sourly: “I‟ll be glad to get out of this Circle, that‟s for sure…” 

“Let‟s go to your home for now, then… are you coming as well, Corporal Vampire?” Sin 

asked curiously, and the demon wolf glanced over at Zerrex before shaking his head a bit with a 

grunt. 

“Nah, but I‟ll show up soon… I just got myself reassigned to the Southern Province, so it 

was pure luck that I came across you, Cap‟n.” he paused, then made a face and shook his head 



with a slight grin, patting Zerrex firmly on the shoulder before wincing at the way the reptile 

groaned and tilted a bit in pain. “Oops. But uh… yeah, I was just sent out on a routine check 

since like… we got a report of the sound of some fight breaking out. Fuck me but that was a 

scary motherfucker.” 

Zerrex muttered something sourly under his breath, then he patted Vampire‟s arm lightly 

and gave him a smile. “Take care of yourself, huh? Today‟s my last day here in Wrath, so I 

should have a lot more free time after this.” 

Vampire nodded and grinned slightly. “So long as no one else tries to kill your face, 

right? But alright, I‟ll see you around then, Captain.” The demon-wolf bowed deeply, before he 

coughed and blushed, looking over at Sin and offering another stupid grin as she glanced down 

embarrassedly, before looking up in surprise as he mumbled: “Thank you, Lady Sin, for takin‟ 

care of the big bastard here. It‟s an honor to meet you.” 

Sin murmured something meekly in return, and Vampire created a portal before stepping 

through it. Zerrex let out a sigh and then reached up to create his own, but then he blinked slowly 

as dark energy only sparked in place for a moment, and the female created a black portal, 

looking over him with concern. “You‟ve taken some very serious damage, Lord Zerrex… please 

don‟t try to exert yourself at all for the rest of today. You‟ve lost almost all your energy.” 

He nodded as she walked over, then mumbled embarrassedly as she slipped his arm over 

her shoulders and carried him quietly through the portal… and her body was warm against him. 

He closed his eyes, breathing a bit harder, and for a moment he wanted her more than he‟d ever 

wanted anyone else, this female who resembled his mother ninety percent of the time… and Sin 

seemed to see into his thoughts as she looked at him and blushed deeply. 

Then she set him down on the futon, and Zerrex‟s eyes rolled up in his head in agony and 

whatever arousal had been there vanished as he felt something give away inside his stomach, 

before he looked at Sin and said miserably: “I think one of my kidneys just fell out of place.” 

Sin frowned and dropped to a kneel by him immediately, grunting a bit in pain before she 

carefully pressed her hands against his abdominals and felt gently along his stomach, and she 

sighed after a moment, murmuring: “Not a kidney. Something else…” A long pause, before she 

shook her head slowly. “Your appendix is ruptured… I‟m going to remove the remains and treat 

the damage. I thought mortals usually had it removed?” 

“I never had a problem with it before now…” Zerrex mumbled, before he added in a 

voice he tried hard to keep the panic out of: “But seriously, I felt something fall out of place 

inside my body, like… right down there…” 

He tapped the right side of his stomach, and Sin sighed a bit before rubbing her fingers 

slowly along his body. She paused, then shook her head slowly. “It‟s just more damage… your 

intestines were shredded by the parasite. Just close your eyes for me, Lord Zerrex, and I‟ll numb 

the pain while I heal your body…” 

The Drakkaren did so as she murmured an incantation, but he winced at the feeling of his 

body being cut apart and pulled open. It took Sin almost twenty minutes to remove the damaged 

organ, and then another ten to start healing him… and by then the pain had returned to full force, 

and Zerrex was absently wishing to either die or be completely fixed. Before he could complain 

about this, however, a portal opened and Sabnock walked through, looking grimly over at him. 

“You‟re an idiot.” she said clearly after a moment, and Zerrex shrugged in agreement 

before she sighed and sat down, shaking her head slowly. “I‟m not going to ask for the details of 

the fight, because I‟ve known you long enough that you only respond with force… you rarely 

start confrontations yourself. But why didn‟t you run? Look at the state you‟re in now…” 



Zerrex made a face as Sin finished healing him, and as he sat up, he felt the pain slowly 

beginning to recede. He smiled faintly to Sin, who nodded to him respectfully, and then he 

glanced over to Sabnock, saying quietly: “I just… can‟t run from a fight, that‟s all. And that‟s the 

way I‟ve always been.” 

“Well, you‟re going to be late for your meeting with King Alastor, if we wait much 

longer.” Sabnock muttered, shaking her head slowly and creating a portal. Zerrex nodded a bit as 

he forced himself to his feet with a grunt, and she looked a bit sympathetic despite everything as 

the reptile slowly walked over to her, brushing at his torn clothes. “Perhaps you should change, 

at least…” 

“I‟ll be fine.” Zerrex waved a hand, shaking his head a bit and making a face. “Let‟s just 

get this over with.” 

Sabnock nodded, then created a portal… and for only the second time over the last ten 

thousand years, Zerrex stepped into the lobby of the long security hallway. Again, he was 

stopped by Wrath minotaurs, who searched Zerrex up and down but left Sabnock untouched, and 

the reptile reflected this might go exactly the same as last time, except with Sabnock instead of 

Selena. 

When they reached the main hall, however, Zerrex saw Alastor already sitting in his 

throne and looking moody, six Gigataurs in the massive hall in front of the security-laser-

protected throne area, and there were another two Gigataurs and Alastor‟s Wentaku advisor on 

the other side of the arch.  

Standing in a line were his three other Inquisitors: Lunata, the Bloody King, and Faulk… 

and then Zerrex walked slowly up ahead of them before he glanced to the side of the room and 

an expression of surprise crossed his face at the sight of Selena, Queen Carmen in a shifted-down 

form, and oddest of all, White Phoenix, who was looking at him measuringly with his arms 

crossed. The Drakkaren looked back towards Alastor as he took his place in front of the 

Inquisitors, and then his eyes flicked up towards a corner of the room… and he saw a cloaked 

figure floating in the top corner, the cowl pushed slightly back so he could see Celestial‟s eyes 

burning red out from under the hood. 

She looked grim, and Zerrex fought to draw his eyes back down from her, swallowing 

thickly and wondering how the hell she‟d snuck in here before Alastor tented his fingers and 

leaned forwards curiously. “Lord Zerrex… you look like you were just in a fight.” 

“I was.” The Drakkaren said plainly, making a face as he rubbed at his throat. He could 

still taste puke, despite the cleansing spells Sin had repeatdly cast on him during her impromptu 

magical surgery… and then he shook his head a bit. “So sorry to show up rather… messy.” 

“That‟s fine…” Alastor said mildly, before he leaned over to the Wentaku – what was his 

name? Sunny? No, that wasn‟t it at all… – and murmured something, and the Wentaku sighed 

before pushing his hands together, and a plain black robe appeared in front of the Drakkaren. 

“Go ahead, put it on. Germ-free, guaranteed.” 

“Thank you…” Zerrex said slowly, and he slid the robe on as Carmen closed her eyes 

and slowly rubbed her forehead with one hand, Selena simply rolling her own black irises. The 

Drakkaren found the robe a bit tight but comfortable enough… and then an awkward silence 

spiraled out before the reptile cleared his throat a bit. “So, King Alastor… uh…” 

“Oh, right.” Alastor sat up a bit in his throne, looking embarrassed, and Zerrex realized 

he had been watching his handheld television as he fumbled this before hiding it back in the 

confines of his robes, clearing his throat. “Lord Zerrex, you may step to the side… Magistrate 

Sabnock, please step forwards with Mistress Selena.” 



Zerrex walked off to the side, watching curiously as the two stepped forwards, both 

bowing deeply as they stood on the center carpet, and Alastor cleared his throat before asking in 

a clear voice: “You two were responsible for sharing the training of Lord Zerrex, is this correct?” 

A pause as they both nodded. “Has he learned a satisfactory amount over his time in Wrath?” 

The two looked at each other, then Sabnock held a hand out towards Selena and bowed 

slightly, and the ex-Inquisitor smiled slightly before stepping forwards and nodding, saying in a 

clear voice: “King Alastor, Lord Zerrex is a physical fighter. He uses brawn, not intelligence, to 

overwhelm the enemy in most cases… but considering his unique abilities with his own energy 

powers that may conflict with his learning of magic, I have to say yes. Training him in physical 

combat is almost pointless, as he already excels at this; his energy powers have grown tenfold 

over his time in Wrath; and finally, Lord Zerrex has learned even several advanced spells and 

has continued to pursue his studies even during the worst of times.” 

“Impressive.” King Alastor said almost drolly, and Zerrex smiled despite himself, 

covering his muzzle with one hand as he realized the demon was back to watching his small 

handheld television. “Uh… Selena, you can step aside… Magistrate Sabnock, I have another 

question for you… do you think Lord Zerrex has successfully completed his punishment in the 

Hell of Wrath, or should he be made to suffer a five-hundred-thousand year punishment in this 

dark realm?” 

Zerrex started, staring in horror at the possible sentence he could face: but Sabnock only 

nodded and said clearly: “Lord Zerrex has greatly exceeded my expectations. He has not only 

personally trained more than five thousand mounts over his many years working in the stables, 

he has also worked diligently as a servant of the people and showed a great desire to follow the 

laws and rules of Hell, despite the fact he sometimes… takes his job a bit too seriously.” 

She smiled slightly over at the Drakkaren, and Zerrex shook his head slightly, looking 

sourly amused as Alastor motioned her back, before wincing as he looked up from the television. 

“What do you think, Inquisitor Laurence? Is Lord Zerrex fit to leave the Circle of Wrath?” 

Without any hesitation, the Bloody King nodded firmly once, and then to the Drakkaren‟s 

surprise, he turned towards Zerrex and pushed his hands together as if in prayer, giving him the 

smallest of nods before turning and leaving. The reptile stared in shock after this, and Faulk 

looked almost queasy even through the executioner‟s mask he wore. Alastor also looked 

stunned… before he smiled slightly and looked at Lunata, who was reading a book. “Inquisitor 

Lunata?” 

“No, I feel Lord Zerrex needs a much harsher punishment… I recommend one million 

years in the Hell of Wrath, followed by the same sentence to be repeated in the Hell of Pride.” 

she said nastily, looking over at Zerrex with a frown and then holding up her book. “I have here 

more than a hundred thousand instances of audacious behavior and rebellious thoughts and 

actions, and I would like to submit them to you as proof of his ignorance.” 

Alastor sighed, looking morbidly over at his Wentaku advisor, who sighed and muttered 

an enchantment as he clasped his hands together tightly, and he vanished into thin air before 

reappearing a moment later with a whistle, holding out a hand. Lunata looked victorious as she 

held out the notebook, and Zerrex glanced up curiously as Carmen‟s eyes glowed and her mouth 

moved in a quick incantation. 

The Wentaku vanished, but when he reappeared, the book was gone… and he stared 

stupidly at his empty hands before exchanging stupefied looks with Alastor as Lunata scowled, 

before the demon King said in a voice that was almost relieved: “Well now, that‟s too bad… but 

it appeared your book was obliterated during teleportation or sent to some random location by a 



random pulse. But I‟ll still take your comment into consideration. Please step back, Inquisitor 

Lunata… Inquisitor Faulk. 

“I second Inquisitor Lunata‟s motion!” Faulk said angrily, striding forwards and half-

shoving the Rakshasa out of the way as she tried to walk back to her position, the female giving a 

yelp as she was bowled over and glaring at the crocodilian Slaver as he gestured furiously. “And 

we all know that it was Zerrex who did that, or one of his cohorts…” 

He broke off as he received deadly glares from around the room, and then King Alastor 

turned his handheld television off and put it aside, tenting his fingers and saying quietly: “You 

forget yourself, Inquisitor. You are here to judge Lord Zerrex, not to lay charges, especially not 

against those „cohorts‟ who include a Queen of Hell, a Magistrate even older and far-wiser than 

myself, and an ex-Inquisitor with a strength you could never match. Please step back to your 

position, Inquisitor Faulk.” 

Faulk mumbled an apology as he stepped back, his head lowered… and Alastor sighed a 

bit before tenting his fingers and saying mildly: “Normally, at this point, Lord Zerrex would be 

sentenced to a term of at least half a million years, to the full double-term that the two Inquisitors 

have recommended. But taking into consideration possible bias on both sides, I‟m also going to 

take into consideration the recommendations of Queen Carmen of Lust, Miss Selena, who has 

trained and watched over Lord Zerrex for many years now, and a Judge of Death, White 

Phoenix, who is impartial but also has met and learned about Lord Zerrex 

“They have all recommended that Lord Zerrex be set free. And so at a vote of five-to-

two, Lord Zerrex… today you receive your freedom.” King Alastor stood up and bowed deeply, 

giving a bit of a smile. “Congratulations. You are no longer a prisoner, but a citizen of Hell as of 

today… and on a side note, the Princess has requested you meet with her immediately following 

this meeting. You are all excused.” 

Alastor picked up his little television and left, the Wentaku – Zulu, that‟s his name! – 

following behind the demonic canid as he turned his television back on and began to watch again 

in fascination. Zerrex shook his head slowly as the shutter closed slowly over the archway, and 

then he turned around as Faulk glared at him before skulking off, and Lunata looked at him 

sourly before glancing over at Selena and smiling at her adoringly as she passed by. “Miss 

Selena, hey, it‟s-” 

Selena turned around and punched Lunata hard in the face, and the Rakshasa went down 

with a loud squeal of pain as the Gigataurs glanced over at her… but none of them seemed very 

intent on doing anything to help her as she looked at the demoness with horror. The female 

leaned down with a snarl as she put her hands on her hips, and then shouted: “Leave me the fuck 

alone, you dumb cow! Fuck, what do you want, some sympathy or a fuck after I just watched 

you try and torch my friend? Get a life, you dumb, worthless, egotistical, feminist whore!” 

Lunata scampered away, breaking into a loud wail as she ran for the doors, and Selena 

turned moodily around as Sabnock and Carmen both stared at her, but she shrugged and looked 

defensively back and forth before grinning triumphantly as Zerrex said admirably: “That was 

epic.” 

“I‟m epic. So fuck you, Sabnock.” Selena said with a grin, leaning over to her, but 

Sabnock only rolled her eyes before giving a curt nod to Zerrex, and the Drakkaren bowed his 

head respectfully to her as she created a portal and stepped through it. The demoness looked 

almost disappointed, then shook her head a bit and muttered: “She‟s never really been one for 

long goodbyes.” 



“It takes all kinds of people to keep even Hell running.” Carmen patted Selena firmly on 

the back, smiling at her before walking over to Zerrex and giving him a tight hug, the Drakkaren 

wheezing as she squeezed him tightly and only managing to pat her on the back lightly in return. 

“I just wanted to make sure you were still in top condition… and damn, you look like shit but I 

bet I‟d still have a fuck of a time beating you in an arm-wrestle.” 

Zerrex snorted at this as Carmen grabbed his shoulders with a grin, and the lizard nodded 

before reaching up to squeeze one of her thickly-muscled biceps, saying mildly: “I dunno about 

that. You‟ve got some impressive guns here yourself, after all, and I might not be able to match 

your strength even if I didn‟t just have my ass handed to me. I keep getting reminded there are 

lots of things in Hell stronger than me these days, after all.” 

“What the fuck did you fight, anyway?” Carmen asked curiously, poking his chest firmly. 

She paused, then stroked a hand over his face and smiled slightly. “After all, I hear you‟re a hell 

of a looker in your true form…” 

“I think of this as my true form still…” Zerrex glanced down at his hands, before he 

smiled a bit as he poked Carmen‟s currently-flat chest back. “But I was serving a summons to a 

demon, the War Dog of Ire, and he kinda kicked my ass and had all these… parasite things…” 

Zerrex made a face, twiddling his fingers as he added sourly: “Big worm things bother me. It‟s a 

good thing Sin was there or I likely would‟ve been eaten by now.” 

Carmen rolled her eyes, sighing theatrically as she clung on to Zerrex… and the 

Drakkaren noticed Selena look at her with something like jealousy. “You Wrath demons. So 

sexy, so fun, and yet so utterly stupid… but come on now. We may as well at least walk out 

together…”  

The demon Queen winked and took his hand, lacing their fingers together, before 

someone quietly cleared their throat behind him… and Zerrex turned around, at first thinking it 

was Celestial, but instead seeing White standing there. He glanced at the females, and Carmen 

and Selena exchanged a look before the gold-scaled Amazon let go of his hand, looking at him 

longingly. “I guess I‟ll catch you later then, Lord Zerrex… but stop by my palace sometime, 

huh? There‟s a no-Feldspars-allowed policy, too, and we can set up a very nice welcome for 

you…” 

She winked again as she strode away, and Selena followed the lizard‟s gaze first to 

Carmen… then up to the corners of the room, but Celestial had vanished. She frowned a bit, then 

shook her head slowly and said softly: “I‟ll be waiting for at the end of the hall, Zer.” 

The female turned and left, looking over her shoulder at the reptile thoughtfully, and then 

Zerrex turned his eyes back to White, who was looking up at him mildly. He opened his mouth, 

but White shook his head immediately and said softly: “No need to thank me, I was just repaying 

part of what I owe you. But I heard a long time ago you were looking for information on the 

Heartstone of Mephistopheles… and I can sense another being trapped inside you right now, a 

godling in fact…”  

White paused for a few long moments, then stroked slowly under his own muzzle, 

looking up into the Drakkaren‟s eyes. “Normally I wouldn‟t talk about this, not to anyone… but 

I‟ve heard a lot about you. I heard you‟ve killed everything from demons to Naganatine, and that 

you were part of the group that slew the Naganatine Twins… and I also heard you‟re not a 

Daius, as most people think for whatever damn fool reason, but an Incarnation. Yet you still hold 

yourself like you‟re just some lizard stuck in Hell on a business trip. 

“You‟re interesting.” White said finally, nodding slowly and crossing his arms. “And you 

seem strong enough to resist your natural demonic urges, so…” He hesitated for a long moment, 



then said quietly: “I‟ll show you the Heartstone of Mephistopheles and… how to use its powers. 

But you have to promise me you won‟t give in to it, or the primal urges it‟ll bring on you…” 

He halted, then took off his hat and glanced down, saying softly: “I gave into it, and 

that‟s how I ended up here. I don‟t know if I‟m doing you a favor or bestowing another curse on 

you by doing this, Lord Zerrex, but that Heartstone is the crystallized essence of perhaps the 

most powerful being ever to exist. It has unfathomable powers, and it‟ll be more than enough to 

break whatever seal the scholars have put on you… but it could also be your downfall.  

“I have to get back to my duties, but I‟ll find you, maybe a few years from now, maybe 

more, whenever I can find a break between my own punishments.” He smiled grimly, putting his 

hat back on and tipping it to Zerrex. “And to answer your question, no, I‟m not technically a 

demon myself. But I‟ve talked more than enough for now.” 

He strode towards the doors, then paused and glanced over his shoulder, adding quietly: 

“But you watch your back, Lord Zerrex. Even if you keep a low profile, the stronger you 

become, the more the Monarchs will want to use you and the more enemies you‟ll make. Don‟t 

make the same mistakes here you made in life, because down in Hell, those mistakes might cost 

you more than just your life.” 

With that, he turned and left, and Zerrex stood for a few moments before a Gigataur 

poked him lightly from behind and peered down at him. The reptile turned around, half-

expecting a fight… and then the Gigataur grinned toothily and kneeled down over him, Zerrex 

wincing back as it said cheerfully: “Hey, Lord Zerrex! Do you remember me? I met you on that 

island metropolis you mortals called Lunis.” 

Zerrex blinked a few times, then he stared stupidly as he remembered the minotaur 

Cherry had charmed. “But… back then…” 

“Yeah, I know, isn‟t it great?” The Gigataur clapped his hands together as the others 

looked nervously at Zerrex, before he held out a huge hand and smiled. “My name‟s Frank… I 

decided to take a mortal name after you mortals spared my life and freed me from Az‟Iriel‟s 

army.” 

I now know a Gigataur named Frank. Wonderful. “It‟s… a pleasure to meet you, Frank.” 

Zerrex reached up to shake its hand, then stared as his own was engulfed. I now know how I 

made everyone else feel back on the mortal realm. “We‟ll have to get together sometime and talk 

about how life‟s been since the escape… it‟s… good to meet you, though.”  

“Yeah, I‟ll stop by sometime, and you can always come into the city and find me! I live 

off Kanna road, in Orbek.” Frank nodded several times, then he gave Zerrex a firm pat on the 

shoulder and almost knocked him over. “You‟ll be able to find the place no problem, I think.” 

“Yeah, I‟ll… keep that in mind.” The Drakkaren said unenthusiastically, but Frank didn‟t 

seem to notice as the reptile rose a hand and toddled off towards the doors, before picking up his 

pace to a slow walk as he winced and rubbed at his back slowly, ignoring the skeletal mages that 

were arguing with each other and attempting to fix one of the scanning runes that had tilted to the 

side. I meet the weirdest people… 

The reptile emerged into the lobby, and he and Selena exchanged a tight hug before she 

cleared her throat embarrassedly, taking his hands and looking down as she mumbled: “So um… 

I guess that‟s it then, huh? I can find a place in the Lust Circle or at Lily‟s encampment if you 

want me to get lost, since you‟re a free citizen now…” 

“I never want to be free of you.” Zerrex squeezed her hands firmly, and then he leaned 

forwards impulsively and kissed her cheek, and Selena blushed a bit, before glaring at the Wrath 

minotaurs behind the Drakkaren, who both quickly looked away. Zerrex shook his head a bit, 



then he patted Selena‟s cheek gently and added mildly: “Just remember the rules. If you bring 

home someone to have sex with or a boyfriend, you have to do it in the other room.” 

Selena looked at him irritably as he created a portal, before he smiled sourly at her. “Give 

me some credit. My body‟s busted and I‟m off to see the Princess. I have to do something to 

entertain myself before I end up in a cage again.” 

“Watch your ass.” Selena warned, and then she watched Zerrex go, making a face and 

creating her own portal as she softened. “I‟ll be waiting for you…” 

The Drakkaren‟s portal had already closed, however, as he walked slowly along the 

balcony towards the open doors and into the Throne Room of the Central Spire… and the 

Princess laughed quietly as the Drakkaren approached slowly and knelt ten feet away from the 

throne. “Excellent, Lord Zerrex… most excellent…” 

She was surrounded as always by her concubines… and Zerrex noticed that Feldspar was 

present today, sitting once more by the Princess‟s side and looking supreme, a massive, gold and 

red scepter in one hand that ended in a round, crown-shaped top with a massive hammer-head 

sticking out of either side just below this. She was also wearing a light chainmail hauberk instead 

of her usual mortal clothes, and golden armor that usually was reserved for Royal Guards, 

obviously just back from the fields of battle. 

Seated on the other side of the Princess was Sin… and she was looking down desolately 

as the Princess said softly: “I‟m glad I was able to keep such a close eye on you throughout this 

little excursion, Lord Zerrex… but now the time has come to truly see how you fair in Hell. I 

expect you to move out of the Circle of Wrath by the end of the week, and I know you have more 

than enough money to do so… and Queen Feldspar has offered to help you find a suitable home 

near the Garden of Salt, her own wonderful little villa. I think that would be excellent, don‟t 

you?” 

Zerrex nodded and murmured: “Yes, your ladyship. Most excellent indeed.” They‟re 

getting along again? What‟s going on here? 

“By the way, Lord Zerrex… your coronation ceremony as King will be soon. Since 

Feldspar‟s other partners are all long deceased, it makes you a King of the Southern Provinces.” 

the Princess continued gently, and Zerrex looked up in shock as she added easily: “And just so 

you know… as a King, you‟ll be expected to attend any meetings I call and to behave as the 

other Monarchs of Hell do… and I‟d rather you not flirt so much with the lower classes. Yes, 

Lord Zerrex, I‟ll be keeping a close eye on you, since it‟s obvious you prefer I don‟t know what 

you‟re up to.” 

The Princess‟s eyes glinted, and Zerrex met her emerald irises evenly with his own 

matching eyes. For a few moments, they wrestled mentally, but again Zerrex managed to shove 

her firmly out of his mind and close the door… but it only seemed to amuse her all the more as 

she added idly: “Your privacy concerns or not, you will serve me… and you‟ll be kept busy for 

the next while day and night by the coronation ceremony, the parties, and your first duties, I 

assure you…” 

Zerrex tried not to grit his teeth as Feldspar swayed dreamily back and forth, a terrible 

image in her current clothing and armor, before he nodded and said coldly: “It‟s an honor I don‟t 

deserve, your Excellency. I look forwards to serving you and my kingdom to the best of my 

ability…” 

“I‟m sure you do.” The Princess said dryly, before she glanced over him as her eyes 

glowed. “And just to ensure you don‟t forget your position…” 



She held up a hand, and Zerrex choked as a collar of silvery metal appeared around his 

neck, clutching at it even as he felt runes scraping over it, and the Princess said darkly: “I am still 

your Mistress, no matter what position you hold or how powerful you become… and I will 

always be stronger. Is this understood?” 

“Yes…” Zerrex rasped, and the collar tightened for a moment, choking him before he 

managed out: “Yes… Mistress.” 

“Much better.” The Princess smiled slightly and lowered her hand, and the collar 

loosened slowly. “I know you‟ll manage to get that collar off soon enough one way or the 

other… but I don‟t think it matters. I‟ve made my point very clearly now.” She paused, then 

waved a hand absently. “You may leave. Concubines, it‟s time for Service.” 

Zerrex grunted and turned, walking out of the throne room before he heard feet run up 

behind him, and Feldspar hugged him quickly with one arm, grinning slightly as she leaned 

beside him and whispered: “Did you really think I was an idiot all these years, Lord Zerrex? 

No… I‟m not half the fool I‟ve been playing.” 

The Drakkaren felt a chill roll through him as she slowly wrapped her arm around his 

waist and kissed the back of his neck, speaking quietly: “Now you‟re mine, though… you‟re 

going to be a King, and I‟ll always be able to watch you and know what you‟re doing. I love you, 

and I won‟t lose you to anyone… not Lilith, not Selena, not Sin, not even the Princess… you‟ll 

be my perfect toy, but mine alone…” 

Zerrex felt both relieved and terrified: on the one hand, she was still a moron who only 

thought she wasn‟t a moron… but on the other, she had just confirmed his worry that she was a 

jealous psychopath who was more enraptured with his power than him. He coughed as pried free 

from her and turned around… but she was already leaving with a cruel grin over her shoulder, 

adding in a teasing voice: “Just wait until your coronation night, Lord Zerrex… I‟ll prove to you 

how much you mean to me then… just as you‟ll prove to me what you really feel…” 

The reptile felt a chill as he turned away and headed quickly out to the balcony, and he 

created a portal, stepping through it and feeling numb. He fell over on the futon as Selena stared 

at him from the couch, and then she asked with a frown: “Was it that bad again?” 

“It was worse.” Zerrex mumbled, and he looked up at the ceiling with a quiet sigh, not 

wanting to talk about it right now as he simply repeated: “It was much worse.” 

Selena only looked at him for a few moments… then, perhaps sensing now wasn‟t a time 

to talk about anything serious, she cleared her throat and said mildly: “You know, I‟ve always 

been polite about my boyfriends. But none of them ever lasted longer than a decade, either, I‟d 

like to point out.” 

“That‟s longer than most mortal relationships.” Zerrex muttered, rolling over to her and 

making a face. “Want to know how long my marriages lasted before they dissolved? One, I 

admit, wasn‟t my fault, but… stupid… everything.” 

He grunted as he rolled back onto his back, and Selena rolled her eyes and crossed her 

arms, looking at him sourly. “I‟m trying to lighten the fucking mood here, stop being so 

goddamn… dismal.” She paused, then added dryly: “But seriously, ten years ain‟t long in Hell. 

I‟ve just never really connected with anyone that well… they all end up seeming like pussies, 

and I like to take my cock out every now and then.” 

“I wonder sometimes if your real name is Selena or Samuel.” Zerrex mumbled, then he 

made a face as she growled at him. “Well, it‟s true! But every time we‟ve had sex, you‟ve 

always wanted to be on bottom. In fact, I remember several times where I-” 



“Shut up!” Selena snapped, blushing deeply, and the Drakkaren looked at her with 

amusement as she crossed her arms before mumbling: “We all have certain needs, okay? Just 

how I can point out times where you didn‟t mind sucking me off.” 

“I would like to point out that I was eating you out, and you randomly decided to produce 

a penis.” Zerrex said sourly, and now he blushed a bit. “What was I supposed to do, just stop 

completely? You said I could only get off after you got off.” 

There was an awkward silence, and then Selena mumbled: “I think I want to spend the 

rest of my life like this with you.” 

“I think I know what you mean.” Zerrex gazed up at the ceiling, and then tilted his head 

towards her, the two smiling faintly at one-another. “What exactly do you think we are to each 

other?” 

“How the fuck should I know? Like I even care.” Selena got up and walked over to him, 

then kicked him firmly in the side and Zerrex rolled over with a loud groan of pain before she 

winced and dropped down next to him. “Oh fuck, I‟m sorry, I forgot you just had it out with 

another demon… here, let me try a healing spell.” 

The Drakkaren shook his head immediately, looking at her with a wince and grasping her 

wrist before she could cast the spell. “No, no, no, that‟s uh… that‟s okay, I think I‟ll muddle 

through somehow and come out the other end fine.” He paused as she looked at him sourly, and 

then added with a mumble: “Dude, I got in a fight with a Wrath demon stronger than me. And 

after that, the Princess announced I‟m going to be crowned King and should no longer associate 

with riffraff.” 

“Fuck, that‟s not good.” Selena became dead serious, and Zerrex blinked dumbly up at 

her as she gently pulled his head against her. She shifted to lay back, and turned towards her, 

resting his hands and head on her enormous breasts… but there was more comfort in the 

automatic movement than anything else, and even the Dius didn‟t make any provocative 

remarks, only continuing to play through his hair slowly. 

Zerrex paused for a few moments, then finally asked: “And this isn‟t good… because…” 

he broke off, looking at her questioningly, and Selena looked back with a frown before sighing 

and rolling her eyes. 

“Amazing how you can memorize and look up everything but the actual important stuff 

in Hell.” she muttered, and Zerrex glowered at her before she shook her head slowly. “Even if 

you become a Monarch, you‟re an appointment by the Princess through marriage to Feldspar: 

you‟ll be a puppet ruler, you‟ll have no real power to change or do anything other than what 

you‟re told. It‟s like you‟ll be made a prisoner all over again, basically, because I‟m sure 

Feldspar will want to watch your every single move.” 

“She already said that…” Zerrex nodded, frowning and tilting his head. “But what do you 

mean? So even though she… „married‟ me, and the Princess appoints me… I only have a title, 

but none of the privileges that go with it?” 

“That‟s what I just said.” Selena said dryly, kneading her fingers gently along the 

Drakkaren‟s skull. “You‟ll be forced to attend and they might even let you give advice or say a 

word here and there, but they‟ll also…” She paused as her fingers brushed the collar on the way 

down through the hair, and she tilted his head back to look at it with a frown of disgust. “Did 

Feldspar put this on you? No… it‟s royal mercury, the Princess must have. It‟s got a send charm 

on it, give me a moment…” 

Selena pushed two fingers against the metal, and there was a screeching sound as she 

drew her fingers across the runes… and a moment later the metal turned to sludge that vanished 



from around the Drakkaren‟s neck as she cursed and hammered herself in the forehead. “Fuck, 

are we… wait, take your robes off.” 

Selena wasn‟t satisfied until she‟d searched the Drakkaren‟s entire body and scanned him 

over with magic for good measure, and then she looked at him grimly as he sat naked on the 

futon, the Dius sitting across from him. “That collar was transmitting every word we said straight 

to either the Princess or Feldspar, I guarantee you of that… and even though we didn‟t say 

anything incriminating…” 

“We said enough to seriously piss off Feldspar.” Zerrex said sourly, and he dropped his 

head in his hands, groaning loudly. “I‟m sure she‟s going to flip the hell out the next time I see 

her…” 

“Not necessarily.” Selena said thoughtfully, stroking under her muzzle slowly and 

looking across at Zerrex mildly. “Perhaps we can make cider out of these crab apples.” 

Zerrex glanced up at her after a moment, then coughed and rubbed the back of his head 

slowly. “I cannot believe you just said that. But what do you suggest, then? We say that I‟m 

under some sort of mind control or that you‟re my slave, or what?” 

Selena muttered something, then clapped her hands together and said dryly: “You leave 

that to me. As for you, I‟d just worry about your own ass. You‟re in for a real nasty time over the 

next while if you have to put on a crown… and this is really going to screw with us trying to 

keep everyone in Hell from hating your ass.” 

 

Two days later, Feldspar came knocking and strolled into the home, glaring back and 

forth before relaxing as she saw both Selena and Sin were out. She sat down on the couch, 

dressed in a long, flowing dress – red, like her scales were today – before putting her hands in 

her lap and looking up at him innocently. “So, lover. You don‟t have anyone else in your life 

other than me right now, do you? Because I always want to know what you‟re up to…” 

Zerrex shook his head before pausing and leaning forwards with a slight smile, trying to 

do things as he‟d rehearsed with Selena. “Well… Selena‟s been crawling all over me lately, so 

I‟ve been trying to let her down easy… but she seems completely obsessed with me. I mean, just 

the other day she was talking about all sorts of things I‟m not interested in with her at all, like 

being in a relationship or marriage, or even just being my slave.” These lines are lamer than my 

bad leg was back on the mortal plane. 

Feldspar looked infuriated until Zerrex mentioned the last, and then her eyes brightened a 

bit as she said slowly: “Really now? Well, why wouldn‟t you be interested in that, Lord Zerrex? 

I have to admit, that‟s a very interesting idea…” 

She licked her muzzle slowly, her eyes glowing with hate; hate that had been born of 

jealousy and envy over all her years of loathing Selena for pointless reasons. It was exactly the 

nerve they were looking to touch, as the Drakkaren tilted his head thoughtfully and said slowly: 

“Well… of course it‟s appealing. I‟d love to get her back for all the cruel and unfair things she 

did to me, certainly… but I was worried that it would offend you, since I know how forgiving 

you are and how much you dislike her.” 

“Oh, but I think that‟s all the more reason to make her your bitch!” Feldspar said eagerly, 

nodding quickly as she stood up and grinned, taking Zerrex‟s hands tightly, and her eyes burned 

up into his adoringly. “Yes, in fact… I have a wonderful idea for an extra-special present I could 

make her, too… one of several extra-special presents, in fact, a few of which I wouldn‟t mind 

you using on me…” 



Her eyes half-lidded, and then she was kissing him hungrily as she pulled him back onto 

the couch with him… and five minutes later she was curled against his chest as she sat in his lap, 

moaning blissfully as she rode his enormous shaft up and down, her hips bucking firmly and her 

dress puddled around the floor, the front pulled down around her breasts… and Zerrex gazed 

over her shoulder with a half-bored, half-irritated expression as he gripped her waist with one 

hand and her hip with the other, his own pants puddled around his feet. It didn‟t take much to get 

her screaming and squealing in ecstasy, and he didn‟t have to try to make her orgasm… and yet 

every time they had sex, she felt looser around his shaft, and it was less and less-pleasurable of 

an experience for him. 

Instead, he was thinking back to his most recent time with Selena, how well she‟d 

handled him, how she‟d fought him for the top… and how he‟d finally mananged to push her 

down as he rammed in and out of her almost viciously, nothing like this bored pumping he was 

doing now. He had made her scream too… and he remembered his own roars before they had 

kissed hungrily, as his shaft tore into a passage so tight it was almost painful, not only gripping 

and pushing back but seeming to ripple and get smaller, tighter, better with every thrust into 

her… 

He remembered his testicles slapping against her anus, how she‟d cried out for harder, 

more, and more… he remembered the sound of squelching in and out of her, of the slapping of 

flesh on flesh; it had been nothing like this, his huge navy orbs feeling a bit of pain, if anything, 

as she dropped her weight down roughly and squished them against the cushion over and over, 

and how she never bled because she was never tight. Her vagina seemed almost elastic… 

Selena‟s was more like rubber: he could stretch it, but it always closed down as tight as it could, 

and damn did it grip. 

And with Selena once was never enough: after he had an orgasm, he would plow her in 

some other position or some other way, and then he‟d spray again… and sometimes they‟d go a 

third time, filling every one of her holes, although once he‟d entertained himself by spraying 

over her body every time, and at the end of it she looked like she‟d been thrown into a wet 

snowbank, leaving him thanking whatever genius had figured it out for the cleansing spell. But 

with Feldspar he barely had an orgasm: instead, he fired a few times, and that was that. 

Afterwards, he was always quick to go down, unless she insisted on doing something else… and 

then it was a fight to ensure that he could actually manage it so she didn‟t either sulk or get 

suspicious or paranoid. 

No other Dius… not even any succubus or incubus he‟d ever had sex with, for that 

matter, had ever been as unappealing, as unattractive, as untalented, or as plain un-fun as 

Feldspar. Ever since he‟d achieved his demonhood, he‟d had a sexual stamina that was 

unbelievable, and when he wanted to, he could just keep going and going until he got bored with 

taking different people or doing different positions. His hungers were incredible, though, and 

could be a pain in the ass to control a lot of the time… and it wasn‟t like Feldspar was willing to 

share him with anyone or anything. Once or twice he‟d thought about telling her he‟d 

masturbated the night before, just to see if she‟d give his hand a dirty look for taking her 

„Zerryberry‟ away from her. 

Feldspar was also all about plain sex: there was no making it fun, no games involved, no 

roleplaying and not even any talking. There was just moaning and screaming his name. With 

Selena – and many other talented people he had screwed in Hell – there was all sort of extra fun 

to be had when you had a forty-some inch dong and a lot of sexual stamina. 



For instance, Selena loved it when he talked dirty… and one of his favorite games was to 

see who could deepthroat him the longest when he had multiple partners, or who could go the 

longest without screaming as he pushed into their usually much-tighter rear ends… and, of 

course, it was always fun to pretend to be raping someone, especially when they fought hard to 

„resist‟ and Zerrex was able to get violent in return. 

It only took ten minutes, and then he faked having an intense orgasm as he felt some 

piddling amount squirt into her mostly from sheer will-of-force, and then he pulled out, and 

Feldspar looked as if she‟d had enough, laying back on the couch as if it was the most euphoric 

experience she‟d ever had while Zerrex cast a cleansing spell over himself: not because he 

needed to get rid of any mess, but because he wanted the feeling of her off his penis. He wasn‟t 

even half-erect, and he was able to quickly get into his pants as she sat up… and he cast a 

cleansing spell over her body as she smiled dreamily: “Such a noble male…” 

In reality, he just wanted her to put her dress back on faster, but then she clung to him 

and insisted on going house-shopping, causing Zerrex to groan inwardly. They portalled back 

into the Southern Province, and Zerrex looked around in surprise: he‟d forgotten that despite 

everything, Hell still did resemble the mortal plane quite a bit… but he‟d been in Wrath for so 

long he‟d almost forgotten what the world outside the Circles looked like. Feldspar let him look 

around for a second or so, but then she pointed at a pair of massive wrought-iron gates ahead of 

them and said clearly: “Past there is my home, the Garden of Salt… you‟ll see it very soon, but 

for now I want to stay out of it… I‟m preparing a special surprise for you after all, Zerryberry.” 

“Oh joy.” Zerrex said mildly, and Feldspar laughed and nestled close to him, clinging to 

his arm and gazing up at him reverently. “I… look forwards to it then. But you know you really 

shouldn‟t waste your time on me…” Please… pretty please? 

“Oh, you‟re my world…” Feldspar gazed up at him with shining eyes, licking her muzzle 

slowly before she kissed the side of his own tenderly, which made him want to wince. “Without 

you, I feel as if I have nothing… and I could never stand having nothing… I‟m a Queen, you 

know, and entitled to the whole of this world…” 

She spun on the spot, twirling away from him before stepping towards the Drakkaren 

with a wide grin, taking his hand in both of hers as she said lovingly: “But I believe you‟re 

entitled to just as much, so come, come! Let‟s find you a nice spot within a short distance so we 

can enjoy some pleasant walks back and forth between our homes together.” 

The homes here all seemed far too nice for him, and every single one was further 

magically-enlarged. Five or so of them were already vacant, and in the last two they found 

families who were terrified of Feldspar, apologizing for not yet having moved out… and 

Feldspar acted kind to them, but Zerrex could see the anger in her eyes as she said pleasantly: 

“But come, Lord Zerrex… these are „just-in-case‟ places. I know a place that will surely turn 

your fancy.” 

What Feldspar led him to was a massive estate that looked like it could be a hotel: it was 

tall and rambling, and a sales agent greeted them at the gates, the demon grinning toothily in a 

way that let Zerrex know she was from Greed. She guided them around the immense mansion, at 

the same time describing the over two hundred rooms of the tall, magically-reinforced, 

rectangular building, and the gardens, small pond – Zerrex thought it was more like a small lake 

– and other things that surrounded it, which included a full-size stable and more than enough 

acres for him to ride around as he wished. The property was also protected by a magical ward 

that would inform Zerrex or his security detail – sold separately, of course… – of any intruders 

onto the property. 



The cost was a staggering one million silver pieces, and the upkeep would be a „modest‟ 

ten thousand silver a month. Zerrex was horrified by the prices – he had maybe two hundred and 

fifty thousand silver in the bank, and that was from working two jobs for the last several 

thousand years and never spending his money on anything – but Feldspar said dismissively that 

it was not an issue. She vanished for five minutes with the demoness, and then she returned with 

a deed for the property, and the sales agent nowhere in sight. 

Zerrex didn‟t bother asking what happened: instead he stared at the deed for the property, 

then up at the ceiling of the Estate. They were only standing in the front hall and already he was 

intimidated by the massive chandeliers of silver and glass hanging above and the huge staircase 

that curved up to a balcony that ran around the entrance hall. “I… Feldspar, I… this is way too 

much, too big and-” 

“That‟s what I thought about you at first! And look, it‟s already pre-furnished, too, what a 

deal!” she said lovingly, and Zerrex wondered if the sales agent was dead or in the Abyss… and 

whether or not Feldspar had ever intended for him to be permitted to choose his own home, or if 

she had already chosen this massive estate for him. “Come on, look around with me Lord 

Zerrex… let‟s go find the bedroom…” 

She leered at him, and Zerrex swallowed a bit before following her through the house… 

and he felt horrified at the sheer size of… everything. He had never really believed that anything 

could be too big until now, as they passed art hanging on the walls that had to be worth more 

than the entire mansion, and he wondered what the hell he was supposed to do with all this stuff 

as Feldspar babbled on about the home and the surrounding acres… and he was getting the 

impression more and more that this was her dream home, and that she had perhaps been the one 

to suggest the décor scheme.  

She guided him to the bedroom, and again insisted on sex as she let her dress fall away 

from her body… and again Zerrex took her, this time being a bit rougher than he usually did as 

he grit his teeth and leaned over her, pounding into her body and growling like an animal as she 

clawed into his back and cried out over and over… and he made her wait until he was done this 

time, but again it was only twenty minutes: a paltry time for fun when it came to him, and 

another unenjoyable orgasm. 

When he pulled free, she was bleeding: not just from her sex, but from her muzzle when 

he‟d „accidently‟ rammed her head into the wall. But she was smiling at him, too, as he sat at the 

end of the bed, already limp and trying to hold back his anger at being used like this as she slid 

over to him and wrapped her arms around his neck, whispering softly: “Oh Lord Zerrex… but 

just wait. I promise that your coronation night will be the best night of all… because it‟s the 

night we‟ll finally see one another‟s true forms…” 

She trailed a finger along his chest as the reptile blinked and started at this, looking over 

his shoulder in surprise as she smiled teasingly and nipped his neck gently. “Didn‟t I tell you? 

It‟s a tradition in Hell… we show each other our real bodies, our true forms… and we fuck like 

animals in them to celebrate the coming-together of a King and Queen.” She growled playfully, 

and Zerrex wanted to elbow her in the stomach and call her a bad pet. “But I assure you, you‟ll 

love every moment of it… I‟ll make sure of that. I‟ll even do some extra things for you that 

night, the kind of things I don‟t usually do… and perhaps you‟ll give me my first child, a son 

who‟ll grow up to be powerful, just like you…” 

She pulled him dreamily down on the bed and curled against him with a sigh, and Zerrex 

felt a shiver run down his spine at that. She had sounded far too much like Narrius for a 

moment… but soon enough she stood up with a sigh and put her dress back, saying over her 



shoulder mildly: “Walk with me to my home, will you, husband? It‟s getting late out and I 

should really be going.” 

“Of course.” Zerrex said moodily, hating the way she talked to him, treated him like 

garbage. He slipped on his pants and stood up, and she took his hand and squeezed firmly, 

smiling up at him at him brightly. 

He walked her home, the female leading most of the way, before she halted in front of the 

gate and kissed him hungrily… and she was just as bad at that as everything else as she drew 

back and gazed up at him tenderly: “I love you, my King Zerrex.” 

Zerrex grunted, and she giggled and looked up at him brightly, kissing his neck gently as 

she gazed over him slowly. “Yes… I know, I know. But you‟re such a sweetheart.” She reached 

up, stroking his face delicately, before kissing his chin softly. “My lovely Lord Zerrex… my 

handsome, powerful male… I‟ll come by tomorrow, to see how you‟re doing. Now I expect you 

to be in that house, hear me? We‟ll sell your other home to some needy family in Wrath or 

something.” 

He resisted the urge to kick her in the crotch at her playful scolding, watching as she 

pushed through the gates and strutted off… and the reptile created a portal, stepping through it 

and walking into his own home, before arching his back and yelling angrily as he flailed at the 

air. Sin ignored him as she put the finishing touches together on a model of an industrial-class 

bipedal transport suit, and Selena stuck her head out of the other room as Zerrex fell on his futon, 

the demoness blinking and rolling her eyes as a male voice groaned shakily. “Give me a second.” 

The door closed, and Zerrex stared, not knowing if he wanted to know what was going 

on… and five minutes later, a Wrath minotaur emerged, apparently trying his hardest not to cry 

as he staggered towards the door. Selena followed him out, completely naked, and then she 

shouted at the minotaur as he slunk through the door: “Next time actually use your dick, don‟t 

just stick it in me and shoot, you cheap fuck!” 

“Whore!” the minotaur spat back, and then he ran away as Selena barreled after him. 

Zerrex winced as he stood up and peered out through the open door, watching as she tackled the 

minotaur from behind before turning him over and punching in his face several times, and he 

looked over at Sin, who sighed as she used a claw to carefully stencil the markings on the 

machine in the picture onto the arm of the model. 

Selena stormed back inside a moment later, slamming the door behind her and then she 

sat down beside Zerrex and pointed at her lap. The reptile decided not to argue with her or push 

the point that her groin had just been filled with minotaur spunk, and instead he dropped his head 

down on her legs and closed his eyes as she began to play through his hair, muttering under her 

breath. “Some fuckers just don‟t know when to stop using their mouths and put their dicks to 

work, you know what I‟m saying? But so what happened, Zer? From the looks of you, Feldspar 

tried to get you to pose with her for a family portrait or something.” 

“She bought me the biggest goddamn mansion I‟ve ever seen, right down the street from 

her place.” Zerrex muttered morbidly, shaking his head slowly. “I didn‟t explore it fully yet, but 

it has something like two hundred rooms, and everything‟s magically-enlarged… I feel like I‟m 

walking around inside a small city or something.” 

Sin looked up curiously at this, tilting her head and frowning a bit. “Where exactly is it? 

Is it at the end of the road the Garden of Salt is on, I mean?” She blushed a bit, glancing down 

and rubbing the back of her head in embarrassment as Zerrex looked at her, and then the reptile 

nodded and she frowned slightly. “That‟s the Naganatine Manor… it originally belonged to 

Astaroth and Azazel, before they… passed.”  



She swallowed and looked down, rubbing the back of her head slowly as Zerrex frowned 

deeply and leaned towards her. “If anything, that place could house a thousand secrets… they 

were never much one for sharing, even with us other Naganatine. Only Mephistopheles knew 

them well and could control them…” She paused again, hugging herself quietly and closing her 

eyes for a moment, then she opened then and added in a soft murmur: “It must have been put up 

for sale by the Princess… it has a lot of history, and most of the older demons in Hell would 

want to have it just to declare it their own for… what‟s the term, Lord Zerrex?” 

“Bragging rights.” The Drakkaren shook his head slowly, looking morbid. “That‟s 

wonderful, then. So I… now am an even bigger target on some people‟s hit lists.” 

“Well, that makes sense. Fucking Feldspar, always thinking with her ego instead of her 

brain… the Princess probably set this up and gave her the keys to the fucking place or something 

beforehand.” Selena muttered, shaking her head slowly and glowering. “And it‟s right near the 

Garden of Salt, right? So that makes it even better… but at least with that many rooms you 

should be able to find somewhere to hide from her when she comes knocking.” 

“She‟ll probably put a tracking beacon on me or something…” Zerrex muttered, then he 

paused and glanced up at Selena. “But like you predicted, she‟s now talking about some… thing 

she‟s going to make to make you be more of a bitch to me than you are. Er, want to be. In the 

whole… thing. Yeah. You know what I‟m saying.” The Drakkaren said lamely, and the Dius 

rolled her eyes, but grinned slightly anyway. 

“Well, at least that works out… fucking pompous bitch.” Selena reiterated, then she 

looked across at Sin, who made a face at them both. “Hey, don‟t give me that look! I‟m willing 

to take a shot or two for the team, and it‟s not like Feldspar‟s going to risk killing me or pissing 

off Zerrex too much… besides, strong as she is, I‟m pretty sure he could blow her out like a 

candle.” 

The Drakkaren looked dryly amused at this, glancing over at Sin and asking mildly: “So 

what do you think my punishment would be for that, since apparently Selena is thinking with the 

testicles that are currently in place of her ovaries?” 

Sin smiled a bit at this, but her eyes were serious as she said softly: “Killing a 

handmaiden is a crime punishable by death… but Lord Zerrex… I…” She glanced away, then 

murmured: “Haven‟t you thought that maybe… that‟s exactly what the Princess wants? The way 

she treats Feldspar is like a toy or a puppet, and… Feldspar herself is too far gone with whatever 

terrible experiments she‟s done to herself to realize what‟s going on…” 

The Drakkaren nodded slowly, looking down for a moment before turning his eyes back 

to Sin as Selena asked slowly: “But why would the Princess want Feldspar dead? She‟s a 

powerful alchemist and despite whatever other shit I might talk about her, she‟s got some nasty-

ass magic abilities too… I mean, I can‟t even think of another demon that has her level of control 

over water. Why would the Princess want to kill her?” 

“Because…” Sin hesitated and looked down meekly, lacing her fingers together and 

murmuring softly: “Because she sometimes speaks of her as if she‟s a liability, instead of an 

asset. Her mind has become warped and twisted, and she‟s too malleable, too easy to manipulate, 

and too confident. Her powers are incredible, true… but much of it was granted through theft and 

alchemy. She‟s dangerous to keep around… and doubly-dangerous because of Lord Zerrex and 

the attachment she‟s developed to him. Even if it‟s not actually love… it‟s doubtful she‟ll find a 

new… a new toy to cling to as much as him…” 

She blushed deeply, looking down and murmuring embarrassedly: “I‟m sorry, Lord 

Zerrex. But… but something‟s wrong about this entire thing, about everything that‟s happening 



here. The appointment, the coronation ceremony, it all makes no sense… the… the Princess 

wants to control you. Why would she… why would she give you more power like this? I 

mean…” 

Sin broke off, but now Selena nodded slowly, frowning as she slowly tangled her fingers 

through Zerrex‟s long hair and murmuring softly: “It‟s true. And knowing Feldspar, she might 

end up „damaging the goods,‟ so to speak, especially if she tries to enlist you in some experiment 

or shit…” The demoness made a disgusted face, looking down and cradling the Drakkaren‟s 

head almost protectively against her body as she muttered: “That fucking twat…” 

“You‟re picking up on more and more mortal curses.” Zerrex murmured softly up to her, 

and then he sighed a bit and sat up, shaking Selena‟s hands off as she tried to pull him back 

down as he stood up, looking over at her with faint amusement. “Sorry, but we should start 

moving stuff to the Estate…” 

“Wait… there‟s… there‟s one more reason you haven‟t considered.” Sin said hesitantly, 

and the others looked over at her curiously as she looked down quietly for a few moments, then 

she finally looked back up at Selena and mumbled: “What does Quezan encompass?” 

The Drakkaren looked over at Selena as she made a face, crossing her arms and opening 

her muzzle before it slowly shut, and she shook her head slowly, looking at Sin and then over at 

Zerrex, and the reptile thought for a moment about what he knew about Feldspar‟s province 

before his own eyes widened as he asked slowly: “Isn‟t the Garden of Salt-” 

“Yeah. It contains a Crack that Feldspar uses for her experiments and is currently sealed 

off… and Feldspar wouldn‟t even give it up or remove the seal for the Princess. If she was killed, 

however…” Selena snarled a bit punched a hand into her open palm, muttering: “Goddammit… 

Feldspar, you fucking tool, this is all part of some master plan and we‟re all just players in some 

game of the Princess…” 

Zerrex nodded slowly; if the Princess had access to a Crack in the fabric of reality of 

Hell, she could turn it into not a dimensional breach but a forbidden Devil‟s Gate: a one-way 

escape out of Hell that would pour Hell‟s essence out into the mortal realm. The Drakkaren knew 

that Devil‟s Gates had erupted throughout history in places such as Hez‟Ranna and to the south 

of Ire, and they had always resulted in mass corruption: in the case of Hez‟Ranna, strange 

wildlife and the massive jungle before it was sealed… but the name of the Endless Desert spoke 

for itself.  

Hell‟s energies had a very particular effect on mortals and the surrounding area: it either 

empowered it or destroyed it, brought life or certain death. For example, what had happened with 

him and Xerrez; even if the creature was currently still alive and wandering around Ire, the 

creature had been unmistakeably dying the last time they‟d met and his body hadn‟t been 

healing, whereas Zerrex had been growing stronger with every passing moment. But in the end I 

wasn‟t strong enough… 

“Zerrex, stop thinking.” Selena said mildly, snapping her fingers in front of his muzzle, 

and he moved to glare at her before she grabbed his head and shoved it into her bosom, 

muttering: “Here, be nasty or something instead of looking all miserable.” 

The Drakkaren flailed a bit, but he didn‟t know whether to pull backwards or push 

forwards, and then he finally decided to go with the former, looking at her with sour amusement 

as Sin rubbed the back of her head awkwardly, looking over them both with a mix of 

exasperation and amusement. “You know, we still have to move all this stuff to my new 

house…” 



“Fuck, well… at least we‟ll finally have room for all our exercise equipment.” Selena 

muttered, flexing a bit… and Zerrex smiled slightly as he reached out and squeezed her bicep, 

looking faintly amused. They were admittedly larger than when they had first met, and she 

grinned across at him, tilting her head. “You like? I think I‟m taking after you and starting to like 

bulking up a bit, but I don‟t think I want my muscles to get any bigger than this, it ain‟t as hot 

when a chick‟s covered in rock-hard muscle.” 

“Yeah, well, remember Cherry?” Zerrex asked mildly, shaking his head a bit, and Selena 

snorted and rolled her eyes, holding her hands out. “Well, then again, she might have been in 

demon form or…” He mused a bit, glancing down before frowning and looking up at her 

dumbly. “Hey, Cherry could use magic on the mortal plane. And so did some of Az‟Iriel‟s 

troops.” 

“That‟s impossible. It must‟ve just been pyrokinesis or some psychic ability, that‟s all 

that ever works. Not even runic magic works on the mortal plane.” Selena responded flatly, 

crossing her arms, and Sin nodded hesitantly, although she looked at Zerrex and invited him to 

go on with a tilt of her muzzle. 

The reptile looked back at her, then over at Selena, rubbing the back of his head slowly. 

“It‟s… well…” The Drakkaren paused and frowned, remembering the runic circles they‟d come 

across. “No, wait. I had Marina copy down plenty of the runes we saw, and they were charmed to 

be completely invisible or written in white-writing, which I know can only be done by magic…” 

Selena shook her head, but by now she was looking disturbed. “That can‟t… I mean… 

come on, Zerrex, I mean…” 

“It‟s alright, Selena…” Sin said softly, and Selena winced as she looked across at her 

uncomfortably, before Sin glanced over to the puzzled Drakkaren. “It‟s because… if magic can 

be used in the mortal realm… it means the world‟s becoming unbalanced. Magic works in Hell 

and Heaven because of the essences of corruption and purification, but the entire point of the 

physical realm is that there‟s no overlaying essence to affect people… and magic shouldn‟t be 

possible to cast or use because of that. 

“I mean, there have been times when demons or angels have boosted the natural abilities 

of some people to help them cast „magic,‟ but it‟s never been true magic… and some old wizards 

of your physical world developed staves and crystals that held Hellish or Heavenly essence, and 

these were used to cast actual magic spells, but their power was used up rapidly…” Sin hesitated, 

shaking her head slowly, murmuring softly: “But we can‟t drag the essence of our home planes 

with us, and like technology, the way those crystals were manufactured have always been kept 

secret…” 

“Clocks stopped.” Zerrex said suddenly, looking back and forth and asking slowly: 

“What if that essence has entered the physical plane, of Heaven or Hell? Does that mean that 

suddenly people will be able to use magic?” 

“Magic is different from the unique powers some people develop.” Selena shook her head 

quickly, making a face and looking sourly amused. “Psychic abilities, your energy abilities, the 

other shit some people can do ain‟t magic, it‟s just… natural development, scary as that is. It 

can‟t be learned by just anyone… but magic can.” She paused to look at Zerrex with a slight 

smile. “You‟re living proof of that.” 

Zerrex glowered at her, and Sin sighed before shaking her head and looking back and 

forth, bowing a bit. “We can tell you more later, though, Lord Zerrex. You said you wanted to 

clean all this up and move it on to your Estate?” 



The Drakkaren nodded, feeling relieved that he was being spared another session of 

mocking from Selena. She really is like my Cherry in Hell. She even likes to pop out a penis 

every now and then. “Yeah… the Naganatine Manor‟s the name of it, right?” 

“Let‟s call it the Ravenlight Estate.” Selena slapped him on the back, and Zerrex jumped 

before glancing at her with surprise as she smiled slightly. “That‟s your old name, right? Well, 

it‟s your place now, and you seem about as fond of it as you are of the past… so it works, 

doesn‟t it?” 

The reptile looked at her for a few moments, making a bit of a face… and then he slowly 

nodded and smiled a bit, reaching up to pinch one of her nipples and causing her to yelp. “I guess 

it does, then, Selena.” 

“Asshole.” Selena mumbled, covering her enormous bust, and Sin and Zerrex exchanged 

small smiles before he created a portal and stepped through it, back into his Estate. 

 

Five days later, Zerrex was sulking as he walked around in a long purple robe edged in 

gold, his hands behind his back as he walked along the gallery at the top of the Eastern Wing of 

the Ravenlight Estate. Feldspar was running around the Manor looking for him, but he planned 

to avoid her for as long as he possibly could. 

This was made a bit more difficult by the fact that he wasn‟t alone in the house: after the 

first of several coronation ceremonies – this one particularly bad for his anxieties, since it 

involved the Princess touching him with a long sword that could skewer an Infernal Dragon – 

Feldspar had given two gifts to him: a harem of four collared, manacled, chained, and obviously-

miserable succubi and a security detail of at least a dozen armored draconic demons and 

minotaurs. These latter did Feldspar‟s bidding more than his own, and Zerrex direly wished to 

get rid of them and replace them with security guards who would actually do their work, or 

maybe just more harem girls. 

For the entire second day he was forced to party with Feldspar at the Southern Palace, 

dancing with her across the ballroom and bringing back memories of the time he and Cherry had 

infiltrated a royal gala, and how hard it had been not to laugh while looking like a pompous rich 

ass and Cherry acting like any other lovely lady there… or well, at least doing her best to. 

The reptile smiled a bit at this memory, but it was shoved out of his mind as he slipped 

into a side room at the sound of approaching footsteps, locking it. The footsteps grew closer, and 

a pair of male voices argued for a moment before someone checked the door and a muffled voice 

said: “It‟s locked, let‟s keep searching. Queen Feldspar is beginning to grow impatient.” 

Another voice replied as Zerrex rolled his eyes and turned around, glancing around the 

room. It was a tiny study, made crampled by bookshelves and furnished with a single desk and 

old wooden chair… and Zerrex sat down in this with a sigh as he kicked the sandals Feldspar had 

forced him to wear off his clawed feet and wiggled his toeclaws. Trapped inside my own house… 

wonderful… I hate her more every day. 

Dancing with Feldspar at their own royal gala had been embarrassing, and he wished his 

memories would overlap so he could imagine himself killing… himself. Or just Cherry killing 

Feldspar, since that was a pleasant image. And she really would, too… and even Cherry wouldn‟t 

put my hand against her crotch in the middle of a dance…  

Feldspar was tactless, vile, rude, and repulsive: she seemed bent on using Zerrex as a sex-

toy and on keeping him firmly in place, and even in public she would grope him, cling to him, 

kiss him and slip his hands into inappropriate places, and he always felt horrified by it. 

Thankfully, he‟d pulled away during the dance in this stupid royal robe he was forced to wear, 



and Feldspar had been happy enough to dance with some young stud prince while Zerrex slid 

through the crowd. 

The Drakkaren had paused, noting the Princess standing on a high balcony above and 

watching him coldly… and he‟d smiled at her and waved, which caused her to glare before 

retreating. Zerrex had glanced up the stairs leading up towards the empty thrones of marble – at 

the end of the night, he would be forced not only to sit in one next to Feldspar, but join her in 

making a speech to the several thousand demons he didn‟t know – before pausing as he saw Sin 

hiding at the corner of the stairs. 

He‟d approached her and extended his hand, and she‟d stared at him, turning pale as he 

smiled down into her eyes… and then they had danced. And how she had moved in her long 

dress, and they had moved together, and her hands had gone from cold to burning hot in his 

touch as their fingers laced tighter and tighter, until he had dipped her near the center of the 

dance floor as the song had ended and they‟d kissed for a brief moment. 

Then she‟d pushed him back and turned beet-red… but Zerrex had only smiled warmly 

and hugged her tightly, before kissing her hand and thanking her for the dance as a few people 

around them watched, passing it off as just politeness… but he and Sin looked into one another‟s 

eyes for a moment before Feldspar had all but tackled him. As Sin left, she‟d looked after her 

with repulsion, then muttered to Zerrex something that made him grimace even now, as he 

closed his hands into fists. “What did she say? Right… „she‟s the first demon whore, you 

know… and now her insides are falling out. She‟s just a used-up slut and now she‟s suffering for 

it, you don‟t want a whore who you can look through like a window and who‟s got things eating 

her guts while you watch, do you?‟” 

In fact, Feldspar had said more than that… and Zerrex likely would have smashed her 

face in right there had he not heard a loud chime, and the actual coronation ceremony had begun: 

the Coronation of the Waxing Moon or something, it had been called. There were five in total, all 

ceremonies named after the lunar cycle, and they grew steadily more serious until tonight‟s… 

which was the entire reason Zerrex was hiding. 

The third ceremony had been a feast of all sorts of foods demons considered delicacies: 

in other words, foods mortals would look at as either junk or as utterly disgusting. Zerrex hadn‟t 

really been forced to talk, and he‟d been able to drive Feldspar away from the table in terror at 

things like carbs and calories, which demons really didn‟t have to worry about, but thankfully 

Feldspar was an idiot… and Selena – sitting near the foot with the other „undesirables‟ – had 

managed to sneak over to him and slip him a note from Sin, who Feldspar had also placed at the 

foot of the table.  

The note had saved Zerrex‟s skin, since it mentioned that there was some sort of truth 

serum in the dessert that would be served in a few minutes. Nonetheless, the reptile had been 

horribly-tempted by the ice cream cake and all sorts of other treats he adored… but the 

Drakkaren had instead taken a plate of hamburgers from dinner and gorged himself on those, but 

he‟d noted a blueberry pie with a whipped topping and gotten an idea. 

Feldspar had currently been toting blue scales and an azure dress, so he‟d called her his 

blueberry, and at first she‟d been confused… but then he‟d said in a tender voice that blueberries 

were his favorite fruit – he didn‟t care about semantics, demons didn‟t usually understand food 

groups – and then added that blueberry pie was very light and delicious, and that some actresses 

on the mortal plane sustained themselves completely off it. 

The demoness had gorged herself on it, and although she‟d shown some resistence to 

whatever toxin was laced into the pie, soon she was swaying and giggling, cheerfully telling him 



about how all of this was just a scam to make sure he never ran away from her and that she and 

the Princess could retain complete control of the Drakkaren, and use him even as a figurehead 

for the people to rally under, or a scapegoat if things started to turn bad for them. Zerrex hadn‟t 

been surprised, but it‟d been hard to keep his smile… and by the end of her long speech, it had 

been only a grim line. 

Following this, he had to give an acceptance speech from the head of the table – the 

Princess wasn‟t there, at least – and Feldspar had given her own, although the fact she was still a 

bit tipsy had shown quite clearly. Zerrex had watched Selena fighting not to cackle the entire 

time until they had finally moved on to the final event of the night, which had been a 

presentation of gifts from all who had attended. 

Over a hundred people had been at the feast, and Zerrex stared as almost everyone 

produced two gifts: one for the Queen, and one for the King. He‟d had no idea about this part as 

Feldspar dragged him up to the thrones in this different, all-hardwood hall where they had 

feasted, and tables cleared themselves by magic before twisting slowly around and facing the 

front, some sliding to the sides and leaving a wide, open space in front of the King and Queen. 

Minotaur guards filed in and took their places near the thrones, and Zerrex had watched as a 

Wentaku walked between their thrones and drew a runic circle on the floor. 

It had then retreated through a door behind them, and the circle had turned into a slowly-

twisting vortex of energy. And then the presentation of gifts had begun, and although Zerrex 

insisted on standing for every one, Feldspar only sat and greedily tore open the ones in boxes or 

bags, although most of them she tossed aside into the portal with only a glance. 

Sin approached and bowed to him with a faint smile, and she had gifted Zerrex with a 

small golden braclet with a strange, obsidian orb in the center… and to Feldspar, she gave a 

beautiful diamond necklace. Feldspar squealed over this for a moment before throwing it aside 

and shouting for the next person to approach, before looking disgusted as she saw it was Selena. 

Selena strutted up to Zerrex, wearing her usual inappropriate outfit… and in front of 

everyone, she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him hungrily. Zerrex twitched and 

then grasped her hips even as Feldspar snarled and the minotaur guards stepped towards them… 

but then she slipped away and winked at him. She‟d said some bad quip he couldn‟t remember, 

but he did remember laughing… at least, before Feldspar leapt out of her throne and tackled 

Selena.  

The two had abandoned all pretense of being formal demons and had clawed, bitten, and 

flailed at each other before the reptile had managed to drag Selena backwards, and Feldspar had 

shaken off the minotaurs that had taken her arms and pulled her away, her eyes burning blue and 

deep azure veins showing even through her cobalt scales before she had closed her eyes, taken a 

breath, and shot a blast of light energy into the minotaur nearest her. 

It had torn through it and the minotaur had crumpled backwards, rotting immediately… 

but the remains had then been portaled away, and Feldspar returned to her throne as Selena 

walked back into the crowd, looking grim. They hadn‟t really done any damage to each other, 

but it was more than enough of a demonstration of how unstable Feldspar was, as other guests 

came forwards. 

These included Carmen, White, Alastor, and several other demons Zerrex had gotten to 

know… before a cloaked figure strolled forwards with a quiet laugh, and Zerrex had paled at the 

sight of Celestial‟s eyes burning beneath her robe. They were blood red… and she had slipped a 

strange, purple orb into the Drakkaren‟s hand before turning away. 



Feldspar had shouted angrily for her own present… and Celestial had only had to look at 

her to send a long rip of darkness tearing through her shoulder and past her to blow a clean, 

straight-line hole in the wall. Feldspar‟s eyes had gone blank and she‟d fallen to her knees, 

before she collapsed facefirst onto the ground as her wound burned with a writhing, twisting 

darkness, a bit of drool spilling out of her muzzle… before, to the horror of all in the hall, she 

had begun to scream and convulse against the ground. 

Celestial only smiled coldly at this, and as the minotaur guards ran at her, she simply 

sank through the floor and vanished. The guards had turned their attention to Feldspar… but by 

now she was slowly forcing herself to her feet, panting hard and tears rolling down her cheeks 

before screamed for everyone to leave and had stared up at Zerrex with pleading eyes as her 

wound bled terrible, black ooze. 

The Drakkaren had looked back down at her for a few moments, unsure of what to do… 

and then he walked over to her and wrapped her good arm around his shoulders, hefting her 

gently to her feet. He had walked her away from the thrones as she trembled and sat her down on 

the table, and for the next ten hours or so, Feldspar had seemed… lucid. 

She had become a completely-changed person, rubbing at her wound and shouting at 

Selena as she left… before asking if she would please help the guards search the ground, that 

they might need her spellcraft. Selena had looked stunned, but had nodded… and Feldspar didn‟t 

seem to remember what had happened between them at all. 

She hadn‟t begged for sex, she hadn‟t brought up any awkward conversation, she had 

been polite and she had clung to him, sure… but she hadn‟t groped him, and when he pulled 

back, she didn‟t chase after him for more contact. But by the next day, she had returned to her 

old self: insane, sexual, needy, and violent. 

Zerrex wondered again what the hell Celestial had done to her… and he paused before 

reaching into his pocket, bouncing the purple orb slowly in his hand and looking down into its 

swirling depths. He‟d shown it to Sin, and she said that it was a sealed rip in the fabric of 

reality… and that there was no way to know what would happen if he broke the orb open. 

Her own gift was an ancient bracelet that would permit Zerrex to travel to the Marquee 

Sur Noir and move about it freely while protecting him from the monsters that dwelled inside 

it… and she told him quietly that if he could learn to use the abilities with the bracelet, one day 

he might be able to learn how to vanish into the Marquee if he ever had to by himself. The 

Drakkaren had been touched: not only because now he could escape to another dimension if he 

had to… but that she thought he was strong enough and ready to begin training and travelling to 

places where even other demons would dare not go. Her faith in him seemed almost 

unparalleled, however, and she reminded him of Cindy more than anyone else… and Zerrex 

smiled to himself back in reality, wondering if he was reforming his own little family down here 

in Hell. I‟m weird. And it‟s not my fault the Princess keeps sending me chicks. 

The reptile shook his head slowly, then he attempted to put his feet up on the desk, and 

the added pressure on the rickety chair he was sitting on proved to be too much. The moment his 

feet struck the desk, the chair gave out beneath him, and the Drakkaren toppled onto his back 

with a loud crash and a curse. A moment later, there was a rumble of footsteps, and then the door 

was kicked open by a minotaur in thick armor made from dragon scales, glaring at him and 

scolding: “Lord Zerrex, you‟re twenty minutes late for the Coronation of the Last Crescent! 

Come along, Queen Feldspar is waiting for you.” 

The minotaur pointed what Zerrex recognized as a Northern Star out at his side, and a 

portal appeared. The Drakkaren abandoned any hopes of portaling somewhere else as he stood 



up from the wreckage of the chair, rubbing at his back slowly as he stepped through the portal 

and out onto a high balcony in an arena with a wince, as Feldspar immediately grabbed his arm 

with a loving smile up at him. “Is this another battle?” I don‟t think I could take that… 

The fourth coronation had involved nothing pleasant: it had been repeated duels between 

demon knights and various imprisoned demons to „please the Crown with the strength of the 

Province.‟ All five fights had been to the death, and Zerrex had watched as Knights had 

slaughtered weak and chained demons again and again before they had finished with an all-out 

battle royale between demons that had been imprisoned in various Pits of Torment, and even a 

Gigataur that had been sealed on one of the upper levels of the Abyss, all of them fighting each 

other and ripping one another to shreds before the last demon, bloodied and wounded, had been 

forced to kneel and either pledge loyalty to the Crown or die. 

It had sworn fealty with a grimace… and Feldspar had made a dismissive gesture, and its 

head had been cut off its shoulders anyway by a blessed axe. Zerrex had been furious, but unable 

to do anything with the Princess nearby watching his every move… but he had sensed a smile 

under her mask. 

Thankfully, Feldspar shook her head and guided him to their seats on the balcony… and 

as a bonus, they were alone, with only a pair of enormous, Wrath-demon guards standing by the 

double doors. She smiled over to him as the crowd rumbled and talked to each other excitedly, 

before whispering to him: “This is our final and formal coronation, Lord Zerrex…” she paused, 

then half-lidded her eyes and licked his cheek slowly, the reptile wincing away from the 

demoness who today had red scales and incredibly, a gold and blue dress instead of one that 

matched the color of her scales… and he also noted that terrible scepter on the other side of her. 

It was malevolent, in a word, and Zerrex could almost hear the screams of all the lives it had 

taken as she picked up a golden, spiked crown from beside her and placed it onto her head… and 

then she smiled and whispered teasingly: “After this… you‟ll come to my home, the Garden of 

Salt… and we reveal ourselves to each other and fuck…” 

Zerrex forced a smile, but he didn‟t have to say anything as Feldspar picked up her 

scepter, then stood and approached the railing of the balcony, and Zerrex fought a mad urge to 

shove her over as she closed her eyes before saying in a clear, loud voice that somehow echoed 

throughout the entire arena: “My people, of the noble province of Quezan! Today we perform the 

final ceremony that will lock myself and your new lord, King Zerrex, together!” 

The crowd cheered, and Zerrex wondered how many of them were actually happy with 

this as he crossed his arms and tuned out of her speech. King just doesn‟t fit with me or my 

name… I… I don‟t want this. I haven‟t even heard my darkness rumbling for this… I‟m just a 

puppet… 

King is too low a rank in Hell for you, the voice of Ravenlight said disdainfully in his 

head. I think what you need to do is take on the rank of High Prince. And if you were listening to 

the fugly dude who‟s gotten all up in your head, he‟d say to go for the gold and rule the Central 

Throne, but I don‟t know where he is. 

Zerrex tried to ignore his own broken mind as it insisted on talking to him, instead trying 

to think of something more pleasant, like his family… but his heart felt empty when he thought 

of them, on the other hand. It had been so many years, and even his Hell-enhanced memory was 

beginning to fade… but he clung to them still, thought of them every day. Selena could never be 

his Cherry, after all, just as Sin could never replace Cindy… and as much as he cared for them, 

as many bonds as he‟d made in Hell… he knew at the same time he‟d sever them all in a moment 

to return to the mortal plane and all those he cared for. 



He wondered if the others felt the same way… what Sin would do to rejoin God and the 

Naganatine, what Selena would do if it mean she could be mortal again and have her true love 

back… and the reptile shook his head as he looked quietly at Feldspar‟s back as she talked and 

swung her scepter back and forth enthusiastically with her words. Even she longs to be mortal 

again… perhaps that‟s what she‟s been trying to do all these years, hoping to become strong 

enough to break free of Hell, just like me… 

Don‟t compare yourself to her. Ravenlight snapped, sounding irritable, and the 

Drakkaren had a vision of the black-armored version of himself sulking as he slowly polished 

one of his swords. She and you are nothing alike. She‟s weak and pathetic… 

I‟m weak and pathetic, too. Zerrex thought mildly, glancing up at the sky of red and 

black as he sighed quietly. After all… Cherry forgot about me and the family completely, and I 

still cling to the idea of escape… 

Because Cherry never lies. Ravenlight said sourly, and the Drakkaren frowned a bit at 

this, looking down into his lap as he laced his fingers together, and the more-evil version of 

himself added darkly: Think about it. Or are you too dim to figure it out on your own? 

Zerrex mumbled something under his breath, crossing his arms and looking dour as he 

rested back against the chair. It was another twenty minutes before Feldspar finally finished, 

however, and she rose a hand for him to approach. 

The reptile did so with a wince, and Feldspar wrapped an arm around her as she held her 

scepter high in the other, declaring: “This is your new ruler! This is Lord Zerrex, your new King 

and mine!” 

The crowd roared, and Zerrex waved as he winced a bit, looking back and forth as 

Feldspar held him close and grinned like the lunatic she was… and a moment later she declared: 

“And now, for your viewing pleasure, let us begin the executions of those who have defied the 

Southern Throne!” 

Zerrex grabbed the balcony, leaning down in horror as he watched demons being led out 

on metal chains by executioners carrying massive axes designed only for one purpose: to cleanly 

cut off the head of a prone victim. One by one, they were pushed down and forced to lay flat, and 

Zerrex watched as the stakes on the ends of their chains were hammered down to ensure they 

stayed in place. 

The executioners stepped back, and Feldspar raised her scepter as Zerrex looked at her 

with horror, but she smiled benignly, saying to him tenderly: “It‟s fine, Lord Zerrex. They‟re 

from the Pits of Torment for the most part, only refuse… don‟t look so shocked.” 

Then she swung the scepter down before the lizard could say a word, and the first 

executioner walked up to his victim and chopped the axe down. The crowd roared its approval, 

and the body was dragged away as the next executioner waited until the crowd was calm again 

before repeating the process. Zerrex turned away with a snarl, and Feldspar laughed before 

hugging him with one arm and pressing the head of the scepter against his chest… and the metal 

was terribly cold, seeming to fuse to his scales as his legs went weak as she said playfully: 

“You‟re right, we don‟t need to be here… but a monarch‟s work is never done.”  

She sighed theatrically before creating a portal and striding through it… and feeling no 

other choice, Zerrex walked after her slowly and out of the roar of the arena to the quiet chatter 

of water and small birds. He blinked several times as they emerged onto a large, circular stone 

platform surrounded by lush, squat but thick jungle-trees, with large, long vines hanging down 

from it and an enormous fountain in the center of the platform. 



The fountain had a tall center spire of marble, with several broken cement dishes up the 

length, water pouring through the large cracks and breaks in the fountain in small waterfalls… 

and upon the top of the center column was a statuette of Feldspar with her arms raised and her 

body naked, standing delicately on one toeclaw… and from the other side of the cement circle 

Feldspar smiled lovingly at him before winking. “If you like that, you‟ll love this… come 

darling…” 

She strode off the platform down a set of stone stairs, before walking down a raked path 

of sand… and Zerrex looked back and forth, noting the burbling stream flowing through the trees 

and beneath the platform, and that he didn‟t really have much of a choice. The other path led to a 

massive, closed gate, and he didn‟t feel like doing any heavy lifting today with what he knew 

was laying ahead in his future. Screwing her is enough work for one day, thank you… 

He shook his head slowly as he walked around the circle of stone, his head down as he 

stepped off and down onto the path, moving down it and glancing up absently… and then he 

stared at the sight of two massive statues made completely out of gold on either side of a huge 

black gate of crisscrossing metal bars. They were of him and Feldspar, both naked with one arm 

raised towards each other to form a huge arch, and both were incredibly detailed and 

anatomically-correct… at least, in terms of his unique anatomy, at the sight of that thing between 

the statue‟s legs. He could only stare, not knowing what to say, and horrified by the sight of 

these monstrosities as Feldspar turned with a giggle towards the gate, at the same time tearing 

her dress off and tossing it aside. “I knew you‟d love it! Come, come, come!” 

She banged on the gate with her scepter, and it opened immediately with the roll of gears. 

The Drakkaren walked slowly after her as she all-but-bounced through, looking back and forth at 

the shining golden monstrosities as he passed between them… and the moment he stepped past 

the gate, it slammed shut behind him, the reptile‟s eyes narrowing before flicking to Feldspar, 

who was holding her naked body and laughing softly as she stood in the center of a huge, ivy-

and-moss covered square of dark-grey stone. 

There was a staircase leading up to a single metal door,but otherwise he was trapped: the 

area was wide but the walls high, and the only door out up the A-shaped double staircase looked 

like it led into some sort of tower, and was likely locked. The walls were covered in ivy and 

moss as well, some of the vines rustling and twisting, and the Drakkaren could see several deep 

bowls of stone filled with water sitting atop raised, ivy-covered blocks of dark stone… before 

she turned slowly towards him as she tossed off her crown and held out her other hand, and a 

light burned over it as she said softly: “Before we make love… I want you to put this on, Lord 

Zerrex.” 

The Drakkaren watched as she held up a collar by one end of pure white leather, with a 

golden clasp… and he narrowed his eyes at it, grimacing before saying as politely as he could: “I 

usually don‟t do collars… and I don‟t think that one would offset my eyes very well.” 

“I thought so.” Feldspar squeezed the collar tightly, and her eyes burned as her 

expression turned cold, before she threw it hard into the wall, the golden clasp bouncing off with 

a quiet „ding.‟ “I guess we‟ll do this the hard way then, Lord Zerrex… because don‟t think I 

haven‟t noticed what you‟ve been doing. You‟ve been trying to steal my power… you‟ve been 

undermining me, and secretly seeing Selena, Sin, and you tried to assassinate me with that 

terrible being you snuck into the dinner… but don‟t think I don‟t see what you‟re doing!” 

Her voice rose in a scream at the end, and Zerrex only looked at her with pity as she 

began to breathe harder, holding up her hammer-scepter with a cruel grin as she said in a deadly 

whisper: “Look at this. The ultimate weapon, forged with the souls of over two-thousand raging 



demons and the blood of a hundred virgins. Created through a mixture of alchemy, necromancy, 

and the Forbidden Arts… all demons fall in a single strike, no matter how strong or how soft if I 

wish it to, and it will kill even you, Lord Zerrex… but I don‟t want to kill you. I‟ll just use it to 

break your fucking legs.” 

“Feldspar… look at yourself.” Zerrex looked away for a moment, before he pulled off his 

own robes and tossed them aside, standing now in the plainer black clothes he always wore, 

stepping carefully out of his sandals and brushing them aside with one foot. He realized talk was 

meaningless, that Feldspar wasn‟t listening to a word he was saying… and he shook his head 

slowly before raising his hands gamely, trying at least one more phrase: “Don‟t do this.” 

“I won‟t lose my power! I won‟t lose you as my toy, Lord Zerrex! You are mine to do 

with as I please, you‟re my gift from the Princess!” Feldspar screamed, charging forwards and 

raising the hammer high, a golden glow surrounding the lethal scepter… and Zerrex stood and 

waited until she swung awkwardly sideways with the huge weapon, and the reptile leaned 

backwards out of the way before he simply kicked her in the stomach as hard as he could with 

the flat of his foot. 

Feldspar staggered backwards with a howl and fell to a kneel, staring at him with shock 

and anguish as tears rolled down her cheeks, the scepter pressing flat against the ground… and 

Zerrex shook his head slowly, saying quietly: “I don‟t want to do this, Feldspar. Don‟t make me 

kill you… don‟t you realize this is all a game, that all the Princess wants is access to the Crack?” 

The demoness grinned vindictively, before she slowly stood and whispered: “That‟s 

right… I forgot. You‟re the good guy, right? The Princess is supposed to be the bad guy, but 

she‟d never turn on me…” Feldspar shook her head slowly as she staggered away, still gripping 

her wounded side before she hammered the center of the dark stone floor with her scepter, and a 

circle of runes appeared before the ground pushed up smoothly in a circular platform, the runes 

glowing bright red before a white light rose up from where Feldspar had struck, and she looked 

at him with an insane grin as she held the hammer out over it, whispering: “You wanted to see 

my true body, right?” 

Zerrex watched with a snarl, readying himself as she inserted the scepter into something 

and twisted… and then she was swallowed in a pillar of white light, the Drakkaren staggering 

backwards and covering his eyes with a wince as Feldspar screamed in agony, swallowed by the 

white column that seemed to reach the sky before it slowly faded away, leaving her panting in a 

roughened voice as Zerrex slowly lowered his hands and stared at what she had become. 

Blue veins pulsed throughout her body, her eyes nothing but a glowing ivory light, and 

her body was massive: at least thirty feet tall, but also thick and ugly. She was warped and 

deformed, all her feminine characteristics gone; her shoulders had turned into a rocky, dead 

black waste, with twisted insect legs pushing out of one shoulder and massive spikes and blades 

out of the other. One arm had been completely eaten by the black, rocky stuff and moved with a 

creak as she pushed herself slowly up to her feet to stand at her full height, and her hand had 

become an enormous weapon; a square of metal from out of the top of which was a huge, barbed 

spike, from the front a deadly, massive black-metal hammerhead, and from the back of this came 

a curving, silver scythe blade. The last was currently upside down towards the Drakkaren, and 

the reptile shivered a bit as he looked over the rest of her body, trying to take it in. 

Her chest was a mixture of that stony black and raw, red muscle… but down the center of 

her body was a glowing white rip shaped like a lightning bolt, continuing from neck to waist… 

and the tops of her legs were covered in the same stony obsidian material, while the bottoms 

were only raw flesh leading down in enormous claws. She had no tail, and her other arm looked 



almost normal, other than the fact it looked like naked muscle and her fingers ended in not claws, 

but what looked almost like knife blades as she grinned at him, a long, forked tongue snaking of 

her mouth as she asked: “Am I still beautiful, Lord Zerrex?” 

“What have you done to yourself?” The Drakkaren asked slowly, as her body twisted and 

writhed, and he stared as an enormous chain rose up behind her back, attached to an enormous 

sphere of flesh surrounded by short, writing red flesh-tentacles, a massive blue eye in the center 

of this staring down at him as she stepped slowly forwards, and he heard the sick sound of 

something else sliding out of her back. She grunted and twisted her horned-head back and forth, 

and a moment later several large, curled pieces of steel pushed out of her skull, making her look 

as if someone had shoved a sawblade between horns that had spread out into full black antlers.  

“I am beautiful!” She spread her arms and laughed, roaring as her eyes burned down 

towards him, shrieking: “I represent the ultimate power in the universe! Raw strength, and 

nothing more than that… raw strength that tears through all other things!” 

Water slowly rose up through the cracks on the floor and flowed around her body, and it 

solidified into blue, icy scales that covered the otherwise-raw flesh, and softened the stony 

material covering the rest of her form… but still, that white light shone through that wound down 

the center of her body as she leaned towards him. She licked her muzzle hungrily, then 

whispered suddenly: “Fuck me. Fuck me and all will be forgiven… come, show me your demon 

form and fuck me, I need it…” 

It was grotesque, and he snarled at her before shouting furiously: “Back off, Feldspar! 

You can‟t intimidate me into doing what you want, even like this… I am not your toy, and I am 

not your puppet, and Gods help me I don‟t want to kill you, but I will if I have to! The Princess is 

using you, or are you too far gone to understand?” 

“I am more powerful than the Princess!” Feldspar screamed, looking up towards the sky 

and raising her arms as she spun around in a circle and strode away… but the floating eye on the 

chain continued to watch him as Zerrex stared at the menagerie of swords and other weapons 

pushing out of her back, before she spun around and howled at him: “Look at me! Tell me I am 

beautiful, damn you!” 

“Feldspar… you‟re a monster.” Zerrex said softly, and Feldspar hissed at him before he 

added coldly: “With or without your help, I‟ll find and seal the Crack.” 

“Idiot, I am the Crack!” Feldspar laughed, touching the white glow on her chest, and 

Zerrex stared as she bowed her head back, her eyes burning. “Trillions of years of power and 

gathered essence, all inside me… the power is unbelievable, overwhelming… Forbidden Arts 

and Alchemy combined to give my body the strength to become its container, and I will use all 

the power to annihilate you… and dare you kill me and release all the energy stored in here at 

once? Dare you even try! I am a goddess, bow before me, worship me, give me what I desire, 

Lord Zerrex, until the day comes when I use the Crack to absorb you and we become one, one 

entity like all the others I have taken on the battlefield… give me your power!” 

Her eyes burned brighter and brighters as she screamed and raged, until finally she turned 

towards the reptile and held out her hammer-arm, whispering: “Fine. I see. I see what you 

want… you want this power for yourself. Well, you can‟t have it, Lord Zerrex… it was meant 

only for me, and me alone. Instead, I‟ll just make you part of the thousands of souls already 

inside me, to make me even more powerful… and inside me you will become my playtoy 

forever, lover…” 

Before Zerrex could speak, she charged forwards with a scream of fury and rage… and 

Zerrex cursed before creating a sphere of energy and throwing it at her. She only laughed, 



however, and the energy was absorbed into her form as the Drakkaren stared before leaping to 

the side as she threw herself forwards and swung at the last moment. 

She collided heavily with the wall behind him, cursing angrily as Zerrex quickly 

backpedeled and snarled. His energy abilities were obviously useless in this battle, and he was 

unarmed and lacked any magic powerful enough to kill her… but he watched as she jerked 

herself free of the wall, looking for a weak point and setting his eyes on that crack in her 

stomach. She‟s clumsy and not a physical fighter… I might be able to use that against her…  

“Die!” She lunged at him, and Zerrex leapt backwards as she dived and slammed the 

hammerhead down into the ground. Feldspar landed heavily on her stomach with a curse and a 

furious snarl before lashing out with her other hand, and Zerrex leapt backwards again, the claws 

scratching along his abdominals before the reptile looked up in shock to see the floating eye only 

a few feet above his head, and a moment later it shot a beam of blue water into his body, 

crushing the Drakkaren down into the rock floor as chunks of ice and a steady blast of 

pressurized water hammered into him, before he was sent skidding along the floor from the beam 

and into the wall opposite, a deep gouge torn into his body as the beam halted while Feldspar 

climbed to her feet with a maniacal laugh. 

She charged forwards again, and Zerrex waited before this time leaping through her legs, 

and Feldspar snapped both hands down to claw at him unsuccessfully before she crashed 

headfirst into the wall and fell backwards, the Drakkaren narrowly leaping out of the way. He hit 

the ground and rolled, then stared at the floating eye right in front of him before he was blasted 

away by a pulse of force, knocked over and rolling backwards a short distance but quickly 

regaing his feet, unharmed. He snarled a bit as Feldspar quickly climbed back to her feet, the 

stump that was all that was left of her tail twitching back and forth before she shoved a hand out 

towards him, and droplets of water formed around the reptile before pounding into him like 

bullets and knocking him back and forth like a doll. 

Feldspar took the opportunity to leap forwards and try to crush him under her huge feet, 

but Zerrex leapt blindly forwards, covering his head as she spun around and lashed out at him 

with the scythe blade. It caught him in the side, and agony burned through his body as he was 

sent skidding ten feet down the square of rock, clutching his stomach and snarling as Feldspar 

leapt towards him again, cackling furiously. 

Zerrex rolled to the side and shoved himself off the ground with his hands, his body 

spinning through the air as he landed on his feet only inches away from the hammer as it crashed 

down, and Feldspar immediately stabbed the spike on the end of the huge weapon-hand towards 

him. The Drakkaren caught the sides of the large cube past the spike, however, and his muscles 

flexed as he skidded slowly backwards for a few feet before shoving back against her, his body 

straining as she snarled in shock and put her other hand down against the ground to give herself 

more leverage. 

It was a mistake Zerrex immediately used to his advantage, and he threw the hammer-fist 

to the side, Feldspar falling forwards with a grunt of surprise before the Drakkaren slipped 

forwards and smashed both palms up into her flat chest. She twitched and cursed in pain, but 

Zerrex winced himself: with the protective layering of water over her body, it was like he was 

punching into somehow-solid jelly. A moment later, Feldspar was rising to a kneel as she 

swatted at him with her actual hand, and the Drakkaren rose his arms and let her knock him 

backwards, maintaining his balance as he skidded over the ground with a curse of pain before 

snapping his arm out towards her and launching a tentacle at her antlers. 



She blinked and reared back as it wrapped tightly around her, but she immediately 

snarled and used her long claws to rend through the flesh tentacle, and Zerrex hissed in pain as 

he grabbed his arm, the tentacle quickly retracting as Feldspar laughed and threw her head back, 

the floating eye slowly lowering towards him as she asked in a disappointed voice: “Is that really 

all you‟ve got, Lord Zerrex? You‟re far weaker than I thought!” 

The Drakkaren snarled, clenching his hand into a tight fist… and then he created a solid 

javelin of blue energy in his hand… and as he concentrated, it turned pure white before he 

cocked it back and threw it hard at the floating eye. The javelin shot forwards like a bolt of 

lightning from his hand, and then Feldspar screamed in agony as the short spear of energy tore 

through the floating eye and it exploded, the chain falling uselessly as the water surrounding her 

body boiled and became unstable. 

Zerrex leapt forwards, seizing the chain in his hands in his hands before he sprinted in a 

wide C towards her opposite side, and she snarled and slashed viciously down at him with the 

hammer hand… but she was awkward and confused, and the reptile easily leapt over it before 

shooting in a straight sprint forwards as Feldspar began an incantation… but she was literally 

choked off as the chain came taut around her neck and she was dragged down to the ground with 

a curse and a growl. She tried to grab it, then screamed in frustration as she only struck it 

uselessly with her the scythe coming out of the back of her hammer-hand… but by the time she 

managed to reach her other hand across, Zerrex charged over her muzzle and kicked off it, and 

she immediately lashed her claw hand out to try and slap him out of the air. 

Zerrex gracefully twisted overtop her fingers, then dropped straight down like a rock and 

smashed his fist into her stomach, and this time he pierced her watery covering and the giant‟s 

body arched as she let out a gargle of pain. Water splashed around him… then it immediately 

pelleted towards him, but the reptile had already leapt out of the spot he‟d been in as Feldspar 

clutched at her gut, whining and howling before Zerrex‟s next strike pounded directly into the 

white cut on her chest. 

The reptile felt something snag him… and he immediately grabbed it back, and 

Feldspar‟s back arched as Zerrex yanked hard upwards, her body going rigid before Zerrex was 

blasted up into the air as her chest tore open down the middle, and white light shone up out of 

her eyes, muzzle and the enormous rip in her chest as she floated into the air with her back 

twisted in a U, screaming as she writhed back and forth before the Drakkaren was slammed 

backwards by an explosion of energy, whacking his head against the wall and falling into a black 

void for a few moments as he slumped to the ground. 

He came to as he felt a few droplets of water sprinkle over his body… and he stupidly 

opened his eyes before picking himself up off the ground with a quiet grunt, rubbing at his head 

slowly. The urgency of battle had vanished, and he staggered slowly forwards before he realized 

there was another presence here, as a few more droplets of water hit him… and he opened his 

eyes before staring up at the gentle rain that was falling. The sound it made against the ground 

was almost unnatural after so many years in Hell without any precipitation whatsoever… and 

then he slowly lowered his head to stare at Selena, who was cradling Feldspar‟s reverted body 

against her own, crying as she leaned over her. 

Feldspar was bleeding out of terrible wounds covering her entire form, and all the vines 

in the area had withered to brown and died… but she was still alive, one of her hands touching 

Selena‟s face as she panted hard. Her scepter lay shattered and worthless by her body… and a 

moment later, her hand dropped as she let out a sigh and slumped slowly in Selena‟s arms, 



before her form dissolved into water that flowed out of Selena‟s bloody hands as she rose them 

slowly in front of her face. 

She looked over to Zerrex as he approached quietly, and then she quickly wiped her eyes, 

trembling hard and turning her gaze away as she said roughly: “Fuck off, Zerrex… I… go away, 

I don‟t want you to see me being stupid.” 

Zerrex dropped down to a kneel and hugged her tightly from the side, and he murmured 

as he pushed their head together gently: “Cry and let it out… you‟ll feel better afterwards.” 

Selena trembled… then clutched into him, her claws digging into him as she began to cry 

hard, sobbing: “Why? Why… she… she was my mentor, she taught me… everything I know 

and… she turned so… God, God, no, why… Zer…” 

He held her tight against his body, closing his eyes and rocking her slowly in his arms, 

and she cried against him for almost ten minutes in his arms, trying to curl up and make herself 

as small as possible despite the fact he could feel her fighting at the same time to keep herself 

from transforming into her true body. Either way, though, he would hold her as best he could… 

but soon enough she managed to get herself under control, and he whispered: “I‟m sorry, 

Selena…” 

“You had to do what you had to do… I… I can‟t hold that against you… and it‟s better 

she‟s dead and gone now then… she continued to just be that twisted puppet the Princess made 

her into.” She was silent for a few moments, then she reached up and curled her hand into 

Zerrex‟s hair, and her eyes glowed black as she whispered: “Promise me… promise me you‟ll 

kill that bitch.” 

Zerrex was silent… and then he closed his eyes as he squeezed her tight against his 

powerful chest, saying quietly in return: “I promise you, Selena… I promise you I will. I‟ll make 

this up to you… and I‟ll make sure she suffers for everything she‟s done to all of us… from the 

weakest soldier to Feldspar…” 

“We need to get out of here, Zerrex… if anyone finds us in here, we‟ll be killed.” Selena 

shook her head and swallowed thickly, meeting his eyes quietly as she wiped her own. “Listen, 

you portal out of here back to the Estate, and I‟ll create multiple portals and leave a fake trail of 

magic residue in case they try to track us. I‟ll see you in… in a little while.” 

She cleared her throat a bit and stepped away from him… then she turned around and 

walked back to him, taking his hands and kissing him quietly. Zerrex was too surprised to kiss 

her back, and then she closed her eyes and lowered her head, whispering softly: “If… we could 

start over from the beginning… I…” 

She broke off, then stepped away from him and created a portal, stepping through it 

quickly. Zerrex stared at this, then sighed a bit as he created his own portal and stepped through, 

shaking his head slowly as he stepped into the master bedroom at the Ravenlight Estate. He 

realized he could hear the rain against the windows still, and he cast a cleansing spell on himself 

to get rid of the mess of battle and the water on his body as he approached the window and gazed 

out quietly, pressing his hand against it. 

He watched the rain for a while, wondering who and what Feldspar really was… before 

shaking his head slowly, murmuring quietly: “Either way, she turned into a monster… she 

became enraptured with power and absorbed too much of it…” Maybe the Princess did want me 

to put her down… and maybe one day someone will have to put me down, should I ever 

become… become that… 

The reptile shook his head quickly and pushed out through the door, walking down the 

hall slowly and wandering the Estate, checking rooms here and there. It helped him familiarize 



himself with the magically-enlarged mansion and calmed his nerves… and then he paused as he 

heard a rustling behind a door and he pushed it open curiously. 

He coughed and blushed a bit as he saw Sin‟s naked body, and she blushed deeply as well 

from where she was fighting with one of the Seethe Hounds on the floor that was tugging on a 

coil of intestine hanging out of her stomach… but before he could close the door, she mumbled: 

“Could… could you help me, Lord Zerrex?” 

“Of… course.” Zerrex stepped into the room and closed the door, and she glanced over 

him curiously as he looked away from her embarrassedly, before he gazed back at her and said in 

a mumble: “Sorry, I… I just don‟t want to stare or hurt your feelings. I know you‟re a bit… self-

conscious.”  

Sin glanced down meekly, and Zerrex rose his hands with a wince, shaking them and 

adding stupidly: “It‟s not that, I mean… I still think you look fine, or… you know… you‟d be 

great if… I mean… I‟m still glad to touch you. It‟s not the wound, it‟s the… demon-hound-

things.” 

She glanced up at this, and she gave a faint smile before grunting and wincing in pain as 

the dog managed to tear a bit more intestine free from her body, and she grabbed the other end of 

it and pulled back on it as the Seethe Hound growled and hissed, the nasty-looking little demon 

dog jerking hard and fighting to pull out more. “They… they won‟t hurt you, Lord Zerrex. I was 

actually going to ask you to pick it up… they know your scent, and as long as you don‟t… don‟t 

try to hurt it or do anything to me…” 

“Are you serious?” Zerrex stared at her with something like horror, and when she nodded 

quietly, he made a face… but he didn‟t want to turn his back on the female who had already 

saved his life multiple times in Hell. So finally, he took a deep breath and stepped forwards, 

leaning down to grasp its sides gently. 

It growled at him, and it felt like touching physical electricity… but when he lifted it into 

the air, it didn‟t even twitch, just continued to grumble. Zerrex tried to cradle it, and it bared its 

teeth at him, but then shifted a bit and still didn‟t bite… and Zerrex relaxed a bit before watching 

as Sin sighed in relief and slowly reeled her intenstine back into her stomach, and she murmured 

quietly: “Please just come over here and place it back into my stomach… the others are all 

sleeping, but this one‟s always been a bit rowdy…” 

The Drakkaren nodded, admittedly a bit creeped-out before he stepped forwards, 

glancing along the floor and carefully placing it back into wound in the female‟s stomach, and it 

bit his hand firmly as he withdrew his fingers, and Zerrex cursed under his breath as he drew his 

hands out of her wound, wincing as he stared down at it before the Seethe Hound leapt up and 

vanished somewhere under Sin‟s ribs as her eyes widened and she let out a grunt before shaking 

her head slowly, and she grasped his hand quietly with both of hers. 

She rose it to her muzzle and quietly tasted his blood as she looked at him with a blush… 

before Zerrex drew his hand back and suckled quietly on his fingers, tasting her own blood. The 

two looked at each other, and Sin slowly stepped forwards, reaching up hesitantly… but Zerrex 

reached out and grasped her sides, and she took another step towards him and pressed her body 

against his. 

He felt her blood leaking out onto him, heard the squelch of her terrible wound against 

his chiseled abdominals… and when he hugged her, he could feel the other wounds in her back, 

the tears and that large gap, her spinal cord touching his wrist… and then he stroked along it 

slowly, and she trembled against it as she whispered to him softly: “Lord Zerrex… thank you. 

Thank you… for… not being scared of me, despite what a monster I truly am…” 



“You‟re beautiful to me.” Zerrex murmured quietly, holding her tight to his body, and he 

pulled her closer to his strong chest before he drew back and sighed softly, Sin immediately 

casting a cleansing spell over his body before he took her hands and bowed his head forwards 

quietly. “Feldspar is dead… it turned out she had somehow absorbed the Crack into her body, 

and was feeding off it somehow… and her body was… terrible… but her mind, her personality, 

how she‟d been twisted and corrupted was… was so much worse…” 

He shook his head slowly, looking down into Sin‟s eyes, and the female nodded slowly 

before raising one of her hands and gently touching Zerrex‟s forehead… and the reptile felt a 

shiver run through his body before he saw the image of Feldspar‟s demonic, mutated form in 

front of his eyes, and Sin breathed softly as she drew her hand back, the image vanishing from 

Zerrex‟s irises. “Alchemy… I see… and the Forbidden Arts.” 

She quieted, then smiled faintly at Zerrex, looking up into his eyes as she murmured 

softly: “The creation of Seethe Hounds and everlasting wounds are two examples of the 

Forbidden Arts… there are very few demons who can do it, but one of them happens to be 

Magistrate Sabnock, who you met. Other Forbidden Arts include mass sacrifice and the murder 

of virgins for gain…” 

Sin quietly sat down and pulled Zerrex to sit beside her, no longer seeming as shy despite 

how tight she kept her legs closed and the way she laced her fingers in her lap, glancing over at 

him with a blush. “As… as all the stories say, pure and innocent virgins – a rarity, as I 

understand it, in all worlds – can be used to increase a demon‟s power. Drinking a certain 

gender‟s blood has different effects… and of course, there are virgin mortals, angels, and even 

demons.” 

“Not… not all of us are what we appear to be.” Sin looked away quietly, then she glanced 

at Zerrex and murmured softly: “I‟m a slut. I‟m a whore. I‟m the Great Mother and I feel… 

sometimes… like… I feel like my only job should be to produce children, powerful children, like 

the other Demon Mothers… but whereas they choose mates based on strength and actual feelings 

for them… I… I just want to fuck, to use that raw mortal term.” She halted and added quietly: 

“It‟s a good word. It‟s a strong word that works for any language.” 

Zerrex reached up and stroked her face quietly, but she shook her own firmly and pushed 

her wrist away, laughing faintly. “There‟s no need to comfort me, Lord Zerrex. I earned this… 

the Terrors I birthed, the… the way… the things I did for Mephistopheles…” She flushed deeply 

and stared at the ground. “But… I… I‟m sorry. We were talking about Feldspar.” 

The Drakkaren nodded, deciding to leave the subject alone for the moment as he asked 

softly: “So… you don‟t seem surprised.” 

“I‟m not… there were rumors of it, and the way she wielded her scepter… the way it 

reacted to her will alone…” Sin shook her head quietly, and she dropped her head against 

Zerrex‟s shoulder, her cheek seeming to burn red hot against him. “She used alchemy to fuse her 

soul into the weapon, without thinking about the consequences of putting her own essence into a 

weapon made of thousands of sacrificed souls… and they drove her insane. 

“The soul is only as invincible as anyone‟s physical body… and it… can be hurt in ways 

the physical body cannot.” Sin looked down, and slowly, bit-by-bit, she was slipping closer to 

him until she was pressing against him, her arms wrapping firmly around him as her body 

flickered slowly, losing her illusionary form and once more appearing as the Naganatine she 

was… but Zerrex didn‟t think she lost any of her beauty, as she looked up at him with her 

beautiful purple eyes into his own emerald. “I… it changes always, constantly, and if other 

energies attack it or worse, merge with it… the person rots from the inside out, so-to-speak.” 



Zerrex nodded, then Sin looked down and blushed, whispering softly: “I guess… I guess 

we all knew that… Feldspar was just like a toy to the Princess. And she did change… she 

became even more violent and more… attracted to power… and… I guess that happened when 

she merged herself with the Crack using some Forbidden Art to control time and space. The 

power she must have been gaining from it would be tremendous… but it would have destroyed 

her completely eventually, because you can‟t harness a rip in the fabric of reality and expect… to 

only gain from it, without giving back.” 

“How the hell does that even work, anyway?” Zerrex asked softly, tilting his head as Sin 

leaned against him, her body burning against his body. “I mean… it‟s a rip in the fabric of Hell, 

like a wormhole to the mortal realm. I know other ones exist in other places, but…” 

“The Cracks go both ways… she was eating up energy flowing in from the mortal realm, 

feeding off it…” Sin glanced down and rested against him, speaking quietly: “And her body was 

combined with countless other things… she may have even found a way to… I don‟t know, 

absorb… absorb souls and other things from the mortal realm that drew close to wherever the 

Crack fed out…” 

The Drakkaren nodded slowly and looked down as he held Sin quietly against his body, 

and then she laughed faintly and glanced up at him, asking in an embarrassed voice: “Why… 

why aren‟t you scared of holding me? Why… why even now, even naked… do you… do you act 

like you care?” 

“Because I do.” The Drakkaren glanced down at her and laughed softly before kissing her 

forehead softly on impulse, and she flushed deeply as he murmured quietly: “I‟ve told you 

before, but… you don‟t scare me. I… guess the best answer I can give is because when I look at 

you… I see two things. I see someone stronger than I am surviving through a punishment they 

don‟t deserve… and I see…” He halted, then he glanced away, feeling stupid and awkward. “It‟s 

dumb, but… I see… you remind me of my daughter, Cindy. You‟re gentle… and you‟re 

compassionate and tender… but yet inside you, there‟s this spark that‟s wild and powerful, 

and… I dunno, I guess I‟m attracted to that. Someone who‟s gentle outside, but has… something 

that overshadows my strength inside.” 

“Typical Wrath.” Sin smiled hesitantly, and Zerrex smiled back a bit as he nodded and 

squeezed her carefully, almost afraid he was going to break her already-damaged body. “I… 

thank you though, Lord Zerrex. But… will you… just sit with me for a while?” 

“My pleasure.” Zerrex said softly, and for a little while, he sat with the Naganatine in his 

arms, holding her decimated body tight… and for a little while, everything was okay. 

 

Two weeks later, Zerrex was absently wandering the top gallery of the Ravenlight Estate 

and removing everything that reminded him of either Feldspar or the Princess, wearing a long 

black robe over disheveled clothing, his hair done quickly back in an ugly ponytail. He‟d taken a 

short nap a few hours ago to try and find some relaxation between the hectic appointments he 

had to keep, which included a strange funeral for Feldspar and an attempt to summon her spirit 

so she could declare who her killer was, but the reptile did end up wondering curiously if 

Feldspar would point to him or the Princess. 

The Princess, on the other hand, seemed to ignore him for the most part, but the few 

looks she did shoot him were pissed-off glares. Sin also informed him that the topic most often 

brought up at meetings was not Feldspar‟s death – that topic, in fact, had already been dimissed 

several times – but the Crack and if there were any other locations where known Cracks existed. 

It seemed that whatever else, her true nature was starting to be revealed, at least in her private 



cabinet meetings: she was far more interested in power than the death of the handmaiden who‟d 

served as her second in command. 

Selena had been quiet for the last little while, but she was starting to cheer up a bit now, 

after spending a lot of time sitting around and talking about old times with Feldspar, before she‟d 

gone completely insane. It reminded Zerrex vaguely of how he‟d been after he‟d killed 

Requiem… but that brought up painful memories of both his own death and the angel‟s, and he 

shook his head slowly before murmuring quietly: “I guess some wounds never stop bleeding… 

hey, you two, take that painting downstairs and throw it on the pile with the rest.” 

“Sir.” the two demons in work clothes nodded, grabbing either end of a portrait of the 

Princess and lifting it off the wall, and they quickly fled… before Zerrex paused at the next 

picture in line and narrowed his eyes. It was an oil painting of Az‟Iriel… and a minotaur paused 

as he began to walk by, before following Zerrex‟s gaze to the painting. 

Before he could ask, however, Zerrex rose a hand and shook his head. “It‟s… fine. 

Continue to pull down anything you see of the former Queen, however, I… don‟t want to be 

reminded of her face at this tragic time.” I‟ll only keep that one picture… just for memories. 

The Drakkaren had started building up his own private art gallery in the opposite wing, 

which was another fairly-long hall… and he thought that this picture of Az‟Iriel would make a 

decent addition to it. It already included a painting each of the Naganatine Twins, Argalox, 

Feldspar, and the Princess… and every demon he had conquered had a red X painted beneath it. 

Even now, Zerrex couldn‟t bear to damage any art… and he shook his head slowly before 

glancing to the side as Selena‟s voice called his name. 

She was walking quickly towards him, a thin spiked collar now finishing off her outfit 

completely… well, that and the studded leather loop around the base of her tail. He smiled 

slightly at her, glancing of her outfit as she looked back at him with a grunt, and he asked mildly: 

“Is that all really practical or necessary?” 

“Yeah, because you obviously want me to take it all off.” Selena said dryly, flexing her 

fingers a bit as she glanced down at her hand, before meeting his eyes with a slight grin. “Come 

on, Zer, we‟re going to go and train. Take that stupid fucking robe off and let‟s go to the clearing 

in Wrath.” 

Zerrex nodded, trying to ignore his eagerness as he smiled at her and rubbed his hands 

together slowly, creating a portal beside himself with little more than a glance. “Alright, just give 

me a minute to change and I‟ll join you.” 

Less than two minutes later, Zerrex stepped into the clearing where Ixin was imprisoned 

wearing only his usual black pants and combat boots, and Ixin grunted over at him before saying 

mildly: “Well, you ain‟t as nice-looking as Hot Tits, but I guess you‟ll do… hey, I heard you 

completed your punishment, too! Does that mean you‟re going to get my fucking flute for me?” 

“You‟re so damned greedy. Besides, I just narrowly avoided being accused and dragged 

off to execution for killing a handmaiden.” Zerrex said mildly, holding up his hands and looking 

across at the chained-down Drakkaren sourly. “There‟s no way in Hell that I‟m going to actually 

attempt to break into the Central Spire‟s artifact museum and steal your flute, where they‟re 

likely hiding it.” 

“Well, since you never asked me this before, I can sense the resonance of my flute…” 

Ixin said craftily, but his gaze was slowly turning towards Selena to admire her curvaceous body 

and sumptuous bosom rather obviously, as a grin spread over his muzzle. “So… you know… I 

guess technically I could just tell you where it is, sorta…” 



“Ixin, by now I know the way you work, and I‟m not entirely stupid.” Zerrex said 

irritably, looking down at the lizard with a frown as Selena covered her breasts and made a face, 

the same thing apparently on her mind as well. “You‟re never „unsure‟ about something. You 

always know, or you don‟t know, or you act like a jackass. And whenever you pull that „I‟m-so-

smooth‟ bull, it means that you know something and you don‟t want to give it up until you get a 

promise out of me that I‟ll help you with your dumb little quest for freedom.” 

The Drakkaren looked insulted at this, immediately snapping: “Hey, I‟m not the only one 

on a dumb quest for freedom, here! I-” 

“Yeah, well I haven‟t been stupid enough to carve my way through a legion of jailors and 

Inquisitors to try and take revenge on Feldspar.” Zerrex steamrollered him acidly, and the two 

glowered at each other before the reptile rolled his eyes and sat down, Selena watching with mild 

amusement from the sidelines. “Why don‟t you just tell me for a change?” 

Ixin mumbled something under his breath as he tilted his head back and forth before 

finally muttering: “Fine, fine, fine. Asshole. But the flute‟s on the fourth floor of the Central 

Spire, it was moved to the public viewing halls after they spent a billion years or so studying it, 

and like the morons these mages are, they couldn‟t figure out how it worked. I swear, there‟ve 

been like… five creative mages who made up all the spells that now every demon in Hell uses. 

Even the fuckin‟ archmages don‟t make their own magic up or experiment with it, all they do is 

sit around and declare how cool they are and-” 

“Thank you, Ixin.” Zerrex said loudly, before the sealed mortal could get going on a rant, 

and Ixin glared at him and flailed a bit against his chains before Zerrex added mildly. “Anyway, 

I‟m going to wait until things calm down… and you haven‟t exactly acted like the most sane 

creature lately. I keep thinking that if I do set you free, you‟re going to make me implode or 

something.” 

The Drakkaren rolled his eyes and pasted an innocent look on his face. “Me, hurt you? 

Why, whyever would I do that? Unless you‟re talking about because you don‟t appreciate the art 

I do for you!” Ixin looked moodily back and forth, muttering: “I mean, seriously. Do you have 

any idea how hard it is to draw a picture for someone when you have to first magic the pencil out 

of thin air, followed by the paper, and then use your mouth to draw it all out? I think you‟re an 

uncaring bastard.” 

Before Zerrex could respond and the two could fall into another pointless argument, 

Selena leaned down, giving a plentiful view of her cleavage as she said in a teasing voice: “He 

really can be mean sometimes, that‟s true… but Ixin, I was wondering if you could do something 

else to help us out, and-” 

Ixin suddenly paused in his leering to glance to the side, and he cursed under his breath as 

the other two demons looked up, watching as a white portal opened and a Wentaku stepped 

through, looking coldly over them both. Zerrex recognized it as one of the Princess‟s advisors… 

and it sized them up for a moment before saying clearly: “This area is off-limits. Please leave 

immediately, Lord Zerrex, Miss Selena, or I‟ll summon the Royal Guard.” 

Ixin opened his mouth, and the Wentaku raised a hand towards him, and a moment later 

the Drakkaren slumped against his bonds, falling into unconsciousness as his chains began to 

pulse darkly. Both of the others looked at him with surprise, then faced the Wentaku again, and it 

only looked back steadily before Zerrex created a portal and muttered: “Fine. Let‟s go.” 

As the Drakkaren began to step through the portal, the Wentaku flicked his wrist… and a 

moment later, the reptile staggered as he found himself stepping not into his own home, but 

instead what looked almost like a vast desert, staring back and forth in surprise before the portal 



slammed shut behind him. He stared back and forth, but he couldn‟t see anything around himself 

other than rocky tundra and strange, twisted brown roots that all reached in towards one central 

area… and the reptile frowned a bit in distaste as he felt a chill roll down his spine. I‟d better get 

the hell out of here… 

The lizard attempted to create a portal… but the energy only sparked violently through 

the air before it vanished, and the reptile shook his head, then paused and held his hand out in 

front of himself. A moment later, his enormous soul-sucking blade appeared in it, complete with 

the sheath it was encased inside… and he murmured: “What the hell? Only my portal‟s been 

blocked… but why?” 

Zerrex thought the answer to that question might be very bad indeed… so he decided to 

make his way out of here as he cinched the belt on the sheath tightly around his body, glancing at 

the ominous circle the „roots‟ that came out of nowhere formed and figuring it was probably best 

to walk away from it. The ground there seemed like it was bit humped-up as well, which he 

didn‟t think was a good sign at all… and the reptile shook his head slowly before facing the 

desert and muttering: “The safest bet is probably wandering for a few klicks before I try to portal 

again…” 

He nodded to himself, beginning to walk away slowly… and then the ground trembled 

beneath his feet and the Drakkaren staggered, wincing and trying to anchor himself before 

turning around and staring in horror as the earth in the center of the circle of roots shot up, 

revealing a massive crystal of transparent green and blue wrapped in the ugly brown roots… and 

inside the crystalline prison was a terrible creature of immense proportions. The Drakkaren 

stared in horror, recognizing that it could only be one thing immediately: a Terror. No way… no 

freaking way, these things are sealed, they‟re like infinite power generators for Hell… I… they 

can‟t… 

Cracks spread over the crystal as a single red eye opened, and then it listed slowly to the 

side before shattering as the creature threw itself forwards to land in a crouch, an enormous black 

axe gripped tightly in one hand. The monstrosity itself was covered in thick black fur, and it 

looked almost like a short Gigataur with a deformed body: the head was the same, and the mouth 

filled with needle-like, sharp teeth as it roared and flexed… but whereas the arm holding the axe 

was gorilla-like and massive, too big for its body and ending in a three-fingered, reptilian hand… 

the other arm was tiny and warped, covered in burns and raw flesh that shimmered in the heat of 

the desert. 

Its legs were stocky and small, but its hooves were not only extremely wide, but had 

claws of bone extending from all sides, digging deep into the earth. It also possessed a long, 

whiplike tail that snapped back and forth around its body, almost twice the height of the Terror 

itself and ending in a plain, leathery whip… and Zerrex winced as this snapped out towards him, 

drawing his sword and cursing under his breath at how weak he felt compared to the waves of 

power this thing was radiating.  

A gust of steam rolled out of its nostrils as it stomped forwards, red eyes blazing as it 

shook its head, tossing its long black mane around its twisted, uneven horns… and then it 

grinned slowly as it settled its eyes on the Drakkaren and it charged forwards, raising the bearded 

axe in its single hand and chopping viciously downwards before Zerrex could force his body to 

move, the Drakkaren snarling as he staggered backwards and brought his blade up at the same 

time. 

He was knocked backwards from the force of the blow, the sword almost struck out of his 

hands by the raw strength of the gigantic monstrosity before it swept in with a rapid slash from 



the side, and Zerrex barely managed to twist his body backwards enough to avoid being 

decapitated, at the same time bringing up his sword and again having his arm knocked wide as he 

flailed for balance. It struck out again with another vicious cut, and Zerrex managed to leap 

backwards this time before lunging at one of the seventeen-foot monster‟s knees and slicing into 

it with the sword. 

It hissed in pain, but the blade barely dug a cut through the thick fur and thicker flesh 

beneath, before Zerrex was booted hard in the chest and knocked over, the reptile clutching at the 

deep gouges knocked into his stomach from the thing‟s bone claws before it attempted to stomp 

down on him. Immediately, Zerrex caught the flat bottom of its hoof on his palm, shoving hard 

back as it pressed down, and he snarled under his breath as he felt his arm straining under the 

immense power of the creature before he pressed the serrated part of his sword‟s blade against 

the creature‟s ankle and shoved hard. 

The Terror immediately brought its foot away with a snarl of fury, at the same time 

bringing the huge axe it was wielding back in one hand and slashing downwards, cutting into the 

earth where Zerrex had been only a moment ago. Zerrex had already safely fled the location, 

however, and the reptile ran in a tight circle around the Terror before lashing out with his sword 

at the backs of its knees, cutting through the thinner flesh behind the joints and ripping through 

ligaments and connective tissue like butter. 

It screamed and arched its back, but somehow stayed standing straight as its tail snapped 

around and wrapped tight around Zerrex‟s torso, before he was hefted into the air and flung 

straight down into the ground to land in a crumpled heap. Zerrex cursed and forced himself up to 

his feet, looking over towards the Terror… and the bearded axe caught him in the side and sent 

him flying bonelessly through the air before he crashed and rolled several feet, his sword flying 

out of his hand before he grasped the massive rip in the side of his body and howled in agony. 

He convulsed on the ground a few times as the Terror started towards him before 

pausing… and the creature picked up the Drakkaren‟s sword awkwardly in its small hand, as the 

reptile forced himself up to his feet. He cursed as he forced out the one minor healing spell he 

knew, and it at least stopped the bleeding for now… and then he stared in horror as the Terror 

stabbed itself in the chest with the blade, which immediately began to burn blue, before the 

creature‟s eyes blazed with light and it howled. 

The tiny arm pulsed, then mutated and grew massive, coarse black fur covering it as it 

became as enormous as the other muscular limb was… and its legs thickened and grew as well, 

until most of its body was proportionate, its entire form swelling with muscle and power as it 

shook its head, eyes now a terrible dead black as it grinned slowly, smoke floating out of its 

nostrils as it stood before him, no less than forty feet tall, the axe now looking like a hatchet in 

one of its huge hands as its whiplike tail snapped around it. Zerrex gaped in shock at this, then he 

shook his head slowly as the giant demon stepped forwards, hooves falling away uselessly as 

thick claws sprouted out of its feet, and the Drakkaren staggered backwards before he gritted his 

teeth and shouted hoarsely: “Stay back!” 

It continued to approach… and the reptile forced himself to control his panic as he stared 

up at the beast before he clenched one hand into a fist and he looked over it, searching in vain for 

some kind of weak point. The only thing he could see was the sword, however, which was 

supplying the terrible monstrosity with power that looked almost infinite… and then the 

monster‟s incredibly long, flexible tail whipped out and wrapped around one of Zerrex‟s wrists 

as he tried to catch it, and it hefted him into the air as it cocked its axe back in one hand. 



Zerrex concentrated, and a tentacle slid out of his shoulder, coiling down his arm as it 

writhed and flexed, watching as the monstrous Terror brought its hatchet back all the way before 

swinging viciously at him in a lightning-fast stroke, but the reptile kicked both feet upwards and 

hefted his body almost parallel to the ground… but almost half his tail was lopped off all the 

same, and the reptile screamed in agony, the Terror laughing and throwing its head back, either 

missing the fact it had failed to kill him or not caring… and Zerrex snapped his arm forwards, 

the tentacle seizing around the handle before he jerked back hard- 

The Terror‟s entire body shook violently as its laughter halted, and instead it roared in 

fury, its tail tearing quickly away from the Drakkaren before it slashed down with the axe and cut 

the tentacle in half, Zerrex cursing in pain before staring in horror as the flat of the weapon 

snapped out towards him, and he immediately tensed his body before kicking off the flat of the 

blade the moment it came close enough, sending himself flying backwards as he arched his back 

and spread his arms. 

His eyes closed as he heard the monster charging towards him, concentrating… and his 

angel wings tore out of his back in a blast of white energy before he dropped like a stone into a 

dive, pushing himself down at the same time as the wings wrapped around his body, the Terror‟s 

wide slash with the axe missing as it grunted and staggered… and Zerrex‟s wings opened at the 

last moment as he arched his entire body, and he shot forwards over the ground and between the 

thing‟s clawed feet. It spun around with a howl of fury, but Zerrex had already climbed high into 

the air, sailing above its head and twisting around as he held his hands apart with a snarl, 

ignoring the pain in his body as his stump of a tail left a streamer of blood trailing behind him. 

The Terror opened its jaws and released a massive gout of flame towards the Drakkaren, 

but the wave of fire missed completely as Zerrex dived, a sphere of pulsating, twisting darkness 

writhing between his hands before he suddenly halted as the creature tried to anticipate his turn, 

and it staggered to the side before catching itself to face back towards the reptile with a deep 

growl as it rose a hand to deflect the ball of dark energy sailing down towards it- 

It struck the back of the Terror‟s palm and exploded in an inferno of flame and deadly 

energy, and the raw force of the blast jarred the monstrosity‟s defenses as it stumbled backwards 

once and shook its head slowly, letting out a high-pitched whine as it grasped at its ringing ears, 

ash and smoke roiling off its body as Zerrex took the opportunity to shoot towards its chest and 

seize the sword‟s hilt in both hands. He twisted his body and cursed under his breath as he 

slammed both feet forwards into its body, and the Terror‟s entire body jarred as it looked down 

in shock before swiping at him with the axe. 

It tore through one of the reptile‟s wings, and it exploded into fragments that hailed down 

to the ground as its other hand snatched at the other wing and ripped it off, too… and Zerrex 

arched his back, coughing blood before he gave a final, hard jerk with his entire body and ripped 

the sword free, and a white blast of energy shot out of the wound and knocked him flying 

through the air, the reptile cursing under his breath as he flipped violently and fell towards the 

ground… but grinning vindictively all the same as he heard the Terror give a howl of rage and 

agony. 

Zerrex spun his body hard in the same direction it was rotating, and then spread out of his 

arms to catch the air and slow himself while regaining his balance before he shoved both hands 

down into the earth as he landed in a flexed crouch, the ground shaking with the impact and 

pieces of dead root flying into the air around him as the Terror fell with much less grace nearby, 

crashing to the ground on its back even as fur rotted off and blood burst from its muzzle and 

other wounds that ripped themselves through its body. It spasmed as its body shrank down and 



became deformed and hideous once more, its long tail lashing back and forth as Zerrex forced 

himself through the pain burning through his body, and he leapt to his feet with the blade in both 

hands, charging forwards with the remains of his shattered wings trailing out behind him as the 

Terror managed to sit up, then cock its arm back. 

It threw its axe hard, and Zerrex missed as he tried to knock it away with one hand, the 

blade instead sinking into his chest as the much-shorter, humped and warped creature snarled at 

him in triumph. The reptile staggered back and forth, the bearded axe sticking out of his body 

before he looked up, his eyes glowing emerald before he leapt forwards with a roar and stabbed 

viciously into the Terror‟s neck. 

Its eyes bulged in shock, and it grasped the blade of the sword in both hands as it let out a 

gurgling, keening wail around the weapon lodged in its neck… and Zerrex tore violently to the 

side a moment later, and its head toppled most of the way off its shoulders before the reptile spun 

the sword out to his side in his one good hand, the other spasming uselessly by his chest as he 

dropped to a kneel and slammed the sword down through the Terror‟s heart. It spasmed 

violently, its hands clawing uselessly at Zerrex and leaving trails of blood behind from its fleshy, 

spongy fingers, before it gripped his legs tightly… and a moment later, slumped slowly to the 

ground. 

Zerrex could feel the force of energy released as it died, could almost hear its raging 

spirit… and the sword glowed, the handle burning his palm before the Drakkaren snarled and 

jerked it free of the corpse as it rotted quickly away, and the weapon glowed with golden light 

almost too bright to look at. The reptile turned his head away, the blade releasing waves of heat 

and scalding-hot in his grip… but then it cooled only moments later as the glow died down to a 

faint aura, and then nothing. 

The reptile breathed hard, staring down at the blade in his hand… before he slowly 

toppled onto his back, staring up at the sky above as he let his eyes close quietly. His breath 

panted in and out, the sword tight in one hand and the axe burning where it was buried inside his 

chest, but he just didn‟t have the strength to pull it free as a tear ran down his face… but he 

blinked as he realized it wasn‟t his own, and he opened his eyes slowly to stare up into the 

tearstreaked face of Little Arcy. 

“Why don‟t you ever run, Mister Zerrex?” she asked quietly, and she slowly stroked over 

his face as the pain began to fade away, before she shook her head with the faintest of smiles, 

whispering softly: “You‟re lucky we love you so much… God, you‟re so badly injured… I… 

Mister Zerrex? Zerrex! Zerrex, open your eyes!” 

But he just didn‟t have the strength… and slowly, he fell into darkness once more. 

 

 



Book III: Purgatory 

 

It has been three months on the mortal world, and Cindy and her sisters – along with little 

Mahihko, of course – have led a small contigent of troops and demons across the sea to the 

nation of Lailland. And even Cherry had been horrified when they‟d docked in the Juggernaut 

Class warship into one of the largest harbors, and stepped out into a place over which a literal 

dark shroud loomed, the sky itself crackling with the energy released from the demonic warfare 

going on. 

The city had been ripped to shreds, with few survivors clustered here and there in camps 

amidst the fallen buildings and upturned streets… all of them as scared of the soldiers – made up 

of troops from both Hez‟Ranna and Lunis – as they were of the demons, or perhaps more. To 

attempt to suppress the demons, Lailland had been forced to use artillery and bombers against 

their own cities, killing thousands of civilians and perhaps tens of thousands of demons that were 

flooding in from everywhere… but more always came. Every day, more always came… 

It hadn‟t changed. They had fought their way through the port city and they were steadily 

making their way towards what intelligence reported was a massive Black Hole. They had 

already destroyed two small Black Holes using what Cherry called an „inverted version‟ of the 

spell that she could now cast, and although Cindy didn‟t understand, she got the general idea. 

She didn‟t care though… all that mattered was that they closed the last portal and halted the 

invasion of Lailland before they wiped out the last of the troops. 

They were working out of a small village that had been completely annihilated, but they 

used the burnt-out buildings for storage and shelter, and they had erected their own tents and 

snap-together buildings… and thankfully, they had a few fold-out transports that turned into 

sleeping areas for soldiers. Artillery cannons and massive tanks stood silent sentinel at the edge 

of the village, and demons wandered freely around with soldiers, dressed in Hez‟Ranna uniform 

and carrying both conventional and demonic weapons, many of them smoking and awkwardly 

playing cards with mortals. 

The five cities surrounding them were all filled with demons and other monstrosities, and 

Cherry had come back with several demons from a scouting mission the night before to report 

their numbers far dwarfed their own pathetic infantry of three hundred and some troops, demons 

included. Cindy had only grunted quietly, however, as she polished the massive sword she had 

taken to using: a thinner version of her father‟s weapon, but this one stained with blood and 

inscribed with demonic glyphs along the blade to ensure that any blow landed with it would burn 

like the flames of Hell itself. A nice memory of home for those bastards… 

Cindy shook her head slowly, sitting in a chair on the small hilltop that faced out towards 

the closest city to the north and resting her arms against the flat of the blade. Her features had 

become stonier over the few months it had been, and every day she waded into battle she could 

only think of her father. Some of Zerrex‟s grimness had found its way onto her features, and it 

made her look almost cruel with the spiked bracelets and collar she wore… not to mention the 

clawed metal boots she had as well, complete with spikes to better grip the ground… or better 

hurt whoever she kicked. 

Slowly, Cherry walked up behind her, naked but with only the size of her breasts alluding 

to anything sexual: with how often she changed forms, she saw it as better to just leave her 

clothes off and make her sexual characteristics vanish while she was walking around in public. 

Her collar was still tight around her neck, and even though her body was in her demonic form, 

she had regained most of her muscle through hard training – both with magic and with vigorous 



physical exercise sessions. She only wore a short loincloth and a double-belt around her waist, 

this latter with Zerrex‟s twin .52‟s strapped to it as she murmured softly: “Come on, let‟s switch 

off shifts.” 

Cindy looked over her shoulder to the Dius, then grunted and looked back towards the 

city, watching as an explosion went up near the top of one building. Either a rocket or a spell… 

“No, I‟m fine… what are Marina and Mahihko doing?” 

“Drawing, as usual.” Cherry hesitated, then reached out and squeezed Cindy‟s shoulder 

gently, speaking quietly: “Look, the Boss is fine… by now he‟s probably become a demon 

himself though, and-” 

“Shut up.” Cindy said coldly, and Cherry winced away as the middle daughter of Zerrex 

– once upon a time a gentle soul – looked over her shoulder with a snarl. “Don‟t talk shit about 

him like that. Yeah, we get it, Hell is Hell, you became a demon, he probably has, but I don‟t 

need to fucking hear it, you got that? We have enough on our plate as it is, and if you need to go 

and talk yourself through it, do it somewhere else, because I don‟t have the time for it, Cherry.”  

Cherry nodded silently and only swallowed, watching as Cindy turned her burning eyes 

back towards the city, and she laced her fingers in front of her waist as she murmured quietly: 

“Hatred makes you stronger. I get that. I used to just hate-hate-hate myself, after all… but hatred 

will kill you, too, Cindy. What do you think is more upsetting to the Boss, Zerrex becoming a 

demon… or you becoming one?” 

Cindy stood up and walked quickly down the hill, her long sword in one hand as she grit 

her teeth… and then she trembled and dropped her face in one hand, beginning to cry hard as she 

fell to her knees near the bottom of the short hill. Cherry sighed softly and walked down to her, 

then hugged her silently around the shoulders as she sobbed: “Why is it so fucking hard…” 

“Because God is cruel.” Cherry murmured, looking down at the ground as she held Cindy 

back against her own muscular body, sighing softly and trying not to think about what the 

Drakkaren – her mentor, her master, her father, her… lover – must be experiencing in Hell. I just 

hope he doesn‟t run into that bitch Se- Cleo. Fuck, I still can‟t even think her fucking name… it‟s 

there in my head, but it never comes out… and goddammit, I know that Francis said Little Arcy 

is going to watch over him and that he heard a rumor he was going to be sent down there on a 

mission from God, but even he said it… God is fucking cruel sometimes. 

She cradled the other Drakkaren for a little while, and then Cindy finally got up, wiped 

her eyes and mumbled an apology before dragging her sword down into the field, muttering 

something about training… and Cherry didn‟t bother following. She knew that Cindy wanted to 

be alone at times like this… so instead she just turned and made her way back up to the 

encampment, shaking her head a bit as Mahihko toddled over to her and looked up at her sadly. 

The little wolf was dressed not in his usual girly clothes, but instead a plain Hez‟Ranna 

Military uniform adjusted for his size and a flak vest that Cherry made him wear whenever he 

was wandering outside, out of fear for the little wolf she wouldn‟t admit she felt. A short-

barreled magnetic rifle from Lunis was strapped over his back, complete with a computerized 

aiming system like that kind that was attached to rocket launchers… but even though this rifle 

had a seven-shot clip and was semiautomatic, firing it successively would be difficult even for 

her. The kick from the gun was ridiculous… but a crack shot like Mahihko could take down at 

least five demons per shot with the piercing qualities of the bullets. 

Strapped to his hip was what looked like a large metal hoop… but it split apart into two 

fair-sized rings that Mahihko could use in melee combat. They sounded ridiculous, but they were 

made of a solid metal that could break a bone with a direct hit even from the effeminate lupine, 



and he had already used them to successfully disarm even demons that charged him. And when 

he shifted upwards, they became deadly even with his awkward strikes, cracking skulls and 

shoulders like they were nothing more than plastic molds. 

Cherry looked around… then sighed as she saw Marina leading a large, dumbly-grinning 

demon into a private tent. Out of them all, Marina was the one who had become the most 

chaotic… whereas Cherry was controlling her desires, even on the battlefield Marina was letting 

loose, strutting around in a miniskirt and a tight exercise top as she used whatever she could get 

her hands on to rain destruction down on her foes… or just her terrible psychic abilities, which 

seemed to have trebled in power over the last few months. It never failed to fill her with sorrow 

when she looked at what Marina was doing – even having sex in public, and ignoring almost any 

reprimand or scolding Cherry could think of – and then thought back to the shy little girl she had 

once been. But I guess even I was sorta like that… goddammit… this isn‟t just unfair, this is… 

this is ludicrous… 

She shook her head and snorted, then glanced over to a nearby minotaur as he passed and 

grasped his arm gently, looking up at him and asking in demonic: “Corporal Palvis. How‟s the 

training going for your unit?” 

Palvis glanced down at her, rubbing a hand slowly over the diamond-shaped tattoo 

around his one eye. “To be honest, not very well. When we first trained using what the mortals 

call shotguns and machine guns, my platoon handled their weapons fairly well and could deal 

with the recoil of such weapons even better than many of their mortal counterparts, but it made 

them cocky. Now, using these things called „hand‟ guns and riffles, it requires steady aim and a 

good eye… and it‟s very hard for us to learn to control the aim of such strange guns. They‟re 

much-more difficult to use… and we minotaurs are all trained as strikers for the Princess‟s army, 

not in any sort of ranged combat. I can‟t much say I even understand your naming schemes, 

either.” 

“Handguns. They‟re called handguns because you can hold them in one hand…” Cherry 

wiggled her fingers, smiling a bit as she corrected: “And „rifles,‟ not „riffles.‟ One „f.‟ That one I 

don‟t know myself… but fuck, I‟m not surprised. I don‟t want to have you guys rushing the 

enemy troops until we have to, though, and for once we got a shitload of ammo, so… fire away, 

and narrow down who the best shots are. I want at least five of your guys trained in long-range 

shooting, and hopefully they‟ll at least get the hang of it before we storm Masterton tomorrow.” 

Palvis bowed to her deeply and strode quickly off, and Cherry sighed a bit before 

reaching down and quietly wrapping her arm around Mahihko‟s shoulders, pulling him with her 

as someone called her name and muttering: “Fuck, kiddo, but this is a cunt of a situation we‟re 

in.” 

“I wish Daddy was here.” Mahihko said miserably, grasping Cherry‟s fingers with his 

two tiny hands and looking down morbidly. “I know he‟d make everything better… I know he 

would…” 

“The Boss is great, yeah.” Cherry murmured, trying hard to push the thoughts out of her 

head… but she hated herself for being unable to. More than that, she hated herself for everything 

she‟d done against him over her lifetime… for every time she‟d turned her back on him, every 

time she‟d let him down, and she clenched her other hand into a fist as she approached General 

Cyllos, the massive Dragokkaren who was in command of their platoon along with Commander 

Meyer of Lunis, the gazelle who had been in charge of operations back when they‟d they‟d 

stormed the city-island from Ire, in what seemed like a different life now. 



Cyllos was standing with several troops around a large digital touchscreen he was 

holding in one hand, looking coldly back and forth. His face was covered in crisscrossing scars – 

a keepsake from the last battle against Narrius, when he had stormed the rebel base, Amaterasu, 

with the full force of his military brigade – and his body was just as damaged, but the bastard 

was tough: an ex-Super Enforcer who‟d turned to the side of the rebellion during that last crucial 

month. He had several robotic fingers, and although normally Cherry would cackle at the fact he 

currently had a small pen tip sticking out of his index finger that he was using to draw on the 

screen with, she currently had no laughter left in her body. 

He glanced over her and down at Mahihko, then he turned his gaze back to the 

Dragokkaren troops around him, saying softly: “So remember, wait until the last moment before 

blowing the terminal, to get as many people to safety as we can. There‟s a chemical fuel dump 

nearby, and that should go up in flames as well… and if we do this right, we‟ll incinerate plenty 

of demons and take minimal losses, but as always, I‟m hoping we pull this off without losing any 

of our soldiers. Meet back here in one hour, until then you‟re dismissed. For Hez‟Ranna.” 

“For the World!” the soldiers replied curtly, saluting by pounding their chests with one 

fist, and then most of the troops left as Cyllos pushed the screen into the black tube it was 

attached to and snapped it closed. He bounced this quietly in his hand as the pen retracted into 

his metal finger, and then he knelt in front of Mahihko and quietly reached out to squeeze his 

shoulder. 

“Listen to me, little wolf. I know the pressure‟s huge, and that you‟re upset… but I have 

faith you‟ll do Lord Zerrex proud when we stage the attack.” Cyllos said softly, and Mahihko 

looked down and mumbled something incoherent, trembling a bit before gazing up with his 

childish eyes as Cyllos held out the touchscreen map. “Could you do me a big favor and go give 

this to Commander Meyer?” 

Mahihko nodded a few times and held his hands out, and Cyllos gently slapped it down 

into them before standing as the wolf toddled off down the dirt road towards Meyer‟s campsite. 

He stood and gripped his hips, shaking his head with a sigh as he watched the wolf leave, and 

Cherry crossed her arms as he said mildly: “Your entire family seems to be taking this incredibly 

hard. I feel horrified myself at what happened… but I‟m honestly glad, Lady Cherry, that you‟re 

still standing strong with Miss Cindy… but if I have to be fully honest, I want to add that I think 

Miss Marina should be dealing with her emotions in a different manner.” 

“You talk to her then.” The faintest of smiles bridged onto Cherry‟s muzzle as Cyllos 

only grunted, and she nodded a bit, looking sourly amused as she crossed her arms and closed 

her eyes at the sound of barely-muffled, ecstatic cries from the tent nearby. “She‟s Zerrex‟s 

daughter, it‟s true… but she‟s got a crazy personality all her own. I‟m trying to let her deal, but 

at the same time I know it can‟t go on like this before she does something else violent and 

insane… but… we need her.” 

Cyllos nodded, murmuring softly: “We need her indeed. She‟s more powerful than 

anyone I‟ve ever met… if the desire ever took her, she could take our entire garrison down and 

reduce us all to dust, perhaps yourself and your older sister included. And I don‟t think I‟ve ever 

met anyone as physically-powerful as Miss Cindy.” 

Cherry nodded a bit again, then sighed and rubbed at her forehead slowly. “Fuck me for 

this, and I‟m sorry Cyllos, but can you get to the point? I‟ve still got to do my aerial patrol of the 

area, I‟m getting sick of people staring at my boobs and looking for any sign of my tits, and I 

really need to just lay down for a while and perhaps masturbate furiously until I explode.” 



Cyllos rolled his eyes, but didn‟t look either surprised or offended as he merely nodded. 

“It‟s about the upcoming attack we‟re staging on Masterton… I‟m starting to think it‟s a bit 

premature. Saint Willows is much closer to the north, and even if this is only to distract the 

demons while you and your „special unit‟ attack the Black Hole in Faith River, it seems like it 

would be a much better idea to lay into Saint Willows. We have much more information on that 

city, and we would be able to reinforce you much faster than we would be able to from 

Masterton. To be honest, I almost think you and Miss Cindy chose this attack formation simply 

so you wouldn‟t be interrupted or have the handicap of a full military unit supporting your 

backs.” 

The demoness glanced down, wondering quietly whether or not she could come clean… 

and when she looked back up into Cyllos‟s calm blue eyes, she decided the truth was probably 

the best decision for now, at least with this old compatriot. “Do you remember Paradise?” 

The Dragokkaren nodded immediately, frowning a bit as he crossed his arms; that 

memory was etched into his mind as it was in the minds of all who had witnessed the terrifying 

floating fortress, a weapon so powerful it put even the mightiest of demons to shame. Cherry 

smiled a bit, then she looked away as she said quietly: “It‟s just like that all over again… me and 

the girls, we went in alone, while Zerrex… my father… attacked from above, separately. We 

gutted the machine, sure, but he was the one who slew the cancer that created that tumor. No 

matter how many Paradises or armies we killed or facilities we destroyed, Narrius would have 

always sent more at us… until maybe one day he came himself for our necks, and I don‟t think 

you or I or anyone else could have stood up to that motherfucker. 

“This… this is like fucking Paradise all over again. The demons who invaded are your 

fight, but the fucking bastard who‟s creating the plague, Az‟Iriel, is ours.” Cherry pounded her 

chest firmly, snarling a bit as she turned her gaze to Cyllos. “And this time, while Zerrex is 

wrestling his way through Hell and cutting out the guts of that bastard‟s army, the girls and I are 

going to chop off the head, take out the disease.” 

The Dragokkaren frowned, leaning forwards and tilting his head slightly as he asked 

slowly: “Az‟Iriel… the Demon Prince who started this war… is here?” 

Cherry shook her head slowly, sighing and rubbing at one of her horns as she made a bit 

of a face. “Well, there‟s the complicated part. We have no fucking clue where he is… but rumors 

say that he‟s focusing entirely on Lailland right now, and that either he or one of his higher-ups 

has come through the portal and is wandering around, looking for a fight or taking his orders 

direct from his boss or whatever shit. Either way, we‟re going to find out Az‟Iriel‟s location, and 

that‟ll be our next target… and as soon as the head‟s been cut off and the portal closed, you 

shouldn‟t have too much of a problem killing off the rest of these demons.” 

Cyllos nodded, not speaking for a few moments, and then he looked off to the west at the 

setting sun, murmuring quietly: “Well, if I were Az‟Iriel, I wouldn‟t be here… I‟d be somewhere 

in Ire, where all the real havoc is right now.” 

Cherry looked down with a frown, putting a fist under her muzzle and muttering: “Shit. 

This is why I hate all this tactical bullshit… I‟m no good at it. Sure, I can dodge a bullet and fire 

sixty times in sixty seconds with a fuckin‟ revolver… hell, make it a one-shot rifle… but I‟m no 

good at the planning part. Cindy‟s the brains here, not me.” 

But it would make more sense, now that she was thinking about it: whereas Lailland had 

been decimated by Az‟Iriel‟s storm troopers, Ire was currently in the midst of a mix of civil war 

and demonic invasion. Worse yet, demons were attacking all over the globe, and Cherry was 

reminded of how massive the demonic world was – it only seemed small due to the fact that 



there were simply so many demons, most of them capable of some weird teleportation shit 

Cherry had never been taught, since she hadn‟t left the monastery for so many years. 

Even she was smart enough to deduce that Az‟Iriel‟s plans were coming to fruition, 

though: Ire had elected a new leader in the senate, and the already-dead council had been „voted 

out‟ and replaced by an emergency „War Leader,‟ who had reformed Ire into a dictatorship and 

immediately dispatched the army to protect areas that seemed important but were completely 

pointless to demons, like fuel production factories and munitions depots. Cherry figured that it 

was actually that blue-eyed demon who she had punched uselessly apart back in that „Sanctuary‟ 

who was calling the shots, though… Majesty… that was her name. I don‟t remember how I know 

it exactly, but… it‟s there. Majesty, Az‟Iriel‟s favorite concubine… 

She finally turned her eyes back to Cyllos, and the two looked at each other before he 

nodded and murmured softly: “The fuel depot it is, then. It‟ll cut off the roads and the routes 

they‟ve been using to travel through the sewers, at least… and that should make the entire 

cleanup operation a lot simpler. I can‟t believe I‟m saying this but… just make sure you don‟t 

fail on your end, huh?” 

He smiled a bit, and Cherry rolled her eyes before snorting and flexing, grinning slightly 

up at him. “Hey, when have I ever failed you, asshole? But thanks… I‟m going to perform my 

last search around the area before I take some personal time. Watch your ass, Cyllos, it‟s the only 

good thing attached to your body anymore, from what I hear.” 

“You‟re a bitch.” Cyllos shook his head and smiled slightly wider, though, then he turned 

away, likely heading towards Meyer‟s camp. Cherry glanced around for Mahihko, but upon not 

seeing him, she figured he‟d gotten sidetracked somewhere… and a moment later she flexed and 

spread her wings from her back, wincing a bit and then taking a slow breath. You can do this 

fine, Cherry. 

She kicked off the ground and flapped her wings hard, flying up into the air… and she 

soared high into the skies, pushing the limit to go as high as she possibly could before spinning 

around through the thin air, her lungs burning and the ground covered in small pinpricks she 

guessed were buildings, skimming the surface of the dark cloud that lingered over the city… but 

the darkness up here didn‟t bother her. Instead, she closed her eyes and tilted her body upside 

down, pushing both feet into the cloud and concentrating… and a moment later she was standing 

upside down on the cloud of demonic energy. 

She walked slowly along it, folding her wings in against her body as dark lighting pulsed 

against her and her eyes roved back and forth, scouting for any other aerial demons: she had seen 

a few gargoyles and Daius throughout the city, but there had also been terrible flying undead that 

she didn‟t have a name for, and several other nasty-looking creatures that liked to float around. 

Not to mention this terrible haze… if I didn‟t know better, I‟d say it was forming into some sort 

of demonic rift… 

Cherry shook her head slowly: either way, whether it was supplying the demons with 

more power or turning into a massive Black Hole high above the world, it would be destroyed 

when they cut out the last Black Hole here in Lailland and its power source was vanquished. She 

turned her eyes back and forth, then frowned a bit as she saw something push its way firmly out 

of the dark „ground‟ ahead of her, anchoring herself against the dark energy and saying clearly in 

demonic: “Identify yourself and your master!” 

A Wentaku emerged a moment later from the rift, wearing a long, flowing red robe, and 

it looked back and forth before meeting her eyes with its own three, the central one opening and 

closing slowly before it rose a hand and said softly: “Retreat, Dius. You are nowhere near strong 



enough to fight me. I am an ambassador of High Prince Memnon, sent here to discuss a peace 

treaty with Prince Az‟Iriel.” 

“What?” Cherry frowned, leaning forwards and asking coldly: “If Prince Raithe and 

Prince Memnon turn to Az‟Iriel-” 

“The Eastern Province has been absorbed by the Southern Province, under the false rule 

of Master Scribe Vine.” The Wentaku replied, and it lowered its hand slightly, tilting its head as 

Cherry looked shocked. “How long have you been out of Hell? Are you a servant of the 

Princess?” 

“Dude, I don‟t give a fuck about anything but kicking Az‟Iriel‟s ass. And I was under the 

impression the Princess was the „good guy‟ in Hell, so to speak. The fuck has been going on in 

Hell?” Cherry asked, frowning deeply, and the Wentaku hestitated a long moment before she 

snarled: “Tell me, motherfucker, or I‟ll break your face!” 

Cherry rose a hand threateningly, and the Wentaku made a face, looking a bit more 

hostile but saying grudgingly: “Prince Raithe was slain by an emissary of the Princess, Lord 

Zerrex. Fearing an attack on himself, Prince Memnon has-” 

“What the fuck? Zerrex, working for someone? Whoa, whoa, no fuckin‟ way.” Cherry 

shook her head quickly, looking disgusted as she waved her hands back and forth a bit, and the 

Wentaku now looked puzzled. “Unless the bastard‟s gone all whitey-knighty on me, there‟s gotta 

be another explanation or reason. But shit, Zerrex is that strong?” 

The demoness felt a swell of pride in herself as she grinned widely, but her excitement 

wasn‟t taken positively by the Wentaku, who only glowered and backed slowly away, saying 

coldly: “This Crack belongs to Prince Az‟Iriel, who has currently agreed to spare Prince 

Memnon. I‟m going to have to ask you to leave immediately, while I…” 

The Wentaku ran out of steam as it looked „up,‟ and realized that the ground was far 

beneath it, before it staggered and knelt against the dark „ground,‟ shaking his head in disbelief. 

“What… where are we? How is this possible, this isn‟t a Crack at all… I…” 

“Hey, watch your ass on your twelve!” Cherry shouted, pointing over the Wentaku‟s 

shoulder as her eyes settled on a cloaked figure with swirling wings of darkness holding a white 

blade, and before the Wentaku could turn it swung once and cleaved the demon cleanly in half, 

the Wentaku immediately bursting into flames as its body fell in two pieces towards the earth. A 

moment later, the creature continued to shoot towards Cherry, who immediately leapt off the 

ground and twisted her body to the side, grinning as the sword narrowly missed her and she 

landed back on the dark energy, her feet slamming into it as she shouted: “You gotta do better 

than that, bitch!” 

The dark thing twisted around in midair and shot towards her again, and Cherry pulled 

out both her magnum handguns, backpedalling as she fired a few shots into the being as it shot 

towards her. The cloaked being weaved back and forth, swinging its broadsword out and 

deflecting the bullets before stabbing viciously forwards, and Cherry‟s eyes blazed as she fired 

several precise shots into the very tip of the sword and sent the pommel crashing back into the 

creature‟s own chest. 

It twitched backwards and half-fell, and the demoness immediately fired both clips into 

the creature‟s wings, watching as bursts of not darkness but instead white splattered forth… and 

her eyes narrowed before she leapt backwards as the cloaked figure threw its sword at her, at the 

same time tossing one of the guns hard „down‟ towards her feet and sending it through the dark 

cloud with a puff, before she caught the spinning blade by the handle and let her arm snap behind 

her back to shove the sword into her belt just above her tail. 



The cloaked figure stared in shock, and then Cherry caught the magnum handgun as it 

fell back through the dark cloud of energy and fired a single shot just over its face, tearing back 

the hood of the cloak and dispelling the illusion of darkness it was surrounded in, and she stared 

in shock at the angel wings and the snarling face of a palimino horse. 

It paused to glance down at its own hands in shock, then it cursed and slammed its palms 

together, shouting: “You‟ll perish like all the rest, demon-whore! Az‟Iriel will rule this world, 

and you and no one else shall stop him!” 

The angel began to chant rapidly, and Cherry snarled, holding up her hands and 

beginning a protective spell, but the angel was speaking too fast for her to understand what was 

going on… and then it laughed and threw its arms wide before its body exploded in a burst of 

white light, sending Cherry flying backwards with a loud curse as she fell from the dark cloud, 

which sizzled with white lightning like a massive beacon in the sky. She fell as blood and 

feathers rained down around her body, a few pieces of angel falling past her before she spread 

her leathery wings and and shot down in a steep dive, slowly pulling out of it and breathing hard 

as she checked to ensure she hadn‟t dropped either of the handguns or the sword.  

She shook her head slowly, looking up at that blaze of white light as she hovered above 

the camp, murmuring softly: “What the fuck is Heaven doing here? And worse, he said Az‟Iriel 

will rule… what does that mean, that even some angels have been corrupted by the son of a 

bitch? Or is there something even bigger at play…” 

She clenched her hands into fists, then slowly descended, breathing hard. Although the 

fight had been little more than exercise for her, it had just added more frustrations on top of the 

ones she already had… but on the bright – well, bright-ish, I guess… – side, at least she had 

learned that Zerrex was still alive… and still strong, to say the least. She shook her head slowly, 

smiling a bit at this and landing at the edge of the village as Cindy ran over to her, but she held 

up a hand before she could say anything, murmuring quietly: “Not here, not right now. Let‟s 

head to my tent… you might want to get Cyllos and that gazelle, too… what‟s his name, uh…. 

Meyer, yeah.” 

“Alright.” Cindy looked over her slowly, and the two walked in separate directions, 

Cherry heading around the side of the camp to slip into her own private tent, which was littered 

with gun magazines and all sorts of strange weapons she had taken from demons. It was a bitch 

to pack up, but she thought it was worth it… and she sat down on her plain sleeping bag with a 

grunt, crossing her legs and tossing the angel‟s golden broadsword aside. Ain‟t nothing going to 

beat that fiery-knife thing I took from Francis, though. 

She glanced up as Cindy pushed through the flap with Marina, who looked more pissed-

off than anything else and was still doing up her bra, her miniskirt hiked up a bit too high on her 

waist and exposing her panties as Mahihko shuffled awkwardly in afterwards. A moment later, 

Cyllos and Meyer entered as well, making the quarters extremely cramped as Cherry announced 

blatently: “Shitty news time. An alliance may be forming between the Warlord and the other 

Prince who‟s still alive, since the other one is dead, and worst of all, a fuckin‟ Angel just 

chopped the demon I was chatting with in half and then attacked me before exploding himself. 

And he mentioned something about Az‟Iriel, and-”  

“Daddy, Daddy‟s become a demon, he‟s in Hell but he‟s strong…” Marina murmured 

softly, and Cherry winced a bit. Fuck, I hate it when she does that. “Daddy‟s in Hell, but he‟s 

strong, he killed the Prince…” 

“Marina…” Cindy said softly, but the youngest daughter of Zerrex only smiled strangely 

before turning and leaving, shoving her way past Mahihko and Cyllos as the others watched her 



and then looked at each other uneasily. A moment later, Cindy sighed and nodded slowly, 

murmuring: “Thank you, Cherry. I‟ll leave you to talk it out with the others. Mahihko, can you 

help me find her before anything bad happens? I‟m really worried about her state of mind right 

now.” 

Mahihko nodded, and he followed her almost dreamily out, smiling stupidly to himself as 

he swayed slowly back and forth. Cherry watched him leave, wondering if the wolf had clung to 

Marina‟s words more than her own, then she looked down as Cyllos and Meyer gazed at her, 

apparently waiting for her to speak. “Nothing else I got for you, boys. I was trying to get more 

information out of the fucker, but then the other fucker jetted in and chopped him in half. But he 

was wearing a dark cloak that hid his appearance completely in shadows… I don‟t remember 

that being your typical angel wear, so I‟m just hoping that the fallen angels are rallying to 

Az‟Iriel.” She paused, then added grimly: “Which would make for a pretty shitty bright side, but 

what the hell are you gonna do, right?” 

“That‟s a kick in the crotch.” Meyer muttered, shaking his head slowly and looking down 

at the wearable computer on his arm, tapping a few buttons before looking at Cherry mildly. “So 

I guess what it comes down to is that we mortals are on our own, fighting both Heaven and Hell 

not even for supremacy, but just for survival until we can manage to close those rifts?” 

“It‟s starting to seem that way.” Cherry nodded agreeably, then she grinned stupidly and 

spread her arms wide. “Hey, at least you dickheads got me and a handful of other demons on 

your side, there‟s uh… that‟s… good, right? I think it‟s good.” 

“We‟ll give you your private time now.” Cyllos said dryly, and Cherry muttered 

something under her breath as the two slipped out, before she sighed and glanced down at the 

sleeping bag as she was left alone. Shit. How can things get any more complicated? Oh, I know, 

someone‟ll turn out to be possessed who I really like and I‟ll have to kill them in order to save 

the life of my sisters, only one of them will turn out to be the real evil demon who I then fight to 

avenge the death of my friend. You know what? Fuck that. 

Cherry looked sulkily back and forth, already beginning to get bored and looking for a 

distraction, but as usual these days, she was feeling sexual but not like actually having sex. She 

touched herself in both male and female form – and sometimes a mix-match of both for kicks – 

but that was for stress relief… and what she wanted right now wasn‟t just relief but relaxation. 

Sex was great, sure, but it was never lovemaking… even when she masturbated, that had nothing 

to do with loving herself: what she needed now was something that didn‟t have anything to do 

with battle or death. 

The demoness crossed her legs and sighed, then held up her hands, knowing there was 

only one thing that she could do if she wanted such relaxation, and knowing at the same time that 

the chances of it working were slim-to-none… but she decided it was better than nothing as she 

concentrated, a glassy sphere appearing between her hands as dark lightning began to dance back 

and forth inside it almost immediately, and she absently hoped Cindy could catch up to Marina 

before anything bad could happen. 

Meanwhile, Marina herself had vanished from the encampment to a nearby field, and she 

glanced back and forth before slipping through a small copse of trees and stepping out into a 

smaller, prettier area, with a scenic little pond and a small cliff of rock overlooking this. But 

currently the beauty of the place was damaged by the blood and rotten bodies that covered it, and 

the rusted weapons stabbed here and there into the cold earth. Marina slowly stepped towards the 

other unnerving thing about this meadow, the glowing circle of runes she had burnt into the 

ground with her psychic powers, and the demonic soldiers she had caught inside it trembled at 



her approach. She looked over them slowly, then said softly in demonic: “Let‟s not have a repeat 

of last time, alright? I‟m going to break the circle and choose one of you. Then I‟m going to 

complete it again, and you‟re all going to wait quietly until it‟s your turn to be chosen. If you 

run… you all suffer. Understood?” 

The two minotaurs and the huge, draconic demon inside nodded, all of them shuddering 

as they backed away as far as they could from the tall female… and she smiled slowly as she 

whispered: “Good, good. I want you, the one with the broken horn…” 

Her powers flowed through their minds as she stepped on the circle and dragged some 

dirt over the edge of a rune, blotting it and causing the light to fade out from the demon trap… 

and the ten foot tall, one-horned minotaur slowly stepped forwards towards her meekly, bowing 

his head. Marina completed the circle with a glance, her eyes flashing as the part she had blotted 

out immediately fixed itself, and then she turned her gaze to the minotaur as she stepped up to it, 

saying up to him almost-tenderly as she stroked over his huge, masculine chest gently: “Today 

it‟s your turn to please me. We‟re going to play some games, and I‟m going to call you my 

Daddy, and you will call me your daughter and tell me how much you love me… is this all 

understood?” 

“Yes… daughter.” The minotaur murmured, nodding hesitantly, and Marina looked at 

him for a few moments… and he winced before hesitantly hugging her, knowing to squeeze her 

close but not try to hurt her as her powers twisted and danced through his mind: he had seen 

what she had done to those who had defied her, and how they had suffered… 

But now she was smiling up at him brightly, stroking down his thickly-muscled chest as 

she said lovingly: “First, I want to dance, Daddy! Let‟s play and wrestle and dance and frolick… 

won‟t that be fun?” 

“Anything for my daughter.” the minotaur whimpered in a stuttering voice, and Marina 

positively beamed before dragging him around in a circle, and the minotaur began to shudder 

violently even as Marina laughed and dragged him around the meadow. After twenty minutes, 

however, she began to grow distant… and when the minotaur finally broke down, she looked at 

him with disgust before flicking her wrist dismissively and walking away. 

The minotaur grasped his skull, screaming in agony and jerking back and forth as blood 

ran from his eyes, his worst memories, fears, torments driving him insane as he staggered back 

and forth, before he collapsed under his own mental pressure as his mind simply snapped, and he 

lay, gurgling, upon his back as Marina broke the circle once more and looked over them sadly. 

“You‟ve all been so disappointing… all you need to do is smile, and be strong…” 

Her eyes roved to the draconic demon, who she had captured outside the encampment 

and dragged here instead of killing because of his green scales, and thick body, and mayhaps 

even because of the feral, wild look about him as she smiled slowly and glanced over to the 

minotaur, saying softly: “Kill your friend there and then run away. Your life will be spared… 

and I‟m going to make you my Daddy.” 

The draconic demon staggered backwards in fear as Marina jerked a rusted sword out of 

the ground and grinned cruelly… and then his body froze as the minotaur ran around behind her. 

He picked up a battle axe, watching as Marina approached his friend, and the draconic demon 

looked over at him pleadingly… and the minotaur ran towards her with a scream, the axe raised. 

He chopped hard down towards her, and Marina slid to the side almost effortlessly, her 

eyes burning as she stabbed through the minotaur‟s stomach with her sword. He gurgled and 

moaned, and then screamed as Marina twisted the sword and ripped to the side, disemboweling 

him before she slashed viciously back and forth with the sword, laughing cruelly as she tore open 



his chest and ripped her blade through the loincloth he wore. His genitals and several of his ribs 

fell to the ground as he gargled and dropped the axe, and Marina kicked this up to her other hand 

and roared as she chopped it straight down into his skull, splitting it in half and sending the 

minotaur down in a heap as his body began to rot almost immediately, the axe falling free with a 

sick squelch. 

She turned towards the draconic demon as he staggered backwards, his hands raised 

pleadingly; and now she even looked far more like a demon, her muscles bulging out and her 

eyes burning violet with her terrible psychic abilities, one hand clenching tight into her sword 

and a maniacal grin on her features even as she panted through her teeth. She stepped towards 

him, her entire body heaving and her eyes alight not only with power but lust as she said 

roughly: “Oh… oh, Daddy, let me fix you up… and then you‟re gonna be my Daddy, and either 

you fuck me or I‟ll fuck you… come on, just stay still for a moment…” 

For the next ten minutes, the demon screamed in such agony that it eventually attracted 

Cindy‟s attention as she searched the outskirts of the camp… and she walked slowly down into 

the field towards the copse of trees before halting and staring in horror as Marina walked out 

with one of the draconic demons that were usually in the front lines with the minotaurs. He was 

bleeding from countless slashes, and his head hung slightly to one side as tears leaked down only 

half his face, the other half covered in a terrible burn. Marina was all-but-bouncing, and she 

halted as she said up to Cindy lovingly: “Daddy‟s back.” 

“Marina, let him go.” Cindy said quietly, and Marina glared at her, beginning to walk 

past… but Cindy grabbed her shoulder and held her firmly in place, even as the younger girl – 

her sister, her daughter – snarled at her like a monster, and she spoke in a sorrowful, firm voice: 

“Zerrex would never approve of this.” 

Marina slumped: it was the only thing that ever got through to her. She shook her head 

slowly, then let go of the draconic demon… who immediately slumped to the ground, and Cindy 

didn‟t even have to check his body to know he was dying. She sighed quietly as she knelt, taking 

Marina‟s hands and gazing up into her eyes as she whispered: “Look at me… look at me, 

daughter… my little girl…” 

Marina slowly did so, and she murmured: “Mommy… I… you‟re my mommy, that‟s 

right… but I need my Daddy… Daddy saved us all…” 

“Yes, Daddy did…” Cindy said quietly, and she squeezed her child‟s hands gently as the 

life seemed to drain out of the girl in front of him. She sighed softly, looking back and forth 

before gazing up at her with a weak smile. “And Daddy will return. We all know it… we know 

how unstoppable he is. But you can‟t do things like this, because he‟d… he‟d be very upset if he 

found out, and he‟d feel hurt, because it‟s almost… almost like you don‟t believe in him, do you 

understand? Listen to me… listen to me…” 

Cindy looked down, hesitating and not wanting to speak for Cherry, but at the same time 

she thought it would be okay as she looked up at him, murmuring gently: “Whenever it gets too 

much, go to Cherry. Tell her, talk to your big sister, our big sister… and say you need to spend 

some time with Zerrex, and I‟m sure she‟ll be glad to give you an image of your father… to hold 

you in the form of your father… and anything else you need.” she added, not wanting to get into 

Marina‟s lusts as of late. “Talk to your family, Marina. We need to stand by each other and stay 

strong, even without Zerrex to bind us all together. I know we‟re all very different people… but 

goddammit, I love both you and Cherry and I love little Mahihko, too. If we want to get through 

this, we have to stay together.” 



“We‟ll kill Az‟Iriel… and Daddy will return. Zerrex holds us tight together… without 

him we are all incomplete. We are his girls… all who stand between him and us will die.” 

Marina murmured, swaying slowly on the spot and echoing Cindy‟s thoughts, not her words, and 

Cindy shivered at how cold her voice was. Have I… become this? “Yes… but all will be better 

when Father returns…” 

Cindy shook her head quickly, almost terrified by that answer, but Marina shook her head 

quickly and glanced at her with a faint smile, before dropping down to her knees and hugging her 

tightly. She pressed close, murmuring a soft thanks… and then Cindy twitched a bit as one of her 

hands slid to a breast, and Marina‟s breath was hot on her neck as she murmured softly: “We all 

have our needs, Cindy… you‟ve never told Zerrex how scared you are of the power inside you, 

the darkness, the lusts you rarely get… but the floodgates have opened, haven‟t they?” 

“Marina, get off me.” Cindy‟s voice was husky as she tried to shrug her daughter off, but 

Marina clung to her tightly, and Cindy felt weak… and it wasn‟t just because of the ache in her 

loins, or the feeling of Marina‟s fingers crawling through her head, or the stress on her body… 

God, no, this is… this is not arousing, I… “Marina… please get off…” 

“I could get you off.” Marina said in an almost-musing voice, as if considering whether 

to buy apples or oranges at the supermarket. “You have so many suppressed urges… you‟re 

stronger than Daddy in some ways, but you‟re also filled with uncertainty, no matter how 

intelligent you are… I love how you love me… do you remember that night we slept together, 

Mother? Do you remember when we dressed up for Daddy‟s birthday, when we were his little 

whores, and how right it felt in your mind?” 

“Marina!” Cindy finally shook herself free, but at the entertained, lustful look on 

Marina‟s face, she knew that Marina had let her get loose, just to tease her. She quickly stood up, 

and then Marina grabbed her leg and licked slowly over her crotch, and Cindy shuddered, 

freezing in shock before groaning and arching her back, shoving at Marina‟s head and trying to 

shake her loose as Marina nuzzled into her crotch with a hot groan. “Stop it! What the hell is 

wrong with you?” 

Her daughter laughed quietly, and then slowly stood… and she smiled as she grasped 

Cindy‟s waist, gazing into her eyes and slowly leaning forwards to kiss her gently… and Cindy 

didn‟t know what to do, only staring as Marina‟s tongue invaded her muzzle, twisted around hers 

and searched along her teeth before slowly retreating as her mouth pulled away, and she 

murmured softly: “Don‟t you know what I am? I‟m chaos without a leash. Daddy is the only one 

I bow to, and without him…” 

Marina looked into Cindy‟s eyes, and the female saw an image of Marina cradling the 

entire planet in her arms against her naked stomach, her breasts pressing gently against it… but 

the whole world was cracked and ashen black, with red lava instead of blue oceans… and the 

giant, omnipotent Marina looked slowly up, and Cindy could only stare and tremble as that 

image became her reality for a moment, staring as she floated in space and Marina opened her 

muzzle, a long, black snake twisting out of her jaws instead of a tongue and encircling the 

world… before it shattered into two pieces, and Cindy fell over as she was brought back to 

reality. 

Trembles rolled up and down her entire body, and she stared up in terror at Marina as she 

looked coldly back down at her, tilting her muzzle slowly upwards, and for a moment Cindy saw 

not Zerrex, but Narrius in that cruel look. “I‟ll make the whole world my playtoy. I will kill 

whoever I want. I will love whoever I want. I will annihilate whatever I wish if it so pleases 

me… I am chaos. The world is filled with sickness and evil, and it deserves nothing more than 



destruction, anyway… so I will rip it apart, piece-by-piece, and otherwise live for the one person 

who saved me from the world…” 

“That was Narrius, and you‟re becoming just like him!” Cindy shouted, and Marina‟s 

eyes widened in shock… and then Cindy was being crushed slowly back into the hill, the ground 

twisting and tearing like living flesh beneath her as she tried to scream in agony, but her muzzle 

was sealed shut, and all she could do was give a muffled groan as her arms and legs spasmed 

weakly, her entire body slowly being squished by a lethal psychic grip. 

“I am nothing like him!” Marina snarled furiously, and then she made a quick jerking 

motion, and Cindy flew bonelessly free from the hill to crash onto her face and roll several times, 

slumping against the ground as Marina walked over to her and then kicked her hard in the 

stomach, knocking her flat as she let out a gasp of pain, clenching her eyes shut as tears leaked 

from them: but worse than the pain was her broken heart as she looked up at Marina 

despairingly. “He was a false god! He didn‟t have the power to rule… I have the power to bring 

destruction wherever I desire, and to build for my father a beautiful world all his own to rule, to 

play with, and he will love me above all!” 

Marina‟s voice rose in a shout as she raised her arms to the sky, her hands clenched into 

fists and her eyes burning as she gazed up into the twilight… and then she smiled coldly and 

lowered her arms, saying softly: “You live on because Daddy loves you, Cindy. And if Daddy 

loves you, I love you. But don‟t forget that he loves you the least…” Marina‟s smile bridged into 

a cruel grin at the pain in Cindy‟s eyes. “You‟re just some smart bitch who doesn‟t even get to 

suck his cock unless it‟s a special occasion… even Mahihko gets more than you…” 

“Sex isn‟t love…” Cindy whispered, and she forced herself to her feet as Marina snorted 

and looked away, before the female grasped her side and grunted, then said quietly: “The world 

is cruel, and God is cruel, and Hell is cruel… but Marina, the world isn‟t Narrius… it was 

Narrius who hurt you, who-” 

“No one ever helped me other than Daddy… you and Cherry failed to help me, despite all 

your promises. I‟ll only put my faith in Daddy…” Marina said angrily, turning away and walking 

quickly up the hill, before she halted and looked over her shoulder, saying coldly: “But I think 

I‟ll make you my toy for the next while, Cindy. I‟ll show you what „love‟ and „hate‟ really are. 

I‟ll make you act out all your fantasies… but it will be for my amusement. Get your ugly ass up, 

it‟s almost time for the meeting, you stupid wannabe whore.” 

Marina turned away and walked into the camp, scowling and looking back and forth, 

before she spotted Mahihko and immediately walked over to him. Mahihko shrank back with a 

whimper at the darkness in Marina‟s eyes, before she paused and stroked his face gently. “Aren‟t 

you a cute little boy?” 

With that, she turned and made her way down towards her tent, leaving Mahihko staring 

after her in puzzlement. She paused as she halted at the entrance, then opened it and stared at two 

minotaurs, both of them grinning and naked as one of them said: “Hey, we‟ve still got some 

spare time before the meeting, so we thought we‟d surprise you, since last time you enjoyed us… 

bitch.” 

Marina smiled as her eyes narrowed coldly… and a moment later both minotaurs 

staggered outside, still naked, before one of them fell over and vomited blood and the other 

bowled over several tents and fell in an unconscious heap, causing a minor uproar in the 

encampment. Meanwhile, Marina was busily packing up her things to load into the transport and 

sorting out the other gear she wanted to wear and carry on her person. 



She gripped her head for a moment with a grunt as her powers flickered over her body, 

and something inside her tormented soul seemed to recede, allowing her to take a slow breath. 

The female shook her head quietly and murmured: “Gods, I‟m so out of it lately… what was I 

just doing…” 

She shook her head again, then made a face and carefully began to sort through things. 

She attributed it to stress, and the nightmares she‟d been having… nightmares she wouldn‟t tell 

anyone about, mostly because they scared her… and because she honestly hoped it wasn‟t yet 

another manifestation of her psychic abilities. Despite everything she‟d shown in battle over the 

last few months, she could feel new things unlocking and awakening in her all the time, and it 

terrified even her. 

Marina had never told anyone but her father about everything that Narrius had put her 

through, about the training, the servitude, the humiliations, and the experimentations. And after 

being bathed in the dark energy so long ago now in the Northlands, she knew that something 

strange had begun to happen, but had never spoken of it; she‟d thought all of them were 

experiencing it, after all. 

But now look where they were: Zerrex had died, Cherry had become a demon while still 

mortal, Mahihko sometimes became bloodthirsty and Cindy seemed barely affected at all… 

while she knew what she was becoming: a monster. She shivered a bit at the thought of what she 

had just done, thought about apologizing, but then only hung her head in shame. No… no, they 

all hate me enough as it is… and they should, I hurt them all, I‟m useless, I‟m weak, I‟m nothing 

like my Daddy… I need Daddy to punish me, hurt me, beat me, kill me… but none of them ever 

could, because only Daddy can overpower me… the darkness in me only listens to Zerrex… 

Marina shook her head slowly, and then she shook her head again, breathing softly and 

murmuring: “Those with great power are destined to a terrible fate… those who abuse great 

power are destined to a torment far worse.” She paused, then closed her eyes, looking into a 

mental mirror at herself, and hating what she saw… both inside and out. “I‟m ugly… I don‟t 

have the muscular power of Cherry or the slim physique of Cindy… look at me…” 

She rubbed her hands slowly over her taunt abdominals, then slowly over her fair-sized 

breasts and finally down her smooth, toned arms… and then she made a face of disgust and 

trembled a bit, slamming her hands down into the small wooden table she‟d dragged into here 

from one of the huts, cracking it apart and sending up a puff of dust over the duffel bag she was 

packing with her clothes and gear. She cursed under her breath, then turned away and hugged 

herself tightly, murmuring softly: “I am incomplete…” 

She moved on autopilot as she thought of all the times she had been looked at with 

disgust, with fear, with hatred… for her lusts, her power, and the body she had which she found 

hideous. The only good thing about it was the long scar that her father had inflicted on her during 

training, because she‟d leaned into his blade… nothing was ever her father‟s fault, in her 

opinion, but she had been reckless and careless. She was as foolish as she was ugly… and the 

female closed her eyes as she clenched her hands into fists, before they opened slowly and slid 

towards Cherry‟s tent, licking her muzzle slowly. “I wonder if I could become like her as a 

demon… and hide my real body with a much more beautiful one… damn Cherry, she has 

everything and I‟m only an unchained monster…” 

The female shook her head after a moment, before she could wander into that dark fog 

inside her soul, and she checked over her body: a gun holstered just above her tail, a pair of 

straight katanas like her father had used to use on her hips, and a pack on one leg with various 

tools for tasks she couldn‟t perform with her psychic abilities alone. 



Most of her stuff had been packed up, and she quickly cleared the rest away and stuffed it 

wherever it would fit, muttering under her breath to herself without even realizing it before 

tossing the bags outside of the tent, where they would later be picked up by a squad of soldiers 

that was already going around. Marina was on watch duty, meaning she at least didn‟t have to 

fold up her own tent… but it also meant a long, boring job sitting beside a gunner inside an 

enlarged turret in the „Ogre,‟ the war vehicle that headed the pack. 

Marina walked down the path towards a square that had already been cleared out, most of 

the troops lined up: just under three hundred troops had never looked so small with those cities in 

the distance, but they had done well so far. As long as they stayed at range, they could blow 

away most of the soldier demons that were used to close combat… and even the mages fell 

quickly to only a few bullets. Cherry was surprised by how fast the demons fell, but she had 

never realized one important difference between most demons and herself: she was a mortal 

who‟d become a demon without going through the nasty path of dying, and that had made an 

enormous difference in her strength and abilities. This had been explained to her by one of the 

Sisters before they‟d left Hez‟Ranna… and they had continued to call her their “Eldest Sister” 

for some reason. 

Marina hated it. She hated that she was just a tool to the army, put in the front lines to 

keep everyone safe, while Cindy worked on planning and organization with the other 

Commanders, and Cherry had an entire demonic family that she was just beginning to find out 

about. Even Mahihko was adored by Cindy and grudgingly-loved by Cherry… and all she had, 

on the other hand, was her father, who was currently down in Hell, alone for… too many years 

now, but she was terrified to do the math. And he‟s probably forgotten about me… he doesn‟t 

need me… I need my Daddy… I need to be loved… 

She shook her head violently, trying to clear those thoughts away, and instead tried to 

focus on the present, walking towards the back of the open square as Cyllos nodded to Meyer, 

who tapped a button on the visor he wore and then spoke in an amplified voice through the 

speakers on the Lunis light battle tank behind him: “Soldiers, gather up and fall in… don‟t be 

formal, but listen close!” 

Cherry, standing off to the side with the demons, immediately translated, and Marina 

envied how she had been put in charge of the demons… and even little Mahihko had a place of 

importance and belonging, sitting over there with the special sniper unit and outfitted with the 

best gear available. Meanwhile, here she was… floating around at the back of the group, because 

she was „too dangerous,‟ and „too unpredictable,‟ and „too cruel…‟ What do they know… I‟ll 

show them cruel… 

She grinned to herself, and a soldier glanced over his shoulder before moving away, 

unsettled, and Marina‟s eyes flashed. Before she could do anything, however, her attention was 

drawn back to the gazelle‟s voice, and she bitterly decided to just listen for now as she crossed 

her arms and wished for her father. All the things I have to tell him… goddamn you, Cherry, 

learn that fucking dimensional portal… how hard can it be… “I only want to say a few words to 

you all. Good luck, godspeed, and let‟s kick some demon ass, people. You all know what to do, 

and now‟s the time to do it.” 

Cyllos muttered something to the gazelle as soldiers saluted and let out various sounds of 

approval and worry, and then the Dragokkaren sighed as Meyer merely shrugged and smiled 

slightly, climbing up into his tank and slipping into the hatch, followed by several members of 

the crew who had been sitting on top of it. The tank‟s hatch slid smoothly closed as it began to 



gear up, and the Dragokkaren rolled his eyes and shouted something in Hez‟Rannan, motioning 

for the soldiers to get moving in his usual fastidious manner. 

Marina sighed, then sulkily moved along with them towards the Ogre, her arms crossed 

as most of the soldiers gave her a wide berth, and she glared angrily at the ground as she 

murmured to herself: “Give me a reason. Give me one fucking reason, and I‟ll do it… I‟ll kill 

them all and dive into the bowels of Hell myself for you, Zerrex…”  

She glanced over the massive vehicle as she approached it, but it never impressed her 

despite being a fusion of demonic and mortal technologies: not exactly a tank but instead what 

they called a „Heavy Forwards Assault Vehicle,‟ it was composed of a front section on two 

massive tracks, and then a wider rear section with a total of eight spiked steel wheels on each 

side. It gave it a very-distinct T-shape, the front of which was protected by massive, bladed 

plows that could churn up cement as easily as they could shove cars or any other debris out of 

the way, and the machine was so heavy and thickly-armored that most mines wouldn‟t cause 

more than a dull thud on the bottom of the vehicle. Furthermore, the tracks could be replaced at 

any time or pulled off and the vehicle moved on just wheels, and the forwards section could be 

pulled back under the massive rear section if necessary for added protection. Because of this, 

Marina had suggested calling it the turtle, but everyone had just looked at her like she was 

stupid, and she gave a sulky look at the top of the machine. This is dumb. 

She walked around the back of the vehicle, then pulled herself quickly up the ladder and 

stepped out onto the flat top of the huge war machine, walking over to one of the five heavy-

machinegun-armed turrets and sitting down in it, looking morbidly back and forth as she rested 

her butt on the small seat in the side of the turret. Now some bulky soldier would be placed here 

with her, and if a fight started up, her job was to protect the black-and-silver armored machine 

from taking too many hits by creating a one-way psychic shield around the vehicle. As if that 

was an easy task to do for a war machine that was over seventy feet long and probably thirty-five 

feet high at the tallest section in the back. 

The rest of the cordon was already falling into line behind them as soldiers rushed back 

and forth through the camp, tearing down tents and either rolling them up or discarding them: 

either way, this would be their last major effort in this area, and if they failed, they would be 

forced to retreat more than a hundred miles to the east, across the border and into Palan. But not 

us… we break up with the pack after we reach State Highway 73, and then we‟ll take our own 

transport to Faith River. And if the soldiers fail before we can reach the Black Hole, then we 

have no exit strategy… this idea is stupid… we shouldn‟t close the rift, we should go through it 

and rip out the insides of Az‟Iriel‟s troops… 

She dropped her head on one hand, then glanced to the side irritably as the soldier 

manning the turrent stepped down into the shallow well in the top of the vehicle… and she 

blinked after a moment in surprise. “Cindy? I thought…” She paused, glancing through the 

female‟s mind with her powers, and she sensed defiance and concern before she looked moodily 

over the female. “I‟m not a moron. You don‟t have to keep me on such a tight leash.” 

“There‟s lots of things you don‟t have to do, either, that you end up doing anyway.” 

Cindy replied calmly, as she flicked on the manual control systems for the gun and steered it 

carefully back and forth. The aiming system just above the gun‟s twin handles spat static at her, 

and Cindy hammered it with the side of her hand; it sparked, then turned green and began to spit 

out all sorts of information while displaying the area in front of her and a simple aiming cursor. 

“I thought you‟d still prefer me over a grunt, either way.” 



Marina didn‟t answer, looking down sulkily instead, and after a moment Cindy looked 

over to her and sighed, sitting down on the other small side-seat quietly and gazing at her softly 

as she adjusted the massive blade on her back. “Marina, don‟t be like this. We need to work 

together to properly pull off the fight ahead… so let‟s strive forwards and fight together, not with 

each other, huh? I hate it when we argue, I do… and I know you‟re just trying to help, much as 

you say and act otherwise sometimes. But we have to do this… Zerrex has his own battles 

wherever he is, just as we have our own here.” 

Marina only looked at the floor quietly, and Cindy sighed after a few moments, realizing 

it was useless for now and instead deciding to let her words sink in over just reiterating herself 

uselessly until Marina snapped at her. She brought up the technical data for the aiming system, 

then gave it a glance over to check the weapon‟s accuracy, absently adjusting the screen at the 

same time so she could better see it – she had learned the hard way not to try peering over the 

metal half-dome surrounding the machinegun – then blinked and looked up when Marina hugged 

her quietly from the back.  

She touched her hand gently, closing her eyes as Marina clung on to her for a few 

moments before stepping silently back and sitting back down, and Cindy sat down herself after a 

moment as other soldiers began to climb up to their own turrets on the top of the enormous war 

machine. The two looked at each other quietly as soldiers took their places and a cordon of 

transports lined up behind the gargantuan war machine, and eventually Marina looked down, but 

despite the rumble of the machines and vehicles, everything was silent. 

 

Their journey was uneventful, but they were put slightly-behind schedule by a wide, deep 

trench the demons had torn through the highway, and they‟d wasted half an hour trying to guide 

the Ogre safely around this, but it had meant going down a steep embankment impossible for any 

of the other vehicles. With the Ogre‟s weight, spiked wheels, and tow system, however, they‟d 

managed to do it without crashing the gigantic supertank. 

The others had been able to cross the gap using extending bridges set up by the 

engineering crews, but the Ogre was simply too heavy and bulky for the few narrow bridges they 

had. Afterwards, these had been refolded, and the Ogre had taken the first ramp it could back up 

to rejoin their highway and retake its position as the forwards guard, allowing their two Lunis 

tanks to withdraw back to the rear of the pack.  

The highway was mostly empty: there were no car pileups and only a few wrecks on the 

sides of the road, but this was because the demons had either dragged the vehicles off to put 

them to other uses, or the people in the cluster of cities ahead simply hadn‟t had enough time to 

evacuate. Either way, it didn‟t really matter: it meant there were more wrecks in the cities, which 

often made for all sorts of traps and barricades built up by the demons in preparation of their 

arrival. They weren‟t exactly moving inconspicuously, after all… and even with Cherry doing 

routine flying patrols every hour, she couldn‟t take down every aerial spy that Az‟Iriel sent in to 

see what they were doing. 

Marina glanced up as they halted at a large intersection, looking back and forth before 

pausing as she noted the bridge to their side: just a small, one-way thing leading to another 

highway overtop a narrower road and a burbling river… but it was their staging point. Someone 

– likely Cyllos – called for a full halt, and the Ogre‟s rear cargo door opened up, the 

Dragokkaren and several of his war-painted Enforcers walking out as he looked back and forth, 

saying briskly into his headset: “Everyone, take five. Soldiers, exchange your positions with the 

combat-trained drivers and wake up everyone who‟s taking a last nap. Finish your meals and 



shake off your dicks, we‟re two hours away from the strike point. Cindy, I need to see you and 

your attack team immediately.” 

Cindy motioned for Marina to follow, and the two quickly made their way down the 

ladder to the Dragokkaren as Cherry and Mahihko approached from one of the medium-armored 

transports near the front. The four clustered around Cyllos as he waved away the Enforcers, and 

he held a small, cloth-wrapped plastic tube up, saying mildly: “These are the latest satellite 

images of Faith River, composed onto a digital map readout. Everything neatly sectored and 

sectioned for you, in other words, with areas of active interest marked on the map. Since most of 

the demons have a ten-degree higher body temperature than mortals, we‟ve also been able to 

mark out which are which camps, although your information on where the survivors were likely 

entrenched was surprisingly-accurate, Lieutenant-Commander.” 

“Call it a lucky guess.” Cindy smiled faintly as Cyllos tucked this into a black backpack 

he held in his other hand, and she handed this over to Marina, who looked sour at being used as 

the team mule before Cindy asked quietly: “Can you spare me a DE450?” 

“Nope.” A slight smile twitched at Cyllos muzzle before he half bowed and motioned to 

the right as a heavily-armored transport with spiked wheels and a large plow-blade-slash-

protective-shield of clear metal pulled up, all the windows of the monstrous-looking machine 

looking much the same. “You‟ll have to make due with the equipment I‟ve provided for you on 

this remnant of the old war.” 

“Cyllos, that‟s a Grim Hearse!” Cindy argued with a wince, although Cherry was 

grinning stupidly at the prospect of driving this as a Dragokkaren Enforcer jumped down from 

the terrible machine and saluted to them before running off. “It‟s your strongest transport, I 

can‟t-” 

“It‟s powered by the Stage II Energy Cells with a reserve of chemical fuel, and the 

armor‟s been specially-reinforced so that it‟ll resist anything but a five-one rail.” Cyllos said 

mildly, ignoring her completely as Cherry whistled loudly at this. Anything but a rail travelling 

at a velocity of five hundred kilometers over a single second. Yeah, I‟m keeping this. “The 

armament‟s not as good as it could have been, but it should prove serviceable nonetheless… 

you‟ve got a gatling gun on either side with five thousand rounds each and a grenade launcher on 

the right with twenty rounds, but we replaced the other one with a flamethrower. You might want 

to think twice about using it, though, since it runs off the same chemical fuel as the Hearse… so 

you could just as easily pull off the fuel tank and pour it into your reserve. And there‟s a few 

surprises for you in the back. Just remember the damn thing is heavy.” 

Cherry snorted at this, grinning slightly and patting Cyllos firmly on the bicep. “You 

rock. Remind me to thank you personally when we get back.” She leered at him, then waltzed 

over to the cabin, pulling Mahihko behind her and giving the little wolf a boost up through the 

open driver‟s door so he could scramble over to the passenger‟s seat. “Dude, it‟s got a radio! 

Finally I can listen to some fuckin‟ tunes!” 

Cindy sighed and slumped as Marina walked quickly around to the back of the transport, 

and she finally gave a faint smile up to Cyllos and exchanged a quick hug with him, muttering: 

“You‟re a good friend. Take care of yourself and watch your back out there, I don‟t want to see 

you dying on me.” 

“Wimps like me end up staying at the back of the lines. Just take care of yourself.” Cyllos 

replied gently, patting her cheek lightly, before he added quietly: “Thank you for everything, 

Miss Cindy. I realize this couldn‟t have been hard for you, walking around constantly reminded 

of your uncle by the Dragokkaren clones still in service, me included… and with your father…” 



He broke off, and she only nodded a bit before stepping back, and the two half-bowed 

before she made her way around the back of the transport, where Marina was sorting through the 

gear Cyllos had left for them. Guns, grenades, other explosives both inert and unstable… it was a 

war chest designed to work in every possible situation. Cindy shook her head with a faint smile 

as she hopped up into the open back of the vehicle, before pulling up the gate and locking it in 

place, then jerking down the security shutter behind this to snap it down and lock it into the floor. 

And enough armor to withstand anything the demons can throw at us… it‟s terrifying… 

She shook her head slowly as she sat down on one of the metal benches: it was 

comfortably-large enough to seat at least sixteen people on top of everything else, even with a lot 

of space taken up by the gear they‟d been supplied with as Cherry twisted away and roared along 

the bridge… and she glanced back through the small window in the wall between compartments, 

asking in a much-more serious voice: “Hey, Cindy, we good to go? I mean, it looks like we have 

enough shit there to fight a war… but on the other hand, we actually are fighting a war, and 

although we can like, just plow through the demons… eventually they‟ll drown us in numbers, 

even in this baby. Plus, you know, if we run into a Gigataur…” 

Cindy nodded, then she glanced over to the rocket launcher strapped into a weapons rack. 

“I think we‟ll be able to take it down, for some reason… but what about up there? Is there a GPS 

or do you need me to pass up the digital map?” 

“Nah, it looks like the same damn thing is built into here, although I‟m seeing what look 

like demon tollbooths stationed just outside the city.” Cherry replied, frowning a bit and pressing 

a button under the small monitor built into the center console, only taking the occasional glance 

at the empty road ahead of them. “Yeah. I don‟t like it, in any case. It looks like bad news… 

although this safehouse place ain‟t too far into the city, either, so maybe mortals took it over…” 

The demoness made a face before shaking her head slowly. “You know, to be honest, all 

this demonic warfare shit is getting retarded. I dunno who‟s on what side anymore, I don‟t even 

know if we‟re really fighting the good fight, I just know that like… the Boss is downstairs and 

we‟re in the middle floor apartment in a fight with our neighbors. This shit is just… ridiculous.” 

She looked lame for a moment, then mumbled and lowered her head a bit as she looked out the 

front window. “I can‟t believe I‟m the one saying this, but maybe we should pull out of this 

war… I mean, complete this mission, stop Az‟Iriel from invading Lailland… then put all our 

efforts into opening a portal to Hell. For some reason, I‟m real worried about Zerrex… I just… I 

just got this bad feeling, you get it?” 

“Yeah…” Cindy murmured quietly, shaking her head slowly and glancing over to 

Marina, who was silently staring at the floor. “Either way we have to go back to Ire after this… 

the entire place is in turmoil, and if Az‟Iriel isn‟t here, he‟s there.” 

“Yeah…” Cherry looked down a bit, then glanced back up with a sigh, frowning a bit. 

But… I don‟t know. You didn‟t see that son of a bitch, or the way Zerrex fought him… they were 

evenly-matched, but only because the Warlord was leading him into a trap. And what if that 

crazy Se- Cleo bitch is working for him? Goddammit, there it goes again. “Alright, well… we‟ll 

have the boat ride home to figure things out, either way.” 

She shook her head slowly as they drove onwards in silence for almost an hour, Mahihko 

staring out the side window and looking dejected, Cindy forcing herself to try and think on what 

would be best for her father and the group, not just her own desires, and Marina silent and 

unknowable. It wouldn‟t be a surprise to the others to know she was thinking about her father… 

but it might have disturbed them if they had known what she was thinking of. 



Not sex, not memories, not even bringing him out of Hell… but what if she went down to 

Hell to join him? They would be together, and she would show her total devotion by dying for 

him… and by taking down as many others to Hell as possible, of course. If Cherry had survived 

and changed, if Zerrex was actually growing stronger and prospering… what was to stop the 

same from happening with her? I am my father‟s daughter too… I am strong, and I am tough, 

and I am just as cruel when I want to be… 

Before she could get too deep into these thoughts, however, Cherry was slowing the Grim 

Hearse and pulling to the side of the road, before she leaned back through the window and asked 

her youngest sister: “Hey, Marina, you got a pair of binoculars or whatever back there? Even one 

of those visor thingies would do, I guess.” 

Marina glanced back and forth, then rose her hand as she spotted a rucksack marked 

simply „Miscellanious‟ in the far corner, and it floated over to her hand. She dug in this, and was 

rewarded with an old-fashioned pair of black binoculars, and Cherry gave a sigh of relief. 

“Awesome, cause technology tends to fart around me a lot now. Thanks. And wake Cindy up, 

will you? I might need her to get ready to do the grenade thing in a moment.” 

Cindy touched the battle-worn grenade-shotgun on her hip, making a face as she looked 

up at Cherry and began: “I‟m awake…” A pause as she stood up and walked over to the window, 

but the demoness had already slipped out the passenger door, and she sighed before rubbing at 

her forehead slowly. “She never changes…” 

Cherry, meanwhile, was shifting the colors of her body as she ran in a low crouch, 

compressing her form down as small as she could at the same time to leave her looking like some 

weird, gangly, androgynous chameleon. She was almost invisible on the side of the road as she 

charged forwards, holding the binoculars against her stomach before checking the angle of the 

sun to do her best to avoid a flash off the binoculars, and she rose these a moment later to check 

what was ahead. 

Metal golems rustily patrolled back and forth, their bodies made from car parts and 

everything else the demons could get their hands on, and both of them had long, deadly blades in 

the place of their hands and brightly-glowing demonic crystals on their chests – their power 

source and their only vulnerability. The demons had also set up a gate made out of bones, and 

likely covered in fortification runes… and Cherry grinned mischeviously, wondering if it would 

stand up to the Grim Hearse. 

She couldn‟t see too many actual demons, however: there was some sort of ugly-looking, 

quickly-set up guard hut, but it was windowless and didn‟t look like it could hold a lot, even if 

magically-enlarged… and on the other side, the draconic demon standing guard looked utterly 

miserable. He had a rifle on his shoulder, but he was holding it by the barrel… and otherwise he 

had on some rusty armor where only Az‟Iriel‟s coat of arms was left clearly visible. Nothing like 

the other cities… Az‟Iriel must be concentrating his troops around the Black Hole here instead 

of trying to spread them out to bar off the city. I guess he must have finally realized after we 

ripped through so many that mortal cities aren‟t as well-structured as the metropolises in Hell… 

which makes „em real big vulnerabilities when you got a bird‟s eye view. 

Cherry tossed the binoculars aside, then turned and headed quickly back for the Grim 

Hearse, her body returning to its normal demonic form before she leapt back into the driver‟s 

seat and slammed the door, grinning over her shoulder to Cindy and Marina, who both paled at 

that homicidal look. “Buckle up, kids!” 

“Cherry, wait, what are you doing?” Cindy asked sharply, but Cherry only cackled and 

gunned the engine, making it roar before she shot out onto the road, and Cindy and Marina both 



fell backwards as weapons skidded around them, Cindy shouting miserably: “Cherry, there‟s 

cases of Blue-5 back here, if one of those glass balls crack-” 

“Just don‟t open the metal cases they‟re in, you‟ll be fine!” Cherry replied gleefully, for a 

moment back to her old self as the golems both stalked out into the road, and the draconic guard 

ducked behind his metal booth, covering his head as the bone gate began to glow white… and 

then she crashed through both of the golems, one of them flying off to the side to smash into the 

hut in chunks of steel, and the other rolling over the metal plow to hurl up straight above them. A 

moment later, they rammed into the gate, and there was a grinding screech before white lighting 

shot around the Hearse as bones turned to dust at the power of their impact, and the Grim Hearse 

slowed but continued to roll forwards as the rear of the heavy vehicle skidded back and forth, 

knocking broken down cars and the few curious demons that had wandered out of their patrols to 

see what was approaching aside like dominoes. 

“Yeehaw, motherfuckers!” Cherry shouted, pumping a fist in the air as they twisted 

around a bend and proceeded to ram through a crowd of zombies, dead bodies hammering 

against the plow blade and body parts flying in all directions like a rotten hail as Cherry cackled 

and the other members of the family hid, Cindy expecting to be blown to pieces at any moment. 

“Come and get some!” 

She twisted around another corner, then her eyes bulged as she spun the wheel around 

and stared in horror at a dead end straight ahead of them as the Grim Hearse screeched to a halt a 

moment before ramming into the wall of cars, dead bodies, and fallen buildings, howling: 

“Cindy, rocket launcher! Now would be a great time for the fucking rocket launcher!” 

Cindy looked up dazedly, then pushed up the shutter before staring in horror at the 

Gigataur storming towards them, surrounded by a herd of armored minotaurs. She cursed, 

attempting to wrestle the rocket launcher free of its locks as Marina jackknifed over the short 

gate to land on the cracked, narrow road of the city, walking forwards a few steps before taking a 

deep breath. 

She leaned forwards and opened her maw, and intese cold hissed out in a white and blue 

smoke, freezing everying it touched as she strafed it back and forth, minotaurs screaming and 

howling as the Gigataur stomped heedlessly forwards into the mist before Marina coughed and 

fell forwards, her muzzle covered in flakes of snow, grasping at her throat with a hiss of pain. 

The Gigataur, however, was halted as one of its legs froze in the fog, wrestling at it 

before stepping forwards… and its frozen leg simply tore off, the huge creature howling in agony 

and dropping the hammer it was carrying, crushing countless frozen minotaurs beneath it before 

it fell heavily into the vanishing mist and screamed as its other leg was now ripped off, leaving 

only two bare stumps. It stared in horror at Marina as she looked back into its eyes, and then she 

rasped in demonic: “Where is Az‟Iriel?” 

Mental hooks tore into the Gigataur‟s mind, and it screamed again in agony, hands 

hammering into the cement as tears of blood leaked down its face, Cindy slowly walking to the 

edge of the transport to stare in horrified amazement as Cherry and Mahihko leaned out their 

doors, also staring in shock as the Gigataur slowly slumped and whispered: “The Warlord isn‟t 

here… he‟s… he‟s somewhere in Ire… I… I don‟t know where, please don‟t hurt me 

anymore…” 

Marina snarled, and then she asked roughly: “Then tell me who heads this city and the 

troop count, and the defenses around the Black Hole!” 

“I don‟t know!” the Gigataur said miserably, and then it shrieked in pain and grasped its 

head, jittering violently as several of the minotaurs who had only been partially-frozen stared in 



terror. “Please, no, no! It hurts, it hurts! Ezekiel, Lieutenant Ezekiel, he‟s in charge of the city, I 

don‟t know anything else, I was just stationed here to provde support for the main gates, I… 

please stop, stop!” 

It screamed a final time, and then it spasmed once before crashing silently to the ground 

as its eyes rolled slowly up in its head, and Marina grinned callously, whispering: “Sleep for 

now. When you awaken, I promise everything will be worse…” She paused, looking back at 

Cindy and adding coldly: “Let‟s move out of here.” 

“Mahihko, kill it.” Cherry said quietly, and Marina snarled a bit as she heard these words 

before holding her hand out as she heard Mahihko cock his gun, and a moment the wolf‟s bullet 

halted in midair, Marina reaching up and catching it before it fell even as the bang of the weapon 

filled the air. She tossed it to the ground, and Cherry said loudly around the transport: “Marina, 

he‟ll compromise us. And he deserves to be put out of his misery.”  

“He deserves nothing.” Marina said hatefully, and she leapt quickly up into the transport, 

almost knocking Cindy over as Mahihko and Cherry exchanged a look in the front compartment, 

and Cherry sighed softly and shook her head slowly, sliding back into the driver‟s seat and 

slamming her door. Mahihko quietly climbed back inside himself, slipping his rifle back into 

place on his back before he closed his door tight as well. We‟re screwed either way… Marina 

always gets what she wants, no matter what it takes… 

They carefully backed up, then Cherry drove in a careful U-turn in the cramped road and 

she headed past the Gigataur, giving it a sorrowful look as they passed and heading quickly 

along the street, swaying back and forth around the debris and mostly-ignoring the demons they 

passed. The demons didn‟t know what to do about the massive vehicle that passed them, only a 

few trying to attack but letting up after only one or two useless strikes against the machine. 

As Cherry looked back and forth, she realized what was confusing them: both her own 

appearance and the fact there were so few of them and not a standard military attack team. They 

had been prepped on what to do if they saw a military unit… but these demons, these outlayers 

in their miserable gear, apparently provided with little information, had no desire to fight and kill 

what they probably thought was just a band of survivors attempting to wend their way towards a 

rumored shelter in the city. They must be conscripts or drafted soldiers… given no choice but to 

serve Az‟Iriel, or perhaps „won over‟ in that sick game of „war‟ they play in Hell… 

She shook her head slowly as they rolled onwards, driving a bit more carefully now and 

turning down a side street as she followed the map a bit more closely… and the only incident 

occurred a street away from the shelter. She frowned as they came to a line of metal golems in 

the street, with a gnarled, ancient-looking demon standing in front of the lineup in a long green 

robe, one hand behind his back as he rose the other. He had round black eyes, but no mouth and 

an otherwise featureless face… but Cherry and the others heard his voice clearly in their heads, 

Marina‟s expression darkening at the feeling of another psychic as he asked quietly: State your 

name and intent. And you there, Dius, what are you doing, travelling with mortals? This goes 

strictly against the orders of Prince Az‟Iriel. 

“I‟m just helping out… call me Satan‟s Little Helper.” Cherry smiled slightly, tilting her 

head as she shrugged a bit and noted the demons standing with bows on the rooftops. Wonderful. 

“I‟m an escapee from Hell. Not sure I should be saying that, but hey, what are you gonna do, 

right? I mean, shit, I was sick of all this nonsense… so I just wanna bring these poor chumps to 

that rumored refuge.” 

The demon looked over them slowly, then snapped his fingers, and eight portals 

appeared, a golem stepping through each of these to completely surround their vehicle as he said 



softly: I‟m afraid I can‟t allow you to do that, Dius. I need to bring you before Lord Ezekiel so 

you can pledge fealty to Az‟Iriel or be slain… and I‟m confiscating this vehicle and taking these 

mortals prisoner. I recommend you comply. 

Marina smiled slowly, and then she murmured softly: “Only a fool takes his enemy at 

face value; the wise warrior will look beneath his enemy‟s mask.” 

The demon tilted his head, his black eyes narrowing a bit… and then he grasped his head 

as Cherry winced and cursed under her breath at the psychic static that filled the air. The golems 

all stuttered at the same time as their master fell to his knees in agony, and Cherry took the 

moment to kick the door open and leap out as she snapped her chain whip off her waist, 

immediately lashing it into the glowing gemstone on the chest of the nearest. 

It shattered, and the golem crumbled away into chunks of worthless steel as she snapped 

a .52 handgun free from a holster to blast apart two more crystals, sending golems crashing down 

into worthless piles of scrap before the rest charged towards her. She cackled and led them away 

from the heavy transport as the rear door opened, and Cindy pulled her enormous sword off her 

back before she simply chopped one of the golems in half with a single slice, cutting through 

steel as easy as she would butter.  

Cherry paused for a moment to admire her prodigious strength, and then an arrow shot 

into her arm and she let out a shout of frustration and embarrassment more than anything else. 

With Marina‟s psychic interference running, her precognition was jammed, making her feel 

horribly vulnerable… and she cursed as soldiers began to storm down the street towards her, 

including another pair of golems. “Marina, hurry the hell up!” 

Marina strode almost idly around the Death Hearse, glancing at a golem that was 

pounding on Mahihko‟s door and causing its power crystal to simply fall off its chest, and the 

beast crumbled away to broken chunks of metal. As she passed, she picked up the metal blade it 

had possessed for one arm, looking up as another golem clanked towards her, and she stabbed it 

into the power crystal as it rose an arm before her eyes flicked to the side, using her mind to 

brush the creature aside in pieces as easily as she would rake aside a pile of leaves. 

The psychic demon was attempting to drag himself away, his powers no match for 

Marina‟s abilities, and Marina kicked him in the side, her eyes glinting cruelly before she knelt 

down beside him, ignoring the archers training their arrows on her: she knew they wouldn‟t fire. 

With a single look, she had noted they were conscripts as well… and self-preservation ranked 

high above saving their boss and master. “Turn off the golems.” 

The demon tried to say something mentally, and Marina punched him hard across the 

face, knocking him flat with a look of disgust as she let the psychic static lift. Immediately, the 

creature glared at her and sent her sliding backwards with a telekinetic blast, but Marina threw 

her head back and laughed, her back arched and her hands hanging loose before she slowly 

straightened and grinned coldly at the psychic, asking teasingly: “Did you mean to do this?” 

Her eyes glowed purple, and the demon shot backwards and crashed into a wall, the 

archers fleeing with screams of terror before Marina glanced over her shoulder with irritation at 

the yells and roars of other demons, many of them holding long leashes with red and black 

Plasmids on the ends. Those are either the exploding ones or the magic-repressing ones, unless 

they‟ve been crossbred together…  

She paused, then frowned at the sight of Mahihko peeking out the window of the Grim 

Hearse and said directly into his mind. Get out. Deal with the Plasmids. Or I‟ll rip out every one 

of your piercings. 



Mahihko jumped, then flushed deeply and nodded rapidly as he kicked open the door of 

the vehicle and pulled out his rifle, dropping to a kneel as his body flexed and bulged, increasing 

in size and muscle so he could better handle the recoil of the gun. Then Marina turned her 

attention back to the demon crawling out of the wreckage, and she said coldly: “Turn off the 

golems and order the troops to halt.” 

I can‟t… his voice whispered raggedly in her mind, and Marina smiled darkly at this, 

narrowing her eyes as they glowed with her power. “Then I have no use for you.” 

She glanced up at a metal post hanging off the building, and it jerked out of place before 

stabbing viciously downwards and through the chest of the demon just as he began to turn, and 

his entire body spasmed as his mental agony tore through the air, and Marina grinned even as she 

winced in pain before he fell and died. Ahead, Cherry winced, and the fight halted as several of 

the golems collapsed on their faces and the conscripts stared, before they turned and fled with 

howls of terror. 

The other line of demons also turned, releasing their Plasmids… but most of these had 

already been killed off by Mahihko. The wolf shot another piercing round into a strangely-

bulging, glowing-orange Plasmid, and it exploded, killing off several of the remaining bug-

demons and a few of the soldiers who had been too long in fleeing, and the rest of the bugs fled 

with squeals and clicks into nearby buildings as Mahihko sighed and lowered his rifle, rubbing 

slowly at his sore shoulder.  

Cherry and Cindy walked back towards the Grim Hearse as Marina closed her eyes and 

lowered her head, concentrating… and a moment later her eyes flicked open as she said softly: 

“An actual combat unit has been alerted, and they‟re travelling here now, by the feel of it. We 

need to get to the refuge up ahead.” 

The demoness nodded, not bothering to argue or question: Cindy could do that while they 

moved. She climbed back into the front as Mahihko joined the other two girls in the back, 

rubbing at his now-masculine body as he looked back and forth with a wince, murmuring: “I 

have a really bad feeling about this whole thing…” 

“Me too.” Cindy said quietly, and the two quietly rested together, the wolf exchanging 

his heavy rifle for one of the assault rifles, keeping careful aim out the back of the transport. 

With the way the demons were behaving, it was making everything far more complicated… 

these short melees would drain their energy far faster than a single long fight with Az‟Iriel‟s 

troops, and nothing was more uncomfortable than travelling down a road filled with demons and 

not knowing which ones were really your enemies. 

Worse, it actually made Cindy feel bad: half these demons weren‟t their real enemy… 

they were simply slaves of Az‟Iriel, threatened with death or worse if they refused to aid in the 

invasion on the planet. Even while she‟d been fighting, she‟d seen how badly-trained and 

equipped they were, how they had been so hesitant to fight… and she guessed that was the real 

reason for all the golems they had been coming across… except the disadvantage to them is that 

they require a Controller demon to give them constant instructions only a short distance away… 

and when he falls, so do those toys… 

The vehicle rolled to a halt, and Cindy glanced up at the open window as Cherry leaned 

out it, murmuring: “There‟s three snipers here. I think we‟re here, because there‟s some heavy-

duty barricades here and an underground parking garage with a closed shutter… but we‟ve got 

no welcoming committee other than the morons who think they‟re hidden. I can‟t sense any other 

snipers, can you, Marina?” 



The female lowered her head and closed her eyes, hiding how glad she was to be 

included with a frown of concentration. “No… wait.  Yes. There‟ someone in the building to the 

left as well, he‟s waiting for something… probably a sign from us.” 

Cherry grunted, looking back and forth out the clear metal windows. “Mahihko or Cindy 

should handle that. Maybe Mahihko, since he looks friendliest and he‟s in uniform… plus the 

little bastard can dodge a bullet, and I don‟t like the setup of this place.” 

It was true… it was even worse than a bottleneck. It had used to be a four-way 

intersection, including the ramp on the their right that led down to a closed shutter Cherry would 

bet money was reinforced by a professional. In front of them was a barricade of sandbags, 

welded metal doors, and probably crates stacked behind that… and the same thing was on their 

left. The building ahead of them on the left wasn‟t perfectly rectangular, however, but instead 

had an flat side facing into the intersection, so it left a small opening on either side around the 

barricades, but the double doors leading inside had been boarded up and several crates piled in 

front of it. Finally, Mahihko nodded meekly and carefully slid out the back as Cherry focused her 

precog, opening her door slightly and muttering: “Tell them we come in peace and all that shit. 

You‟re still safe.” 

“Okay.” Mahihko nodded again and blushed a bit, currently over six feet tall and with a 

build to match… and he rose his hands in the air, saying in a clear voice: “I… we come in peace! 

We‟re looking for… for refuge, and we heard this is where the shelter is… we just broke into the 

city, we‟re here to help!” 

“Who are you, what military group are you with? Lailland Core Division or 32
nd

 

Infantry?” asked a voice coldly, and a figure appeared at the window, another canine wearing a 

bulletproof vest. The snipers rose up and made themelves more apparent, and Cherry was 

unsurprised when several more soldiers jumped out of buildings a block down to their rear and 

dropped to their knees, aiming rifles at them. Nice tactic… but worthless against demons… 

“I… my name is Mahihko, and… and I‟m here with my sisters, Cherry, Cindy and 

Marina… we‟re… we‟re here to help, we‟re not with Lailland but the Allied Forces of Lunis and 

Hez‟Ranna… that‟s… that‟s how we have this.” Mahihko patted the huge machine, and one of 

the snipers twitched a bit, Cherry noting it and narrowing her eyes. These guys aren‟t even 

completely trained… is there any real military here? “We want to help…” 

The dog above snorted, then shook his head slowly and leaned on the window, asking 

mildly: “Let me see the rest of your family, then… your sisters. How can one family help us 

out?” 

“Asshole.” Cherry rumbled, and she kicked open the door, Mahihko staggering away 

with a yelp before she jumped out, spreading her arms wide and her demonic appearance 

shocking the soldiers as she shouted: “Go ahead, give it a shot and see what happens, but bitch, 

you suck. I could‟ve killed everyone here twenty times over, and five bucks says none of your 

guys can land a shot on me.” 

“Kill the demons!” the dog shouted, and Cherry grinned widely as she snapped out the 

.52s, her eyes blazing as her precog kicked in and she spun on the spot, gracefully firing three 

times, the boom of the huge guns challenging that of the rifles. The air itself seemed to spark, 

and then there was silence as the dog winced back from the window in shock. 

Cherry dropped the handguns back into the holsters as one of the snipers jammed his gun 

while trying to reload it, and the other two took careful aim once more, both of them focusing on 

Cherry… before she swayed almost absently to the side, a bullet blasting past her head to ting off 

the ground as she shouted: “If your dudes keep shooting at me, I‟m going to kick someone‟s ass! 



I swear, you think you‟d get the point when I shot their fucking bullets out of the air. Now let us 

the fuck in, I obviously-” 

She halted and spun around, creating an orb of white-hot flame in her hand and raising it 

as she stepped in front of Mahihko with a snarl, but the bullet still tore through it and cut into her 

palm before it was disintegrated completely, and the wolf covered his head with a whimper as 

she snarled: “Leave the little faggot alone, motherfuckers! That‟s a real good way to get on my 

bad side, real goddamn fast… now I recommend you let us in so we can talk about this all civil-

like before I break the doors down.” 

She clenched her hand into a fist, the ball of fire vanishing as blood dripped down her 

palm… before she glanced to the side and winced as the two soldiers that had moved up behind 

the Grim Hearse simply collapsed into unconscious heaps, forcing herself to calm down as she 

said in a softer voice: “Seriously. Open the doors or there‟ll be some nasty consequences, and 

they won‟t just be from me.” 

“We‟re not afraid of you.” The dog replied as he leaned out the window, but he was 

trembling as he shouted: “Grenades, use… Han? Trevor?” 

The two snipers slowly slumped over as the third with the jammed rifle simply fled, and 

Marina strutted slowly forwards, smiling darkly before she rose a finger and beckoned gently, 

and the dog gargled before he fell out the window and crashed loudly on the pavement with a 

groan of pain, two soldiers immediately running up to the window and looking helpless as 

Cherry winced and rubbed at her head slowly, watching as Marina made her way over to him and 

squatted, her hands on her knees as she asked the dark-furred canine gently: “Now how about 

you show us inside, huh?” 

He looked up groggily, blood running from a nasty cut in his head, before he finally 

slumped and said raggedly: “It‟s better that you kill me too than that I put everyone‟s life in 

jeopardy… I…” 

“Are you so stupid that you haven‟t recognized all your soldiers are fine? We‟ve only 

been using nonlethal tactics because some shithead keeps ordering them to attack us after I‟ve 

demonstrated I could kick all their half-baked asses with one… foot.” Cherry finished lamely, 

then she cleared her throat as she walked over and yanked the dog to his feet, glaring into his 

eyes. “Az‟Iriel is the enemy, not all demons. And believe you me, the motherfucker is dangerous 

enough that it‟s becoming painfully-obvious he‟s not so much having trouble fighting you off, 

he‟s just ignoring you.” 

The dog stared stupidly up at her, then he shook his head, saying weakly: “No, we… we 

have better defenses and… I mean… we‟ve fought off attacks from his soldiers before, I…” 

Cindy walked up, first quietly pulling Marina away and murmuring a soft „good job‟ to 

her before carefully prying Cherry‟s hand off the canine, leaving him to stand shakily on his own 

feet as she brushed gently at his plain black uniform and bulletproof vest, asking softly: “The 

conscripts or the actual soldiers? Because there‟s both out there on the battlefield… and believe 

me, one is far more dangerous than the others. But come on, let‟s get you up on your feet and 

we‟ll explain ourselves a bit better. My name is Cindy, the demon is Cherry, and the psychic is 

Marina… and we‟re here to help out and seal the Black Hole.” 

The dog blinked stupidly, then he stumbled towards the double doors before sliding down 

past the barricade, mumbling: “Come on… I… oh…” He staggered back out from behind the 

barricade, looking up at the soldiers in the window and shouting: “Open the garage! I… you 

can… put your vehicle in there, and I‟ll… wait out here.” 



Cherry climbed back inside the vehicle, and Cindy smiled and nodded, saying pleasantly: 

“I‟ll wait here with you. Mahihko, Marina, would you two mind going with Cherry to grab our 

equipment?” 

The two nodded and climbed into the open back of the vehicle, the dog looking 

nervous… and Cherry grunted, expecting an ambush as the shutter slowly slid up. She carefully 

guided the heavily-armored transport down the ramp, looking back and forth furtively before 

rolling her eyes as she noted the guards half-hidden behind cars, a few of them trembling so 

badly and standing out so obviously she almost felt sorry for them before she pulled slowly into 

a spot beside a large truck, almost squashing a deer holding a large rifle as he threw himself back 

against the pickup before Cherry opened the door and stepped out. 

She ignored the shouts of „freeze!‟ „don‟t move!‟ and „what the fuck?‟ as she looked 

down at the deer moodily, then she grabbed him and said irritably: “Okay, let‟s at least do this 

right. First of all, actually put your hand on the fucking handle, like this…” 

The deer squeaked loudly as she grabbed him and spun him so his back was against her, 

adjusting his hands as she muttered: “And let‟s see… this hand goes here…” She guided the 

deer‟s hand to the grip, squeezing her own larger one firmly around his to hold it tightly in place, 

and then she jerked his other arm roughtly and slapped his other hand into place on the underside 

of the body. “And this goes here, see? You can slide it to be more comfortable if you want, but 

for the love of shit don‟t grab the fucking barrel.” 

Cherry paused as she noted the sloppy ring of soldiers surrounding the Grim Hearse, and 

she made a face before shoving the deer away, then sighed as one of the soldiers discharged his 

shotgun into the air and knocked himself over, and some genius screamed: “They‟re attacking us, 

oh god, Mike got hit!” 

She sighed and looked back and forth before spotting the soldier she guessed was the 

leader, from the fact he had the largest gun and was currently yelling at the people around him. 

Or he could just be a douchebag. Either way, let‟s tame the fire. Fuck, I should be paid for this 

shit, seriously. “Hey, prick! Put the gun down, along with the rest of your other jerkoffs, before I 

make an example out of you!” 

“Fuck you, bitch! Take off your weapons and…” The muscular bear paused, then half-

turned as several of the survivors fled, screaming: “That isn‟t how we stay alive around here!” 

“Ted‟s right, put your weapons down.” said a cold voice, and Cherry grinned slightly, 

raising her hands as someone pushed a gun into her back, and then he added mildly: “And yes. 

I‟m the leader of the group, before you ask.” 

“Good stuff.” she spun immediately on the spot and knocked the handgun flying with a 

hard slap, before her eyes flicked to the side and she immediately ducked low, throwing a punch 

into the stomach of the coyote she had just disarmed before drawing one of her .52s and aiming 

at a rabbit wearing a pair of glasses, who winced and stumbled backwards, dropping his gun and 

swallowing as she added softly: “Double-feint, using brains over brawn. Too bad, but I‟m just 

too damn good, motherfucker. What say you call off the hounds, „cause I can see the sort of 

nastiness in your eyes it would take to become the leader of all these shitheads through brains 

alone… but I can see you‟re a coward, too, and you know as well as I do I could pop a cap in 

your head before anyone could say anything.” 

And then there was another gun pressed against the back of her head as an irritated voice 

said: “Triple feint, actually, but who‟s counting? Now, unless you think you can-” 

Cherry leaned forwards as she snapped her heel up, and it struck hard into the crotch of 

the dragon behind her, who grunted and cursed before Cherry spun around, this time being far-



more unforgiving as the same foot she had slammed into his groin twisted around in a high hook 

kick and smashed into his muzzle, the red-scaled dragon‟s eyes bulging as he flew to the side and 

crashed to the ground with a groan of pain on his side, twitching a bit as his ivory-handled .50 

slid across the cold cement and she clenched one hand into a fist, shouting angrily: “Now before 

we go through the whole motherfucking group, which one of you is really in charge here!” 

“That would be me.” The dragon said from the ground, still laying on his side in his 

expensive black suit and looking dazed, before he slowly pushed himself up with a groan, 

clutching at his groin as he panted hard and winced across at Cherry. His other hand slowly 

wiped blood from his muzzle, and he flicked it away as most of the others fled, muttering as his 

eyes roved over her: “Well, it was bound to happen eventually… although I never expected 

someone so beautiful to be the one to conquer us… at least, not in a way so brutally physical, in 

any case.” 

“Don‟t go there, assface.” Cherry said pettishly, then she reached out and grabbed his red 

tie, jerking him forwards as his brown eyes bulged in horror, before he gagged violently as she 

dragged him towards the entrance, Mahihko and Marina finally slipping out of the back of the 

transport and both looking morbid as they walked towards the ramp, both carrying a duffel bag 

of stuff over either shoulder and Marina also wearing the backpack she‟d been assigned. “Come 

on, let‟s go talk to the other assface outside.” 

The tall dragon wheezed loudly in response, but Cherry didn‟t slow her pace as several of 

the soldiers followed the small group fearfully, looking awkwardly at each other. They emerged 

back out into the hazy city, and Cindy sighed from where she stood, the canine standing beside 

her with a new black eye and several brawny males picking themselves off the ground with loud 

groans of pain. “So, I take it you ran into a cute little ambush, too, huh?” 

“Yeah, real fucking adorable. Meet the prick of many faces.” Cherry tossed him to the 

ground, and the dragon landed with a grimace of pain on his stomach, looking terrified. The 

demoness then turned her eyes to the dog, looking at him icily. “Now, are you going to bring us 

inside or not? Again, we haven‟t killed anyone.” 

“I…” the dog seemed to be searching stupidly for the right answer, and Marina frowned, 

cocking her head before looking disgusted, and Cindy and Cherry glanced over to her as the 

canine babbled: “Well, why don‟t we just go-” 

“There‟s another emergency ambush set up. Much simpler and more effective: behind 

either barricade there‟s a straight corridor, and there‟s at least eight troops hidden at the end of 

each, most of them ex-military from Lailland. There‟s a niche just big enough for someone to 

hide in the side wall, and he was going to slip in there while they killed us all.” Marina said 

softly, and the dog turned pale before she looked over him slowly, adding quietly: “He hasn‟t 

even informed his superiors of our arrival. He‟s a vulture: he wants our gear… just like the 

dragon.” 

The red-scaled reptile immediately began to get to his feet, raising a hand and saying 

defiantly: “Now that‟s just not true, since-” A pause as Cherry glared down at him threateningly, 

and he cleared his throat before slowly laying back down on the ground, putting his hands behind 

his head. “I… nevermind.” 

“Hey, it‟s a rough world, and I was always meant for better things, right?” Marina 

mimicked his thoughts in a masculine voice, and the dragon looked up at her with shock as she 

continued with a shrug: “So what if a few people die… it doesn‟t matter. And even if these 

lunkheads are telling the truth, there‟s no way they could ever make it to the Black Hole… hell, 

we‟ve got great people like me guarding the place, and we barely keep the shelters secure.” A 



pause that sprialled out into silence before Marina said with contempt: “You‟re a farm boy who 

always believed he was destined for greater things. The only problem is, dreams don‟t come true. 

This isn‟t an action movie, kid.” 

Now her gaze roved around to the dog, but he broke down into tears before she even 

opened her mouth, staggering backwards and begging: “No more, please, no more… I… I can‟t 

take it. Yes, you‟re right, you‟re right… we were going to kill you, but look, you can read my 

mind, look, I‟m going to ask them to tell the boss right now… that… you‟re here, you‟re here, 

and you‟re gonna help, you can come with me even but just… please… please, no more…” 

He slid slowly towards the side barricade, and Marina said quietly: “You‟re pathetic… 

but fine. I‟ll be keeping an eye on you… and if you do anything bad, I‟m going to do something 

like… this.” 

Her eyes glowed purple, and the dog cried out in pain as he gripped his skull, clenching 

his eyes shut for a moment before Cindy gave Marina a look, and her muzzle wrinkled in disgust 

before she let up on the psychic torment, muttering: “Get the hell out of here.” 

The canine scrambled off, and they only had to wait half a minute before there was a loud 

click, and the dog called in a ragged voice: “It‟s… it‟s safe. Please, you know I‟m not lying… 

I… it‟s safe. Dan, go and tell the barracks to drop the alert… I… I don‟t think we need it on 

anymore.” 

The dragon nodded and slowly got up from the ground before slinking away… and the 

others looked over to Marina, who nodded and led the group around the barricade and the heavy 

boxes piled beyond. Cherry noted the scorch marks and bullet holes, and she thought she would 

have noticed something was wrong anyway… but it was a lot better than most of their ideas so 

far, I‟ll give „em that. Too bad they‟ve done nothing but underestimate us… this almost feels 

unfair… 

She snorted quietly as they walked down the path, the soldiers at the end standing 

ready… but they had a sense of uncertainty around them anyway, as Cherry grinned widely at 

them and half-leered at the larger males, but more out of habit than anything else. The dog was 

cowering by a steel door, fumbling at the buttons and cursing quietly before he finally entered 

the right code, and it dinged before unlocking, the dark-furred canine pulling it open and leaping 

backwards to bow them in as he whispered: “Welcome to our home, Shelter 32… the boss is 

waiting for you at Headquarters, I‟ll guide you there…” 

“He‟ll never be our Boss…” Marina said quietly, and Cherry grunted as she patted the 

younger female on the back, stepping first into line as the dog looked at them oddly for a 

moment before making a face at Cherry‟s glare, quickly running on ahead. Marina looked after 

her oldest sister, feeling both furious and a calm sort of happiness: after all, she knew that Cherry 

was only stepping forwards to protect her… to keep me safe… but I don‟t need her to keep me 

safe, I am strong, I am powerful… 

Marina shook her head slowly, and Cherry glanced over her shoulder a bit before 

exchanging looks with Cindy, standing at the back of the line. She only shrugged helplessly as 

they walked down a long steel hallway, however, before Cherry returned her eyes to the front of 

the line with a tense look. At any moment, she knew Marina might snap… and as much as she 

wanted to rampage herself, she had to hold it in and keep herself steady. But I understand, 

Marina… goddammit, do I ever understand… 

She sighed inwardly, then focused herself forwards as they stepped past an open 

doorway, curious civilians looking up and many of them paling at the sight of Cherry, before 

they slipped through a metal gate in the wall leading into an alley that was blocked-off by crates 



and across into another building. Cherry wondered absently how big this entire „shelter‟ could 

be, if it encompassed several buildings… and she watched as the dog tapped another keycode in, 

at the same time babbling: “We‟re… it‟s a big place, so… so we‟re halfway there, just… we just 

have to go a little bit further through this building and then we‟ll be at headquarters, I 

promise…” 

3-2-4-1. Simple. Cherry thought absently, nodding a bit as they stepped into the next 

building and down another metal corridor, before the dog opened another security door with a 

different combination of the same four digits. Nice system. Faulty, but hey, simple but a bit of a 

pissoff for anyone trying to pass through… except demons just smash doors down, they don‟t 

enter keycodes. “How many buildings does this whole place encompass? And how many people 

do you have?” 

“Just over four hundred… four hundred people, I mean.” The dog said quickly, looking 

both relieved and terrified at the fact they were talking. He pushed open the door, and they 

walked into a wooden corridor, the canine motioning people out of their way as a girl gave a 

gasp of horror at the sight of Cherry, who gnashed her teeth and sent the leopard running. “We… 

we have about a dozen occupied buildings, including the garage, which… which works as a 

small barracks, it‟s very handy and… it keeps our real soldiers… gives them a place to train, you 

know…” 

He laughed shakily, and Cherry crossed her arms meditatively as they turned down 

another corridor, people peeking out of rooms and apartments, and most of slamming their doors 

while the others simply stared, making her feel all-in-all a touch conspicuous. She thought 

absently about shifting her body, but figured that would cause the dog walking ahead of them to 

piss his pants and fall unconscious, so instead she asked sourly: “How many people around here 

are actual soldiers?” 

“We… most of the military here was wiped out…” The dog hesitated, glancing over his 

shoulder and adding in a murmur: “We stopped… really… fighting for victory a long time ago, 

and instead we‟re only trying to survive…” 

He continued to look almost thoughtful for a few moments, still gazing back over his 

shoulder before Cherry rolled her eyes, and he frowned just before he walked into the door and 

fell over with a grunt of surprise, rubbing at his head slowly and blinking stupidly a few times. 

Cherry offered his hand, and the canine looked almost terrified before she let out a loud groan of 

irritation and simply hauled him up to his feet. “Well, if you‟re trying to survive with that few 

brain cells, it‟s a wonder you fuckers are all still alive.” 

She paused and glanced down in irritation a moment later as a small child ran up to her 

and began to vehemently beat on her shin with a ruler, squalling angrily: “You‟re a meanie! You 

demons are all killing the mommies and daddies of my friends!” 

As the dog stared in terror, Cherry dropped to a kneel in front of the child, his mother 

standing horrified a few feet back as she caught the ruler and looked mildly into his eyes as he 

stepped back in fear, and then she said mildly: “And see, what if you actually managed to hurt 

me? „Cause you know I might be someone‟s mommy, too… and even if I ain‟t, I‟m someone‟s 

kid. The fighting ain‟t gonna stop until someone with enough balls stands up and says: „that‟s 

enough,‟ because believe me… even I don‟t have the guts to walk away even though I know the 

whole damn thing is pointless.” 

Cherry pulled the ruler free from the kid‟s hand as she stood up, then she gripped it by 

the middle and squeezed, cracking it in half and dropping it in two pieces as the child stared up at 

her in shock, and she reached down to ruffle the hair on his head as she added: “Fighting doesn‟t 



stop even if you kill everyone on the other side, „cause there ain‟t really another side, not really. 

There‟s only us and them. The fighting only stops when you figure out why you were fighting in 

the first place and correct that problem. It‟s complicated kid, so go back to your video games or 

whatever shit you do for kicks around here, or draw a fucking picture. You don‟t need to listen to 

shit like this at your age. Hey, let‟s move it.” 

The dog nodded quickly and turned around, open the door and leading them through into 

a small garden, and there was silence and Cindy offered a faint smile and a nod at the end of the 

line, but the mother only scowled at her, picking up her son and slamming the door of her room. 

Cindy sighed and shrugged a bit, looking sourly at the back of Cherry‟s head… but she did have 

to admit she was surprised, as one of her fingers quietly touched the sword on her back, and she 

looked down quietly. When did I forget all that, and everything else both Daddy and Requiem 

taught me… when did I just… start wanting to hurt people… despite knowing that it was all 

pointless… 

She shook her head slowly: at this point, self-chatisement would be pointless. Instead, she 

forced her attention forwards, not even letting the beauty of the gardens they were walking 

through distract her. And indeed it was pretty, with all manner of flowers and fruit-bearing trees 

as they walked along a curving path towards another building… and the canine approached 

another number pad on this, tapping in a quick combination. 

The door buzzed loudly, and the dog pulled it open, holding it for them as he bowed them 

inside… and Cherry looked at him distrustfully for a moment before walking inside, the others 

following as they filtered into a narrow hallway. She strode slowly down it, leading the group as 

the canine mumbled from behind them: “It‟s the first set of double doors… I… you can‟t miss 

them…” 

Cherry grunted in response, looking back and forth at the paintings on the cement walls 

before she paused at the red oak doors, grasping the handles and shoving them both open as she 

walked into the empty bottom floor of what had to be some sort of contemporary dream house. 

She glowered at the white marble floors, the red carpets, and the enormous granite pillars that 

supported a curving ivory staircase… and near the foot of this was a white-metal, red-cushioned 

throne, in which sat a massive elephant. He smiled to them almost patronizingly as they walked 

inside, a giraffe and a dolphin fanning him from either side with large leaves, and a third zebra 

feeding him from a bowl of grapes that sat upon a golden bench nearby. I guess our eyes are 

supposed to be so drawn to him and the fact he‟s got hot chicks in togas taking care of him… 

that I‟m supposed to entirely miss the second floor balcony and the soldiers stationed all around 

the curl of it, right? “So who the fuck are you?” 

The elephant stuttered to a halt in the middle of his welcome, and he frowned a bit as he 

stood up, brushing his long red cape out behind him before smoothing down the lapels of the 

expensive white suit he wore. Cherry guessed from the large bulge under one side of the tight 

suit that he either had a handgun on him or a tumor in his breast as well… but either way, it 

would be utterly useless where it was. Good luck actually pulling that out of there in a flash. “I 

was about to answer that after I bid you fair welcome… but I suppose I couldn‟t expect much in 

the way of manners from a demon, now could I? Although you look exotic and exquisite enough 

to join these fine ladies here…” 

He smiled at her with too-perfect teeth before continuing eloquently: “My name, 

however, is Orlando Terrez… and I must say, it‟s a pleasure to have useful hands coming in.” He 

paused as his eyes roved over all of them, adding nonchalantly to the dog as he walked up beside 



his boss: “No wonder you wanted to keep these fine ladies all to yourself, Lance… and a 

strapping young soldier in uniform, too, likely a perfect fit for our own barracks.” 

Orlando paused, glancing to the side at a pair of shadowed doors as they opened… and 

Dan walked in, the dragon still looking a bit sulky as he adjusted the sleeves of his suit idly. He 

walked to Orlando‟s other side, and the moment the elephant looked away, he leered at the 

giraffe and reached down to squeeze her buttocks, but she only flushed and looked down. “And 

now that my military advisor has joined us, I‟d just like to say that you are more than welcome to 

stay as long as you like… although I‟m rather curious to hear what you have to say on the issues 

that have arisen in this fair land.” 

Cherry looked over to Cindy, who stepped forwards and nodded respectfully. “My name 

is Cindy Narrius, of Hez‟Ranna-” 

“The same Narrius name as that of the ex-Patriach?” Orlando tilted his head, frowning 

slightly. “I wasn‟t aware that he had children. Do you share the same ambitions as your father? 

Or are you here on a more peaceful mission?” 

“I can say that I share the same ambitions as my father… and that Ifret Narrius was not 

him, but Zerrex Narrius, a war hero in Hez‟Ranna… and in many other countries.” Cindy said 

firmly, and she saluted as she stood rigid, before continuing in a curt voice: “I represent the 

Allied efforts of Hez‟Ranna and Lunis in driving back the demonic forces and restoring peace to 

Lailland. I have come here with this special unit to close the Black Hole currently polluting the 

world with demons, and although I would appreciate any help you might provide, my main task 

here is to give support and ensure that this refuge and the surviving civilians stay protected and 

safe.” 

Orlando leaned over to Dan and murmured something in what Cindy guessed was their 

native tongue before the dragon grunted and stepped forwards, rubbing the back of his head 

slowly. “We don‟t have a lot of military power… perhaps thirty ex-soldiers, and most of them 

already guarding the most important or vulnerable areas of the district-” Yeah, just like this 

pretentious sack of shit here… “-and the rest on standby waiting to respond to oncoming attacks 

from the demons. They‟ve been growing more frequent as of late… which is why I guess we‟re 

all a little bit edgy and responded badly to your arrival, ma‟ams and sir.” 

“It‟s already forgotten.” Cindy shook her head, waving a hand dismissively as she asked 

quietly: “So most of your protection comes from civilian volunteers who have kept themselves 

alive long enough in the city to make it here?” 

“That‟s… uh… that‟s about right, yes.” Dan said evasively, reaching up to rub the back 

of his head, and Cherry wondered absently if the dragon was really this stupid or if he was brain-

damaged. That‟s not a tell. That just screams „I‟m a lying sack of shit!‟ Fuck, everything‟s a sack 

of shit to me today. “I just want to say that I was incredibly impressed by uh… Cherry, right?” 

The demoness tilted her head and batted her eyes, saying tenderly as she laced her fingers 

together under her muzzle: “Oh, you said my name, how sweet. But don‟t give me too much 

credit, the gangbang you and your friends set up for me was tres cliché.” 

Dan‟s smile dropped from his muzzle as he looked at her darkly, and then she turned her 

gaze over to Orlando, asking mildly: “Hey, fatty, so like… why this whole getup? And by the 

way, if you don‟t mind…”  

Cherry smiled, then sketched the symbol of the Judgment Cross in the air, and both 

Orlando and the dog winced backwards with the zebra, their eyes glowing… but amazingly, Dan 

only looked dumbly at her and slowly tilted his head as she said dryly: “Oh, you have so got to 

be kidding me. Dude, you have to be possessed.” 



“What are you-” Dan began, and then he screamed and flew bonelessly through the air as 

Orlando irritably slapped him aside, the elephant‟s eyes burning black as the dog cowered and 

covered his head, attempting to hide behind the throne. The dragon, meanwhile, crashed to the 

ground and slid all the way to the doors as the zebra leapt up by the elephant, snarling as her eyes 

shone with eerie blue light. 

“Prince Az‟Iriel will not be defied… in his name we‟ll destroy you, traitor of Hell!” 

Orlando thundered, and he ran forwards as the zebra jumped at Cindy, but Mahihko quickly slid 

into the way, catching both her fists and shoving her hard backwards as Cindy ran to the side, 

snapping her grenade-shotgun off her hips and firing several rounds into the stairs as soldiers ran 

towards it. 

It erupted in a blast of fire, knocking several soldiers backwards with screams of agony 

while several others leapt down, while the non-possessed girls screamed in terror as they 

attempted to make for an exit. Marina, meanwhile, had backed off and was slowly gathering her 

concentration as Cindy shot a grenade into the face of the first soldier to charge her, and it blew 

his helmet and most of his armor off, the draconic demon underneath grabbing at his face and 

screaming in agony before she launched a kick into one of the other disguised demons as the 

soldiers above panicked and fired rounds at random into the floor. 

Mahihko snarled as he dodged out of the way of a swipe from the zebra, then he punched 

her hard across the jaw before slamming his other hand into a breast, and she winced and snarled 

before shoving him roughly backwards, then threw herself at him. The wolf was knocked to the 

ground with a grunt of pain before howling in agony  as she grabbed the sides of his head and 

simply began to crush his skull in, but Marina grabbed the zebra by the mane with one hand 

reached the other down to seize her skull. 

The zebra screamed in misery, writhing violently on top of the wolf and causing him to 

flush as he felt a terrible, strange arousal from her pain and jittering movements, before darkness 

flooded out of her maw and nose and quickly fled through a nearby door, and the zebra slumped 

to the ground. Marina snorted, then looked at Mahihko and said coldly: “Do what you do best. 

Cower and shoot the panicked soldiers above. And if that gets you off so much, then next time I 

capture some demons I‟ll let you rape one or two.” 

Mahihko blushed furiously in shame and humiliation, and then he fumbled for his rifle as 

he slid behind a pillar… but his pants were still tight, and something evil inside him was 

laughing at him as he tried to stop his hands from shaking so badly as the others danced between 

bullets while they engaged the demons. 

Cherry twisted and slid back and forth between the elephant‟s strikes, before she kicked a 

foot into his stomach and ran quickly up his body, the Possessed staggering backwards with a 

grunt of surprise and uselessly grabbing at her ankle as she kicked off his head and flipped 

gracefully through the air before twisting her body to land neatly on her feet facing the 

elephant‟s back in his own throne, spreading her arms and bowing as he stared at her, saying 

teasingly: “So I heard that demons like to possess either what arouses them or what they‟re 

similar to. Which are you, fatass?” 

“I am Duke Terronius of Hell, a powerful mage of great reknown!” The elephant 

stormed, spreading his arms and then grinning widely as he said loudly: “But I wouldn‟t be so 

quick to call me names… after all, I served as the Inquisitor to your dear father Zerrex, and I 

can‟t tell you how often he screamed in torment while I tortured him…” 

Cherry‟s grin froze on her face, and then it slowly fell away as her horns lengthened 

slightly, her expression turning into a snarl as a tremble of fury rolled through her body, and part 



of her was thankful that Marina hadn‟t heard over the sound of gunfire… but most of her 

wanting to see what she would do to this coward if she had. “I was going to play with you a little 

while longer and then exorcise you, but I think I‟ll just kill you instead. And by you, I mean 

literally, you.” 

“You don‟t have that kind of power.” Terronius replied coldly in Orlando‟s voice, and 

then he held up his hands and stumbled backwards as Cherry stepped off the throne, a terrible, 

vicious grin returning to her muzzle as he shouted in a strangled voice: “Wait, wait, I can give 

you information, I can tell you about the Princess, how she betrayed us, me, you, Lord Zerrex…”  

“I don‟t need your kind of information.” Cherry charged forwards, and Terronius opened 

his mouth to begin a spell, but he was cut off as Cherry slammed two fists into the gut of the 

huge body he was in, knocking the wind out of him before she jumped up and kicked both feet 

into his chest, sending him crashing into a granite pillar, which cracked and slowly fell over as 

Terronius collapsed to the ground with a grunt of pain. He began to look up, and then stared in 

horror at the circle of runes Cherry had already begun to draw through the air with floating red 

fire as he gasped for breath and shrieked: “No! How… how did you learn that?” 

“I have friends in high places.” Cherry said coldly, then she snarled the incantation and 

shoved the runic circle at the elephant, who was in the middle of his own protective spell, but it 

was too late: the burning circle struck him and turned into a conflagration that greedily rushed 

over his body, the fires turning blue as he began to scream in agony. 

He writhed violently back and forth, his suit untouched by the flames but his skin turning 

black and peeling off as the flesh beneath boiled and hissed, muscles coming apart like string as 

his eyes turned into black, sunken holes in his head, steam rising from the empty sockets as he 

howled and spasmed in agony. He continued to convulse and twitch as ash rose high into the air 

above him, and then a burst of darkness flowed up from the elephant‟s now-skeletal body, but it 

too was caught in the blue flames, and for a moment the image of Terronius was imprinted 

against the fire as Cherry shouted furiously: “This is for fucking with the Boss!” 

Terronius‟s demonic body burst into black flames, and then the image of it slowly 

cracked apart as it was consumed completely in darkness before flickering out of existence in a 

burst of blue electricity, and Cherry snorted, her eyes cold as she looked down at the bones that 

were all that remained of Orlando‟s corpse, muttering under her breath: “I did you a favor, 

motherfucker. Better to face Hell than an enraged miniature society.” 

Cindy, meanwhile, dealt two swift punches to the face of a Nightmare, and it fell over 

before bursting into tears, grabbing its broken muzzle, and she sighed before kicking it down 

onto its back, pinning it easily with one foot as she looked around at the groaning wounded and 

the corpses that otherwise littered the hall, before she glanced over at Cherry, who was scowling 

darkly. But the demoness shook her head slightly when Cindy opened her mouth, and instead the 

female paused and asked quietly: “What do we do with them?” 

“And what about him?” Marina asked in disgust, jerking the dog over by the back of his 

neck, and when he tried to scamper away, she caught him in a headlock before pausing as she 

looked at Cherry, and her eyes blazed as she snarled: “Are you another Inquisitor for my father? 

Did you fuck with my Daddy? Tell me!” 

The Possessed gasped for breath, then whined loudly: “Dear fuck, I‟m a fucking Incubus! 

I swear to God, I never met Lord Zerrex… Gigataurs showed up at my house in Lust and forced 

me to join the army, what was I supposed to do, get my head cut off?” 

Cherry reached a hand up and grasped the wolf‟s forehead, closing her eyes… and a 

moment later she caught a distinct image of a miserable-looking fox with a pair of leathery wings 



and ram‟s horns, and she paused before bringing her hand back, tilting her head curiously as he 

rage faded for the moment. “Are you a Savyl instead of a Rogant?”  

It made utterly no sense to the others, but he nodded with relief, sighing quietly. “Yeah, 

your rare furry Incubus instead of a lizard like ninety percent of you. I get the fact you reptiles 

are far more-attractive and simply have bodies that look a lot more sexual and demonic, but hey, 

Hell runs on the backs of a variety of people, isn‟t that right?” 

“The indiscrimination of torturing everyone, sure.” Cherry nodded and smiled slightly as 

she nodded to Marina, dropping her hand as the youngest female grudgingly let go and instead 

walked over to the bones of the elephant. As the others watched, she began to kick and stomp the 

suit, and Cherry made a bit of a face as the dog lowered his head and slowly played his fingers 

together. “So what‟s your name then? And how long have you been inside this body?” 

“Felix Rosemary.” The Possessed rubbed the back of his head, then glowered at Cherry 

when she snorted laughter. “What‟s so funny? It was a common name two hundred mortal years 

ago, I swear! Besides, my father owned Rosemary leatherworks…” He paused to look almost 

dreamy as he rubbed slowly at his muzzle. “That was probably part of the reason I got sentenced 

to the Lust Circle… the things you can do with simple leather straps… 

“But uh…” He blushed deeply and rubbed the back of his head slowly, looking back and 

forth awkwardly. “I‟ve been here for about a mortal month now… I was ordered to serve as one 

of Terronius‟s aides, since… well, you saw him.” He looked down shamefully, adding quietly: 

“So I handled sneaking in demons to work as soldiers and with messing up all the technical 

controls to ensure that this place wouldn‟t have any communication with soldiers outside. 

Otherwise, Az‟Iriel plans to use this place as a slaughterhouse… he stationed guards outside it, 

even, and said that after we gathered more than five-hundred civilians, we were to alert him 

and…” 

He broke off, and Cherry crossed her arms, saying darkly: “A ritual to add more power to 

that dark haze floating around above Lailland, huh? Well, Rosemary, I guess you did your job 

well enough… and it explains why exactly this place hasn‟t been wiped out, yet. Not enough 

souls inside to create a powerful-enough mass sacrifice?” 

Rosemary shrugged, shrinking back a bit as he mumbled: “Um… no. Not yet. But that‟s 

right… Az‟Iriel wouldn‟t release the details, but I… I heard a rumor that it‟s supposed to be a 

giant portal. Apparently Az‟Iriel‟s having them work on it from the other side, too… and that 

once it‟s completed and opened, the entirety of one section of Hell will be warped into Lailland. 

All I know is that Lieutenant Ezekiel is in charge of maintaining this city and keeping the mortal 

troops busy… although we received a warning about you.” 

“No wonder you were so terrified…” Cherry muttered, and then she made a face as 

Mahihko walked over to the dragon and carefully nudged him with his paw, but Dan was still out 

cold. “Are there any other Possessed? And moreover, what the fuck is up with him?” 

“Terronius employed the easy-to-manipulate… Dan always told me he always wanted to 

be a movie star, and Terronius… made him the star of his own real life movie, made him 

important here at the base.” Rosemary shrugged, blushing a bit and rubbing slowly at his head as 

he added quietly: “And no. No other demons other than the ones in this room, either…” 

He paused to glance over the corpses and the three wounded, and he watched quietly as 

Cindy carefully helped a draconic demon to his feet, the creature looking surprised as he cradled 

a mangled arm with his other limb, and she offered him a faint smile before Rosemary turned his 

eyes to Marina, who had gone from crushing the elephant‟s body to quietly sketching. Finally, 

they returned to Cherry, and he asked quietly: “Why… why haven‟t you killed us all? The 



psychic is so powerful she almost drove me out of this body before she even knew I was a 

demon… and I saw that spell you used on Terronius. That‟s a Forbidden Art in Hell…” 

“Because I learned the hard fucking way that killing, unfortunately, doesn‟t solve 

everything. What the hell, were you not listening when I was talking to that kid?” Cherry shoved 

Rosemary, and then winced and sighed when the dog toppled over and whacked his head off the 

floor with a grunt of pain. “Fucking hell, but every Possessed I meet is a douchebag.” 

“Have you ever attempted to possess someone? It‟s like wearing twenty layers of clothes, 

and they‟re all itchy.” Rosemary mumbled as he sat up, then winced and looked over at Dan as 

Mahihko managed to prod him awake. “Oh, but is this ever going to take a lot of explaining…” 

Cherry grunted a bit, trying to hide her amusement as she took long, slow steps over to 

Dan, swaying back and forth at the same time as the dragon flailed at Mahihko‟s paw, then sat 

quickly up and looked around, rubbing at his head slowly. He went pale at the sight of the chaos 

and debris, and then turned completely white upon seeing the surviving demons. A moment later, 

he creakily turned to look at Cherry as she approached, then he immediately spun and attempted 

to make a run for the doors. 

Mahihko grabbed him by the arms, then turned and threw him towards Cherry, and the 

dragon flailed his arms out to either side before he whacked into the demoness‟s body and fell 

over with a groan. He blinked several times and stared up at her with terrified eyes, and Cherry 

grinned widely down at him, licking her muzzle slowly and saying playfully: “Well, look what 

we have here, it‟s a big time movie star.” She accented her voice at the end, softening her 

pronounciation into a drawl. “So, Mr. Movie Star, how do you like the beginning of this action 

flick we just put on?” 

“I… I have no idea what you‟re talking about.” Dan babbled, and then he squealed in 

terror as Cherry grabbed the expensive suit jacket he was wearing and hauled him into the air 

above her head, Dan kicking wildly before Cherry grabbed one of his ankles… and he 

immediately peed his pants at the fact the demoness was able to hold him up with one hand just 

as easily as she was with both. 

A bit of this trickled out his pantleg and onto Cherry, and she made a disgusted face 

before chucking him to the ground, muttering irritably: “That‟s gross. That is so fucking gross.” 

A pause as she mumbled a cleansing incantation, and then she sniffed at herself moodily as the 

smell and feel of his urine vanished, before glaring down at the dragon as he scampered 

backwards until he hit a pillar, curling immediately back against this. “You suck. I‟m going to 

kill you in the face if you ever do that to me again. 

“But okay, let‟s see… it seems that you and shithead over there are now the lead dogs of 

this place.” Cherry crossed her arms, looking down at him disdainfully as her eyes roved slowly 

along his body. “I mean, only a moron would be serving a Possessed like that, but whatever…” 

“He… he gave us all this home, this dream in the middle of the battlefield… why 

shouldn‟t we have served him, done whatever he wished?” asked Dan in a strained voice, and 

Mahihko cocked his head curiously for a moment before mouthing Dan‟s next words as he spoke 

them: “He was like a father to me, look at everything he gave me… because of him, I‟m where I 

am now…” 

“That‟s… that‟s um… from the Battle of St. Gabriel, the speech Victor Lionheart gives to 

his troops…” Mahihko mumbled, and Dan looked over at him with a mixture of sharp surprise 

and a wince. The wolf coughed a bit as Cherry snapped her fingers, then he looked around 

embarrassedly before sliding away to help Cindy with the bandages, leaving Dan to whatever 

fate Cherry had in store for him. 



“Rosemary!” Cherry called over her shoulder, and the Possessed glowered and blushed 

before walking over, lacing his fingers together and looking embarrassed as Cherry said mildly: 

“Put Dan here in some plainer clothes and explain the situation to him while I hunt me some 

demon ass and make sure this facility‟s clear. And when you get back, we‟re all gonna sit around 

and have ourselves a friendly little chat.” 

The Possessed winced a bit as he walked over to Dan, then he helped the dragon to his 

feet before walking quickly towards the doors with him, and Cherry sighed before walking over 

to sit in the throne, crossing her legs and putting her hands behind her head as she gazed up at the 

domed ceiling above and muttered: “You know… it‟s like my work is never fuckin‟ done 

anymore. Fuck, I wish I was just killing shit still instead of like, caring and sharing. Those were 

such simpler fuckin‟ times…” 

 

Three days later, Cherry, Cindy, and Mahihko were helping a group of volunteer soldiers 

clean the roomful of rifles and handguns the base had, while Marina wandered around the base, 

likely looking for prey. The demons they had helped out had currently all been thrown into 

prison, but Rosemary and Dan, at least, had a shaky alliance going. 

The dragon was no long wearing a suit, but plain, casual clothes like everyone else, 

despite how miserable he looked about it. And for now, he was just a puppet of the girls… but 

Cindy honestly hoped that he‟d manage to make a good leader with some training, and Cherry 

just mumbled about how his head was so far up his ass it had gone back between his shoulders. 

He wasn‟t managing very well… but on the other hand, he did get some leniency from the fact 

that his boss and one of his only friends in the facility had both turned out to be Possessed. 

Explaining that whole mess had been dealt with by Cherry‟s usual tact, although she‟d 

been tempted to break into a musical number and explain through song the moment she‟d 

stepped foot into the open courtyard where about half the refugees were gathered. They had 

actually taken to it with a surprising lack of compassion or caring… and Cherry wondered 

absently if the lack of feeling came from the fact Terronius had obviously been a douchebag or if 

it was something that had been bred into them. 

She was disgusted at the absolute self-centeredness that very quickly became evident, 

however: when she suggested closing rank and compressing the shelters – the fact everyone got 

their own apartment in this large area was ridiculous for a „secure shelter‟ – they had all 

immediately begun to whine, and a few people had actually walked away, as if that solved 

everything. Cherry had immediately reacted in her usual violent manner and immediately begun 

to flail her arms around, stomping back and forth and shouting like she was a pissed-off 

dictatorial leader, which she quickly became for a little while. 

At first, they tried to stand up to her by screaming, but then Cherry glared at a nearby tree 

and caused it to explode into flames and fall apart, and that silenced any other whining. She felt, 

personally, like her first task should be to make these people feel as miserable as possible, so she 

quickly moved everyone to the parking garage with all manner of threats and harassment. 

On the way out, some enterprising soul shot her with a handgun… and after the bullet 

simply bounced off her demonic body, she slowly turned around and cocked her fist back at the 

horrified rabbit, but Cindy had luckily caught her before she could do anything regrettable. The 

fact she barely had a bruise made the point far better than anything else she had said, however, 

and people quickly decided obeying her was likely the smartest course of action for them. 

Cherry personally made sure that every single inhabitant of the massive shelter area – it 

comprised more than a full city block, and it was painfully-obvious Az‟Iriel could have wiped 



them out at any time after only a short check of the area – was at the parking garage, before 

having Marina scan things over… but they hadn‟t missed any intelligent lifeforms. Cherry had 

then brought in the demons to act as guards, to try and „bolster some friendship‟ between the 

demons and the mortals… but moreover, to add to the mortals‟ misery. 

Admittedly, she‟d gotten a mean little kick out of it after the way they had all treated her 

and what she was beginning to think of as „her kind,‟ and after a long, sick, tired night, Cherry 

informed them irritably that that‟s what most refugees went through. The upper floors of the 

parking garage now stank of shit, piss, and fear, and everyone was more-than-willing to listen to 

Cherry and consider her ideas now. Sometimes fear works. It might not be nice, but I don‟t have 

the time to play nice with these motherfuckers. They‟re all fat pigs for the slaughter right now… I 

gotta torture „em a little and make „em thin so Az‟Iriel doesn‟t have a feast. 

She had moved them into a set of four buildings that easily held the entire group still: 

originally, Cherry had wanted to keep them in the parking garage, but Cindy had drawn the line 

there. Once the demoness had them settled in two families to a room, she personally checked 

over the state everyone was in before drafting several of the larger and more cooperative males 

to help her fortify the new defenses she had planned out the night before instead of sleeping. 

The result was that they were now in a miniature fortress of connecting buildings, 

protected not only by metal and traps, but also demonic runes. Cherry had also had them prepare 

small charms made of household items to hang at every entrance, which she muttered would 

keep out evil spirits… and she was pretty sure if Ezekiel was calling the shots here, there would 

be more than simply demons to be dealing with. 

But things had started to come together… and thanks to the egoism of the people here, 

they had apparently decided that as long as she kept them safe, they would listen to her, demon 

or not. Of course, Cherry had made it clear she didn‟t want to stay here very long, and her sisters 

– and brother, she supposed, despite the way he looked and acted most of the time – couldn‟t 

stay here, either. 

“And yet now they‟re clamoring for us to stay. Must be real nice to have some muscle 

around after being led by a jackoff demon in a suit, though.” Cherry muttered, as she put down 

the handgun she had just reassembled, and then she sighed, rubbing absently at her arm. “I think 

we should get out of here.” 

Cindy held up a finger, and Cherry thought mildly about biting it before Cindy looked up 

and said mildly into the headset, as she gave Cherry a significant look: “Alright, we‟ll be there. 

Give us five minutes.” 

“Great.” Cherry picked up the handgun she had just put down, double-checking the clip 

before slapping it back into place and looking morbid. “Another visitor. I swear to shit, if this is 

another demon they‟ve already shot the face off of, I‟m going to be pissed off. Mahihko, are you 

coming?” 

The wolf nodded as he finished loading shells into the shotgun across his lap, then he 

pumped it once before shouldering it and following the two girls out as they pushed away from 

the table. Cherry exchanged a nod with one of the volunteers as she passed – an ex-solider, so he 

had been one of the few non-whiny ones about her whole plan – and they made their way out 

towards the only way in and out of the facility anymore: the same intersection where they had 

first come to the shelters. 

Cherry threw the door open, Cindy and Mahihko following behind her in their plain 

military uniforms and the demoness naked but genderless, before she spread her arms with a grin 

as a feline with goldenrod fur and long hair falling over his multicolored eyes aimed a plain-



looking .45 at them. His features were youthful but serious, and Cherry couldn‟t help but snort. 

This job does have perks, right? “Gee, I really like you already. Lower the gun and don‟t make 

any sudden moves, or you‟ll be chewing on my handgun in the next five seconds. This is a safe 

place, so calm the fuck down.” 

“You‟re a demon. What the hell are you doing here?” the feline frowned, lowering his 

gun only slightly as his eyes flicked from Cindy to Mahihko, and he added in a mutter: “And 

those are Hez‟Rannan uniforms…” 

Cherry‟s eyes flicked over him, sizing the cat up. He was a few inches less than six feet 

tall, and his body looked lithe from the looseness of the zip-up sweater he was wearing beneath a 

thick jeans jacket. His clothes were dirty and patched, and Cherry wondered absently if it was 

from tangling with nasty demons or attempting to go incognito through a city that was by now, 

basically floored with rubble and broken glass. He was leaning slightly over an ancient-looking 

motorcycle with a large, broken headlight and a few scratches over metal that had once been a 

smooth marble of different shades of blue, and a pair of riding goggles hung from one of the 

handlebars, confirming how he‟d managed to get here. Her eyes roved over this, and she smiled 

slightly at the sidecar that was currently stacked with the rest of the cat‟s gear… including what 

looked like the handle of some sort of sword. Looks like he was travelling a bit heavy… I‟m 

surprised he made it here at all in this hunk of junk. “Your powers of observation amaze me, 

genius. Now come on, drop the gun and come inside before you start attracting the attention of 

something big, mean, and hungry. You can put your bike there behind the barricades for now, 

since the garage door went to shit a few nights back. The guys up top can watch it for you, give 

„em somethin‟ to do.” 

The cat glanced slowly behind him, then up to the windows where the snipers Cherry had 

posted were slowly drawing back, before he finally nodded and holstered his handgun. “Sorry. I 

haven‟t really run into any demons until now who didn‟t want to eat my face…” He paused, 

slowly drawing his eyes along Cherry and still looking a bit hostile, before his eyes flicked back 

to the uniformed wolf and Drakkaren, but he seemed to take a bit of assurance in this. “You guys 

sure don‟t look like invasion forces that were left over from the Patriarch‟s reign of terror.” 

Before Cherry could say anything, Cindy shook her head and nudged her sister out of the 

way, Cherry muttering under her breath as she half-bowed a bit. “My name is Cindy… we‟re 

part of a special group that was sent in here as part of the Hez‟Ranna-Lunis Alliance to help put 

a stop to the demons and seal the Black Hole.” 

The cat nodded, looking over at them with a curious tilt of his head as he grabbed his 

goggles off the handlebars of his bike and tossed them absently into the fair-sized sidecar, before 

he slowly pushed it around the barricade, asking at the same time: “A new alliance, huh? I‟m 

from Dremony myself… or at least, I used to be… now I don‟t even know how much of it exists 

anymore after all these demonic attacks.” 

He dropped to a kneel, throwing the sword over his shoulder and tightening the strap a bit 

as he picked up a few more odds-and-ends and shoved them into his pockets, before 

straightening and looking over at the three, bowing slightly in return. “My name is Leo Midori. 

It‟s good to find a place to rest… I was getting a little tired out there.” 

“I‟m Mahihko.” the lupine said with a bit of a smile and a nod, rubbing absently at his 

piercings as Leo‟s eyes traced over the wolf with curiosity. “And yeah… we heard it‟s getting 

pretty dangerous out there.” 

“Fuck danger, its prick is half as bad as its whiny roar.” Cherry muttered, and then she 

rose her hand and leered over the cat. “Just call me Cherry. This here is Shelter 32 or 37 or some 



shit, but I just call it the Big Refuge. Come on inside, we‟ll get you a room and show you around 

for however long you‟ll be staying… you look like the moving type.” 

“Yeah.” Leo nodded as he followed after Cherry and Cindy, Mahihko staying out a 

moment longer to check down the empty alley before signaling to the snipers to withdraw and 

following them at a short distance, closing the door behind him. Leo paused to glance over his 

shoulder at the wolf lounging along, and then he returned his eyes to the unarmed female 

Drakkaren ahead of himself and the demoness leading the little group, looking a bit 

apprehensive. “I‟ve been on the move for years, trying to get away from the Dremony Military… 

but I guess that doesn‟t matter anymore with how things look for the world. I meant to be off this 

continent a long time ago, probably bound for Ire or maybe even one of those little islands 

around Hez‟Ranna, but then the major attacks started and I guess I sorta lost my chance to get 

out of here. Now I guess I just want to do what I can to help out with the military efforts in the 

area.” 

Cherry nodded as they walked into a small, mostly-empty room with a round wooden 

table, and Leo frowned a bit as Cherry grunted loudly at the two civilians playing cards and sent 

them fleeing through the metal door as Mahihko quietly closed it behind them. The cat glanced 

back and forth at the plain walls and the wooden stools, and the demoness sat down on one of 

them with a sigh of relief, putting the gun down on the table and saying mildly: “Sorry, it‟s a 

security precaution to ensure you‟re not possessed by a demon or evil spirit, or that you ain‟t 

some shapeshifter, either. You okay with running a little test?” 

The grin on Cherry‟s face and the tense look of Cindy as she rested against a wall told 

Leo he didn‟t have much of a choice… so he nodded, sitting down on the stool opposite and 

trying to keep his expression blank as he said calmly in return: “Of course.” 

“Excellent. That‟s the first question done right.” Cherry paused, then glanced over to 

Cindy and sighed, muttering: “You‟re really absolutely no help when it comes to this shit. Where 

the hell‟s Marina?” 

“Probably drawing somewhere or harassing one of the demons.” Cindy shook her head a 

bit, then she smiled a bit over to Leo as he looked from one to the other, sensing his tenseness. 

“Don‟t worry too much. Marina‟s our sister… she‟s got a useful ability for finding out whether 

or not someone is hiding something.” 

Leo nodded, then he smiled slightly as he held out his hand, and the two watched with 

slight surprise as it glowed with darkness before a needle of solid obsidian energy formed and 

dropped down into the table with a quiet thunk. A moment later, it vanished as his hand glowed 

white, the cat glancing down at this thoughtfully. “I have some interesting powers myself, which 

is why I‟ve been able to stay alive for so long… my white and black energy. The power to harm 

people or help them… or help myself, of course.” 

The cat laughed a bit, then looked with amusement at their surprise. “What, you didn‟t 

think there was a reason I was being hounded by a dictatorial nation that usually doesn‟t set foot 

outside its own borders for any reason? I was part of their special soldier program… something 

modeled off all the research that I heard Ire used to do.” 

Cherry snorted, muttering: “Good ol‟ Ire. King of screwups.” She paused long enough to 

sketch the symbol of the Judgment Cross in the air, and Leo only tilted his head curiously at the 

strange symbol. “Good shit. So you ain‟t possessed, and likely ain‟t a demon… so uh… I guess 

last of all is asking you what you‟re going to do around base if we let you stay here.” 

Cherry adopted a more businesslike attitude, and Leo shrugged a bit, saying mildly: “I 

don‟t plan to be here too long… just long enough to recover my energies and recuperate. But… I 



really can‟t say „no‟ to people in need.” He paused and rubbed the back of his head, then flicked 

his hair, and Cherry noticed the gleam of a ribbon. I really hope Mahihko doesn‟t steal that. 

Little sparkle-obsessed faggot that he is… “Well, I‟m pretty good with a rifle, and I‟ve been 

trained in all sorts of different weapons… and I can certainly hold my own with a sword, too.” 

The demoness nodded thoughtfully, then Cindy tilted her head with a slight smile, saying 

gently: “You know, we‟re about to leave ourselves for the Black Hole, likely tomorrow… and if 

you could stick around while the military clears the city, that‟d be great. Right now we‟ve got a 

possessed dog and a dragon who thinks he‟s a movie star heading things, so we could really use 

your help.” 

Leo winced a bit, looking back and forth before he sighed and nodded, laughing a bit as 

he rubbed absently at his shoulder. “Well… I guess I could… but what sort of unit are you taking 

in to attack the Black Hole with? I mean, the defenses surrounding it have got to be nearly 

impenetrable… the demons out there are way different than the demons around here.” The feline 

shook his head slowly, making a face. “I can count the times I‟ve had to retreat from battle on 

one hand, and that was one of them.” 

“We‟ll be fine.” Cherry said airily as she stood up, then she squeezed Cindy tight around 

the waist against her side, grinning widely. “Me and my sisters… and the little wolf dude… have 

gotten through worse situations, especially when…” She halted, then added in a quieter voice: 

“When our father was alive. Zerrex never stopped fighting… not even at the very end.” 

“KIA?” Leo asked quietly, and Cindy nodded before he bowed his head forwards a bit. 

“My condolences… I‟d offer to help, but… I guess it‟s a bit late at this point.” He smiled faintly 

as Cindy nodded with a grunt and Cherry looked away, before he stood up and put his palms 

against the table, looking over the two and asking curiously: “But hey, why don‟t you let me go 

with you? More people is never a bad thing when it comes to storming the enemy… and there‟s a 

heck of a lot of enemies out there.” 

Cherry grunted something, and Cindy made a bit of a face, then they traded a look before 

the younger Drakkaren sighed and nodded slowly, Leo smiling warmly. “I guess we could use 

the help… but afterwards we‟ll have to break off, since we‟re set to meet another military 

operation that should currently be underway…” She paused and cursed quietly, punching the 

desk. “We‟re already so behind…” 

“Well, I‟m ready to go whenever…” He paused, rubbing at his stomach absently before 

offering a lame look to the two. “Actually… a meal would be really nice…” 

“Cindy, why don‟t you show him to the cafeteria and I‟ll go find Marina?” Cherry tilted 

her head towards her sister, and the female nodded, motioning respectfully for Leo to follow. 

The cat smiled at her, and he opened the door quickly for the Drakkaren before heading out after 

her. Cherry watched them leave, then she shook her head slowly, muttering under her breath: 

“Wonderful. Taking care of another hero… I hope he plays his cards well, at least.” 

She made a face as she walked out the door, glancing over to smile a bit at Mahihko, who 

was leaning with his back against the wall and looking a bit concerned. She reached up to ruffle 

the fur between his ears, and he made a face before saying quietly: “I don‟t like this, Cherry. 

We‟ve spent so long here… I want to get moving, and do something, and…” 

“And kill. I know.” Cherry said quietly, and Mahihko looked down with a flush of 

embarrassment before she reached up and nudged his shoulder gently with her fist, mumbling 

lamely: “It‟ll be okay.” A long, awkward pause. “Let‟s go find Marina. I could really go for 

eating a fried child right now or something, too. I‟m fuckin‟ irritable.” 



“You‟re always fuckin‟ irritable.” Mahihko murmured, but he offered a bit of a smile as 

they walked down the corridor together, heading in the opposite direction of Cindy and Leo. The 

wolf still felt tense, however, and at the look on Cherry‟s face, he could help but ask: “What did 

you find out?” 

“He‟s ex-Dremony… dictatorship. Pretty small, awkward, out of the way place not so far 

away from here. The thing is that it‟s another island country like Lunis, but it‟s got steep cliffs on 

one side and the other is protected by the Navy… a bitch of a place to assault. I heard that most 

of it was cleaned out by Narrius‟s shock troops, but he claims to be part of some special unit.” 

Cherry paused reflectively as they stepped through a side door and out into the blocked alley, 

heading for the next building over. “I believe him. He‟s got some special power shit like 

everyone seems to have these days.” 

“Yeah.” Mahihko looked down at his fingers, and electricity sparked between them 

before he glanced up with a faint smile, tilting his head a bit. “They aren‟t that special anymore, 

are they?” 

“I think it‟s a corrosive effect from Hell.” Cherry said seriously, and Mahihko lowered 

his ears a bit, unnerved by the fact that Cherry wasn‟t acting like… well… Cherry. She‟s so… 

distant. Solemn, even. “I think whatever Narrius‟s doomsday device did, it broke the last 

remnants of… whatever the fuck sort of barrier was weakening between the demonic world and 

this one, creating those rips, the Black Holes. And like, we might have closed most of them, but 

everything‟s still on the fritz and people are still acting crazy, even in places with few or no 

demons. I think it‟s like some barrel of sludge broke open and was spilled onto our 

motherfucking collective lawns, and we might have wiped it up… but dude, the shit that sank in 

is still there, and now we ain‟t growing grass but fuckin‟ people-eating plants.” 

“You‟re scary.” Mahihko said mildly, and Cherry groaned and shoved him sideways as 

they walked towards the door, the wolf immediately smacking into the wall and letting out a yelp 

of pain as he fell backwards onto his ass… but oddly enough, it made him feel better as he 

scampered behind Cherry to catch up with her. 

They found Marina quietly sketching out a demon that was posing nude beside Dan, who 

looked humiliated and kept trying to cover his own naked groin. Cherry opened her mouth, and 

Marina said icily: “Silence. I‟m almost done.” 

Cherry immediately closed her muzzle, and then she slowly began to lean towards 

Marina to see what she was sketching, but Mahihko jerked her back to avoid Marina throwing a 

fit, and the demoness stuck out her tongue at him sourly. A few seconds later, Marina closed her 

sketchbook and nodded to her two models, and both of them looked relieved as they began to 

climb back into their clothes, Mahihko walking over and blushing a bit as he helped the draconic 

creature, since his good arm was closed up inside a makeshift cast and he was still obviously 

unused to mortal clothing. 

Before Cherry could talk, Marina glanced up at her and said absently: “I know already, 

don‟t worry. Leo Midori, age thirty and three months, seven days, five hours, he‟s got an odd-

shaped birthmark and a tattoo he‟s very proud of, his assigned number from the Dremony 

Military is 88. He‟s also got special abilities, based around his emotions, of all things… his mind 

was easy to pick into until some idiot told him that I‟m a psychic, and he immediately started 

trying to cover his thoughts… but it was like throwing a blanket over a mountain of rubble. He‟s 

safe, though, if that‟s what you wanted to ask after you scolded me.” 



The demoness stared, and Marina shrugged a bit, murmuring softly as she looked down at 

her sketchpad: “I like to listen while I sketch. He just happened to wander into the base, so I just 

listened in to what he was thinking. I think we should pack up and move in two hours.” 

Cherry‟s first instinct was to scold her, argue with her, make fun of her, and eventually 

push her own ideas forwards… but as she opened her mouth, she saw the frown crest over 

Marina‟s face, and she slowly closed her muzzle. Why do I pull that shit… fuck, now that I think 

of it, all of us have been pretty mean to her lately, even if she can be a bitch… oh fuck me, there I 

go again. “I… I think that‟s a good idea. What if we gave an extra half an hour or so to that, 

though, just because now we have a new person and… I‟m kinda worried that he might need a 

moment to adjust to you and the rest of us.” Oh shit. Bad phrasing. 

Marina dropped her head, looking sulky, but after a few moments she finally muttered: 

“Fine. I‟ll go and get my stuff and then I‟ll meet the bastard… but I can feel the energy in the air 

growing, and I know you can too. We need to move in fast… and something… something bad is 

coming.” 

She paused, her misery seeming to drop away for a moment as she tilted her head, and 

then she shook her head quickly, touching her forehead quietly and looking down in confusion, 

before she quickly strode past Cherry, shoving her aside as the demoness frowned, feeling a bit 

of psychic static in the air. Not enough to hurt, but enough to make her tingle… but it vanished 

as Marina left. What the hell… she‟s acting weird as fuck, and that only comes out when she‟s 

really pissed or stressed about something. But she‟s right… there‟s something in the air, and I 

can feel the essence getting thicker… 

As it turned out, Leo greeted Marina calmly enough when they met in the room Leo had 

first been interrogated in, although he at first looked like he was tempted to retort to her calling 

him a pussy. Cindy quickly shook her head before he could, however, and pulled him aside to 

explain quietly that Marina was just upset over the death of her father. Leo had accepted this, and 

mentioned he didn‟t even know where his own sister, Julia, had vanished to… so instead he 

attempted to befriend the youngest daughter of Zerrex. 

He failed miserably, but Marina went from trying to piss him off or upset him to mostly 

ignoring him, but he was able to talk easily with Cindy, on the other hand, and he seemed to 

settle into the base a bit, looking surprised at the amount of equipment they carried. Cindy 

shrugged a bit, only murmuring that they carried what they needed to be prepared, and a few 

moments later he stared in shock as Cherry came back with a wide grin in her old mortal body, 

fully-clothed and flexing her muscular arms as she said cheerfully: “Fuck yes, let‟s go retro and 

bring back the faves!” 

“I hate you.” Marina said darkly from across the room, and Cherry immediately crossed 

her arms and dropped her head, looking sulky as Mahihko absently patted one of her enormous 

biceps. Cherry, however, snapped up the backpack before Marina could automatically try and put 

it on, and she looked surprised as Cherry mumbled that she was the big muscular precognetic 

one, so she‟d try carrying the extra gear instead for once. 

Marina looked almost embarrassed for a moment, but she‟d only nodded as she checked 

over her own weaponry: a Dragokkaren Enforcer 5000-Class Assault Rifle. It had a drum larger 

and thicker than Marina‟s head that snapped into place behind the handle to counterbalance the 

four enormous, rotating barrels – a mutant combination of gatling gun and classic tommygun. 

The weapon had two intelligent triggers: a pressurized one to cycle the barrels at various speeds, 

and another to actually fire the weapon. It also had a long strap that securely locked against the 

shoulder so that the massive weight was better distributed, and the monstrous weapon was 



designed for the largest of the Dragokkaren from Hez‟Ranna… but several different guns had 

also been sold to various people around the world, although the enormous weight of the weapon 

at least worked to counterbalance the recoil from the small nine-millimeter rounds. 

Leo stared at the female carrying this, but she only grunted as she pushed it behind her 

back to slip a simpler .45 into a holster at her side and a plain combat knife in her boot. His own 

armament – a serrated combat knife, his .45, and the sword on his back inside its gleaming 

sheath – almost felt insignificant at the sight of the psychic carrying that massive weapon, as 

Marina shrugged it back around to ensure she could bring it out fairly quickly if necessary, then 

she gripped the L-shaped handle at the front of the gun that extended out of the long rectangular 

body beside the barrels, looking sourly amused as she tweaked it into a different position. “Got a 

problem?” 

“None at all.” Leo laughed a bit, rubbing the back of his head, and then he glanced 

around, noting Cherry‟s chain whip and the strange, smallish rifle that Mahihko was currently 

reloading. They‟re all pretty professional… “So uh… how much combat experience do you all 

have?” 

“Oh, about three thousand years‟ worth.” Cherry replied absently, as she loaded an 

ancient, bolt-action rifle with several rounds before tossing it over to Cindy, who caught it and 

slid it onto her back in one fluid motion. “Fifty or sixty of „em mortal years. The others have 

about twenty-thirty years of experience each. We‟ve seen our fair share of war.” 

“Too much.” Cindy murmured softly, smiling faintly over at Leo, and the feline rubbed 

the back of his head a bit as she asked curiously: “What about yourself?” 

“Most of my life.” The cat admitted, nodding and rubbing his hands together slowly. 

“Especially once they discovered my abilities… then I was put through all sorts of training 

programs and tests, and I was out on the field, either healing people or using my powers to kill 

enemy troops…” He made a bit of a face, shaking his head slowly. “I really preferred to heal, 

but… I suppose with my kind of powers, having me out there fighting really saved more lives 

than I could with these hands.” 

Cherry grunted something, then she looked over at Cindy, but the female only bowed her 

head slightly towards her, and Cherry sighed as the silent communication ended, saying sourly: 

“Everyone, listen up. Since there‟s only five of us, we‟re going to have to focus more on moving 

quietly over ramming our way through the enemy… we‟ll save that for afterwards.” 

She paused, then unwrapped the plastic tube and put it down on the wooden table, pulling 

it open to reveal the digital readout as the others leaned in, Cherry tapping the blue circle on the 

map as she became serious. “This is us, the Big Refuge. While we‟re away, I‟m posting snipers 

and I‟ll give Dan the keys to the Grim Hearse to park it in the front alley… that should ward off 

a lot of the demons on its own. But see, we have to navigate roughly twenty blocks… to here.” 

She tapped a red glow on the map, gazing around at them all to size up their reactions. 

“This is the Black Hole, and as you can see even on the map, there‟s a lot of corruption and 

terrain damage around it, and we‟re also going to be dealing with Lieutenant Ezekiel, just to 

further complicate things. The others can tell you about him as we move, Leo, but for now I‟ll 

keep things brief.” 

“Right.” Leo murmured, glancing down over the map and flicking one of his bangs out of 

his blue-green eyes slowly searching the map, and Cherry noticed a flaw in one of them: a patch 

of red-tinged chestnut, as he shook his head a bit. “I don‟t know how we can do this. There‟s 

golems and those eye-creatures crawling all over the place…” 



“They‟re too big to fit in buildings, so we‟ll do this the same way the soldiers used to 

navigate Hez‟Ranna during the Great War: we‟ll use the buildings and structures to our 

advantage and slip through them. Security will only increase once we approach the area the 

Black Hole itself is in, and then we‟ll do the usual straight charge, make-some-noise bit. We‟ll 

know we‟re close when we start hitting warded buildings.” Cherry said mildly, then she grinned 

slightly, her eyes flashing. “You can always stay behind if you want though.” 

Leo only smiled slightly at this, and Cherry nodded and closed the map, looking around 

at the others as her professionalism returned. “We move in a single line formation. I‟ll take the 

front and scout ahead a bit, followed by Cindy. Marina follows after that, and Leo and Mahihko 

will follow from the rear. Wolf, I want you covering our backs: Leo, we‟ll likely need your 

abilities as healer soon into the night.” She paused, then glanced over them all and grunted, 

saying dryly: “Four of us have a personal stake in this, and we know who we‟re doing this for. 

Leo, thank you for the aid, we all appreciate it more than any of us can say.” 

Leo nodded and rubbed his hands together, saying quietly: “Well, I can‟t just sit around 

while these demons are flooding the world… if I can help out with stopping them, I‟m more than 

glad to do whatever I can.” 

“Good. Then we move.” Cherry said softly, and she headed for the door, at the same time 

lowering her head forwards as that strange feeling rolled through her again, that sense of 

familiarity. She shook her head slightly, pushing a hand against the door before opening it and 

grinning slightly, murmuring: “Fuck yeah. Let‟s show these bastards a thing or two for the 

Boss.” 

 

Cherry stood with her back pressed against the wall, controlling her breathing as a lizard 

demon walked slowly towards them. The others were all waiting apprehensively… and then 

Cherry nodded to Cindy and ducked as she cocked her enormous sword back, before Cherry 

whistled. The lizard demon immediately ran around the corner… and a moment later its body 

toppled forwards as its head fell in another direction, and Cindy sheathed her enormous blade as 

Cherry wiped a bit of blood off her muzzle. “Fucker. That‟s a five point penalty for me.” 

“You‟ll get them back.” Cindy said absently, and then she followed quietly as Cherry 

slipped down the hall, one .52 in one hand as she glanced back and forth, her eyes burning. “This 

isn‟t exactly going according to plan, Cherry…” 

“Your mom doesn‟t go according to plan.” Cherry retorted in a grumble, then she winced 

at the shocked look on Cindy‟s face, holding up her hands. “Sorry, sorry. Just shut the hell up 

and let me think, okay?” 

She knelt at the end of the hallway, peering out a dirty window as she made a bit of a 

face. They had covered roughly half the distance, but the street outside was littered with not only 

metal golems of all variety and size, but also crawling monstrosities made up of whatever debris 

they came across, and tamed Plasmids crawled all over the buildings, sometimes checking the 

windows curiously. Thankfully, their screeches were mostly ignored by the demons that 

patrolled amidst the golems below… and as Cherry had predicted, the buildings only had a light 

security force actually inside them: most of the demons had been positioned outside and the rest 

on the rooftops with mortal weaponry and demonic crossbows. 

Cherry paused as an explosion went up somewhere, but none of the demons or creatures 

outside looked much fazed… and Cherry slowly turned towards Cindy before grinning slowly, 

and the female made a disgusted face. “I hate doing that.” 



“I know, but it‟s for a good cause.” Cherry said cheerfully, and she turned to shove open 

the double doors behind her of the hotel they were currently travelling through. A few moments 

later, they stepped into a large ballroom, and Cherry shivered as a feeling of déjà vu washed over 

her… Sin… this is like something Cynterra went through, my little sister… with Zerrex, so many 

years ago… 

She walked slowly down the empty ballroom, and ghosts seemed to dance around her 

before she shook her head and quickly approached one of the stained-glass windows. They were 

only on the second floor – the ground floor had been too heavily-guarded to make it through 

safely – but she thought they were a bit high up already, with the retardedly-high ceilings of 

every floor… and she made a face as she looked at what would undoubtedly be a long jump 

through an alley to a thankfully-lower window below… except great, I‟m going to be the fucking 

wrecking ball. “We‟ll save your powers of physical persuasion for later, Cindy, I got this one.” 

Cherry cleared her throat as Cindy made a face and watched the muscular female back up 

a few feet, then she winced as she looked at the painted glass again and realized it wasn‟t glass at 

all, but clear metal. “Cherry, wait, I-” 

Cherry charged and threw herself at the window, and she crashed into it with a loud bang 

before falling over and gripping her head, and the others stared as Leo wondered what the hell 

he‟d just gotten himself into as the demoness rolled back and forth with a loud groan of pain, 

staring dumbly at the large black dent she‟d made in the painted metal. “What the fuck? Who the 

fuck uses clear fucking metal for… that? I fucking… what the fuck!” 

“Shh, shh, shh… it‟s okay.” Cindy said gently as she walked over and dragged Cherry to 

the side, and the demoness sat quickly up, rubbing at her head and glowering, but otherwise 

unhurt as Cindy walked over to the clear metal. Leo was about to suggest finding a different 

route, and then she punched hard into the side of the metal, causing it to creak and bend before 

she grabbed the side of the painted metal „window,‟ growling and jerking hard as her muscles 

flexed, before the entire section of clear metal tore out of place and toppled to the ground, the 

feline left gaping by the strength that she possessed as she smiled a bit and glanced over at the 

other window. “That one‟s glass, though. It doesn‟t have that plasticky look clear metal does.” 

“I hate you.” Cherry said morbidly, and before anyone could say anything, she ran 

forwards and dived through the open section of wall to crash through the window below, neatly 

rolling to her feet inside a bedroom. She made a bit of a face, then turned around and grabbed the 

frame of the damaged window, her muscles flexing before she tore it out of place and tossed it 

aside, absently brushing at some shards of broken glass with one of her combat boots. “It might 

be a bit hard without precog, but try and just throw yourself forwards.” 

Cindy nodded, then she looked up as Leo cursed and drew his single edged, shining blade 

off his back, narrowing his eyes as a pair of minotaurs in ceremonial armor carrying massive 

halberds stomped inside. They were followed quickly by several undead with the upper body 

composed of some demonic skeleton, and the lower bones of horses, skeletal legs balancing on 

claws instead of hooves, however. The centaur-skeletons strode slowly around the minotaurs as 

they made their way forwards, and Leo looked over at Cindy with a grin as she pulled her sword 

off her back. “Hope you can use that thing.” 

“You‟d be surprised.” Cindy replied mildly, and then an echoing bang rang out before 

one of the minotaurs crashed backwards in a bloody heap, and Mahihko winced from where he 

was laying flat, loading another round into his rifle as Marina instead dived through the window 

to land beside Cherry with a disgusted look at the others. “Let‟s make this fast before 

reinforcements come.” 



Leo nodded and charged forwards, and he slid effortlessly to the side as the minotaur 

charged at him, before bringing his sword in a hard upwards arc and slicing the pole of the 

demon‟s weapon in half with a single clean cut, the huge bull-demon staggering backwards in 

surprise before the cat slashed hard downwards through the minotaur‟s chest, cleaving through 

flesh and armor like butter as the creature snarled in pain. It lashed out with a fist, but Leo 

ducked under this before spinning elegantly and cutting one of its legs out from beneath it, and 

then stabbing forwards straight into the demon‟s gut. 

Cindy, meanwhile, charged one of the undead centaurs fearlessly and slashed viciously 

through its waist, cutting the demon skeleton from the horse skeleton, and its lower body reared 

before collapsing into dust as Cindy stomped hard down on the skull of the undead creature. She 

spun the sword around in an arcing cut as another undead centaur lunged at her, and the huge 

blade tore through the bones like they were paper, the skeleton collapsing into pieces around her 

body as Leo shoved the rotting minotaur backwards with a look of disgust. 

They both looked up as the last centaur ran in from the side towards the feline… but a 

single shot from Mahihko blew its skull into pieces, and the rest of the skeleton collapsed into 

dust and bone fragments, a femur sliding into Leo‟s foot as he made a face and wiped at himself, 

muttering: “The demons are just getting worse and worse… I‟ve never seen those before.” 

“Are you done yet? Fuck, I‟ve been waiting forever!” Cherry‟s voice whined from the 

gap, and then Mahihko leapt through the opening and the muscular demoness caught him in her 

arms, gazing down at him as he half-curled against her embarrassedly and mumbling: “You‟re 

like a fucking… retarded… pet… thing. Go away.”  

Cherry dropped him, and the wolf scampered over to Marina, putting his rifle on his back 

as he instead pulled out his .457 revolver. Marina looked over to him, but for now she was 

professional and quiet instead of mocking, nodding to the door… and Mahihko nodded in return 

to her and carefully pushed it open as the female stepped in front of it, holding up her massive 

assault weapon and cycling the barrels for a moment before relaxing her finger as it opened on 

an empty hallway. 

Marina motioned for Mahihko to move forwards, and the wolf hesitantly did so, looking 

back and forth before he relaxed a bit and said quietly: “It looks clear… there‟s lots of webs, 

though… Plasmids, do you think?” 

“There‟s too many life forms present… I can‟t lock on to anything, but I‟m feeling a lot 

of animal instinct, so I‟d say so.” Marina said quietly, walking over to the wolf and pushing her 

enormous weapon behind her back before drawing her own handgun, glancing back and forth 

slowly. A few moments later, Cherry walked out and nodded to the two of them, followed by 

Leo and Cindy. “Where are we?” 

“On the road to Perdition.” Cherry muttered, then she shook her head a bit, glancing over 

to Cindy. “Books, I want to move in a straight line from here, since we‟re parallel to the original 

route I wanted to take to the Black Hole, by the look and feel of things. Can you handle doing the 

wall-breaking thing?” 

“I guess.” Cindy looked displeased, but she nodded a bit nonetheless, curling her hands 

into fists and squeezing lightly as she looked down at them sourly. “You‟re the one who should 

have monster strength, not me.” 

Cherry only grunted, and they reformed their line, moving through the door straight 

ahead and into a small apartment. Cherry and Cindy both kicked in the thin wall leading to the 

next apartment, then cursed when Plasmids tore through the plaster on the other side and ripped a 



sizeable tunnel for them, before retreating with screams and chitters at the hail of gunfire they 

were greeted by. 

They continued to move forwards, but only met with the occasional demon, all of whom 

were easily dispatched. Leo showed the effectiveness of what he referred to as his „Black 

Energy‟ by killing a demon with a single movement of his hands while they glowed a terrible 

black and purple. The grey-skinned creature, standing a fair ten feet away, had spasmed and then 

simply fallen over, and Cherry had to admit she was amused… perhaps not yet impressed, but 

curious nonetheless about the extent of the cat‟s powers. 

As they slipped through a narrow alley, Cherry felt the presence of the strange energy 

growing thicker… and she motioned for the others to continue into the next building as she 

stepped carefully forwards and leaned slowly out, avoiding the gazes of the golems and Eye 

Constructs patrolling the streets to stare at the Black Hole in the distance, beyond the fallen 

buildings and cracked road… and she knew they were near the goal now. If we can just get a 

little further, we‟ll be able to reach it and seal it… and then find that fucker Ezekiel… 

“I‟ll teach him a thing or two.” Cherry muttered, and she carefully slipped backwards to 

slide through the door the others had gone through and into a kitchen. The floor was slick and 

wet underfoot from an overflowing sink, the tap still pouring more water into this… and 

Mahihko turned it off after a moment, earning a look from Cherry as he blushed and shrugged a 

bit. “Gay.” 

Mahihko mumbled something, looking embarrassed, and then Cherry motioned for them 

to move through the double doors ahead before pausing. She held up a hand, but Cindy didn‟t 

notice as she reached out to touch the curved handle, and Cherry shouted a moment too late: 

“Don‟t!” 

Cindy looked up in surprise as she grasped the doorhandle, and an orange rune on the 

wall glowed and began to blare an alarm. Immediatley, someone tried to shove the doors open 

from the other side, but Cindy shoved back with a snarl, holding them closed before wincing 

back as an axe chopped into the wood, followed by a sword that a demon stabbed through the 

thin wood, and the female leapt backwards and drew her grenade-shotgun off her hip, firing it 

straight ahead of her as the doors were kicked open. It struck a Swamp Spine on the other side, 

and both it and the armored demon beside it were sent crashing backwards with screams of pain 

before Cindy fired another grenade into the group of demons charging forwards, and Cherry 

concentrated and then winced as she felt something snap in her head, but the grenade exploded in 

midair in a massive conflagration that quickly began to spread over the walls. 

“Cherry, Cherry, there‟s a broken gas valve in here!” Mahihko shouted, and the wolf 

cursed before running for one of the swinging doors in the wall, and Cherry‟s eyes bulged before 

she and the rest of the group shot for the doors marked „In‟ and „Out.‟ The demoness had enough 

time to think dumbly that she was going in the Out door before wincing and covering her face 

automatically as they ran into the dining room… and then she slowed as nothing happened, the 

doors continuing to swing slowly. 

“What the hell, wolf.” She glared at him flatly, looking back and forth around the dining 

room before pulling her whip off her belt and noting the enormous sliding wall with several 

doors in it, apparently leading to another dining area… but what concerned her more were both 

the reddish-orange Plasmids walking towards them on one side and the demon soldiers and 

golems on the other, walking in through a large gap in the hotel wall that led out to the street. 

“This is wonderful, and now-” 



Something rumbled beneath the hotel, and the Plasmids squealed and quickly began to 

flee before the wall beside them erupted, and the Plasmids themselves went up in their own 

massive explosions, chunks of plaster and pieces of wooden frame hailing down from the ceiling 

as Cherry let out a loud curse and ran for the divider as the golems staggered and fires crawled 

hungrily over the building, the demoness snarling as she smashed her way through a pair of thin 

doors and shouted: “Let‟s move!” 

The others followed quickly, Cindy and Leo first, followed by Mahihko and Marina as 

the last female in line panted, her body aching from carrying the massive assault weapon. 

Mahihko glanced over his shoulder, then rose his revolver as a golem suddenly broke into a 

shambling run, raising a blade to strike her, and he fired a single shot that dragged a thin cut over 

Marina‟s shoulder. 

She cursed, but then the round crashed into the power crystal of the golem, and it toppled 

backwards in a hail of auto parts that knocked over the demon behind it, and the female 

repressed a smile as she jumped through the divider. Cindy was already working with Cherry to 

try and force open a pair of doors near the back of the dining room as another explosion went up 

somewhere in the hotel, Marina‟s head ringing with the sound as she turned around and began to 

cycle the gun, turning back towards the divider and backstepping as the golems simply began to 

tear through it. 

Marina squeezed the other trigger, and bullets pounded into demons and golems with 

enough force to stagger even the metal creatures as they bounced uselessly off their silver and 

rust-colored bodies, the stray bullet here and there shattering the crystals of the giants… but then 

Mahihko was beside her, firing rounds into the vulnerable points of the golems and the Eye 

Constructs that followed, and the two snarled as they fought together. The mix of rage and 

precision held the demons and their entities at bay for now, but as Mahihko rapidly reloaded his 

revolver with a speed loader, he knew they didn‟t have the ammo or the strength to keep them at 

bay forever, as a massive golem with a huge claw arm tore another hole in the crumbling divider. 

Leo cursed as he blocked two hard swings from an emaciated demon with terribly long 

arms that were holding a pair of hooked blades, and then he leapt forwards and attempted to cut 

it in half with his own sword… but it kicked off the table it was standing on to land on another, 

the demon chittering with its upside-down face before leaning forwards and vomiting bile at the 

cat. Leo‟s eyes widened in shock, but he managed to duck under the atrocious substance anyway 

as it splattered all over the table behind him, before the creature leapt forwards with a hard 

double-swing. 

The golden feline snarled as one of the hooks snapped around his forearm and tore into it, 

but he made a quick, vicious slice as the creature leaned forwards howled at him, and a moment 

later the monstrosity‟s head toppled to the floor, green blood pouring out of its neck. The cat 

stood up and shook his wounded arm several times as white energy glowed faintly around the 

nasty cut, and it began to rapidly heal as four more of the strange monstrosities dropped down 

from the high ceiling around him, landing on their large, froglike legs as two of them hopped up 

to the tables and the others swayed back and forth with their double swords, all of them laughing 

and chittering. Leo smiled coldly himself, his eyes flicking back and forth as he drew his combat 

knife from his waistband, and then he said softly: “Let‟s do this.” 

One of the creatures leapt at his back, and Leo half-spun immediately, raising his hand 

and sending two thin needles of darkness into its face, sending the monstrosity spilling 

backwards before he leapt forwards and quickly sank his sword through its chest, but even as it 

died, another pair of the devils dropped from the sky. They laughed, their grey, wrinkled skin 



lackluster even in the light of flames slowly crawling along the walls, and the feline snarled as he 

leapt towards the closest. Gotta keep this short or the whole building‟s going to come down… 

Cherry, meanwhile, had managed to cut through the demonic bindings on the wall, and 

she was now firing shots into more of the little devils as they leapt in through a hole in the 

ceiling. Fucking Gore Devils… I didn‟t expect to see them here… “Hurry the hell up, Cindy! I 

can‟t hold these motherfuckers off forever, and there‟s no way to tell if there‟s just a shitload of 

them or if there‟s a portal spawning them!” 

“You lift a fucking two hundred ton gate and see what it feels like!” Cindy yelled back 

angrily, as her muscles flexed powerfully, snarling and leaning forwards as she slowly forced the 

security gate up into the wall, fighting against the magnetic locks that were trying to force it back 

down. A moment later, however, something gave, and the machines on either side of the doors 

cracked with a loud bang, a spark of electricity travelling over the device before Cindy threw the 

heavy shutter all the way up above the doors with a grunt of relief, turning and shouting: “Come 

on, we still have the fight ahead!” 

Marina nodded as she glanced over her shoulder, then she released the trigger on the 

hybrid gatling-rifle and instead rose her hands. She snarled, and the ceiling above cracked before 

she made a deep bowing motion, swinging her hands down at the same time. 

The ceiling rumbled… and then it shattered, collapsing in front of the divider and 

crushing several golems and demons, and a moment later the divider itself fell backwards as a 

gout of flame shot up. Marina‟s eyes widened as the ceiling continued to crack, and she quickly 

spun and grabbed Mahihko‟s wrist, jerking him backwards and half-dragging him behind her as 

he tried to keep up with her sprinting, watching as tables flew back and forth and Leo turned to 

run after them with a look of surprise, before he let out a grunt as a Gore Devil threw its hook 

sword, and the blade sent him staggering forwards before the entire roof began to collapse. 

He was crushed under the debris as the others ran out, Mahihko and Cindy looking back 

in shock, but Marina‟s features showing only concern for herself and her family as her grip 

tightened on Mahihko‟s hand, and she all-but-threw him through the open doors. He crashed on 

his back with a grunt near Cherry‟s heels, the demoness swinging her whip violently back and 

forth as flames erupted from it in twisting arcs on either side of her body, sending the armored 

minotaurs around them staggering backwards. 

A moment later, she leapt forwards and spun in a circle as the chain links glowed orange, 

and several of the minotaurs were halved, sending the last armored minotaur running in terror. 

Immediately, Cherry drew her .52 and shot him twice in the back, and the rounds penetratred the 

thinner armor covering his spine and he collapsed forwards, spasming once on the ground as she 

muttered: “Servants of Az‟Iriel get no remorse.” 

“We have to…” Cindy began, then she stopped, looking slowly over at the golems and 

other soldiers, who remained motionless, as if they were behind some invisible divider. Even as 

the hotel behind them burned and continued to collapse, they only stood, as if waiting for 

something… and slowly, Cindy walked away from the building to stand in the center of the 

broken road… and it was almost as if she could see the border between the invaded mortal 

realm… and the bits of the mortal world that had been claimed and corrupted by the demon 

army. 

The others walked slowly out to the center of the road as the hotel collapsed in on itself, 

sending out a blast of smoke and dirt that somehow seemed muted, flowed more around them 

then over them, and Cindy murmured quietly as she looked towards it with stinging eyes: “We 

need to save him.” 



“He‟ll be fine.” Marina said quietly, and Cindy looked down at her with surprise as she 

shook her head slowly, adding  softly: “What do you think he‟d prefer? That we waste our time 

digging him out of the rubble and fighting off the demons that dare to step back into a place that 

reeks of Hell, or that we continue forwards?” 

“You‟re right.” Cindy nodded quietly, and she glanced up, watching as Cherry and 

Mahihko walked quietly down the road together… and after a moment, she followed with 

Marina, quickly catching up to them as the very world around them seemed to warp and distort. 

A few minutes later, a hand shimmering with white energy shoved itself out of the 

wreckage inside the shell of the hotel, and it was followed by Leo‟s head as he coughed several 

times, most of his outer clothes torn apart, but the wounds on his body already miraculously 

healing. He made a bit of a face as he pulled himself out of a hill of ashes, stone and rock, rolling 

down it awkward and with his sword in his other hand, and then he looked up and snarled as 

several Gore Devils dropped down in front of him with a snarl near a crumbled wall, shrugging 

off the ruins of his jacket and sweater to stand in his t-shirt, one of the sleeves torn off from a 

particularly-sharp piece of stone as a wound healed that had cut through a tattoo on his shoulder 

healed quickly. The marking was of a sword pointing down towards the number ‟88,‟ a tattoo 

from his days in the Dremony Military that he had never gotten rid of… and he rose his sword 

with a cold smile, spinning it to either side of him as he said darkly: “I think you little bastards 

and me have a personal fight now.” 

They lunged towards each other… and Marina shook her head a bit in the far distance as 

the feelings of rage vanished. They had dispatched only a handful of elite demons… but she 

focused not on Leo, but on the present now. It felt like they were expected… and that familiar 

presence was growing stronger and stronger, before she suddenly trembled and fell to her knees 

on what was no longer pavement but dirt and chunks of rock as she whispered: “Daddy?” 

A voice laughed as a figure with long white hair staggered out of the shadows and in 

front of the swollen black orb in the distance… and Cherry and Cindy both snarled as Mahihko 

stepped backwards in terror, staring in horror at the creature that stepped out and rasped: “Only if 

you want me to be, little girl…” 

Xerrez laughed again and arched his back, his enormous, black claws dyed with blood 

and covered in deep cracks, his face mostly gone and replaced by rotten black flesh, his eyes 

burning in sockets and his massive, muscular body now emaciated and covered in terrible 

wounds… and he staggered slowly forwards, dragging a leg behind him that was literally 

beginning to rot off, his foot missing and ending instead in a bony, sharp stump as his tail flicked 

back and forth, the end of it black and distorted. He grinned, and he was missing most of his 

teeth, his gums black and yellow as he hissed, dirty yellowed hair hanging over his face: “Why 

do you all look so upset… don‟t you know of the euphoria this world has to offer?” 

“You‟re that creature Zerrex was talking about…” Cherry snarled and stepped forwards, 

then she blinked as Cindy held out an arm. Her features were cold and stony… and Cherry 

watched in shock as the female slowly shrugged off her sword and dropped it, then undid her belt 

and tossed that aside, her grenade launcher clanking against the ground as the demoness asked 

slowly: “Cynthia?” 

“I‟ll take care of him. Don‟t interfere, any of you.” Cindy said coldly, and even Marina 

nodded and looked surprised at the change that had come over her, as she walked slowly 

forwards… and then bowed quietly, not taking her eyes off the monstrosity. A moment later, she 

slid into a battle stance… and Cherry didn‟t recognize it as her usual one. That‟s not for 



defensive purposes… fuck, she‟s… what‟s happened to her? “Xerrez, or Ravenlight, right? This 

is for my father.” 

“Your father is weak…” Xerrez hissed, and then he shuddered and let out a sigh of 

rapture as he dragged his claws slowly over his chest, ripping deep, jagged gashes through old, 

infected wounds and sending down a sludgy flow of blood and yellow pus. He grinned again, 

and then he spread his arms and laughed, and his voice jarred in their minds, held a terrible 

power as he roared: “I am to become a god among demons! I will destroy you all, and Ezekiel 

will feast on your souls, and Az‟Iriel will reward me with godhood… and you will forever be 

tomented as a part of the demon you all so detest!” 

“We‟ll see about that.” Cindy said quietly, and she flexed her body, leaning forwards and 

saying clearly: “Come.” 

Xerrez cackled, and then he charged forwards, his body moving in a stumbling, awkward 

motion before he clawed viciously at her… but Cindy sidestepped, ducking under his arm before 

she smashed a flat palm into his kidney. 

The monstrosity grunted and staggered backwards before simply slapping her away, and 

Cindy cursed as she ran around to Xerrez‟s back before leaping forwards and slamming two hard 

fists into his spine. The creature staggered forwards with a curse, and then he spun around, his 

bone-stump sending up sparks as it dragged over a rock and his hand coming up in a vicious 

claw that ripped a deep slash through Cindy‟s stomach and over one breast, sending her onto her 

back with a scream of pain as Xerrez laughed and arched his back, looking skywards and 

howling: “Yes, give me more pain! Feed me, make me stronger, Cindy Narrius!” 

Cindy slowly forced herself up, then snarled at Cherry as she began to step forwards… 

and the oldest sister of the trio made a face before stepping slowly back. Cindy staggered a bit as 

she got to her feet, bleeding from the long lines Xerrez had torn over her body but using the pain 

to anchor herself to the reality of the fight, as the monster grinned insanely and staggered 

forwards… and she narrowed her eyes, sizing him up and deciding to try a new tactic. 

She ran towards him, and Xerrez swung both claws down at her in a rending slash, but 

Cindy slipped to the side as he stumbled forwards from the momentum of the blow and quickly 

kicked his only ankle out from beneath him, and the creature flailed in midair almost comically 

before crashing down onto his stomach. Immediately, Cindy stomped down onto the back of his 

good knee, and she twisted her heel violently as Xerrez snarled and slashed out at her like an 

animal, but she slid quickly backwards… and then the monster slipped and fell over again as he 

tried to move his leg but failed, letting out a grunt of surprise. 

Cindy smiled coldly, then ran forwards as Xerrez was distracted by his twitching leg 

before snapping her foot out into his muzzle, and Xerrez let out something between a laugh and a 

howl as he was knocked onto his back, skidding backwards before Cindy dropped her leg across 

his own and grabbed his working ankle, and then her muscles flexed as she snarled and jerked as 

hard upwards as she could, as if snapping a piece of wood. 

Xerrez‟s leg snapped in the other direction, and the creature arched his back with a grunt 

of pleasure that was almost sexual before he swung his stump leg at her… but Cindy caught the 

end of it and leapt backwards, dragging him firmly around in a circle. The creature let out a grunt 

of surprise, and then he flailed uselessly with his arms as he was lifted into the air, his eyes 

widening in shock as his other leg twitched uselessly. Cindy‟s muscles bulged with the effort of 

moving the goliath‟s body, and then she roared and twisted hard to the side, hurling him towards 

the nearest structure. 



The monster flew through the air and crashed headfirst into a lamp post, and it bent 

forwards with the force of his impact before toppling backwards out of its base, and Xerrez 

cursed as he slowly forced himself up to his knees. He grasped his skull with both hands, and 

then he snarled and managed to get his stump-leg beneath him, forcing himself to balance and 

stand on it as he hissed: “You‟re pissing me off, little girl!” 

He slowly put his weight down on his other leg, and then Cindy charged forwards and 

smashed her fists into his massive body, the giant twitching a few times as she hammered blows 

into his chest before clawing down at her with a snarl as he began to sway backwards, but she 

reached up and knocked both his arms backwards. He cursed and almost fell over, flailing his 

arms as she struck his chest once, twice, thrice… and then he lashed viciously downwards with 

one arm, but Cindy caught it before spinning and throwing him over her shoulder to slam him 

back-down into the ground. 

He bounced with the force of impact, letting out a howl of humiliation, but his body felt 

strange, no pain, no pleasure… and then Cindy slammed a final fist down into his chest, and his 

back arched before he slashed out a claw at her, and she was knocked backwards with a snarl as 

it ripped through her face, landing heavily on her stomach… but she was grinning coldly, her 

eyes glowing like shards of ice lit from within. Slowly, Xerrez forced himself to his feet… and 

he touched his chest, which felt… broken, awkward… and he whispered: “What… what did you 

do to me…” 

Cindy slowly stood, flicking the blood off her face, and then she said quietly: “I broke 

every last one of your ribs… and right about now, they should be digging through all your 

internal organs, heart included. Goodnight, Xerrez. I wish you mercy in the next life.” 

Cindy laced her fingers together and bowed quietly… and a bit of blood trickled out of 

Xerrez‟s muzzle as his hand slowly fell away from his chest. He began to fall backwards as his 

eyes rolled up in his head… and then Cherry tackled Cindy with a snarl as a spike of bone shot 

through Xerrez‟s chest and the creature was lifted into the air with a scream of what was very-

obviously agony, clawing at the white, massive spike as the others stared, Mahihko and Marina 

running forwards as two enormous claws of bone lashed down into the ground on either side of 

the creature, and the long, enormous spinal cord the bone spike was attached to slowly twisted 

and bent, pulling him backwards and into the grip of the spinal cage of a massive monstrosity 

made of bones and skulls as it rose slowly up into the air, six long arms extending from the 

shoulders and each ending in a single, crescent-shaped claw larger than a car. 

Standing on top of a platform made of skulls of demons and mortals where the head 

should be was Ezekiel… but by now, the dragon‟s face had rotted away entirely, and only a 

terrible darkness was left inside the skull beneath as he adjusted the plates of armor he was 

wearing over his robes, the undead creature saying mildly: “Thank you for the acquisition… it‟s 

a perfect power source for the Necropolis here.” 

Xerrez screamed as thin spears of bone shot out of the ribs and the back of the spinal cord 

and into his body, and then the huge bone spike at the end of it tore free, leaving Xerrez 

suspended in midair with his arms held wide, and the light faded out of his eyes as he dropped 

his head forwards, a bit of blood and drool falling from his muzzle as the massive, spiderine 

construct fidgeted on the spot, beginning to pulse faintly as a circle of red runes came to life 

around Ezekiel, and he bowed forwards as he said softly in his detached voice: “I‟ve never 

possessed a female before… and I have no desire to possess the wolf. I think I‟ll have fun with 

you before I possess whoever lasts longest against the Necropolis here…” 



“Ezekiel! Don‟t fuck with us!” Cherry snarled, and then she pulled her whip off her belt, 

snapping it once as it glowed red, shouting furiously: “We‟re going to kill you, close the 

goddamn Black Hole, and kill that motherfucker Az‟Iriel!” 

“I‟d like to see you try that from here… Prince Az‟Iriel is a continent away, and you‟re 

all too weak to stand against me.” Ezekiel said in a disgusted voice, and Mahihko twitched at the 

disdain, at the conviction in that tone. The words rang in his head, too weak, too weak, and one 

of the lupine‟s eyes twitched as he began to growl, his body flexing and twitching before Ezekiel 

added in a soft, contemptuous tone: “Besides, even Lord Zerrex was swatted by the Warlord like 

a pathetic fly… and none of you even had the strength to do anything but cry about it until now.” 

Mahihko felt something snap inside him, and the wolf roared like a wild thing and flexed, 

charging forwards as his body shifted upwards, his eyes flashing as he tore the rifle off his back 

in one hand and the hoop off his belt in the other a moment before his clothes tore and the straps 

on his body snapped off. He roared, froth flying from his muzzle as Ezekiel laughed coldly and 

said irritably: “Oh look, an angry mortal! How I twitch in my boots!” 

Mahihko, now a twenty-five foot tall, rampaging giant, leapt with surprising nimbleness 

past one of the crescent claws of the Necropolis Construct before he caught the smooth bone 

spike as it stabbed down towards him, and the fifty-foot tall undead machine rocked with a 

whispering hiss as the wolf‟s gargantuan muscles bulged before he tossed the spike off to the 

side, and he ran beneath the device with a cruel grin before raising the rifle and firing several 

shots into the back of the spine, holding the rifle like a handgun before he spun and smashed one 

of the arms away with his hoop as it clawed at him with enough force that it cracked the crescent 

blade of bone. 

Ezekiel cursed, then shouted an order in demonic as Cherry ran forwards and nimbly 

leapt up onto the curved spinal cord, charging towards where Xerrez‟s corpse had become a 

prison for his own soul… a soul that was being eaten away by Ezekiel‟s terrible machination. 

Spikes of bone shot out of the spinal cord in front of her and behind her, but Cherry kicked off 

and snapped her whip into one of the rib bones, the hooked claw on the end of the chain digging 

into it as she swung herself in an arc towards the front arm of the terrible creature. 

Marina and Cindy, meanwhile, peppered the other side of the machine with gunfire, and 

one of the ribs snapped under the strain of the grenades and the heavy assault weapon‟s bullets, 

and it slowly fell away, Xerrez‟s corpse twitching and the entire machine squealing. On the other 

side, Mahihko had charged like a maniac into the wrist of one of the rear limbs, and he was now 

slowly dragging it backwards despite the protests of the crescent blade, his muscles bulging with 

raw power as he laughed, his head shaking back and forth. 

The thing swung in a middle arm at him, and it caught the wolf in the middle of the 

crescent… but Mahihko‟s eyes burned with rage at the pain that shot through him, and he 

howled as he wrapped his arms around the blade and hugged it against his body before twisting, 

and the Necropolis gave another howling whisper as the blade simply snapped off. The wolf 

snarled, then spun around, his rage propelling him to new heights of power as he hurled the 

crescent blade into the creature‟s upper-middle spine, and it tore through, sending down flakes of 

bone as the entire entity spasmed. 

The construct slashed uselessly at Cherry with one of its other arms as she clung to its 

shoulder, but she ducked and slid her body around to sit just beside the platform that Ezekiel 

stood on, the skeleton walking over to her but snarling as his own energy shield repelled him, 

then staring in horror as Cherry swung her whip down and looped it around the shoulder joint, 

catching the hook in her other hand and beginning to jerk firmly backwards as it glowed red, and 



the entire side of the creature spasmed as the metal links began to slowly tear through the bone. 

“We‟ll both fall if you do that!” 

“Yeah, but I have precognition, and you… do not.” Cherry replied in a cheerful, insane 

voice, and Ezekiel stared in horror before the construct listed hard to the side… and then 

Cherry‟s eyes flashed before she kicked off the shoulder of the machine, blowing Ezekiel a kiss 

as she shouted while she fell: “Or maybe I don‟t have to after all!” 

Ezekiel grunted, and then he turned just in time to see Marina jerk her hand hard 

backwards, a purple glow obscuring her limb before Xerrez was torn from the construct‟s chest, 

and the entire machine howled, trembling violently as Mahihko regained his senses long enough 

to back away from the creature, and Cindy shoved hard back against the crescent blade she had 

been struggling against with her sword before leaping away as cracks burst through the 

Necropolis Construct‟s entire frame. 

It wobbled violently, and Ezekiel swayed from side to side as the red runes flickered 

before fading out, and then he toppled with a scream of rage as the entire, bone-made creation 

collapsed beneath him, sending up a cloud of white dust and chunks of ivory bones that pattered 

against the others like shrapnel, Cherry keeping her head low and her eyes closed as she did her 

best to sense out Ezekiel‟s presence. The fucker ain‟t done yet, after all… 

And a moment later, the cloud of dust was forcefully cleared by a blast of force, large 

chunks of bone and several stones flying in all directions as Ezekiel stood up straight, one arm 

held out to the side as he snarled viciously. He looked back and forth, panting hard… and then 

Cherry stood straight and spread her arms, asking mockingly: “What‟s got you all… up in arms, 

Ezekiel?” 

“I always knew you were a bitch.” Ezekiel said coldly, and then he held up a hand and 

sent Cherry crashing backwards with a blast of force, before he pointed at Marina and Cindy, and 

spikes of earth shot up around them both, Marina gasping as one of the spines pushed against her 

stomach dangerously, and Cindy cursing as another jutting rock pierced through her arm and 

held her in place. “You whores can stay there, too, and-” 

Mahihko tackled Ezekiel from behind, and the skeleton collapsed under his weight before 

his skull was crushed into the ground by the lupine as he snarled and shoved his head again and 

again into the earth, until it crumbled to dust… and the wolf paused, looking confused for a 

moment before he was thrown backwards by a blast of force, and the headless, broken skeleton 

rose up as a discorporal voice said darkly: “I think I‟ll possess you after all…” 

He stepped towards Mahihko… and then his body shuddered violently as the wolf slid 

backwards, before the robes and armor collapsed away as the skeleton‟s form turned to dust, and 

instead the transparent form of a strange, four-eyed demon with a warthog‟s head was left 

standing in its place. The creature looked down at its short-clawed hands with surprise… and 

then it turned in shock to Cherry as she held a hand out towards him and sketched a single rune 

in the air before snarling: “Goodbye.” 

Ezekiel screamed… and then he simply burst into ashes that faded quickly out of 

existence, and Cherry let out a sigh, slumping forwards a bit and mumbling: “Fuck, I was scared 

that wasn‟t going to work for a minute… dude has got to be one of the most fucked-up Jumpers 

in all of history.” A pause as she glanced over to Mahihko, who stared dumbly up at her. “Are 

you okay?” 

“What the fuck do you think?” Mahihko snarled, and he leapt up to his feet, towering 

over her as he added coldly: “I can take care of myself, thank you… even if all I have is this 

fucking stupid hoop!” 



Mahihko reached down and picked it up, and Cherry stared at the wolf before he turned 

and whispered: “There‟s more here, more to do, more to destroy… come on, let‟s go.” A pause 

as he glanced around at the others, watching as Cindy and Marina pushed themselves free of 

their rock prisons, and then he reached out and grabbed Cherry, shouting angrily: “I said, let‟s 

go, you stupid bitch!” 

“Get the fuck off me.” Cherry shoved Mahihko violently backwards, and then she stared 

even as she swayed out of the way of a hard backhand from the lupine, before she snarled: 

“What‟s your fucking problem, wolf? You‟ve gone fucking bananas!” 

“Fuck off. Let‟s just go.” Mahihko muttered sulkily, and then he turned around and 

stomped away by himself, not waiting for the others as he was drawn towards the Black Hole. 

He paused about twenty feet away, before looking angrily over his shoulder… then he paused 

and slowly looked up at the Gore Devils lining the rooftops on either side of him. 

A shiver went through his body as he stepped backwards, and then Nightmares carrying 

long spears stepped out of the alleyways and buildings as he looked over his shoulder, and when 

he faced forwards again, three Gigataurs slowly strode out from where they‟d been crouched 

behind a fallen building. The wolf trembled like a child, staring at these last in terror and 

staggering backwards even as the three girls ran up behind him, and then he fell back on his ass 

as that same darkness that had driven him to strike out now began to scream in fear and panic, 

quailing… and then the wolf covered his head and whimpered as his form automatically shrank 

down in dread and humiliation as the demons surrounding him laughed, and laughed, and 

laughed… 

The Gigataur in the front line slammed the butt of its enormous battle axe three times into 

the ground, and Cherry immediately halted and gripped the shoulders of her sisters, looking 

oddly relieved as the other demons halted their screeching and jibes. Mahihko looked up meekly, 

perhaps thinking he was dead, and the Gigataur looked at his two companions – one covered in 

thick red fur, and the other black… while most the leader Gigataur‟s own body was hidden from 

view by thick plates of splinted steel, and a helm with a mohawk of sharp metal blades. “You 

want to make a deal with us?” 

“Only because either way, I‟m pretty sure I‟m going to win.” The Gigataur grunted, 

standing tall and slamming the butt of his battle axe against the ground again. The pole itself had 

to be thicker than Cherry was, and it was taller than the Gigataur… but then again, the double-

headed, butterfly-shaped axe blade was perhaps a quarter of the goliath bull-demon‟s at least 

thirty-some feet as well… and he was slouched forwards. “I want to see the wolf mortal shift up 

again… and I want to fight him in one-on-one. If he can make me surrender or kill me, my boys 

here won‟t fight you. And if I kill him, I‟ll even be polite and give you a chance to run before we 

give you all chase.” 

Cherry looked around at the mass of demons surrounding them, and recognized that 

either way, it would be a rough fight… and after a moment, she reached down and quietly 

dragged Mahihko to his feet, the wolf‟s torn pants hanging loose around him as she muttered: 

“We don‟t have a choice… but it shouldn‟t be too hard. Avoid his attacks and don‟t shift up all 

the way… use your electricity.” 

“I can‟t fight that.” Mahihko whimpered and then he in pain as Cherry shouted something 

at him angrily… but his eyes looked over her shoulder towards Marina, who was smiling coldly 

at him. He blinked slowly, and then he heard in his mind a teasing voice, whispering: Daddy 

doesn‟t love you… Daddy doesn‟t love you… you‟re just a failure… you‟re just Lone Wulfe all 

over again… you‟re worthless… you‟re useless… 



Mahihko felt agony rip at him, sorrow filling his heart… and then everyone was laughing 

at him, and he saw images of his former life flash in front of his eyes, of lust and sex and need 

and want, of his father dragging him along on business trips like a suit of luggage, of being cut 

out of the company, and even of Zerrex standing over him and calling him pathetic. The last hurt 

worst of all… and it knocked open that gate inside himself, and rage began to leak into his form 

before he saw Marina dancing around with the others in a circle, all of them singing: Mahihko‟s 

worthless… Mahihko‟s useless… we don‟t need him, we don‟t love him, we just use him because 

he‟s such a good cook and cleaner… 

Mahihko shoved Cherry away violently as his body grew in size, as the pain tormented 

him, drove him backwards, his form bulging and changing… and then he remembered. He saw 

Zerrex die, in his mind… and he saw the Gigataurs doing it. He saw a hammer fall… and his 

eyes blazed with fury as he turned towards the laughing Gigataur, his body becoming muscular, 

bulky and massive once more, his eyes alight as he shoved Cherry backwards when she stepped 

forwards, and he asked in a whisper: “You… were you there? Did you kill my father? Did you 

help kill him?” 

“I wish I had. But no, I was deployed out here, under Ezekiel… but we heard that one of 

my friends got a piece of his ass before they killed him, if you know what I mean.” The Gigataur 

replied with a grin… and then he laughed and stood ready, the other Gigataurs stepping back 

with matching expressions of entertainment as the lead Gigataur teased: “What‟s wrong, little 

bitch? Are you upset? I guess the fight‟s on then, isn‟t-” 

Mahihko picked up his hoop and charged it with electricity before hurling it at the 

Gigataur‟s face, and it bounced off the end of his muzzle, sending him staggering back a step 

with a howl of surprise as he grabbed at his muzzle with one hand, the enormous battle axe held 

loosely, stupidly in the other as Mahihko charged forwards and snapped his hand out, a stream of 

electricity shooting out of his hand and colliding with the steel hoop before drawing it quickly 

back down to his hand. 

The wolf charged forwards with a snarl of fury as he cocked his arm back, but the 

Gigataur snorted before stomping hard down towards him. Mahihko leapt to the side and then 

smashed the hoop into the back of its ankle, and the Gigataur‟s leg twisted under it before it 

clawed at him with a snarl… and Mahihko ducked under the attack before smashing his fist into 

the metal plate covering the Gigataur‟s shin. 

It cracked, and electricity sparked over it and up the Gigataur‟s body, the creature 

howling and dropping his enormous axe as he clawed at his metal armor, Mahihko clinging to 

the creature‟s ankle and snarling as he dragged it backwards while pumping it with electricity… 

and the Gigataur squealed in agony as his flesh began to smoke and boil, his fur burning and 

charring off before the other two Gigataurs leapt forwards, one of them bringing up a massive 

hammer… but Cindy shot a grenade into its face and it fell backwards a moment later. 

The other demons immediately stormed forwards, and Mahihko leapt away from the 

Gigataur he had charred, twisting the hoop to break it into two thinner circles of metal. He 

charged these both with electricity that was simply pouring out of his body, fuelled by the insane 

rage pumping out of his form as threw both randomly into the crowd of demons. Nightmares 

screamed in agony as lightning shot over them, several of them falling over with broken bones 

from the hoops before the wolf snagged one of their spears and tore it free from the hands of the 

demon as others stabbed and swung at him wildly. 

Cindy ran forwards as she shot grenades into the crowd, before firing her last one at the 

face of the other Gigataur that was chasing furiously after Mahihko without the wolf even 



realizing it, and it staggered backwards with a howl of anguish as the round exploded against his 

chest in a blast of flesh and blood, and he collapsed backwards on top of his friend, before Cindy 

turned with a look of shock at a Gore Devil that dived at her… but a moment later it was blown 

away by a mess of black needles, both of its hooked blades flying out of its hands as she turned 

with surprise to see Leo charging in with a cold smile, slicing his way through the crowd of 

Nightmares and the long-armed, upside-down-faced creatures. 

Marina, meanwhile, had abandoned her massive assault gun and instead kicked up a pair 

of hooked swords to her hands, spinning and slashing her way through the crowd with surprising 

grace. A Nightmare lunged at her, and she caught the neck of his spear in a hook and guided it 

instead into a Gore Devil behind her before spinning as she cut off his head, her other blade 

lashing out and ripping through the face of another emaciated devil to cut off the top of its jaw, 

sending the monster staggering away with a scream of agony. 

Cherry spun her whip around her body before leaping forwards and landing on the chest 

of the fried Gigataur, charging forwards as it began to get up and then snapping her whip down 

to crack its skull open with a single hard attack, and it spasmed violently before falling onto its 

back and beginning to immediately rot. The surviving Gigataur howled in anguish for a moment 

before Cherry snarled and rose a hand, and its face burst into flames, sending it staggering 

backwards with a scream of pain as she snarled: “I don‟t play games with traitors!” 

Cindy unsheathed her sword and swung hard upwards at a Nightmare that charged her, 

and she cut it in half from crotch to forehead in the single swing, before slashing viciously 

downwards and cutting it into uneven quarters. Immediately, the Nightmares and Gore Devils 

retreated in terror from her as she held her sword up, blood still leaking down her face as she 

thought clearly: I am my father‟s daughter. 

Marina spun her way over to Mahihko, the wolf covered in minor cuts and abrasions, 

before she caught the pole of the weapon he was wielding violently in both hook swords, and 

with a single look into his eyes, his sanity locked back into place and he staggered, dropping the 

weapon and wincing as he pushed away a Gore Devil almost like a child. In a lightning 

movement, Marina caught it in midair by the waist with the hook of her sword, and then she 

flung it hard into the wall of a building, where it splattered and fell slowly down to the ground, 

twitching. 

Leo cut off the head of a Nightmare that attempted to charge him with its spear, then he 

spun and kicked a Gore Devil in the chest, knocking it flat before he dropped over it with both 

hands on his sword and sank it through the chest of the demon. He panted hard as he 

straightened, looking back and forth at the corpses strewn around him as the rest of the demons 

scattered in terror, chattering to each other as Cherry jumped forwards and said sharply: “We 

have to go and close the Black Hole. They‟re demoralized, but Gore Devils will always return to 

try and kill their enemies by whatever means possible. So before they grab mortal weaponry, I 

suggest we charge. Good to see you back, Leo.” 

She turned and broke into a sprint, and Mahihko whimpered as he looked around for his 

hoops before Marina grabbed his hand and dragged him along with her, muttering under her 

breath as they quickly caught up with the others. Leo looked back and forth at the others, 

wondering for a moment whether or not he‟d gotten the sharp end of the stick from the hotel 

falling on him, and then he glanced over his shoulder and shouted: “Hey, we‟ve got company!” 

Cherry glanced over her shoulder, then snorted and slowed her pace with a cruel grin as 

she spun her whip around her arm, then let it slide down to her hand to slap it back on her belt, 



ignoring the small cuts along her forearm as she said darkly to the others: “This one‟s mine. Get 

up there, and hold back the enemies around the Black Hole. I‟ll catch up.”  

The others nodded, and they ran forwards as Cherry drew her .52s, breathing softly as she 

closed her eyes… and suddenly, she was looking at her own face and over her own shoulders at 

the massive monstrosity chasing them. It had two massive sets of jaws made from rock, wood, 

and other building materials, and these were half-connected together by long, steel girders to 

each other, but one fed down into a shoulder that ended in a long made up of steel, spiked tubes, 

and the other connected down into the body itself by means of a long, flexible neck. The body of 

the creature looked almost like a barrel with ribs of girders and metal sticking out of it, and five 

legs stuck out of the thing‟s distorted body, all of them ending in spikes of wood or metal, and 

much shorter and thinner than the huge arm it was using to pull itself hungrily along.  

Eyes covered the beast… and Cherry counted at least seven as she looked at her own 

body before grinning widely… and she watched herself grin as she slowed down a bit further, 

the thing‟s massive claw almost touching her back as it lunged before she dived forwards and 

spun around, at the same time raising both of the .52 handguns as time seemed to slow. 

She saw the ghost images of where every shot would go as she continued to stare at 

herself for a moment, watching as she half-rolled through the air onto her back… and then she 

locked back into her own body and she was staring out her own eyes as she opened fire, using 

the recoil from the guns to reposition her weapons, and the thing screamed as the eyeballs that 

were spread out over the monster‟s body exploded in bursts of red and white. Five were gone… 

then six as she pulled the trigger of her right handgun, and it clacked into the left gun from the 

recoil that was positioned sideways just above it, pushing it upwards just a touch… and Cherry 

fired the last round into the seventh eye as the creature lunged towards her… 

It exploded, and its jaws rose in a scream of agony as Cherry crashed onto her back, 

before she rolled to the side and pushed one hand into the ground to shove herself back the other 

way as she spun sideways into the air, and she narrowly slid between two of its hind „legs‟ as it 

continued to charge stupidly forwards. The demoness grinned coldly, then sprinted forwards as 

she aimed at the eyes she could see on the Construct‟s back, firing three times in rapid 

succession. 

Eyeballs exploded, and the creature staggered, swaying back and forth as chunks of 

plaster and metal fell from its body... and Cherry leapt upwards, kicking off one of the lamer legs 

of the beast as it spasmed and landing on its back, moving in a graceful spin despite the spikes of 

metal and wood that tore out of its back in an attempt to spear her… and then she slid forwards 

on her knees and tilted her head to the slide as a spear shot out of its shoulder towards her face, 

and it narrowly missed her head as she stretched both arms out and fired two bullets into the last 

two eyes she could see.  

It screamed and arched its back, and then one of its jaws fell off as the creature insisted 

on dragging itself forwards by its massive arm still, even as it crumbled. Cherry admired the 

perserverance… but it‟s time to say goodnight, motherfucker. 

She ran forwards, then leapt off the front of the beast as it opened its remaining jaw, and 

she saw two eyes left as she slowly flipped forwards: one in the jaw, and one in the neck. Her 

guns snapped out, and she fired a last two rounds into the eyes… and the monstrosity screamed 

as gunk splattered all over itself, blood raining down from the eyeballs before the construct fell 

forwards and crashed into a pile of useless debris as Cherry landed smoothly on her feet and ran 

down the road with a snort, holstering her .52s at the same time and saying coldly to herself: “No 



challenge anymore… you think that a dozen Eye Constructs fused together would at least give 

me a workout, huh?” 

She skidded to a halt a moment later as she looked up at the Black Hole, her worn boots 

resting at the edge of the crater the thing had formed in the ground. It was much larger than she‟d 

anticipated, and she cursed under her breath before looking up at a draconic demon in full armor 

charged her with a maul… and she smiled as her eyes glowed for a moment. 

It stumbled to a halt, and drool fell from its muzzle as it stared at her stupidly before she 

leaned over and whispered in its ear in demonic: “A real male fights for a cause he believes in… 

and for a beautiful female…” She paused to step up beside him, stroking over his chest, and she 

could swear she heard a ding under the metal plate covering the creature‟s groin as she gently 

removed its helm, before kissing his cheek and whispering softly: “Help out your beautiful 

lady… and she‟ll return the favor.” 

The draconic demon nodded stupidly and then charged towards a Wentaku mage that was 

fighting Leo with a crystal pole… and then Cherry cackled as it crushed in the mage‟s skull with 

its maul before charging towards the next enemy, Leo looking almost horrified as the demoness 

grinned widely. Fuck, but that never gets old… 

She then turned serious, looking quickly around the area. Whatever other garrison there 

was hadn‟t arrived yet, and the others were distracting the demons very well… but she‟d need a 

lot of concentration and a long time to close the Black Hole, and there were several Wentaku 

around… which is bad fucking news. I bet they‟re trained in necromancy as well, because I can 

see some of those Necrotaurs around… where the fuck‟s Marina… 

A glance to the right, and she confirmed that Marina and Mahihko were fighting side-by-

side against an entire unit of minotaurs and draconic demons… and she cursed before running to 

the side of a collapsed building. She hated hiding in the shadows… but if she didn‟t close the 

Black Hole… then we‟re all screwed. 

She closed her eyes, then focused her powers towards the massive globe of dark energy, 

feeling it out, its patterns, the way the lightning travelled over it and the essence of Hell pushing 

through it… and Cherry opened her sapphire irises and concentrated, gritting her teeth and 

reaching up to visualize it between her hands before she began to slowly squeeze it down and 

compress it. 

The Black Hole itself jittered… and then it slowly began to crackle closed, before several 

of the Wentaku broke off from the fight, shouting orders to minotaurs as others reached their 

hands out and poured their energies towards the Black Hole… and Cherry snarled, wincing in 

agony as she tried to force it shut, fighting the will of mages far-superior, far-better trained… 

Two draconic demons spotted her and charged towards her, and Cherry cursed before 

Cindy leapt forwards, cutting one of them in half with enough force to send his body parts flying 

into the other soldier, bowling him over as she snapped: “If you need help, then ask for it, don‟t 

try and pull it all on your own!” 

“Shut up, Books!” Cherry managed in a strangled voice, but her hands were being slowly 

forced apart… and she snarled, remembering what Francis had taught her and the locket she 

always kept in her pocket had said… don‟t just compress it… bleed the energy out of it… 

She twisted her claws inwards, and the Black Hole developed a strange indentation 

before dark energy hissed out of this, purple lightning flickering around it for a few moments 

before one of the Wentaku reached up a hand and the cut sealed itself, the mage ordering more 

soldiers to attack a moment before Mahihko leapt forwards and simply crushed the demon into 

the ground under one enormous hand. The armored demons that had been about to charge Cherry 



instead turned and charged the huge wolf, but he swung violently outwards with the wooden 

mallet he‟d picked up from another demon and knocked them flying like bowling pins, snarling 

like a wild beast as he glared back and forth. 

And then, suddenly, there was no pressure… and Cherry clapped her hands together, and 

the rift exploded into a burst of a dark energy that knocked Mahihko and Marina over, Cindy 

cursing and Leo staggering backwards as demons flew in all directions… and a moment later, 

there was a massive crackle in the sky above them, and the dark haze began to slowly fade as 

screams and howls filled the air, sunlight ripping through the darkness to shine on the ground 

below and light up the ruins of the city. 

Cherry slumped, her body reverting to her demonic form as she let out a sigh, too tired to 

even fight anymore… but at the sound of Cindy‟s own relieved sigh, she knew that for now, the 

battle was over, and the cries of demons turned to that of thuds, explosions and crashing debris 

as constructs crumbled for miles around… and it was like music to the demoness as she smiled 

and relaxed, lacing her fingers together. We did it, Boss. We did it for you… and we did it right.  

Throughout the area, soldiers were throwing down their weapons, some of them 

removing their helms and others falling to their knees. A Gigataur looked back and forth in 

something like horror, stepping backwards several times before whining in his throat and simply 

sitting on his haunches, miserably realizing that in this ruined city, there was nowhere for a giant 

like him to flee… and a Wentaku was running back and forth, yelling for them to rally in 

demonic, waving his arms and screaming orders that no one was listening to… and then a demon 

picked up a hammer and slammed it into the face of the three-eyed mage as he walked by, and he 

collapsed in a heap at the feet of soldier demon. 

“What the hell is going on?” Leo asked sharply, not relaxing… and then he frowned a bit 

as Cindy motioned for him to lower his weapon, the feline slowly dropping out of a battle stance 

as he kept his sword at the ready beside him, eyes flicking back and forth as he muttered: “This 

is insane. One moment we‟re fighting, but the next… they all look…” 

“Their will to fight is gone.” Cindy shrugged quietly, and then she glanced up at sick thud 

behind her, and she slowly turned towards the road they had entered by. That thudding continued 

once, twice… and then Xerrez staggered into the alleyway, his eyes dull and blood running from 

his body, shambling along as he looked back and forth hungrily before growling and hissing as 

he lunged towards Marina‟s back with his claws raised. “Marina!” 

The youngest daughter of Zerrex turned around, looking surprised at first… and then she 

snapped a hand up, and Xerrez froze in place as she asked in a soft, dangerous voice: “Do you 

want to play with me?” 

Xerrez struggled against her mental bonds, but his tortured, tattered body was weak and 

damaged. He let out a howl of frustration, his eyes rolling in their sockets like an animal‟s… and 

then he was standing alone in the middle of a dark field. Animals chirped and danced around the 

edge of the meadow, and stars sparkled above… and he touched over his body, then shuffled his 

once-more complete feet back and forth. “Where… what…” 

Then Marina was standing in front of him, and she reached up with a smile to flick the 

end of his muzzle, giving a tinkling, pretty laugh… but it reminded Xerrez of breaking glass as 

he fell backwards on his rear, a chill of terror running down the monster‟s spine. “Silly giant… I 

couldn‟t have my Daddy looking like that… you are my Daddy, isn‟t that right?” 

Her eyes burned with insanity as her head twisted to the side, a cruel grin sliding across 

her face… and Xerrez made the mistake of snarling: “I‟m nothing like your father! I am 

Ravenlight… I am the true son of my father, and Zerrex is simply a dead corpse, rotting in Hell!” 



“Oh my…” Marina slipped backwards, her eyes glowing in the darkness that seemed to 

thicken around them as the animal sounds halted… and a shiver wrenched Xerrez‟s gut as he 

wondered if he had just made a serious error. “Sounds like you don‟t want to play after all…” 

Xerrez snarled and lunged forwards, staggering into a vicious downwards claw… but it 

struck nothing, and he looked back and forth in surprise and frustration before a shadow loomed 

over him in the darkness, and he turned around to stare up in horror at a Marina perhaps sixty 

feet tall looming over him in the darkness, her breasts and crotch covered by vines of twisting 

ivy as she reached down and picked Xerrez easily up in one hand, lifting him towards the sky as 

her eyes glowed with her power, whispering: “If you want to misbehave… then I‟ll just pull you 

apart, bit-by-bit, like I would any other bug…” 

Back in reality, Xerrez‟s body shuddered as Marina turned away, and then the giant 

screamed in agony and grapped his head as blood spilled out of his eyes and mouth, before he 

slumped backwards a moment later as dark energy crackled over his form, his body wilting and 

rotting away to nothingness. A small smile flickered over Marina‟s face as she turned away from 

the beast, and she began to toss orders to the demons in their native tongue as Cherry slowly 

emerged from the ruins she‟d been hiding in, making a face and muttering: “Only five seconds 

passed… that could have been five fucking years in her mind. What do you think happened, 

Books?” 

“Something bad.” Cindy replied quietly, looking measuringly over Marina as Mahihko 

began to quietly help demons pull off their heavier armors, Leo looking over at the enormous 

wolf and staring at him dumbly for a few moments before he finally sighed and sheathed his 

blade, walking over to Cherry and Cindy as she shook her head a bit, before she turned her head 

to him and smiled a bit. “Thank you, by the way. I hope you don‟t think too badly of us for 

leaving you back there, but Marina said you were fine, and we‟ve learned it‟s best to trust her 

judgment in situations like that. We figured that once we closed the Black Hole, the rest of the 

demons would disarm, anyway.” 

“It‟s fine… I was able to take care of some pests behind us, anyway.” Leo paused, then 

he nudged her gently as she began to reach for her medical kit. “Hey, let me take care of that for 

you, it‟s gonna leave a nasty set of scars otherwise. I‟m surprised you‟re still moving around 

with that damage on your body.” 

“It‟s nothing…” Cindy said embarrassedly, but she allowed Leo to guide her over to a 

small rock, where she sat down as the feline touched her face, concentrating as he leaned in and 

slowly drew his fingers along the cuts. Cindy felt a strange, picking warmth on her face, and she 

closed one eye as she tilted her head to the side a bit as her face began to heal bit-by-bit, 

murmuring quietly: “Thank you.” 

“Stay still… it‟s no problem, though…” Leo replied softly, and he smiled gently to her, 

patting her shoulder with his other hand. A few seconds later, he moved to the slashes along her 

body, but they took a bit longer to heal, the cat murmuring: “These are deeper than I thought… 

you‟ve got some guts, Cindy.” 

She only shrugged a bit, looking away in embarrassment as Leo‟s fingers traced gently 

along the gouges on her breast before he straightened with a cough, and he rubbed the back of 

his head and offered a smile as he said awkwardly: “That should take care of it… sorry I have to 

be so close but… I think I‟ll go and take care of Mahihko, now, he looks pretty battered 

himself.” 

The cat quickly strode over to the lupine, Mahihko looking up at the sound of his name, 

and Cherry leaned over towards Cindy, asking mildly as she sat up: “So you know, if he felt you 



up, I can always go and punch him in the face for you. I‟m an overprotective person like that. 

But in more serious news, we‟re only half done… we still need to rendezvous with Cyllos and 

Meyer, then make our way back to the Lucille with as many efficient troops as we can handle.” 

“Does that include the Gigataur? Because he probably counts as about twenty, thirty 

troops.” Cindy pointed out, and Cherry looked over at the miserable-looking giant mildly for a 

few moments. “Maybe we could leave him here with Leo to guard the safehouse, just in case 

some of the smarter demons start turning into roving gangs.” 

“Or worse, some of the citizens take to looting and rampaging.” Cherry muttered, but she 

nodded after a moment, before whistling loudly and waving at the Gigataur when it looked up. It 

stood and walked carefully forwards through the knots of people, twiddling its fingers together, 

then frowned a bit and peered down at Cherry as she asked in demonic: “What‟s your name, 

soldier? And what the hell are you doing here so far from home?” 

“Captain Tensen, of… formerly of Prince Az‟Iriel‟s army, now that we‟ve been trapped 

on the mortal realm.” He sighed, slumping a bit and looking miserably back and forth at the 

other soldiers, motioning at them and mumbling: “I was one of thirty Gigataurs dispatched to 

guard the Black Holes, but I know that several of my brethren have already fallen and at least 

five of them were sent as reinforcements to the other cities. We were given strict orders to fight 

until either the Black Hole was destroyed or we were by Prince Az‟Iriel himself…” 

Cherry frowned a bit at this, tilting her head and asking slowly: “Wait… so you were told 

that if the Black Hole was destroyed…” 

“That we should consider it a victory for the Princess and that we were to take orders 

from her emissaries.” The Gigataur looked confused, glancing around at them and asking 

curiously: “Aren‟t you all demons? We were told to expect a band of demons, polymorphed into 

mortals. We were told it was part of the war game.” 

“War… game?” Cherry stared in disbelief, and then she snarled, the Gigataur stepping 

backwards and looking nervous as he rose his hands. “That son of a bitch… no… not just the 

son, but the bitch herself, too…” She paused and looked at Cindy, muttering to her: “I think 

things just got more complicated. They‟re under the impression this is a war game of Hell… 

basically, a staged civil war with set rules designed to decide who gets what territory. I think 

we‟re being used as pawns to capture territory for the Princess… and that maybe this huge war 

between them might be a lot more complex than simply „you stole my fucking taco.‟” 

Cindy nodded, frowning in disgust as she asked coldly: “Can you portal us all the way 

back to the Lucille? I know how much it strains you, but…” 

“Yeah, I guess I can.” Cherry said miserably, slumping a bit on the spot before looking 

up at the Gigataur, and she said clearly: “Listen, pal. We are mortals… well… at least they are. 

This territory has been captured in the name of mortals, not of the Princess, or some shit like 

that… and I‟m assuming you know where there‟s a shelter of people, right?” She paused as the 

Gigataur nodded, and then she pointed at him, her eyes narrowing. “You are going to forget all 

your stupid orders, all your training, all the shit that you learned in Hell, and learn mortal-rules. 

As in, you‟re going to protect those self-obsessed snobs just because it‟s the right thing to do, 

and the nice thing to do, and you‟re going to forget about the Princess and the Warlord, and all 

that other crap.” 

The Gigataur looked horrified, tilting his head and asking stupidly: “But… but what 

about when one of them takes over the world?” 



Cherry smiled sourly, cracking her knuckles and saying contritely: “If that happens, you 

can deal with that then. But whether they do or not, if you keep arguing with me, I‟m going to rip 

your balls off. And I hear a life without testicles gives the word so much less meaning.” 

Tensen looked down at her for a few moments with his jaws gaping, and then the 

Gigataur saluted in his armor and mumbled: “I‟ll gather up as many of the demons as I can that 

are willing, and… I‟ll try to keep all this in mind.” He paused, then asked hesitantly, looking 

nervous: “Is… is it… nice to not have to worry about the Four Thrones of Hell? Is this a nicer 

world than Hell is?” 

“Being a mortal sucks.” Cherry paused reflectively, crossing her arms and softening a bit 

as she compared her life here to life in Hell. “And to be honest, my mortal life was pretty shitty. 

But I do know that either way, I found some people who were damned important to me… and 

without the constant restraints of the crown or the controls of the Scholars, you‟re… you‟re 

free.” She paused and smiled a bit, waggling a finger. “Just keep in mind you can die up here and 

that mortals are fragile, big boy. Or you might end up doing something you regret.” 

“Of course.” The Gigataur nodded and blushed a bit, then turned away and stomped his 

hoof twice, shouting for attention as he walked away, and demons immediately lined up in front 

of him. One of the draconic demons, however, padded quickly over to Cherry with a servile look 

in his eyes, and Cindy rolled her eyes a bit at this sight. 

“We‟re bringing him with us. No arguing with me, bitch, it‟s my energy.” Cherry 

snapped, and then she poked the chest of the demon, leaning in and smiling teasingly. “Someone 

did a good job out there… and now he gets to follow his lady to a brand new place. And I 

promise you, it‟ll be fun indeed…” 

The demon didn‟t respond, just nodded stupidly and grinned dumbly as Marina grabbed 

Mahihko and jerked him over towards the group, Leo following for a few moments before Cindy 

stepped around the two and said gently to him: “Thank you for the help, but a new problem‟s just 

come up, so we have to leave immediately. If you could keep an eye on the Big Refuge for a few 

days before you leave, though, that‟d be great… and the demons will take care of it after that.” 

“Demons giving shelter to mortals from demons… what a concept.” Leo said mildly, and 

then he nodded and smiled, and the two shook hands firmly. “I‟m glad I got to meet you guys, 

then. Maybe I‟ll catch up to you in Ire… I can‟t imagine you‟ll be too hard to find, with the trail 

of demon bodies you leave behind.” 

“Perhaps we‟ll see you there, then.” Cindy nodded and gave a small smile in return, and 

then she patted Leo‟s bicep lightly and said softly: “I‟ll see you around, Leo. Thank you for 

everything.” 

She turned away and strode back towards the group, noting that Mahihko had shrunk 

back down and was now holding his pants up, looking nervous as Cherry explained the situation. 

“So that‟s that. And no, Mahihko, before you ask, you can‟t get your hoop… and Marina, I know 

it‟s important to you, but we can‟t stop in and get your sketchbook, either…” 

“I put it in the backpack you‟re still wearing.” Marina said mildly, and Cherry blinked 

slowly before looking at her sourly, and she shrugged a bit. “What? There was enough room, so I 

decided to put it in as well. I don‟t like to be parted with my drawings.” 

“Fine.” Cherry muttered, not feeling up to an argument with the other female right now. 

She stretched a bit instead, flexing her fingers slowly and calming her nerves despite how tired 

she already felt, before looking at Marina evenly and asking quietly: “Can you boost my abilities 

for a short time? I need to get us as close to the docks as possible.” 



Marina searched Cherry‟s eyes for a moment, then she became solemn herself, nodding 

slowly as Mahihko and Cindy stepped a bit closer. “Fine. I‟ll take us all the way to Ire if we have 

to.” 

“Let‟s not get too ambitious.” Cherry muttered, and then she grimaced at the feeling of 

Marina‟s mental hands digging into her skull, before her eyes glowed blue, her body flexing as 

Marina cursed under her breath in pain, a tear of blood leaking from one of her eyes as she 

narrowed them at the muscular demoness. It felt like power cables had just been attached into her 

skull, and were jazzing her up with energy that seemed limitless… and she grinned before 

dropping to a kneel, quickly reciting the incantation and pushing her hands into the ground. 

A circle of darkness spread over the ground beneath the three girls and the two males, the 

draconic demon looking back and forth in shock as Mahihko merely winced… and they sank 

into it, energy sparking around them and a dark haze blurring the vision of all present… and a 

moment later, they rose slowly back up out of the earth in front of a chainlink fence that had 

been torn through by the soldiers. The darkness faded from beneath their feet to leave most of 

them standing on the grassy knoll between fence and an enormous road… and a moment later, 

Cherry and Marina both fell over with matching groans of pain. 

A bit of blood trickled out of Cherry‟s mouth as her eyes flickered open and closed, and 

then she slowly sat up, rubbing at her skull and mumbling: “This was a lot easier in Hell… but 

then again… we aren‟t in Hell, are we?” 

“Fuck, my head is killing me…” Marina groaned, grabbing her skull as a small stream of 

blood ran from her nose, and she rolled over onto her side a moment later, before her eyes 

opened in shock as she looked back and forth. “Where‟s… where‟s Mahihko?” 

Cindy looked back and forth in horror, and the draconic demon blinked stupidly at them 

before she heard a muffled scream… and she looked down to stare in horror at Mahihko‟s hand 

waving wildly back and forth, attached to an arm that was buried beneath the earth. Cherry 

cursed and sat up, looking horrified as Cindy reached down and snagged the wolf‟s wrist… and 

with a mighty heave, she jerked the lupine hard upwards and tore him free from the ground, 

holding the soggy, mud-covered wolf in the air by his arm as he curled up in a ball and began to 

wail loudly, rubbing at his face with his other fist. 

“Oh my sweet fuck, Mahihko, wolf, kiddo, I am so sorry!” Cherry said raggedly, jumping 

up and grabbing the wolf, hugging him tight against her body before blushing deeply at the looks 

she received, and then she turned away, carrying him in her arms towards the metal gate they‟d 

broken open so long ago now and towards the docks and burnt-out buildings on the water as she 

mumbled: “Everyone can go fuck themselves. I have feelings too.” 

Cindy shook her head, then she helped Marina to her feet before wrapping her arm 

around her shoulders, and as they walked along, she murmured: “I‟m proud of you, girl… and I 

know your father would be, too.” 

Marina lowered her head quietly… then she trembled and began to cry, the stress of the 

events too much for her mind as she pressed her side close to her mother and sister, doing her 

best to keep herself under control as she stumbled forwards and whispered through her tears: 

“Thank you…” 

At the end of the line, the draconic demon followed awkwardly, looking back and forth 

and pulling a dagger out of the belt it was still wearing as a chill ran down his spine. He thought 

for a moment about telling his new mistress… but after a moment, he pushed it aside. She would 

notice the danger, if the danger was present, he was sure of it… but he kept himself ready, 

nonetheless, as he followed closely behind the two mortal girls. 



Ten minutes later, they arrived at the Lucille, which was thankfully still floating… but 

that was possibly due in part to the two Combat Support Suits standing nearby. While not as 

fully-developed or heavy-duty as the combat armors, they were nonetheless far-lighter and 

superior in terms of speed… and the firepower they packed was more than enough to take down 

any demon that charged them. With a gatling gun for one hand, a grappling hook that doubled as 

a claw for close-combat on the other, and a missile pod on one shoulder, the armament wasn‟t 

exactly something to laugh at. 

The extra bonus was that the machines were capable of hovering for short periods of time 

with their stubby, jetpack-equipped wings and the additional ABAD-style cold-jets on their 

feet… and they could also generate dome-shaped frontal forcefields for additional protection. 

The major downside to the devices, however, was that it only covered the operator‟s limbs and 

back, leaving them vulnerable… but they could run circles around one of the slower models of 

full-body combat armor, and they were much-faster to get in and out of.  

“Miss Cherry? What are you doing here? Is Mahihko wounded, were you forced to 

retreat?” asked one of the soldiers, the Doberman stepping forwards in the Lunis-marked armor 

and looking concerned. “Should I sound the alert to scramble the crew remaining aboard the 

Lucille?” 

“Dude, do you ever look up?” Cherry asked sourly, and she kicked the CSS in the shin, 

causing it to whirr angrily as she left a dent in the metal, and the demoness winced a bit before 

shaking her head and looking down at Mahihko for a moment with compassion she didn‟t really 

want to feel. Fuck, and once upon a time you were just a stupid fatty. Now you‟re a little faggot 

who still cries and freaks out every time someone jumps out and yells „boo,‟ but I gotta admit… 

you are a lot better than you used to be. “No, we completed the mission… but some 

complications have just arisen, parameters we didn‟t know about.” 

“We need to get in contact with the Ogre and Commander Cyllos, they may be in 

trouble.” Cindy said briskly, as she approached with Marina, before looking over at the other 

CSS and the fox inside, who was wearing both his regulation helmet and one of the Lunis-style 

combat visors. “Does that have a radio relay system?” 

The todd shook his head quickly, looking embarrassed. “No ma‟am, it‟s only a receiver. 

And if the Ogre is in Masterton by now, one of our radios won‟t go far enough… you‟ll have to 

use the long-range interface inside the Lucille.” 

Cherry grunted, then she turned and looked at the draconic demon she had enslaved, who 

was looking nervously back and forth. She paused at his look, then tilted her head forwards as 

Cindy and Marina made their way towards the ramp leading onto the Juggernaut… and she felt 

the chill in the air, too. She tilted her head towards him, then asked quietly: “Gore Devils? Or… 

no. That‟s something from a different Circle, isn‟t it?” 

“I don‟t know what it is… but it‟s growing stronger…” The draconic demon 

murmured… and then it pointed out into the water and said sharply: “Mermaids!” 

Three of the sea creatures were sitting in the waters near the end of the dock, and Cherry 

cursed as she ran past the soldiers, sliding to a halt on the wood as the two CSS commandos 

turned around and stared in shock at the sea creatures. They were nothing like the mermaids out 

of new, popular legend: instead of being beautiful, they were the opposite, twisted and horrific to 

behold, their hair like green, slimy seaweed, and their faces gnarled and warped, mouths filled 

with dozens of sharp teeth. 

They laughed at Cherry, then twisted and danced around one another as they floated 

backwards, propelled by long fish tails as they hugged their double-pairs of shrunken, ugly 



breasts with large green hands that ended in vicious talons. One of them pointed towards the 

demoness, and it rasped: “Are you the demoness that closed the rift? Are you the demoness 

Prince Az‟Iriel has put a bounty upon the horns of?” 

“You see, if I answer „yes‟ to either of those questions, I got this bad fuckin‟ feelin‟ you 

guys are gonna do something nasty to me.” Cherry said meditatively, crossing her arms before 

adding darkly: “And by the way, even if you‟ve got the advantage here, three mermaids against a 

pissed-off Dius? No contest. Especially since the Dius has fucking artillery, dig?” 

“Mortal weapons can‟t strike us in the water…” The mermaid chided, and the three dived 

under the surface of the ocean, swimming in a widening circle before they rose from the water 

again, their bodies swaying back and forth tantalizingly… but their repulsive forms only making 

the movement horrifying. “You‟re drained of power… we‟ll let you pass only if you sarcrifice 

that ship to us… then we‟ll let you live…” 

“Uh… how about I sacrifice some cosmetics so you don‟t look like you got three holes in 

your ass for a face?” Cherry asked rudely, and the mermaids hissed and whispered to each other 

as they swam in close, before she drew a gun and muttered: “Fuck chivalry.” 

Before they could react, Cherry blasted a hole in the skull of one, then shot another in the 

stomach as it dived beneath the water. A moment later, it slowly rose to the surface, floating on 

its stomach as blood pooled around it and its form became that of a dying, deformed shark, and 

the last mermaid shrieked in fury and anger as Cherry cackled and shouted: “You ever hear about 

the game „shooting fish in a barrel?‟ This is just like that, except a bigger barrel and way fuckin‟ 

uglier fish!” 

“I‟ll kill you, maggot!” The mermaid screamed, and a moment later a massive gout of 

water shot up from the ocean and twisted down towards the docks, Cherry cursing and leaping 

backwards. The arcing stream of pressurized liquid smashed through the docks and knocked both 

of the CSS into the water, and electricity and explosions sparked up as the female cursed under 

her breath. Bitch is serious… maybe I fucked up here… 

A moment later, the waters seemed to settle as Cherry looked back and forth… and then 

she snapped up her gun and fired a single round at the mermaid as it popped its head up from the 

water, but then it quickly dropped back down, and the .52 round only grazed through its seaweed 

hair, the female cursing under her breath. With her energy so low, her concentration was 

hammered and her precog was only going a few seconds in advance… more than enough for her 

to toss herself out of the way of any oncoming attacks, but not enough to shoot the mermaid at 

such a distance. My reflexes are all fucked to shit… I should‟ve nailed that whore in the head… 

“Die, Cynthia, die!” The mermaid screamed, and a powerful wave of water shot forwards 

as Cherry snarled furiously… but even as the wave collided with the dock, even as chunks of 

wood shot into the air from the force of the water, Cherry charged forwards and threw herself 

bodily through it, smashing through the rolling current of water as she rose a .52 and leapt along 

the remaining chunks of dock still in place. 

“My name is Cherry!” she shouted, as she shoved off a wooden beam and threw herself 

into a dive, aiming at the head of the mermaid that had foolishly come in close, and the demon 

stared in shock at the gun aimed at her skull… and then it dry-fired, and the mermaid looked 

confused before Cherry fell fowards and her smashed the mermaid between the eyes with the 

butt of the handgun as she bellyflopped into the water. 

They both splashed under the surface of the ocean, Cherry‟s eyes burning before the 

mermaid grabbed her and bit into her shoulder viciously even as blood flowed from the cracked 

skull she had sustained, and Cherry snarled and tried to punch her, but the water seemed thicker 



than it should be, and her blow was slowed even further as they rolled and tumbled under the 

surface of the ocean. 

The mermaid lunged at her again, and Cherry managed to shove it backwards before 

wrapping one of her arms tightly around its throat, and it gargled as the demoness winced at the 

feeling of those weird gills twisting and pushing against her. The long fish tail snapped into her, 

and she could feel spines pressing against her abdomen as talons clawed into her forearm, 

ripping long gashes… but she only continued to squeeze hard, snarling as she clung to it and 

knowing that to let go would mean her own death. 

And then, slowly, the water seemed to loosen… and Cherry kicked hard several times to 

break through the surface of the ocean, gargling as she held tight onto the unconscious 

mermaid… and then a red-and-white safety buoy on a rope flew down and bounced off her head, 

and she debated whether or not she really wanted to let these people live as Cindy called 

apologetically: “Sorry, I couldn‟t find anything else… grab on and we‟ll pull you up.” 

“Cindy, I‟m thirty fucking feet from the shoreline, I think I can manage that distance!” 

Cherry shouted, waving her other fist angrily before pausing at the sight of the water rippling in 

the distance, and she added in a rush: “But you know what, you went through all that trouble for 

me, so that works great! Fucking A, Cindy!” 

Cherry grabbed onto the rope, kicking madly as Cindy and several of the crew pulled it 

rapidly in, and the moment her feet hit the edge of the ship she began to power-walk up the 

metal, dragging the mermaid‟s body behind her as she winced down at the water and the sight of 

several unnatural beasts moving in to feast on the corpses. They must have escaped from the 

Undersea, too…  

She shook her head quickly, then hauled herself up over the edge of the ship with a grunt, 

landing just past Cindy and tossing the asphyxiated mermaid to the ground with a splat. Cindy 

covered her eyes and winced when Cherry finished it off with a stomp to the face, and then she 

coughed as she threw it overboard, rubbing her hands together and checking to make sure her 

gear was still all attached, before throwing off the backpack and mumbling: “Oh shit. Marina‟s 

sketchbook and our tactical gear. I don‟t think this pack was too water-resistent.”  

“It‟ll be fine.” Marina said tiredly from a short distance away, where a medical officer 

was carefully checking over her body. “You can dry it out later. What was that creature, 

though?” 

“A mermaid, believe it or not.” Cherry glanced around the deck of the massive warship, 

making a bit of a face at the sight of all the unmanned CSS, before she turned to a Dragokkaren 

in the blue uniform of the Hez‟Ranna Navy. “You know, next time… give me a hand? And oh, 

arm-up the depth charges and torpedoes or whatever, just in case we run into more of those sea-

bitches. It‟ll at least send „em runnin‟ long enough for us to escape into deeper waters. They 

won‟t pursue us if we put up a fight.” 

“Yes, sir!” The Dragokkaren saluted, then turned and headed quickly down the side of 

the warship, as Cherry sighed and shook her head slowly, glancing back and forth before giving 

a look of relief to the soggy draconic demon that was being helped up a rope ladder onto the ship 

by several Lunis soldiers. Well, at least that‟s good. 

“I already got them to radio ahead… Cyllos wants to stay in the area, so they‟re 

scrambling about half the remaining crew on board the ship to go and meet him.” Cindy said 

softly, and Cherry tilted her head curiously at the female as she smiled tiredly. “We‟re going to 

be taking this ship ourselves back to Ire, and we‟ll dock at the New Tears Reclamation Project 

Site, the only place where the demons are avoiding.” 



“Oh wonderful, nuclear debris. Doesn‟t that sound great?” Cherry asked sourly, but she 

nodded nonetheless, making a bit of a face as she tapped her foot against the wooden deck of the 

massive ship. “This thing ain‟t no Ophelia, but it‟s still pretty fucking ridiculously-ginormous, 

Cindy. We‟ll at least have to make one stopover to get some munchies, even with our crew 

dropping even further… and that worries me too. I mean, we sure as shit can‟t pilot this on our 

own…” 

Cindy shrugged a bit, reaching up to squeeze Cherry‟s shoulder gently as she said softly: 

“One way or the other we‟ll make it, Cherry. Now stop being such a pessimist, huh?” She 

hesitated, then added quietly as she stepped a bit closer to the demoness: “We can‟t just stupidly 

attack Ire or the council. We‟ll have to strike at them, but our first priority is our father and the 

Sisters, since I don‟t think they know what‟s going on, either, and you seem to trust them.” 

Cherry nodded in return, her features softening a bit as she rubbed at the underside of her 

muzzle slowly, adding in a quiet mutter: “The problem is that I just don‟t have the control to 

maintain a dimensional tear, Cindy… I can create a Black Hole now, but we‟ve seen the kind of 

shit that comes out of there when I do…” She paused, making a disgusted face at the memory of 

the Plasmids that had swarmed out after her first successful attempt to create a rift between Hell 

and the mortal plane. “I mean, even creating portals like I did there take almost all of my 

energy… it‟s completely different from the portals in Hell, that are like… second-nature for 

almost all demons with any magical ability, just because of the way things work in Hell…” 

“Stop bitching and do it… or admit that you‟ve failed.” Cindy smiled slightly, leaning 

towards her sister challengingly, and then she added teasingly: “And after Daddy comes back, 

we‟ll all tell him what a big dumb loser you are.” 

“Oh, it is on now, bitch.” Cherry glared across at Cindy and poked the end of her muzzle 

several times, her other hand clenched into a fist. “I will bet you five hundred fucking dollars 

and my fucking leather pants… that I can create a portal before you can fucking… um…” 

Cindy rolled her eyes as Cherry tried to think of a suitable gambit, and then the younger 

Drakkaren crossed her arms and said mildly: “How about this? If you can create a portal within a 

month, I‟ll do anything you want.” 

“Anything?” Now the demoness leaned forwards, leering… and when Cindy sighed and 

nodded, Cherry clapped her hands together and giggled stupidly. “Oh fuck yes. And if I lose, 

um… I‟ll do anything you want in return!” 

At the female‟s slow grin in return, Cherry realized she might have just said something 

rather foolish as Cindy leaned forwards and extended a hand. “Deal.” 

“Awesome.” Cherry grabbed the back of Cindy‟s head with one hand and pulled her 

roughly into a hard kiss, and Cindy flailed and pushed against Cherry‟s bulky body before she 

fell backwards and stared up at the other female, several of the crew members halting to stare as 

Marina rolled her eyes from the crate she was sitting on, and the demoness rubbed the back of 

her head slowly and said dumbly: “Um… that‟s how we seal deals in Hell. Really.” 

The female only glowered at her, then jumped up to her feet and walked away in a huff as 

Cherry followed and shrugged, saying cheerfully: “Hey, feel glad I didn‟t thank you afterwards 

in the way we say that in Lust! Then things really might be awkward!” 

As they walked away, Mahihko uncurled from where he was mostly-hidden beside the 

crate Marina was sitting on, and the Drakkaren‟s cold eyes followed her sisters as they walked 

through one of the doors leading into the bridge, saying softly: “Did you hear that, little wolf? 

Cherry doesn‟t think she can create a portal.” She paused and glanced down at him, the lupine 



quietly sucking on his thumb as he looked down into his naked lap, still mostly-covered in muck. 

“What do you think, Mahihko?” 

The wolf shrugged a bit, and then he finally looked up at her embarrassedly and 

mumbled: “I… I think that Cherry can… especially if she uses your abilities and… and stuff…” 

“Good wolf.” Marina reached out and gently scratched between his ears, and the wolf 

looked up at her with a meek smile before blushing as she took his hand, saying softly: “Come 

on. Let‟s get you cleaned up.” 

The wolf nodded, and he toddled along beside the older female as she led him towards 

one of the side cabins that housed one of several ways down into the bowels of the ship. And 

twenty minutes later, a deeply-blushing, still-naked and dirty Mahihko was being gently pushed 

into an empty shower area by a naked Marina, who was gazing down at him softly. 

She turned on one of the faucets near the back, and hot water spilled out, steam 

immediately rising in the air as she pushed the wolf under the stream. It was surprisingly-hot, but 

from the wet towels on the floor and the lukewarm puddles they had stepped through in the small 

locker room outside, soldiers had just left… meaning they would likely be left alone. Mahihko 

didn‟t know what Marina wanted, and he hoped that she didn‟t want to have sex with him… but 

part of him was hungry and lustful for it. With Marina, it was never like it was with Cindy… she 

always wanted it rough and hard instead of soft and gentle, and she was half-mistress, half-slut, 

sometimes doing things for him that filled up the dark parts inside his form… and sometimes 

doing things to him that made him wish she would never touch him again. 

But he felt a quiet calm descend as she slowly massaged along his shoulders, water 

running through his fur and washing away the mud and earth, and he lowered his head quietly 

into the stream, breathing softly. He felt… almost serene, even as Marina pressed forwards, her 

breasts rubbing gently against the back of his head as she quietly slid her arms around to 

massage quietly along his naked, thin chest… and then she slowly hugged him back against her, 

and they stood together in the spray as tears slid down Marina‟s face… but at the same time, her 

eyes were terribly cold as she whispered over the sound of water striking the tiles: “We may 

have to get Daddy back ourselves, Mahihko…” 

The wolf looked up at her in surprise, and then he slowly turned around as she let go of 

him, looking down at him with that terrible dominance he had only ever seen in Zerrex‟s eyes… 

and the sheer force of her will made him stumble backwards against the wall. He swallowed, 

wanting to say no to whatever she had planned, wanting to argue, or offer some other reason… 

but instead he whispered: “How… how could we do that?” 

Marina always drew out his darkest, deepest desires, the things he bashfully or 

shamefully tried to hide, with just a twitch of her abilities and a single look… and she smiled 

gently down at him, stroking his face almost lovingly as she said softly: “You leave that to me. 

I‟ve copied out plenty of runes… I know all Cherry‟s incantations by heart. But I need a partner 

to help me… and that‟s going to be you, isn‟t it?” 

“Anything to get Zerrex back…” Mahihko murmured… and Marina reached up to 

squeeze his shoulders, then she leaned down and kissed his forehead before she pulled him close 

for a moment, and he rested his head against the cushions of her breasts as he trembled violently. 

Everything felt so wrong, and he was scared… but at the same time he felt exhilarated, exalted. 

Marina, who had once been his worst enemy, had chosen him… and he looked up into her face, 

mistaking her tears for water from the shower as he said quietly: “I love you, Marina. You‟re my 

big sister… and you take care of Daddy…” 



“I will always take care of Father…” Marina stroked his face gently with the back of her 

hand, and then she smiled faintly, resting her hand against the side of his head and whispering 

gently: “I love you too, Mahihko. Because unlike the others, you at least always try… and now 

you have the chance to find and be with Zerrex.” Listen to me, Mahihko… 

The wolf perked up, and then his eyes slowly slid closed as his jaw feel open, and he 

nodded slowly at the thoughts, the images that slid into his mind before Marina realized she 

wouldn‟t even have to control or force his movements… and she shook her head slowly, 

murmuring quietly to herself: “Your dedication rivals mine… but you‟re a coward… I can fix 

that, however…” 

A flick of a switch in the wolf‟s mind, and he trembled… before he was once more left 

looking up at her with an expression almost fawning and servile. She smiled down at him, and 

then guided one of his hands slowly to her breast… and Mahihko squeezed it quietly, no look of 

fear or anxiety on his face. Marina smiled slightly at this… and then she brushed his hand away 

and picked up a bar of soap, whispering softly: “Let‟s get you all cleaned up, little wolf… we 

have some big plans to tend to.” 

 

The cruise to Ire was shorter than Cherry had expected, but then again, she hadn‟t taken 

into account the speeds that the Juggernaut was capable of reaching, nor the fact that they didn‟t 

need to stop for food after all, although she was left miserable when she found out that most of 

what they did have on board was plain military rations and several fruit trees. She decided to use 

her demonhood to her advantage and not eat at all over these four days except to restore her 

strength, ignoring Cindy whenever she lectured her on acting like a child just because the food 

didn‟t taste good. 

“You‟re like those people we ran into in the Big Refuge.” Cindy scolded, even as they 

walked down the metal dock towards an abandoned guard post, and Cherry groaned loudly as 

she grabbed her horns and shook her head violently back and forth. Even though she had still 

failed to open a portal, she had, on the other hand, managed to figure out how a Hez‟Rannan 

cloth wrap worked, and now she wore this around her breasts, along with a plain pair of combat 

pants. The major advantage to the wrap was that she could now bust out her wings whenever 

necessary… and she didn‟t have to feel like a nippleless freak while walking around. 

“You know, I‟m going to fucking punch you in the face. And then I‟ll laugh. And then 

I‟ll be the one laughing, and you won‟t be. Because I‟ll have fucking punched you in the face.” 

Cherry said irritably, turning around and jabbing the air a few times. She paused, then glanced 

around and added in a lower voice: “By the way, doesn‟t this place seem kind of empty?” 

Cindy paused and put her hand on the grenade shotgun she had holstered at her side, 

looking back and forth. They were all equipped with the same sort of gear they had been earlier, 

except that Cherry now had her old bolt-action rifle strapped over her back and Marina her two 

straight katanas on her hips… and she made a bit of a face as she motioned at Szar, the draconic 

demon who had followed them from Lailland. 

He walked quickly up to her, and then she stepped past him to rummage through the large 

pack he was now wearing. They had also traded out his enormous hammer for an old-fashioned  

15mm gatling gun, and his bulky armor had been replaced by a Hez‟Ranna Military uniform and 

a longsleeved jacket made of a bullet-resistant fabric. It was a bit stiff, but Cherry figured he 

didn‟t have to be exactly acrobatic with a gatling gun… although they had let him keep his 

dagger, but he didn‟t seem to mind starchiness of the jacket.  



The Drakkaren drew back a moment later with a pair of binoculars, as Mahihko and 

Marina walked up curiously, and Cherry frowned slightly at them, too. Over the voyage, the two 

had apparently bonded even more than they had over Zerrex‟s death… and she simply didn‟t like 

what she had seem them getting up to. Watching Mahihko following Marina around like a 

sidekick was only funny until Marina got one of her urges… and then someone usually ended up 

wounded or humiliated in ways that even Hell had rules against doing. 

“Fuck.” That word, uttered from Cindy, immediately drew her attention… and the female 

put the binoculars back into the pack the draconic demon was carrying, and she zipped it slowly 

closed as she muttered: “The Project‟s headquarters looks like it‟s been completely burnt out and 

destroyed… and I don‟t mean by demons. The scorch marks, the explosion signs… one glance 

and I could tell that Irenic soldiers were responsible for this, by how… how messy it was.” 

“Why the hell would they attack there, though? There‟s nothing of value… I mean, New 

Tears and everything in it was destroyed by the Meteor that Narrius dropped on it.” Cherry made 

a face, remembering the broadcast she‟d been forced to watch of the city being blown up in a 

massive nuclear blast from a stealth bomb advanced beyond anything she had ever seen before. 

Something Ire obviously tried to replicate, but the operation was thankfully shut down… “I 

mean, why would they do it, just for the sake of the slaughter?”  

“Would you really put that past our proud nation‟s soldiers?” Cindy asked darkly, and 

Cherry grunted: it was a fair point, since they‟d once put her to work for just that same sort of 

reason, all those years ago, now. But hey, I was damn good at my job, at least. “But no… that 

place might not be a valuable military target to any demons… but I can‟t think of a better excuse 

for private companies like the Aztec Corporation or Peace Unlimited to hire out some military 

muscle to attack government-funded or volunteer organizations, and charge double to clean it up. 

Don‟t you remember how the Hunters worked after the end of the war?” 

“Killing off the international police and other agencies sent in to capture war criminals 

from Hez‟Ranna… just so they could add some more meat on the bounty and catch it 

themselves.” Cherry nodded slowly, shaking her head a bit and muttering: “Fuckers. This is 

some seriously silly shit… you think knowing that there‟s a Hell would influence people to 

actually fucking behave themselves, but I can see Ire and its wonderful inhabitants are still up to 

the same old nonsense.” 

Cindy made a face, then she sighed and looked over her shoulder as half a dozen CSS 

units followed them down onto the docks from the deck of the ship. “I can‟t say I‟m much 

surprised… but at least for once we‟ll have some muscle with us.” 

The demoness snorted and grinned sourly as she walked towards the pair of empty metal 

huts guarding the dockside, saying mildly over her shoulder: “Fuck, sure. Because we always run 

into something the muscle can take care of… it‟s not like they usually end up dying in ten 

seconds or we just don‟t run into anything at all, or shit like that. That‟d just be bad luck.” 

“Shut your face and work on your sarcasm.” Cindy muttered, following along as the 

draconic demon started forwards again. A few feet behind them, Marina and Mahihko were 

walking side-by-side, the female absently tightening a strap on the wolf‟s shoulder and Mahihko 

looking down at his paws with a thoughtful expression as they strode forwards, and then he 

glanced up in surprise as Cindy asked gently: “Are you two doing okay? You‟ve both been 

awfully quiet lately.” 

“It‟s nothing…” Mahihko murmured, and Marina nodded, giving Cindy a look. Although 

that just made her want to pursue the subject all the more, she resisted the urge on the basis that 

Marina would likely stir up all sorts of chaos if she did… so she left it at that, although she made 



a bit of a face at the behavior of the two. This just gives me a really bad feeling for some 

reason… 

She shook her head slowly as she turned her eyes back front, where Cherry was leaning 

through the broken window of one of the guard booths and muttering to herself as she felt along 

some sort of control panel… and a moment later she brightened as she twisted something, and 

the small gate between the booths slid slowly open as the demoness crunched through the broken 

glass, saying mildly: “The alarm system wasn‟t intact anymore, it looks like… to be honest, I‟m 

just glad that nothing‟s exploded yet.” 

“Let‟s not talk about explosions.” Cindy said pensively, looking back and forth with a 

frown before stepping through one of the small doors into the booth, as the draconic demon 

looked back and forth at the mortal buildings. Cindy thought she heard it ask Cherry something, 

but she ignored it for now as she instead ducked beneath one of the control consoles to pry off a 

plate of damaged metal from the terminal, muttering: “Let‟s see here…” 

She fiddled with the wiring for a moment, then cursed under her breath as they only 

sparked uselessly: it meant someone had either taken out the generator or the circuits had been 

completely fried. Either way, they didn‟t have the time to sit around and check it out, although 

Cindy dearly would have loved to get into the security footage… and she stepped out a moment 

later to look over at the others, shaking her head quickly. “I can‟t get anything working… we‟ll 

just have to go in blind and hope there‟s nothing waiting around.” 

“Szar here says this whole place stinks, and I agree with him.” Cherry said informatively, 

patting her demon friend on the shoulder before looking over to the Lunis soldiers armed with 

the CSS units, saying clearly: “Lock and load! I want a wide double-line formation up 

immediately… stick to the rear and have no fear, but keep those gatling guns prepped just in case 

we run into bogies. Watch your asses twice as well, because we expect mortal combatants 

instead of demons, and like they say, people fuckin‟ suck.”  

“Sir!” The soldiers geared up their machines, the CSS machines whirring loudly as the 

barrels of gatling guns revolved and safety shutters on the missiles pods opened and closed. 

Claws extended slightly, then retracted, and Cherry turned away from the mechanical mayhem 

with a dry smile as she walked onto the mixture of dust and everlasting ash that had once been 

the port of New Tears City, and was now only a scattering of rubble and several guard outposts 

at a long, rickety wooden dock. At least they know who their boss is… but… we‟re back in Ire. 

After all these months… 

She shook her head a bit as Cindy walked forwards and squeezed her shoulder, then she 

cleared her throat and said mildly: “Looks like I‟m in charge here. Fucking brilliant. But let‟s… 

let‟s just keep moving forwards. We‟ll deal with whatever the hell we have to deal with when we 

come to it, simple as shit.” 

“Alright.” Cindy nodded, gazing over her with quiet concern before murmuring: “It‟s 

hard, isn‟t it, though? To stand here again… I know that… you and Daddy worked here for a 

while, too…” 

Cherry only grunted and looked away, then she shrugged Cindy off and quickly strode 

ahead, looking embarrassed. She didn‟t bother replying to her younger sister, instead raising a 

hand and motioning for everyone to move forwards. Although their goal here might not be to stir 

up trouble, Cherry still wanted a look at the ruins… and moreover, she wanted to know what the 

hell was going on in Ire these days. 

Four hours later, they were finally cresting the other side of the crater of New Tears and 

heading towards a set of white tents. There had been no point in going inside the wreckage of the 



few quickly-constructed buildings or silos that had stood silent sentinel over the ashes and dirt of 

the city that had once been the capital of Ire and in its own way, perhaps the entire world. Cherry 

couldn‟t sense any life forms, demonic or otherwise… and Marina had said there was nothing 

but them for miles around. 

Now, they were approaching what looked like a group of harrowed survivors, most of 

them wearing at least two layers of lab coats just to keep warm in the cold weather. Most of the 

tents were scorched or torn, and many of them were little more than sheets and tarps splattered 

with paint, thrown hastily overtop research equipment and weighted down with rocks… and then 

a dog in glasses approached slowly, followed by a Dragokkaren with one arm wrapped in 

bandages. “Please… we‟ve already agreed to leave the area, you can do whatever research you 

want here…” 

“It‟s okay.” Cherry said almost-gently, and she reached out to squeeze the aged beagle‟s 

shoulder as she added: “We‟re not with whoever drove you out of there… we just want to stop 

the havoc the demons are causing.” She paused, then glanced over at Cindy and tilted her head 

towards the wounded Dragokkaren, and Cindy immediately nodded, walking to him and gently 

pulling him aside as the demoness continued dryly: “But on to business, right? Who the fuck was 

stupid enough to blow up a reclamation facility in the middle of a war?” 

“The Aztec Corporation… they wanted the area for weapons testing, and they wanted to 

use what little we‟ve rebuilt of the city so far for training soldiers.” The dog relaxed a bit, 

looking up at her gratefully… but what bothered Cherry was the fact he wasn‟t apparently upset 

at all by the appearance of a demon before him. “We… we had no way to defend ourselves, we 

thought we were isolated, safe from the demons… but at least half of our families were killed or 

wounded in the attack, and we‟re just… scientists… most of the medical equipment was 

destroyed, and we… we just don‟t have the training to deal with this, not without nurses and 

doctors to assist us…” 

“They probably torched the medical staff first…” Cherry muttered, looking off towards 

the sunset and making a face of disgust before shaking her head slowly. She turned grimly 

around to the Lunis CSS commandos, then whistled loudly to gather their attention and said 

sharply: “Redeployment, motherfuckers! Your new orders are to encircle and protect this 

encampment for as long as necessary from any PMCs or mercenaries working for any private 

companies. Radio the Lucille and tell them to rebroadcast to Lunis asking for reinforcements, 

we‟ll use the Juggernaut to block any Irenic forces that attempt to slip in through the port.” 

“I… thank you… we‟re indebted to you…” The dog grasped her shoulder, looking up at 

her with shining eyes. “If there‟s anything we can do for you…” 

Cherry grinned slightly… and an hour later, she was at the wheel of an ugly white and 

black van stenciled with all sorts of peace symbols and slogans, and the rest of the little family 

was sitting in the open back of the vehicle with some fresh fruit and their equipment stacked 

neatly beside them. It wasn‟t exactly the most inconspicuous way to move… but it beat sitting 

around doing nothing. 

But she soon saw it didn‟t matter what they looked like: the countryside had been razed, 

crops burnt down and buildings reduced to nothing but piles of blackened wreckage. Demons 

and mortals alike staggered backwards here and there, and as they pulled through one small 

town, Cherry saw a demon sitting at the wreckage of a burnt-out orphanage cradling a mortal 

baby, and a few feet away a wounded minotaur and a soldier in a torn uniform hugging each 

other and crying.  



The wreckage was like nothing she‟d ever seen, and bodies littered the ground in every 

settlement, every village, every city they passed through. It was like the apocalypse had come to 

Ire… and the worst part wasn‟t the dead and dying, the dark shadows of buildings that had once 

been spires of hope or the corpses being piled into mass graves dug by both demons and mortals 

alike… it was the military encampments they passed, where grinning soldiers armed with 

flamethrowers smoked cigarettes and chatted amiably, gorging themselves on the ruins of their 

own society. 

In some ways, it was worse than when Narrius had ruled Hez‟Ranna, during the Great 

War: he had been cruel, but he had also been cunning, if not intelligent, and knew how to twist 

people‟s desires and terrify them into submission. This was not terror: this was simply stupid, 

raw destruction, done for the sake of self-gain and chaos in itself. And it was as if neither side 

wanted to fight, wanted only to join forces… but some malevolent, malicious force had seized 

control of another faction and sent everyone into killing and lashing out at each other without 

mercy or cause, until it passed and left only destruction and a residue of hatred in its wake. 

 Villages and cities alike had been devastated not just by conflict, but by these „clean-up 

crews‟ of soldiers utilizing ABADs, Combat Armors, and heavy-duty vehicles armed with 

mobile psychic repressors… and, of course, the fire units armed with everything from medium-

range chemical flamethrowers to drum-loading grenade launchers with incendiary shells. 

Thankfully, the camps ignored them… perhaps they thought they were too small a target to 

bother attacking, or perhaps everyone was just busy engaged in the feast offered up by their own 

dying country. 

Either way, they made their journey through Ire without event: when bandits or roving 

gangs attacked them, it took little less than a glare from Cherry or a single shot fired into the air 

to scare them off, and most of the guard posts they came across had been burnt to the ground. 

After a steady twelve hours of driving, Cherry finally halted at Valise City: their home, and the 

place where they had first been given the mission that could have halted this whole war, if only 

they‟d moved a little faster. 

Cherry looked down silently as she stepped out of the van in front of their home, Szar 

getting out the other side and awkwardly standing at the ready. It looked as if it had been 

ransacked, like everything else… but their valuables were likely still secure, since she noted the 

dead corpses of several Plasmids after a moment. Not waiting for the others to pile out of the 

back, she walked inside and drew one of the .52s, then raised it and fired twice into the first of 

three Plasmids to charge her. 

It collapsed backwards with a loud scream of pain, and Cherry tilted the gun sideways as 

the last two charged forwards, firing once and allowing the recoil of the gun to guide it to its next 

target, before she shot the last round through the skull of the hesitating-too-late bug-demon. It 

fell on top of the others, and Cherry checked her clip before pushing it back into place. Just in 

case… 

Cindy walked up behind her, but Cherry shook her head quietly. After seeing the chaos 

unraveling in Ire, and feeling like she could have halted this, should have halted this… she didn‟t 

want comfort in words. She wanted it in killing the motherfucker who had destroyed her home 

and taken away her father and master… and I won‟t rest until Az‟Iriel is dead. It‟s a personal 

vendetta now… that piece of shit has to die, has to suffer for what he did to Zerrex…  

They searched the house as Marina made a beeline for her room, then yelled in frustration 

and threw a half-tantrum when she found many of her art pictures torn up, but no one bothered to 

stop her, only letting her have it out. Mahihko, meanwhile, was kneeling by a cupboard and 



eating chocolate cookies he‟d found while looking utterly miserable, his form as little as he could 

make it as he ignored the ruination and the wreckage, only feeling empty inside. He expressed 

his misery by becoming a child; Marina expressed her misery by rage; Cherry expressed her 

misery in silence; and Cindy simply did her best to stay moving, not letting any one emotion 

compel her in any extreme. 

The last made her way slowly to communications room, and she glanced inside to see 

Cherry muttering as she all-but-attacked the satellite feed, probably in an attempt to get through 

to Albatross. The gentle female slipped quietly backwards, then instead made her way to 

Zerrex‟s office, stepping inside and gazing mournfully around at the fallen papers that had been 

strewn about and the general mess and disorder of things, whispering quietly: “Father…” 

She walked slowly over to sit in his chair, and she crossed her arms, hugging herself 

gently as she looked at the desk, tracing over gouges he‟d dug with his claws and the other 

markings he‟d left on the surface: here a vague dent, there a set of rings left from his coffee mug 

always being placed there. She cleared her throat, but she couldn‟t concentrate, couldn‟t make 

the pain running through her body go away… and so instead she lowered her head and let it 

come, only to guide it gently away before it could form into tears, taking slow, deep breath after 

calming breath. 

She rocked quietly as she hugged herself around the stomach, and for a moment silently 

wondered if this was all in vain: could Zerrex ever come back? Could this night ever be ended by 

them, people who had already failed to end it once? She grit her teeth… and then looked up in 

surprise as Cherry grasped her shoulder quietly, looking down at her softly as she murmured: 

“Don‟t beat yourself up, kid.” She paused awkwardly, then glanced away and asked in a mutter: 

“Do you know where Bebop took off to? She ain‟t in her room, although butthead is still out in 

the kitchen, eating cookies.” 

Cindy shook her head, and Cherry made a face, then sighed and ducked, leaning under 

the desk to pry a small board loose from the wall as she said: “I‟m going to go and check out the 

city… you stay here and make sure that Mahihko doesn‟t have a hernia or give himself a 

bellyache with all the shit he‟s shoveling down his throat. I‟m worried about where Marina‟s run 

off to, but I guess she can take care of herself…” 

Cherry emerged a moment later with an extra pair of clips in one hand and a box of 

custom-made bullets in the other, and then she grunted, holding both arms wide and looking 

embarrassed as Cindy leapt up and hugged her tightly around the waist. She patted her slowly on 

the back, then cleared her throat and said lamely: “Hey, this is hot and all, but like, I uh… I heard 

some explosions and shit, and-” 

“I wish you‟d learn to shut your fucking mouth sometimes.” Cindy muttered in an 

exasperated voice as she pressed her head against Cherry‟s neck, and then she drew back with a 

sigh as the demoness grinned stupidly. “Take your demon friend with you, though… and take a 

quick glance around for Marina, if you don‟t mind. I don‟t like the state any of us are in from 

being back here after so long.” 

This made even the battle-hardened, reborn-from-Hell female soften slightly and nod, 

looking down as she tucked the clips and mostly-full box into the sidepack on her hip before she 

said quietly: “You‟ve always been the gutsiest of us all, Cindy… even I don‟t want to admit it, 

but… fuck. I thought it would bring back the good times, the good dreams… but I‟ll be damned 

if this place don‟t give me nightmares after… losing Zerrex.” 

She quieted… then swallowed and stepped back, rubbing the back of her head and 

glancing back and forth around the office, feeling suddenly claustrophobic before she mumbled: 



“I better get out of here. Take care of yourself, Cindy… I‟ll make sure the city ain‟t in too much 

chaos and shit.” 

She quickly turned and half-staggered out, breathing harder as she shoved through the 

door and made her way down the hallway, clenching her teeth together as she made her way to 

the front door and threw it open, jumping out and taking a long breath as she stepped into the 

city… and then she halted, seeing, really seeing Valise for the first time. 

The streets beneath her feet felt soft under her feet from all the damage they had taken, 

cracks like spiderwebs covering ever foot of road, and buildings stood lopsided and knocked into 

pieces from some tremendous force as if they had only stacked up piles of blocks. The skies 

above had turned red and black, as if God himself had decided that these people should be struck 

down. The buildings were all burning, and smoke was floating slowly into the sky, adding to that 

terrible, chaotic skyline… and even around them, where they stood here in this once-pleasant, 

quiet suburb, home and home alike had been torn apart by demons, soldiers, and the things in 

between until only nests of Plasmids and abandoned, broken structures remained. 

This world had not faced the apocalypse with Narrius‟s life, but instead with his death: 

from beyond the grave, the monster Zerrex had slain over and over again on this world had 

finally been sent down to Hell and locked away forever inside and inescapable prison… and yet 

it had been from there that he‟d finally triumphed over them all, and crushed all of existence 

using a machine that had brought not total destruction, but the ragnarok of proportions beyond 

biblical. It was somehow worse than complete annihilation of the world, however… because it 

was fighting a losing fight for survival, it was battling against a cruel fate with all your strength, 

winning battle after battle… only to know that in the end, you would lose despite your best 

efforts. 

Cherry cursed under her breath as she looked slowly back and forth along the decimated 

road, and then she glanced at Szar, who was sitting against the van and looking miserable. She 

paused, then tilted her head towards him and asked quietly: “Is that demonic pressure in the air? 

Some sort of force being exerted by… by something in the city? Or is it just from the city itself 

and the state that things are in, the destruction that‟s been caused here?” 

“It‟s bad.” Szar said simply, and he stood up slowly, looking back and forth despairingly. 

“I‟m a soldier demon, Lady Cherry… I‟m not built for this level of combat. I don‟t know how 

well I‟ll be able to handle things, even fighting at your side, and-” 

“We all start out as soldiers, so shut the fuck up.” Cherry said mildly, tapping her own 

nose lightly. “Look at me, motherfucker, and tell me what you see… a Dius that was able to turn 

Lieutenant Ezekiel back into nothing but ashes and energy. I ain‟t the strongest, and I ain‟t the 

toughest… hell, even Zerrex ain‟t the best at some of the things he does. The difference is that 

the motherfucker is stubborn as balls and doesn‟t give in, no matter how tough things get… if 

you believe, if you keep fighting, if you endure, you‟ll reach a whole new level, believe you me. 

You got a choice in life: be a number, or be somebody. Stick with me, Szar, and one day you 

won‟t just be some soldier demon anymore.” She paused meditatively. “Assuming that, you 

know, you don‟t die or anything like that.” 

Szar smiled a bit, then he bowed before saluting and saying quietly: “My apologies, Lady 

Cherry, for doubting in you and myself. I‟d appreciate it if you let me continue to fight by your 

side.” He paused a bit, then asked hesitantly: “Is… Lord Zerrex really as strong as they say?”  

“Even stronger.” Cherry grinned slightly as she walked over and patted the demon firmly 

on the shoulder, before kicking the gatling gun on the ground next to him. “But come on, bitch, 

we got some work to do. Let‟s haul ass and take a look around this broke city.” 



“Yes sir!” Szar saluted, and Cherry nodded, waiting a moment for the demon to pick up 

his weapon before turning and striding quickly down the road, one hand resting on the butt of a 

.52 as they strode down the street together. 

It was the same here as it had been everywhere else, though, and Cherry frowned a bit as 

she stepped into a deep, wide crater in the earth, kneeling and examining the damage and the 

scorch marks. Although some of the craters and burns surrounding it had been made from some 

sort of fire magic, this she could see had been done by some sort of mortal weaponry, despite 

how smooth the crater was. She wondered vaguely what sort of weapon could create such a 

controlled explosion, and then she glanced up to the side as a female voice asked raggedly: “Are 

you here with the Aztec PMC?” 

“No…” Cherry stood up, tapping her horns and frowning a bit at the elderly rat dressed in 

rags, cradling a young wolf in her arms who was sucking his thumb… and she felt an odd 

reminder of Mahihko as a minotaur walked up behind them, roughly-bandaged and covered in 

bruises. “I‟m not with Az‟Iriel or the Princess, either. My name is Cherry, I‟m uh… I guess I‟m 

not really affiliated with anyone… why would you think I‟m with a PMC when I‟m obviously 

uh… not from around here, though?” 

She looked lame, rubbing the back of her head slowly and looking awkwardly over at 

Szar before the female nodded and sighed softly. “The PMCs have employed every kind of 

soldier they can… they target demon officers and soldiers but… Lavos can explan it better than I 

can.” 

The female glanced over to the minotaur, who nodded a bit and slowly rubbed at a large 

piece of white cloth taped over his eye, before he asked in a stumbling voice: “You demonic 

okay?” 

“Yeah, I speak demonic just fine.” Cherry responded mildly in the common tongue of 

Hell, before she cracked her knuckles and frowned a bit, looking up towards the terrible, 

scorched sky again before turning her eyes back towards the minotaur. “So what was she saying, 

that the soldiers are using the Pawn Army System of Hell to their advantage?” 

“Worse… they‟ve been luring out the officers and making deals with everyone they 

could, while killing or capturing the lower-ranking officers left in charge of smaller areas just to 

gain more soldiers. They‟re using some ancient mortal alchemy to…” He halted and looked 

down, and Cherry felt a chill run through her body as she looked back at that smooth explosion. 

Not an RPG… not a grenade… but it could be… 

“They‟re making crystals?” Cherry tilted her head as Szar winced, and the minotaur 

nodded with a quiet sigh, before Cherry looked away with a curse. “And they have authorization 

to make deals with the mortal soldiers?” 

Lavos nodded with a quiet sigh. “Yes… and they‟ve been collecting and keeping the 

strongest soldiers, while the rest of us are simply wiped out or left to die.  And since the mortals 

have been enhancing their technology with demonic magic and using it to increase the power of 

whatever they can, it‟s… become a slaughter. They‟re able to produce any effect with the 

magical crystals… it‟s like… someone has revealed to the world many ancient arcane secrets 

that we thought mortal wizards had sealed away long ago…” 

Majesty… that bitch must be the one behind this shit. She and Az‟Iriel are playing both 

sides against each other… “So what are you doing here, then? And the other demon soldiers… 

and fuck, it‟s only been three months, how‟s this continent turned into such a war zone? Where‟s 

the regular military, for fuck‟s sake?” 



“We were told most of the military had been sent out to aid other countries… and that it 

had left Ire vulnerable. We weren‟t told about these… strange soldiers wielding mortal weapons 

that shoot streams of fire or exploding canisters, who don‟t care about their own and gladly crush 

other mortals underfoot.” Lavos shook his head and sighed quietly, then he patted the female‟s 

back gently. “They don‟t tarry… they move quickly from area-to-area, burning all in their wake, 

using demons as shields and sealing the spiritual essence they can capture into crystals, killing 

the officers and taking the strongest they find under control. Their march is fast, and they don‟t 

care if they leave us dead or alive, or if they save their own or kill allies… they‟re unstoppable.” 

“Fuck that, I‟ll stop them.” Cherry snarled, and then she shook her head and turned to the 

rat, switching from demonic to her native tongue as she muttered: “Fuckers. Do you have safe 

shelter and shit, or know where the PMCs are?” 

“They‟re moving towards southern Ire… we have a safe shelter, yes.” The elder female 

murmured, looking away and rocking the little boy gently in her arms for a moment, before she 

looked evenly at Cherry. “I think that we should all head for safety, though, just in case… there 

are still scouts and vultures roaming through the city, and I don‟t have any wish to be caught by 

them and end up in the middle of another slaughter.” 

“Believe me, it‟s not you and us who would be slaughtered.” Cherry grunted, but she 

nodded and then saluted the minotaur, who bowed respectfully to the Dius before turning and 

leaving with the female. Cherry noted the armed civilians sitting in the wreckage of a building 

across from them, but only nodded and rose a hand before turning and muttering to Szar: “We 

better get back home… I don‟t like either the look or feel of this place. Besides which, I‟m 

worried about what Marina‟s getting up to and exactly where the hell she ran off to…” 

The journey back was just as uneventful, and the two found Cindy sorting through piles 

of torn up newspapers that the Plasmids had dragged inside to begin making nests with. The 

female was frowning a bit as she sat at the remains of the kitchen table, slowly piecing together 

ripped articles that were half-covered with bug-demon drool, and Cherry said mildly: “That‟s 

one of the most disgusting things ever. Do you know how many diseases you could probably 

contract from touching that gunk?” 

“Thanks for your opinion. Press „one‟ now if you want to get punched in the face.” Cindy 

said absently, and Cherry rubbed the back of her head before looking up in surprise as the 

Drakkaren read: “„Today, Irenic War Leader Vladimar Himmler announced that they have 

discovered the location of the demon‟s main base in Yutan Province, near the Dwarf Mountains, 

also known as the Row of Skulls. Most of Ire‟s military has been sent out to this area to do battle 

with the demonic horde and the rumored „demon king‟ that leads them.‟ It sounds like an 

ambush, to me…” 

“Although the area is right…” Cherry shook her head slowly, looking disgusted as she 

slammed a fist into her thigh, then looked up and asked flatly: “Do you know where Marina is? 

We can deal with all this other shit later, after we make sure everyone‟s okay. PMC soldiers 

working for Aztec and Peace Unlimited have been scouring the areas using crystals made out of 

demonic essence to fuel their weapons… it‟s a forbidden mortal magic, I heard rumors about it 

in Hell but never believed it…” 

She broke off, then looked at Cindy for a few moments before the female frowned a bit 

and nodded down the hall, saying quietly: “Last I checked, she was in her room…” A pause as 

she looked through the broken door into the hallway, and then she paled, and Cherry frowned 

and drew a .52 before she whispered: “M-Marina?” 



Cherry leaned over enough to look into the hall… and her jaw fell open as she stared at 

Marina, who looked at them both coldly in return. She was standing there in a bikini top and a 

set of plain black combat pants she‟d changed into that looked as if they had once belonged to 

Zerrex, but every visible portion of her body was covered in bloody runes she‟d cut into herself 

using the bloodstained combat knife in her hand. 

The two stared… and then Marina leapt back into her room and the older sisters shot 

down the hallway, Cherry sprinting along in front of Cindy and kicking the door down to see 

Marina crouching with the dagger held in both hands, aimed towards her heart, and the female 

snarled and brought up her .52, shouting: “Stop it!” 

As expected, it had no effect, Marina glaring at them before stabbing viciously 

downwards… and Cherry shot a single round into the blade, shattering it into pieces at the hilt 

and peppering Marina with metal fragments, the female giving a curse of pain as she tumbled 

over and shook her head quickly, and Cherry‟s eyes traced out the circle of demonic runes she‟d 

carved into the floor. Before she could push herself back up to her feet, Cherry threw herself 

forwards in a tackle and punched her hard across the face, Marina cursing before letting out a cry 

of pain as the demoness belted her with the .52 in her other hand, shouting furiously: “You 

stupid, stupid bitch! What the fuck are you thinking? Are you that desperate for Daddy‟s 

attention that you‟re willing to kill yourself?” 

Cherry rose her hand to punch her again, but Marina only grinned viciously up at her as 

Cindy moaned from the doorway, covering her muzzle… and the demoness grit her teeth before 

grabbing Marina by the shoulders and settling for pinning her down against the floor, glaring into 

her eyes as she shouted: “You don‟t even fucking know that it would work!” 

“Oh, I know. Don‟t worry, I made sure first.” Marina replied coldly, looking up at Cherry 

with a twisted grin as she rose a hand and slowly stroked over the demoness‟s face, and the 

female snarled before something clicked in her mind, and the color drained from her features as 

the misguided daughter of Zerrex added almost-teasingly: “It‟s not too late, Cherry… you and 

Cindy can join me, and we can all die together to join Daddy in Hell… the world, the war 

doesn‟t matter if we have each other…” 

“Cindy, check on Mahihko.” Cherry said curtly, then she glanced over her shoulder to 

look at a shaking Cindy, before shouting: “Now!” 

“Y-Yes…” Cindy staggered backwards and nodded quickly, and she walked quickly 

down the hall to the next room before pushing the door open… and she let out a wail of despair, 

staggering backwards at the sight of the wolf‟s mangled, dead corpse, his body laying in the 

middle of a circle of runes and his eyes wide and glassy, a knife sticking up out of the center of 

his chest. She staggered back against the wall of the hallway, Szar running over to her from 

where he‟d been awkwardly lurking, and she grabbed him and fell against his shoulder, 

beginning to cry hard as she yelled: “Mahihko! Why… why, goddammit, I don‟t want to lose all 

of my family…” 

“You bitch!” Cherry snarled, and Marina glared up at her challengingly before she asked 

in frustration, shaking her violently: “Do you really think this is what Zerrex would want?” 

“I want what‟s best for Daddy! Not any of you really know what that is, not even he 

knows what it is sometimes!” Marina shouted furiously in return, and as Cherry rose a fist, her 

eyes flashed, and the demoness was sent rocketing backwards to crash into the hall, Marina 

standing up slowly and snarling as she clenched her hands into fists. “Mahihko was weak, but he 

was dedicated… and so I sent him down to Hell early to see our father, whom we love… unlike 

you, slut, who rejected him so you could keep slavering over his cock like the slut you are!” 



Cherry froze halfway to her feet, and Marina grinned coldly, tilting her head as her eyes 

burned with purple light, obscuring her ice-cold irises. “Yes, I know about that… I know 

everything, Cherry. You can‟t hide anything from me… you want to make it up to him now, but 

you‟re just a coward. You‟re too afraid to take an „extreme‟ route like I do, you‟re too scared to 

even create a portal… fuck, you don‟t even want the portals to work, I know!” 

The demoness trembled, then forced her gaze up, whispering to her youngest sister, to the 

Drakkaren that had once been only a gentle little girl: “Shut up…” 

“You want to put it in your mouth, you want it ramming up your ass, you want to taste 

your own guts while he fucks your cunt, but you‟re so terrified of change that you couldn‟t bear 

to think about how things would change if you two married-” 

“Shut… shut up… shut up!” Cherry covered her head, clenching her eyes shut tightly and 

beginning to shiver violently, yet Marina only continued to speak cruelly, overriding her easily 

as Cindy watched with terror.  

“-And now he‟s gone and dead, and how often did you even say „I love you‟ to him? 

How often did you swallow your pride, admit that it was more than pure ownership… it was 

affection, adoration, love? And how much does it hurt now, whore, how much do you regret it?” 

Marina tilted her head upwards, her eyes alight with sadistic righteousness, her expression 

making her both beautiful and ugly. “I can see into your soul, Cherry, and it‟s dark in there, and 

it‟s sad, because you‟re nothing but a pathetic slut who‟s just like her mommy.” 

Cherry let out a roar and charged forwards, then punched Marina hard across the face, 

knocking her staggering before she threw herself forwards and tackled her through the rickety 

wooden walls, plaster and ugly plastic siding flying in all directions before the demoness was 

kicked viciously in the stomach and sent crashing back into the building with a curse as Marina 

leapt to her feet, laughing despite the blood flowing from her mouth and nose and shouting: 

“Come on out, then, show me what you got, Cherry! You‟re nothing compared to me… I‟m the 

only legitimate daughter of Zerrex!” 

“I fucking hate you!” Cherry shouted angrily, charging forwards and snarling through her 

tears as she swung hard back and forth at Marina, only trying to hurt her and not using her 

precog… and hence Marina easily slipping backwards, dodging her wild claws and strikes. 

“You‟re not the little girl I knew!” 

“Glad you noticed!” Marina snapped a knee up into Cherry‟s stomach, and it knocked the 

wind from her before the female smashed the demoness across the muzzle with her elbow, 

sending her staggering down into a kneel before a booted foot crashed into her chin and sent her 

sprawling. “I‟m better than you… I‟m better than all of you, and I‟ll kill everyone who stands 

between me and Father!” 

“Fuck you!” Cherry snarled and tackled Marina‟s legs, knocking her flat before she leapt 

up and straddled her waist, slamming left and right hooks down over and over again into the 

youngest girl‟s features, blood and drool flying from the female‟s muzzle, both ignoring Cindy‟s 

screams to stop. Then Marina brought both her hands up and caught Cherry‟s fists, and she 

grinned before her eyes flashed, and the bulky demoness was sent rocketing into Cindy, 

knocking her flat on her back. 

Cherry cursed and scrambled to her feet, stepping on Cindy and then turning around with 

an inarticulate yell and kicking her hard in the face when she scrabbled at Cherry‟s ankle, and 

she was sent crashing to the ground as the demoness turned and barreled stupidly at Marina once 

more… but Marina only flicked her head to the side, and Cherry was sent flying into the van 

they‟d arrived in with enough force to tip it over. She grinned… then her eyes widened in shock 



when Cherry leapt off the vehicle before it could even topple completely to the ground, her 

wings spreading in midair before she went into a sharp dive and crashed into Marina, dragging 

her back against the uneven road for more than a dozen feet. 

A moment later, Marina kicked her hard over her head, and Cherry‟s limbs flailed 

awkwardly before she managed to flip herself forwards and land painfully on her feet, staggering 

forwards and then spinning around with a snarl. Marina had already rolled to her own feet, and 

the two lunged at each other, throwing hard punches back and forth as Cindy shouted at them to 

stop and charged towards them again. 

She leapt between them and grabbed Marina by the shoulders, throwing her hard away 

before Cherry lunged at her like a snarling beast, clawing at her face. Cindy caught her wrist, 

however, then slammed her other palm into the demoness‟s face, and Cherry was shocked back 

into reality from her rage, staring in horror at a crying Cindy as she yelled: “Haven‟t you two 

done enough?” 

“You haven‟t even begun to see the extent of my powers…” Marina whispered, and she 

slowly stood up, her eyes burning with fury at being interrupted. Cherry leapt backwards with a 

curse, raising her fists but trying to see through the haze of rage in her head, breathing a bit 

harder as she rose her hands with a wince… and then Marina turned towards Cindy as she turned 

around with a look of despair, and the Drakkaren froze on the spot as she pointed at her and 

added darkly: “Stop being such a fucking goody-goody and give in to your rage, mother 

darling… there‟s plenty of hate in you, after all.” 

Cherry felt her precog slowly fading in… and then she cursed and leapt backwards a 

moment before Cindy spun around and swung furiously at her, snarling as her eyes burned with 

supernatural aggression. She dived at her like a wild thing, and Cherry immediately jumped 

forwards and kicked off Cindy‟s head, leaping past her and sending the Drakkaren crashing 

down into the pavement as she ran towards Marina and shouted angrily: “This is between me and 

you, whore, so-” 

Marina took a deep breath, and Cherry leapt backwards… and right into Cindy‟s arms, 

her eyes bulging as the female began to laugh cruelly, her arms squeezing around Cherry‟s waist 

with enough force to cause her to vomit blood before Marina leaned forwards and spat out a blast 

of green and black bile in a wide shotgun volley. 

Cherry winced, then stared as Szar ran forwards and leapt in front of her, covering his 

eyes with a howl… and Marina hissed in fury from where she had fallen to a crouch, raising a 

hand and seizing Szar in a telekinetic hold before snapping him hard to the side and hurling him 

into a building, the draconic demon releasing a scream as his body steamed and writhed in 

midair a moment before he crashed into the structure and it collapsed on top of him. It distracted 

Cindy, too… and Cherry immediately stomped both of her feet down onto her younger sister‟s, 

the Drakkaren cursing and looking up in surprise before Cherry smashed the back of her head 

into Cindy‟s muzzle. 

She let go of the demoness, staggering backwards, and Cherry spun around to slam an 

open palm into Cindy and knock her flat before charging towards Marina, who snarled and 

snapped a hand upwards, sending a purple blade of telekinetic force flying at Cherry‟s face… but 

the demoness anticipated it and ducked, gracefully spinning in a circle to watch the blade‟s 

movements and gain a precognetic snapshot of where it would go next… and then she turned 

around and drew her remaining .52, firing several shots off at Marina‟s body and limbs.  

Marina rose a hand with a snort of disgust as Cherry rose her gun, and the bullets halted 

in midair, trapped in some sort of telekinetic field before Marina mimed a gun in one hand, and 



Cherry‟s eyes bulged before she threw herself into a high jump, pinwheeling her arms almost 

comically as the bullets shot back past her with enough force to create a loud whipcrack. They 

narrowly missed her, instead colliding with Cindy, who flew backwards under the barrage with a 

scream of rage before crashing to her back and immediately kicking up to her feet, snarling and 

bleeding from several severe wounds, but still possessed with whatever terrible rage Marina had 

filled her with as she howled: “I‟ll kill you both, you fucking whores! You and that worthless 

piece of shit you call my child… neither of you could save my father!” 

Marina froze in the middle of whatever attack she had been preparing, looking stunned… 

and Cherry took the opportunity to dive-tackle her, but she struck a psychic wall and instead fell 

to the ground with a groan, shards of purple energy falling to the ground around her as Marina 

leapt away and backpedalled with a curse, before she took a deep breath. Cherry crawled to her 

feet with a mutter, then stared… and took a quick breath herself, covering her face with both 

hands and wincing as Marina leaned forwards and vomited a massive gout of smog and smoke, 

her entire body shaking and convulsing as they and everything around them were both covered 

by a thick, foul-smelling gray fog. 

“What the hell are you doing?” Cherry asked in a snarl, looking back and forth as she 

heard panting and grunts before closing her eyes. Shit shit shit. Concentrate, do what Zerrex 

taught you… fuck, I ain‟t no samurai… “Neither of us can see now, you dumb bitch!” 

“Neither of us has to.” Marina said cruelly, and then she laughed and asked teasingly: 

“Are you really this stupid, or have you already forgotten about the other contender in this fun 

little game? Besides… I can see you perfectly… and if I do this…” A terrible pain shot through 

Cherry‟s mind, and she staggered and cursed, grabbing her head and looking back and forth in 

horror at the psychic static in her head. “Then you can‟t even use your last-minute precog to 

dodge. You‟re the only one blind here…” 

Cherry only growled quietly, then calmed even that as she ducked and pressed her palms 

against the ground, trying her best to listen… but her heart was thudding too loudly in her ears, 

and the psychic static added a further distraction on her worn mind. She felt naked and beaten, 

vulnerable and broken as she heard someone pacing slowly to her right… but she had no idea 

who or what it was as she slowly dragged her .52 out of her holster, feeling a chill run down her 

spine. Cindy knows this shit… Cindy can navigate her way through the jungles of Hez‟Ranna in 

a night blacker than the Boss‟s cock and not make a fucking sound, though… and Marina has me 

in her sights and she could- 

“That‟s exactly right… I could have killed you at any time… because I‟ve always been 

the strongest…” Marina said teasingly, and Cherry winced as she slowly aimed her .52 in the 

general direction of the voice… but the heavy smog was muffling it, making it hard to judge 

where anything was coming from. “I‟m the best, and Daddy has always loved me the most… you 

and Cindy were always secondary tools to him. I‟m the one he saved, while he let the rest of you 

die… we are just his playthings, his toys, and I will return to him and-” 

“Shut up, you don‟t even know what love is!” Cindy‟s voice howled, and Marina 

screamed before there was a loud crash, followed by a terrible psychic lashback that tore through 

Cherry‟s head and sent her falling forwards… before a powerful telekinetic blast knocked her 

flying backwards, the smog tearing apart as she forced her body to flip in midair, landing on one 

leg and skidding backwards before dropping her other foot forwards, anchoring herself with a 

curse as she rose both her hands, then stared in shock at the sight of Cindy dragging Marina 

around like a rag doll, smashing her into the ground by the ankles before she threw her into a 

nearby building.  



Marina spread her arms, clenching her hands into fists as ripples spread through the air, 

halting her movement and glaring in disgust at Cindy as she levitated a foot or so above the 

ground before snapping a hand out… and then she wobbled in midair with a surprised look as 

Cindy batted her psychic force aside with one hand like it was a physical fist, and the middle 

sibling rushed forwards. Marina shoved out both hands this time, and a purple glow surrounded 

both them and Cindy as the psychic‟s eyes burned with the same terrible violet light… but Cindy 

threw herself forwards, tearing through Marina‟s psychic attack and tackling her to the ground as 

she grinned sharkishly, and in that moment, Cherry saw the old, cruel Ravenlight in her eyes as 

she rose one fist. 

She ran forwards, not even knowing what she was doing, and tackled Cindy off Marina 

before she could land a finishing blow to the dazed psychic‟s face… and then Cindy instead 

smashed her elbow into Cherry‟s ribs, and the demoness felt them crack as she groaned in pain, 

clutching herself as the younger, once-gentlest daughter of Zerrex rolled off her and brought her 

elbow back to this time slam into Cherry‟s face, as Marina got to her feet with a snarl of fury, 

ready to kill them both- 

All three were sent flying in different directions as a white meteor crashed into the 

ground and sent out a massive shockwave, and Cherry rolled backwards a few times before 

crashing on her back, and Cindy blinked as she caught herself and slid to a halt. Marina, 

meanwhile, landed awkwardly on her feet before she overbalanced and fell on her rump, and an 

angry, childlike voice shouted: “What are all of you doing? This is disgusting, Mister Zerrex 

would never wish for you three to bicker uselessly like this!” 

“I… what?” Cherry asked dumbly, sitting slowly up and rubbing at a cracked horn 

dazedly, before staring at the little kitten girl that had replaced the glowing white comet, and 

Cindy flushed deeply and looked down shamefully as Marina stood up with a snarl. She 

staggered forwards, reaching a hand out… and Little Arcy turned her full gaze on her, looking at 

her disapprovingly as Marina flexed her fingers and then stared, looking stupidly down at her 

own hand after a few moments. 

“I may only be a Prophet, but I do have some skill… and I‟m immune to any type of 

psychic play, so please don‟t even bother with that, Miss Marina. It seems you‟re the one who 

requires the real talking-to.” Little Arcy put her hands on her hips, and then Marina snarled and 

took a deep breath before the angelic kitten sighed as her wings slowly spread. “Why does it 

always have to come to this with some people…” 

Marina leaned forwards and released a gout of white-hot flames… but as Little Arcy 

winced back, Cherry rose a hand and bent the stream of fire away, twisting it in a curve as she 

shouted: “Enough is enough, Marina! Don‟t you recognize her? She‟s the angel who was with 

Francis at the funeral, she might know what‟s up with Zerrex!” 

The flow of flames came to a halt, and the youngest sister snarled angrily before Little 

Arcy pointed at her… and Marina‟s body shivered before slowly turning blue, the psychic 

collapsing to her knees as her eyes faded a bit in her head, grasping her skull with a quiet moan. 

A moment later, she fell to her side and curled up in the fetal position, and Cindy asked in a 

weak voice: “What… what did you do to her?” 

“I just repressed her psychic abilities for the moment and forcefully calmed her down… 

I‟m sorry it had to come to that.” Little Arcy bowed a bit to them both, looking quietly around at 

the three as she added in a soft murmur: “You three have done quite a number on each other… 

but you know, unless you three learn to work together properly, you truly stand no chance of 

helping Mister Zerrex out from Hell… and things now have become very tense indeed. I may 



soon have my wings removed, and Mister Zerrex may yet end up on the chopping block himself 

if things continue as they have…” 

“What? What are you talking about?” asked Cherry urgently, crawling forwards towards 

the angel, but Little Arcy only flushed deeply and looked away, holding up a hand… and the 

demoness halted, staring at her desperately as she asked in a whisper: “Is he okay?” 

“As okay as you can be in Hell.” Little Arcy offered a bit of a smile as Cindy slowly 

forced herself to her feet and staggered closer as well, falling to her knees with a grunt a few feet 

away, and the doll-like girl looked over her slowly before adding quietly: “I‟m not supposed to 

be here… so listen to me closely, I have precious few minutes left to spare, I‟m supposed to be in 

hibernation. You need to find a safe place immediately and go into hiding… Prince Az‟Iriel has 

put a bounty on all of your heads, and the Princess has also encouraged her troops to hunt you 

down and kill you. She sees Mister Zerrex… the Zerrex we all call „father‟ in one way or 

another… as her greatest trophy, weapon, and acquisition, but realizes that his refusal to bow to 

her makes him as dangerous to her as Az‟Iriel. Something isn‟t right in Hell… and…” 

Little Arcy halted, looking back and forth before she stepped backwards in her little 

sailor‟s suit, creating a portal and saying urgently: “Stop fighting and escape! Suicide is not the 

route to Lord Zerrex, none of you have the power to escape Hell or even help him once in the 

Inferno… I have to go, I‟ll send a message later to you somehow!” 

The angel child vanished through the portal a moment later, and Cherry stared at it as it 

closed before she straightened and punched the ground hard… and then a groggy Marina rose 

her head, blinking stupidly a few times before whispering: “Tell me… more… about Daddy…” 

“She‟s already gone, Marina…” Cindy murmured, looking quietly over at the two, and 

then she shook her head with a sigh, standing up with a wince and slumping as she limped 

towards the house, whispering: “I‟m going to go and grab the first aid gear from the house… you 

two… stay here…” 

Cherry grunted and rolled onto her side to face Marina, and the two looked at each other 

for a few long, silent minutes. Finally, the older of the two murmured quietly: “I have nothing 

left to say to you for what you‟ve done, Marina… in the name of Zerrex or not, there‟s plenty of 

other fucks who‟ve done shit in the name of God and all the cartoon heroes, and they‟re just as 

wrong as you were in using our father‟s name to do the things you did. I don‟t care what he is to 

you: father, beloved, master, or even if you think he‟s better than God himself… you were 

wrong, Marina. You were wrong. And you know that Zerrex only respects what‟s right.” 

“You don‟t know anything.” Marina said angrily, but she couldn‟t look away from 

Cherry‟s steady gaze. She trembled for a few moments instead, then whispered: “It‟s all for 

father. I loved Mahihko, I-” 

“You sicken me.” Cherry rolled over onto her other side, and behind her, Marina 

trembled violently, staring at Cherry‟s back stupidly as the demoness murmured quietly: “If 

there‟s a place worse than Hell… I hope you go to it. I might go there for saying that to my own 

fucking sister… but I fucking hope you go to it.” 

Marina shivered… and then she began to cry, and her sobs grew louder and greater in 

intensity as Cherry continued to ignore her, forcing back her own tears and breathing hard as she 

clenched her claws into her arms. She hated to be so cruel to her youngest sibling, but she still 

felt the embers of fury simmering inside her heart from not only what Marina had done, but what 

she had said resounded with truth to her very soul, which was probably what hurt her most. 

She sighed quietly, looking down and closing her eyes as she sat up, but continued to face 

away from Marina, breathing softly and refusing to look at her despite her whimpering and 



crying as she tantrumed on the ground… and even when Cindy came out, it was neither of the 

girls she tended to first, but instead Szar, who was crawling slowly out of the wreckage of the 

ruins of the building her had been thrown into. He was badly injured, and Cherry looked over at 

him with concern she didn‟t want to feel… and then she cursed under her breath, muttering: 

“Fuck, I don‟t believe this shit…” 

She was so different from what she‟d once been: once upon a time, years ago, she would 

have laughed at the suffering of these people, perhaps even been a part of the other side and 

fought not against Hell, but with it: for chaos, for destruction, for the sake of violence. Yet 

Zerrex had taught her discipline… so those days were long gone now, and here she was, a 

creature of chaos, a whore that thirsted for violence and destruction, who had found Hell cozy 

and comfortable, fighting on the side of order, and to protect the weak she had once thought had 

only existed to please her. Fucking irony… 

She sighed and stood up, then winced when Cindy walked over and grabbed her roughly 

by the bicep, dragging her off to the side, causing the demoness to curse under her breath in pain 

that rang through her body. She flailed a bit, and then winced when Cindy grabbed the back of 

her neck and squeezed, causing her to twitch as she muttered: “Just shut up and take it for a 

change, okay?” 

“I always take it.” Cherry mumbled, and she winced again when Cindy growled at her 

and dragged her over behind the fallen van, sitting her firmly down and causing Cherry to curse 

loudly and then twitch, frowning and hugging her stomach as she looked up at the other female 

owlishly, who glared at her angrily for a moment before her expression blanked as the demoness 

mumbled: “Please step backwards.” 

Cindy only tilted her head… and then Cherry leaned forwards and vomited blood once, 

then twice, before slumping over to the side with a loud groan, coughing and hacking as Cindy 

dropped to her knees and quickly checked her pulse, her other hand checking carefully over 

Cherry‟s stomach until she groaned loudly as pain twisted through her body. “Oh, shit, that feels 

extremely ouch…” 

“Something‟s popped inside your stomach… yeah, something‟s ruptured, probably your 

stomach or a line of intestine.” She shook her head slowly, then muttered: “Your heart rate‟s 

pretty high up there, and I know your breath rate doesn‟t matter, but it‟s still way up there, too. I 

don‟t like the way things are with your body right now… especially because you‟re still bleeding 

out your nose, among other things. Strong as you are… you know that you can‟t take this level of 

damage forever, Cherry…” 

Cherry shrugged a bit, grunting under her breath and looking down as she swayed 

groggily on the spot… and then she looked down and mumbled under her breath: “Fuck, I wish 

the Boss was here… I got no clue what to do.” 

Cindy sighed and nodded… and then she silently leaned forwards and began to check 

over Cherry‟s body. For the internal damage, she couldn‟t do much… but she could at least stitch 

up the moderate wounds and bandage the rest of her body. Cherry, of course, fidgeted throughout 

most of the procedure, muttering about how she didn‟t need this and should go and take care of 

Szar and Marina… and finally, Cindy sighed and halted after making sure she‟d fixed the worst 

wounds as best she could before nodding and heading around the van to where Marina was 

yelling and raging on the ground. 

Szar staggered over to where Cherry was to sit beside her, and she glanced over at him 

and reached out to touch his bandaged hand, the draconic demon covered in cloth wrapping that 

was stained with blood and black bile. She smiled faintly at him as he looked down 



embarrassedly, and then she asked quietly: “Still feel like just a soldier?” A pause, and then she 

added awkwardly: “Thanks.” 

Cindy, meanwhile, was leaning by Marina, who was refusing to roll over to face her, 

covered in blood and wounds and her body beginning to pale a bit from sheer blood loss. It was 

disturbing, the massive amount of damage she‟d done to herself… and Cindy didn‟t know how 

to take care of her or fix her before Marina‟s eyes slid up in her head and she fainted, and the 

female cursed before spinning around and charging towards the hole in the house. Cherry stared 

as the female shot by, and before she could struggle to her feet, the Drakkaren charged back out 

of the hole in the house and ran towards her daughter and youngest sister, dragging a sheet 

behind her.  

She slid to a halt beside Marina, then she snapped the sheet out and laid it flat on the 

ground before rolling Marina tight into it, the female‟s body moving limply before muttering as 

she pulled it tight, then she folded the sheet down around Marina‟s face before applying pressure 

slowly over her body, as Cherry and Szar staggered up behind her. “What the fuck‟s wrong with 

her? Like, is she… what, hypothermic? That‟s not possible, is-” 

“She‟s bleeding from everywhere. She might need a blood transfusion, but she‟s type D-

AB… she‟s a rare blood type. We need to stop at the hospital on our way to the safehouse.” She 

paused, then shook her head, muttering: “We also need to find a proper transport in order to stop 

at the hospital or a military complex before we go to the safehouse… I‟m thinking the place near 

the abandoned mines to the south of Valise.” 

“The empty processing plant…” Cherry nodded and winced, then she turned down the 

road and glanced at Szar, adding in demonic: “We have to find a transport big enough to carry all 

of us and some of the stuff from the house… a pickup truck is what I‟m looking for, I‟ll point it 

out to you when we find it. Come on, let‟s move.” 

Fifteen minutes later, Cherry rolled back in a dented red truck with several long scorch 

marks over one side of the vehicle, and the two demons hopped out to quickly assist with loading 

the back of the vehicle with the supplies Cindy had prepared. Marina, meanwhile, was trembling 

violently as she rested with her back against the van, shakily drinking a cup of coffee as she 

breathed a bit hard. After loading the back of the vehicle, Cherry carefully helped Marina into 

the passenger side, trying to avoid eye-contact as she muttered to Cindy: “We have to get our 

asses out of here soon. There are ABADs and Kingfisher Unmanned Aerial Gliders scanning the 

area… and I scouted down a bit towards the military base, but they‟ve set up ciphers and 

Automaton Tanks to patrol the city. No doubt if we don‟t move fast it‟ll get messy… if they‟ve 

modified their equipment to run off crystals instead of fuel cells, those things will have pretty 

much infinite power supplies…” 

“How the hell could they do that, anyway?” Cindy asked, frowning as she passed a 

toolbox up to Szar, who was sitting in the open back of the truck. “I mean… demon essence? 

That‟s a bit different from fusion or ionic power cells, isn‟t it?” 

“Not so much… energy is energy. Crystals can be shaped and warped to any means… 

slip them into a machine designed to extract energy and harness it as fuel, and you got yourself 

one big everlasting battery.” Cherry looked disgusted as she hopped up into the cab, taking a bag 

of canned food and rations from Cindy as she added sourly: “Machines are programmed to eat. 

We‟re programmed to provide power. One day we‟ll deal with some robot apocalypse on top of 

the other two or three we‟ve already had if we ever teach the AIs to crystallize demonic body 

parts through ritual magic.” 



Cindy didn‟t reply to this, instead climbing into the front driver‟s seat and shutting the 

door. Across from her, Marina was eating several cookies shakily, and Cindy pulled a bottle of 

pills out of her pocket, handing it to her now-youngest sibling and murmuring: “Here, this is all I 

could prepare. Take one every two hours while you‟re awake, starting now… it‟s a hemostatic 

medicine mixed with a sedative, it should keep you calm and cool down your nausea and 

discomfort. Don‟t push too much of that sheet down, keep it tight against your body like a big 

bandage, at least until we get you to the hospital.” 

Marina nodded shakily, breathing hard as she took the pill bottle and popped it open, 

before she whispered: “I‟m… I‟m sorry…” 

“We‟ll discuss it later… for now we have to concentrate on getting to safety. You‟re a 

non-combatant this time around, keep your head down and don‟t die.” Cindy replied quietly but 

firmly, and she shifted the truck into gear before rolling onto the streets, heading down the road 

and turning south down the first road she came to, figuring their first stop should be the Public 

Hospital. Although the Mercy Hospitals are probably already stretched thin… but it‟ll let me get 

a more-accurate assessment of the survivors than if we went to a private hospital or clinic. 

Either way, I can also stop in at the drug store and just hope the prescription boxes are still 

locked and that no idiot with a hammer or crowbar has broken in to loot the place… 

But when they pulled up ten minutes later towards the hospital‟s front entrance, Cindy‟s 

breath caught in her throat and she stared in horror at the flaming wreckage of the once-

magnificent building. Half of it had already collapsed, and the glass doors and every window had 

shattered inwards, as if from some massive explosion… and Cindy snarled and hammered a dent 

into the dashboard before turning off the ignition and leaping out of the truck. 

“Stay here!” she snapped to Cherry, then paused and held out her hand, adding in a 

mutter: “Give me your whip and a handgun, I want to be prepared just in case… this place looks 

as if it‟s been torn apart by monsters that might still be waiting inside.” 

Cherry winced a bit, but she sighed after a moment and tossed her chain whip down to 

Cindy, who rubbed a finger over the metal links before attaching it to her belt by the plain 

rawhide tie Cherry used to keep it closed. She glanced up as the demoness offered her a revolver, 

but she shook her head, and the femme fatale sighed before tossing her the Drakkaren‟s much-

preferred 9mm handgun. “That‟s not big enough to take down some of the demons that might be 

lurking in there, and it‟ll just bounce off the armor the soldiers are wearing…” 

“Not if I shoot them in the knees.” Cindy muttered under her breath, and Cherry stared as 

the female turned around and walked off, checking the clip before snapping it closed and cocking 

the gun, holding it loosely in one hand as she made her ways towards the shattered glass doors 

on one side of the wreckage. 

She paused as a familiar figure emerged from the ruins of the hospital, a hand rubbing at 

her forehead… and Cindy rose a hand and waved to her, calling: “Reia! It‟s me, Cindy!” 

Reia looked up in surprise, half-raising the submachine gun in one hand before relaxing 

at the sight of Cindy, brushing off her scorched leather jacket as she said mildly: “It‟s been a 

while… what are you doing here? Don‟t bother if you‟re here for survivors… whatever plowed 

through here killed everyone inside and left little behind. I heard a radio broadcast begging for 

help at the hospital but…” 

She broke off, looking away and settling her eyes on the red truck in the distance, before 

pausing and tilting her head back towards Cindy, asking slowly: “Where‟s Zerrex? I don‟t see 

him there.” 



Cindy looked away, and the dragoness stepped forwards, frowning a bit as she asked a bit 

more urgently: “What is it? Where‟s Zer?” 

“Dead.” Cindy closed her eyes and let out a long, shuddering sigh as Reia looked up in 

horror, then paled at her next words, the ivory scales over her chest darkening as she added 

quietly: “More than three months now… he was slain fighting his way through Az‟Iriel‟s army, 

the demon behind this.” 

“I… no. No, that‟s not possible. Zerrex… he…” Reia shook her head quickly, her hands 

trembling a bit as she grit her teeth, and then she turned away and stumbled off down the dirt 

path, whispering: “He promised me he‟d come back…” 

Cindy watched her leave, watched her stumble break into a run as she shouted and waved 

back and forth in frustration, the submachine gun almost flying out of her hands as she cursed 

and snarled… and then the Drakkaren sighed quietly before turning and stepping slowly through 

the shattered doors of the hospital, walking into an open reception area as she murmured softly: 

“Daddy was always so worried that you‟d forget about him… he‟d be thrilled and upset to see 

your reaction to his death…” 

She shook her head a bit as she walked past the reception counter and then jerked open a 

warped wooden door, and a massive spider with a pair of large talons instead of forelegs rushed 

at her, but Cindy rose a foot and squashed it before she rose her handgun and fired two shots into 

a pulsing nest of papers on the desk, and green goo exploded in every direction as spiders the 

size of her hand fled towards the nearest cracks. Cindy quickly scanned the area with her eyes, 

including the ceiling, and then she stepped deeper into the small, paper-littered office and 

towards another door covered in webbing.  

She pulled it open and stepped into a pharmacy littered with plastic bottles and broken 

glass, and something immediately leapt at her from the right… but Cindy smashed her elbow 

into the Plasmid‟s face before she struck its skull firmly with the butt of her pistol, knocking it 

flat to the ground with a hiss. She finished it by stomping on its head, and it twitched violently 

before slowly relaxing in death. 

The other Plasmid on the other side of the reception counter chattered and ran away, and 

Cindy made her way through the shelves in the back of the pharmacy. It had been torn apart, and 

handfuls of pills were here and there… before she knelt by a dead body, checking him for keys. 

She didn‟t find them, however… and a glance to the side as she emerged from the shelving units 

confirmed her worry. The storeroom door was open, which meant someone had likely torn it 

apart in a search for drugs… and who knows what‟s left… 

She walked down the shelving units, ignoring the corpses and the small hell-bugs feeding 

on them: she had become harder and colder now, and such things didn‟t bother her… at least, not 

much. A careful lean into the room, and nothing attacked her; the issue was that it was dark in 

here, lit only by the glowing red security lights. Cindy shook her head a bit before stepping into 

the room and then blinking as her foot knocked against something heavy… and she ducked to 

pick up one of the portable encapsulation units used to measure and place the various powders 

into various gel-caps. “Thank God…” 

This made things worlds easier for her: instead of guessing or sorting powders by hand, 

she could now measure them out… and she put this aside on a table for a moment before 

searching for the light switch. She went cold as she touched something fleshy, however, and a 

quiet sigh filled the room… and when she drew back, the thing she had touched moved slowly 

towards her and whispered something in another language. 



She backed further into the room and rose her handgun, and a rotund, ugly shape filled 

the doorway before Cindy hammered a switch on the counter to turn on the smaller lamps 

standing over the counter… and she stared in horror as they flickered on and revealed terrible 

growths of thick ivy covering the wall of the room. The plants in the greenhouse next door must 

have mutated from all this… oh god, what the hell is that? 

The creature in front of her was slouched and mishappen, with a huge belly and 

grotesque, flat features: black eyes like saucers stared at her, the yellow pupils slowly adjusting 

to the light as the monstrous beast grunted and licked its lipless mouth with a black tongue. Flat, 

ugly teeth gnashed together as long, wing-like arms shrugged a bit, resting on either side of its 

huge belly as it mumbled something in what she guessed was demonic, before slowly lurching 

forwards again, and Cindy said clearly: “Stay back, I don‟t want to kill you unless I have to.” 

It tilted its head, standing in place and rubbing at its naked, yellowed body, and then it 

sniffed disdainfully before slowly turning around and wandering off through the doorway. Cindy 

relaxed with a sigh, then looked around the dimly-lit area for any other hazards before shoving 

the pill-maker and several different powders she recognized into the pack as well, along with 

several canisters of empty pills, just in case. 

She left the area quickly, carrying the package over one shoulder and wincing at the sight 

of the fat demon now eating both the hell-bugs and the corpse they had been gorging on, and she 

felt sick at the sight of it picking up a chubby black beetle and shoving it into its maw even as it 

flailed, eating half of it in one solid bite that at least halted the bug‟s struggling, but instead 

spilled yellow and green gunk all down the chest of the demon. Cindy covered her mouth before 

quickly running into the shelving aisles as it turned to look at her, and she halted only 

momentarily to search through several of the drawers for painkillers or other medications, 

grabbing a few that she knew had off-label uses as a hemostatic medicine. Better I give her a clot 

in ten hours then she bleeds out in the next two… besides, she‟s got so many deep cuts on her 

body that I could probably pluck a clot out of her heart or lungs with only a pair of tweezers… 

It was a dangerous game, but she felt more glad then she‟d ever been right now about the 

fact she had so much medical training, both in the fields and in the OR. She made a face as she 

headed back out into the lobby… and then she froze and glanced slowly over her shoulder at the 

now-open waiting room door and the other fat demons slowly waddling towards her, licking 

their lipless mouths hungrily. 

Cindy backed slowly away, raising her handgun… but the fat creatures continued to 

advance hungrily before one paused at a mutilated corpse and bent down to dig in… but three 

more were still wandering towards her sniffling at the air with their piggy noses before she 

turned and bolted. Immediately, the three gave chase, but their waddling gait was no match for 

Cindy‟s sprinting as she shot out into the parking lot. 

She ran towards the truck, at the same time shrugging off the black, square pack on her 

back and shouting to Cherry inarticulately as she threw it, who stood up and caught it… then 

winced and fell over from the weight and force of impact, blinking stupidly. She put it aside… 

then stared in horror at the Gluttons wandering hungrily out of the hospital. “Shit! Drive, girl, 

drive, or those fuckers are gonna make munchies of us all!” 

Thankfully, Cindy didn‟t need much more encouragement than that, almost tearing off 

the door of the truck before she started it and immediately peeled towards the edge of the parking 

lot, hopping the curb and rolling down the dead lawn back towards the street as the creatures 

moaned and grumbled things after them, waving their thick arms. Cherry covered her head 



miserably, then looked over at Szar and muttered: “Those are like, the only creatures in Hell that 

when they say they‟re gonna eat you out, they mean it literally. You know how I learned that?” 

Szar winced and looked away embarrassedly from the Dius… but thankfully, the rest of 

the trip was without any sexual remarks. They drove on for forty minutes in silence… and then 

Cherry looked up and sighed as the sky began to lighten from the long dark they had been under, 

Marina slumped and asleep in the cab before her eyes flickered open as a shooting star flickered 

overhead in the dawn light. Cherry saw it too, watching it move towards Valise… and she 

murmured: “I wish that was the Boss.” 

They continued driving forwards, out of the city and into the dying wastelands 

surrounding it towards their new, less-than-hospitable accommodations… and Cherry‟s wish was 

the last real thought in her mind for some time as she simply stared at the fading stars above the 

dawn light, as a dark red and black sky that reminded her of Hell slowly faded into the distance 

with the fires and fogs of war that had obscured Valise. 

 

In Hell, things are starting to slowly unravel, becoming disorganized, messy, and in a 

word, violent. The war has grown worse, to the point where even the cities – once deemed off-

limits – are now facing the threat of attack and destruction in the Eastern and Western Provinces. 

The Northern Provinces have turned into a wasteland, and even the Southern Provinces are 

becoming damaged and ugly under the constant attacks of Az‟Iriel‟s golems, war machines, and 

undead soldiers: he has turned all his disadvantages into advantages, using necromancers to 

manipulate the corpses of the dead into permanent followers that don‟t obey the Pawn system of 

Hell, where captured soldiers must serve the Throne that defeats their leader.  

For Zerrex, it has been more than two hundred and sixty thousand years… a long, 

arduous, and painful quarter of a million years that has left him feeling bitter and pessimistic, 

despite everything he has gone through. His strength is sloping off, his trainings slowing and 

showing less and less improvement, and he has learned all the magic he can… unless, of course, 

he wants to spend ten years focusing on one spell for one week a year. 

He survived the Terror attack… barely… thanks to Little Arcy and Sin‟s efforts. He also 

discovered the identity of his attacker: one of the few Terrors that had actually been given the 

chance to reproduce by Mephistopheles, and one of the even-fewer whose descendants now 

serve in as soldier demons under the Throne. The Minotaur King, Lokivas Sol Terra, the Bull 

God… and one of the sons of Sin. 

His body had been repaired, but he had fallen asleep for a long time, close to death… and 

finally he had awakened after more than a thousand years in his own home, looking stupidly 

around and confused. Sin and Selena had taken care of him for all those years in the Ravenlight 

Estate, and afterwards he had gone to see the Princess. 

The death of Lokivas had caused a massive power surge in one of the southern territories 

of the Southern Province, but overall she seemed pleased with what he had done and his strength. 

She had also noted that she wanted to meet him tomorrow in the Garden of Salt… and the next 

day, she had mentioned idly she wanted to auction off most of Feldspar‟s valuables, but she 

could be convinced to allow him to have the Garden itself as a reward for his combat ability if he 

was willing to part with several valuable objects in return, such as the broken parts of the scepter 

Feldspar had wielded. 

Zerrex allowed her to have it on a random hunch, and the Princess had first been 

pleased… then infuriated when she‟d set it back together with her strange ability to reverse time 

around objects, but it had only remained a bronze-colored, ugly scepter, and nothing more. It 



emanated no sense of prestige and power… and when she‟d struck Zerrex with it out of anger, 

he‟d been sent skidding backwards, but that was all. 

The Princess had left in fury… and Zerrex had explored the Garden of Salt before finding 

his way down to Feldspar‟s dungeons. Terrible monstrosities were kept inside cages here, and 

demons were sitting in cells with their body parts replaced by moving stone or rock… and 

Feldspar had left hundreds of notes on her tables, along with incomplete experiments and other 

ideas, including a note on the alchemical processes of the Lucifer‟s Eye. Zerrex had freed the 

demons that hadn‟t tried to kill him, then wondered for a while on what to do with the 

monstrosities before deciding to talk it over with Sin and Selena later. 

He had spent the next few years studying Feldspar‟s experiments and logs, bringing some 

of these to Ixin, who was all-too-happy to help in complete seriousness with this sort of work. 

Anything to get back at Feldspar – even from beyond the grave – seemed to fill the already-too-

cheerful mortal with great pleasure, and the two were able to discuss alchemical processes and 

magical modification together as equals, with Zerrex explaining mortal technologies where 

necessary and Ixin filling in the many blanks Zerrex had on magic and alchemy himself. 

Selena eventually took over management of the garden after Zerrex had the golden 

statues sold off, both worth double their weight in silver coins, and he‟d removed every other 

ornament that displeased him… which were most, since ninety percent of them were busts or 

sculptures of Feldspar herself, and he didn‟t want to be reminded of her. The only one he kept 

was a statue of her in the days before she had gone insane, of her standing with a sword in full 

armor and looking irritated, if anything. He also kept several old paintings of her and gave one of 

the smaller pictures to Selena, who thanked him quietly for it. Feldspar had been a bitch, after 

all… but she had also been misguided and broken by the real enemy. 

The reptile encountered more than his share of fights and mayhem over the years, but 

much of it was what was to be expected in Hell‟s pandemonius world: he fought on the front 

lines in the battlefield as a soldier before the Princess banned him from participating in the 

military, and then he went back to construction work for a while… but too often that led to issues 

with him being challenged openly by the other workers. He took care of animals for a while, and 

although he loved it, it became more of a hobby for him… and a wonderful entertainment 

whenever he forced Selena to ride with him, since she was terrified of Wyrms for whatever 

reason. 

Zerrex snuck down to the Central Spire and the Circle of Tragedy whenever he could, 

too, visting Blake in the libraries and wandering the museums, looking now and then for Ixin‟s 

flute while he tried to memorize the setup of the tower… and he also ran across other members 

of the Legion here and there, but he tried to avoid the Circles of Hell, as Masters and other 

soldiers of Az‟Iriel too-often attempted to ambush him down there. That, however, became a bit 

more difficult after he finally took on the job of bounty hunter for the Hall of Justice, working 

directly under the Judge of Death White and for the Magistrates. Sabnock, at least, seemed happy 

to have him… although it was always hard to tell what was going on in White‟s mind from his 

hard, expressionless features. 

He had met with Lily several times, and found out more about the Resistence 

Movement… and he had even wanted to go with them when they stood up against Master Scribe 

Vine, but Lily had said it was far too dangerous: not for him, but for them, since Vine would 

undoubtedly have been trained to recognize him. It made him miserable, but he had sighed and 

agreed… and then waited impatiently for news, pacing back and forth in his home and taking the 

entire week off work. Sabnock had been pissed off at this, but White had understood… and when 



the wolverine demoness had started on a lecture about responsibilities and common courtesy, 

White had simply tilted his head and mentioned the date, and Sabnock had shut up and looked 

embarrassed. And Zerrex couldn‟t explain how or why he had felt so glad that White had 

revealed a bit more about himself and his loyalties, and that he wasn‟t part of the Princess‟s vast 

following. 

Lily, Raze, Selena, Amiglion, and several other demons returned, but the losses had been 

high: Shimmer, the erotic dancer from the „Meal Club‟ Zerrex had once attended had been killed, 

along with several other members of that old group Zerrex had hung around with… and most of 

the others injured severely. Only Amiglion was still left in good condition, but the Grim Reaper 

mumbled embarrassedly and attributed this mostly to luck and cowardice as he rubbed the back 

of his head slowly. But on the other hand, they had successfully attacked and destroyed the 

Scribes in the Castle and severely-wounded Vine, forcing him into retreat with a promise of 

coming vengeance. 

But none of them had been identified other than Lily and several other Eastern Province 

demons, either, which had been a bonus… and with the castle recaptured, Lily had taken it over 

and immediately set up her new base inside of this instead of the Lust Circle hideout. Soldiers in 

cities had been overrun by demons proclaiming her as the Eastern Throne‟s Princess, and many 

of the smaller garrisons had been either destroyed or converted to Lily‟s cause, making the 

Eastern Province a three-way warzone between Az‟Iriel, the Princess, and the proclaimed High 

Princess Lilith. 

The Princess condemned her, and Az‟Iriel‟s soldiers had done the same, led by Majesty 

and the other concubines of the Warlord… but with all three groups of soldiers fighting one-

another, neither side had been capable of establishing authority over Lily‟s province except for 

her. Zerrex had been more glad than he could say… and then, in a powerful sign of defiance, he 

and Lily had been wed in a public ceremony together in classic mortal style, under an archway of 

roses by a priestess of Hell. 

It had been beautiful, and Zerrex had enjoyed himself… but he had felt hollow and sad 

inside at the same time, wishing for his girls to be here. And he had stayed with Lily that night, 

and they had made love and fucked and done everything in between until they were both sore the 

next morning… and even then Lily had kissed him and murmured quietly that she wished they 

had time for more. 

There had been no fancy coronations, despite the massive ceremony they‟d had… and of 

course, the moment Zerrex returned to the Southern Provinces, he‟d been escorted to the 

Princess‟s chambers. He‟d expected to be caged up or punished viciously, but instead the 

Princess had only given him a deadly-serious warning: “Be careful what side you choose, Lord 

Zerrex. In real life, the underdog rarely wins.” 

Then she had dismissed him… and Zerrex had gone back to life in Hell. Despite the time 

that passed, there hadn‟t been many other high points or low points: a few fights here and there, a 

lot of shoving people around as the bounty hunter he now worked as, a lot of feeling fidgety and 

uncomfortable as news of the war filtered down. The other largest point was the fact that one 

night he had ended up discussing marriage in Hell with Selena… and the next day they had been 

standing together in the orchards behind the house as a choir of demons sang in soft harmony 

and a priestess married Zerrex to his second wife in Hell. Lily, Sin, Raze, Amiglion, and a few 

others had been present, Lily standing at Zerrex‟s side and Sin on Selena‟s… and then they had 

kissed, and Vampire, standing near the back, had cackled and thrown a bottle of champagne at 

Zerrex‟s head before blushing deeply as the Drakkaren ducked and glared. 



They had sipped from a silver cup of virgin‟s blood together, then shared it in a kiss: a 

strange ritual of Hell. They had proclaimed their affection for each other, Selena blushing deeper 

than Zerrex at this point… and then they had gone to the Garden of Salt, walked along the river 

to a small clearing… and both had shown their true, demonic bodies to the other. 

Zerrex‟s own form had grown several feet, to a total of forty-two feet tall by this time, his 

muscles bulging but his chest and abdomen beginning to thin out, ribs showing through slightly 

against scale despite the tauntness of his muscles… and he remembered hugging her tightly 

against his naked, corrupt body as she stepped forwards in her own twisted form, and they had 

held each other close before they had indulged each other‟s bodies with their own, and Zerrex 

had put those tentacles he could produce to good use as he discovered that he could, indeed, 

shape and form them so any tentacle he produced out his body became shaped like the quasi-

tentacles between his legs. 

It had been interesting, to say the least… and now, after all these years, all these changes, 

Zerrex was checking off the last name on his schedule of a demon he had just hunted down and 

kicked through a one-way portal straight into a jail cell. His body was strong and supple, and he 

made a bit of a face as he looked up towards the ranches nearby in the Western Province of Hell, 

muttering: “I guess that‟s what we call bestiality back on the mortal realm.” 

He looked up and over the large, open stalls, inside which were housed not unevolved 

animals, but instead mortals, one of them laying on her side and bleeding from the anus as she 

shuddered violently. He had interrupted the demon in the middle of raping her… and Zerrex 

didn‟t know what to do now with these mortals, as he walked over to the paddock and rested his 

arms against the wooden sides, the runes on the wood glowing softly as he said mildly: “You 

know, you guys should be smart enough to get out of here.” 

“Guys here?” asked one of them stupidly, and Zerrex made a bit of a face: ninety percent 

of them were females, and most of those beautiful, young girls of all species. Mortals, bred like 

unevolved feed or pack animals, and the most beautiful of either sex carefully placed aside in 

special stalls while still virgins for their blood to later be drained and sold once they reached a 

certain age. Mortals, after all, were highly-useful in magical rituals… thus they were specially-

bred like any other animal to produce the best and strongest… while carefully limiting 

everything they heard or learned, to ensure that they wouldn‟t ever be too troublesome to take 

care of inside their stalls. 

Zerrex sighed, then he paused as something heated up in his pocket, and he produced a 

small circle of polished steel. A single rub of his thumb over the rune in the middle of the circle, 

and it glowed before an image of Selena‟s head appeared, looking at him sourly. “You were 

supposed to be here ten minutes ago.” 

“Sorry, I got sidetracked by a late bounty… he was busy molesting a mortal girl in one of 

these paddocks.” Zerrex paused, then created a portal and sighed, looking morbid. “I‟d ask to 

skip this session, but…” 

“Yeah, don‟t bother.” Selena said irritably, crossing her arms and glaring at him. 

Amazing how our relationship really hasn‟t changed much… “Hurry up and get your ass over 

here. I hate this shit myself.” 

“I‟m coming, give me ten more minutes to find you. I still get lost in the Central Spire.” 

Zerrex muttered, and he stepped through the portal to enter into the Hall of Knowledge, looking 

back and forth and rubbing at his bare chest. His black greaves thudded against the floor as he 

walked forwards, slipping the small communications device back into his pocket. 



He made his way up to the fifth floor of the Central Spire, flashing his metal pass to the 

Royal Guards standing in front of a pair of steel double doors, and they nodded before stepping 

aside to let him through, the doors automatically swinging open as Zerrex slumped and looked 

morbid, walking into the huge cement room. 

Wentaku and mages wandered back and forth between huge cradles and pods, all of them 

living, pulsing plants inside which demons slept, thick, long strands of ivy strewn over the floor 

like power cables in a disorganized lab. He carefully made his way towards Selena, who was 

standing past the first rows of plant pods and at one of the „stacks;‟ a massive, spiraling ramp 

supported by a central pillar, both going all the way up to the ceiling. Upon each of these ramps 

grew more of the strange pods and clusters of ivy, and Zerrex mumbled: “This sucks.” 

“Yeah, well, that‟s life. This is Hell, after all.” Selena said mildly, and then she led him 

up the ramp, the Drakkaren looking sourly back and forth as she added: “Feel fortunate I got you 

booked into here… after all, most people have to do this from a makeshift Cradle, and believe 

me, that‟s even more uncomfortable, unless you learn how to grow one of these plants for 

yourself.” 

“These things scare me.” Zerrex whined, and then he sighed and slipped the 

Executioner‟s Saber off his back, passing it over to Selena as they halted in front of an empty 

one that was gurgling and pulsing slowly. He made a face at it, then pulled the junk out of his 

pockets and tossed the assorted items into the small bag sitting next to the pod, before tying the 

bag tight and carefully placing it into another open pod, which closed hungrily over the sack 

before ivy wrapped tightly around it, and the Drakkaren added mildly: “Possession really isn‟t 

my thing, you know.” 

“I know, but whatever. It‟s the only sure way in and out of Hell.” Selena shrugged a bit, 

and Zerrex sighed again as he slipped carefully into the pod, wincing as the fleshy inside of the 

plant conformed to his body and squeezed him lightly, the rattling gurgles of the living plant 

making him nervous as vines slowly began to wrap around him. “Now relax and just let this 

thing do its job and take care of your body while you slip out into the mortal plane. You think 

you‟d be hopping for the chance to explore up there some more with how much you always talk 

about it.” 

“Symbiotes terrify me, ever since the stuff that happened with Drake.” Zerrex replied, 

and Selena gave him a flat look before he mumbled: “Okay, so it was a parasite, but-” 

“Lord Zerrex, my apologies to interrupt… but I‟d like to have a word with you.” 

interrupted a quiet voice, and Zerrex leaned up as several of the vines withdrew, Selena turning 

in surprise at the sight of White standing nearby in a black vest and a blue cloth shirt, his jeans 

covered by a pair of heavy-duty chaps and a choker at his throat. His wide-brim hat sat upon his 

head, and he looked meditatively at Zerrex before his eyes flicked to Selena, adding mildly: “It‟s 

a little bit important.” 

Selena nodded after a moment, motioning to the reptile to get out, and he carefully pulled 

free of the pod, wincing a bit and feeling relieved he didn‟t have to go back out into the world 

like this. To be completely honest, it had bothered him ever since his first successful Possession, 

taking over someone‟s body and forcing his way into their mind, wearing their body like a suit… 

even if in the end, the goal of the Possession was a good one. 

For now, he pushed that out of his mind as he half-reached for his sword, but White 

shook his head slightly and turned away, heading down the spiraling ramp, and so Zerrex only 

gave Selena a look before following, absently rubbing his fingers over the three rings on his 

fingers: silver to remind him of his family, and two golden rings for his new wives in Hell. The 



two made their way out of the room, but White remained silent even as Zerrex caught up to him, 

and Zerrex decided to just follow the badger for now. 

They strode down the stairs to the third floor level, but it was another floor before White 

said mildly: “I ended up being the Judge of Death for a wolf named Mahihko Narrius that claims 

to know you… formerly named Lone Wulfe, I noted. Does his name mean anything to you?” 

“Mahihko‟s dead? What?” Zerrex felt a chill roll through his body, and then he snarled, 

clenching a hand into a fist and glaring at the floor as it turned to rage, muttering: “When I find 

out who did it, I‟ll rip them limb-from-limb… no one hurts my family, no one lays a finger on 

any of them, not even the-” 

“Suicide. He was manipulated into it by a Marina Narrius… in fact, they performed quite 

the complex suicide-ritual together to become demons, except she hasn‟t come through yet… 

meaning either she was sent to another Judge of Death, or more likely, she was interrupted.” 

White said in his same calm voice, and Zerrex halted in shock as White continued to stroll down 

the hallway, before the badger stopped and softened a bit, glancing over at the Drakkaren and 

adding quietly: “I ain‟t supposed to, but I know what it‟s like to lose a kid. I‟ll take you to see 

him before they cart him off to begin his punishments in the other circles, if you want. He‟s got a 

long haul ahead of him, though… a short tour of a few thousand years through almost every 

Circle before he gets sent to the Circle of Minor Sin for a few million or so.” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, rubbing the back of his head slowly before he looked down, 

gritting his teeth… and White pulled out a plain pocketwatch, checking it before Zerrex said 

finally in a weak voice: “I shouldn‟t see him.” 

White looked up in surprise, and Zerrex looked away, murmuring quietly: “I love him 

like my child, much as I don‟t want to. After everything we‟ve been through together, he has 

enough meaning in my life that I… that I want to do right by him first-off. He… killed himself to 

see me, and I‟m honored, and I‟ll see him… but I don‟t want him to be given special treatment, 

and I don‟t want him to be attacked or hurt from association with me. If you could, though, 

just… call Wolf. Mahihko Wolf, to protect him… and I‟ll sneak in to see him the first chance I 

get, after… after this war has settled down.” 

White nodded slowly… then he flicked his hand to the side, a logbook appearing in it as 

he drew a pen out of his pocket, editing something quickly. A moment later, the logbook 

vanished as he tucked his pen away, and White said quietly: “I did the same thing with my 

second son… I abandoned him in an orphanage, to keep him safe, always swearing I‟d go see 

him again… except Hunters caught up to me and killed me. You just make sure you go and see 

your kid before somethin‟ bad happens to you, Lord Zerrex, that‟s all I ask in return. 

“But come on. There‟s one other thing I wanted to discuss with you.” White turned and 

motioned for him to follow, and again there was silence as they walked together until they 

reached the Hall of Knowledge. The badger whistled at a passing mage in librarian‟s robes, and 

then he said mildly: “I need a portal up to the Center Throne, if you will.” 

Zerrex frowned a bit as the mage bowed before creating a plain-looking portal… and 

White stepped through it before Zerrex followed slowly. It closed behind them as the Drakkaren 

stepped out onto black tiles… and he stared in shock at the sky that seemed only a few dozen 

feet away, looking down to see the Southern balcony some hundred feet down beneath him 

before he turned around to stare at a massive pillar of solid grey rock. 

It was rounded and smooth, and the top of the enormous cylinder seemed to press through 

the vortex in the middle of Hell‟s sky… and Zerrex made a bit of a face as he approached slowly 

towards where White was standing on the edge of marble platform it stood upon. The badger 



glanced over at him, then touched the cylinder gently… and runes burned in black energy over 

the entire length of the pillar, and it shuddered violently before the badger drew his hand away, 

asking quietly: “What do you see?” 

“Something sealed… that should probably stay sealed.” Zerrex murmured as he 

approached slowly, and White tilted his head as the Drakkaren smiled faintly at the ground, 

saying softly: “I mean… absolute power corrupts absolutely, right?” 

“Except everything‟s corrupt in Hell… and many of us have had far too many millions of 

years to care anymore about this…” A pause and a bit of a smile towards the Drakkaren as he 

added mildly: “But hey, what do we know, right? It‟s not like either of us can open this thing.” 

Zerrex nodded, and then he slowly reached out, his fingers grazing the pillar before the 

runes glowed again… except this time in blue, and it gave another shiver, sending a thrill of 

electricity through the reptile‟s arm as he asked quietly: “How does it open, out of curiosity? The 

Prophecy said something about a great hero who fights a great battle or some nonsense… does 

that mean it just… opens for him or does he break it with a spell of sword, or what?” 

The badger shrugged a bit, and he touched the pillar again… but this time it stayed 

smooth and cold, and White finally answered after a moment: “It‟s supposed to open at the touch 

of the new High King or High Queen of Hell… but no one has ever managed to cause it to do 

more than shudder. Any and all attacks on it are repelled or reflected, and that made it the perfect 

hiding place.” 

“The perfect hiding place?” Zerrex looked at White with confusion… and then the badger 

took a step back before he threw himself upwards, the Drakkaren staring in shock as the badger 

landed neatly on the edge of the forty-foot high pillar, his head almost brushing the skyline as he 

glanced down at Zerrex with his hands in his pockets. What. The. Hell. I‟m lost. And impressed. 

“Come on up.” White invited, his voice easily carrying down to the reptile… and Zerrex 

made a face before he stepped backwards with a sigh and tensed, then leapt upwards and landed 

on the edge of the pillar in a crouch with a wince, beginning to look over at the badger as his 

mouth half-opened with the start of a question… before his eyes locked onto something pulsing 

slowly in the distance, imprisoned inside a circle of runes sketched on the top of the pillar. “No 

one ever thought to look for it up here…” 

“That‟s…” Zerrex‟s breath caught in his throat as he stood up, staring at the blue, floating 

pearl of the Heartstone. It was beautiful and terrible all at the same time, dancing slowly back 

and forth inside a dome-shaped field generated by the circle of runes inscribed upon the surface 

of stone beneath it, and the Drakkaren walked slowly forwards before wincing and pulling away, 

feeling his head resounding with the power of the Heartstone‟s draw. He looked over to White, 

who smiled a bit and looked somewhat impressed as the reptile asked quietly: “The Heartstone 

of Mephistopheles?” 

White nodded, and he walked slowly forwards himself, sighing quietly as he murmured: 

“I relinquished it and kept it safe for a long time in the Central Spire itself… but after so many 

attacks from demons, I had the Scribes make me no less than a thousand fake Heartstones, and I 

scattered them across Hell with the help of both angels and demons to deter anyone from getting 

their hands on the real one. I then put the real one up here, in a place impossible for many 

demons to reach even if they can fly… and no one‟s ever guessed at its location until now. I‟m 

giving it to you, Lord Zerrex… my Heart- I mean… the Heartstone of Mephistopheles.” A pause 

and a faint smile as he looked down, adding quietly: “It still has a powerful pull over me. It‟s a 

compulsion, an obsession… but even if I still think of it as my Heartstone, it‟s yours now… and I 

think the compulsion will die down with it gone forever and bound with you. 



“This isn‟t like a Heartstone of a God or Angel or Demon, Zerrex…” White turned to 

face him fully, locking gazes with him as he continued slowly: “This is for keeps. The power of 

Mephistopheles is incredible, but he‟s been dead for so long that the Heartstone had begun to 

crack… and when you take it into your body, it will probably shatter, and his full power will spill 

into you and become yours. It‟ll break that last seal chain on your body… but at the same time, 

who knows what powers or changes it‟ll bring out at the same time.” 

Zerrex nodded slowly… then he closed his eyes and concentrated, before wincing and 

flicking his wrist with a long breath, feeling a bit of energy leave him as a golden heartstone 

pushed out his palm and appeared in his hand, and White frowned before the reptile said mildly: 

“Then how about a trade? This is the Heartstone of Anubis… I‟ll give it to you freely to help 

make room for that one. I haven‟t really bonded with him, anyway… it helped me learn some 

magical tricks and stuff, but that was about it.” 

“Zerrex…” White began, and then he sighed when the Drakkaren shoved the Heartstone 

at him, adding mildly: “I see you‟re as rough about this as you are with everything else… no 

wonder you piss Sabnock off so much.” 

The badger still hesitated, however… and then he finally took the Heartstone, plucking it 

out of the Drakkaren‟s hand before rolling it slowly in his fingers, looking down at it with 

fascination before shaking his head and tucking it away in his pocket. He glanced back up, 

watching as Zerrex stepped through the energy field and towards the Heartstone, as it floated 

tantalizingly in the air… and then the reptile reached out and seized it as White closed his eyes 

and tilted his head away.  

Blue lightning sparked over the Drakkaren‟s body, and he cursed as he fell to his knees, 

snarling in pain as the Heartstone tore into him almost immediately. His body convulsed, and he 

hacked violently before vomiting black bile as the tattoo on his bicep twisted and writhed, the 

swastika spinning violently as the ivy on his arm began to writhe and twist, scale pushing out… 

and then Zerrex straightened and stared in horror as the circle the swastika was in filled in dead 

black. 

A moment later, the ivy pushed up out of his arm, twisting violently around and down his 

forearm and up to his shoulder, squeezing his own arm in a tight embrace as it thickened, more 

strands of ivy spilling out and melting together as a terrible heat burned along his right arm, the 

Drakkaren letting out a cry of shock and agony as he fell over and spasmed on the ground, 

scrambling backwards and away from his own limb as it distorted and lengthened slightly. He 

arched his back and screamed as his fingers humped up next and twisted, and a voice whispered 

in his head: Our bodies are our weapons… 

“Stop it… goddammit, I control you…” Zerrex hissed, grabbing his own wrist tightly… 

but it felt like a mix of metal and stone, like some hard, solid mineral as it hardened… and then 

the Drakkaren shouted furiously, as rage and pain filled his mind: “I control you!” 

He swung his arm through the air as he staggered to his feet, roaring as he grabbed his 

head with his other hand and held his warped arm high… and then the pain that had been pulsing 

through him halted as the last seal chain on him shattered, the metal links flying free in a blast of 

force as the Drakkaren slowly clenched his fingers shut, and red light shove through several 

cracks in the black and grey, rocklike armor of his arm, the reptile panting hard as he slowly 

brought it down in front of his face as his horns pushed out of his head without the reptile even 

feeling them. He let out a guttural groan, and then he fell to his knees, staring in horror at what 

his arm had become as terrible power pulsed through his body at the same time, and then White 

murmured quietly: “Wrath and Earth… as dangerous a combination as Lust and Fire…” 



“What the hell has happened to me?” Zerrex looked up at White with despair and fear in 

his eyes, a shudder rolling through him before he stared back down at his arm, asking weakly: 

“Is… is this what my whole body will become?” 

“I can‟t say for sure.” White shrugged a bit, and Zerrex felt fury growing in him at the 

detachment of the badger before he added quietly: “Besides, it doesn‟t matter. You should be 

able to draw it back and restore your arm to normal if you concentrate… but it might take you 

some practice. You have the Lust characteristic of being able to shapeshift your body, after all… 

and who knows what you can do with that thing, on top of that.” 

Zerrex stood shakily, and he concentrated as hard as he could manage at the moment… 

but nothing happened, and the reptile cursed and kicked at the pillar in frustration before striding 

towards White with a grimace, wincing as a bit of energy sparked over his body as he passed 

through the dome. He flexed his fingers slowly, hating the way they felt so… solid, heavy, like 

he was wearing a long, armor-plated glove… and then he brushed absently at his rocky, twisted 

shoulder before almost cutting himself on several rock-hard spines that jutted from it, feeling a 

vague reminder of Feldspar as he shuddered a bit. “This is just like what Feldspar did to her own 

body…” 

White nodded again, looking unperturbed as he glanced over Zerrex‟s body slowly, 

before he looked down at his own hand and flexed it slowly. “With her alchemical skills, she 

might have added a few surprises into the Lucifer‟s Eye, or anything that was prepared for you… 

but either way, I‟ve done my bit here. You take care of yourself, Zerrex, and harness the powers 

of Mephistopheles… don‟t let him harness you.” 

White met his eyes, and Zerrex nodded slowly before the badger paused, looking up and 

saying quietly: “It‟s a funny thing, you know. I heard that they‟re reorganizing the artifacts in the 

Central Spire today, so all the magical security systems have been shut down. I also heard they 

moved a certain flute to the first floor display cabinets. Then again, no one knows how to work 

the last artifact, so I suppose even if someone did steal it, few people would recognize its 

worth… but I just found it odd, how sloppy they were being about things.” 

With that, White created a portal and stepped through it as Zerrex stared in shock… and 

then the Drakkaren grinned slowly before creating a portal of his own and stepping back into the 

Hall of Knowledge. He rubbed at his new, strange arm as he hurried while trying to look like he 

wasn‟t hurrying towards the doors opposite the ones he had emerged through, and the reptile 

kept a close eye on the display cabinets as he passed them before halting at a glass case just 

around the bend, and he knelt to look curiously at the plain-looking wooden flute as a pair of 

soldiers passed by, before he shot a look to the Royal Guard standing near the doors. 

The guard looked back with distaste, and Zerrex‟s eyes glowed emerald. The guard 

immediately frowned and winced, the bear-demon fighting back hard against his Dominate 

trick… and Zerrex applied more mental pressure before the bear simply fell over and began to 

drool, and the Drakkaren winced before sliding backwards as another Royal Guard he hadn‟t 

seen around the bend ran over to check on his friend. The reptile backstepped until he couldn‟t 

see the guard anymore, and then he did his best to look innocent as he walked slowly forwards, 

the Royal Guard dragging his drooling partner past him with a look of distaste. The soldier didn‟t 

pay him much attention, however, as he instead kicked the door open and dragged his friend out 

into the Hall of Knowledge, shouting irritably for a mage. 

Zerrex took the opportunity to pause by the glass display case, looking back and forth for 

anyone else before slapping the glass front lightly with the back of his stony hand, and it 

shattered with a loud tinkle as the reptile winced away… but nothing else happened after a few 



moments, and the Drakkaren immediately reached in and snatched the flute before walking 

quickly towards the doors with a dumb grin… and then it faded as he realized he had nothing to 

put the flute in, and no escape plan. He stared at it, realizing it was far too big to slip into his 

pocket… and instead the reptile quickly shoved the flute down one leg of his pants as he heard 

several bickering mages enter the other end of the hallway, and he quickly stepped into the room 

beyond, closing the door tightly before turning around and pulling it open to step into a different 

hallway on the first floor, keeping the flute against his leg with hooks of blue energy. 

The reptile stumbled forwards, peering back and forth nervously as he quickly made his 

way up to the fourth floor again. Selena, thankfully, was still waiting by the pod… and she 

immediately frowned and crossed her arms, looking at him sourly as he coughed and rubbed the 

back of his head, starting: “What did you… what the fuck happened to you arm?” 

She stared in horror at the black, warped arm that had several large, cracks twisted 

through the dark surface of the limb, through which a faint red light pulsed and twisted, like 

semiliquid flesh… and Zerrex shrugged, looking morbid before Selena leaned forwards towards 

him, asking in a low murmur: “Did… White… show you… that?” 

“Well, at least he didn‟t molest me with it.” Zerrex said mildly, and Selena glowered at 

him before the Drakkaren coughed and leaned away, wincing and muttering: “Yes, he did. So I 

motion we skip today‟s possession to instead move on to something else more interesting and 

less repulsive.” 

Selena sighed and softened a bit as she looked at him, saying quietly: “Look, Zer, you‟re 

a demon… you need to learn to control every aspect of what that means for you now. And not 

every possession is going to go the same way your last one did… besides, no matter what else, 

you still did a good thing…” 

“And I keep imagining if that was Marina, how I‟d feel… and wondering just how that 

little girl is going to grow up now.” Zerrex responded quietly, closing his eyes and tilting his 

head away. Selena was quiet, and then the Drakkaren clenched his rocky fist tightly. “I don‟t 

want to hurt people… even if I do want to do what‟s right first of all.” 

He could see the possession in his mind clearly: first, he‟d possessed a mentally-

incompentant beggar, and from him he‟d slunk around a schoolyard before grabbing a little girl 

and jumping from the beggar to her in an alley. In her body, the reptile had then quickly made 

his way towards the real target: a pedophile in this remote, isolated city in Northern Ire‟s 

mountain zone, safe from the attacks of the demons and far enough away from the other battle 

zones to make it one of the few hospitable cities in the separatist nation. 

He could channel his powers through the little girl‟s body, even though it was difficult to 

do so: it meant that he could throw a blast of telekinesis into whatever tried to attack him, or cast 

spells and use a surprising amount of his strength even in this little girl‟s form. She had been 

kicking and screaming for a while mentally, giving him a headache… but he‟d pushed her away 

and imprisoned her deep in her own mind, blacking out the outside world as he‟d gone about the 

task of finding the pedophile‟s home. 

It was sort of ironic, with what he‟d done once with Little Arcy… but he tried to 

remember how she had been a consenting adult, no matter what her body… and that he didn‟t 

prey on little girls for a living. He remembered knocking on the door, and greeting the male who 

entered, sketching a curtsy – it had been retardedly hard for him to pull off, despite using the 

little girl‟s memories and skills to his advantage – before he had begun to try and think up some 

dumb little girl excuse for knocking on the door… but he grabbed her and jerked her into his 

home, and Zerrex had laughed and grinned from on the floor in the body of the young, small dog 



with pigtails he‟d chosen, her eyes turning from brown to green as the older male in fatigues 

halted and frowned a bit, his pants already halfway down. 

Zerrex had tortured him as he‟d been ordered to do, then castrated him and left him to 

bleed to death as he‟d walked out of the room. He‟d taken the girl‟s body out to a park 

somewhere and allowed his spirit to flow out of her, and he‟d quickly slid into the ground and 

down towards one of the many Cracks deep in the earth: invisible, natural rips in the fabric of the 

universe. 

He‟d returned to his body… and later the thoughts and worries had started. He wondered 

how much she remembered… he wondered how she‟d react… he wondered how he‟d react if 

that had been Marina. And he‟d started beating himself up over it… but most of all, he felt slimy 

and weak. It was too cheap, too traitorous, too… ugly a trick, possessing someone and making 

their body dance to your whim. He didn‟t like it, in short… and he didn‟t think he ever would, 

meaning he‟d ducked possession training whenever he could, despite how he grudgingly realized 

how useful it was for demons, and how it could be their only means of passing along information 

on the mortal realm without detection. 

But thankfully, now he had an easy excuse to get out of it… and he held out his deformed 

arm towards Selena, saying mildly: “I think stuff happening with my real body takes priority 

before anything else. Besides, I uh… we should leave the Center Spire. You know. Now.” 

“Oh fuck, you did something else on top of this.” Selena sighed and rolled her eyes, but 

she nodded with a mutter, as Zerrex made a face at her. “Fine. Let‟s go before we get arrested.”  

“That… is a very real possibility.” Zerrex mumbled embarrassedly, and Selena stared at 

him before he laughed a bit and rubbed the back of his head with a dumb grin, looking at her 

lamely. “I can‟t help the things I do. Besides, White told me to do it. Sort of.” 

“This is sounding worse and worse…” Selena groaned and muttered some incantation, 

and the smaller plant pod beside Zerrex unravelled and opened up, the sack of his stuff sliding 

slowly out. Zerrex took it with a grateful look at the demoness, beginning to quickly put things 

back in his pockets as she asked pensively: “Is it at least something useful?” 

Zerrex wondered for a moment how to answer this, but he decided to simply shrug and 

grunt in the end as a Wentaku passed by, saying mildly: “Well, I was thinking about taking you 

out to dinner tonight, but if you‟re going to be grouchy…” 

Selena snorted, easily falling in step with the reptile as she retorted: “Take me out to 

dinner, really? I‟ll be impressed when you actually make me dinner, you ass.” A pause as Zerrex 

looked at her flatly, and she added mildly: “Assuming, of course, you know how to prepare your 

own food, which I think most mortals learn around age five or six.” 

“Maybe when you were born. Unless peanut-butter sandwiches count, and uh… stuff that 

you just… you know, pull open or unwrap.” The reptile nodded thoughtfully at this, and Selena 

rolled her eyes, rubbing a hand slowly down her muzzle before the Drakkaren paused and 

slumped his shoulders a bit as he looked down at the silver ring now trapped on one of the 

blackened, ridged lengths of stone ending in a claw he had for fingers. “You know… Mahihko 

committed suicide to come and see me in Hell.” 

“What?” The demoness frowned and tilted her head, handing the lizard his sword as he 

tossed the empty bag down to the ground. The reptile quickly slid this on, adjusting the strap that 

held it in place as she asked quietly: “Is he in Hell, then? Is he okay?” 

“White is going to see to him… I‟ll visit him sometime, make sure he‟s okay… but for 

now I figured that it was best he not see me.” Zerrex said softly, looking down at the ground and 

slowly starting down the ramp, and Selena walked up beside him and quietly took his rocky 



hand… and Zerrex felt his stone arm warming up slightly at her touch, the Drakkaren looking at 

her with surprise as he asked hesitantly: “Aren‟t you scared you‟ll like… get some demonic 

disease touching that?” 

The demoness shrugged, then squeezed his hand quietly and smiled a bit at him, saying 

dryly: “I‟m scared about that every day I touch you, anyway, so what‟s the difference?” 

“I hate you. We‟re getting a divorce.” Zerrex said sulkily, and Selena threw her head 

back and laughed brazenly, not caring about the Wentaku and mages that winced and glared at 

her… and Zerrex thought that was probably one of the reasons he cared about her so much, 

embarrassed as it made him feel. “But seriously. I don‟t know what this thing is. It could try and 

eat you or something like that.” 

“So sweet of you to be concerned, but I think you should be more worried about 

Mahihko… this arm probably has a few secrets to it that we‟ll have to work through.” Selena 

said mildly, squeezing his armored hand lightly, and the Drakkaren tilted his head curiously 

before wincing as she reached up to tapped one of his horns lightly. “By the way, are you having 

issues with control right now? As in, should I drag you off to the fields and let you rampage 

around and get out whatever you need to?” 

Zerrex shook his head, making a face and closing his eyes as he concentrated, and his 

horns slowly receded into his own head, causing the reptile to wince a bit. “No, I think I‟m 

fine… it‟s just this stupid arm that needs to be fixed. It‟s all creepy and armor-plated and glowy 

and stuff, and it feels so… weird.” 

“You said the same thing about your tentacle metamorphisis, but now you keep using 

them abusively.” Selena pointed out, and Zerrex looked up thoughtfully as a tentacle slid out of 

his shoulder and carefully slipped around behind them, tapping lightly against the demoness‟s 

right shoulder as they walked along. She glanced over to the side, and then shot an icy glare at 

Zerrex, saying irritably: “Stop that. You don‟t need to illustrate every point I make by being an 

idiot.” 

Zerrex mumbled something under his breath and wrapped the tentacle around her muzzle, 

holding it closed, and Selena flailed a bit before punching him in the kidney with the hand not 

squeezing into his rocky fingers. The Drakkaren groaned loudly, the tentacle quickly retreating 

as Selena muttered: “Fuck, between this and your creepy incest fantasies, it‟s a surprise I haven‟t 

gone insane yet… I just hope that arm isn‟t capable of the same shifting as your body, or I know 

I‟ll be in for all sorts of fun surprises.” 

“Hey, it‟s not my fault you guys won‟t let me go and spend my nights at the Castle with 

Lily.” Zerrex replied defensively, and then he winced when Selena glared at him possessively. 

“And I‟m getting the feeling, for some reason, that the whole „it‟s not safe due to the three-way-

war‟ deal is only part of it. You‟re changed a lot over the years, you know that?” 

“Fuck that, you‟ve just gotten to know me better from all the years that‟ve passed.” 

Selena replied mildly, and then she paused and prodded his side as they continued on their path 

down the tower, adding dryly: “On the other hand, believe me, I‟d kill for some time away from 

you. I don‟t like this mortal husband-wifey shit, I want some space, honestly. But I‟m also not 

stupid enough to let you go parading around with Lily like you two are mortal teenagers on a 

quest to overthrow the evil empire.” 

“Mom, it‟s not my fault the Princess is evil and rules the evil empire, or that the evil 

Warlord is named… the evil Warlord.” Zerrex whined, and then when Selena looked at him 

oddly, he sighed and rubbed at his forehead slowly, looking sourly amused. “It‟s a mortal thing, 

nevermind what I said… just… you know. Take it at face value. Besides, I feel young again, 



so… shut up. And unlike you, I‟m not a whiny little bitch who… okay, I‟m just going to take my 

own advice.” 

Zerrex made a face at the glare he received from Selena, and then he shrank slightly as let 

go of his hand and wrapped her arm around his shoulders, grinning widely and leaning towards 

him. “If I‟m such a whiny little bitch, then why is it that I can make you squeal like a goblin 

under a steel wheel when I-” 

“Okay, let‟s keep it PG13.” Zerrex winced away from her, coughing and rubbing at his 

muzzle with his armored hand, before cursing under his breath as he tore several scratches 

through his muzzle by mistake. “Goddammit, this stupid thing!” 

He swung it irritably out to the side, then gaped as several crude spikes shot out of his 

forearm, and several nearby mages stared as well as they stepped into the Hall of Knowledge. 

Selena frowned a bit, then leaned around him to look at his now-thorny arm… and then she did a 

double take before raising her hand to a Rakshasa in purple robes that was passing, half-reading 

from a book. “Hey, I need you to hunt down a few books for me on magical mutation and 

Mephistopheles… you recognize this?” 

She jerked Zerrex‟s arm around and towards the Rakshasa, half-dragging the reptile 

behind her as he made a face… and the Rakshasa wandered over to him, peering thoughtfully at 

the Drakkaren‟s transmuted limb before he nodded and flicked through several pages, 

murmuring thoughtfully: “It looks like it‟s dynamic and based off the element of earth… strange, 

though, usually these only react to situation… yes, give me a moment.” 

The Rakshasa walked over to a nearby table, laying down his book and turning a few 

more pages before scanning down an entry and jotting a long code of white runes over the table. 

A moment later, a thick tome flickered into existence, and this process repeated several times 

before the mage walked back over to them and handed the books to Selena, who immediately 

turned and shoved them firmly against Zerrex‟s chest. The reptile grunted, catching the books 

and staggering backwards a bit as the spikes receded back into his arm, and the Rakshasa asked 

mildly: “My apologies, Lady Selena, but do you have a library pass? Otherwise there‟s a fee of 

about a hundred silver for three of these books, and fifty silver for the other two each.” 

Selena gaped, then fumbled at her pockets before Zerrex mumbled: “Oh, you just usually 

come here and look stuff up. I‟ve got a bag of silver coins in my pocket, it‟s-” 

“Thank you, I‟ve got my own.” Selena snapped, and Zerrex rolled his eyes as she created 

a small portal and dug for her own little magically-enhanced bag. Still my money you‟re paying 

with… you don‟t make much giving angels tours, and your head certainly isn‟t worth paying 

for… “Here.” 

The Rakshasa held out a hand, creating an empty glass bowl, and Selena began to loudly 

drop handfuls of coins into this, earning her several hisses and mumbles that people were trying 

to work, but a challenging glare around the room sent most of the mages hurriedly back to 

reading. After two minutes, the glass bowl finally pulsed lightly before vanishing, and the 

Rakshasa said mildly: “A library pass is only five hundred silver and some paperwork. You 

might want to consider it if you plan on making any future large withdrawals from the library.” 

“Thank you.” Selena said sardonically, then she turned around and grunted to Zerrex as 

she slid the bag between her cleavage, looking morbid. Zerrex coughed a bit and shrugged as 

they walked towards the main entrance, and finally she grunted: “Let‟s head home and start 

looking through this stuff to see what we‟re dealing with.” 

“Right.” Zerrex nodded as she created a portal, then followed her through to step into the 

mostly-empty library of the Ravenlight Estate, the Drakkaren immediately wincing as he looked 



around at the shelves upon empty shelves. “No way, not in here. This place creeps me out… 

there shouldn‟t be so much emptiness in a place that‟s supposed to smell like paper and books.” 

“You smell.” Selena grumbled irritably, then she slammed a fist down on the table she 

was standing beside when Zerrex began to sidle slowly towards the door. “Sit your ass down. 

We‟ve got a long haul of reading and studying ahead of us.”  

The reptile let out a long sigh, then sat down at the table, dropping the books and shoving 

the stack over childishly towards her. The demoness glowered at him in return, but then picked 

up one of the dusty books and flipped open to the contents, scanning quickly through it before 

beginning to flick through pages. Zerrex, meanwhile, sulked for a few moments before dragging 

a moldy tome towards him and pulling it open, frowning at the demonic runes and mumbling: 

“This stupid language is too damned complicated…” 

“You‟ll get used to it.” Selena said absently, tracing out a passage of runes with her 

finger before saying clearly: “„Mephistopheles was known not only for his ability to grant so-

called „wishes‟ or „miracles‟ but also for his talent in creating Cracks and raw material 

substances. His abilities permitted him to manipulate metals and other minerals as he willed, 

going so far as to be capable of conjuring them out of the air…‟ That arm looks like its pretty 

metallic or minerally, right? Maybe since Mephistopheles leaned towards control of earth 

elements, somehow that‟s naturally bonded with your own abilities, huh?” 

“Yeah, except this is a book on alchemy, and it talks about Feldspar‟s sort of 

experiments…” Zerrex flexed his rigid, armor-like arm slowly, the reptile making a face as his 

eyes traced over it. “And this seems a lot more like… transmutation or transmorgrification then 

as if there‟s just some bands of metal wrapped around it or whatever.” 

Selena rolled her eyes, grabbing another book… and an hour passed as the two studied 

and talked, until finally the female tapped a diagram near the back of one of the mustier, uglier 

books and said triumphantly: “Here it is! It‟s an Abomination‟s Claw.”  

“Oh gee, that sounds brilliant.” Zerrex said sourly, leaning on his rocky hand as he 

glowered at Selena, who grunted and glared at him in return before returning her eyes to the text. 

Zerrex glanced down, and indeed it looked sort of like his arm… before he frowned a bit at 

several runes, asking slowly: “Does that say what I think it says? A freak mutation?” 

“Give me a minute, dammit.” Selena muttered, and Zerrex rolled his eyes, leaning 

backwards with a sigh and letting his arms hang at his sides as he looked at her morbidly, and a 

moment later she said mildly: “Alright. The quick summary is that it‟s yes, a freak combination 

of your shapeshifting abilities, earth affinity, and the Heartstone you absorbed… not to mention 

your Wrath orientation. The shape, hardness, everything changes according to the situation 

you‟re in… but you can force its shape to change as well to whatever you want… and it does 

mention that you can return it to looking like your normal arm after so… what is that?” 

Zerrex had slipped the flute out from where he‟d hidden it in his pants, and was now 

tapping it slowly against his muzzle. He blinked at her, then glanced at the flute before coughing 

at Selena‟s eyes narrowed slowly, before he carefully put it down on the book in front of him and 

said dumbly: “Ixin‟s flute.” 

“You moron, you were thinking of freeing him, weren‟t you?” Selena glared at him, and 

Zerrex looked away embarrassedly, rubbing at the back of his head slowly with one hand as she 

slammed her hands on the table and leaned across towards him. “You‟d think the Terror 

would‟ve been enough, but no, let‟s go pick a fight with a crazy motherfucker like Ixin, now! 

Whether he helps us out or not, the son of a bitch is a lunatic… and we don‟t even know what‟s 



happened to you with that last seal broken, so you could very well go psycho at any moment, on 

top of that.” 

The Drakkaren shrugged a bit, grinning stupidly as he spread his arms. “Then wouldn‟t 

that be a good reason to go and free Ixin? And I mean, come on, put some faith in the poor 

bastard. I‟m sure he‟ll be grateful enough that I let him go… I mean, what sort of moron would 

immediately leap at the person they‟ve been training and attempt to kill them?” 

Selena looked at him flatly, and Zerrex looked back for a few moments before sighing 

and rolling his eyes, shrugging a bit. “Fine, I won‟t attempt to free Ixin until we figure this arm 

out, how about that?” 

“A bit better.” Selena said moodily, crossing her arms and looking at him huffily, but the 

Drakkaren could see concern through her features. He smiled slightly at her and leaned in close, 

then she glared at him as he reached out and touched her face gently from across the table. 

“Don‟t do that, I‟m mad at you.” 

“Shush.” Zerrex said softly, and he leaned in to kiss her lips teasingly, causing her to 

blush a bit as she tried to look away, but he held her eyes with his own as he slid his other heavy, 

rock-plated hand across the table, grinding against the wood and brushing aside a few books as 

he asked playfully: “And what else does it say about my arm here, huh?” 

“It says you‟re a twat.” Selena shoved him backwards off the table, and Zerrex laughed 

as he fell back into his chair with a loud thud, the female looking at him dryly. “But at least we 

don‟t have to move too far to get into training with this… and let‟s not fuck things up by 

prodding me with your tentacles every five minutes, huh?” 

Zerrex rolled his eyes, but relented to Selena‟s demands, deciding that it might instead be 

a better idea to let her have her way for now. So instead, he ended up spending the next few 

hours discovering how well he could control this strange new change over his body… and he 

was only thankful that at least he wasn‟t being forced to learn a new slew of magical spells.  

Learning how to transform the arm itself on one hand was fairly easy: it was just like 

transforming any of the reptile‟s other body parts in the minor ways he was capable of, except 

now he was able to polymorph his limb in a far-wider, thought-impossible variety of ways, 

leaving the reptile staring at things ranging from a massive, doubled-in-size claw to a long saber 

to an immense battle axe, while the rest of his arm bristled with spikes, and pulsed with faint red 

light from the cracks along the stony limb. 

On the other hand, however, actually forcing the limb to shrink down and return to what 

was normal for the Drakkaren was far more difficult, and far unlike his other transformations. It 

hurt like hell, for one thing… and it also cracked apart as the red glow first increased, then 

dimmed out as his limb returned slowly to normal as vines of grey and plates of metal and rock 

fell off his arm to the ground, shattering against the hardwood floor as Selena winced and stared. 

After almost ten minutes, however, Zerrex was finally standing and panting hard, his arm 

returned to normal as he flexed his fingers slowly, the tattoo on his arm twisting like it was a 

living thing as the black circle slowly emptied and turned back into the swastika.  

He flexed his once-more normal hand a few times, and then he dropped down to sit on his 

butt, looking miserably over at Selena as he batted a few broken bits of stone away from himself, 

rubbing at his repaired limb slowly. The demoness walked over to him and ducked down, 

carefully checking over his body as his heart thudded quietly and painfully in his chest, before 

she muttered: “Amazing. What an incredible level of transformation… not flesh and bone but 

rock and metal… powered by all that energy flowing through you, I‟m surprised it‟s not a full-

body thing.” 



“Dear Gods, let that never happen…” Zerrex muttered under his breath, rubbing at his 

head and looking up at her exhaustedly, before the two glanced to the side as a portal opened and 

Sin stepped through. “Hey there.” 

“Hello, Lord Zerrex.” Sin bowed respectfully, then she paused and tilted her head 

towards him, frowning a bit before she asked slowly: “Is… I sense an energy form around you 

that I haven‟t felt for countless years now, and I… is that…” 

“Judge of Death White gave him the Heartstone of Mephistopheles… we were just 

working on learning to control it properly.” Selena informed, glancing over towards her, and Sin 

swallowed a bit, resting her hands in front of her waist as she breathed a bit harder, earning a 

frown from the female. “Sin, what‟s-” 

“Would you please excuse myself and Lord Zerrex for a moment? I‟d like to speak to 

him alone.” Sin said courteously, but there was a certain edge to her voice, a serious glint in her 

eye that told Selena not to argue. The demoness swallowed a bit as she carefully stood up and 

bowed politely to Sin, before heading for the doors. There was silence for almost a full minute, 

and then she strode slowly over to him and quietly reached down to touch his cheek, whispering: 

“Yes… I feel him there. Mephistopheles… his essence, his energies mixed with your own. Far 

stronger than it was in White, not only because you‟re better suited for his essence, but also 

because the Heartstone has broken after so many years of disuse… now you can no longer pass it 

on. It‟s breaking apart inside of you… but that also means all of his essence will flood your body 

eventually, and you‟ll be forced to contain the… the power and will of long-dead 

Mephistopheles…” 

Sin had fallen to her knees, leaning forwards towards him and taking his face into both 

his hands, breathing hot breaths over the reptile‟s face as Zerrex leaned away from her with a 

wince, swallowing hard. But she leaned forwards aggressively over him, looking into his eyes 

and sliding her hands down to squeeze firmly into his shoulders. She leaned down and rubbed 

the sides of their muzzles together slowly, then she closed her eyes and shuddered, letting out a 

quiet sigh. “Yes… amazing how the mighty fall, isn‟t it? The mightiest of demons ever to exist, 

slain by White Phoenix… then not even mortal, but a member of the living dead raised by the 

very presence of Mephistopheles. Life is full of such terrible ironies…” 

She shook her head slowly, then leaned forwards and kissed his cheek gently, murmuring 

softly down to him: “It is not a scent of power so much as it is a feeling… but at the same time it 

almost is… and whatever pheromone or musk that drives all the demons around you into fear or 

frenzy has become even stronger. It…” 

Sin halted suddenly, then drew quickly back and away from the Drakkaren, flushing 

deeply and half-stumbling backwards as she rubbed slowly at her cheek, looking away and 

mumbling: “I… I‟m sorry, Lord Zerrex, I was acting extremely improper… I… I don‟t… I 

just… I mean… I didn‟t mean to…” 

Zerrex blinked dumbly at her as she struggled to find the right words, then she turned 

towards him and bowed quickly, mumbling: “My apologies again, Lord Zerrex, though, for… 

for bothering you. I… I really didn‟t mean to come here and cause a commotion… I… I was just 

to inform you that the Princess requested your presence later tonight, for a strategy hearing. 

Undoubtedly she‟ll… she‟ll want to know what happened to your last seal and… and about… 

whatever else has happened to you, Lord Zerrex…” 

The Drakkaren nodded stupidly, and a moment later Sin mumbled something and half-

turned towards the doors before freezing in place, slowly looking over her shoulder and past 

Zerrex. The reptile frowned and looked over his own shoulder as well… and then a chill ran 



down his spine as both their eyes settled on Celestial Narrius, sitting quietly on the table with her 

legs crossed, torn and ripped robes hanging down around her as she smiled calmly from Sin to 

the Drakkaren. “Miss… you… you can‟t be here, I‟m afraid that-” 

“Shush, don‟t be so scared… I mean no harm to you or my darling little boy…” Celestial 

slid off the table, slowly walking over to the Drakkaren as Zerrex forced himself to stand up, his 

body still feeling weak but adrenaline pushing a bit more energy back into his form, before he 

felt another shiver roll through his body as she slid her arms around his neck and spun around to 

rest against his back, whispering in his ear: “Introduce us now, Light… don‟t be so rude now…” 

“Sin… this is my mother, Celestial.” Zerrex said quietly, meeting Sin‟s eyes and giving a 

silent order, and the Naganatine immediately dropped her illusionary shell to stand in her real 

form, half-bowing politely. Celestial, however, didn‟t even seem to notice as she swung around 

Zerrex‟s body like a pole, looking at him dreamily as the lizard winced a bit before catching her 

in his arms as she fell against him, adding with a grunt: “Mom, this is Sin, a close personal friend 

of mine.” 

“Sin, yes, I‟ve heard much about you… the Great Mother…” Celestial slowly pulled 

herself away from Zerrex to slip towards the other female, gazing her over almost predatorily, 

but her eyes were still the same serene emerald… that‟s one good thing, at least… but I don‟t 

like the look in them, nonetheless… “I‟ve also heard you‟ve served my son very faithfully and 

lovingly. The times we‟ve met over the years, he‟s spoken fondly and dearly of you… I must 

say, though, you‟re much shyer and kinder than the other girls he hangs around with.” 

“Thank you…” Sin blushed a bit, bowing her head towards Celestial respectfully as she 

laced her hands together, adding quietly: “Lord Zerrex is a very kind, and very tender person… 

he‟s also told me about you, and about how much he always loved you and looks up to you.” 

This obviously pleased Celestial, the female beaming brightly and her long robe seeming 

to knit itself closer together, some of that rapacious guile leaving her eyes as she tossed a smile 

to her relieved-looking son before saying back to Sin warmly: “Yes, I like you quite a bit… 

you‟re a much better match for my son than that rude Selena or that wild Lily, although they 

both have their good qualities, don‟t get me wrong. Selena is so very protective and good at 

keeping him in line – which he needs now and again – and Lily is a bit foolhardy, but she is 

strong and proud.” 

She paused thoughtfully for a few moments, her eyes roving over Sin slowly, sizing her 

up again before she asked curiously: “Tell me, Sin. All us girls have been in love… but have you 

ever been married yourself? And do you think that, should you be in… better condition… you 

could match my son‟s sexual hungers?” 

Zerrex didn‟t know whether to feel horrified, indignant, or unsurprised at the question, 

and Sin blushed a bit as she looked down before glancing up and murmuring quietly: “Never 

married officially, no. I… well… haven‟t had many suitors other than Mephistopheles…” She 

halted, looking embarrassed and almost ashamed, then she rubbed the back of her head slowly as 

she said in a voice that had a hint of shame to it: “I… believe I could easily match his sexual 

needs, Miss Celestial, and would be honored to, if I… were in better condition to do so.” 

Celestial looked delighted at this response, licking her muzzle slowly and rubbing her 

hands together as she drew her eyes over Sin, before she said cheerfully: “Then all we need is a 

white wedding dress for you, and you two can be married and ready to fuck each other‟s brains 

out!” She paused as the two looked shocked, but before either could object, she held up a finger 

and tilted her head to the side, and her eyes turned blood-red a moment later as she whispered: “I 

feel him…” 



She snarled, then sank quickly through the floor as if it was liquid, the floorboards 

rippling as the two stared in horror, and then Zerrex cursed and leapt forwards… only to land on 

solid floor and immediately stagger forwards, the boards cracking under his feet from the force 

of his landing. He pinwheeled his arms, then crashed into the table he‟d been sitting at earlier, 

knocking Ixin‟s flute off it and sending it rolling along the floorboards. 

Sin sighed and walked forwards, picking it up and holding it out to the Drakkaren as he 

hopped up to his feet, but she shook her head and said softly: “She‟s already gone, Lord 

Zerrex… there‟s no way she should have been able to slip through all the protective wards on the 

home so easily, but somehow she managed it… and I can‟t track her because she‟s neither 

demon nor angel, but more the shadow of a mortal god than anything else.” 

“Wonderful.” Zerrex muttered, straightening and rubbing the back of his head slowly, 

then he paused and took the flute from her with one hand, bouncing the ivory-colored wooden 

instrument in his palm and asking curiously: “Wait… if demonic magic can‟t track her… then 

what about mortal magic or something else that‟s been developed along that line?” 

“Lord Zerrex?” Sin frowned and tilted her head, then she stared down at the flute as 

Zerrex grinned widely at it, and the female rose her hands and shook her head vehemently, 

saying firmly: “Lord Zerrex, Ashcroft Ixin is a very dangerous prisoner of Hell! He helped 

engineer the process for turning demons and demonic essence into crystallized format and 

trapping spirits in objects, and he‟s a descendant of a now-extinct clan of chaos demons… he 

was sealed away for a reason, and-” 

“Sealed, but not permanently sealed.” Zerrex pointed out, tapping Sin‟s nose with the 

flute, and she made a bit of a face, still looking at him anxiously even as her body flickered back 

to an illusionary copy of his mother‟s form, but with that strange purple-black scale patterning. 

“Besides, even if he does turn out to be trouble, it‟ll just be a good test of my abilities… after all, 

if I‟m to one day stand up to the Princess or the Warlord, I should certainly be able to take on the 

enemies they defeated in the past.” 

Sin frowned at him, looking over the Drakkaren nervously. “Lord Zerrex… I… I really 

don‟t think this is such a good idea, and…” She halted, then sighed at the stubborn look on the 

reptile‟s face, closing her eyes before walking over to the table and sitting down at it with a 

grunt, looking up at him with an expression of concerned disapproval. “Just… just don‟t get 

yourself in over your head. Call for me if things get too difficult… you‟ve never fought a power 

mage like Ixin before, and it‟ll be a far different experience than any other one you‟ve had in 

Hell so far if you do get into combat with him.” 

“This is why I love you, Sin.” Zerrex grinned and hugged her head tight against his chest 

with one arm, Sin blushing deeply as she leaned against him before mumbling something as he 

kissed her forehead, and then he created a portal and trotted quickly towards it, winking at her 

over his shoulder. “I‟ll see you in a few, huh?” 

The female made a bit of a face as he stepped into the black ring of energy, and then she 

called out: “Be careful! And good luck, Zerrex!” 

The reptile nodded a bit to himself as he stepped into the clearing, vowing to at least do 

his best to watch his back, and the portal shut behind him a moment later, leaving the lizard 

standing indecisively. Ixin was looking moodily back and forth from where he was imprisoned… 

and over all the years Zerrex had gotten to know him, he‟d learned a lot about the crazy 

Drakkaren – from his deadly mood swings to the sheer amount of wisdom and magic he 

possessed and had hidden away inside of himself. And he‟s strong… strong enough to have 

scared Feldspar, and she wasn‟t exactly a pushover. 



He slowly walked towards the Drakkaren, and Ixin looked up after a moment, grinning 

slightly as he peered at the reptile from the corner of his eye, saying cheerfully: “Lord Zerrex, 

hey, been a while! A long damn while, but then again, I only woke up… what? Ten, twenty 

thousand years ago? Lost track of the time… fucking Wentaku can‟t… take a… joke…” 

Ixin broke off, staring stupidly as Zerrex held up his flute… and the Drakkaren then 

immediately began to bounce around in his prison, cackling gleefully. “Holy fuck! Holy shit on a 

stick, you did it! You son of a bitch, you really, really, really did it! Oh my living shit, you are 

like, my hero forever and ever… dude, open these fucking chains so I can give you a fucking 

hug!” 

“Calm the hell down, and just promise me you won‟t kill me.” Zerrex said mildly, and 

Ixin nodded stupidly, his head waving wildly up and down. The reaction of the Drakkaren mortal 

did at least assure the demonic reptile that Ixin probably wouldn‟t do anything too stupid upon 

being released, however… and so Zerrex heaved a long, theatrical sigh before dropping to a 

kneel in front of the large lock mechanism, tilting the flute towards the „keyhole‟ in the device 

before he inserted it firmly. 

For a moment, nothing happened… and then something deep in the earth whirred and 

clicked, followed by several loud clanking sounds as Ixin‟s bonds snapped open, chains falling to 

the ground and manacles crashing loudly to the earth after them, leaving Ixin stupidly leaning on 

his hands and knees… and then he slowly got to his feet, gaping at his palms as he stood shakily, 

his legs trembling a bit under his own weight. 

Zerrex looked at him pensively… and a moment later Ixin leapt towards him and seized 

him in a hug so tight it made the Drakkaren wheeze for breath, the mortal lizard laughing happily 

as drew back and seized the reptile‟s shoulders firmly, gazing into his eyes with a wide grin, his 

eyes twinkling merrily. “This is the best fuckinhg day ever! Thank you, truly and honestly, 

Zerrex… and let me say, my escape never would have been possible to engineer in a million 

mortal years had it not been for you, you fucking rascal you!” 

Ixin slipped an arm around Zerrex‟s head in a friendly headlock, then he ground his other 

fist down through the Drakkaren‟s hair, the reptile squawking and flailing a bit before he tore 

free from the crazy mage‟s grasp with a glare. Ixin only laughed again, however, then hooked the 

toe of his boot on the end of the flute sticking out of the locking mechanism, kicking it up to his 

hands and catching it. He gazed lovingly over it, almost cradling it against his body, and Zerrex 

stared as with a single breath over the flute, the mortal‟s clothes regenerated to their former 

glory, becoming colorful, vibrant, and taut once more instead of dusty and fragile. The flute too 

regained some brighter colors, scrawls of gold appearing down either side of it before Ixin 

smiled slightly as five Royal Guards portalled into the clearing, and one of them asked angrily: 

“You idiot, did you do this?” 

“And once more it‟s time for the fun to begin…” Ixin said softly, and then he grinned 

sharkisly and turned around, his back to Zerrex as he asked in a cajoling voice, raising the flute 

to his mouth: “Now come on, fellas! Why you gotta be all up in arms like that? Let‟s just all 

smile and dance our problems away!”  

One of the demons immediately dropped his weapon and grabbed his head to the shock 

of the others, shrieking: “Cover your ears, everyone, cover your fucking ears! It‟s the flute, don‟t 

listen to the music, it‟s a goddamn-” 

“Now that‟s just a bad sentence.” Ixin said teasingly, and then he blew several beautiful, 

flowing notes as Zerrex stepped towards his back… and the Drakkaren found himself entranced 

by the melody almost immediately, his body shivering. The soliders dropped their weapons and 



went limp at the same time, and something in Zerrex snarled and kicked into gear, knocking him 

out of the stupid daze as the mage murmured: “I‟d like to present to you two short movements: 

the Happy Days of Spring moving into the Overzealous Summer.” 

He blew several flowing notes with the flute before his feet began to move in what Zerrex 

recognized as a river dance; his feet rose and fell, twisting and flicking out to either side, toes of 

his boots tapping the ground occasionally as his head bobbed from side-to-side… and then the 

Drakkaren realized with horror that the Royal Guards were all mimicking Ixin‟s movements in 

sloppy dances of their own to the sound of the instrument. Their arms were glued to their sides, 

and demons looked at each other with expressions of shock and misery… but none of them able 

to speak, no matter how hard they obviously tried to release anything apart from a croak. 

Ixin‟s feet began to move faster, and Zerrex anchored himself, closing his eyes and 

wincing as the now-sharper notes began to twist and blur together here and there: the effect 

created a sense of madness, but the reptile was already wondering if Ixin was truly insane… or if 

he was just a far-more-sly creature than he appeared to be. And I wonder if he tricked me… 

they… “Ixin…” 

His shout came out in a whisper that the notes easily drowned out, and Ixin paid him no 

heed, his feet now almost a blur beneath him as he spun every now and then and danced in a 

circle around the Royal Guards, who had all stagger-danced their way into a circular formation 

and were rotating slowly themselves as they danced. One of them was gargling stupidly, and 

another was jerking back and forth… and Zerrex could feel his own heartbeat racing, thudding in 

his chest. A moment later, he looked up in shock as he realized what Ixin was doing… and then 

the flute picked up in speed yet again for another slew of notes before coming to a sudden halt. 

Ixin landed gracefully on one foot, the other leg bent beneath him and his boot resting 

against his knee, one hand raised and the other held out with the flute grasped in it. He grinned 

widely as Royal Guards vomited blood and fell over, grasped at their chests and screamed in 

agony… and one-by-one, they slowly shriveled into corpses, some staring stupidly at the sky in 

their last few moments, and only one managing the strength to try and push himself to his feet 

before he fell limp against the earth. 

The mage and the remaining demon looked at each other, Drakkaren-to-Drakkaren… and 

Ixin spun his flute over his fingers with that vicious grin still on his face, looking across at 

Zerrex and asking softly: “Do you like to dance?” 

“What the hell are you doing?” The reptile asked coldly, raising his hands and doing his 

best to prepare himself, despite the chill running down his spine. What can I do against that… he 

literally made them dance until their hearts blew up in their chests… “Ixin, I just set you free, 

and these people-” 

“Would have caused trouble for us both.” Ixin replied eloquently, and then he slowly 

lowered himself to a more-natural stance, smiling slightly as he continued to spin the flute 

through his fingers, his other hand rising towards Zerrex. “Now tell me… do you like to dance or 

not?” 

“Not like that or with you.” Zerrex retorted, and Ixin feigned a look of deep hurt, 

grasping at his chest with his free hand. “What do you want? Exactly what are you planning to 

do now that you‟re freed?” 

Ixin shrugged, smiling cheerfully as he brought the flute up to his mouth, and then he said 

gently: “Now, now, let‟s not get ahead of ourselves. First, I think it‟s time to test all the things 

you‟ve learned over the years, Lord Zerrex…” A pause as his eyes glinted, and he asked in a 

venomous, dangerous voice: “Still think you can beat me?” 



“Magic tricks don‟t scare me!” Zerrex snarled, clenching his hands into fists… and then 

he grunted and winced, his body twisting slightly to the side as his tattoo writhed on his arm… 

but he forced himself to calm down and remain in control for the moment, his eyes locking with 

Ixin‟s. “Don‟t make me kill you.” 

Ixin snorted, then spun his flute once before replying coldly: “I‟ll do what I must.” A 

long pause, then he opened his mouth as if to speak… before blowing a quick series of notes on 

it, and Zerrex‟s body froze up, leaving the reptile completely unable to move as the mortal 

Drakkaren said teasingly: “Gosh, but you drop your guard so easily…” 

He paused, then took a deep breath and straightened, smiling teasingly over to Zerrex 

before blowing two long, gentle notes… and the demon‟s body relaxed, Zerrex fighting as hard 

as he could now to tense himself, drag himself into another position. Before he could, Ixin blew 

two shrill, sharp notes… and the reptile snapped into an upright salute, one hand glued to his 

chest and the other against his side as the mage grinned widely, saying playfully: “Now see, this 

will be fun!” 

“Fuck you!” Zerrex snapped, and he finally managed to tear his body out of its paralysis 

as Ixin cackled. He immediately charged forwards, but Ixin leapt backwards and blew a quick 

series of deep notes, and some invisible force seized Zerrex‟s foot and tripped him. He 

pinwheeled his arms for balance, looking stupefied for a moment before shoving both down into 

the ground, twisting his body into a handspring and landing neatly where Ixin had been only a 

moment before. 

The reptile looked back and forth in shock, wondering where Ixin had gone… and then 

an eye twitched as he heard a whistle from behind him. The lizard slowly turned around to see 

Ixin sitting on the locking mechanism, his hands primly folded in his lap as he said 

condescendingly: “Now, so far, you‟re getting a failing grade. I mean, come on, all this brute 

force and violence, and-” 

Zerrex shoved a hand out towards Ixin, the runes for the basic „Force‟ spell seeming to 

glow in his mind, and Ixin was knocked flying, skidding over the ground on his back with a loud 

curse as his flute flew out of his hands, and the demonic Drakkaren lashed a hand out, a thin 

tentacle snapping out of his wrist and wrapping quickly around the flute in midair. He grinned 

widely… and then shouted a string of profanities as the entire tentacle burst into flames before 

falling into ash, the flute dropping neatly into Ixin‟s hand as he pointed at Zerrex, his eyes 

narrowed. “Naughty boy.” 

The Drakkaren‟s entire body burst into scouring flames, and Zerrex fell backwards, 

immediately rolling back and forth to put out the fire covering his form. Instinct screamed at him 

the moment he did, however, and Zerrex shoved himself off the ground as he rolled to the side, 

the flames whiffing out as spikes of earth shot up where he had been a moment before. The 

reptile threw himself backwards as Ixin threw a blade of golden, almost-solid electricity at him, 

and the demonic Drakkaren‟s eyes narrowed as he pushed out a hand towards it, absorbing the 

attack before snapping his other arm out to hurl a sphere sparking with golden electricity back at 

the mage. 

Ixin slapped it away before it could contact with his body, a green aura glowing around 

his hand and the flute clenched tightly in the other… and then his eyes widened as Zerrex created 

a sphere of blue energy in either hand and threw both of these not at him, but at the ground in 

front of him. He immediately leapt away, wincing at the explosions and muttering a protective 

incantation under his breath, a semitransparent shield encircling his body as he landed on his feet 

and looked back and forth. He‟s adapating as he fights… impressive.  



“Come on, Zerrex, ambushes are for losers!” Ixin whined, before he grinned and rose the 

flute to his muzzle, saying playfully: “But then again… I can always make the most of a bad 

situation and just make you dance-dance-dance like a kitty on crack on out of your hidey-

hole…” 

The dust settled… and Ixin‟s eyes narrowed as he saw Zerrex nowhere in the field. He 

wondered for a moment if the demon had fled… and then something clicked in his head before 

he looked up in horror. 

Zerrex was falling out of the sky like a stone, and Ixin barely managed to stagger 

backwards out of the way as the Drakkaren crashed down into the earth, slamming his fist out in 

a narrow miss that sent up a burst of dead grass and earth, and the reptile cursed angrily before 

leaping forwards and tackling Ixin to the ground. Immediately, Ixin punched him twice in the 

face with surprising strength, bloodying the reptile‟s muzzle, but Zerrex drove an elbow into the 

other male‟s gut and knocked the wind from him before he swung his fist upwards in an uppercut 

so hard it knocked Ixin flying bonelessly through the air to crash heavily on his back several feet 

away. 

Despite everything, Ixin was still a mage at heart, and he rolled over onto his stomach 

with a moan of agony, clutching at his damaged jaw before forcing the flute up to his muzzle, 

blowing a quick, staggered melody… and as Zerrex stood up, the corpses of the Royal Guards 

Ixin had killed half-floated in front of the mage, their feet dragging over the earth. Several of 

them had already decomposed to skeletons, leaving only one or two serviceable corpses… and 

Ixin slowly stood, clutching the broken side of his jaw as he slurred: “I‟ll tear your arms off for 

that, you son of a bitch!” 

“Bring it on, Ixin.” Zerrex said coldly, raising a hand and beckoning… and then the 

corpses charged him as Ixin blew a single shrill, whistling note on the flute. The Drakkaren leapt 

backwards as Ixin staggered to the edge of the field to heal himself, before staring in horror as 

Zerrex simply rammed through one of the skeletons and it turned to dust, his hand snapping out 

to shatter through the spine of another and knock it in half.  

The actual corpse leapt at Zerrex, sprouting claws of bone that it slashed at the reptile‟s 

face with… and Zerrex created a large, circular shield of energy, catching the corpse on it before 

swinging his arm out to not only send the corpse flying, but shatter the shield into shards that 

tore through the dead body, severing one of its arms and knocking it flat to the ground. The other 

skeleton leapt at him, and the reptile punched its head off, grinning widely… and then the 

headless skeleton kicked him hard in the crotch, and Zerrex groaned in pain, staggering 

backwards before the corpse seized his shoulders and shoved him down to his knees. 

The headless skeleton clawed at his eyes, and Zerrex threw himself backwards, landing 

between the corpse‟s legs with a grunt as he swung one foot up to smash into its gut. The corpse 

staggered, leaning forwards automatically… and Zerrex now shoved hard upwards with his foot, 

knocking the dead body to the side as the reptile spun and smashed his foot into the ribcage of 

the skeleton in a final blow. The undead puppet was sent flying backwards, both arms falling off 

its body before it collapsed to the ground, and Zerrex rolled up to his feet, facing the corpse. 

It loomed slowly back up to full height… and then the dead body and the armor it was 

wearing vanished into ashes as Ixin waved a hand and walked back into the battleground, 

looking coldly over Zerrex. The Drakkaren glared back at him… and Ixin said softly: “I guess 

it‟s time for me to get serious, huh?” 

The very atmosphere seemed to change and darken as Ixin rose his flute to his mouth, 

and Zerrex grinned widely, a thrill of excitement running through him despite how hard he tried 



to repress it… but he was a demon of Wrath and Lust, after all, and just as when he‟d fought the 

Terror so many years ago… now he felt a spark inside his body at this challenge he was facing. 

He was seeing the true face of Ixin, the one buried under all the silliness, guile, and cunning… 

and it was a stony, cold, and solemn face that had seen too many deaths and experienced too 

much war… and he was obviously ready to use all that to his advantage. 

Zerrex charged towards the mage, and Ixin blew a quick melody on the flute, his eyes 

cold and locked on the Drakkaren. The reptile leapt backwards as four pillars of earth shot up 

around Ixin, made out of dark mud that turned to white rock as it hit the air… and a moment later 

red runes encircled the twenty foot tall pillars, glowing on it as a field of purple lightning and 

static began to bounce between the huge columns of ivory stone. 

A moment later, Ixin began another charming, lovely melody… and Zerrex felt his body 

weakening and relaxing, a strange smile coming to his face as memories of his family, his loved 

ones, his home flooded his mind… and slowly, he began to walk towards Ixin, ignoring the field 

of energy even as it cracked with terrible power. He thought of Cherry… Cindy… Marina… 

Mahihko… and… what the hell, Ravenlight? 

You moron, snap out of it! Ravenlight shouted, clearly visible in his head and shaking his 

hands angrily… and Zerrex blinked a few times before cursing and forcing his feet to stumble 

backwards, feeling the terrible energy emanating off the energy field. Ixin cursed irritably under 

his breath, the melody halting and the memories and images fading in his head to be replaced by 

rage as Zerrex felt his right arm twitching violently, the reptile snarling: “Leave my family out of 

this, Ixin!” 

The Darkkaren‟s arm twitched again, and then he snarled as the vines of stone exploded 

down it, layers of metallic rock ripping out of his arm as it turned a glowing, flesh-red… and Ixin 

stared in shock as Zerrex clutched his own limb before leaping forwards with a roar, his stony 

hand turning into an enormous, curved axe head. He cut cleanly through one of the stone pillars 

with it, chunks of rock flying in every direction as the energy shield fizzled out, and several 

spikes twisted out of the demon‟s shoulder as his bull horns pushed out of his head, the reptile 

grinning cruelly as the axe head slowly twisted back into a claw hand, red light pulsing through 

the cracks in his arm as Ixin immediately dropped to a kneel and shoved a hand down to the 

ground, muttering an incantation.  

A dome of white energy formed around him, then turned into solid black stone… but 

Zerrex leapt forwards and punched hard into it with his armored arm, and white cracks spread 

through the shield. The demon paused, his senses returning through the anger as his instincts 

shouted at him to back off, and he quickly leapt backwards as the cracked area of the stone began 

to strangely pull inwards. 

 Zerrex covered his face with a curse as the dome suddenly imploded, revealing not Ixin 

but instead a rip in the very fabric of reality itself, a terrible darkness visible through the claw 

mark in space and time that the demon‟s brain could barely process. At the edge of the clearing, 

Ixin cursed as the tree he had been hiding on bent and dumped him out onto the ground from the 

force of the pull, and then he let out a loud yell of shock as his flute was torn out of his hand, 

quickly yelling an incantation that sealed the rip closed. 

His flute pattered to the ground, then suddenly spun towards Ixin and back into his hand, 

the mage making a disgusted face before staring as Zerrex charged towards him, his oversized, 

warped arm raised… and the mage waved a hand, creating a thirty foot high wall of white flames 

halfway between him and the lizard. He grinned… and then stared in shock as Zerrex trampled 

through the fires anyway, a sideways dome of blue energy in front of his body and the flames 



seeming to retreat from that terrible arm. Ixin cursed, then muttered another incantation and 

teleported from one side of the field to the other. 

He stumbled forwards, leaning against a tree and breathing hard as the fire wall 

dissipated, Zerrex spinning around and spotting the mage… and he immediately waved an arm 

out, the dome in front of him shattering into sharp shards of energy that he sent flying at Ixin 

with a hard shoving motion. Ixin winced and cursed, shoving a hand out and dispelling the 

shards with a counterspell before he rose the flute to his mouth and quickly began another soft, 

ensnaring song. 

Zerrex slowed to a halt, looking back and forth in shock as his body ceased to listen… 

and Ixin began a jaunty river dance that didn‟t match the cruel concentration on his features. 

Zerrex‟s legs mimicked it, and he felt his heart rate already increasing as he snarled in fury and a 

sharp terror… and then a gentle voice spoke in his head: You can be a victim of it… or you can 

let it flow through you until the chance comes to break free or strike. 

Requiem‟s voice… Requiem‟s teachings. The lizard felt fury controlling him for a 

moment longer… but then he took a deep breath and forced it away, emptying his mind and 

doing his best to meditate and concentrate as Ixin began to pick up the beat and the movements. 

He felt his body move… and although he couldn‟t halt the movements or tear free from Ixin‟s 

terrible control, he forced himself to breathe slow, no matter how much it hurt or how hard it 

was.  

His heart pounded and thudded in his chest as Ixin began to pick up the pace further, and 

he felt his legs spasming, barely able to keep pace with the blur that Ixin‟s talented feet moved 

at… but he stayed in control and calm. It went on for almost five minutes, steadily increasing… 

and then Zerrex‟s eyes opened as Ixin staggered and the Drakkaren stumbled with him before 

anchoring himself… and Ixin fell to his knees, dropping his flute and breathing hard, the spell 

broken. 

Zerrex narrowed his eyes… and then Ixin began to laugh, falling on all fours and panting 

heavily as he looked at the ground, sweat rolling down his heaving, masculine body as he said in 

a ragged but cheerful voice: “No one… no one has ever outdanced or outlasted me before… 

enough, Zerrex, enough! You‟ve beaten me fair and square… after so many years, I… I must be 

rusty…” 

He forced himself to sit up on his knees, breathing hard as he looked over Zerrex and 

wincing a bit as the Drakkaren slowly approached… then he gulped and leaned away, twiddling 

his fingers a bit as Zerrex reached down and seized his shoulder with his twisted, ugly arm, the 

mortal reptile saying mildly: “You know, if you kill me, I die permanently. And hey, uh… since 

I owe you already a shitload, um… you know, I could… um… help you get out of Hell, even! I 

mean, at least… help you find help to… help you out of… please don‟t hurt me.” 

Ixin shrank away… and Zerrex sighed before straightening with a frown from looming 

over the other lizard, rubbing at his monstrous, stony arm as he asked slowly: “What the hell do 

you mean, help me get out of Hell? I thought you were permanently mortal… I guess technically 

you‟re an Immortal, right?” 

“Right! But hey, if you haven‟t noticed, I can do some wacky spell shit.” Ixin grinned 

slightly as he clapped his hands together, and when he drew them apart, a dove appeared 

between them. He tossed this into the air, and a moment later it exploded… and Zerrex merely 

continued to look at Ixin sourly as a rain of blood and bird-guts spilled over him. The mage 

stared in horror at this, then he winced and rubbed the back of his head, mumbling: “That spell 

didn‟t work out right… but… seriously!” 



He paused for a few long moments as Zerrex continued to glare at him, and then he 

turned a bit more solemn, looking back and forth before leaning up and whispering quietly: “I 

can tell you how to beat the Scholar‟s lock system… and not only portal you straight into the 

Northern Palace grounds… but tell you where one of the last remaining Black Holes are, one that 

the demons have been using purely for shipping purposes.” 

“What?” Zerrex stared in shock, and Ixin grinned before yelping as Zerrex grabbed his 

shoulders and shoved him backwards, barking: “And why the hell didn‟t you tell me this 

earlier?” 

“I didn‟t have any reason to! I knew you‟re the only one who was both dumb enough and 

smart enough to get away with stealing my flute and setting me free!” Ixin whined, flapping his 

arms stupidly as he stared in horror up at Zerrex, who looked murderous. “Come on, I‟ll be a 

huge help to you, seriously, I just um… I got a little bit excited back there about fighting again 

and being free, and I thought you‟d make a great workout… I wasn‟t ever seriously going to kill 

you, and I can reattach cut-off limbs and-” 

“Sin!” Zerrex shouted, and a moment later a portal opened and Sin stepped through, the 

female frowning a bit at the sight of Ixin as the mage went pale. “Thanks for showing up so 

promptly… now, if you wouldn‟t mind, do you think we could go over that exercise for sending 

people to the Marquee Sur Noir again?” 

“Okay, whoa, time-out, no need for threats!” Ixin babbled, and this time Zerrex didn‟t 

think the mage was faking his terror, as Sin stepped forwards a bit. He looked back and forth 

with a wince, then finally sulked and mumbled: “You win, no more games. A Reaper is capable 

of sneaking into the Scholar‟s Tree and still has the ability to remove a name from a scroll… the 

Scholars only care that things go in order and wouldn‟t notice one missing name, even one with 

an important tag like yours. As long as that name is removed from the Judgment Scrolls, you‟ll 

become a Free Demon… and if you snap on one of those fancy artifact things that keep you 

invisible to the All-Seeing Eyes of the Scribes and Scholars, even if they write down your name, 

you‟ll be free to do whatever you want in Hell without them or even the Monarchs able to exert 

any influence over you, and you‟ll still be free of their powers and reign.  

“The biggest problem is getting a Reaper of considerable power to steal that name for 

you off the scroll…” A pause and a glance over at Sin as he added slyly: “But I heard there was 

another Naganatine who serves now as a Reaper in Hell, and he should have more than enough 

strength to remove that name from the scroll…” 

Zerrex smiled slightly, and he looked over at Sin as a full plan ran through him… but a 

chill did at the same time. He knew he was taking a huge risk… and a lot of people he cared 

about would be put in danger as well. But it‟s my only choice… and I have to act now, before 

anyone high-up figures out that I‟ve freed Ixin. “Sin, will you please go and find Amiglion and 

tell him I need to talk to him? And Ixin, we should head back to the Ravenlight Estate… they‟ll 

likely want to search it several times over, but the charms on it should keep you safe from the 

eyes of the Princess and anyone else who might be looking for you.” 

“Good call!” Ixin said relievedly, and then he glanced over at Sin as she made a face, 

looking back and forth indecisively. “Hey babe, don‟t be worrying about Zerrex here… I‟ll take 

good care of him, I promise! And um… you know, we‟ll make sure he gets to talk to everyone 

before he goes, and-” 

“And as much as I don‟t want to… I‟ll come back after I kill the Warlord.” Zerrex said 

quietly, and both Ixin and Sin looked at him with shock, the Drakkaren looking down at his own 

hand and clenching it tight into a fist. He half turned away, closing his eyes and slumping a bit as 



he whispered: “Even if I do escape Hell… they‟ll send assassins and retrievers after me, and I‟ll 

have to stay on the run with my family… the only way I‟ll ever truly be free is… if I fulfill my 

promise to Lily, to Selena… and to you, Sin.” 

He glanced over at her, and Sin bowed to him, looking down to the ground with a faint 

smile as her eyes closed, and she whispered: “I‟ll be waiting for you, Lord Zerrex… waiting, 

praying, and missing you… but… I‟ll go and tell the others to wait at the Ravenlight Estate for 

you. I‟m sure by now the Princess wants to see you, too, and your best chance to… to…” 

The reptile only nodded, and Sin bowed again before quickly stepping through a portal as 

Ixin looked up at the Drakkaren with confusion, asking curiously: “Why… why wouldn‟t you 

just abandon everything? Close the other Black Holes to limit the things they could do, clear out 

earth and live happily ever after with your family, just… forgetting about Hell for now? I 

mean… you could always come back, there‟s a few thousand ways to get down here apart from 

getting your ass handed to you, and…” 

He broke off, continuing to look curiously at Zerrex… and the Drakkaren simply smiled 

faintly before shrugging a bit, saying quietly: “Because I have a responsibility not only to 

myself… but to my daughters, to my family, to… to the friends I‟ve made in Hell. To the people 

who look up to me… and to the people who look down at me.” Zerrex lowered his head, 

murmuring softly: “I‟ve come to realize something… that even though Az‟Iriel killed me, he‟s 

not the real enemy. He‟s fled Hell for eons now… and he and the Princess aren‟t fighting a real 

war, but they‟re just playing a game to see who‟s the dominant one. She‟s the real nemesis, 

because she‟s puppeting Gods know how much of this whole massacre behind the scenes… and 

it has to stop. Even if I have to die to kill her, I‟ll kill the bitch… but for now I have to play her 

games and… go and see her.” 

The reptile made a face and created a portal, and Ixin snorted, looking strangely upset as 

he crossed his arms and glared off in another direction for a few moments, before turning his 

eyes back to the lizard and saying dryly: “She‟s a mind reader, you know… not just any small-

potatoes psychic fair kind, either. She sees everything, she knows everything, and-” 

“She doesn‟t understand mortal music… you think you‟d be the one who figures that 

out.” Zerrex said with a slight smile, and Ixin frowned before the demonic Drakkaren shrugged a 

bit and created a second portal in front of the mage, saying mildly: “Make yourself at home but 

don‟t mess with my stuff. I‟ll see you in a little while.” 

With that, Zerrex stepped through his own portal and out onto the Southern Balcony, and 

he rubbed at his arm slowly, making a bit of a face as he noted an extra guard of Amazons 

standing near the doors. They parted ways for him, but he still felt nervous as he self-consciously 

shrank down his stony arm as much as he could… but it was still a bit too large for his body as 

he stepped through the massive, slightly-open double doors and into the Throne Room to see the 

Princess surrounded by her concubines, sitting in her throne and saying in a mild voice: “Lord 

Zerrex… isn‟t this a pleasure?” A pause, and then she added with an undertone of dry irritation: 

“But it‟s good that you‟ve arrived… my… High Priestesses were getting worried they‟d never 

meet you, despite the… involvement they‟ve confessed to having with you on the mortal realm.” 

Zerrex looked up in surprise as four demons stood and walked towards him… and the 

four Sisters of the Judgment Cross bowed deeply to him, and Zerrex knelt and bowed back 

before one of them laughed and said in a loving, tender voice: “Please, Lord Zerrex… not to us. 

We are your humble servants, you are the master here.” 

“I… it‟s good to see you all.” Zerrex said stupidly, standing up and walking forwards… 

and then he closed his eyes, breathing quietly as the four sisters encircled him, Earth ducking 



down to grasp his leg, Water rubbing slowly over his stony arm and Air his other normal limb… 

and Fire last of all sliding her arms around his neck, grinding gently into him from behind. He 

swallowed hard, their naked bodies that bore only their different objects as he murmured: “I… I 

mean… I‟m honored and…” 

“Princess… may we take Lord Zerrex from your care for the moment and bring him to a 

private room? We wish to counsel him and speak with him…” Fire asked gently over the 

Drakkaren‟s shoulder, looking at her mildly… and Zerrex could sense the Princess‟s rage before 

she slowly nodded and grunted, standing and waving at them almost irritably. 

“I‟ll send him to you four after I have a word with him. Take him where you wish… 

please wait on the balcony outside.” A pause, and then she half-slashed at her concubines, the 

succubi and Dius scattering as she added in a growl: “You all get lost as well! I wish to speak to 

him alone!” 

They scattered towards the doors of the circular room as Zerrex frowned a bit and rubbed 

slowly at his monstrous arm, watching the room empty quickly. The Princess looked over him in 

disgust, first eyeing his arm before attempting to pry into his mind… and when Zerrex managed 

to reject her, she said softly: “Don‟t think that just because the Goddesses have such an interest 

in you, you‟ll be protected or safe from me and my demands. In Hell, High Monarch outranks 

Goddess… and I‟m the only acting Monarch left in Hell, since Prince Memnon has done nothing 

but run back and forth in indecision.” 

“I‟m not scared of you.” Zerrex replied quietly… and he was amazed to find out it wasn‟t 

a lie anymore, as he stood and looked defiantly at her… and the Princess‟s eyes narrowed at him, 

turning a burning, terrible emerald before a blast of raw psychic force slammed into him… but 

the Drakkaren held his ground even as he skidded backwards, leaning against the telekinetic 

blast before physically shoving back against it and throwing the attack off to the side, and the 

Princess‟s head twitched before he added coldly: “You can‟t intimidate me with brute force.” 

“There are plenty of other ways to hurt you, though… and believe me, hurt you I will if 

you disobey.” The Princess retorted, holding out a hand… and a pair of statuettes appeared in 

them, of Lily and Selena. She bounced them in her hand for a few moments, then Zerrex winced 

as she caught them and crushed them both into rubble, whispering: “Keep fucking with me, and 

I‟ll launch a full-out offensive against your lovely wife… and just for kicks, I‟ll pit your other 

whore against her, just to see which one of them is stronger.” 

Zerrex snarled, his stony arm beginning to pulse as it thickened and lengthened, the claws 

growing cruel and gnarled… and the Princess tilted her head back, looking down at him 

patronizingly as she asked in a darkly-entertained voice: “What‟s wrong, Lord Zerrex? Have 

your feelings for others gotten in the way of your plans, of standing up to me? You‟re 

worthless… and you have so many weaknesses I can exploit to ensure you do as I say. I started 

off being perfectly kind to you, but you were the one who set us both on this path… and I will 

kill you if I‟m forced to, Lord Zerrex, after I make you watch the torture of everyone from that 

worthless little shit Mahihko to Sin… and yes, I know about him.” She paused, then strode 

forwards, walking towards Zerrex and producing a small metal coin. A moment later, however, it 

began to glow… and Mahihko appeared on it, the wolf crying as he was vicious lashed by 

Slavers in what Zerrex recognized as the Hell of Lust. “I can make his punishments better or 

worse for him, and you know it.  

“So here‟s the deal. You start treating me with proper respect and lighten your attitude… 

and I‟ll ensure that Mahihko doesn‟t die in his first year in Hell.” The Princess grinned cruelly. 



“Yes, I‟m a bitch, so stop thinking that. But I‟ve got your promise now, so go on and play with 

the Goddesses… but don‟t go crying to them for help, either.”  

The Princess strode back towards her throne, and Zerrex turned away, heading towards 

the doors to the Southern Balcony with a snarl before the Princess called him back. He looked 

over his shoulder as she sat down in her chair, a large wineglass in one hand filled with some 

indiscernable liquid as she added mildly: “By the way… I notice you absorbed the Heartstone of 

Mephistopheles. I suggest you start harnessing that and your full, true demonic form that has 

been unsealed… you may need it soon in the future.” 

She laughed and pushed her mask up just enough to take a sip of her wine, and Zerrex 

cursed under his breath as he turned away and walked quickly out of the Throne Room of the 

Central Spire, stepping onto the balcony and lowering his head with a deep breath as the Sisters 

looked at him with a mix of curiosity and concern, before Earth asked quietly: “Lord Zerrex… 

what‟s happened? The Princess has been blocking us from seeing you, but none of us thought 

she would be causing such serious problems for you…” 

The Drakkaren only shook his head slowly for the moment, however, and Water said 

quietly: “Let‟s move to a private room then… perhaps in the Monastery, where we can talk 

freely.” She paused, then created a white portal, looking thoughtfully over the Drakkaren. “So 

strange that only now we see you, after so many years have passed…” 

She quieted, then stepped through the large white portal, and the others followed suit, 

Zerrex lowering his head a bit before feeling a strange calm roll through his body as he stepped 

into a beautiful hardwood room, looking back and forth at the shelves full of books and the 

clean, enormous bed, and circular table set with six chairs, three to either side. As the reptile got 

his bearings, he was dragged towards the bed… and then he was laying upon it, Earth and Fire 

curling close against his sides and Water gently massaging through his hair, crouched in front of 

him with his head resting on her legs… and below him, Air had taken off his boots and was 

slowly massaging his feet as the Drakkaren‟s arm glowed a quiet blue. 

A moment later, Fire stroked down his stony arm, and it slowly receded back into normal 

flesh, Zerrex looking surprised as she smiled gently up at him, murmuring quietly: “Passion and 

control of passion… destruction and purification. Your unholy arm here contains incredible 

power… and you may have the strength to fully control the abilities of Mephistopheles that have 

melded together with you.” 

Earth nodded, glancing up from his other side before kissing his chest and whispering: 

“The Naganatine had no alignment in many cases, and Mephistopheles was known for abilities 

that were passed on to White and his second child… but there are many other powers that you 

may inherit, especially through the abilities you already have and the energy and changes 

provided from the spirits you‟ve absorbed…” 

“You‟ve played a very dangerous game with those souls you have taken into your body… 

weight of soul against weight of soul. Every spirit you take in, after all, has a chance of taking 

over your body and dissolving or biting into your own spiritual essence.” Air added quietly, 

looking up from where she was soothingly rubbing along his feet and ankles. Zerrex made a bit 

of a face, and she smiled tenderly at him. “It‟s alright. You‟re fine and healthy… and you‟ve 

gained strength and enhanced your own magical abilities.” 

“Yes… and your energy abilities have grown to incredible levels… although it absorbs 

some of your own essence, you have so much and regenerate so fast, you‟re capable of 

wonderful and terrible things with such powers…” Water said softly, rubbing quiet ly along his 

temples before pushing her hands gently through his hair, then rubbing back down as she smiled 



down at him softly, Zerrex gazing invertedly up at her curiously. “And over time, your body has 

become more energy than anything else, bound so firmly together that your form is all but 

armored with it…” 

She halted, and the four sisters looked at each other before Zerrex finished quietly: “It‟s 

why I can shapeshift and change sizes, but why my body has to essentially keep the same 

characteristics, right? I mean… I can‟t change my scale color or my eye color, but I can change 

size to a point… and I can increase my bulk or lithe out as I choose, to change the dynamics of 

my body… yet it still remains visibly me.” He glanced down, before looking curiously around at 

the four. “I… do you know what… do you understand what‟s happened to me? Everyone speaks 

so highly of you four, and you‟re referred to as the Goddesses…” 

They laughed at this, and the Drakkaren looked confused before Fire murmured gently: 

“Goddesses… just as in the Hez‟Rannan lore. We‟re not so much deities as we simply… we 

simply are, though.” She halted and shrugged a bit, blushing quietly. “We‟ve been around for 

many years… we were born not of the Terrors, but of the Dark Goddess who created the 

Drakkai…” 

“We were servants and slaves, soldiers and priestesses…” Air murmured gently, looking 

down and shaking her head slowly. “We were the spearhead and the shield…” 

“We were the controllers of the elements… the ones in charge of weather, of nature, of 

keeping everything to the Mistress‟s liking… we were the entertainment, both warriors in the 

areans and playthings for her favorite soldiers…” Water whispered, closing her eyes and 

releasing a quiet sigh. “We were… 

“Nothing to her, just toys… just objects to be used.” Earth finished, and then she laughed 

a bit and quietly pressed closer to Zerrex‟s body, clinging to him and murmuring: “Our true 

powers have been sealed ever since we became part of this Hell, when we came from the 

Beyond, all that is left of the Goddess‟s Realm. The Drakkai have changed so much from the 

Hellbreed… bred with other reptiles over the years and diluted their original demonic blood… 

and yet still so many end up here in Hell, from the lusts and sense of wrath and revenge that has 

never left the species.” 

They were quiet for a little while, before Zerrex sat up… and immediately all four clung 

to him, Water wrapping her arms around his body and Air slipping up onto the bed to wrap her 

arms around his neck and press close, as the other two grasped either arm and held tightly on to 

him… and Zerrex lowered his head, asking quietly: “Then why me? Is… is it because of 

Narrius?” 

It was a wild guess… but the four nodded against him, and finally one of them 

whispered: “Yes… Lord Zerrex, I fear that is a major part of the reason. He killed the Goddess 

and destroyed her made-mortal body… and he absorbed the power that was not shredded by his 

vicious attack and became a monstrous quasi-deity himself. You carry the blood of the Goddess 

in your veins, and we are forever bound to her… and as you are the one mentioned in the 

Prophecy, the Darkness born of Darkness… you are our master and lord now. We are your 

Iuratus, just as Mist and Shine are… and we thirst for your presence. 

“The Princess knows this… and fears you…” Kisses traced over his body, heads and 

horns gently pressed against him as the voice continued to murmur quietly: “You do not fully 

understand your power yet, and it will take many millions of years of training for you to proper 

grasp it all… but one day you will, and that day she will either enslave or destroy you. Although 

she can see into your mind and the minds of all others… we can see into hers, and it is a strange 

and familiar place to us. She is no Drakkai, but she thinks as many of them do, in the old, 



primitive, instinctual way, the way we did before we ascended from the Pit, from the Dark 

World, and into the Light… she is full of bad feelings and bad instincts, and in a word… she is 

evil and cruel.” 

“Yet essential…” Zerrex murmured, not knowing why… but yet it fit properly. He shook 

his head slowly, hugging himself gently and looking down thoughtfully as the voices sighed and 

heaved around him… before he rubbed at his head and mumbled: “Well… I‟ll deal with one 

problem at a time. And the first person in my way is the Warlord, not her, and I should deal with 

him as soon as I can to at least stop the attacks on the world…” 

“But then return? Will you have the strength to, Lord Zerrex? Because with the death of 

the Warlord, every Black Hole will close… and you‟ll be forced to portal with the remaining 

dark essence, or be sealed forever on the face of the world.” Fire looked up quietly, and the 

others nodded slowly, Water kissing Zerrex‟s neck gently. “And although you can create a portal 

and have learned the ways of creating even a vortex between dimensions… you may not wish to, 

with all you have to gain… and all that you have to lose.” 

Zerrex nodded and looked down, reaching a hand up to rub at his own muzzle in a 

nervous gesture… and then he let out a loud sigh, looking away and murmuring: “I… either way, 

I don‟t have a choice. I can‟t let the Warlord continue his rampage and reign of terror on the 

world… and…” 

“Then we shall help you, as we are sworn to.” Earth said quietly, looking up into Zerrex‟s 

eyes, and the Drakkaren blinked before blushing a bit as she softly kissed his lips, adding gently: 

“You go, then… and we‟ll aid you as best we can from here, and keep the Princess from sending 

soldiers out after you too quickly.” 

The others nodded… and Zerrex rubbed the back of his head, before Water squeezed him 

firmly before he could speak, smiling faintly and saying quietly: “It‟s our job to aid you as best 

we can, after all… there‟s no need to thank us, so don‟t, as tempted as you are.” She nuzzled 

gently into his hair, then murmured softly: “Go now, then… while you have the chance. We‟ll 

anxiously await your return.” 

The reptile nodded as he slowly stood, and he glanced down, rubbing the back of his head 

before turning around with a smile… but all four simply shook their heads, Fire laughing a bit as 

Earth blushed, and Zerrex finally grunted and nodded, creating a portal and walking towards it as 

he mumbled finally: “Still, thank you. I feel bad if I don‟t say it, you know. Politeness and all 

doesn‟t really cost anything, after all.” 

“You‟re a sentimentalist, Lord Zerrex.” Air said softly, but she was smiling as she put her 

hands together and stood with her sisters, bowing a bit as she gazed quietly at the Drakkaren. 

“Take care of yourself… and come back alive.” 

“I will.” Zerrex nodded, then stepped through the portal with a twist of mixed emotions 

in his gut, stepping into the entrance of the Ravenlight Estate, then groaning as he heard a loud 

crash followed by angry shouting. Well, at least that answers my question about where Ixin is… 

although it sounds like he just ran into Selena… 

The reptile mumbled to himself under his breath as he started for the stairs, rubbing 

slowly at his head. Since now he could hear loud whining paired with the infuriated yells, the 

Drakkaren was starting to wonder how long Ixin had actually been sitting around before he‟d 

gone looking for trouble… or maybe Selena wandered in on him. Either way… 

He grunted something to himself as he headed up the stairs and onto the wide landing, 

heading for the left-side door before it burst open and Ixin barreled past him, sliding to a halt 

behind the Drakkaren and half-hiding behind him as a naked Selena stormed out, looking furious 



as her eyes burned with black light. She put her hands on her hips as Zerrex shrank back a bit, 

Ixin holding tightly onto the lizard‟s shoulders and trying to hold him in place as Selena shouted: 

“Get out here, Ixin, or I‟ll just hurt you even more!” 

Zerrex winced at the look in Selena‟s eyes, and then he asked stupidly as mage let out a 

whimper behind him: “What exactly did he… wait, why are you completely naked?” 

“The fucker burnt off my clothes!” Selena raged, stomping her feet before charging 

forwards, and Ixin yelped and immediately ran around to Zerrex‟s other side, the Drakkaren 

looking back and forth with a wince as the demon and immortal circled him back and forth, 

Selena adding furiously: “Piece of shit, come here, I‟m going to choke you to death! Not so 

tough without your fucking precious magic, huh?” 

“This is totally unfair! Selena, come on, it was a joke!” Ixin squealed, and then he yelped 

as Selena tackled him over the railing and the two fell to the floor below with a loud crunch. 

Zerrex slapped his forehead as Ixin groaned in pain, before flailing stupidly as Selena began to 

shake him violently, screeching: “I‟ll restore them I can restore them perfectly fine, I just… 

come on, I‟m exhausted and I need my flute!” 

“Restore this!” Selena snapped, then she punched him hard in the face, Ixin‟s head 

twisting to the side as he groaned loudly before she struck him hard again in the forehead. Before 

she could land a third punch, however, Zerrex caught her wrist and half-glared at her, and Selena 

calmed down a bit, dropping Ixin flat to the floor so he could roll around in pain as she muttered 

and threw a last kick into his side: “Fine. But don‟t think I won‟t beat on you later.” 

“You suck.” Ixin said plainly from the floor, and then he winced and crawled quickly 

away when the demoness shot a deadly look his way again. He curled up against one of the 

staircases leading up to the next floor, looking moody as he rubbed at his bruised face slowly 

before mumbling: “Besides, I always considered „hot-tits‟ to be a compliment…” 

Zerrex cleared his throat as Selena rose a fist, and she shot him a look before the 

Drakkaren glanced to the side and said clearly: “Sin, I‟m back at the Ravenlight Estate‟s lobby, 

when you‟re ready.” A pause, and then he looked to Selena and gently grasped her shoulders, 

kissing her forehead softly and earning a frown from her before he said quietly: “I have to leave 

for a while to the mortal realm.” 

“What? You… you mean, you found a way back?” Selena looked both surprised and… 

almost disappointed, but she tried to hide the latter with a small smile as she whispered: 

“That‟s… that‟s good… I…” 

“I‟m going to come back after I kill Az‟Iriel…” Zerrex said softly, and the demoness 

frowned, although her eyes gleamed with relief at the same time… but it didn‟t bother the reptile 

as much as it once would have. After so many years in Hell, he had started to understand the 

ways that demons worked… and he knew that Selena could be incredibly possessive of not only 

her prey, but also of her partners. “I don‟t know how many years that will be, but-” 

“I‟ll wait for you.” Selena said firmly, taking his hands and looking up into his eyes 

quietly, before she laughed a bit and glanced away. “I mean… you know. Not… not that I‟ll… 

stay chaste or whatever while you‟re gone, but I mean… I‟ll still be waiting for you when you 

get back. To be your… wife… again…” 

She looked down in embarrassment, and again Zerrex was reminded of Cherry as he 

reached up to stroke her face gently. A moment later, they both looked up as Sin stepped through 

a portal into the room, and she bowed quietly before looking across at the Drakkaren with a mix 

of sadness and unabashed love, murmuring gently: “Amiglion will be joining us once he‟s 

completed his job… Ixin, sir, would you like me to heal you while we wait?” 



Ixin shook his head and stood up, his features smoothing out and becoming serious as he 

half-bowed to her. “Thank you, Lady Sin, but no… but Lord Zerrex, there‟s something we need 

to discuss while you prepare for what‟s to come ahead, but you should gather your gear while we 

do so… privately.” 

Zerrex nodded and glanced over to Selena, but she only shook her head, saying softly: 

“It‟s fine. I‟ll go and talk to Lily, get a place at the encampment and hopefully make it back with 

her before you leave… and Sin can take care of this place here. Just… watch your ass out there, 

Zer. And… and come back, please.” 

She almost pleaded the last, and Zerrex smiled faintly, nodding and reaching out to touch 

her face gently… but Selena brushed his arm away and grunted something, turning away and 

creating a portal of her own to head embarrassedly through as Sin bowed deeply to Zerrex… and 

Zerrex smiled a bit at her as well before motioning for Ixin to follow as they headed for the 

stairs. I may never see them again… 

 

The Drakkaren stepped out into the Northern Province less than an hour later, the soul-

absorbing blade on his back and a silver longsword holstered on one hip, with the revolver and 

speed-loader Feldspar had given him so many years ago now on the other. Upon his arm was the 

golden vambrace that Lily had bestowed him, and the rest of his odds-and-ends were kept in a 

sidepack on his belt.  

He peered carefully around the large rock he was behind towards the closed portcullis of 

the Northern Palace and the spiked, hundred-foot-high walls of stone of the fortress. The bridge 

was lowered over an enormous moat filled with magma… but on the other hand, fire elementals 

were dancing and patrolling through the lava, some of them tossing bits of magma almost 

playfully at each other. On the other hand, if I get pelted by lava, I‟m not going to last very 

long… 

The reptile bit his cheek, trying to think of how to get past this obstacle… then winced 

and drew quickly back as several white-armored soldiers on Wyrms rode slowly by, huge, 

barbed lances at their sides. A pause, and then one of them sighed and shouted: “Hey, get the hell 

out of there! That isn‟t your playground, don‟t make me get Lady Majesty!” 

There was squealing and whining Zerrex recognized as an elemental language… but that 

didn‟t mean it hurt his head any less as he winced and covered his head. Thankfully, it was 

interrupted by an angry yell from one of the soldiers, and Zerrex heard a loud squishing and 

hissing as one rider muttered: “They come down from the volcanoes and fire-pits nearby… they 

like the moat because the mages charmed the lava so it‟ll never turn to stone. Come on, let‟s 

resume our patrol.” 

The riders moved away, and Zerrex took a breath after a count to one-hundred to lean 

back out from behind the rock, tossing a glance at the barren, war-torn battleground behind him 

before looking back to the fortress. A glance up towards the battlements, but the few posted 

archers looked bored, if anything… and the reptile shrugged a bit before making a face and 

running out from behind the rock, snapping his arm out and launching a tentacle towards one of 

the conical spikes. 

It wrapped several times around it, and Zerrex kicked off the ground at the last moment, 

pulling himself forwards at the same time even as he felt the tentacle slipping slightly… but 

thankfully he moved fast enough that he caught the spike a moment later, swinging his feet down 

to lodge against two more as his other hand pressed against the wall, the reptile breathing quietly 

and wincing as he felt a dull pain roll through his body. He glanced down, then stared at the fact 



he‟d impaled himself on two of the spikes – nothing serious, but just enough to leave him feeling 

very glad he hadn‟t been moving at too great a speed or anything as he swallowed and slowly 

began to climb. 

Twenty-five feet up and Zerrex was already frustrated from how slippery the spikes 

were… not to mention how sharp the tips felt. It didn‟t help the rows were uneven and slightly-

curved, making it extra-awkward to climb… and the Drakkaren mumbled something under his 

breath even as blue energy glowed around his hands and feet. He made it sticky to enhance his 

grip… but the problem was it didn‟t really work as great as he‟d like it to, and it didn‟t help that 

he had to keep his eyes skywards and halt every now and then as an archer strode slowly by. 

Fifty-some feet up, Zerrex halted for another rest and to frown a bit as he looked at the 

way the shape of the spikes turned into crescents above him… and when he reached up a hand to 

test this, he cursed and stared at his fingers, which were bleeding from several rather-deep cuts. 

He closed his hand, running blue energy over it and into the wound to heal himself as he made a 

face at what was above… and this time, when the Drakkaren closed his eyes and concentrated, 

his hands slowly coated themselves in a thicker layer of azure energy as the reptile muttered: 

“Prepare, prepare, prepare. I hate going in with no info…” 

He reached up and gripped the blades the spikes turned into… and thankfully, they didn‟t 

dig through the „gloves‟ of energy he‟d coated his hands in. He worked hard to keep his chest 

and limbs from brushing against other blades, but by the eighty foot mark, he was covered in 

small cuts and wounds before the Drakkaren stared at the spikes sticking out of the last twenty 

feet of wall. 

They were curved, twisted, jagged, any shape he could think of… and they all seemed to 

be moving. In other words, they were impassable by the means he had… and the Drakkaren 

gritted his teeth before staring over his shoulder as someone yelled at him angrily, the sound 

faint but still there. A moment later, a rock bounced off the wall beneath him… and the element 

of surprise lost, Zerrex cursed and threw himself off the spike wall, feeling irritation building in 

his head as his angelic wings tore out of his back and he flapped them once, the white energy 

flickering with static and remaining only semisolid as he shot upwards. 

They vanished a moment later, and the Drakkaren landed on the battlements, immediately 

drawing his silver sword and slashing down the archer in light armor nearest, his bow firing 

uselessly into the air before the reptile spun around and drew his revolver. He fired three quick 

shots into another archer, then leapt forwards off the battlements with a curse as soldiers in the 

courtyard below began to yell and scream, an alarm going up as the reptile holstered his revolver, 

his eyes narrowing. 

He spun the silver longsword around his body, driving back several of the soldiers that 

had moved forwards to encircle him before he leapt through a hole in their ranks, at the same 

time cutting out the leg of a minotaur as arrows hailed down towards him from the battlements. 

The Drakkaren snarled a bit as he ran down the center of the courtyard, watching as soldiers 

flooded out from the buildings on either side as the alarms continued to blare, the reptile‟s eyes 

flicking back and forth as he watched necromancers mutter to each other in their dark robes and 

other mages storming out of other buildings… 

A moment later the alarm halted… and all was silent for a few moments as soldiers 

looked at each other uneasily, archers with their arrows nocked and ready to fly, mages 

coordinating their magics. But when a door opened in a small, ramshackle brick hut that had 

been built on the side of one building, many of the soldiers retreated immediately, and archers 

loosened their bows as a sick, twisted laughter rose up. 



Slowly, a horse with chestnut hair streaked with black dragged his hooves along the 

ground, body clothed in jeans and rusted silver armor covering his chest, black eyes rolling in his 

head. He left a trail through the dirt behind himself as he headed towards the enormous statue of 

Az‟Iriel and several of his highest-ranking officers, and the statue trembled and groaned as the 

stone heads all turned to watch as the figure stumbled around it towards where Zerrex stood. 

Chains clinked audibly with his movements, hanging from the manacles around his wrists, and 

there was no weapon on his body other than the short chains hanging from his wrists… but 

Zerrex didn‟t think this particular entity needed to use brute force to get his way.  

Several mages drew back, and a wide berth was given to both the Drakkaren and the 

horse… and as his mouth yawned open to reveal sharp teeth inside, Zerrex‟s eyes narrowed as he 

rose the silver sword, saying quietly: “Gape. It‟s been a long while…” 

“Captain Ravenlight…” Gape whispered, and his body shuddered, his long fingers 

twitching at the ends of his gangly arms, limbs hanging limp as he swayed a bit on the spot, the 

horse dragging his eyes along the Drakkaren. Finally, he straightened after a moment with a 

drawn-out sigh, tilting his head back and sending his mane of black hair spilling out along his 

back as he murmured: “So glad we could meet again… if only Ghost had the balls to be here, 

then we could kill you together… but he fears you more than hates you these days…” 

“And you just hate me, right? What about Twister, is he around here somewhere too?” 

Zerrex asked coldly, tilting his head and trying not to shudder as his eyes met Gape‟s own. He 

tried his best to remember all he could about the terrible horse from the Goth Legion… but all he 

could think of were the terrors Gape could induce at will in anyone and anything. But they were 

his fears, his darkness… he was only ever reflecting himself, forcing his own emotions onto 

someone else… “Listen, Gape, I‟m on a time-sensitive schedule, and it looks like I already have 

a full army to kill if I want to get into the palace, so-” 

“Dismissed! All of you, leave!” Gape howled suddenly, arching his back as spittle and 

froth flew from his muzzle, and soldiers stared in shock before he leaned slowly forwards, 

breathing a bit harder and then grinning cruelly as the chains trembled and clanked, glowing with 

dark fire as he murmured: “You and me, Lord Zerrex… a fight to the death, a duel, like you 

always seemed to prefer… you and me in a deathmatch… just like I‟ve always wanted. If I kill 

you, my terrors, my nightmares will go away… I know it…” 

Zerrex shook his head slowly, sheathing his silver longsword before he pulled the larger 

blade off his back, grasping the handle in both hands as his emerald eyes glowed, and he said 

quietly: “You‟re nothing but a poor, misguided fool, Gape… but if that‟s the way you want to 

play, then we‟ll play things by your rules.” 

“And you‟ll die either way…” Gape murmured, then he closed his eyes as his jaws 

stretched hideously wide, dark smog streaming out of his nose and mouth… but Zerrex clenched 

his eyes tightly shut and turned his head away, avoiding the terrible expression that gave the 

demon his name and had always caused such terrors to root deep in his victims… and then Gape 

charged, and Zerrex‟s eyes snapped open as the lumbering horse snapped out one long chain 

towards him. 

Gape was thin but taller than the reptile, only appearing to be shorter because of his 

slump… and Zerrex hadn‟t expected the chains to be as long as they actually were, the lizard 

leaping backwards as one snapped at his face, before the other slashed upwards across his chest. 

It only brushed against his large form, but it still tore a wicked slash along his body as Zerrex 

cursed under his breath before ducking as Gape spun around in a circle, lashing out with both 

chains at head level. 



He leapt forwards and slashed a single cut through Gape‟s waist, and the horse exploded 

into dark smog that quickly shot across the battleground and collided with several staring 

soldiers, knocking them sprawling before Gape reformed… and the soldiers slowly stood up, 

their fur white and eyes burning black, all three of them charging in with terrible screams as froth 

leaked from their muzzles and their hands clawed at the air. Zerrex snarled and drew his revolver 

with his free hand, pounding a single round into each before the weapon clicked empty, but all 

three burst into dark smog with the single attack, which Gape then inhaled loudly. 

His chest expanded and his arms bulged out with muscle for a moment, his eyes rolling 

as he whinnied loudly… and then he slumped forwards and stared hungrily at Zerrexm, 

murmuring softly: “You can‟t win, Lord Zerrex… every soul I feed on makes me stronger, gives 

me more terror to spread around… by the end of this fight, you too shall join me… that is, if you 

don‟t tear yourself apart first…” 

Gape stared at Zerrex… and the Drakkaren cursed and staggered backwards, before 

looking back and forth in shock as the walls surrounding them and the sky above turned dead 

black, the ground becoming a glowing white-blue phosphorescence that cast a ghastly glow over 

Gape. All around them, soldiers exploded into black smog that vanished in an instant, and Zerrex 

snarled before Gape doubled, then quadrupled in height… or perhaps it was Zerrex who shrank, 

staring in horror up at the fanged horse as he walked slowly forwards and began to chant: “Child, 

child, don‟t you cry… the boogeyman won‟t get you, you‟re not gonna die… 

“Only bad little boys get scared to death today… the boogeyman gets them while their 

parents are away…” Gape stomped forwards, and Zerrex snarled as he concentrated, his body 

losing its muscular bulk and becoming lithe, retaining its impressive tone. Immediately, the 

reptile used his lighter body to his advantage, leaping to the side as one of Gape‟s spiked hooves 

attempted to crush him, and the Drakkaren spun around before stabbing towards the horse‟s 

ankle… but Gape only laughed as the blade bounced off, turning around and leaning down to 

grin darkly at the reptile. “It‟s useless… you can‟t hurt me…” 

Zerrex closed his eyes tightly, then tried to zero in on the sounds in the area… but there 

was a terrible, rumbling static in the air that distorted everything. He could remember that the 

assassin who had slain Gape had been blind, though, but Zerrex, on the other hand, had already 

been trapped in a nightmare world full of darkness, and… idea. 

The Drakkaren opened his eyes just in time to see Gape reaching down to flick him with 

a finger, and the reptile grunted as the huge digit smashed into him and sent him rolling 

backwards before he shoved both hands into the ground and launched himself into the air, 

flipping once before raising one hand and throwing all the power he could into the incantation 

for the most basic spell of all. 

A miniature sun seemed to form in his hand, and a blast of white and gold light followed 

this, tearing into Zerrex‟s eyes despite the fact he had his other forearm curled over his face to 

try and block it out… and Gape screamed in agony as the dark illusion was torn to shreds, blue 

and black streams of energy floating backwards through the air as his gigantic body steadily 

dissolved until he was left on his knees in his gaunt, true form, his eyes bleeding a sick yellow 

pus as he howled: “No, it hurts, it hurts!” 

Zerrex blinked several times and shook his scorched hand before he staggered quickly 

towards the horse, and then Gape looked up and snarled at him through white, burnt-out eyes, 

and his jaws opened wide as his head twisted to the side… and a moment later Zerrex was back 

in the nightmare world, the Drakkaren cursing before staring in horror as Gape reached up and 

slowly clawed his own eyes out, throwing the black goop to either side as blood ran down his 



cheeks… and somehow, the reptile knew that had been no illusion, as the horse whispered: 

“Ravenlight must die…” 

A thousand black birds descended from the dark sky towards the Drakkaren as hideous 

monsters loped by, and the flock shot past Zerrex like living bullets, the reptile staggering 

backwards as he covered his body as best he could with the sword, the birds slashing and 

gouging with their beaks and small claws as they passed and digging hundreds of tiny cuts over 

his form even as their bodies disintegrated into darkness… and then it ended, only for two long-

necked, unevolved dogs with inside-out faces to leap at him from the front. 

The Drakkaren ducked and leapt to the side on instinct, and a terrible, screaming beast 

with long, pointed horns shot through the space he‟d been in a moment before as the dog-things 

vanished in midair… and Gape laughed softly from where he stood behind Zerrex, whispering: 

“Not good enough.” 

The lizard spun around as he stood and stabbed the blade through Gape‟s stomach… but 

it did nothing as the horse reached out and grasped Zerrex‟s throat, squeezing and choking him 

before the horse dissolved into black smog and floated away. When he reformed, however, his 

body was inside out, and he spasmed violently before his ribs tore open and turned into long 

daggers of bone, launching themselves at the reptile. 

Zerrex cursed and leapt to the side, and Gape‟s body vanished into smog again before 

reforming to the reptile‟s left, the creature raising a hand with a snarl as sharp knives tore out of 

his fingers. The reptile turned too late, and the knives slashed down to rip into his right arm… 

and Zerrex winced before they both stared as Gape was unable to tug free, the horse frowning 

and whispering: “This… this isn‟t flesh…” 

Zerrex grunted… and then his arm spasmed, glowing red as the metal and stone plates 

pushed out of his body, his scales hardening as vines twisted and he dropped his sword… and 

Gape screamed in horror, jerking back harder before howling as the metal plates neatly tore off 

his fingers as they clanked and locked together, steam and smoke rising up from a few dents in 

the metal. The Drakkaren flexed his arm, and then he swung it hard outwards at Gape, smashing 

him in the chest with his fist… and to his surprise, the horse flew backwards with his armor 

dented and half-broken. 

The horse stood up, shaking his head back and forth in denial even as Zerrex kicked his 

huge sword up to his left hand… and the Drakkaren sheathed it with a cold grin, drawing his 

silver longsword again with his other hand as he ran towards the horse… but Gape vanished, 

instead leaving a pair of massive statues in his place with glass eyes and wooden, carved fur, 

both of them clad in tuxedos. They were both painted white, and from the bad shape, Zerrex 

guessed they were polar bears… and then both of them stomped forwards, pinwheeling their 

arms as sharp claws popped out of their hands. 

Zerrex leapt to the side… and the polar bear twins simply continued to crash onwards 

until both of them exploded and fell apart in a pile of cogs and wooden splinters. These quickly 

vanished, and Gape reappeared, suspended in midair by puppet string hanging from a massive 

wooden cross floating in the sky.  

He began to twist back and forth, almost dancing… and Zerrex watched as badly-made 

straw puppets of the horse rose up from the darkness all around them, all of them with different 

expressions pasted on his muzzle. The Drakkaren cursed, then charged towards the real Gape 

even as he floated away, slashing apart puppets in bursts of straw and bugs as he passed. 

Five of them crowded together in front of the Drakkaren… and a moment later they 

exploded and a gigantic centipede shot at the reptile instead, roaring from a circular set of jaws 



that caused Zerrex to do a double-take before he went into a slide as the huge bug floated over 

his head, and then he cursed as the spiked tail of the bug snapped down and knocked him flat on 

his back. 

The Drakkaren shook his head quickly, shivering a bit… and immediately the scarecrow-

bug-dolls encircled him, all of them shuddering violently as they reached down towards the 

reptile and began to shiver out slugs and spiders that hailed down towards the Drakkaren. 

Zerrex cursed in disgust and created a flat shield of energy, the bugs dropping onto it and 

wandering stupidly around before the shield curled into a tight sphere filled with the ugly 

vermin, the Drakkaren drawing his arm back before snapping the sphere towards Gape, shouting 

furiously: “Stop playing games!” 

The bug-ball hit Gape and exploded, and the horse screamed in terror, beginning to shake 

violently and tearing the puppet strings to fall to the ground… and Zerrex remembered a moment 

later that it wasn‟t the terrors of target he focused on, but his own. The reptile charged forwards, 

his eyes narrowing even as the dark world they were in flickered in and out of reality around 

them… and then he slid to a halt and lashed out with his thick-armored hand, seizing the edge of 

the horse‟s damaged armor and jerking hard. 

The breastplate tore off as bugs flew in every direction, and now ivy was curling up all 

around the demon as nightmare creatures stormed into the world, screaming beasts and howling 

monstrosities, and Zerrex stared down at Gape‟s torn-open, bloody chest and black, thudding 

heart… and as Gape leapt up, looking back and forth in terror and screaming in denial of his own 

abilities, the Drakkaren stabbed forwards with the silver longsword in his other hand. 

The nightmare world vanished the moment the blade pierced through Gape‟s heart, and 

the horse staggered backwards in shock, his socket eyes spurting a bit of blood and falling like 

tears over his face… and Zerrex released the sword as soldiers of Az‟Iriel stared in horror, before 

the horse turned around and fell to his knees. He released a long, brazen sob, the sword blade 

halfway out his back… and then the Drakkaren staggered backwards Gape vomited a massive 

blast of black smog out over the statue and the world beyond it, covering the courtyard in a cone 

of malignancy over forty feet long. 

The stone statue was torn apart by the dark energy, Gape‟s head twisting back and forth 

and sending the black smog streaming over the entire courtyard, demons screaming and fleeing 

in horror as the air reverberated with the terrible voices that had haunted Gape his entire life and 

the living nightmares he‟d experienced over and over from cradle to grave… and then finally the 

horse arched his back and slumped forwards, falling to the ground on his side as the back half of 

the silver sword fell out of his back, the front half already completely dissolved by the streams of 

dark smog rising up from Gape‟s body. 

Zerrex knelt down by Gape and rolled him onto his back, automatically moving to place 

his hands over his waist, and the horse struggled to look up at him even as his body began to 

slowly rot away, asking weakly: “Captain… Ravenlight… what are… what are you doing?” 

“You were a member of the Goth Legion… and we honor the deaths of our fellows.” 

Zerrex murmured in response, but he knew that Gape heard him over the screams of dying 

demons throughout the courtyard from the twitch in the horse‟s body. The Drakkaren reached 

down and squeezed his hands gently, adding in a quiet whisper: “I‟ve… I‟ve learned that holding 

on to hatred takes you nowhere in life. It can make you stronger… but ultimately it destroys you. 

Sleep now, Gape… let go of your fears…” 

“I was right… you freed me…” Gape murmured, and his head slowly lowered to the side 

as he panted hard for a few more moments, his body spasming… and then he relaxed, and his 



body dissolved slowly away to dark muck, the Drakkaren drawing back with a start as crazed 

laughter, screams of terror, and a single, weak sigh of relief soared up into the air from the dark 

ooze as Gape died. 

The Drakkaren took the time to stand and nod, not saluting: Ire, after all, had been the 

ones to warp Gape into this monstrosity he had become, and he wouldn‟t honor their cruel 

military or their selfish government any longer. It might sound like the right thing to do anyway, 

but death was death: the soldier who died didn‟t care whether or not they received a medal, and 

no one fighting for a cause should be doing so because of the reward at the end of the journey, 

unless it was only the reward of knowing that you had done what was right.  

He shook his head slowly, then opened his revolver and used the speed loader to reload, 

pulling it away and watching as six more silver bullets simply appeared back in place after a 

moment. The reptile shook his head with a faint smile, then he holstered the gun and put the 

speed loader away as his eyes traced over the remains of the courtyard. 

Most of the soldiers had fled, and those who hadn‟t didn‟t look like they were willing to 

put up a fight. When Zerrex flexed his warped, twisted arm, the one necromancer that was trying 

to rally a group of soldiers shrank quickly away, and the reptile instead strode quickly through 

the ruins of rotting ground and broken stone, avoiding the puddles of nightmare-made-liquid that 

Gape had vomited out before he‟d died. He walked quickly towards the largest set of double 

doors… but before he could reach them, a pair of minotaurs in full body armor threw them open 

and stomped out, ready to do battle. 

Zerrex rose his sword… and then he looked back and forth in surprise as portals opened 

on either side of him, and Queen Carmen and Lily stepped out of either one, the former raising a 

massive, barbed spear and thundering: “The head officer of this fortress has been slain! We‟re 

officially taking over here!” 

“Lady Majesty is still here, even if she is currently out-of-body…” one of the minotaurs 

snarled in return… and then he howled in pain as Carmen rose a hand and sent a bolt of white 

light slashing through the demon‟s arm. A moment later, said arm hit the ground and dissolved 

as electricity crackled over it, and the minotaur slumped to his knees, grasping at his missing arm 

and whispering: “Please… I… I surrender.” 

The other minotaur bowed as Lily rose her own glowing silver quarterstaff, bare of any 

extra adornment or rune… and then the minotaur quickly grabbed his partner and carried him off 

down the hall as Zerrex looked back and forth at both of the females, both dressed in full battle 

armor as he said softly: “You‟re putting yourselves in danger here, you-” 

“Well, fuck you too.” Carmen said mildly, then she reached out and shoved him lightly, 

the Amazon grinning widely at him from beneath her spiked helmet, and Zerrex snorted before 

blinking as Lily hugged him tightly around the neck and held him in place for Carmen to 

playfully punch him in the gut, causing Zerrex to wince. “But hey, look at this bod! All lithe and 

shit, not as big and bulky… fuck, that‟s pretty hot too, you know.” 

She winked, and Lily whispered to the Drakkaren: “Besides, it‟s not as if I‟m going to 

miss seeing my husband off and out of Hell… but rest assured, I‟ll be waiting for you when you 

get back, and then we fight together, instead of stupidly going it alone like both of us have done 

in the past.” 

Zerrex pulled free to gaze at her quietly, and he took one of her hands as she smiled 

faintly to him, before slipping a small, silver necklace out of her pocket. Zerrex tilted his head 

curiously, and she pressed it into his hand as she murmured gently: “This is my essence… it‟ll 

stop your body from being too drained in the mortal world so you can face Az‟Iriel on equal 



terms. Wear it… and take my staff. That sword on your back will be worthless on the mortal 

realm, since the demonic curse on it won‟t function properly, so I‟ll take it off you here.” 

“I like this sword, though.” Zerrex said touchily, but at a flat look from Lily, he smiled 

faintly and nodded, slipping the necklace on before he shrugged the sword off his back, handing 

it over to Lily and taking the solid staff instead. It was incredibly light in his hands, and made of 

that same metal the Princess could generate… and then the Drakkaren tilted his head curiously as 

Carmen grinned and held up a pair of rings, the reptile asking slowly: “What are those, more 

charms to keep me safe in the mortal realm?” 

“Sort of. But uh… they‟re nipple rings.” Carmen looked at him pointedly, and Zerrex 

stared before shaking his head vehemently, and she glowered at him, saying irritably: “You don‟t 

know unless you try! Hey, Lilith, do you mind taking a look around the Fortress and seeing what 

demons are just terrified and which are actually willing to serve?” 

Lily nodded, grimacing at the same time – although whether at Carmen‟s behavior or at 

the fact they might be inside an encampment dedicated entirely to Az‟Iriel Zerrex didn‟t know. 

On the other hand, the soldiers here didn‟t seem exactly happy with their boss… and the Demon 

Prince hadn‟t been in Hell for more years than Zerrex could count, meaning half of them 

probably didn‟t even know the already-faceless entity they were fighting for. But currently, 

Zerrex‟s big issue was now with Carmen, as he crossed his arms, before saying sourly: “You 

can‟t make me.” 

Carmen responded to this by poking both of his pectorals firmly, and two black nipples 

popped out, Zerrex looking horrified before squeaking as Carmen simply snapped the piercings 

into place, and the Drakkaren grabbed at his masculine breast with a groan of pain. He shot her a 

glare, but then stared as she licked her muzzle before teasingly, bringing her finger up to 

teasingly jerk at the ring not covered by one of his hands as she said playfully: “See, these are… 

pretty damn hot indeed. Plus with that nasty looking arm you got there, it looks pretty damn 

frickin‟ hot indeed, you know. So that makes you really fucking pretty damn frickin‟ hot.” 

“These don‟t actually have your essence or anything magical about them, do they?” 

Zerrex asked flatly, and Carmen coughed and looked away before the Drakkaren rolled his eyes, 

tapping the butt of the staff against the ground as he flexed his stony arm, trying to shrink it 

down a bit as he mumbled: “If you‟ll excuse me, I have actual business to attend to now… and 

I‟m too scared to remove them, don‟t worry about that.” 

“Good stuff.” Carmen turned towards Lily, then softened and added quietly: “She really 

loves you, you know.”  

Zerrex halted at the doorway, then he glanced down before looking over his shoulder 

with a faint smile, saying quietly: “Once before I doubted that… but tell her I love her, and I 

don‟t doubt her anymore, no matter what‟s happened in the past. I‟ll be back to see her… and to 

help her take down the Princess. I only hope we can find the High King or Queen, so this can all 

come to an end…” 

“I do too… but maybe it‟s our Lilith, huh? Wouldn‟t that be hot?” Carmen winked and 

grinned slightly, and Zerrex smiled a bit more in return before his eyes narrowed as several 

arrows shot over the walls of the fortress, all of them with red flags tied around the necks. 

Declarations of battle in Hell. Someone out there is on to us. “You two better escape or get ready 

for a hell of a fight.” 

“Believe me, we‟re prepared.” Carmen grinned coldly, and she stepped out towards the 

courtyard, spinning her spear around her body and then catching it across her shoulders as it 

glowed with white light, the Queen shouting: “Eternal Bastion, move on up!” 



Portals opened and demons flooded into the courtyard, and Zerrex smiled slightly before 

turning to walk inside the palace, not wanting to waste any more time. He decided his best bet 

was in following the blood trail the minotaur had left behind, the pole in one hand and his 

warped, clawed arm at the ready as he glanced back and forth, trying to ignore the fact he felt 

like a complete moron with the nipple rings in place… but at the same time, he smiled slightly. 

Carmen was a lot of things, but not stupid… and she always figured out some dumb way to 

lighten the mood when things got rough without pissing him off more than necessary. She really 

is related to Cherry… 

Zerrex turned through a pair of golden double doors, but soldiers in white armor only 

scattered at his approach, and several Dius in silk clothing shyly peered out at him from behind 

enormous pillars of white marble, ringed in gold. The floor beneath his feet was carpeted with a 

pattern of reds and blacks, depicting some mightly battle as the Drakkaren strode up a short 

flight of stairs to where several guards in white armor were standing, all of them holding 

enormous cleavers. 

They were trembling, though, and Zerrex narrowed his eyes, noting the skull-shaped 

helmets they were wearing and the rams horns curling out from these… before he lowered his 

guard and shrugged, smiling slightly. “I don‟t want to kill you.” 

“I… we… this is the Palace of Lord Az‟Iriel! P-Please turn and leave!” one of them 

stammered… and then the left guard fell to his knees and began to bawl loudly, and the center 

guard dropped his sword and laced his fingers together, the goat demon staring up at him and 

begging: “No more games, please! We… we don‟t know what to do, we can‟t fight… Az‟Iriel 

took all his real elites to the mortal realm, I‟m only two years old, I‟ve never seen a real fight… 

fuck, I was made by that stupid unicorn in the labs!” 

“What?” Zerrex looked down sharply at this, and then he asked coldly: “Where is this 

unicorn now… is his name…” Goddammit… “Uh… does his name start with a T?” 

“Tellis, yes!” The soldier looked up, trembling a bit. “He‟s… he‟s scheduled to escape to 

the mortal realm… they‟re going to do a full-out attack on Ire through a large-scale portal in a 

month or so and… please, I don‟t wanna die…” 

Zerrex nodded, saying quietly: “I can‟t say if you will or won‟t… but there‟s a powerful 

army that‟s rallied here and we‟re under attack by Az‟Iriel‟s loyal forces… or maybe just another 

group of poor individuals like you who‟ve been forced to become warriors, I don‟t know. Rally 

up your friends and tell them that Zerrex sent you to join them, and you‟ll stand a far better 

chance of survival than you do on your own here. But where‟s Tellis now? I need to know.” 

“Thank you, Lord Zerrex!” The demon dropped and groveled, and Zerrex made a bit of a 

face before the goat demon rose and pointed at the door to the right, saying shakily: “The 

moment the alarms sounded, he… he fled through there…” 

Zerrex nodded, then left wordlessly through the door, heading down a narrow hall and 

feeling disgust rise through his body. Not only creating life, but then using it in war games to 

cover up Az‟Iriel‟s true intentions… and possibly the Princess‟s, too. But the puzzle was still far 

from complete… there were still a few major missing pieces that needed to be roughly shoved in 

place. And a few extra pieces that need to be destroyed… 

The reptile emerged from the cement hall into an enormous metal corridor that was 

businesslike and cold, the complete opposite of the grandiose area Zerrex had just strode down. 

A shutter was at the far end of the huge room, and twenty or so feet to the reptile‟s right was a 

plated metal wall, while beneath his boots was first a thin metal, grated floor, and beneath that 

were stacks of massive, clear metal or magically-forged glass canisters filled with bubbling blue 



plasma, moving slowly down a conveyor belt and into a machine that was sealing steel lids over 

them. 

Tellis looked up from where he was standing with a Dragokkaren in a white uniform and 

carrying a clipboard, and he motioned at the giant, red-scaled reptile, who mindlessly staggered 

off towards a computer terminal and entered a code. Zerrex leapt away from the door as it 

buzzed loudly, and a moment later a purple energy field began to glow over the doorway, a light 

above turning red as the unicorn said softly: “I thought we‟d meet again.” 

Tellis strode slowly towards the middle of the wide hall, and the Dragokkaren lumbered 

stupidly off to check on the other plasma containers that were all neatly labeled and sitting in 

small metal bases. Zerrex frowned as the unicorn pulled off his dress jacket before tossing it 

away, looking distastefully over the Drakkaren as he cracked his knuckles and stood in only his 

white silk dress shirt, black dress pants, and suede loafers. “There‟s no way you can survive here, 

Lord Zerrex… the room is completely sealed off and you can‟t hurt me, much less kill me.” 

“I can beat the crap out of you, though.” Zerrex responded mildly, and he started 

forwards as the unicorn snorted, the two standing fearlessly a foot from each other as the 

Drakkaren asked softly: “But what‟s with all this mess here? Last time I checked, plasma didn‟t 

exactly make for much use in anything.” 

“Unless you can harness its power in the form of a battery…” Tellis motioned to one of 

the nearby tanks with a cold smile, before he half-bowed to Zerrex. “But if you‟ll excuse me, I‟d 

like to put aside the pleasantries…” 

He rose, and Zerrex snorted as the unicorn tensed himself visibly. His emerald eyes 

narrowed as the stallion reared back, then dived forwards towards him… and Zerrex smashed the 

pole down into the back of Tellis‟s skull, knocking him flat to the ground and sending his face 

crashing into the metal grating before Zerrex stepped on his throat and shoved the pole into his 

chest, closing his eyes and concentrating as he muttered an exorcism under his breath. 

But Tellis only continued to squirm and flail beneath him before the Drakkaren was 

seized by the shoulders, and the huge Dragokkaren threw him to the ground before returning to 

the computer station mindlessly. Zerrex blinked a few times, and Tellis clambered to his knees 

before diving at him… but Zerrex drove both feet into his face with enough force to knock him 

flat on his back, the unicorn groaning loudly and staggering to his feet, resting against a 

container of plasma as he breathed hard and a bit of blood dripped off his features before his 

broken face quickly mended itself back into handsome perfection. “You can‟t kill me, Lord 

Zerrex… I‟m one of the few surviving invincibles, a reject of the Lost Gods that was sealed 

away until your foolish God disturbed my rest…” 

“Enough history for today.” Zerrex stepped forwards and shoved the butt of the pole into 

the unicorn‟s face, and Tellis staggered backwards with a grunt before two more hard stabs with 

the butt pounded against his chest, and then the reptile leapt forwards and seized the unicorn by 

the horn with his stony arm. Tellis yelped, then cursed when Zerrex slammed him hard into one 

of the plasma tanks before smashing him once, twice, thrice in the stomach with enough force to 

crack the tank behind him and rattle the others in their bases. 

Plasma began to leak out, and Tellis hissed, staggering away as Zerrex jumped 

backwards before the unicorn blinked stupidly as Zerrex seized him by the arm and spun him 

around, then used the pole to slam him face-first into the tank. The magical glass wall shattered, 

and the unicorn fell forwards over the broken hole, gargling and screaming, flailing desperately 

as the Drakkaren held him in place with the metal pole. 



Blue plasma flowed down the walls of the tank and over the metal grating, melting and 

eating through it rapidly as it spread towards Zerrex, the reptile wincing, then drawing quickly 

away as the Dragokkaren lumbed towards him. It stepped dumbly onto the floor that had already 

been melted by the plasma, and a moment later the grating collapsed and the Dragokkaren fell 

into one of the open plasma vats before, overturning it as the coveyor snapped and alarms began 

to blare from the damage to the machinery. 

Tellis finally threw himself free, landing on the grating that hadn‟t been seared, and he 

vomited plasma over the metal floor in front of himself, gagging and gargling in what looked 

like intense agony as Zerrex watched closely. His wounds were healing, and despite the fact 

steam and smoke was rising from his smoldering garments and clothing, the creature seemed to 

be in a different sort of pain as his body trembled and shuddered… and then he vomited again, 

this time a mix of black bile, blood, and plasma… and the reptile snorted before walking over to 

the unicorn and jerking him up by the back of the neck, wincing at the heat radiating off his body 

as he said coldly and stepped past him, raising his warped arm: “You don‟t look so good after 

all!” 

Tellis snarled up at him, then stared as Zerrex‟s stony hand clenched and turned into a 

crude ball, thorns popping out of this before the reptile hammered the unicorn with a hard swing, 

Tellis barely managing to bring his arms up in time to absorb some of the blow as he flew 

backwards and crashed through the damaged flooring behind him to land on the broken conveyor 

below. Zerrex snorted, and then the rough ball twisted back into a clawed hand covered in sharp 

thorns, the Drakkaren flexing his fingers before he stormed forwards and leapt down through the 

hole in the flooring. 

He landed on a burnt-out section of conveyor, the pole resting on his shoulder and Tellis 

already vanished from sight… and then Zerrex stared as the vat of plasma in front of him began 

to tip over, and the reptile dived off the conveyor, landing on cement beside a large machine in a 

misjudged roll that sent him skidding on his stomach. He winced at the surprising tang of pain 

over his nipples, wondering how the hell Cherry could put up with what she‟d used to in the 

Legion, and then Tellis ran to another vat of plasma and began to shove it over, the reptile 

immediately running past the large container. 

The unicorn half made it, then had another violent coughing fit, falling to his knees with a 

curse before looking up with watering eyes over the floor on either side of the ten foot high, 

multiple-laned conveyor… and then a tentacle snapped around his neck and Zerrex jerked him 

hard backwards, Tellis sprawling on the ground in front of the Drakkaren before Zerrex jerked 

him up to his feet and shoved him back against one of the large containers of plasma. “What the 

hell do you want, Tellis? What are you even fighting for, this isn‟t your war… this is no one‟s 

war, just a sick demonic game!” 

“I want to watch the chaos!” Tellis snarled in return, kicking weakly and uselessly at one 

of Zerrex‟s shins before he grinned widely, then coughed hard as he rasped: “No one can kill 

me… and I‟d rather see everyone miserable and groveling beneath me than help them… I can 

outlast anyone, anything, anywhere… and you can‟t stop me!” 

“Then I have to kill you, huh?” Zerrex snorted, then he looked away before raising a foot 

and lowering it on a platform of energy, grabbing Tellis by the throat at the same time and 

holding him up above his head with a look of disgust. Tellis looked back, kicking and flailing, 

almost managing to slip from Zerrex‟s grip… but the reptile batted him hard on the head with his 

pole before throwing him over his shoulder, and the unicorn stared as Zerrex created his own 

staircase out of floating platforms of energy, until they stood on a last platform that was 



positioned just over the lip of the container of plasma. “Goodbye, Duke Tellis. I‟m afraid none of 

us are completely invincible.” 

The reptile slung Tellis down into the plasma, then shoved him deep into the container 

using the metal pole, the plasma bubbling and flowing around it but not eating at the strange steel 

as it glowed blue with Zerrex‟s own energies, and the unicorn screamed uselessly into the plasma 

as it ate at his body, filled his lungs… and despite his form restoring itself as fast the plasma 

could eat away at him, the unicorn began to twist and spasm from where he was pinned under the 

pole, mouthing wordlessly as his eyes bulged and his limbs spasmed violently… and a few 

moments later, Tellis slowly began to relax, a bit of blood rolling out of his mouth as he floated 

silently under the surface of the water, drowned, suffocated on the glowing blue liquid. 

Zerrex drew the weapon back, dropping the shield of energy around the pole and 

spinning it absently to get rid of any loose droplets before he jumped down to the conveyor, 

glancing over his shoulder and watching as Tellis‟s corpse slowly burned away to nothingness 

inside the vat. He shook his head a bit, then leapt down to the side lane and headed for a pair of 

plain-looking double doors at the back. 

The rusted metal doors led out to a small garden that was littered with dead corpses of 

mindless Dragokkaren slaves and soldier demons… and the reptile glanced around the tiny area 

before looking towards the red brick walls of the Palace and the windows at least sixty feet 

above. Zerrex made a face as he put the pole on his back and concentrated, using his energy to 

bind it against him before he felt out the edges of the brick and mumbled as he looked at his 

stony, warped arm: “Time for you to prove just how valuable you are.” 

The reptile concentrated, wincing as his fingers bound together into two massive hooks 

and his thumb lengthened and grew into a matching claw… and the Drakkaren slammed this into 

the wall before forcing the toes of his boots to rest against the small crevices available here and 

there in the brick. Zerrex reached his other hand up, cursing as his claws slipped a bit against the 

wall before he found a narrow crack, and the lizard swung his twisted arm up, ripping a handhold 

into the stone and using that to pull himself up. 

It was much harder going than the other wall… but at least this time, Zerrex was able to 

climb up onto the sill without a problem, and he peered at the empty, carpet-lined hallway 

beneath before drawing his twisted arm back… and then he made a face as common sense finally 

argued its way forwards and he simply pushed the swinging window inwards, jumping into the 

hallway and looking back and forth. He pulled the pole off his back, then he looked first towards 

the stairs leading down into the Palace and then over to the oak, embossed double doors leading 

into a large tower separate from the area, and he headed towards this instead. 

He pushed them open and stepped into a large, octagonal room with pink wallpaper 

covered with designs of roses and black flowers, and a large, dome-shaped ceiling, with a single 

door leading out of the area… and Zerrex frowned a bit at the center of the room, where a 

leopard was sleeping inside a gold and blue casket… and then a soothing, powerful voice said 

gently: “I‟m afraid Lady Majesty is sleeping right now, Lord Zerrex… but believe me, I think I 

could take care of you just fine…” 

Zerrex glanced slowly to the side… and a chill ran through him as a beautiful Drakkaren 

strolled towards him, her body covered in taut and lustrous purple scales, her form athletic and 

toned, lithe but full of graceful, undeniable power. The eyes that burned out of her ensnaring 

features were such a burning azure that they made Zerrex‟s heart beat faster with only a single 

seductive look, and around her neck was a tight black collar with a large red gemstone inset 



inside of it… undoubtedly a Heartstone of some kind, to increase the already-terrifying powers 

radiating off Beatrice Blossom. 

She was clad in a gold and white loincloth that hung from a taunt belt, and over her hips 

he could see the black cord of a very tight-g-string… and over her breasts was a plain cloth wrap 

of gold and white. Hanging loosely from one hand was a metal hoop, and she smiled teasingly as 

she walked fearlessly up to Zerrex and stroked down his muzzle, breathing a bit harder as her 

hand made its way down to her chest, pressing firmly against his powerful breast as she 

whispered: “You‟re just like me… confused… lost… in need of love but even more 

understanding… and at worst, a good fuck and someone to tell you what to do… but you‟re so 

lonely at the top of the mountain, aren‟t you? Why don‟t you let me be your lover, your mother, 

your sex-toy… I can do a much better job than the whore-spawn I produced, believe you me… 

and I‟m so beautiful, am I not?” 

Beatrice stepped backwards, sliding her hands over her body as her eyes glowed blue… 

and Zerrex felt his legs growing weak as she seduced him with terrible ease, a bit of drool 

dripping from the Drakkaren‟s mouth before he cursed and did his best to reign himself in… but 

she was powerful and experienced, far more than he was… 

He fell to his knees, breathing a bit harder before he clenched his eyes shut and leaned 

down, and he whispered: “I love Cherry…” 

“And I loved her, too.” Beatrice dropped to her knees, smiling softly as she put the hoop 

aside and took Zerrex‟s face into her hands, before she whispered gently: “Put your weapon 

aside… I didn‟t come here to fight you. I came here to fuck you… Incarnation and Incarnation 

alike. This world is rife with sin and perfect for our life… and you are the strongest demon I 

have met yet, superior even to Lord Az‟Iriel… but more importantly, I see you‟ll fulfill my 

needs…” Beatrice licked her muzzle slowly. “And that is far more important to me… besides… I 

can be the mother figure you so desperately long for in all your incestual fantasies…” 

“Take your filthy hands off my son.” snarled a voice, and Zerrex looked up in surprise as 

the energy in the room changed, the blue torches that lit it turning to black flames as Celestial 

Narrius slowly strode up behind Zerrex. At first, Beatrice looked at her with disdain… but when 

her eyes glowed red and her hands turned white and skeletal, the Incarnation leapt backwards as 

Celestial whispered: “We need to have ourselves a little „girl-talk,‟ mother-to-mother, I think, 

Beatrice.” 

The Incarnation snarled, snapping her hand out and creating another metal hoop as the 

other flew automatically to her free hand, and they both burst into blue flames before Celestial 

said softly: “Psychic and magic tricks don‟t work on me.” 

Beatrice simply snorted and snapped both hoops towards Celestial as she stepped 

forwards past Zerrex, and Celestial caught both of the hoops and tossed them aside, Beatrice 

looking horrified before Celestial said absently over her shoulder: “I‟ll be right back, Zerrex. 

Don‟t go anywhere.” 

She snapped her fingers, and dark lightning shot over both herself and Beatrice before 

they both simply vanished, leaving Zerrex alone with Majesty‟s sleeping body. The reptile 

climbed to his feet, looking back and forth stupidly and wondering what the hell had just 

happened before he walked over to Majesty‟s comatose body, looking down at her and poking 

her blanketed body carefully before frowning a bit and rubbing at his muzzle slowly, murmuring: 

“It feels so cheap… but… how do I do this again…” 

After a moment, Zerrex simply glanced at his warped arm, and then he shrugged and 

concentrated, and his fingers melted together and lengthened into a long blade. He drew his back, 



taking a long, deep breath, then made a face before simply plunging downwards as hard as he 

could. 

 

“-And so I urge the senate to vote yes on the decision to attack Hez‟Ranna, as they have 

once more refused to cooperate with our investigations and have refused to release potentially-

necessary information on the Black Holes, of which we still know too little on.” Majesty said 

coldly, through the features of Vladimar Himmler, the aged, grey-furred dog looking back and 

forth. Many of the other senators nodded, and Majesty smiled through his gnarled features, 

adding easily: “Besides, I‟m sure none of us have forgotten about exactly what Hez‟Ranna has 

done to us in the past, and I‟m sure all are-” 

Majesty paused, tilting her head oddly… and then she clutched at her chest, Himmler‟s 

eyes turning from chestnut to burning blue before she clenched them shut, cursing and falling to 

his knees in the middle of the massive senate hall. Murmurs of dissent and concern went through 

the room, and then Majesty let out a loud groan of pain and slumped to the ground, panting hard 

as her eyes opened and she forced herself to recede into Himmler‟s mind for the moment. She 

looked back and forth in the husky‟s body, then swallowed and slowly forced himself up to his 

feet, breathing harder and whispering: “Not… not possible…” 

“Sir?” asked a security guard, ducking down to the central terminal, and then he stared as 

Majesty looked up into his eyes and he saw the flash of sapphire, before he staggered backwards 

and yelled: “I need help, help! The War Leader‟s under demonic attack!” 

“No, wait!” Majesty forced Vladimar‟s body up to his feet, breathing hard and unable to 

stop her eyes from glowing through the pain, staggering forwards and sending the unpossessed 

senators into a panic as soldiers stormed in and the whine of psychic suppressors began to echo 

through the building. No, no, no, my body‟s been destroyed, there must have been an attack, the 

castle may lay in ruins by now with how fast time passes…  

But it was already too late, as soldiers took aim at Majesty with all manner of weapon 

and rifle, and heavily-armored troops carrying portable psychic suppressors on their backs waded 

towards the canid… and Majesty closed her eyes and whispered: “I wasn‟t supposed to die like 

this…” 

 

Back in Hell, Zerrex had torn her corpse apart and set it on fire, making a face as he 

watched the dismembered body burn, the blood slowly vanishing from his twisted arm as it was 

absorbed into his body. He didn‟t like what he‟d had to do, but on the other hand… it had been 

necessary to make sure that Majesty couldn‟t flee to anywhere. Now she was just a spirit without 

a body to return to… and her spirit wouldn‟t last long in the mortal realm or floating around Hell 

pointlessly. 

The reptile turned to leave the room… and then Beatrice was smashed through one of the 

walls, the lizard staggering and covering his face as the bloodsoaked female immediately created 

a portal and scrabbled through it before a demonic, corrupt Celestial smashed through the hole 

she had torn in the wall, her bony claws flexing as she floated above the ground and barked: 

“Where did she go?” 

“Through a portal.” Zerrex said slowly, and Celestial let out a roar of rage before clawing 

out a chunk of the ceiling, the reptile staggering backwards towards the door before a chill ran 

through him as Celestial‟s red eyes settled on his body. 

“You shouldn‟t‟ve let her escape…” she hissed, and her eyes burned with hate and 

fury… and Zerrex immediately leapt backwards through the open double doors, slamming them 



behind himself before he turned and bolted down the hallway. Behind him, Celestial let out a 

scream of rage that was only slightly muffled by the door before she charged, and both doors 

were knocked off their hinges, the female‟s claws launching towards Zerrex and narrowly 

missing him as flames and force blasted apart the hallway behind her from the sheer evil of her 

passage. 

The reptile leapt down the stairs and grunted as his butt bounced off the last few steps, 

propelling himself forwards and pinwheeling his arms as he staggered forwards and covered his 

face, ramming through another pair of double doors at the end of the hallway. Celestial followed, 

diving and pausing for a moment before launching herself forwards, and both the doors were 

shattered into splinters as she flew into the wide room Zerrex found himself inside, part of the 

balcony collapsing as a blast of dark energy and fire followed her out of the hallway. She looked 

back and forth furiously, then spotted Zerrex running along the balcony and heading for another 

set of doors before she paused and glanced up, whispering: “There you are…” 

Celestial shot upwards like a bullet, crashing through the rooftop as Zerrex skidded to a 

halt, watching as cracks spread through the ceiling and he slowed down, panting quietly and 

relaxing a bit as several demon soldiers ran past him in terror. He shook his head a bit, then 

rested against the railing of the balcony, looking out over the deep, wide hall far beneath him 

before making a face and muttering: “This place is insane… and goddammit, Celestial…” 

He shook his head slowly, then turned around and strode towards the golden double 

doors he‟d spotted from earlier, but they were locked. The Drakkaren took care of this with a 

hard foot to middle of the doors, knocking them open… and then Zerrex strolled through, 

glancing back and forth curiously as he flexed his stony arm a bit, forcing it to shrink down: it 

seemed every time he was excited, it ended up getting larger and nastier. 

The reptile could faintly hear the sounds of the fighting outside getting louder, and part of 

him wanted to retreat… but then he froze as his eyes settled on not a Black Hole, but a silver, 

rune-inscribed archway filled with crackling dark energy: a portal. He stepped slowly towards 

this, breathing a bit harder as a chill ran through his body, and then he snorted as two enormous 

golems of stone stepped towards him, both carved out to resemble their master Az‟Iriel as he 

said quietly: “Like you two can stop me.” 

One of the golems charged forwards as the other stayed back to guard the portal, and the 

Drakkaren shoved the pole down into the ground and launched himself into the air, kicking both 

feet out to smash it in the chest and knock it staggering backwards. He spun the weapon around 

his body as he landed, then smashed the pole hard down into the skull of the creature, shattering 

the stone head into fragments before the reptile spun around and knocked one of its feet out from 

under it, sending chunks of grey rock flying in all directions as it fell over. 

Zerrex could see cracked white bone beneath where he‟d struck, and the reptile made a 

disgusted face: a Forbidden Art, using a demon‟s corpse to form a more-powerful, more-

intelligent golem, and forcing its spirit into servitude forever… or at least until the golem was 

destroyed. The reptile waited for the golem to begin to climb to its feet… and then the Drakkaren 

stabbed forwards into the skull with the metal pole and closed his eyes, channeling a blast of 

energy down into the golem. 

The outer, rocky shell of the twenty foot stone beast cracked… and then it simply 

crumbled away to pieces as Zerrex drew back, most of the corpse inside destroyed and the 

connection with the guiding spirit shattered. The reptile tossed a look at the other golem, but it 

stood firmly in front of the portal… and Zerrex made a face of disgust before creating a sphere of 

energy and throwing it hard at the golem‟s face. 



It collided and exploded, blowing most of its head off, and it swayed backwards before 

throwing itself forwards, falling flat and crashing to the ground on its stomach as Zerrex ran 

forwards and leapt over its back, before he threw himself at the portal. 

He was flung through darkness and madness, getting a sense of sick vertigo before he 

was thrown out a Black Hole on the other side, the reptile flying forwards to crash onto his 

stomach and slide several feet… and then the reptile blinked stupidly a few times as he looked 

back and forth at the gaping demons, a minotaur dropping his mug of ale as a platoon of swamp 

spines nearby halted in their exercises to gape at him… and Zerrex slowly climbed to his feet, 

looking back and forth owlishly before rubbing the back of his head, clearing his throat. “So hi 

there, everyone. Az‟Iriel‟s fortress has been captured on the other side, so if you don‟t mind 

giving up so I could just skip the whole „killing-you‟ part…” 

The demons all drew weapons and snarled, several mages shouting incantations that 

awoke the half-constructed golems and Eye Constructs nearby, and Zerrex nodded, rubbing 

morbidly at his face as he muttered: “I didn‟t think so.” 

Ten minutes later, Zerrex was walking out of the mouth of the cave, absently wiping 

blood off his chest. The encampment had been small and leaderless, since they had been taking 

most of their orders direct from troops sent out of Hell every few thousand years… and their 

only real order had been to keep the Black Hole a secret for as long as possible, so after a dozen 

or so were killed, the rest of the demons had quickly retreated for the dimensional tear. 

Now he stood on the high cliffs overlooking the world, and he took a long breath, his 

eyes closed as a shiver ran through his body… before he hugged himself and looked down. 

Above him was a monastery, and below him a beautiful forest… and the sky was so dark, so 

blue… 

He shivered again, then glanced to the side and tried to create a portal… but he frowned 

at how hard it was. The Drakkaren concentrated harder, but it still refused to open… and the 

reptile finally gave a grunt of disgust before looking out towards the far distance, where he could 

faintly see a smoking city. He shook his head a bit, then stared up at the sky before whispering: 

“Give me strength, huh? I… don‟t even know where I am.” 

Zerrex leapt into the air off the clifftop, and his wings pushed out of his back before 

flapping hard, and he went into a steep dive before twisting his body upwards and flying 

skywards. He closed his eyes as he soared into the air, his wings becoming more solid as he flew 

towards the city in the distance. 

It was only a short ten minutes, and the Drakkaren landed on the roof of a skyscraper as 

he glanced back and forth over the wreckage of the city beneath him, watching as some sort of 

massive tank rolled slowly through the wreckage, followed by a trail of survivors both mortal 

and demon. It was hideous, the destruction that had undergone the world since he‟d been gone… 

and Zerrex closed his eyes before letting his instincts guide him, leaping back to the sky as his 

wings flapped hard and he trusted his inner senses to guide himself in the right direction. 

Something tells me this is Lailland, not Ire… but I can make it. I can feel the energy in the air 

around me, and it makes me stronger somehow, I don‟t know how… Gods, I‟m… I‟m back 

home… I can make it… 

 

Reia cursed under her breath as she backstepped between the broken wreckage of a car, 

snarling as she opened up with full automatic from the submachine gun, the stock resting against 

her shoulder as bullets blazed into the stomach of the ugly gold-and-black monstrosity charging 



her. It groaned and hissed, but continued to waddle forwards even as bullets pounded into it, 

before it finally fell forwards with a long moan of pain just as the gun clicked on empty. 

The dragoness winced and threw the gun down, and then her eyes widened and she 

looked over her shoulder as a goat demon charged towards her, before it lashed down with a 

rusted axe that bit into her arm… but a moment later the weapon halted, Reia snarling in pain as 

blood leaked down her scales, the axe wedged into the suddenly-steel-like scales as the goat 

stared in surprise, before the female aimed the .45 holstered at her side backwards and pulled the 

trigger. 

It blasted a hole in the bottom of the old holster and fired a bullet into the crotch of the 

goat, who dropped the axe and staggered backwards with a whine, and Reia snapped a foot 

backwards into the demon‟s gut before spinning around and smashing her elbow into the back of 

its skull. It fell flat, and Reia fired two bullets into it with a furious growl. Her eyes snapped up 

as she heard more hooves on pavement, and she rose the gun towards the minotaurs charging at 

her, firing three rounds into the chest of the first before she followed up with another bullet to the 

head of the second, and it fell forwards on its face with a long groan of pain. 

She slumped, panting hard and looking back and forth, feeling a mix of anger and sorrow 

and hate she didn‟t want to feel as she spun around in a circle anxiously. Her heart was thudding 

too fast in her chest, and she only had one clip of .45 ammo left… her 9mm just didn‟t pack 

enough of a kick to make sure that some of the larger demons stayed down. She ejected the clip 

and counted the bullets that remained in it shakily, but her arm was throbbing with pain… and 

she already had plenty of other bruises from tangling too close with too many demons. 

She didn‟t know why she didn‟t leave the city, like everyone else with a brain… but at 

the same time she did. This was her city, and no one was driving her out of it, for one thing… 

and a more-hidden reason was that she wanted to make sure the people she knew she could help, 

she did… but lowest of all in her gut, she wanted to hurt the demons for hurting her. They had 

killed countless civilians… and they had taken people from her who couldn‟t be replaced… I 

won‟t think about that, I won‟t… stop it, Reia… fuck, why do people have to care about other 

people…  

Reia closed her eyes, fumbling to slap the clip back into place… but before she could 

cock the gun and load a bullet into place, she saw the minotaur‟s shadow fall over her, the 

dragoness cursing herself for being caught off guard a second time in so few minutes as she leapt 

away from the snarling demon raising its bardiche… and then a tentacle snapped around its neck 

and jerked briskly to the side, and its body fell limp before beginning to immediately rot as the 

tentacle slid quickly away and back to its owner. 

The female pulled the slide back and rose the .45… then trembled and stared as a figure 

walked slowly towards her, a pole resting on his shoulder, his body scarred and damaged, and a 

pair of white angel wings glowing behind him. His body was much lither than she‟d 

remembered, toned and attractive, and a pair of rings that gave her a faint, odd thrill hung from 

his nipples, of all things… but one of his arms had become a warped, spiked mess of stone and 

metallic plates, pulsing slowly with energy. The wings faded from behind him as he continued to 

stride forwards, his long hair falling around his face, a double set of bull and ram‟s horns 

pushing out of his skull as his emerald eyes glowed… and Reia felt another thrill roll through her 

body before Zerrex‟s eyes flicked upwards and he leapt forwards. 

At the same time, Reia rose her .45, and she fired two rounds into a Plasmid as Zerrex 

crashed down behind her on top of a Nightmare that had been sneaking up on Reia, and for a 

moment the streets were cleared as the two turned towards each other. Reia immediately grasped 



his side as she looked up into his eyes, and Zerrex grasped her shoulder as his warped, twisted 

arm slowly locked together and returned to a normal limb. “Is that… really you, Zer?” 

“It really is.” Zerrex nodded slowly, and then the two embraced tightly, the Drakkaren 

closing his eyes as he held her close. She let go and fidgeted a bit, but the reptile was strong and 

kept her close, muttering: “Stop it. It‟s been probably a few months for you… and a quarter of a 

million years for me. I‟m holding on to you for a little while whether you like it or not.” 

“Then you shouldn‟t‟ve gone and gotten mixed up with whatever the hell you did.” Reia 

mumbled, but she lowered her head against him, breathing quietly against his chest and grasping 

his sides, blushing a bit against him as she listened to the beat of his heart and felt the heat off his 

body. This doesn‟t feel… you know… stop it, stop it, stop it… “You promised me you‟d tell me 

everything when this is all over, you know.” 

“And I will, Reia.” Zerrex stepped back, sliding his hand up to stroke under her muzzle 

gently, and she smiled faintly up at him as he smiled back a bit in return, saying quietly: “I… I‟m 

glad to see you.” He paused, then touched the wound in her arm, Reia leaning away 

embarrassedly. “Looks like I‟m the one who should be lecturing you, though. You‟re lucky I 

stopped in here to… to see my girls.” 

“At least I didn‟t die.” Reia shot back, and then she turned away, feeling embarrassed and 

ashamed of herself as she tried to hide her eyes from the Drakkaren, but when he reached out and 

squeezed her shoulder, she turned around and looked up at him, losing her usual attitude as she 

asked quietly: “What are you doing here? How did you get out of Hell? You… you‟re not going 

to leave again, are you?” 

The Drakkaren shook his head a bit, and she felt a pit form in her stomach as he said 

quietly: “I‟m here to end the war… but afterwards, I have to go back to Hell. I‟m only out thanks 

to this…” The reptile paused to tap the golden armband he was wearing. “But if I stay out for too 

long, then they‟ll start sending out assassins and retrievers to either destroy me or drag me back 

down into the Pit. I have… business to take care of in there before I can finally return here…” 

Zerrex looked away for a few moments blankly, and then he shook his head and looked 

down at her, asking her with a hint of urgency showing through his calm voice: “But… have you 

seen my daughters? Marina, Cindy, Cherry… I… I‟ve been worried about them…” 

The reptile looked down in shame… and Reia frowned a bit before finally nodding, 

saying quietly: “Yeah, I ran into Cindy at the hospital… she… was getting medicine or 

something. The others were there, too, they were leaving for somewhere… I‟m sorry, I either 

don‟t remember where or they didn‟t say…” 

“Probably a safehouse…” Zerrex murmured, shaking his head slowly before looking 

down at her quietly. “You have to get out of here yourself, Reia. This war is far more 

complicated than I understand, yet I‟m the one who‟s supposed to have all the pieces.” He made 

a disgusted face, shaking his head a bit before squeezing her shoulder, glaring at her as she 

opened her mouth to argue. “Don‟t fight with me on this, the demons are either going to lay 

down their arms or go berserk, either way you won‟t want to be here when things go down the 

drain. There‟s a safehouse in the abandoned mines, my daughters may have gone there… 

besides, you can take my motorcycle.” 

Zerrex laughed a bit, shaking his head slowly as he murmured: “Assuming it‟s still there, 

of course… but you‟ve done all you can here. It‟s been… what… how long since I‟ve been 

gone?” 

“Three months and some, I heard last.” Reia said quietly, and the two looked at each 

other for a few awkward moments before stepping apart, Reia rubbing the back of her head and a 



faint blush she worked hard to fight down creeping over the ivory scales of her body as Zerrex 

looked away and cleared his throat a bit, before she finally mumbled, if only to end the 

conversation: “Fine, though… I‟ll… I‟ll get out of the city. I was just thinking of doing that 

anyway.” 

“Right.” Zerrex smiled slightly, and Reia half-glared at him before holding up a hand as 

Zerrex turned away, then immediately cursing herself for it as the Drakkaren looked over his 

shoulder at her. “What?” 

“Good luck.” Reia muttered finally, and Zerrex nodded to her before the reptile spread 

his wings and leapt into the air. For a moment, he hovered, looking down at her as she stared up 

after him… and then he turned and flew off into the sky as she added in a near-silent voice: “And 

this time… please… make it back.” 

It had been hours and hours of flying, and Zerrex had felt both sore and tired, noting how 

fatigue seemed to creep up faster in the mortal world… and he felt both self-loathing and calm 

assuredness with the way he‟d just handled things. On the one hand, he wanted to escort Reia 

himself to the safehouse himself… but on the other, he knew that she‟d act pissed about it no 

matter how secretly-glad she might be for his company, and he knew that if his family was 

there… he might never have left. As it is, it was a mistake to stop at home… but… a good one, at 

least. I was able to see Reia and give her a hand… and Gods, I just want to swoop back down, 

cradle her against my body and… do stuff for her and to her, but… Gods, I can‟t. I care about 

her, I‟m so damned glad to see her, but I can‟t stop now. There are… bigger matters at hand 

than me in the world. 

You‟re so cute. Ravenlight said in a disgusted voice, but he grunted in agreement 

nonetheless in his head. Don‟t let this be a replay of last time, huh? 

“Believe me, it won‟t…” Zerrex muttered, as his powerful wings propelled himself 

towards the Row of Skulls, before he tilted his head and asked himself mildly: “By the way, why 

are you the only voice I ever hear in my head?” 

Because I‟m the only voice who ever bothers appealing to your better reason. Ravenlight 

grumbled, and the Drakkaren frowned a bit as Ravenlight shrugged in his brain. The Dark One 

hides until he finds a weak moment, Good sits around on his lazy ass and only gets upset when 

you kill someone for whatever stupid reason, and Cold only cares that you continue to exist… 

I‟m the only one who remembers the past clearly anymore. 

“Wonderful.” Zerrex muttered, and then he was silent as he continued his journey… but 

less than an hour later, the reptile was slowly settling down upon a small hill at one end of a 

field, an entire army massed between him and the fortress in the distance, which had been 

repaired and was now glowing with terrible power. Above them, the sky had become a scarred 

red, with floating black clouds of dark energy circling… and the reptile gritted his teeth as he 

stared out over the challenge ahead of him. 

The army was being marshaled by Gigataurs in full battle armor, and terrible pterodactyls 

from Hell circled above, with enormous wingspans and long legs with hooked claws, their 

pointed beaks covered in small barbs… and Zerrex shook his head slowly as he murmured 

quietly: “Life, death, and everything in between… everything I‟ve gone through centers around 

here… and I‟m about to come face-to-face with the demon that brought me there. In perhaps 

minutes, perhaps hours, once more I‟ll be fighting Az‟Iriel…” 

Enough of a fucking pep talk, let‟s move before they spot you! Clear a path through the 

crowd and get ready, because it won‟t be conscripts inside there… it‟s going to be the Warlord‟s 

Elite. Ravenlight muttered irritably in his head, and Zerrex smiled a bit to himself as he got a 



vision of the irritable – well, more irritable – version of himself holding up a pirate style map 

with his location marked in a big circle and the castle marked with a big X, a dotted white line 

connecting these two things. What the fuck‟s your problem? 

“And you call me cute.” Zerrex murmured, but before Ravenlight could throw a temper-

tantrum in his head, the Drakkaren took a deep breath and cleared his mind. And a moment later, 

the reptile was charging down the hill towards the field, body tensed and ready to tear his way 

through an entire demon army in order to get to his objective. Here I come, Az‟Iriel… 

Zerrex sprinted forwards, the pole over one shoulder and his warped arm held out to one 

side as he ran as fast as he could force his body to move, covering the distance in an incredibly-

short time as demons pointed at him and yelled, but the Gigataur only shouted for them to get 

back in line and position before he began to turn around… and Zerrex charged straight up the 

gigantic demon‟s back, kicking off his head with enough force to send him staggering forwards 

and crashing down into the middle of his own column of soldiers. 

The Drakkaren landed more than twenty feet  away, slamming his twisted arm into the 

ground and sending out a shockwave of energy that knocked demons hurtling away in all 

directions… and Zerrex stared for a moment at the effectiveness of the tactic, as even the 

Gigataur was sent bouncing backwards a few feet with a surprised yelp. He looked down at his 

corrupt hand, then grinned slowly as he whispered: “Right… natural abilities are suppressed in 

Hell. So that means…” 

The reptile paused as several Nightmares charged him with long spears, and the 

Drakkaren ignored them, regaining his senses and running forwards instead to slash his stony 

hand out and send several enemies hurtling away before he spun around, at the same time 

revolving his pole behind him and ducking down to windmill the silvery metal pole through the 

enemies that stood in his way, knocking demon soldiers stumbling backwards before the 

Drakkaren caught the end of his own weapon and spun around with it in a wide circle. Demon 

soldiers were mown down like corn, several flying through the air with screams of pain before 

the reptile glared at a demon charging him with a long lance, and dark lightning tore over the 

Nightmare‟s body before it screamed and simply exploded in a blast of dark smoke and crackling 

energy. 

Soldiers began to flee, some of them screaming in horror as white-armored, much-larger 

soldiers began to charge forwards through the lines of conscripts, along with Masters with their 

blessed silver longswords, and Zerrex snorted before shoving the pole down into the ground and 

vaulting into the air, flying over several demons. He landed on the shield of Master as it 

instinctively ducked and brought it up, and the reptile paused before leaping away as a Cyclops 

swung a battle hammer at him, and the weapon clanged off the shield instead and knocked the 

Master down. 

Zerrex landed on top of a skeletal archer in white armor, knocking it into several pieces 

before he cursed as a bearded axe bit through his arm, staggering to the side as other soldiers 

leapt towards him. Several swords stabbed into the reptile‟s corrupt arm, but only the silver blade 

survived, bouncing off  it as the other weapons snapped and Zerrex‟s arm began to pulse with red 

light through the cracks beneath it, the Drakkaren slashing his arm out in return as he clenched 

his fist tight. A moment later, it bulged and twisted together, becoming a rocky sphere that 

several large spikes popped out of, and several demons scampered away as Zerrex scanned the 

crowd with his eyes burning, roaring: “Get out of the way!” 

His emerald eyes glowed, and several of the larger, white-armored demons staggered 

backwards before collapsing, while Masters and conscripts ran screaming… and Zerrex snorted, 



giving chase behind them as they knocked several other demons over. The reptile paused a 

moment later, however, as red runes began to circle down his rocky arm and it started to melt 

away… and the reptile‟s gaze shot back and forth as he absently swung the spiked ball still on 

the end of his rotting arm into the face of a demon that charged him. 

It didn‟t hurt, which meant it was either an illusion or a seal… either way, he didn‟t have 

the time to deal with it indirectly. His eyes settled on several mages after a moment, standing on 

the other side of the army group he had almost passed through, and the reptile muttered a spell 

before stomping hard down into the ground even as the soldiers around him charged towards 

him. 

The earth rumbled, then cracked around him and began to shoot up, the earthquake that 

thundered through the ground causing even Zerrex to stare and stagger as demons flailed for 

balance, and the runes encircling his arm hesitated before beginning to withdraw. Zerrex took the 

chance to curse under his breath before creating a sphere of energy, and he threw this down into 

the ground directly at his feet, a blast of blue force knocking up a cloud of dust and grass. 

Soldiers stared in confusion as they continued to fight for balance through the shaking 

earth… and then the reptile shot out of the cloud like a rocket, his wings glowing brightly as 

soldiers stabbed at him uselessly, the Drakkaren flying over their heads before he flipped as he 

landed at the edge of the arched bridge leading into the fortress, and he simply walked forwards 

as a pair of draconic guards in white armor stepped towards him, swinging his wings into them 

as he passed to knock them both down into the deep moat. His wings faded out as he crossed the 

small bridge quickly, wincing as he glanced over his shoulder and saw the entire army charging 

towards him, a group of demons almost at the foot of the bridge already… 

Silver wire appeared out of nowhere, crisscrossing to form a net before it flew forwards 

into the group of demons, ripping the front line into pieces and scattering the rest of the group 

backwards. Demons howled in shock and terror, and Zerrex stared before looking up at the slow 

flap of wings behind him, gaping stupidly. 

A badger descended, his gold-ringed eyes closed, his body slender but masculine, 

wearing only a pair of plain black pants and combat boots. His arms were held down and 

outwards to either side, as if appealing to someone‟s better nature… and then his hazel eyes 

opened and he smiled softly to Zerrex as he hovered in the air above the archway leading into 

Az‟Iriel‟s fortress, lacing his fingers together in front of himself and bowing as he murmured 

quietly: “It‟s been a long time, Boss… I‟m really glad to see you again, Zerrex.” 

“Tinny…” Zerrex whispered, and then he blinked and looked over his shoulder as a 

massive greatsword tore into the ground with a burst of dark energy, driving the next wave of 

demons backwards in shock before Raze dropped to the ground in a kneel next to it, the snarl on 

his face enough to send the toughest of foes fleeing. Their terror was reinforced as Francis 

appeared in a burst of radiant light a moment later, gun in one hand and golden longsword the 

other, the mouse looking over his shoulder at him with a grim smile. 

“Get going, Mister Zerrex!” called another voice from above, and Zerrex looked up in 

shock as Little Arcy dropped down from the rooftops with a grunt, Tinman catching her on one 

of his legs and holding her gently by one side as she said pleadingly: “Please, only you can end 

this war! Go and kill Prince Az‟Iriel, we‟ll cover for you out here and stall the demonic forces as 

long as we can!” 

“Got it!” Zerrex nodded firmly, then he snapped a salute to Tinman, who smiled and 

saluted back before flying forwards, Little Arcy leaping down from his leg and running across 



the footbridge to join the others as the demon the angels were depending upon ran down the 

short corridor leading into the courtyard of the Fortress. 

He was greeted by two tanks, both of them unleashing gouts of fire at him, and the 

Drakkaren leapt backwards into the tunnel with a curse. Both of them had been demonically-

enhanced, now covered in plates of rock and steel, with spiked treads and enlarged cannons… 

not to mention the flamethrower units on either side of the vehicles and the machine guns they 

probably have, too. But who says I can‟t get past a pair of tanks, right? At the end of the day, 

they still require living beings operating them… hopefully… 

The reptile created a small sphere of energy, concentrating as it turned slowly white in his 

hand, and then he threw it forwards as he heard one of the tanks rumbling towards the tunnel and 

detonated it, a blast of light filling up the courtyard. He ran forwards a moment later as he heard 

several angry shouts, then leapt up on top of one of the tanks before staring as a demon in white 

armor leaned out a window above with an RPG.  

The Drakkaren stared stupidly, and then the idiot fired, and Zerrex leapt over to the other 

tank as the rocket-propelled grenade smashed into the top of the tank and the turret went up in a 

massive explosion of gold and red as some power crystal inside shattered. The tank began to roll 

slowly forwards automatically until it rammed into a wall, but then it continued to grind into the 

stone until the entrance arch collapsed downwards in a hail of concrete and stone. 

Zerrex transformed his rocky flail back into a rocky hand, then he grasped the metal pole 

tightly in both hands before slamming it down into the turret as the soldier with the RPG 

fumbled to reload. Before it could, Zerrex snapped out his revolver and fired several shots into 

the demon, most of these pinging off his armor before a lucky shot tore through his nostril, and 

he howled in pain before quickly withdrawing with a curse. The reptile grinned, then turned 

around and muttered a quick spell Carmen had taught him. 

A bolt of lighting shot down from the sky, striking the pole sticking out of the turret and 

channeling down into the tank, and it went up in a series of small explosions as Zerrex leapt 

away and ran for the nearest door, ramming through it with a grunt as he holstered his revolver, 

then shot a blade out of his wrist and slammed it home into the unfortunate demon soldier 

standing in front of him. The white-armored soldier staggered backwards with a grunt, and 

Zerrex shoved him over with his other hand, making a face as he mumbled: “That‟s why you 

don‟t surprise me.” 

He turned the corner of the hallway, then narrowed his eyes at the wider area ahead and 

the white-armored soldiers that were starting towards him… before they paused as something 

said in a darkly-amused baritone: “We‟ll take care of it… go about your other duties, finish the 

preparations for Prince Az‟Iriel‟s war plans. Send most of the soldiers outside to rout the angels, 

Lord Zerrex is our pleasure to kill again.” 

Again? That means… Zerrex stepped slowly out of the hallway and through the second 

archway into a large den as the white-armored demons retreated quickly through another set of 

double doors… and the Drakkaren glanced back and forth around the magically-enlarged 

hallway at the Gigataurs in leather armor and other gear, three of them standing with enormous 

stone hammers in hand and the last carrying a bloody wooden mallet… and Zerrex snarled 

furiously as he noted a skull mounted above the fireplace with a pair of tusks that branched out to 

either side. Cradled in these – and through the sockets of the eyes – was the long bamboo spear 

Requiem had used. A trophy for them… 

“We‟re different from other Gigataurs, but I guess you probably figured that out. We‟re 

experienced killers with thick hides… good luck actually hurting us, Lord Zerrex.” grunted the 



one holding the wooden mallet loosely in one hand, and the two in front knocked the large 

bench-tables out of the way and into the nearby walls with their huge hammers. Despite this 

room being at least a hundred feet long and twenty or so wide, with a high rounded ceiling, the 

Gigataurs still made it feel cramped and small… but Zerrex only grinned slowly. That‟ll work my 

my advantage… “Oh, looking forwards to getting the shit beaten out of you again, huh? This 

time I think we‟ll pass you around the boys for a good fuck before we hand you over to Prince 

Az‟Iriel…” 

“Idiots.” Zerrex murmured softly, and then he withdrew the blade into his stony arm, 

flexing it slowly before concentrating and pressing his other hand gently into his wrist, the 

metallic plates shuddering before they fell slowly away, and the Drakkaren took a deep breath as 

he forced any other demonic characteristics to vanish… other than the stupid nipples and rings 

Carmen had forced on him, anyway. He smiled a bit as he cracked his knuckles, the Gigataurs 

looking at him oddly as the reptile said quietly: “What you did was unforgiveable. Today, I 

avenge the death of my mentor.” 

“Fucking lunatic. Kill the little shit.” said the lead Gigataur in disgust, and the two in 

front nodded and roared, charging forwards with their massive, rectangular stone hammers. One 

of them swung upwards as the other swung hard down, but Zerrex leapt gracefully backwards, 

before catching the head of one of the hammers as the Gigataur tried to shove him with it and 

pushing the butt firmly back into the giant‟s stomach. 

His breath whooshed out of him, but the other Gigataur was there immediately, releasing 

the hammer with one hand to slam a fist down to attempt to squash Zerrex, but the Drakkaren 

slid out of the way before jumping forwards, shoving off the leg of the Gigataur and grabbing his 

shoulder to vault over his body. He landed neatly on his back as the mostly-naked Gigataur 

looked back and forth in surprise, the metal plates over his crotch bouncing against his red pants, 

and then Zerrex kicked off his back before his eyes narrowed as the other stone-hammer 

wielding bull demon swung his massive hammer around to attempt to swat Zerrex out of midair 

with surprising grace and speed.  

The Drakkaren turned and kicked off the hammer in midair, launching himself into the 

face of the Gigataur and landing on his muzzle, the giant stumbling backwards in surprise before 

howling as Zerrex punched him hard in the forehead and kicked off his nose, grabbing at his face 

as the reptile noted all the piercings through his horns… and as he backflipped, he stared in 

shock as the third stone-hammer wielding Gigataur‟s hammer flew towards him and crashed into 

his stomach, sending him hurtling into the wall to the general laughter of the others. Zerrex fell 

and crumpled to the ground as the three moved forwards gleefully with their hammers, Piercings 

snarling as he leapt in and slammed the gigantic weapon down towards Zerrex‟s body- 

And he missed as the Drakkaren rolled backwards to press tight against the wall, the 

reptile wincing as the edge of the hammer dug a shallow cut along his stomach before Zerrex 

clung onto the hammerhead, and when Piercings drew it back, he stared dumbly at the reptile 

holding tight onto the weapon. Zerrex stared back, then leapt onto Red‟s face and kicked off it 

with enough force to send him crashing backwards into the ground, and a moment later, Zerrex 

snagged the metal shoulder plate of the Gigataur wearing a variety of rawhide and leather straps 

over his body, and Zerrex grabbed onto these, his back to the gigantic bull demon before he 

kicked both feet upwards as hard as he could and smashed them into the demon‟s chin.  

Straps staggered backwards and fell over onto Red, and Zerrex leapt nimbly off his chest 

and onto a nearby table, before bringing his hands up and catching the wooden mallet as the 

leader slammed it down towards him. The Gigataur cursed, his muscles straining, and Zerrex felt 



the weight of the hammer and the sheer strength of the giant overwhelming him quickly… so 

instead he let the mallet drop as he slipped backwards, as the Gigataur staggered forwards as the 

reptile leapt up into the air and tilted his body towards his side to smash both feet straight into 

Lead‟s face, splinters of wood flying up around them at the same time as the mallet smashed 

through the side of the table and the bench it was attached to. 

The Gigataur flew backwards and crashed through another oversized table, chunks of 

wood flying in all directions as the other three Gigataurs stared in shock for a moment as Zerrex 

landed with a grunt on the cement floor, then he seized the handle of the mallet and spun once 

before letting it fly like a discus, the head of the heavy weapon crashing into Straps and knocking 

him into the other Gigataurs, spilling them like dominoes. The Drakkaren grinned slightly, then 

he turned his eyes to the spear over the fireplace, and he lashed a tentacle out to snag the skull 

before he pulled hard back. 

He felt it straining as it jerked on the bone that was glued firmly to the wall by some 

force… and finally, the skull snapped in half and the bamboo spear fell from its holder in the 

broken sockets. It bounced once off the ground, then rolled to his feet, and the lizard picked it up 

almost reverently as Lead finally picked himself up with a snarl. 

The Gigataur charged forwards… and Zerrex spun around with the long spear and 

slapped him across the face with it, a tooth flying out of Lead‟s maw as he looked stunned before 

Zerrex spun the pole and hammered him several times in the stomach with the butt of the 

weapon, forging forwards and forcing Lead to stagger backwards, the gigantic, brawny arms of 

the Gigataur held out to either side and spasming before the Drakkaren stabbed firmly down into 

Lead‟s ankle, and the bull demon howled and fell to his knees. 

Zerrex smashed Lead between the horns, knocking him flat to the ground as Straps and 

Piercings leapt in with their hammers, Red prowling behind them and ready to smash Zerrex if 

he slipped between the two Gigataurs, but the Drakkaren instead leapt up to meet Straps, kicking 

off the handle of his hammer and smashing him in the face with the pole of the spear, knocking 

him out of the air to crash down on his side even as the reptile launched himself now towards 

Piercings. The bull demon snarled and swung hard outwards at him as he landed, but didn‟t react 

fast enough as Zerrex tilted his body to the side and threw the spear at the same time. 

It tore through one eye and then out the other, and the bull demon dropped his enormous 

hammer as the others stared in shock, watching as Zerrex soared over the Gigataur‟s head and 

snatched the neck of the holy bamboo weapon with his other hand, and a moment later he landed 

on the ground, spinning the pole around him even as the Gigataur collapsed to the ground in a 

heap of rotting flesh, bones, and blood. The other three howled as if wounded, then Red stomped 

forwards through his teammate‟s remains, raising his hammer- 

Zerrex stabbed firmly forwards through the gut of the Gigataur, and he squealed before 

the Drakkaren ran forwards, forcing Red to stagger backwards as the spearhead tore out his other 

side, and a moment later it plunged through the back of Straps as he tried to run away. The two 

Gigataurs spasmed, moaning in pain… and the lizard smiled coldly as he whispered softly: 

“Don‟t worry… it‟s a holy weapon, remember… so you won‟t be coming back.” 

The Drakkaren tore the pole free, and both of the Gigataurs collapsed, one of them 

coughing blood and the other struggling to breathe as Lead picked up his wooden mallet, 

staggering backwards and looking terrified. As the two slowly collapsed, one of them spiraling 

down into unconsciousness and the other dying much faster as his heart was crushed by his own 

blood, Lead finally ran forwards with a snarl, swinging the mallet outwards in a low arc… and 



Zerrex threw himself through the air, rolling rapidly on his side before he landed neatly and 

shoved the spear up with one hand, tearing it through Lead‟s throat. 

The Gigataur gagged once, then Zerrex snarled and shoved hard upwards, twisting at the 

same time as he drove the spear home into Lead‟s brain… and the creature spasmed before 

falling limp, the bull-demon beginning to rot almost immediately, skull and features falling to 

pieces around the holy weapon. The Drakkaren immediately spun it around his body, closing his 

eyes as it revolved over both shoulders, around his neck, then around his waist before returning 

to his right hand, and he smashed it down into the ground as he murmured: “One more thing to 

do… I‟m coming for you now, Az‟Iriel…” 

The reptile tossed a glance at the dying, unconscious Gigataur on the floor… but for 

once, mercy took the upper hand, and Zerrex left it alone to either survive or die. The GAT was a 

bonus, after all… but he hadn‟t come here to destroy the Gigataur Attack Team. Requiem would 

only be avenged – and the mortal plane only saved – if Zerrex destroyed Prince Az‟Iriel… and it 

was the only way to save his family, as well. He shook his head slowly as he went through the 

red doors that the white-armored soldiers had left through earlier, the spear resting on his 

shoulder as he strode down the stone halls, ignoring the creeping black ivy on the rooftops and 

the eyes that opened in the wall to stare at him as he walked by. 

He could feel the energy of the powerful demon now, could sense him, almost smell 

him… and the Drakkaren paused at a choice of doors before going through the left set of white 

double doors. He stepped into a large, black room, the walls and edge of the floor covered in 

black ivy that came down from a pulsing black core in the center of the rooftop, which was 

entirely made of leaves and strange plants… and eyes opened in several of the flowers as white-

armored guards and Rakshasa mages started towards the Drakkaren, but then a strong voice said 

coldly: “Leave us. You stand no chance against him… I‟ll kill the fabled „Lord Zerrex‟ myself.” 

Prince Az‟Iriel, in his full armor and mask, walked in from the balcony he had been 

standing on, closing a barred pair of metal doors behind himself as he motioned irritably at the 

group of minions… and they left quickly, their heads bowed and not looking at Zerrex, brushing 

past him towards the two doors leading out into the halls. As before, every part of his body was 

covered in armor, but Zerrex got a strange sensation from the Demon Prince… his body tingled, 

his eyes watered, his throat felt dry. Something about Az‟Iriel didn‟t bode like the other demons 

he had fought… and then he snarled a bit as he noted the hilt of Blackheart sticking out of a 

dragonscale sheath on Az‟Iriel‟s hip, the reptile asking coldly: “Is that mine?” 

“Was yours. You can have it back… assuming you can actually kill me.” Az‟Iriel said 

mildly, and the thirty-five foot tall demonic entity held out both hands, his clawed gauntlets 

bursting into dark flames as he asked calmly: “Shall we begin?” 

Zerrex snorted and stepped forwards, and Az‟Iriel immediately lashed a hand out towards 

him, throwing a blade of dark energy towards the reptile. Zerrex sidestepped immediately, and 

the blade shot by to crash into the wall, severing several strands of ivy and setting the wall alight 

with dark flames that quickly spread through the entire area. Zerrex grinned coldly as he spun the 

long spear around either side of his body, his eyes narrowed as Az‟Iriel laughed as the walls and 

ceiling were consumed in dark fire, bits of ash and chunks of burning ivy floating down now and 

then from the rooftop as a sick hissing filled the air. “Yes, who doesn‟t love a true challenge!” 

Az‟Iriel leapt forwards, swinging a hand down like a blade as Zerrex stepped forwards, 

and the Northern Prince cursed as his hand was knocked backwards before the Drakkaren 

stabbed into his armor, but it only scratched along the surface of his body with a loud screeching. 

Az‟Iriel took the opportunity to claw towards the reptile‟s side with his other hand, but Zerrex 



quickly twisted the pole and knocked his hand backwards before smashing the bamboo pole 

against Az‟Iriel‟s leg. 

It had little effect, but distracted Az‟Iriel long enough for Zerrex to land a flurry of stabs 

over his armor, most of the attacks simply bouncing off but letting the Drakkaren probe for a 

weak point as Az‟Iriel‟s eyes glowed bright red out of the sockets in his mask, and he snarled 

before rending both hands down in a vicious slice. Zerrex leapt backwards out of the way of the 

initial attack, but a moment later dark shockwaves pulsed through the air and sent Zerrex 

staggering backwards towards the wall of dark flames… and the Warlord leapt forwards a 

moment later, slamming a palm forwards to try and throw Zerrex backwards into the fires. 

Zerrex let himself fall backwards instead and he quickly kicked Az‟Iriel in the shin, 

bending his leg forwards, and the Warlord snarled before stomping his other foot down to 

attempt to crush Zerrex. The reptile brought the pole up, and his muscles flexed as he pushed 

hard back against Az‟Iriel, cursing under his breath before finally shoving violently upwards, 

and he sent the gigantic demon staggering away, the Demon Prince releasing a grunt of shock. 

Zerrex kicked up to his feet, then he cursed as Az‟Iriel leapt backwards and swung both hands 

out to fire twin blades of dark energy at the Drakkaren. 

The crescent blades swerved back and forth, zigzagging towards Zerrex before the reptile 

leapt upwards over them at the last moment, and then crashed into the dark flames, exploding 

uselessly against the wall as the reptile created a sphere of blue energy in one hand and threw it 

back at the Demon Prince. It smashed into Az‟Iriel‟s chest and sent him staggering backwards, 

the giant covering his face with a curse as the blue-tinged explosion washed over him, before 

Zerrex ran forwards with an inarticulate roar and leapt upwards, smashing both feet into 

Az‟Iriel‟s abdomen. 

Az‟Iriel stumbled backwards once, then kicked Zerrex hard in the chest and sent him 

crashing onto his back, skidding towards the dark flames again before the demon simply roared, 

his eyes burning red as he emanated waves of energy powerful enough to twist and shrink the 

black flames, Zerrex skidding backwards until his back was almost pressed against the wall, 

feeling the dark fire licking against his body before he created a solid, V-shaped wall of energy 

in front of himself. He crouched behind this, stepping forwards as the wind of force blew off to 

either side, and after another thirty seconds or so, Az‟Iriel relaxed and the wind halted, the 

armored giant snarling in disgust. “Looks like we‟re at a stalemate again, Lord Zerrex…” 

“Not quite…” Zerrex stood slowly as the wall of energy vanished from in front of 

himself, then he grunted as he flexed his right arm, and it underwent its transformation, warping 

and twisting as red light burned through the cracks in the arm, Zerrex‟s eyes glowing green for a 

moment as he said darkly: “I‟m just getting warmed up myself.” 

“Excellent.” Az‟Iriel said coldly, before drawing Blackheart in one hand and holding it 

out in front of himself like a broadsword, the Demon Prince snorting as he adjusted his stance 

and leaned forwards. “You‟re right, we‟ve played enough…” 

The two faced each other… then Zerrex flexed his arm forwards as a jagged, two-foot 

long blade of the same material as his terrible arm tore out of the top of his wrist, and Az‟Iriel‟s 

eyes glowed as six spheres of darkness formed in a circle in front of himself. Zerrex ran forwards 

as the spheres launched themselves at the reptile one-by-one, and the lizard dodged back and 

forth before stabbing in with the wristblade towards Az‟Iriel‟s leg as all six exploded behind him 

uselessly, sending smoke rolling over the two combatants. 

It tore through the armor of his hip, and the giant let out a grunt of surprise and a loud 

curse as he swung down with Blackheart, but Zerrex drew his blade back and rose his spear to 



form an X with his weapons, and the huge sword was neatly caught between them before 

Az‟Iriel kicked the Drakkaren backwards again, the two snarling at each other as Zerrex‟s eyes 

narrowed at the wound. It‟s bleeding darkness… like evil smog, or dark fire… what the hell… 

Az‟Iriel charged forwards, snarling furiously, and then Zerrex stared in shock as the 

Warlord drew a hidden dagger out from beneath the sheath and swung in towards Zerrex‟s 

twisted arm in a simple sideways cut, and he slashed the large blade upwards at the same time 

towards the reptile‟s other side. The lizard easily blocked the dagger with his arm, but he was 

staggered by the hard upwards slash as he attempted to block it with the spear, the weapon 

knocked up and his grip loosened by the powerful attack before Az‟Iriel firmly kicked the spear 

out of his hand and into the dark fire burning around the edge of the floor, before slashing hard 

down towards his head with Blackheart as he held Zerrex‟s twisted arm in place with the curved 

dagger. 

The Drakkaren rose his other arm, and the sword chopped into it before halting, a small 

streamlet of blood rolling down his arm… and Zerrex‟s eyes burned as he looked up at Az‟Iriel, 

who stared in shock before the Drakkaren snarled as Blackheart glowed blue: “You can‟t hurt me 

with my own weapons!” 

Zerrex snapped his arm upwards, and the blade was knocked into the air as it glowed 

bright azure, Az‟Iriel cursing as his hand was burnt by the energy, dropping his guard for a 

moment to stare at it before the lizard shrugged the dagger pressed against his rocky arm away, 

and he leapt up into the air to catch the giant sword by the obsidian handle. The blade glowed 

white as Zerrex‟s eyes glowed green, and the Drakkaren dropped down in a vicious slash, cutting 

through Az‟Iriel‟s mask, then ripping the sword down through the armor of the Demon Prince 

and severing it as if it were butter. 

The giant was blown backwards off his feet as his armor glowed white and exploded off 

his body in pieces of useless metal, and Az‟Iriel crashed onto his back, rolling into the dark fire 

at the edge of the room. Then, ever so slowly he stood up in the sunlight streaming out of the 

room, and Zerrex stared in horror at the creature as he whispered: “You… you‟re no demon…” 

“I was promised great things, though…” The creature hissed; it had the vague shape of a 

Dragokkaren, but it wasn‟t even a giant – instead, it was roughly the size of Zerrex, with gangly 

limbs and glowing red eyes. It was covered in the same energy that made up Celestial‟s cloak… 

what Zerrex knew by now was the all-consuming essence of the Unworld. The creature 

staggered forwards, and it rasped: “I was granted such great powers and told to take over the 

armor of the long-dead Prince Az‟Iriel… and for millions and millions of years, I laid in wait, 

living, living again but… oh… oh… but… the… the air… I…” 

The creature hugged itself, and Zerrex stared as steam rolled off its body, the creature 

falling to its knees and beginning to scream in agony… and the Drakkaren staggered backwards 

as the intelligence went out of its burning crimson eyes and it arched its back, howling in pain 

before throwing an arm out towards Zerrex… and its hand fell off before the Unworld creature 

burst into dark, semisolid smog that floated like leaves down to the ground. 

Zerrex stared in horror… and as the black fires slowly vanished from around the room, he 

stood with his sword in hand and felt empty, only filled with more questions and as if he had just 

made a mistake instead of accomplished something great. Then the fortress rumbled as the black 

crystal above shattered, and there was no time left to think as Zerrex turned to snatch up the 

fallen spear before running quickly towards the iron-bar doors, smashing through them and 

running out onto the balcony before leaping off it and down to the ground far below as the 

fortress began to collapse in on itself. 



The reptile grinned… then stared stupidly as he misjudged his jump and fell into the moat 

instead, landing in a pile of muck and sinking several feet into the ground as he stared around, up 

to his neck in mud and both weapons now slathered in goop. He glowered back and forth, then 

looked up as Raze slowly hovered above him before staring resolutely at the muddy wall, 

muttering: “Don‟t you dare say a thing.” 

Ten minutes later, Zerrex was standing back in the field, once more clean thanks to 

several cleansing charms from Little Arcy. The reptile had explained what had happened in a 

short summary, and then he glanced over at Tinman… and the Drakkaren stepped forwards and 

hugged him tightly, lifting the badger off the ground and causing him to squeak loudly in 

surprise and blush deeply as the reptile held him against his body, mumbling: “I never thought 

I‟d see you again… Tinny, thank you. Thank you for everything you‟ve done…” 

“I… I just… you know… thank you, Zerrex.” Tinman looked up at him with a deep blush 

but a happy smile as he rubbed at his body slowly, looking down embarrassedly. He was larger 

and he looked far more healthy and vital than the reptile remembered… and then the angel 

shrugged a bit and said quietly: “I just always… admired you and your family and… I want to 

help however I can.” 

He glanced over him, and Zerrex reached up and squeezed his shoulder gently… before a 

shocked voice whispered: “Corey? Is that you?” 

Tinman blinked at the sound of his real name, turning around in surprise… then staring in 

shock at White. The two looked at each other for a while, and then Tinman tilted his head 

forwards and asked slowly: “Are… are you my father?” 

“I was…” White took off his hat and hung his head, smiling truly and openly as he gazed 

over the Tinman slowly, and then he murmured: “I didn‟t do a good job with either of my sons… 

but you grew up damned fine, Corey. I‟m proud of you… and… I never expected you‟d…” He 

halted, then looked away as Tinman blushed and looked down embarrassedly… and Zerrex saw 

the resemblance now more than ever before White cleared his throat and looked at the 

Drakkaren, saying in a businesslike voice: “I‟ve been sent to bring you back down to Hell, Lord 

Zerrex. Just be glad I caught up to you before any of the other assassins.” 

“But… there‟s so much to do, and White, your son… and… I mean, everything‟s 

changed, Az‟Iriel wasn‟t really Az‟Iriel… my daughters…” Zerrex babbled, feeling desperation 

tugging at his chest… and then White snap drew his enormous revolver, the weapon complete 

with a three-foot-long barrel that made Zerrex wince as he held his hands up… but Blackherat 

and his spear were buried in the ground on either side of him as he asked slowly: “Are you really 

going to shoot me here?” 

“Let‟s not make this harder than we have to. I do my job first, everything else is second.” 

White said icily, but his eyes looked shamefully over to Tinman as the badger looked away from 

his father, and Little Arcy and Raze both glowered, Francis standing to the side and trying to 

look distant… but his eyes were disapproving. “Besides… I hear you made a promise to return. 

There‟s a lot of people waiting on you…” 

He halted, then lowered his revolver slowly, adding quietly: “Besides… we… need your 

help.” The words were obviously hard for the Judge of Death to speak, and the others looked 

over at him as he continued slowly: “Prince Memnon has vanished… and the Princess has 

declared herself the sole ruler of Hell. The Provinces have been thrown into anarchy, and she‟s 

taken control of all the armies of Hell and is searching out any and all dissenters to execute them 

on the spot…” 



“Lily.” Zerrex whispered, and he snarled, looking up towards the sky as he fought with 

himself, a tremble rolling through his body. He took a deep breath before he could embarrass 

himself by yelling anything childlike, though… and he finally picked up his sword and the holy 

spear, looking down miserably as he mumbled: “Fine. I‟ll keep my promise… let‟s go, White.” 

The badger nodded, and as he created a portal, Tinman said firmly: “We should go, too… 

Hell and Heaven are interconnected, if one‟s in chaos the other will fall too…” 

“No, Heaven has its own problems that we need to deal with. The rogue angels and the 

demon sightings come first.” Francis replied coldly, then he sighed as the other three angels 

muttered before he looked over the fields full of rioting demons, adding quietly: “Goddammit… 

but we should take care of this before we go back to Heaven… although someone might already 

be looking for us…” 

“Lord Zerrex, if you will.” White motioned to the vortex of swirling white and grey he‟d 

created, and Zerrex hesitated a moment longer, listening to the angels bicker before he stepped 

through the portal… and White followed, the two walking in step before he murmured: “I‟m 

sorry about this, I really am.” 

“I always try to act the way my daughters would like to see me act.” Zerrex responded 

gently, and White twitched a bit at this, looking down at the floor as he shoved his hat back on 

his head. “How do you think Tinman would like to see you acting right now?” 

“Corey‟s better than me.” White muttered, and then he sighed as they stepped out onto 

the Southern Balcony, the vortex closing behind them as White looked away and created a 

portal. He half-stepped towards it… then glanced over his shoulder and murmured: “Do… do 

what you think is right. The Princess is waiting for you inside… but… I… I‟d bide my time.” 

With that, White stepped through the portal and vanished… and Zerrex sighed as he 

placed his sword on his back, and Blackheart settled in its old spot without the magnetic clamp 

perfectly fine, attached by his own energy as the reptile rested the spear on his shoulder, walking 

between the Amazons and into the throne room of the Central Spire. 

It had been redecorated: purple rugs with golden edging, and large navy-blue tapestries 

with the symbol of the Princess on them hanging from the ceiling. As Zerrex walked inside, he 

played lightly at his necklace, then made a face as the Princess rose up and began to clap for him, 

clad today in a long, flowing purple dress and her eternal golden mask… except now she had 

added a large tiara along the top of the helm. A false crown for a false Queen… 

The reptile covered his thoughts with static as he‟d learned to do, and somehow… it was 

easier today, likely in part because he felt so tired, sore, and drained both physically and 

emotionally. It made his mind even more erratic, and even as the Princess and her concubines 

clapped, he could feel her fingers feeling through his mind before quickly retreating as she said 

cheerfully: “We received news that you killed Prince Az‟Iriel, Lord Zerrex… and I must say I‟m 

extremely impressed!” 

“I… it was nothing.” Zerrex said after a moment, deciding not to mention what he‟d 

discovered about the Northern Prince. “He killed me… so I killed him. That‟s all there was to it.” 

The Drakkaren recognized that he sounded rather cold and coarse… but the Princess 

seemed to enjoy that, her green eyes glowing as she sat down and picked up her goblet, swirling 

her wine slowly as she said tenderly: “It‟s good that you‟re finally releasing yourself to your 

passions, Lord Zerrex… or shall I say, High Prince Zerrex?” A pause as she leaned forwards, her 

concubines murmuring excitedly. “Or even High King… after all, I may need a suitor and I have 

taken control of all of Hell. Since your once-lover Lilith has fled to god knows where and High 

Prince Memnon has… disappeared, I‟ve decided its in the best interests of Hell to combine all 



the Provinces into one and take complete control instead of attempting to elect other weaker 

demons… but I do need a strong, powerful demon as my second-in-command, you know…” 

Zerrex swallowed thickly, trying to think of a way to politely reject this, but the Princess 

saved him the trouble by saying meditatively: “You know, it was funny trick you escaping from 

Hell… I was impressed. But I‟m afraid out of duty I need to think of a suitable punishment for 

you… but I‟ll take my time and allow you to reaccustom yourself and have a small… vacation, 

so to speak. After all, you‟re a hero! You destroyed the evil Warlord and now Hell will be ruled 

in peace by a single loving mother-figure… me…” 

The Princess let out a long sigh of contentment, then motioned at him idly as Zerrex 

caught sight of Sin half-hidden behind several Dius that were all-but-crawling all over each other 

in excitement. “Go, Lord Zerrex. In the thousand and some years you‟ve been gone, we‟ve heard 

much about your exploits, and many demons are anxious to thank you in whatever way they 

can… go, enjoy yourself, and be happy for now.” 

Zerrex nodded and bowed, mumbling a thank you before he turned and created a portal, 

and then the Princess added mildly: “Don‟t think this changes anything, however… you are still 

my weapon, and I am still your Mistress. And I can still destroy you if the urge takes me… so 

stay humble and remember who your master is.” 

The Drakkaren didn‟t say anything as he stepped through the portal, and a moment later 

he emerged into the Ravenlight Estate, letting out a long sigh as he stepped into his private 

quarters… and a moment later Selena burst into the room and tackled him, knocking him to the 

floor and sending the spear flying across the room as she hugged him tightly and kissed him 

hungrily. 

Zerrex kissed her back, wrapping his arms around her tightly… and her hands played up 

into his hair, rubbing through it as she ground down against him in her leather pants, breathing 

hard before she pulled away and stradded him, her hands still buried in his hair as she whispered: 

“I missed you so damn much…” 

“I missed you too, and it was only hours for me.” Zerrex replied quietly, and he squeezed 

into her hips as their eyes locked for a few moments, before the Drakkaren stood slowly up and 

picked her up in his arms, carrying her to the bed and leaving Blackheart laying on the floor as 

he dropped her down on the blankets. He slid on top of her, and they kissed slowly again before 

the Drakkaren murmured: “I hope you‟ve gotten your fill of sex, because I‟m not in the mood 

right now…” 

“Fuck that, stick your cock in me and I‟ll milk you until I‟m happy, bitch.” Selena 

growled, and Zerrex snorted in amusement. But less than a minute later, the Drakkaren was 

thrusting firmly in and out of her, both of them naked as the reptile ground deep into her over 

and over again, Selena crying out beneath him and then biting at the reptile‟s nipple rings, 

causing him to blush and grunt in surprised pleasure as her eyes half-lidded at his almost-virginal 

expression. 

Twenty minutes later, the two were laying on the bed, curled up tight and holding each 

other close as Selena stroked her fingers along his masculine chest, the other buried in his hair as 

she whispered: “See, I knew I could get something out of you… not in the mood my ass, you‟re 

always in the fuckin‟ mood and I know it, asshole…” 

“Shut up or I‟ll start tentacle-raping you.” Zerrex mumbled, and then the two exchanged 

smiles before both looked up in shock as Lily kicked the door open and leapt onto the bed, 

tackling Zerrex and electing a loud yelp from him as he flailed a bit before hugging her tight 

against his chest as she clung to his body. “Lily!” 



“I missed you!” Lily wailed, and then she simply held onto his body and refused to let go, 

until eventually they laid with her held between Selena and the male, the group laying quietly 

before Sin stuck her head inside with a faint smile, Zerrex looking back at her with soft 

amusement. 

Zerrex decided to get dressed, and Selena slipped on a black bikini and a black-lace bra. 

Lily, at least, was in plain mortal jeans and a white blouse as she clung to one of Zerrex‟s arms, 

and Sin was dressed as she always was, although her body was almost scorching hot to the 

Drakkaren‟s touch when he stroked her cheek and down her muzzle. The reptile walked out to 

the lobby of the Ravenlight Estate… and he stared as they stepped onto the landing and the front 

of the stairs, Sin murmuring apologetically: “Sorry, but… they wanted to see you.” 

Vampire, Blake and Bondage were waving ecstatically, the demonic wolf bouncing up 

and down with his black collar on… and the Sisters were standing on the other side of the room, 

all of them bowing deeply to the Drakkaren as they gazed up at him lovingly. Rose raised a hand 

to him, her collar in place and her body scantily clad to show off the many scars she had gained 

over the years and through the war… and Frank the Gigataur stood in the far corner, looking 

embarrassed and leaving Zerrex to wonder how the hell the thirty foot giant had fit through the 

door. Alastor, Ixin and Carmen were in the center of the room, the canid demon looking up from 

his television to offer a small smile as Carmen grinned and blew a kiss to him and Ixin waggled 

his fingers while leering at the large breasts currently on Carmen‟s chest, and a whole slew of 

other demons had filled the lobby… and then Zerrex‟s eyes widened as he remembered one who 

wasn‟t there. “Mahihko!”  

“He‟s currently in the Circle of Wrath, but-” Sin began, and then Zerrex created a portal 

and leapt through it, a chill running down his spine as Sin followed him through the portal, 

chasing after him and calling: “The Princess specifically seperated him off from the others, he‟s 

at the diamond mines, working under a Taskmaster! You‟ll get in trouble again if-” 

“Thanks, Sin!” Zerrex replied over his shouler, giving her a thumbs-up as he ran towards 

the mines… and he glanced down, making a face as he realized he‟d tossed the armlet off with 

his other stuff. The necklace was still in place, though… and it was like Lily‟s dauntless courage 

was flowing through him, telling him to challenge the Princess already despite his pain as he ran 

down the dirt road… before skidding to a halt as several white-armored soldiers leapt into his 

path, silver swords drawn. 

They were accompanied by a pair of Wendigos with restraining collars on… and Zerrex 

narrowed his eyes, grasping his arm by the wrist as it twisted into its rocky, corrupt form as one 

of them said coldly: “Lord Zerrex, you killed our Master… and so we‟ll kill you in revenge!” 

One of the Wendigos charged forwards, and Zerrex extended a blade out of his wrist in 

response before stepping forwards and slashing firmly through the monstrosity, knocking it flat 

before he dropped to a kneel and stabbed it through the chest… and when the other Wendigo 

dived forwards at his side, the reptile rose his hand and unleashed a beam of blue energy, 

sending it crashing backwards before he traced the beam over the armored demons as they 

looked at each other in shock, knocking them sprawling before the Drakkaren pounced on the 

leader and stabbed the blade down into his throat. 

He gargled and clutched at his neck, then slumped as the other white-armored soldiers 

ran away… but the surviving Wendigo charged towards him again, roaring despite the energy 

burns covering its form, and the reptile spun as the blade retracted, his fingers enlarging into 

thick claws as he grabbed the Wendigo by the head. 



It screeched and grabbed at his arm, clawing uselessly at the metal before howling in 

agony as Zerrex snarled and shoved energy down into its skull, and dark lighting cracked over its 

form before its head crunched in under the force of the claws and the powerful energy flowing 

down the reptile‟s arm, and the Drakkaren staggered backwards after a moment, staring in shock 

at his handiwork as the headless beast collapsed, the Wendigo‟s skull laying in pieces scattered 

around the corpse from the force the reptile had used, and he looked down at his bloody, corrupt 

palm as it slowly absorbed the crimson life fluid of the demon he had just slain. 

He shook his head, then continued to run down the path, looking back and forth before 

halting at a small cabin, running up to the door and knocking several times. A slot opened in the 

door, and a Cyclops peered out, asking gruffly: “What is it?”  

“Do you know where the diamond mines are?” The Drakkaren asked quickly, and the 

Cyclops grunted and looked to the right, and Zerrex let out a sigh of relief as he nodded and said 

a jumbled „thank you.‟ He turned, then jogged quickly up the dirt road to the right of the cabin 

before making a face as a pair of minotaur guards halted him. “What?” 

“No one is permitted inside here without… wait…” The minotaur stopped, then gaped 

and said to his partner: “Look, that‟s Lord Zerrex! Lord Zerrex, I‟m sorry, please go right 

ahead!” 

“Uh… thanks.” The Drakkaren muttered, rubbing the back of his head as he walked 

quickly into the encampment and looked back and forth. He hated the favoritism… but on the 

other hand, it beat cracking their skulls together, and then fighting off most of this encampment. 

All around the open, square area they had flattened out were huts filled with soldiers and 

prisoners running back and forth in rags… and Zerrex made his way through the maze of 

buildings that ranged from lean-tos to cabins, and he frowned to himself as he headed for one of 

the ramps littered with prisoners, ignoring the Slavers that gawked at him and the Masters that 

either stared or ran away. 

The Drakkaren walked alongside the line, examining the prisoners in turn before slipping 

around a minotaur that was staring stupidly at him, and then he stepped up onto the metal square 

where several Masters were marking down prisoners on clipboards, the reptile approaching one 

of them and asking quickly: “I‟m looking for a Mahihko Wolf or Lone Wulfe…” 

The canine glanced up at him irritably, then thought better of that and looked quickly 

back down at his clipboard, flipping through it before mumbling: “Try Platform 3, Tunnel 12. 

He‟s got a personal Taskmaster, though…” 

Zerrex looked up and noted they were on Platform 2, and he nodded before heading 

quickly back down the ramp, dodging around a minotaur before leaping backwards as a silver 

arrow shot into the ground at his feet, and several demons and prisoners looked up to see the 

cloaked figure that had shot it from a golden bow turn and sprint away. Zerrex snarled, but 

decided to ignore it for now as he turned and instead headed for the next ramp. 

He checked the platform he was on, then looked around at the available paths leading up 

into the mountains, choosing one at random… but it took three tries before he ended up on the 

secondary platform where Tunnel 12 branched off of. 

The Drakkaren ignored the giraffe Master that shouted at him to stop as he ran into the 

tunnel, and he sprinted down it, shoving aside Slavers until he halted as he heard a loud scream 

and saw Mahihko being whipped by none other than Inquisitor Faulk, the crocodilian Slaver 

laughing cruelly as the thin, gaunt wolf cried on the ground, trembling violently and dressed in a 

ragged, ugly wool skirt, clutching several shiny rocks in his arms as Faulk snapped the whip 

down back and forth over the „Property of Zerrex‟ tattoo on Mahihko‟s back, the Inquisitor 



roaring: “You‟re mine now, little bitch… and I think I‟m gonna fuck that tight little ass of your 

again tonight, because I love it when you squeal…” 

“He‟s mine, actually.” Zerrex said calmly, and Faulk looked over in surprise as Zerrex 

stepped into the tunnel… and Mahihko stared up in shock as the Drakkaren flexed his stony arm 

slowly, watching as Faulk narrowed his eyes at him, the chain links of the silver, blessed whip 

dragging along the ground. “Good to see you again, Inquisitor. Now if you don‟t mind, I‟ll be 

taking him off your hands.” 

“You‟re no Inquisitor… and I still have Inquisitorial protection.” Faulk said coldly, and 

then he grinned widely as he looked over at Mahihko, who was staring over the reptile with 

disbelief as tears flowed down his cheeks. “You can‟t hurt me.” 

“Want to try?” Zerrex snarled and leaned forwards, his eyes burning… and Faulk 

trembled, looking back and forth before he finally roared and snapped the whip forwards, but 

Zerrex caught it easily in his stony hand. It dug across his hard, armored palm, and Faulk stared 

in shock as the reptile jerked the whip easily out of his hands, saying coldly: “It‟s not just the 

tools, Inquisitor. It‟s the carpenter that wields them…” 

The Drakkaren stepped forwards, and when Faulk leapt at him, Zerrex simply slapped 

him across the face, knocking Faulk to the ground before he stepped down on his crotch, 

grinding his heel into the Slaver‟s groin as he screamed in agony, spasming violently as Zerrex 

added darkly: “And by the way. If you ever rape Mahihko again, I‟ll rip your dick off and make 

you eat it… am I clear on that, you weak little piece of shit maggot?” 

Faulk nodded several times, staring up at him and trembling violently… and the 

Drakkaren reached down, picking Mahihko up and curling him in his arms as he created a portal, 

and Mahihko continued to stare at him in shock as the reptile stepped through the portal and into 

the Ravenlight Estate‟s lobby, where most of the group was still gathered, and they all stared as 

the reptile gently put the little wolf down and squeezed his shoulders, the tiny little lupine curling 

his hands together as he looked back and forth shyly as Zerrex murmured: “These are our 

friends, Mahihko… everyone, this is Mahihko… my son.” 

It was the first time Zerrex had ever really unabashedly introduced the wolf to a group as 

his child without some resentment or embarrassment… and the wolf began to cry quietly as he 

looked up and whispered: “I love you, Daddy…” 

“I love you too, little wolf.” Zerrex said gently, and then he smiled around at the others as 

they came forwards to introduce themselves. Ixin offered to play a song to help dance the tears 

away, but Zerrex glared at him and the mage relented with a meek grin, holding his hands up and 

mumbling it was just a suggestion, and Carmen patted the wolf‟s shoulder and admired the 

wolf‟s tattoos, which caused Mahihko to blush quietly. 

It was a good gathering… and Zerrex invited everyone who wished to stay to stay as long 

as they like and help themselves to whatever was available, before he wandered over the four 

Sisters of the Judgment Cross as they motioned to him from a corner, Mahihko toddling along 

behind him. The wolf had become far more childlike… and far more blatantly sexual, rubbing 

awkwardly at certain parts of the Drakkaren‟s body and not seeming to mind touching or being 

touched by others like Carmen or Selena, his short, ragged skirt too small to hide his testicles 

completely, but otherwise he seemed… 

It was hard to describe, and Mahihko stared over the Sisters before Earth knelt in front of 

him and gently grasped his shoulders, kissing his lips chastely. He blushed a bit, and she smiled 

and said softly: “The blessing of the Sisters, for good luck. Now scamper off, I think Sin wants 

to talk to you.” 



The wolf nodded a few times, remaining quiet and looking up at Zerrex for confirmation, 

and he patted the little wolf on the head before nudging him towards Sin, who was holding a 

hand out towards the lupine. Mahihko toddled off after a moment towards her, looking back once 

at Zerrex as he gazed softly at him and offered a supportive smile, and then the wolf clung to 

Sin‟s hand with one of his own, the thumb of his other hand finding his mouth. He had 

automatically clung to the Naganatine… and Zerrex wondered what the wolf saw when he 

looked up at Sin, with her automatic shell of becoming the image of a person‟s mother. 

He shook his head slowly and sighed, looking over at the Sisters, and Fire murmured 

quietly: “What happened with the battle? And is it something the others should be informed of, 

too? Because if so, we can hold a meeting later…” 

“I think that‟s a better idea.” Zerrex nodded a bit, glancing over towards Mahihko and 

watching as he stared stupidly up at Frank, who knelt down and smiled comfortingly at him. 

Then he returned his gaze to the Sisters, and he asked slowly: “Can you tell me what‟s gone on 

with him? I don‟t even see any signs of demonic corruption.” 

“Some people corrupt in different ways… and because of the ritual, Mahihko‟s 

corruption is… different.” Water said softly, crossing her arms and glancing over at the wolf 

quietly. “He‟s a Lust demon, like you and Cherry… but he‟s got a bit of Wrath, as well. There 

are two parts to him… there‟s Lone Wulfe, and there‟s Mahihko Narrius. Both parts of him have 

separate and distinct personalities and traits… and Hell has acted like a strainer on him, purifying 

the two personalities and separating them from one-another.” 

Air nodded, then she rubbed at her muzzle and sighed softly, looking at Zerrex with 

sympathy. “Lone Wulfe is a coward at heart, but he strives to be the best in everything, and he is 

aggressive. However, he solely cares about himself and will flee in the situation calls for it. 

Mahihko Narrius, on the other hand, sees himself as a child and solely your property… and like a 

child, he doesn‟t always understand the difference between right and wrong, and has a tendency 

to lash out at things that upset him or hurt his Father… can you imagine which one is more 

dangerous?” 

“Mahihko… is far more dangerous than Lone, then.” Zerrex said slowly, frowning a bit 

as the little wolf giggled at something Frank said, and then he reached up and shook the 

Gigataur‟s hand. “Children can be scary.” 

Earth laughed quietly and nodded slowly at this, saying softly: “He‟ll obey your every 

command… and as a Lust demon combined with the charisma of Lone Wulfe, he‟s capable of 

immense seduction. But he‟s become… much like your daughter Marina in some ways. Should 

he see you wounded, he will become a raging monster only you can stop… and only until he is 

taught discipline – until Mahihko grows up, in other words – will he be able to merge his 

personalities and gain the strength to control both his Lust and his Wrath characteristics.” 

“For now, though, he‟s an Incubus variant… you‟ll have to be very careful with him. You 

yourself he‟ll never turn on… but he may turn on others around you.” Fire finished, then she 

made a bit of a face and looked around the room, adding quietly: “So many of us… yet so few. 

All of us want to stand against the Princess… yet they have no idea of what they‟re getting into, 

and honestly… neither do we.” 

She looked down, and Zerrex rubbed a hand through his hair before closing his eyes and 

grunting quietly as something thudded inside his body. Immediately, the Sisters looked at him… 

and then Earth‟s eyes widened as she whispered: “You haven‟t taken on your full demon form 

yet, despite everything you‟ve been through… Lord Zerrex, you may have made a very serious 

mistake…” 



“Why?” The reptile frowned a bit, then he grunted in pain and grasped his chest as 

another thud went through his body, a minute tremble rolling through his form. He straightened a 

moment later, but he could feel energy burning inside him… and he could almost hear dark 

laughter as he looked over the sisters, making a face. “What‟s happened?” 

“It‟s called recoil… your body hasn‟t been given a chance to adjust itself to your new 

abilities, who knows…” Water paused, then glanced over as Selena walked up behind Zerrex and 

put her hand on his shoulder, frowning at him. “Miss Selena, would you please take Zerrex out to 

a training area? I believe he‟s in need of a little bit of exercise.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit and smiled supportively to Selena, who created a portal and rolled 

her eyes before calling over her shoulder. “Zerrex and I will be back later, make yourselves at 

home, losers!” A pause as she received several glares, and then she looked at him sourly and said 

mildly: “This better not be because of why I think it is.” 

“Take care of yourselves. We‟ll be waiting here with the others when you return.” Air 

said softly, and the others nodded as Zerrex made a face and then grunted, wincing again as pain 

rolled through his body. He stepped through the portal after Selena into a large field, and he 

stumbled forwards before falling over, groaning as his body twisted and bulged before beginning 

to grow as Selena stared and stumbled backwards, watching as the Drakkaren‟s expanded and his 

arm morphed beside him, his eyes glowing green as he groaned in pain and disorientation. 

Twenty feet… thirty feet… forty feet… and finally he halted at more than fifty feet tall, 

and his body felt like it was full of power. His muscles bulged out, his limbs massive and strong, 

his chest chiseled but emaciated and giving him an almost hourglass shape as his ribs pressed 

visibly out against his scales. Long spikes pushed out of his back, and his form was enormous 

and powerful, terrifying and- 

godlike 

-awe-inspiring as he stood slowly up to his full height. His twisted, morphic arm was a bit 

too large for his body, ending in deadly, sharp talons and covered in terrible, black armor that 

was cracked and through which burned blue light. His other arm was a bit too large as well, and 

ended in long, crescent-shaped talons that flexed and moved like fingers, and he stared down at 

these for a moment before he opened his mouth and a long, forked tongue twisted out, then 

withdrew. His hair twisted and waved around his head like tendrils that he could control, and 

spikes and twisted branches of rock jutted out of his corrupted shoulder, while a large, crescent-

shaped spike curved up out of his other… and the massive double set of angel wings flapped 

slowly behind him, both flickering and with overlaying layers of thin, semitransparent bands that 

twisted back and forth before vanishing from sight into the wings. 

He looked back and forth, and the thick, gargantuan tentacles between his legs twisted 

together to form his enormous, ridged penis, hanging flaccid all the way down past even the 

large crescent blades sticking out of his knees… and then these twisted upside down as the 

reptile‟s legs snapped backwards into a different stance, standing on the enormous, curved talons 

coming out of his feet as a hook pushed out of his ankle. He growled under his breath, and a bit 

of drool fell from his huge jaws as his eyes settled on Selena… and he grinned slowly at her, a 

hunger rising in his chest as he reached out towards her, and a tentacle slid out of his forearm. 

It moved almost leisurely through the air as Selena stared in shock, beginning to back 

away… and then it shot suddenly forwards and wrapped around her, lifting her into the air as she 

cursed and struggled uselessly, shouting: “Zerrex, Zerrex, put me down!” 

“Come on, you know that I can do whatever I please to you… and you like that.” Zerrex 

rose his corrupted hand, pushing one enormous digit against her mouth… but she trembled and 



tilted her head away, and the reptile snarled and squeezed her firmly in his grip, Selena coughing 

before he roughly shovedhis finger against her muzzle again, hissing: “Suck it, I know how 

much you like doing that…” 

“S-Stop it…” Selena whispered, watching in terror as spikes pushed out along the backs 

of Zerrex‟s forearms, a matching set pushing out of the backs of his lower legs. They were 

curved downwards, towards his palms… and if he rakes me with those, he could kill me… in fact, 

no matter what, he could kill me… “Z-Zerrex, please, fight it, you aren‟t being yourself…” 

“But I‟m so hungry… I have such… where am I?” Zerrex dropped her, and Selena 

grunted as she hit the ground before she could think of producing her wings, and she quickly 

chose to scramble away as the reptile grasped his skull as both sets of his horns pushed out, the 

giant falling to his knees as he cursed under his breath. “Goddammit, I… I can‟t control… I want 

to rape, destroy… I… please…” 

Everything was getting blurry, so Zerrex clenched his eyes shut… but the sound changed, 

the world changed… and a moment later, he was standing high up on the rooftop of a damaged 

office building, and across from him stood the Dark One. The energy that covered its body 

seemed to have become more solid now, making it look more it was a sexless beast that 

possessed black and white scales instead of energy… and its white eyes burned ever brighter as it 

flapped its massive double set of angel wings, saying softly: “One day, the entire world will look 

like this…” 

“That day doesn‟t have to come just yet.” Zerrex replied, looking down at himself… but 

he was plain, not demonic in any way. He looked over towards the Dark Beast, but it shrugged 

and smiled coldly, and the reptile asked quietly: “So what exactly are you, anyway? Corruption 

given form? My inner suppressed feelings? Passion incarnate? Or just another goddamn parasite 

trying to eat its way into my mind?” 

The Dark Beast looked at him for a few long moments… and then it stepped forwards 

and it shrank down a bit, retaining Zerrex‟s features as black irises appeared in the glowing white 

of its eyes and a suit appeared over its body… and the nephilim Drake said distastefully: “I‟m 

what remains of the Dark Nephilim, actually. All that remains… and this time I won‟t let you 

beat me in some mental battle for your body.” 

“What a surprise… how‟d you get into my head again, though?” Zerrex asked coldly, 

readying himself as a light rain began to fall, and the Drakkaren grinned slightly, adding: “Nice 

touch, by the way. Who doesn‟t like to fight in the rain?” 

“I thought you‟d appreciate that.” Drake said mildly, as he pulled a cigarette out of his 

pocket and put it in his muzzle, then covered the end of it as he produced a lighter and lit up. He 

paused, then offered one to Zerrex, but the Drakkaren shook his head, staying on guard. The 

nephilim snorted, then took a long drag and blew out a stream of smoke, looking up towards the 

dusky sky as he shrugged a bit. “I guess I left part of myself behind in you on a hunch… and that 

part was awakened by the Hell Energy. Maybe my spirit and my soul fused back together, if 

there are such things… either way, now I‟m here and I‟m going to do everything in my power to 

fuck you over, oh legendary Boss. So maybe you should be begging for mercy instead of trying 

to piss me off, because I got this.” 

Drake opened his palm, and Zerrex stared at the Heartstone of Mephistopheles before he 

snorted… and then Drake stared as Zerrex opened his own hand and the same Heartstone shone 

in his hand. “Nice trick, Drake, but I‟m the one who took it, not you… and Mephistopheles fused 

with me, not with you.” 



“Want to bet?” Drake grinned coldly, then he stepped backwards, his form fading out of 

existence at the same time. Zerrex looked back and forth, and then Drake‟s disembodied voice 

said: “Wander for eternity, Zerrex, while I take care of your body… don‟t worry, after I get tired 

of fucking Selena I‟ll give pretty Lily her-” 

The Drakkaren turned and concentrated, a door appearing in midair, and the reptile tore 

this open, Drake staring from where he stood at a computer panel on the other side, and he 

leaned down to say mildly into a microphone: “Pay no attention to the person on the other side of 

that door, they‟re of no importance.” 

Zerrex stepped into the room and kicked Drake hard backwards, and he skidded across 

the room on the stool he was sitting on with a strangled curse. He snarled across at Zerrex, and 

the Drakkaren said darkly: “I‟m sick of mindgames, Drake… you‟re dead, so I recommend you 

evict my mind before I forcefully pull you out of here myself.” 

“Just try it!” Drake‟s eyes glowed white, and a moment later his body bulged and 

expanded, the wings tearing out of his back as the room around them vanished, leaving the two 

standing in the midst of space and nothingness as stars shot by in the distance, Zerrex once more 

left staring at the Dark Beast as it snarled: “As I remember, you quailed in terror and were 

helpless against this body, when you saw it!” 

“Well, the same trick won‟t work on me twice…” Zerrex said, and then he grinned coldly 

as his head twitched and his own body changed, his horns pushing out of his head as his arm 

trembled and warped, small, curved spikes pushing out of his forearms and the backs of his legs 

as narrow, thin spines pushed out in two rows down his back, and to the spiked end of his tail. 

“Besides… if you haven‟t noticed… the years have changed me too…” 

Drake snorted, then shot towards him… and Zerrex swung out with the clawed hand and 

seized him by the head, and as Drake roared and ground forwards, Zerrex shouted the first thing 

that came to mind: an exorcism ritual. 

The world went white… and a moment later, Zerrex was back in reality, and he vomited 

a mass of black bile out onto the ground as Selena leapt backwards in shock, before screeching 

as she saw a dark, misshapen, suit-wearing Zerrex begin to flail out from the slime, and Zerrex 

rasped: “Don‟t touch him! He‟ll try to take over your body!” 

Drake flailed and attempted to crawl forwards as Selena leapt backwards and held her 

hands out,  creating a wall of fire in front of herself… and Drake squealed and drew away before 

Zerrex simply slammed a fist down into the creature, and Drake exploded into motes of dark 

energy, splattering in every direction. A moment later, it sank into the ground, and Zerrex shook 

his head slowly in disgust as he stood up, muttering: “I‟m getting sick and tired of all these blasts 

from the past… and hopefully that takes care of Drake for good now. Caused way more trouble 

than he‟s worth…” 

“Zerrex, you‟re a freak.” Selena said plaintively, and she looked up at him with a bit of a 

wince as the Drakkaren looked back down at her, the demoness asking slowly: “You‟re not 

going to try and rape me now, are you?” 

“Only if you want me to.” Zerrex said mildly, crossing his arms with a grin, and Selena 

rolled her eyes and threw a rock at him, the stone bouncing uselessly off his chest before the 

reptile asked slowly: “But I didn‟t hurt you, did I? And like… is… this me now?” 

Selena softened a bit at this, then made a motion for Zerrex to shrink down… and the 

reptile did so, popping his knees back forwards as he looked down at his hands, not losing any of 

his demonic characteristics. He blushed a bit as she stepped forwards and hugged him tightly 

around the neck, and he hugged her back, holding her against his body as she murmured quietly: 



“Zerrex… you can be whatever you want to be, okay? Name, labels… fuck it all. You are who 

you are… and I am who I am. You taught me that…” 

She drew back and gently took his face between her hands, before leaning up to kiss him 

softly… and Zerrex kissed her slowly back before she said tenderly: “Zer, you‟re a demon… but 

you‟re also one of the best and strongest people I know. I love you for you… and this body…” 

She traced a finger slowly over his chest, gazing down at it for a moment, before looking back 

into his emerald eyes. “It still looks damn good. You make me feel like I shouldn‟t be ashamed 

of my own real body… and I know I sure as Hell don‟t want you to be ashamed of your own new 

form, either.” 

Zerrex laughed a bit and looked away, blushing slightly… and then Selena said firmly: 

“Now, I think it‟s time to test your abilities and your strengths, since you‟ve already obviously 

had a hell of a field test with what happened with Az‟Iriel… but who knows what other abilities 

you‟ve unlocked that could‟ve really helped you out if you‟d had even a splinter of patience…” 

“I hate you.” Zerrex said mildly, and then he rolled his eyes as she grinned brightly at 

him, shoving him away as she strutted slowly backwards – and that was a feat he didn‟t know if 

even Cherry could pull off. “So what did you want me to do?” 

The reptile was indeed much stronger… there was no telling how much, and Selena 

mumbled something about how she didn‟t think there was enough weight in Hell to check for 

sure… but whatever else, it was impressive. His telekinesis hadn‟t improved, which was no 

shocker – Selena, as always, was cheerful to inform him that he simply didn‟t have the right sort 

of mind for anything from really advanced magics to psychic abilities – but on the other hand, 

his Dominate, Intimidate, and Wrath abilities had all increased… which explained a lot, when 

the Drakkaren thought back to the effects they‟d had. 

Lily had portalled in after a short time, and she‟d been mesmerized with Zerrex‟s new 

body for a little while, touching over him and examining the arm she hadn‟t had a chance to take 

a good look at back at the fortress with Carmen pestering them… and as Zerrex argued with 

Selena about how useful magic was in combat, Lily mumbled a spell and tapped his arm, and a 

moment later the Drakkaren‟s chaotic, stony arm shifted and turned into thickly-layered, silver 

plates of overlayed metal, ending in a clawed gauntlet. Zerrex gaped, and Lilith looked pleased at 

the reaction. 

After only a few minutes, however, the Reshape spell wore off and Zerrex‟s arm once 

more went back to looking like a mess of metal plates and stone chunks, and the reptile flexed 

his hand slowly, looking thoughtfully at this. Lily had taught him a good few spells not known to 

the public for whatever reason, most of them only quasi-useful, such as Marble; the spell was 

only of any real use when Zerrex combined it with a charge spell or used a Reshape and 

Permancy spell to create a silvery bullet or arrow out of the bauble. 

It was strange that a Monarch spell would have such an effect on his arm, though, which 

made Selena want to look up more information on the Abomination‟s Claw or whatever his arm 

actually was, since she was wondering whether or not they‟d made a mistake in guessing so 

quickly at the first thing that they‟d come across. Zerrex looked at her sourly, then replied 

irritably: “How many arms like this can even exist in all of Hell? Maybe it‟s just because I‟m a 

freak of nature half-created by alchemy.” 

The reptile dropped his head morbidly at this, and Lily gently rubbed a hand down his 

back, gazing at him softly, but Selena said dryly: “Gee, well, in that case, can I return you for a 

full refund? Because you‟ve got a lot of broken parts.” 



“Yeah, well, you‟ve got a broken… face. If you don‟t shut up, that is.” Zerrex said 

threateningly, but most of the actual threat was diluted by the awkward, nonsensical delivery, so 

Selena only rolled her eyes before staring as Zerrex popped a blade out of the top of his wrist, 

and he said triumphantly: “I finally think I mastered it. And this blade doesn‟t look all rickety 

like the other ones did.”  

“I really wish you‟d stop doing that. You‟re not a freaking spring-blade, you moron.” 

Selena slapped the back of Zerrex‟s head lightly, and he immediately glowered at her, the female 

raising her hands and swaying away with a look of distaste. “Sorry, sorry. But seriously, don‟t 

waste your energies.” 

“I dunno, it doesn‟t really feel like it‟s taking up any of my strength at all.” Zerrex said 

thoughtfully, withdrawing the blade into his arm and flexing his clawed hand slowly, before 

wincing as the metal plates and rocky bits slowly locked together and shrank down, excess 

falling off here and there as it retook the form of his normal arm. “On the other hand, after I do 

that… it hurts like Hell.” 

“That‟s because it‟s not supposed to do that…” Lily murmured, rubbing along the now 

normal-looking arm gently and brushing off a few remaining bits of rocky plate, Selena tilting 

her head a bit. “You‟re a powerful demon, Zerrex, but you‟re not that talented of a 

shapeshifter… and all you‟re really doing is thinning that arm out and shoving a layer of scales 

over it to hide it from the world.” 

The reptile shrugged, but he realized it made sense: after all, when Gape had cut into his 

arm, he had sliced through a thin layer of flesh and then hit something hard and terrible beneath 

it… but he shook his head after a moment with a sigh, looking morbidly at his normal-looking 

hand, concentrating again as he closed his eyes and forcing his other demonic characteristics to 

slowly vanish, until he was finally left sitting in his normal Drakkaren body. “Well, it makes me 

feel better when I do this. And people don‟t look at me like I‟m a circus freak or a monster, 

either.” 

“What‟s a circus freak?” Lily asked with a frown, and Selena coughed, looking away 

with a grin as the golden-scaled demoness glared over at her. “What? I‟m a pureblood demon, I 

spent my childhood learning about demonic history, not silly mortal terms… the only time I ever 

was finally exposed to mortal beings was when I found Lord Zerrex and the few other prisoners 

or ascendant demons who would talk to me.” 

Selena smiled slightly and spread her arms, bowing her head slightly in submission, and 

then Lily added sourly: “Besides, I‟d know more about the mortal world if someone didn‟t hog 

Lord Zerrex all to herself.” 

“Well, we‟re all living under the same roof now, so fuck off and live with it. The past is 

the past, after all.” Selena replied irritably, and the two females glared at each other, Zerrex 

feeling faintly amused and admittedly a bit fluffy inside over the fact that two people were 

actually fighting over him as a partner, not as a weapon or asset. He rubbed absently at his 

muzzle, then looked back and forth before wincing as Selena added darkly: “And by the way, 

don‟t think that every night is going to be a threesome now. And I still expect you to pay 

attention to me and do things with me despite having lovey-dovey there.” 

“You‟re… so possessive.” Zerrex said mildly, and then he sighed, shaking his head a bit 

as she narrowed her eyes at him, the reptile looking at each female and appealing: “How about 

this? We put off the marital bickering until after we deal with the Princess, because…” He 

halted, then stood up and created a portal, murmuring quietly: “Actually, we should go. Things 

are getting out of hand.” 



Selena nodded, looking embarrassed as she helped Lily up to her feet, and the two 

females traded a nod before Zerrex smiled over his shoulder at them, adding softly: “We have to 

spend not eternity, but forever together. We might as well put aside our differences and figure 

out a way to get along, right?” 

“Right.” Selena mumbled, as she followed the Drakkaren through the portal, and Lily 

gazed after him fawningly before following through and taking a breath, resuming her usual 

professional air as the Dius walked out into the now mostly-empty hall, announcing: “Hey, all 

you who‟ve stayed here… meeting time for the resistence movement. Let‟s go down to the 

briefing room.” 

The others nodded, and Zerrex tilted his head curiously before following the others along, 

glancing over the group as Mahihko ran up to him and clung to his tail childishly with one arm, 

his other thumb still firmly in his mouth. The reptile half-ignored him, only tossing the wolf a 

smile before turning his eyes to the others. Amiglion showed up, late as always… Carmen, 

Vampire, Blake, Ixin, Rose, Sin, the four Sisters, even Alastor… that‟s everyone… or almost 

everyone, anyway… 

Selena stepped aside courteously to allow Lily to take over, the demoness pushing open 

the door to a large room and bowing aside to permit Zerrex to step inside first, the Drakkaren 

staring back and forth in shock at the enormous room beyond. Not only did it have a table more 

than big enough for all of them to sit around, but a series of glass monitors at the back covered in 

all sorts of runes and information… and Zerrex walked slowly down to these as everyone filed in 

behind him, taking their seats as the Drakkaren – and little Mahihko – inspected the glowing 

crystals powering the monitors and the information displayed on them, which contained 

everything from guard shifts to the Princess‟s schedule… which looks extremely busy for the next 

while, a good advantage for us… but how the hell did they set all this stuff up? 

“Lord Zerrex… would you mind heading this meeting, since you‟re the one with all the 

information?” asked Lily courteously, and the Drakkaren turned around to stare over the 

enormous table and the group, feeling a bit of stage fright before Lily grasped his arm gently and 

pulled him towards the empty seat at the head of the table, saying quietly: “Please?” 

“Alright…” Zerrex said after a moment, making a bit of a face as he looked down at 

Mahihko… and then he patted the wolf gently on the head, saying softly: “You can come back to 

me right after we talk things through, okay? Why don‟t you go sit in that spot right there, 

between Carmen and Sin?” 

Mahihko looked up at him quietly, then he smiled a bit and reached up to grab at his 

muzzle, saying childishly: “Nose.” A pause, and then he nodded just as Zerrex was beginning to 

wonder if the wolf had become brain-damaged. “Yes, Daddy.” 

“Good kid.” Zerrex watched as the wolf toddled off, gazing at him sadly before he shook 

his head and walked over to sit down at the head of the table with Lily to his right and Sin to his 

left, Selena sitting a bit further down beside Vampire, who grinned at her before wincing as she 

glared back at him. The reptile gave them all a moment to settle in, and then he said calmly: 

“Everyone, if I could have your attention, I‟ll start things up.” 

He expected jeers, at least from Ixin, but everyone quieted and looked up at him with 

unexpected professionalism… and Zerrex had to remind himself that time passed differently 

between Hell and the mortal realm, the Drakkaren taking a deep breath before saying bluntly: “I 

didn‟t kill Prince Az‟Iriel, but an imposter who told me the real Az‟Iriel has been dead for a long 

time now.” 



“Okay, what the fuck.” Carmen said stupidly, frowning and looking around the table as 

other people muttered nervously, Alastor looking particularly-horrified. “So… what did you kill 

then, I guess would be the most important question if everyone would shut up.” 

She slapped a palm down onto the table, and even Ixin closed his mouth in terror, 

possibly also due to the fact that Carmen was in her masculine, breastless form now. Zerrex gave 

her a look of both amusement and exasperation, and then he said quietly: “I have reason to 

believe that the creature I killed was a being from the Unworld that was given powers by an 

unknown source… but quite possibly the Princess. But before I or it could do anything, it seemed 

to find the air of the mortal plane too volatile, for some reason…” 

“A different type of essence pervades the mortal plane… Az‟Iriel‟s armor probably 

protected it.” Sin murmured quietly, and the others glanced towards her, Zerrex tilting his head 

curiously as she blushed deeply before lowering her head, continuing in a mumble: “Unless an 

Unworld being was in a heavily-populated area and able to feed constantly off mortals and living 

things, it would have quickly been destroyed… but to not only pull a being out of the Unworld, 

but to grant it powers… that takes abilities that the Princess herself may not even have…” 

Zerrex nodded slowly, and the Drakkaren glanced around the room before asking quietly: 

“Ixin, what about you? Do you have any idea what sort of magic could enhance a being like 

that?” 

Ixin looked thoughtfully upwards, putting his hands behind his head before saying 

mildly: “Fucked if I know. Then again, from what I heard, most of these Unworld beings are just 

lost creatures, but there are… certain strong monstrosities that pull strength from that place, like 

the… I forget the name.” Ixin looked at Zerrex pointedly, and the Drakkaren felt a chill as he 

thought of Celestial. “But maybe all an Unworld creature needs is an intelligence boost, and 

that‟s enough for it to learn to control whatever abilities might be locked away in it… plenty of 

them have been known to chuck chunks of Unworld energy at their victims to slow „em down, 

after all.” 

The others nodded and murmured to each other, and then Selena stood up and said 

darkly: “Either way, it doesn‟t matter, because when the High Monarchs are in negotiations, they 

take off their masks. The Princess would have known about Az‟Iriel being replaced… the 

fucking bitch has been playing us, just like we had guessed! Even if she isn‟t the source of the 

Unworld being, she‟ll know who is… I move that we prepare and lay an all-out-attack against 

the Central Spire.” 

Alastor laughed at this with a hint of hysteria in his voice, looking down the table at 

Selena and asking her mildly: “Are you stupid? She has control over all of Hell! There‟s a dozen 

of us sitting here around the table, plus the Eastern Freedom Movement, and a handful of willing 

Dius here and there and mistreated soldiers. She‟s always had complete dominion over the 

Circles of Minor Sin, Lust, and Tragedy, and now the Circles of Greed and Pride are openly 

siding with her ideas… and believe me, Wrath is heading that way too. Even if we rounded up 

the loyalist remnants of Az‟Iriel‟s army, it wouldn‟t be enough… even if we could infiltrate the 

tower and attack, even if we had all of Heaven on our side… it wouldn‟t be enough. And on top 

of that, you‟re forgetting three major things: the Scholars, the Scribes, and the Divine Protection 

the Princess has.” 

Zerrex frowned and leaned forwards, asking slowly: “But if we declared war on her, 

wouldn‟t the Scribes and Scholars stay out of it? The Eastern Provinces accepted Lily as their 

leader, and-” 



“A lot has changed over the last thousand years.” Lily said quietly, glancing down and 

sighing softly as she rested her arms on the table. “Mostly, we‟ve been living out of the Northern 

Fortress we claimed, picking through Az‟Iriel‟s soldiers and converting them to our cause while 

trying to maintain the mortal and demonic machinery he has. But since the Princess took over 

Hell, the Scholars and Scribes now work directly under her… and we don‟t even know where 

Prince Memnon is. He‟s vanished completely… we don‟t think he‟s dead, but… we do think 

he‟s severely injured somewhere. And I‟ve lost control of the Eastern Province due to the 

Princess‟s meddling… our bases have been tracked down and ruthlessly destroyed, and my 

people butchered into believing that I‟m just a troublemaker and murderer.” 

“Like it matters… we‟ve tackled worse, right, Boss?” asked Vampire cheerfully, and he 

hammered his fists against the table, grinning widely as he added: “I got a solution for all three 

of those problems, and it‟s that badass sitting at the head of the table. Like, fuck. Obviously this 

imposter was strong enough to seem like the real Az‟Iriel-” 

“He wasn‟t that strong…” Zerrex mumbled, rubbing the back of his head slowly and 

interrupting Vampire‟s flow, the demon wolf sitting with his jaws agape and a glare in the 

Drakkaren‟s direction, one finger raised. “He didn‟t even use mortal magic or anything… he 

fought with dark energy, for the most part.” 

“And even you can‟t control dark energy properly, meaning, duh, he was pretty fuckin‟ 

strong.” Vampire countered, and Zerrex slapped a hand to his forehead before the demon wolf 

continued easily, spreading his arms: “So let‟s see. You let me round up a decent-sized grunt 

militia, and I‟ll get them working all the mortal technology we can dig out of Az‟Iriel‟s bases 

and get running. Secondly, if we run a diversionary attack against the Southern Palace, we can 

draw the soldiers away from the Central Spire and keep them busy while the rest of the force 

attacks another… wait, I got a better idea. Get me some chemicals and I‟ll mix you some bombs 

to blow the shit out of the staircase leading up to Hell from the Circle of Minor Sin.” 

“They‟ll just portal then, idiot.” Blake said mildly, and when Vampire grinned, he 

frowned a bit and then said slowly: “No, they all won‟t… because not all of them will be able to 

use magic. But they‟ll just get mages to portal them to whatever new location, then…” 

Vampire nodded, saying mildly: “But things will become congested… catapults and war 

machines kept in the Circle of Wrath might end up in the Circle of Minor Sin before they find 

out that the staircase has gone bust, and then no one will know what to do with them… and 

portalling a few people is one thing, but a war machine like that? That takes power… so they‟ll 

likely have to set up runic portals to a single location for the soldiers to pass through.” 

“I don‟t like it.” Alastor said mildly, and the two looked up as the dog glanced from them 

to his television, mumbling: “This isn‟t like mortal warfare… just because you cut off the supply 

routes doesn‟t meant they won‟t be supplied anyway. If the Princess controls all of Hell, then 

she‟ll just use the Eastern or Western Province‟s battalions in. Even if you destroyed every 

regiment in Hell, she‟d just have the Scholars bind you…” 

The demon wolf leaned forwards, tenting his fingers and asking humbly: “Then what do 

you suggest, oh great war leader?” 

Alastor blinked and looked up at this, glancing nervously back and forth before Selena 

offered him a small, awkward smile, and Carmen tilted her head towards the king… and he 

sighed a bit before turning off his television, putting it aside and looking morbidly up at Zerrex, 

resting his head on one hand. “Vampire is right though, you know. You‟re the only chance we 

have at destroying the Princess‟s defenses… but the problem I‟m seeing is that in order to do 

that, you‟ll have to kill both the Scribes and the Scholars, and that includes Master Scribe Vine. 



Besides which, you wouldn‟t be able to take a large team into the Central Spire… everyone 

would get confused and the Scholars would find it far easier to track you down and bind you… 

and besides, we simply don‟t have enough artifacts to go around. By the way, you do realize 

you‟re naked, right?” 

Zerrex looked down at himself, then he blushed deeply and covered his crotch 

embarrassedly as the Four Sisters laughed quietly with varying expressions of amusement, and 

then Sin created a small portal and reached through it, pulling a loincloth and half-robe 

combination out of it. Zerrex took this from her with an embarrassed mumble, and then he stood 

up and away from the table as he slid it on, fighting to get his tail through the small slot in the 

back as Alastor tried to draw the attention away from the reptile as he said clearly: “Our best 

chance is to get Lord Zerrex and a small cluster of people into the Central Spire, and then build 

up a perimeter defense around the building after sealing it off. Sabnock and White should also be 

willing to help us, and that might make the Circle of Tragedy our best place to stage the battle…  

“Of course, I‟m sure several of you are wondering why we shouldn‟t just permit Lord 

Zerrex and his handpicked team to go in on the attack.” Alastor glanced around at the others, and 

a few of them nodded. The canid smiled a bit, and he said quietly: “We need to lure out the 

Princess‟s officers and kill them to ensure our victory. By staging an „attack‟ against the Central 

Spire, we‟ll also confuse the Scholars, and they may miss Zerrex and his group inside the area.” 

The others nodded, and then Earth said softly, drawing their attention: “But this cannot be 

done hastily… although we see the necessity in these actions, we must first stand back and 

prepare our forces, then bide our times until the right moment comes.” 

“Only then will the attack be successful.” Air added, although Fire looked grudgingly 

back and forth before shrugging and nodding. “I know you prefer to rush ahead, Lord Zerrex… 

but this will take time, unlike the other battles. The defenses surrounding the Princess are nearly 

insurmountable right now… we have to wait until the Scholars are vulnerable. They must be 

destroyed first, before the Princess can be dealt with.” 

“And… and the Scholars have pretty much sealed themselves off.” Amiglion added in an 

embarrassed mumble, rubbing the back of his head slowly as he looked stupidly over at Zerrex. 

“After I stole your name for them, they um… they weren‟t happy about that. So I think you 

might have to break through a reinforced forcefield…” 

Fire raised her head, then she grinned slightly and said easily: “I have a trick that you‟ll 

be able to learn to deal with that, Lord Zerrex… it‟s an old skill from the First Hell that the 

Goddess ruled. If you wouldn‟t mind, we‟d like to train you at the Monastery…” 

“You‟re strong physically… but you still have much to learn about yourself and your 

demonic characteristics.” added Water gently, and Zerrex rubbed the back of his head, looking 

almost embarrassed before she finished softly: “We‟d be honored to work with you.” 

After a few moments, the reptile relented and nodded slowly, and the Sisters smiled and 

straightened, all of them bowing to him as they murmured in time: “Thank you, Lord Zerrex… 

we shall put all our strength and effort into helping you and training you…” 

“Thank you, Sisters, for the kindness…” Zerrex said quietly in return, and then he 

glanced around the group, rubbing at the back of his head slowly. “But I guess if there‟s nothing 

else… we should all probably return to our own positions, before the Princess gets wind of us. 

Everyone is welcome to stay as long as they feel is safe… but don‟t stay so long that you‟ll 

arouse suspicions, huh? That affects all of us, not just you, after all.” 

“Tightass.” Carmen grinned up at him slightly nonetheless, and Zerrex had a faint 

memory of Cherry saying that same to him many a time in the past, earning a small smile from 



the reptile before she looked around the room as several others stood, and she added mildly: 

“Well, I guess everyone‟s a tightass here.” 

“And you‟re just a bitch.” Alastor said from across the table, and then he bowed a bit to 

Zerrex and Lily before stepping through a portal and vanishing. Amiglion waved and almost hit 

Ixin in the head, then embarrassedly escaped quickly through a portal himself, and the others 

approached Zerrex in a line, trading handshakes and hugs before they left, until Zerrex stood in 

the room with Lily, Carmen, Selena, Mahihko, Sin, and the four Sisters. This is awkward. 

Everyone here has some weird sexual interest in me. 

Zerrex snorted in amusement at his own thoughts, and then he stared as Carmen produced 

a small golden box. Zerrex leered at this awkwardly, and then the female said cheerfully: “Since 

I see a lot of empty holes in the wolf for piercings, these are for him…” A pause and a leer at the 

Drakkaren. “And then we‟re going to try a few more on you.” 

“You know, funny thing, I think I should be getting to the monastery.” Zerrex babbled, 

quickly walking down the aisle as Mahihko stared in fascination at the small golden box Carmen 

was holding, and then wolf leapt out of his chair and grabbed Zerrex‟s leg tightly, almost 

tripping him up as the lizard winced and mumbled: “It‟s… good to see you too, Mahihko. But… 

you‟re gonna have to be strong for me, huh?” 

He extracted himself and turned slowly around, then knelt and took Mahihko‟s hands, 

ignoring the others for a moment as he looked into the wolf‟s eyes and said softly: “I wish, 

honestly, that I could keep you around here forever. But we can‟t take that chance right now… 

and you have to be a big boy. I‟ll visit you when I can, though… and I‟ll make sure that no one 

does anything too bad to you… but this is Hell, and we did earn our punishments here, do you 

understand?” 

Mahihko whined a bit, his ears laying back… but he nodded with a tremble, gazing up at 

him quietly. “All I wanted to do was to come down here and make sure you were okay… that… 

that you hadn‟t forgotten about us…” 

“I could never forget about you.” Zerrex stroked the wolf‟s face gently with the back of 

his hand, and then he shook his head slowly before smiling faintly down at him, and he finally 

kissed his forehead, the lupine blushing deeply as the Drakkaren drew away. He stood, then 

patted Mahihko gently between the ears, saying softly: “Take care of yourself… and…” A 

glance around the room, but he only saw compassion before he murmured: “I do love you, little 

wolf child. I do.” 

“I love you too, Daddy.” Mahihko said tenderly, and then he laced his fingers together, 

watching as Zerrex walked slowly over to the Sisters and whispering: “I miss you already, 

Father…” 

 

Ten years later, Zerrex sat in the master bedroom of the Ravenlight Estate, slowly 

polishing Blackheart with a rag like old times, dressed in plain black mortal clothes and heavy 

black metal greaves… before he looked up as Selena threw open the doors and staggered into the 

room, saying clearly: “We got the green light to start moving our soldiers into place, Zer!” 

“I know. Sin already told me.” Zerrex said calmly, as he slowly moved the rag along 

Blackheart‟s already polished surface, and Selena frowned a bit as the Drakkaren looked over at 

her with a slight smile. “I‟ve waited ten years for this, Selena. Ten long, grueling years where 

absolutely nothing has happened other than training, training, training, and Carmen forcing all 

sorts of different piercings and tattoos on me that I later had to have Sin remove with a cleansing 



spell on a level that most of my scales came off with it. I‟m going to stay calm and finish this 

job, and just do my best to wait and retain my dignity until it‟s time for the attack.” 

Selena grinned slightly and shook her head slowly, and then she replied mildly: “You 

know, in the seven years you spent at the Monastery, it‟s like you learned more there than you 

ever did here.” 

Zerrex shrugged a bit, looking lame and not really wanting to talk about it or reveal to her 

that he‟d always wanted to live in a Monastery… not like the one in Hell he‟d just lived at, that 

he‟d never dreamed or imagined… but it had certainly been an experience nonetheless. It had 

been peaceful and quiet, and his duties had ranged from sweeping the floors to picking apples 

and gathering other foods to be prepared for their weekly meal. He‟d loved every moment of it… 

and moreover, the Sisters and the other priestesses there had taught him so much… and that was 

besides the fact that Zerrex had been one of three males of the forty or fifty people in the 

enormous, private Monastery. 

The Sisters had taught him several skills, and despite the Princess showing up several 

times to interfere with his lessons, they had successfully taught the Drakkaren everything he 

could learn in a short period of time he‟d been there… short by Hell‟s standards, anyway. 

Thankfully, they‟d stayed away from magic, and focused on his natural talents and abilities… 

hence the reason Zerrex had learned so much in so little a time. 

He had also picked up a lot more on demonic history, since between the sex, work, and 

training, he was left to rest however he pleased in his room… and the lizard would read through 

page after page of work thoughtfully, mumbling here and there about how Hell was too damned 

complicated and had far too much history. He wondered absently how much of Hell had floated 

up into the mortal world and how much of the physical world had flowed down and tainted 

Hell… and even as he sat here now, he hadn‟t figured out how everything worked. After all, once 

exposed to Hell energy on a long-term basis, the body changes and begins working in a far 

different, far superior way… but if a demon from Hell stays on the mortal plane for too long, its 

body „rusts‟ if it doesn‟t start regularly restore its energy or expose itself to Hell essence from 

someplace every few years or so.  

Zerrex looked slowly over Selena from where she stood in the doorway, and then he put 

Blackheart aside as she slid into the room and sat beside him, dressed in her new bondage outfit: 

amazingly, this one actually covered her breasts with a black lace bra that was part of the corset 

instead of leaving them mostly exposed and barely covered in straps like the last one had. She 

had leather straps that wrapped around both of her strong biceps, and her legs and forearms were 

both covered, her upper limbs by fingerless leather gloves that stretched back to her elbows, and 

her lower limbs by long black stockings that latched onto a black-lace thong that barely covered 

her crotch. Finally, she had a black, spiked collar around her neck and matching tight bracelets 

and anklets, leaving her taloned feet exposed. The best part of her outfit was that it had been 

charmed to stretch or shrink with her body if she changed her size… likely the reason she was 

wearing it. 

On one of her sides was the runed whip, and on the other hung the revolver: Zerrex had 

taught her to use it, and after a short argument, he had decided that she was better suited for the 

weapon. She wasn‟t exactly the best shot in the world, but with her pyrokinetic abilities, she 

could cause the bullets to explode in midair or the moment they struck a target. The Drakkaren 

also thought it made her look a bit more like Cherry, which gave him a nice at-home feeling… 

although he knew that if he ever mentioned that to her, she‟d probably kick his ass. “You look 

like you‟re suited up already.” 



“You bet.” Selena grinned slightly as she slipped over to sit beside him, reaching down to 

touch the large blade of his weapon as she asked teasingly: “By the way… is everything you own 

massive, or is it just me?” 

“I like big things.” Zerrex said defensively, and then he poked one of her breasts. “Feel 

fortunate that I do, or I might find these repugnant or whatever.” 

“These? These are only moderate by Hell‟s standards.” Selena squeezed her enormous 

bust, looking down at herself disdainfully, which earned a look of entertainment from Zerrex. 

“Carmen‟s the lucky one… she can have either giant bazongas or none at all depending on her 

fuckin‟ mood. Me, I try and increase the size of my breasts, and I can‟t hold it for longer than a 

few hours.” 

“And here I thought you were some big-time shapeshifter.” Zerrex said mildly, earning a 

glare and a light shove from Selena, and he rocked to the side with a slight grin and a wink 

before looking back over her with amusement. “So tell me, how‟d you hear about the attack?” 

“You‟re lucky you had a subject to change to.” Selena muttered, and then she shook her 

head slowly. “But I heard about it from Sin while I was working out in one of the weight 

rooms… and by the way, I hate you for getting me hooked on this exercise bullshit. I think some 

days you‟re trying to turn me into that Cherry bitch.” 

“I‟m just trying to figure out what her reaction‟ll be when she finds out about us… and 

furthermore, sees that you‟re just her, pretty much.” Zerrex said softly, taking one of her hands 

gently and earning a smile and blush from Selena, who leaned towards him and closed her eyes 

as she rested her muzzle on his shoulder. “She‟ll probably be pissed as hell, if you want my 

honest opinion. Not because I remarried, more because she missed her chance to screw it up and 

the free food most mortal weddings offer.” 

Selena grunted and shrugged a bit, pushing her muzzle through his hair before leaning 

away and squeezing his hand lightly. “Well, she can take it up the left nostril for all I fuckin‟ 

care, no offense to you, Zer. I just like spending time with you… and I still don‟t like you, you 

know.” 

The reptile shrugged amiably, nudging her with his elbow as he tried to let go of her 

hand, but she clung on tight to his fingers. “Well, I don‟t like you much either, if it‟s any 

consolation. But I really… do dream of the day when I can introduce you all to each other… you, 

Lily, Sin, and everyone else…” 

“Mahihko doesn‟t like me too much.” Selena said absently, tugging him to his feet… and 

Zerrex managed to slide his hand free of her grip as he walked over to pick up the old-style 

magnetic holster he used to carry Blackheart around, to avoid wasting too much energy binding 

the blade to his body. He tilted his head curiously towards her as he strapped this on, and she 

looked embarrassed as she rubbed the back of his head. “But hey, he didn‟t seem to mind at all 

when I popped a cock out… the bitch is talented with that tongue piercing he has, I tell you that 

much.” 

“He is an Incubus…” Zerrex murmured, not wanting to get much into Mahihko‟s lusts. 

The wolf would be helping them today rallying prisoners and such… but only because the 

strange little lupine had abilities that they couldn‟t do without right now. He can seduce on such 

a massive level, after all… and that‟s better than my ability to dominate by power or by the old 

fashioned way in many a way… “But he isn‟t fond of anyone being added to our little family. I‟m 

sure he‟s glad and all that I didn‟t have to go through Hell alone… but only Sin provides a real 

appropriate mother figure for him.” 



“Outside of sexual fantasies, anyway.” Selena mumbled, and Zerrex did his best to ignore 

her. It had been awkward enough when he‟d discovered Selena had pulled up a full record of 

everything he‟d done in the Circle of Lust… but even more awkward had been the dossiers of 

information on Mahihko, which included several particularly-disturbing sexual fantasies he‟d 

never really mentioned, such as being Zerrex‟s child by blood from his mother being raped.  

She cleared her throat after a moment, taking the hint and looking embarrassed as she 

looked back and forth, and finally she said clearly: “Anyway, uh… are you gonna hurry up 

there? We should at least move down and meet in the lobby, where everyone else probably is by 

now… all the team leaders, anyway, I mean. Fuck, I know I‟ve been pretty gung-ho about this 

whole thing, but even I‟m starting to think I might‟ve jumped the gun a little bit looking at our 

puny army compared to the several billion soldiers the Princess has… plus I hear you still 

haven‟t picked your team of four troops going in with you.” 

“It‟s better to leave stuff like that to the last minute anyway, stops arguments… and it‟s 

not like we‟re going in fancy or with special preparations or equipment… we‟re just going in to 

kill some morons that get in our way.” Zerrex said mildly, as he finished fastening the magnetic 

holder onto his back. He slipped a large sidepack onto his belt as well, checking inside it to make 

sure it was magically-enlarged, and he smiled a bit to himself before turning and grasping 

Blackheart, locking the enormous sword onto his back as he flexed his fingers slowly. He paused 

at a thoughtful look from Selena, however, and he leaned away, saying mildly: “Whenever you 

look at me like that, I always feel this dull worry that I‟m about to get punched in the face.” 

Selena rolled her eyes, then she asked curiously: “So, like… why are you even taking a 

team in? I‟ve seen you take on your full demonic form… I was there with the Sisters when we 

did that „release‟ exercise in the Plains of Despair, after all, where you‟re supposed to just go 

nuts or whatever and give in to your demonic urges to just let them flow out of you and reveal 

your full, true form… and I gotta say, I wasn‟t exactly impressed by your little temper tantrum in 

the sand, but the giant form you had sure made up for it.” 

Zerrex glowered at her. “I‟m Wrath and Lust. I had nothing to molest or destroy, what the 

hell was I supposed to do? And since I remember blowing something up, I think it was a bit more 

than a temper tantrum… next time I could always rape you, after all.” A pause as Selena looked 

contemplative at this, and the Drakkaren covered his face with one hand. “Don‟t even reply to 

that, please. 

“But well… no matter how strong I am, I can‟t split into two. While I go after the 

Scholars, someone else has to tackle the Scribes, then secure the ground floor.” Zerrex said 

mildly, and Selena frowned a bit at this as Zerrex shrugged slowly and headed for the open door, 

Selena falling in step with him. “See, I figure that the Scribes and Scholars both have enough 

roles in common they probably work to protect each other, as well… and I figure if we attack 

them both at the same time, it‟ll be far easier than attacking one group while the other moves to 

try and responded to the threat and we end up pincered. The Scribes have a hive mind, after all… 

who knows how they‟d respond to their bosses getting chopped up?” 

“I think you just want some privacy to do what you do best.” Selena said amiably, and 

Zerrex shrugged again as she patted him on the back, looking amused. “Well, you might want to 

let out some of your demonic form, at least… to be honest, I can‟t believe you‟re still being all 

stubborn about this crap and wandering around in that mortal Drakkaren form of yours.” 

“That‟s what I am.” Zerrex replied obstinately, and Selena snorted and grinned slightly as 

the lizard looked across at her sourly, crossing his arms as they strode through the Estate. “Hey, 

it works for me, okay?” 



“Right… you know what, this place is too damn big.” Selena created a portal and walked 

through it, and Zerrex groaned before following morbidly, wondering how long it would be now 

before he started portalling himself everywhere throughout the Estate. I don‟t get what‟s wrong 

with a little exercise… “Well, what do you know, only half of them are here so far.” 

Zerrex looked up at the sound of Selena‟s voice, stepping out of the darkness of the portal 

to see a cluster of people standing around near the walls, and he nodded at the group in general 

before wincing as Ixin leapt in and wrapped an arm around him tightly, asking him in a serious 

voice: “So, Zerrex, do you remember that thing I told you all those years ago now?” 

“What?” The Drakkaren looked at Ixin dumbly for a few moments, who groaned and 

rolled his eyes… and then the reptile blinked a few times before a light turned on in his brain and 

he replied curiously: “You mean, before I left Hell ten years ago?” 

“It wasn‟t just a decade for all of us.” Ixin said sourly, raising the glass in his other hand 

and jingling it to make the ice cubes ring against the glass. The liquid inside fizzed a bit, and 

Zerrex wondered what the hell it was Ixin was drinking before the mage inquired in a solemn 

voice: “And what exactly was it that I told you all those years ago now for some of us, and but a 

mere ten years ago for you?” 

The reptile looked at him sourly, then he sighed and said mildly: “Since I doubt you want 

me to repeat the serious part, the not-so-serious part was something about not putting my penis 

into a cheese grater, because then I would end up with a stump that smelled like cheese.” 

“Ha, you remembered!” Ixin said cheerfully, as Selena stared at him with horror, and the 

eccentric reptile slapped the fellow Drakkaren on the back, Zerrex letting out a sigh as he looked 

towards the ceiling before adding absently: “But the other thing I said still applies too, by the 

way, so… yeah. Keep that in mind.” 

With that, Ixin wandered back towards Rose… but now the Dius was staring over at 

Zerrex with adoration, so he threw up his hands in disgust and instead went to sulk in a corner 

and sip at his drink as he mumbled possible spells under his breath in the Drakkaren‟s direction. 

Thankfully, nothing more serious occurred then a paper ball appearing out of nowhere to bounce 

off of Zerrex‟s head, since he was likely far too worried about incurring Selena‟s wrath as she 

walked over to her husband and asked mildly: “What exactly did he tell you ten years ago?” 

“Don‟t die out there, and don‟t underestimate the involvement of the Princess in 

anything.” Zerrex said quietly, rubbing slowly at his right arm. He could feel the stone and metal 

concealed beneath his layer of scales flexing and bulging, already wanting to get free as both his 

anxiety and excitement increased.  

Selena looked over him thoughtfully, then she nodded slowly and grunted, watching as 

Mist and Shine approached Zerrex with fawning smiles. “Do you think…” 

“I try not to.” Zerrex responded mildly, looking over at her with a bit of a smile, and 

Selena rolled her eyes as the twins approached, both of them grasping one of Zerrex‟s arms and 

leaning up to kiss either cheek gently. The reptile smiled a bit at them, and then he glanced over 

Selena, adding quietly: “We just have to be prepared for anything when we make the attack, 

that‟s all it means. And everyone on the outside is not only going to have to cooperate, but take 

on full form.” 

“I don‟t disagree, but that‟s still asking a lot.” Selena replied hesitantly, trading a frown 

with the twins before returning her eyes to Zerrex‟s own firm emerald, sighing a bit as she 

rubbed the back of her head slowly. “I really want to take the moment to point out that you‟re a 

freak, by the way. Because ninety percent of demons in Hell don‟t actually enjoy the demonic 

concept of beauty, which is size, spikes, and real ugly by mortal standards.” 



“Well, we all knew that I was a freak to begin with. So I dunno why this continues to 

surprise you so much.” Zerrex shrugged amiably, and the female muttered something under her 

breath as she glowered at him, but the reptile ignored her as he looked from Mist to Shine, asking 

curiously: “What about you two? Did you manage to convince Chief Succubus Sunia to join our 

cause, or is she still firmly sided with the Princess?” 

Mist sighed and shook her head slowly, and Shine muttered under her breath: “She 

believes it‟s a lost cause, but that the Princess will be kind enough to take you down with 

minimal damage… so she‟s stayed on the side of the Princess. We can only hope she and the 

succubi who are members of the Lust Guild will come around to our way of thinking before the 

fight is through… so perhaps she should be considered a non-target, like the Princess‟s 

concubines.” 

“Except her concubines are all terrified of her, and Sunia sounds at least semi-loyal… I 

don‟t want to cause any excess bloodshed any more than you do, but we can‟t exclude people 

just because…” He broke off at the faces Mist and Shine were making, and he finally sighed and 

nodded, mumbling: “Fine. I‟ll ask Lily to put her on the exclusion list, but you‟ll take the heat if 

she starts beating on us seriously, understood?” 

The twins beamed up at him and both nodded, and Zerrex kissed both their foreheads, 

murmuring: “Good luck and grace to you both. Take care of yourselves throughout this battle.” 

“And tenfold to you, Master Zerrex.” Mist and Shine spoke in unison, then both bowed 

deeply to him as they slid away to either side as another familiar face approached… and the 

Drakkaren grinned slightly and crossed his arms, the twins giggling behind him as they tossed 

amused looks over their shoulders. 

Magistrate Sabnock approached in a silver breastplate with golden plates that cupped 

both her shoulders, and matching golden vambraces on both forearms. A long silver loincloth 

with white edging hung from her waist, along with a dark-tan battle dress hung down to her 

ankles, open at the front to reveal the shine of silver chain leggings that attached down into 

heavy golden greaves. She was carrying a golden helm in one hand, and a war hammer hung 

loosely from the other, despite the longbow that stuck out past one shoulder and the quiver of 

arrows hanging behind her waist. “Aren‟t you a little overequipped?” 

“You‟re the one with the giant sword on his back. If you used that while you were mortal, 

I wonder how you managed to carry it around without breaking your back or cutting off your tail. 

It‟s certainly not a phallus reference or anything, right?” Sabnock asked dryly, and Zerrex looked 

away with a cough before she sighed and snapped the war hammer back on her belt, looking 

sourly over the Drakkaren. “I can‟t believe I‟m doing this. I can‟t believe, furthermore, that of all 

the available personnel in Hell, it‟s you who‟s leading the operation.” 

“If you don‟t like it, go on the internet and complain.” Zerrex said mildly, and when 

Sabnock only frowned at this, the Drakkaren slapped his forehead and mumbled: “Right. No 

internet in Hell. Um… you know, I probably can‟t count how many megabytes I‟ve missed of 

worthwhile porn while trapped down here…” 

“Focus, Lord Zerrex, please.” Sabnock gestured at him with both hands in a cutting 

motion, looking frustrated, and the lizard swayed backwards and made a face before she 

continued slowly: “We have no impartial military advisement team. We have no real 

headquarters that‟s been assessed by a military council or designed with the specific needs of our 

group in mind. We have roughly a thousand soldiers per unit, up against the billions, if not 

trillions, of souls and soldiers in Hell that the Princess has under her control. And you plan on 

leaving one as-yet-unnamed person in charge of what you keep referring to as the „alpha force‟ 



in charge of combating the Princess‟s forces and holding them in place outside of the Spire… not 

to mention the fact that this „alpha force‟ is also apparently being charged with killing off any 

important officers working under the Princess, just in case the Pawn system of Hell is still in 

place or under the assumption that many of the soldiers of each unit will automatically cease 

fighting if their commanding officer is slain. 

“And this is all without even getting into the many problems facing „delta force,‟ the 

team you plan to lead yourself into the Spire…” Sabnock finished, looking exasperated as the 

Drakkaren nodded slowly to show he was following. “Lord Zerrex, how do you expect to 

triumph with a group of four as-yet-unknowns attempting to kill the Scribes, while you yourself 

try and handle the remaining Scholars? The Princess isn‟t going to just be a pushover, you 

realize… and with all the years she‟s ruled and lived in Hell, she‟s learned the conventions and 

covenants of this plane inside-out… and now that she‟s sole ruler, I expect she‟ll break every 

war law placed into existence.” 

“I know. That‟s why I‟m putting my faith in you, Sabnock.” Zerrex said mildly, and the 

wolverine did a double-take, her blue wings flapping a bit behind her as he shrugged and glanced 

over her slowly. “You‟re an architect… a magistrate… and an original demon, one of the elders, 

I‟ve been told. And I‟ve also been told not to underestimate your powers… and even Selena 

respects you, despite whatever attitude she gives you.” 

Sabnock grimaced, then blinked when Zerrex gripped her shoulders and looked down at 

her pointedly, saying softly: “You‟re my War Chief. We need your experience and knowledge… 

and besides, you‟re the one who convinced most of the Judges and other Magistrates to help us 

out here… and hey, rebellions are always long shots but… how often do they work, huh?” 

“Not often at all, if you look at history… most of them are just forgotten about because 

they die out so fast.” The wolverine muttered, the demoness shifting awkwardly on the spot and 

looking back and forth before glancing back up at Zerrex, pointing at White as he portalled in, 

saying clearly: “Why not the Judge of Death? He‟s far more combat-oriented than I am, and-” 

Zerrex looked up curiously as a second figure stepped through the portal afterwards, and 

the Drakkaren smiled slightly at a miserable-looking Anubis, the jackal dressed in his plain white 

suit but carrying an enormous armload of papers with him, and White half-bowed to the canid, 

motioning for him to do something. The jackal looked flustered and said loudly: “You know, I‟m 

not your servant, and I don‟t have to listen to you-” 

Before he could finish, White drew his massive revolver and fired a round into the 

ground by Anubis‟s paw, and the jackal jumped, several papers falling to the ground as people 

stared, before he blushed deeply and mumbled: “Yeah, I‟ll be right back. Excuse me, sir.” 

The jackal wandered off towards another group, and Zerrex looked mildly back at 

Sabnock. “You really want White in charge of everyone now?” A pause as she mumbled 

something under her breath in reply, and then he said softly: “I believe in your abilities, Sabnock. 

You can appoint whoever you want to advise you… but it looks like everyone‟s here, and it‟s 

time to get things moving.” 

“Zerrex… wait.” Sabnock winced and half-rose a hand as the Drakkaren turned away, 

and he looked over his shoulder curiously as she rubbed the back of her head, before finally 

saying: “Good luck. I‟ll look for you when this is all over.” 

“You better.” Zerrex replied, and he smiled at her before turning and heading for the 

stairs. He paused just in front of them as Anubis staggered by with his stack of papers, however, 

and he asked teasingly: “Enjoying your new job?” 



Anubis glanced over his shoulder with a frown, and then he glowered at the reptile, 

saying spitefully: “You! You son of a bitch!” A pause, and then he narrowed his eyes and leaned 

forwards, adding darkly: “You‟re lucky I don‟t have any of my old powers, or I‟d be ripping you 

apart right now… I‟m a god, not a lackey!” 

“Yeah, I hear you‟re White‟s secretary.” Zerrex covered his muzzle with a fist and 

cleared his throat, and Anubis muttered something under his breath before the Drakkaren added 

cheerfully: “Hey, don‟t worry about it. There‟s a big fight coming up and I‟m sure you‟ll be able 

to direct some of that rage into pretending other people are me and killing them. It‟s not my fault 

you‟re a psychotic ass.” 

“You spend the time I did in the Marquee Sur Noir.” Anubis muttered, and then he turned 

quickly away, several papers flying through the air as the jackal headed over to another group to 

continue handing out forms. Zerrex shook his head in slow amusement, then rolled his eyes 

when Amiglion leaned forwards with a teasing grin and the jackal went off into a fit of yelling. I 

better get this group under control… 

Zerrex strode halfway up the stairs, then he turned around and absently flexed a hand, 

before looking down at it curiously. After more than a quarter of a million years… had he just 

been wishing for his cane to lean on? He shook his head quickly after a moment, though, and 

instead looked up over the hall, saying clearly: “If I could have everyone‟s attention, we‟ll get 

ready to start moving things out.” 

Sin portalled in a moment later beside him, sitting down on the stairs with a sigh and 

glancing up at the Drakkaren as he looked back down at her curiously, the voices going quiet and 

people turning towards them, and she gave him a supportive smile before quietly rubbing a hand 

down his lower leg. Zerrex turned his eyes back over the wide entrance hall of the Ravenlight 

Estate, taking in the group of people gathered beneath him, before he swallowed nervously. So 

many people gathered here, all of them armed and ready for battle… and here he was, about to 

give another dumb preparation speech for war… but this time he wasn‟t supposed to be guiding 

soldiers, but fully-fledged demons. Irony… it never really stops punching you in the balls. 

“We all know why we‟re here… we‟re united by one ideal, one need, one dream… and 

that‟s a Hell where there‟s peace, and the people who are punished are actually rehabilitated 

instead of destroyed or turned into demonic soldiers and slaves to continue to fight the endless 

wars.” Zerrex started, and the reptile paused for a moment, gathering his thoughts before 

continuing in a slower voice: “And the first great obstacle in our way is the Princess. We now 

know about the war games and the false Az‟Iriel, and we know about the disappearance of 

Prince Memnon and Lily being barred from entering office… and we can attributes hundreds of 

other events to her that have caused devastation while ensuring her rule. And of course, we know 

about me. 

“I was supposed to be her greatest weapon… designed to do Gods-know-what.” Zerrex 

shook his head slowly, not even wanting to guess at the plans the Princess had in store for him. 

“But now we‟re all gathered here, each of us with their own waiting unit of mortal technologies 

and the soldiers we‟ve managed to acquire, all of us ready to stand and fight the Princess to 

destroy her and her tattered regime. Although we‟ve discussed this many times, the Scholars and 

Scribes will need to be slain as well, and a new system of control will need to be put in place: in 

essence, Hell will need to begin anew from scratch. I know many of you have expressed 

concerns about this, but we have no other choice: the Scholars and Scribes have been corrupted 

to follow the orders of the Princess, and while they live, we‟ll all be in great peril.  



“As you know, I‟ll be taking four people into the Central Spire with me.” Zerrex paused 

for a long moment, then said quietly: “I‟ve chosen Lily, Vampire, Sin, and Blake.” 

Mumbles rose up, Selena looking slightly-downcast, and then Sabnock said clearly: 

“Lord Zerrex, wait, we‟ll need Lady Sin with us… she‟s our strongest mage-” 

“Which is exactly why I need her with me, first. She‟ll be returned in one piece, don‟t 

worry about that.” Zerrex smiled down to Sin, who blushed a bit before the Drakkaren returned 

his eyes to the group, saying clearly: “Sin is the only one capable of shrugging off the wards and 

binds that Master Scribe Vine may unleash, and also the only one who can take my place if the 

Scholars incapacitate me. I have great faith in her abilities… and afterwards, she‟ll be able to 

assist you in the attack with the others while I make my way up the Central Spire to the 

Princess.” 

There were mutteres through the group, and then Zerrex said mildly: “We don‟t have the 

time or energy to waste on dissent now. We have a huge task ahead of us, that will require the 

full cooperation of every member of the team and group… and if we fail, it‟s not only us who 

will suffer the punishments, but all of Hell… and perhaps even the mortal plane and Heaven too. 

We still have the energy signatures of Black Holes visible in several different parts of Hell, in 

case some of you didn‟t know about this… and others have warped into full-fledged Cracks that 

the Princess has already grouped soldiers around and taken possession of. I know none of us 

want a repeat experience of the useless war with the mortal realm… and unless we move against 

the Princess, more lives will be lost uselessly, and more of us will be hunted down and 

exterminated.  

“Besides, we have a more pressing issue… and that‟s figuring out if there was a third 

party involved in the conspiracy between the false Az‟Iriel and the Princess.” Zerrex said firmly, 

and there were several grunts of agreement. “The only way we‟ll get to the root of that is if we 

corner the Princess-” 

“My son is right… and the time to move is now.” said a soft voice, and Zerrex looked 

over his shoulder in surprise, quailing a bit despite himself at the sight of Celestial standing at the 

top of the stairs, trailing her fingers down the banister. She smiled to him softly, but one of her 

emerald eyes was stained by cracks of crimson, as if a terrible living sun was staring through a 

broken stained glass window of a church. “I‟ll aid you in the battle, until the Lady Sin can take 

my place… but the puzzle is more complex than any of you understand.” 

There was a shudder that ran through the group, and Zerrex looked slowly over Celestial 

before she stepped down beside him and wrapped an arm around his shoulders, leaning forwards 

and whispering: “I found him… I tasted his essence… and yet he fled from me again, Light… I 

don‟t know what to do, my darling child… but why didn‟t you ask for my help? I‟ll follow you 

to the ends of the earth, after all, my powerful… beloved son…” 

Celestial kissed his neck, and Zerrex closed his eyes tightly before she drew back with a 

teasing smile, laughing quietly. “Delicious… so much stronger, you‟re so much better than the 

almost-virginal child I met in the Circle of Wrath… but go ahead, run your little meeting here, 

show me how you handle your soldiers…” 

Zerrex made a bit of a face, and then he glanced back out over the group, trying to shrug 

away the mix of embarrassment, confusion, and anger he felt at Celestial, even if part of him 

recognized what a valuable asset she would be… but he knew that either way, this would stick in 

his mind for a long time. “I… er… all of you were formerly assigned a position around the 

Central Spire, and to manage your tactics and concerns, I‟ve made Magistrate Sabnock the War 

Chief for the group. She and whoever she appoints will serve as the commanding officers, but 



each of you will be responsible for your own battalion of troops, however large or small, 

however well-equipped or not. Keep an eye on your troops and… fight with them, not just beside 

them.” 

He coughed after his lame finish, then said dumbly: “I‟ll now take any questions you 

might have, before we each break off to assemble and wait for the signal…” He paused, looking 

back and forth as people murmured and talked to each other, and then made a face when Ixin 

rose a hand, bouncing from foot-to-foot. “What is it, Ixin?” 

“You‟re not going to yell at me for using my flute, are you?” The mage asked 

pessimistically, and then he let out a long sigh of relief and grinned stupidly when Zerrex rolled 

his eyes and shook his head. “Awesome shit then. Just so you know, by the way, Zer-burrito, I 

really think we need to work on your people skills. Other than that, uh… yeah, my other question 

is why the fuck am I not going into the Central Spire with you?” 

“Because you piss me off.” Zerrex responded acidly, and Ixin shrank backwards, 

covering his head as Carmen snorted laughter beside the ageless Drakkaren. “And, more 

importantly, because I was counting on you using your musical aptitudes to ensnare groups of 

enemies. Although I recognize you‟d be able to stand against the Scribes with your magical 

abilities, I think it‟s better that I don‟t take away too many of the group‟s few mages.” 

“Then why don‟t I go in place of Sin?” Selena asked, half-glaring at him as she rested her 

hand on the butt of her revolver, and Zerrex winced back as Sin flushed and looked down. “She‟s 

our most powerful mage, and-” 

“I‟m the most powerful mage here now. I think the discussion time is over.” Celestial 

said quietly, her eyes flashing red for a moment and silencing Selena before she looked at 

Zerrex, touching his bicep gently as her robes twisted around her body despite the lack of wind 

inside the room. “Don‟t you think so, my child?” 

Zerrex nodded silently, and then he cleared his throat and looked over the group of 

officers… almost all of them people he knew. “Everyone, unless there‟s a pressing issue, you 

should all head to your posts. Vampire, Lily, and Blake, if you could all head up here… and… 

Celestial, if you would please talk to Magistrate Sabnock, she‟ll inform you of where to go.” 

Celestial looked at him coldly for a moment… and then a slow smile spread over her face 

as she said softly: “Professionalism… always appreciated. You‟re growing up, my longtime 

child…” She paused, opening her mouth again… and then she simply smiled and strode down to 

Sabnock instead, who shivered visibly as she looked over the not-demon, not-mortal female. 

Zerrex‟s eyes followed them as the group approached, and Sin looked up at him from 

where she sat on the stairs with a deep blush, mumbling: “Lord Zerrex, I… I don‟t want to be 

any trouble, I mean… you know… I… if Miss Selena is really so set on being with you, I…” 

“We need you… and I trust you and your abilities. Selena is strong… but she‟s too 

headstrong to deal with the spells and tricks the Scribes might throw at us.” Zerrex said quietly, 

then he looked around at the group, smiling slightly as Lily smiled to him, Vampire grinned, and 

Blake merely looked awkward. “Believe it or not, I‟m taking things from a professional 

standpoint here instead of just picking my favorite people from the group. Sin is intelligent and 

powerful, Vampire can withstand anything, Lily has a personal stake in this fight and can cast 

spells I‟ve never even heard of, and Blake knows the layout of the Central Tower better than 

anyone here.” 

“Selena‟s going to torch us, dude.” Vampire said sulkily, but he was still bouncing from 

paw-to-paw like an excited child, his black collar snugly around his throat and his body clad in 

his golden ceremonial armor, complete with helm. He was grinning stupidly as Zerrex looked at 



him mildly, and then the demon-wolf finally got the point and cleared his throat, hopping to 

attention and looking at Blake as he said calmly: “Homicide, chin up. Stop looking so dour, be a 

bit professional, motherfucker.” 

“Fuck, I hate you sometimes.” Blake said in an exasperated voice, and the mage 

smoothed out his robes before rubbing at the white rune on his cheek as it twisted a bit. “Zerrex, 

are you sure about this setup? Sin and Lily I can understand, but we‟re old war buddies… I 

haven‟t been training, and I mean…” 

“I saw you freeze the Blind Girl in midair with a spell… that‟s all the confirmation I ever 

needed to know that you‟re still up for a challenge now and then.” Zerrex said gently, and Blake 

smiled a bit before wincing as the Drakkaren slapped him on the shoulder, Zerrex looking back 

and forth over the group before he said firmly: “Now, everyone, listen up. We‟re going to go in 

first and keep things real smooth, real quiet, so that we can infiltrate towards the Scribes while I 

break off to deal with the Scholars, hopefully before we get the signal. After we terminate both 

targets, I‟m going to move higher in the building… and we‟re going to use these to 

communicate.” 

Zerrex reached into his pocket, then produced a set of five silver coins, handing four of 

them out to the different members of his team. Vampire looked over his curiously as Blake 

tapped the coin and smiled at the rune that appeared on it, and the Drakkaren explained absently: 

“Selena and I did the same thing on a raid against an arena… I transplanted the idea from there. 

They‟ve also got a permanency spell on them thanks to Sin, though, so don‟t worry about using 

up their battery life or-” 

“Is this thing on?” Vampire asked loudly into the coin, and his voice reverberated 

throughout the four other tokens, earning him glares from the other demons. “What? I wanted to 

check and shit. Dude, are we going to crossover onto someone‟s magical CB frequency? And 

won‟t like, the Central Spire block magical communication?” 

Blake shook his head, and Zerrex gently squeezed one of Lily‟s shoulders when she 

moved to interrupt with a slight shake of his own muzzle. This is where they get everything out… 

better to just let them talk things through in their own weird way… some traditions never die. 

“No, the Central Spire is only warded against portals and magical transportation… these will 

work just fine. It‟s the Scholars and Scribes who would block these or interfere with them, so 

we‟ll have to be careful and talk quietly. Something you might have a problem with.” 

“Well, fuck you too, then.” Vampire said in a hurt voice, and he gnashed his long fangs at 

Blake before glancing over at Zerrex and leering at him. “Can I come with you and watch you 

fuck up the Scholars in that case? „Cause that‟s been like, a personal dream of mine forever, and 

you so wouldn‟t fuck up this little bitch‟s dreams, would you?” 

“I would.” Zerrex said sourly, and then he glanced over at Sin and Lily, adding quietly: 

“I‟m leaving you two in charge. Sin, you can follow Lily‟s orders if you want, but I‟d prefer you 

taking at least second-in-command of this little group.” Loud whining from Vampire followed 

this, and a grunt of assent from Blake. “Blake and Vampire might not look or act like much, but 

they‟re the best soldiers I can offer you from this group.” 

Lily nodded, glancing over at Sin and adding quietly: “And I need your knowledge of the 

Tower and the Scribes and Scholars… you‟ve been around since the beginning of Hell, and I 

could truly use your strength in this situation, Lady Sin… the last time I headed an attack on 

Master Scribe Vine, I ended up allowing him to get away and with far too many casualties. I 

can‟t allow that to happen again.” 



Sin shifted awkwardly, but then she finally sighed and nodded, looking down and 

murmuring: “I suppose I can try and do my best, but… I don‟t want to promise anything. War 

isn‟t my battlefield, not anymore… I tend to side with the losing side.” A pause and a deep blush 

as she looked over them all, stammering: “N-Not that… I mean… I have faith in all of you, I 

just…” 

“It‟s alright, Sin.” Zerrex said quietly, and then he cleared his throat and looked over the 

others, saying mildly: “I think it‟s time for us to move out ourselves or at least get serious. We 

need to be in by the time the signal comes, after all.” 

The others nodded, and for the next ten minutes, they armed up, prepared incantations 

and other abilities, and shaved off unnecessary equipment. Vampire was left wearing the bottom 

half of his Royal Guard armor and carrying a long, black spear, and Lily once again took up the 

soul-sucking blade as Zerrex ran a hand over Blackheart. The sword wouldn‟t be enough to kill 

the Princess alone, but the Drakkaren was sure it would be more than enough to destroy her 

body… and he didn‟t dare take a sword like the Executioner‟s Saber into battle against her. A 

soul like hers could rip my body apart from the inside out if I accidently gave her an in… 

They portalled together into the Hall of Knowledge… and then immediately formed a 

line of four as things almost instantly went awry. Instead of coming into a businesslike hall, they 

stepped into a mostly-empty room with roughly a dozen Royal Guards standing armed with 

heavy glaives. Three Rakshasas prowled behind the soldiers, one behind every four guards, all of 

them wearing purple robes… and then a Dius wearing a leather wrap around her breasts that 

went over one shoulder, then dropped down to wrap around her waist and tie at one hip faded 

slowly into existence. 

She stepped forwards, her face mostly masked by a silver helm with cuts for her horns 

and eyes in it, and she rose the twin sickles she carried, saying coldly: “The Princess asks you to 

surrender now, Zerrex Narrius and Lilith Raithe. You are both to stand trial for high treason, and 

all who stand with you are to be executed and… Sin?” 

“Sorry, Laurel.” Sin stepped forwards and half-bowed, and a moment later the Dius 

staggered backwards, blue electricity flickering over her body before she faded back out of 

existence, and Sin‟s eyes glowed as she looked over towards the nearest group, murmuring: 

“Please don‟t draw the combat out.” 

Zerrex nodded and slapped Blake on the right shoulder, who slapped his hand against 

Vampire‟s bicep in turn, and the three broke apart towards different groups as Lily dropped to a 

kneel and began to chant quickly, runes crackling with static spreading over the floor of the Hall 

of Knowledge and Sin chipping in a word here and there to the chant. The Rakshasas stumbled 

backwards, and one of them began a counterspell, trying to break the security ward throughout 

the Hall that had been activated. 

Vampire yelped as a glaive ran through his stomach, and then he grinned widely and 

stabbed his own dark spear forwards into the face of the offending Royal Guard, before stepping 

forwards as his insides locked tightly around the glaive. He spun around, whirling the dark spear 

around his head at the side time and sending Royal Guards staggering backwards in shock, one 

of them cursing as the wide blade of the glaive tore a slash through his arm before Vampire tore 

the polearm out of his gut with a cocky grin. “What, you thought your old pal Vampire was 

gonna be a pushover, you fucking losers?” 

Blake, meanwhile, had no weapons on him, and he hung his head as two Royal Guards 

easily snagged his arms to jerk him forcefully down to his knees, restraining him… and a 

moment later, his head rose, his eyes burning with malevolence as he grabbed the wrists of the 



demons that had bound him. They both howled in agony and surprise, trying to tear away… but 

it was like they had bound to Blake a moment before their bodies simply burnt away to ash and 

dust, leaving only their skeletons standing stupidly for a moment before both fell, and one of the 

other Royal Guards immediately turned and fled. 

Zerrex had already torn his way through the other enemy group, Blackheart in his left 

hand and a long blade extending over the right, the Rakshasa currently impaled on this last. It 

twitched a few times, spasming and breathing hard as it clutched at the blade… then Zerrex 

brought his foot up and kicked it off, and the demon fell backwards with a groan, shivering once 

before its eyes rolled up in its head and it slumped. The Drakkaren glanced over to the others, 

watching as Blake tackled the Rakshasa and used the powers that had earned him the nickname 

„Homicide‟ to turn it to dust, and Vampire threw his glaive through another as a Royal Guard ran 

for one of the doors, barreling through with enough foresight to slam it behind himself. It doesn‟t 

matter… somehow they knew we were coming, anyway… 

Lily relaxed and stood up, the antimagic ward vanishing from beneath their feet a few 

moments afterwards as she shook her head slowly, and Blake walked over holding onto the wrist 

of a Royal Guard that moved jerkily with him. She frowned a bit, and Zerrex looked over at the 

small canine male, asking curiously: “Get anything out of him yet?” 

“I thought we‟d do it the old-fashioned way.” Blake replied mildly, rubbing at a 

bloodstain on his robes and looking uncomfortable: he‟d always been like Tinny, though, 

needing to distance himself from his abilities and the fact he was killing people. “Where‟s 

Vampire?” 

“Messing around, as usual.” Zerrex muttered, watching the demonic lupine gleefully 

chasing around a Royal Guard through the shelves, his spear waving back and forth through the 

air. “Vampire, either kill him or get over here!” 

“Spoilsports.” Vampire muttered loudly, and a moment later there was a crash and a 

fleshy thud, followed by a scream and another crash. Several seconds passed, and Vampire 

finally came strolling down through the shelves, absently licking at his muzzle as he said mildly: 

“Tastes like chocolate.” 

Blake rolled his eyes, then he blinked as Sin reached a hand up and quietly touched the 

forehead of the Royal Guard, closing her own irises. She drew back a moment later with a wince, 

then said quietly: “Master Scribe Vine knows we‟re here… someone from our army informed 

him.” 

Zerrex cursed under his breath, then gave a nod to Blake. The canine winced, but a 

moment later he sighed as the Royal Guard collapsed, its body burning away to ashes and 

embers as he murmured: “And dust-to-dust. What‟s our next move?” 

“We continue forwards as planned… it‟s too late to back out now.” Zerrex replied 

quietly, shaking his head slowly. “We‟ll have to trust in Sabnock, and in the arrogance of the 

Princess… Sin, who was that who was leading the attack against us?” 

“Laurel, a low-ranking member of the Bourgeois who was probably promised power and 

a position greater than a place on the village council… she‟s talented, but unlucky.” Sin shook 

her head quietly. “She tried to Fade and keep her body between the ethereal and physical planes, 

in order to make herself harder to damage… but I just sent her wandering through the ethereal 

world for now to get rid of her.” 

“Alright.” Zerrex paused, then looked around at them all, saying firmly: “We split up 

here. I‟ll take the direct route towards the Scholars, and Blake can lead you the indirect way… 

either way, it might… what?” 



“It might not be that easy… as you know, the doorways are all portals, they lead to 

different rooms than they‟re actually connected to.” Blake said urgently, frowning around at the 

group and rubbing the back of his head slowly. “There‟s a Shuffle system in place… every few 

minutes, the doors are closing and changing what room they lead to, to make things more 

confusing for the people attempting to make an attack like we are.” 

“Oh, fucking brilliant. We‟re in a fucking catacombs already.” Vampire muttered under 

his breath, and then he glowered over at Zerrex. “You better take someone with you, Cap‟n. You 

could stumble onto the Scribes yourself.” 

The Drakkaren shrugged, looking mildly around at them all. “As far as I‟m concerned, 

this changes nothing. We‟re going to arm up and move out as if this was all part of the plan, 

understood? Except now it‟s first-come, first-serve… if you come across the Scholars, you have 

permission to engage and destroy.” 

“Except why do I feel that‟s not going happen?” Lily asked quietly, reaching out to stroke 

the Drakkaren‟s face, and she smiled faintly at him even as he made a face and pulled away, 

looking embarrassed. “You‟re such a child. But alright, Zerrex… I trust you.” 

“I do too.” Sin said quietly, blushing and glancing down as she murmured softly: “The 

rooms have to have some sort of pattern to them… if you can figure that out, you‟ll be able to 

find your way through the labyrinth no problem.” 

Blake nodded, then chipped in: “And once the Scholar‟s Tree is destroyed, the Central 

Spire will lose a lot of its magical powers. The Scholars and Scribes both also are responsible for 

regulating the wards of the Central Spire… killing them may damage some of the wards 

throughout the building.” 

“I have confidence in you too!” Vampire hollered, flapping his arms at his sides and 

glowering around at the others. “Don‟t let these sons of bitches horn in on me! You fuckers, you 

all suck, making me look bad and shit… I trust you, Cap‟n, go and kick ass and we‟ll take care 

of those butt-ugly, shitalicious Scribes!” 

The others stared at Vampire, and then Zerrex rolled his eyes as he turned away and 

headed down the shelves, saying dryly over his shoulder: “Inspiring, really. Blake, watch out for 

Vampire and don‟t let him do anything stupid. Sin, Lily, good luck and remember that we can 

talk through the coins.” A long pause as the black wolf looked after him with wide eyes and a 

whimper, and Zerrex finally simply smiled and tapped his throat gently. 

Vampire blushed and stood on one paw as he leaned on his spear, and the reptile rolled 

his eyes as he continued down through the shelves-upon-shelves of books, making a face as he 

approached the door at the rear of the room and murmuring: “My operation, my responsibility… 

I hope this isn‟t already going south…” 

He shook his head slowly as he reached the large, arched door, then he shoved it open 

and stared into a room with checkered black-and-white tiles, with a massive skeleton of some 

ancient creature wandering around in the center of the room… and Zerrex carefully stepped 

inside before the door slammed behind him. The reptile cursed under his breath as the huge 

skeleton turned towards him, but it didn‟t do anything, only peering at him with blue-fire eyes. 

A moment later, it snorted and turned away, ignoring him as it went back to patrolling… 

and Zerrex admittedly felt almost disappointed before frowning a bit as the thing halted again 

after tracing out an L on the floor. It turned, then walked around in a tight circle before adding 

another line… and the reptile mumbled: “Well, one thing‟s for sure, you can‟t spell.” 

The gigantic skeleton huffed at him again, and Zerrex rolled his eyes before walking 

carefully by it, stepping over its bony tail when it turned. He reached the back door and made a 



face upon finding it locked, then he kicked it irritably before asking: “Hey, dinosaur, you got a 

key for this thing?” 

The giant skeleton thing looked at him again, then shook its head before whining as 

Zerrex drew his stony, warped arm back, the remaining scales peeling away as the rocky, terrible 

texture pushed out. The reptile looked up at it sourly, but it only grumbled at him before turning 

away… and Zerrex rolled his eyes before punching in the lock with a loud crunch.  

He kicked the door open, and stared at a jail beyond, with two massive metal golems 

standing guard, both sparking with electricity. One of them immediately staggered towards 

Zerrex, but the reptile noted the large magical crystal set into one of its shoulders, and he leapt 

forwards, smashing his bony fist into this. 

It exploded, and the golem staggered backwards the electrical current vanished… but the 

creature still swung at him, so Zerrex shoved it hard backwards into its fellow. It collided with a 

loud clink, and lightning flowed over both of the strange-shaped creatures before they exploded 

into shrapnel, knocking the Drakkaren sprawling with a loud curse. 

He sat up, then winced as the door slammed shut behind him, picking chunks of metal out 

of his body as he flexed to force out the other pieces. The reptile made a face, muttering to 

himself as he looked over the remains of the golems, and he paused to take a long look around 

the place he was standing in; murky, dark, wet, and gloomy. From the black, worn-down stones, 

he was guessing it might be beneath the enormous Central Spire: perhaps near the aqueduct, 

from all the water and moss on the walls. 

The reptile made his way forwards, ducking carefully through an archway of bent metal 

bars and stepping towards a single jail cell… before he frowned as he heard a quiet panting 

ahead and a whimper through the darkness. He paused and focused, his eyes adjusting as he 

looked back and forth, walking slowly down the long stone hall and pausing at the metal bars 

that blocked the way into the cell. 

Something threw itself at the door, yelling and begging for mercy, and Zerrex staggered 

backwards at the white-faced demon that was staring out at him… and a moment later it pushed 

into the bars and turned to smoke, fading out of existence. A wraith… they must be unable to 

leave these chambers… 

The reptile carefully pushed the stone door open, and he stepped out into a room with a 

rusted red door and several long-dead bodies, including a decomposing form with one arm… and 

a moment later, the corpse stirred and jerked against the bonds that were holding it in place, the 

shackles around its only remaining arm clanking loudly as it hissed through a silver mask in the 

shape of a falcon‟s head: “You, who are… Lord Zerrex…” 

“Prince Memnon?” Zerrex stared in shock, dropping to a kneel… but the shriveled, rotted 

figure in a robe spun around and scampered into a corner. Zerrex could see warped and humped 

black flesh through the tears in the robes, as if all the life force had been sucked out of him… 

and it probably was… he‟s… not alive, not anymore. “What happened? Did the Princess do this 

to you?” 

“Lamias and soulsucking weapons… but this place is deep beneath Hell‟s soil and 

cursed. I think if you broke through a wall, you‟d be inside the Undersea…” Memnon‟s breath 

rattled in and out, and then he turned, his yellowed eyes staring at Zerrex as he whispered: “Free 

me, please… please help me…” 

Zerrex carefully stepped forwards, checking the shackles… but they were glowing with 

purple runes, and he shook his head slowly, murmuring quietly: “These shackles are directly 

connected with someone else‟s life force… they‟ll only break when they die-” 



“Then you must kill them!” Memnon hissed, leaping upwards and startling the 

Drakkaren… before slumping back against the wall as Zerrex stepped away, the High Prince 

beginning to cry quietly. “I… I don‟t want the Vampires feeding on me anymore, or any of the 

other terrible beasts in the Princess‟s employ… I was weak and foolish, she captured me after I 

sided with Az‟Iriel… but look there! Look…” 

He shakily pointed one warped finger towards the bodies in the corner… and Zerrex 

turned before staring at a rusted, broken facemask and a pile of damaged armor he recognized all 

too well… and a moment later, the corpse beneath this opened an eye, before sighing quietly… 

and a chill ran down the Drakkaren‟ spine as he realized the real Az‟Iriel had long ago been 

drained of strength… and cut into kibble… “Oh… you… I don‟t recognize you…” 

“He‟s Lord Zerrex, Az‟Iriel! The one who killed the imposter of you!” hissed Memnon, 

and he rattled his bonds as Az‟Iriel closed his eyes with a disconsolate mutter. “Show some 

fortitude!” 

“Fuck you, I‟m in forty-seven different pieces.” Az‟Iriel said bad-naturedly, and the 

black-fleshed, rotted demon made a face, wiggling his melted head back and forth. He was so 

badly damaged Zerrex could barely tell if it was his face or a broken soccer ball… and a moment 

later the demon mumbled: “You, Zerrex. Thank you, then, for killing the imposter… but the 

spirits of myself and Memnon are trapped here. All either of us wish for now is death… but we 

can‟t leave this place, and serve as an everlasting snack for the monsters that come down here 

sometimes… and the Princess herself, of course. 

“But it‟s not the Princess I knew once, gentle Tir‟Vanna… now she‟s become someone… 

something… else.” Az‟Iriel sighed raggedly and whispered: “Beware her abilities… and beware 

her many agents. They‟re everywhere in this Hell…” 

“Run, Lord Zerrex, run!” Memnon howled suddenly, and Zerrex leapt to his feet, trying 

to swallow against the fear building in his body even as Memnon‟s broken facemask fell off, the 

bare, cracked skull of the creature glaring out at him as he whispered: “The prowlers are 

coming…” 

Zerrex didn‟t want to know what that meant, so he turned towards the closest door and 

tore it open, only to stagger out onto a balcony high above a theater… and a moment later the 

door slammed behind him, leaving the Drakkaren stranded. He stared down at the stage below, 

the blinked as he saw Blake and Vampire fighting their way across it towards a Gigataur… and 

meanwhile, Sin and Lily were attempting to hold back several mages.  

Lily took a spear to the shoulder, and Zerrex cursed, stepping forwards as he saw 

Vampire take a hard strike from the Gigataur‟s hammer next to fall limp… before the Drakkaren 

froze as he was about to jackknife the balcony. He stared at the imperfections in the image 

below… and a moment later, he realized he was looking into water… and that inside the deep 

pool circled hungry monstrosities with jagged teeth and glowing yellow eyes… 

Zerrex backed quickly off as the pool turned black, and several mermaids broke free of 

the surface, hissing as the water began to dance and twist around their bodies… but Zerrex had 

already jerked the door open and leapt back through it, staggering into a large, open hallway with 

several display cases, and he made a disgusted face as the door slammed behind him, muttering: 

“Wonderful. I‟m in the hallway off the Hall of Knowledge. I hope the others are doing better 

than I am…” 

 

Outside, the signal had been sounded several minutes ago: a demon-enhanced rocket had 

been fired into a military base in Wrath that set off a stampede of Infernal Dragons that were 



being trained, causing untold havoc as they tore through the buildings in search of the aggressor 

and trampling any soldier stupid enough to try and calm them down. 

However, they had been expected: even as they portalled into position, they had been 

bound and their magic sealed for a few moments by mages… but Sabnock and several of the 

other skilled magicians had broken the binding with the help of the mortal technology Zerrex 

referred to as a „tank.‟ As Sabnock quickly discovered, one well-aimed shell solved many 

different problems at once. 

Using her abilities, she had built up massive walls of ice surrounding the bottom of the 

Central Spire, grouping her forces inside of this. The walls had strategically-placed holes 

throughout them for archers to settle in and shoot through, along with soldiers equipped with 

rifles… and several enlarged slots at the bottom for the tanks. Sabnock was currently facing the 

northern front, and had given the order to weaken the enemy forces with magic before sending in 

their infantry, despite how crowded it was getting inside the ice walls. 

The battle was already heated, and in more than a pun sense: after all, mages were 

attempting to melt her ice walls with fireballs and catapults loaded with boulders of molten slag, 

but the other Ice Devils were more than capable of restoring any damage down by the fire while 

she kept her focus on weakening the enemy. Every wound she dealt to a soldier was fatal, and 

she had the entire northern front in chaos with two combat abilities even Selena found 

impressive: the ability to escalate any argument into a serious fight with a single look, and the 

power to infect wounds and stop them from healing. It left the officers in chaos, screaming 

orders at their soldiers while the soldiers howled back, many of them bursting into confused 

rage. 

Selena herself was standing on top of a tank, increasing the explosive power of the shells 

while guiding fire attacks back into the ranks of the mages, acting as Sabnock‟s support. She had 

been wounded by a silver arrow to the arm, but mostly she was cursing herself for her weakness 

as she tried to target demon officers, shouting orders and passing on others from Sabnock as she 

boiled with fury. This is why Zerrex didn‟t pick you… because you‟re so fucking pathetic… 

On the eastern side, Carmen was standing on top of the ice barrier with a group of 

Amazons, all of them equipped with bows made from the bones of fallen enemies and firing a 

terrible hail of arrows down into the charging soldiers. At the base of the frigid wall, she was 

supported by Alastor, who was dressed in full body armor with his Wentaku advisor close at 

hand, the canid snarling as he smashed soldiers away with a Smiting Rod like they were toys, 

standing in a large archway leading out onto the field that was already littered with bodies. 

To the west, Ixin had entranced most of an entire battalion with his flute, driving them 

insane and sending them charging back into the enormous mess of soldiers surrounding the 

Central Spire, while those who resisted were mown down by rifle fire as the Drakkaren smiled 

grimly, his body tense and serious. This is getting nasty… they better fucking hurry up, I can 

already feel the weight of the Scribes damping down my magic… 

Finally, to the south, Amiglion was cutting down entire waves of enemies with Grim, 

communicating with his scythe even as he pounded other enemy soldiers with dark magic. Far 

above him, White stood alone on top of a tall pillar of ice, firing bullet after bullet into head after 

head, accompanied by an angelic Naganatine who floated beside him and muttered advice to him 

every now and then. 

For now, they were holding back the enemy… and as Sabnock nocked another arrow in 

to her bow, she made a face as the light snow falling around the Central Spire twisted into a 

heavier blizzard, watching as Wendigos and their uglier, stupider Yeti cousins staggered 



forwards through the hail of snow in control collars, howling and wailing. We‟re completely 

surrounded, and they‟re forcing us to use up most of our ammunition on grunts and monsters 

first… we don‟t stand a chance as long as the Scholars and Scribes are in control of Hell… 

hurry up, Lord Zerrex… 

 

Inside the Central Spire, Vampire was scouting ahead down a long stone hallway filled 

with traps, absently pulling silver darts out of his body as Lily asked Blake slowly: “Are you sure 

this is okay? I mean… he can‟t be completely invincible, can he?” 

“We used to do this sort of thing with him when we were alive, too…” Blake paused as a 

massive sawblade spun out of the wall and tore through Vampire‟s side, knocking him over… 

and Vampire immediately began to flail and squawk in fury and pain, yelling something about a 

switch. “He doesn‟t like fire or slag too much… but everything else he seems to be fine with.” 

Vampire crawled to his feet with a groan, his guts weaving back together as half his 

stomach sealed tightly closed… and then he staggered forwards and pressed a large button on the 

wall, and there was a loud buzzing before shutters closed and the active traps receded into the 

walls. Blake smiled at Sin and Lily, then walked with the two females down the hall as Vampire 

said mildly: “See, no problem! Now, I think I deserve a blowjob.” 

Lily smiled, exposing a pair of long, thin fangs, and Vampire‟s jaw fell agape before he 

coughed and mumbled: “You know, I think it‟d be more professional to just keep going…” 

He turned and pushed open the stone door at the end of the hallway… then his eyes 

narrowed as he stepped inside, leaning against the door as they faced no less than sixteen 

Scribes, all of them dressed in white silk robes with long red scarves around their necks… and 

behind them, sitting in a throne on top of a raised platform at the back of the massive, circular 

room, was Master Scribe Vine. 

The black-furred lion stood slowly, rubbing his hand through his flowing, obsidian mane 

that turned to silver at the tips. He wore the same long white robe, but a purple stole hung around 

his shoulders instead, and he smiled coolly as he touched an empty sleeve: Lily had taken the 

lower half of his left arm from him the last encounter they‟d had with the gaunt lion. “Lilith… 

and Sin? What a surprise… but in the name of the Princess, you shall be destroyed.” 

“We‟ll see about that.” Lily said coldly, as she strode through the door, followed by Sin 

and Blake… and she grinned a bit as the door slammed shut and vanished, leaving them standing 

in a massive, catherdralesque room lined with marble archways that stared out onto different 

scenes from outside the Central Spire all around Hell, the Scribes all still seated at a huge, donut-

shaped golden table. None of them moved even as they approached… and Lily slowly looked 

upwards towards the massive statue of the Princess standing upside down in the middle of the 

ceiling, around which four Scribes were gathered and muttering- “Sin!” 

Sin glanced up, then she rose a hand and murmured a quick spell, and the statue of the 

Princess exploded, knocking the four Scribes from the ceiling and sending their lifeless bodies 

crashing to the ground as chunks of stone and lifeless crystal hailed down around them. Lily 

winced, then Vampire leapt forwards and drove his spear through the back of another Scribe with 

a snarl. “Fuckers!” 

The other fifteen Scribes immediately pushed their seats backwards in synchronicity… 

and Blake grabbed Sin‟s wrist. She looked down at him in surprise, and then her back arched as 

she let out a cry, and Vampire turned with a look of shock as Blake clenched his eyes shut, 

saying coldly: “Don‟t make this harder than it has to be, Vampire… I know, I know you all 

trusted me, but… I like it here, it‟s peaceful in Hell, and I don‟t want you or even the Captain to 



interfere with the way things have gone… I trust the Princess… I told you guys so many times 

how impossible it is to stand against her…” 

He shivered a bit as Sin looked down at him sadly, despite the pain writhing through her 

body… and Lily snarled, looking back and forth as Vine stood up, looking at the golden-scaled 

demoness and saying softly: “You have lost. Surrender, or we‟ll be forced to kill Sin and restrain 

you both for later judgment by the Princess.” 

Lily looked back and forth… and then Vampire lowered his head, murmuring: “I 

expected a lot better from you, Homicide…” 

“My name isn‟t Homicide!” Blake shouted, snarling and stepping towards Vampire… 

and a moment later the butt of the wolf‟s spear shot into his nose, the fellow dark-furred canine 

grunting in surprise before Vampire spun around and lashed him across the face with the head of 

the spear. 

Blake was knocked to the ground even as a similar cut formed on Sin‟s face… but she 

staggered the other way before turning to face the Scribes, shoving a hand out towards them with 

a snarl and sending the enormous golden table flying backwards, crushing five of the Scribes 

back against the wall and pinning another two like bugs, Vine wincing and covering his face… 

but was left safe inside the empty circle of the table, the lion snarling before staring in horror as 

Lily charged forwards, lashing two sharp slashes through the two Scribes in her way as the 

remaining staggered back and forth with screams of agony. 

Vampire, meanwhile, was snarling, his body expanding slightly as Blake threw off his 

robes and revealed a grey bandolier beneath latching into a chain belt, the dog drawing a pair of 

knives from the back of this as he swayed back and forth in the black silk clothes. At the same 

time he shifted his feet, and a set of fork-like spikes popped out of the toe of the boots he was 

wearing as he brought the knives up in front of his face, the rune on his cheek glowing red as 

spikes pushed out of his knees and elbows. “Don‟t be stupid, Vampire… we need people like 

you, even like the Captain… but we have to kill those disloyal to the Princess first, and he has to 

be made to see the way the Princess does…” 

The dog lunged forwards, but Vampire stabbed twice outwards at his skull with the long 

spear, and Blake ducked before cursing, catching the the pole of the wolf‟s weapon between the 

thin daggers and straining as Vampire held him in place, the wolf snarling: “Even if that means 

breaking him? Fuck off, traitor!” 

Vampire stepped forwards and kicked Blake hard in the face, knocking him sprawling 

before the wolf stabbed the spear down into his crotch, and the dog howled in agony, his eyes 

bulging before the larger canid tore the weapon free and glared down at him, Blake slowly 

crawling backwards as a puddle of blood spread out from his groin. He stared in horror down at 

himself, then up at Vampire as his former teammate said cruelly: “Stick around, I got a job to 

do.” 

Three Scribes were trying to pin down Sin, purple chains wrapped tight around her body 

as she struggled against them, her eyes glowing before she snarled and seized one of the chains 

on her forearm, and it suddenly lengthened, shooting out and wrapping tightly around one of the 

Scribes before squeezing him viciously, and a moment later he exploded into chunks of gore that 

sent the other Scribes scrambling away in horror as the purple chains shattered around her body. 

Sin immediately held a hand up, her eyes glowing violet as she muttered a spell, and one of the 

fleeing Scribes burst into blue flame for a moment before simply collapsing, his eyes glassy and 

mouth drooling. 



The fleeing Scribe was quickly cut down by Lily as he got between her and Vine, who 

was walking slowly backwards. He was accompanied by two other Scribes who were casting 

different protective spells over their leader, who had a burning ball of blue light in one hand. His 

other arm hadn‟t been restored fully, but instead was skeletal and pulsed with terrible light, the 

lion panting hard and looking back and forth as he made his way towards a window… and then 

he cursed as Sin cast a spell and heavy shutters of crystal burst into being over the archways, 

shouting: “Kill her!” 

The four Scribes that had been focused on halting either Sin or Vampire from interfering 

immediately turned their attention to Sin, two of them warping the air around her to trap her 

body inside strange, thick bubbles, but before either of the others could react, Vampire leapt 

forwards, spearing through one before tossing it to the side and smashing the other to the ground 

with a punch as he tore his weapon free, spinning it around before stabbing through the neck of 

the knocked-down opponent. 

The other two Scribes lost their concentration, the Hive Mind effect kicking in, and Sin 

tore free of the strange, solidified air before using that strange blue fire on one of them, the 

Scribe falling dead as Vampire seized his compatriot and bit down into his neck… and the 

demon‟s body bulged and twisted, Vampire‟s eyes closing in delight as blood flowed down the 

body of the Scribe, the creature‟s features steadily paling before a lifeless husk fell to the ground. 

Vampire wiped his maw with a loud sigh as he looked towards Vine… and then he was knocked 

flat by several spikes of silvery metal and pinned by them. 

Sin turned towards him, and a moment later she was trapped inside a massive bubble of 

glass inside a circle of glowing white runes, one of the remaining Scribes kneeling and the other 

standing with both palms out towards her. She pounded uselessly on the surface of the barrier 

she was trapped inside, but to no avail… and Lily snarled, taking the Executioner‟s Saber in both 

hands as Vine stepped forwards past these last two survivors, raising his other hand and creating 

a gold staff tipped with a large blue stone. 

She looked over her shoulder at Blake, who was crawling slowly towards Vampire, the 

wolf struggling against the spikes in his body… and then she turned her eyes back to Vine as he 

slowly approached, his staff raised above his head. His other skeletal hand flexed at his side, and 

the lion‟s eyes burned as he whispered: “I know everything, Queen Lilith. I see into the future, 

and the past, and know of the war at present outside these walls… but they will soon be 

destroyed. There are too few rebels… and too many loyal demons serving the Princess… you 

hold in your hands a weapon gifted to you by your husband, but it is made no stronger because of 

his pathetic affection for you…” 

“I have all the strength I need to kill you!” Lily snarled, and she leapt forwards, swinging 

the sword downwards… but Vine easily blocked it with his staff before striking her in the gut 

with a blast of force, sending her sprawling before he pointed the staff at her, and her armor 

shattered and fell to pieces, Lily scrambling backwards and back to her feet as she trembled hard, 

trying to remember everything she‟d been taught. “I… I‟m not scared, no matter what you do to 

me!” 

“You are.” Vine said coldly, and he slammed the butt of the staff against the ground, a 

cage of silvery metal snapping into being around Lily, and she cursed as it fell over and knocked 

her to the ground, the lion walking forwards to look down at her with contempt. “What can you 

do against me, against this level of power, Lilith?” 

“Only this.” Lily grabbed the back of the metal cage, narrowing her eyes as she recited 

the Reshape spell, and the metal bars in front of her twisted and tore apart, shooting up into 



Vine‟s stomach. The lion leaned forwards with a grunt of pain, his body twitching before Lily 

leapt up and swung her sword hard outwards, and Vine‟s head was lopped cleanly off his body 

before she stabbed it through his chest, dark lighting shooting out of his body and turning the 

golden blade black, Lily pushing hard forwards before her eyes widened at the sight of Blake 

reaching greedily out to grasp Vampire, his hand burning with raw power… 

And both remaining Scribes were blown backwards as Sin spread her arms and released a 

raw shockwave of power, their spells defeated. Blake cursed, sent rolling backwards as Vampire 

cackled despite the agony at the forceful blast ripping his wounds wider from where he was 

impaled on the silvery spikes. As the dog forced himself to his feet in a last-ditch effort to tackle 

Vampire and bring him down, Sin pointed at first the metal cage, and then at Blake… and a 

metal bar tore off it and shot through the demonic dog‟s stomach as he leapt forwards, and he 

was knocked out of the air with a scream of pain. 

He crashed onto his back, twitching a few times as Lily drew her sword free from Vine… 

and the golden blade glowed with energy as Vine‟s corpse fell backwards. The remaining 

Scribes grasped at their skulls for a moment before both blinked out of existence, their empty 

clothes holding their shapes for a moment before collapsing, and Vampire groaned as the silver 

spikes holding him to the ground finally vanished, standing up and kicking his spear to his hand 

as he muttered: “Little piece of shit. I‟ll show him.” 

He strode forwards as Blake spasmed on the ground… and without further ado, Vampire 

stabbed the blade down through the dog‟s breast and drove it firmly down into the ground with a 

grunt, his muscles flexing even as he muttered: “Rest in peace and don‟t come back, huh? We 

don‟t need your kind around here.” A long pause, and then he added quietly: “I‟ll say sorry for 

you to the Cap‟n.” 

Vampire drew his spear free after a moment, and Blake spasmed before his head lolled 

back, his body bursting into dark flame as Lily and Sin looked at each other, before the female 

shuddered and said quietly: “I think we better find a way out of here… we‟re only half done our 

job here, we have to live up to Zerrex‟s expectations and help with the next part of the fight 

while he puts an end to the Princess…” 

“For the Captain!” Vampire shouted, pumping his spear in the air, and even Sin smiled a 

bit as he stomped towards the nearest now-dark window and kicked it in, revealing a long, stone 

passage behind the archway. “Move it or lose it, tits and assholes first!” 

 

Zerrex cursed as he ended up back in what he termed the dinosaur room after a jolly 

romp through most of the first floor, his eye twitching as he made his way towards the first door 

he had come in through and tore it open, to stare in shock at the massive cavern beyond that 

housed the Scholars… and he cursed under his breath before charging inside, jerking Blackheart 

off his back as the energy shield beneath the tree glowed bright purple, the Scholars clustered 

inside and all of them whispering to each other. 

The reptile concentrated as he charged forwards, ignoring the Royal Guards charging in 

from all sides of the room towards him as he ran straight for the shield, and as a minotaur leapt in 

front of him with a huge battle-axe already drawn back, Zerrex leapt forwards and kicked off its 

head, knocking it flat as he leapt straight towards the shield of energy, his sword glowing blue 

with power before he stabbed it firmly down into the barrier. 

Blue cracks spread throughout the purple, and Zerrex snarled as it turned into first a 

spiderweb, and then a cloud of blue, growing like a haze of blood in the water as Royal Guards 



stopped and stared… then began to retreat as the shield rippled as if liquid before cracking like 

glass. 

It shattered a moment later, Zerrex falling as massive shards of blue and purple energy 

shot past him, hailing down into the Royal Guards behind him as the reptile leapt forwards and 

slashed Blackheart immediately into the stomach of the nearest levitating Scholar, cutting it in 

two halves before he turned and threw his huge blade into the chest of another, knocking it flat 

with a rusty scream. 

The Drakkaren sprinted forwards, at the same time clawing open the chest of a Scribe in 

a white cap as he passed it and sending it crashing to the ground, before he tore his sword free 

from the broken skeleton of the Scholar, and then he stared in horror as two other Scholars 

vomited out white, floating spirits that shot greedily towards the Drakkaren, covered in glowing 

white hooks and barbs. The reptile glanced to the side as Royal Guards stormed into the 

Scholar‟s library, and the Drakkaren immediately fled towards them. 

The Guards stared in shock, and then one of them yelped as Zerrex snagged him and 

threw him into the path of the spirits. They almost immediately set about devouring the goat 

demon, spinning around him and eating the skin off his body first, their long hooks tearing deep 

gouges in his flesh without ever damaging his armor as the other soldiers yelled and panicked, 

fleeing as Zerrex leapt past the soldier and ran for the remaining Scholars. 

One of them leaned down and touched the ground, and a pillar of magma exploded out of 

the earth as another scholar created walls of flowing water over the bookshelves… and Zerrex 

grinned, leaping towards the nearest bookshelf and overturning it with a grunt despite the pain it 

caused him inwardly to destroy any literature, and the four surviving Scholars howled, 

immediately dispelling their own magic as several Scribes in caps hurried to upright the shelf 

manually. Zerrex cut one of these in half almost immediately, then smashed the other one with a 

hard slap of his sword into one of the Scholars, and the levitating skeleton fell in slow motion. 

Zerrex winced as a blast of fire caught him in the side, cursing and staggering before his 

foot caught in a crack in the floor and he fell over. He shook his head as the Scribe that had 

blasted him quickly uprighted the shelf, and the lizard ducked under the rising shelf to ram the 

Scribe over with a shoulder charge before trampling him, the shelf falling back to the ground as 

the creature‟s concentration was broken. More howls rose up from the Scholars, and Zerrex 

winced as purple chains began to wrap around him before he stabbed Blackheart into the ground 

and sent out a shockwave of energy. 

The Scholars were stumbled, even if they were unhurt, and the Drakkaren snarled before 

creating a sphere of dark energy, hurling it at one of them. It contacted and exploded in a blast of 

dark fire… and Zerrex stared in horror as the Scholar crumbled away to ashes, the other scholars 

catching quickly alight with dark fire and screaming as they panicked and the room went up in 

flames. 

The Drakkaren turned and smashed his way through a bookcase, parchment and papers 

flying in every direction as Royal Guards fled with yells of terror, and the lizard spun around 

halfway through the cavern, staring as the massive Scholar‟s Tree caught aflame. The roots 

twisted and the tree itself moved and bucked, hissing and groaning before the fires began to 

settle down… and Zerrex snapped his sword back into the magnetic holder on his back, flexing 

his hands before creating a sphere of dark energy between them and muttering: “So you don‟t 

like this, huh?” 

He leaned back, then threw the sphere into the trunk of the half-tree hanging from the 

ceiling… and it exploded in a blast of dark energy, a shockwave tearing through the tree and 



sending chunks of wood and bark sailing down as the entire structure twisted and jerked back 

and forth. Roots cracked and tore out of the ground, and the tree bent and twisted, Zerrex staring 

as the bottom of the tree slowly rose until it faced him… and dirt and branches fell away to 

reveal a staring face that gaped open, sockets glaring out at him as the tree rumbled: “You dare 

defy us? You dare to destroy the cornerstone of Hell? You-” 

The Drakkaren slung a sphere into the twisted down, unhappy-mouth of the face, and it 

exploded deep inside the tree‟s broken trunk, shattering it and sending the bottom half of the tree 

crashing to the ground. The face groaned as the roots scrabbled at the ground, before it burst into 

flames… and Zerrex muttered: “I do.” 

Above, the tree rumbled… and a moment later it fell apart in chunks of rotten wood and 

dead leaves… and Zerrex stared up at the hole it left in the ceiling before he smiled to himself 

and flexed his arms, his wings spreading out of his back and flickering in and out of existence as 

he murmured quietly: “My job‟s just getting started…” 

The reptile flapped his wings firmly, flying upwards an through the hole in the ceiling 

into a long, dark passage filled with vines and wires… and he continued to flap his wings 

steadily, flying up through the shadows and ignoring the faces in the walls and the burning runes 

he passed as shadows of terrible creatures passed over him. He stayed focused, determined, and 

cold in the face of fear, and he thought whatever part of this tower was alive respected that as he 

passed without problem, until he winced as he saw the top hole in the tower had been covered by 

a shield of translucent energy. 

The Drakkaren covered his face as he shot through this barrier, and both of his wings 

were torn off as the reptile flopped into the air, then crashed down onto his back, rolling once 

and colliding hard with a large tombstone beneath an apple tree… and the reptile groaned before 

looking up at the sound of clapping, and staring in shock at none other than the Princess, 

standing on the other side of the covered hole in the ground with an Amazon guard holding a 

massive spear on either side of her. She tilted her head down towards the Drakkaren as Zerrex 

leapt up to his feet, snarling at her as she stood in soft, false sunlight in the shadows of two large 

oaks… and she leaned forwards, saying softly: “You‟re a fool, Lord Zerrex… but if you think 

you have the strength to take me on… then come to me. I‟ll be waiting for you in the Throne 

Room…” 

“I‟ll kill you now!” Zerrex shouted, and the reptile jumped towards her… but the 

Princess vanished into thin air as the Drakkaren landed on the energy shield, the strange 

translucence rippling as if he was standing upon water as he looked back and forth in shock. The 

Amazons had disappeared, too… and Zerrex clenched his rocky hand into a fist, looking back 

and forth as a voice whispered in his mind: Like I said, you‟re a fool… run, Lord Zerrex, run as 

fast as you can… but you may regret it when you find me at the top of the tower… 

The Drakkaren snorted, then he winced as a shudder ran through the Central Spire, 

stumbling a bit to the side in surprise. He shook his head quickly, closing his mind off to the 

Princess as he walked forwards and frowned around at the area he had stepped into, and he 

slowly turned around as he reached a small staircase going down. 

Tall, natural-looking trees and plants grew surrounding what Zerrex guessed had once 

been the Scholar‟s Tree… but was now only a hole in the ground covered by effervescent 

energy, and the reptile frowned a bit as he eyed the way the stone walk encircled it. He stood on 

top of a moderate-sized hill, and there was a soft breeze blowing through this room and grass 

growing underfoot, with the plain stone walk leading down a set of cement stairs built into the 

side of the hill. They attached into another walk that led to a door that seemed to stand in the 



middle of nowhere in the distance, but the reptile knew it was only an illusion, much like the soft 

sunlight coming down from above. 

Zerrex turned around… then muttered under his breath as four Gigataurs phased through 

the walls with the help of several skeletal mages, and the Drakkaren pulled Blackheart off his 

back, spinning the sword around his body as he shook his head in distaste. “They never learn, do 

they…” 

 

Outside, Ixin could feel the magical suppression lifting, and he grinned widely even as an 

arrow shot straight towards his head. The mage only swayed backwards, however, and it missed, 

instead sinking into the shoulder of a leather-clad zebra behind him. 

Bondage glanced down, then yelped and jerked the arrow out, glowering at Ixin and 

shouting: “A heads-up would be nice, you know!” A pause, and then he made a face as Ixin 

played a lackadaisical tune on the flute for him, causing several of the soldiers he had charmed to 

fall flat on their faces. “You know what, nevermind.” 

He turned grouchily away… then stared as a portal opened and Vampire stepped through, 

the black wolf followed by Lily and Sin… and he looked back and forth with a grin, before 

asking quickly: “Where‟s Blake? They‟re preparing a cavalry charge using Wyrms and 

Draybeasts, we need to move the spear and hammer section out…” 

“Blake won‟t be joining us.” Vampire said with a stony expression, and Bondage blinked 

a few times before nodding and mumbling as he crossed himself, and the black wolf leaned away 

distastefully before glancing back and forth, asking: “Where‟s Sabnock? And how‟s the fight 

going?” 

“We need to move to stage two, we don‟t have a choice.” Bondage shook his head 

tiredly, rubbing at his wounded shoulder slowly as several soldiers ran by behind them carrying 

mortars. “Sabnock and the other Ice Devils have been maintaining the walls as best as possible, 

but Dius and fire elementals are pelting us now. We need to repel their cavalry charge and kill 

more officers… but there‟s a rumor that the Princess is only waiting for all the rebels to group in 

one place before she starts sending in waves of golems and kamikazes paired with 

necromancers…” 

“Shit, you guys… you guys?” Vampire blinked stupidly as he looked over his shoulder, 

but Lily and Sin had already vanished… and he cursed under his breath before shaking his head, 

saying irritably: “Alright, get me a fuckin‟ RPG. I ain‟t no prissy-perfect shot, but I can do a fuck 

of a lot more damage than the rest of these shitheads wielding mortal guns.” 

Sabnock, meanwhile, was talking strategy with Lily and Sin as she continued to fire 

arrows into the crowd, aiming for a demonic War Construct made of six massive, metal-armored 

legs ending in thick claws bridging out from a huge, flat platform covered in cannons. It had a 

single staring eye that was looking back and forth, protected by a metal grating… but what 

Sabnock was trying to hit was the mage wearing a skull mask on top of the battle machine, who 

was guarded by four Amazons. “I already figured out we‟d been sold out… but what you‟re 

suggesting is suicide. When cornered, you don‟t retreat into the trap… besides which, how could 

we cover a retreat of that magnitude?” 

“Stage two.” Lily said firmly, and Sabnock frowned a bit, still looking critical. “Look, I 

know it‟s a long shot, and that we‟ll still be in trouble inside… but the layout of the first floor at 

least has returned to normal and the portal wards have ceased functioning, meaning-” 

“Meaning that enemies could portal in just as easily as we can… and if they portal in one 

or two kamikazes to the right areas, we could lose a lot of troops fast.” Sabnock said dryly, and 



she closed her eyes, focusing for a moment before finally shooting an arrow through the skull of 

the mage on the War Construct, knocking him sprawling and sending the soldiers surrounding 

him into an uproar. She glanced at Lily‟s defiant expression, and then finally crumbled, 

muttering: “Fine. But you wait until stage two to begin moing soldiers into the Central Spire… 

and we scout and move fast, preferably to a protected place where the wards are still functioning. 

Before you even ask, you‟re permitted to send in two scouts, but no commanding officers to 

check over the area. You have work to attend to yourself out here with Lady Sin.” 

“Thank you!” Lily said gratefully, and then she leapt off the wall of ice with Sin, 

grabbing the two nearest soldiers and shouting clearly: “Portal into the Central Spire and start 

checking out the interior of the building! We may need to start moving troops inside!” 

The soldiers nodded and vanished, and Lily sighed as she looked around their cramped 

war zone, the fields outside covered in bodies and a vicious hail falling all around them as she 

murmured: “Hurry up, Zerrex… or there‟s not going to be a lot of Hell left to save by the time 

you finish off the Princess…” 

 

Inside the Spire, the Drakkaren was charging up flight after flight of stairs, knowing that 

the Princess was making him run to tire him out… but at the same time knowing that if he took 

too long, the Princess‟s army would crush their resistence movement outside. He cursed as he 

kicked open a pair of double doors and found himself inside a long, red carpeted hall lined with 

black pillars… and more importantly, Royal Guards armed with swords, maces, and spiked 

shields. “Kill him! Don‟t let him pervade another foot of the Central Spire!” 

Zerrex didn‟t bother drawing Blackheart, instead running towards the nearest Royal 

Guard and grasping his corrupted arm as a long blade shot out of his wrist, and he slashed 

through the soldier‟s throat before kicking him backwards into another pair of soldiers, knocking 

them sprawling. 

Another soldier ran in from his side, and spikes popped out of the Drakkaren‟s warped 

arm before he slammed it into the the wolf that attempted to move in with a war hammer, 

knocking him flat with a howl of agony. The reptile stomped on his stomach, the demon lupine 

vomiting blood before Zerrex barreled through another pair of demons and ran towards a pair of 

double doors, tearing one open and then staring before a massive demon in black armor smashed 

him flat on his back from a solid strike with a huge maul. 

It kicked open the other door and strode through the archway, a terrible, anthromorphic 

ant with gnashing jaws and ram‟s horns in place of antennae, one thin, clawed leg stepping on 

Zerrex‟s stomach to pin him in place as it rose its maul in thin, gangly arms, the devil‟s bug eyes 

staring down into the Drakkaren‟s… and then Zerrex snarled and brought his corrupt arm up into 

the way of the strike as the the creature hammered down  towards his face. 

The maul shattered, and Zerrex slammed a foot up into the bug-demon‟s abdomen, 

sending it staggering backwards with a chitter befor the reptile stabbed up into the creature‟s 

thorax, the bug howling in pain as terrible, viscous sludge poured out of its guts, and Zerrex 

scampered backwards as the creature retreated through the double doors, head swaying back and 

forth. A moment later, a sword cut down into Zerrex‟s head, and the reptile was sent down to the 

ground in a blur of pain, blinking dumbly as a Royal Guard jumped over him and reversed his 

sword to deal a finishing blow. 

The sword struck down towards Zerrex‟s stomach, and the reptile caught the flat of the 

blade between his hands, metal screaming against his stony palm before he twisted the sword to 

the side and let it plunge into the ground beside him. The soldier grunted, staggering forwards 



before Zerrex spun around and kicked both feet into his gut, and he was sent hurtling through the 

air to crash into several of his comrades as the reptile climbed quickly to his feet, Blackheart 

scraping loudly against the ground. 

Zerrex turned around, yanking the silver sword free of the floor and running for the open 

double doors, before he skidded to a halt at the sight of the ant-demons crawling down the stairs 

towards him, many of them crawling along the walls and ceiling and bigger than the Drakkaren, 

and the lizard stared in horror. A moment later, however, he slammed the double doors shut 

behind himself and stabbed the silver sword through the handles, taking a deep breath before 

turning around and cracking his knuckles, muttering: “Here‟s hoping this actually works, 

Selena…” 

The reptile concentrated, forcing himself to stay calm even as the closest ant-demons 

came within a foot of him, raising their enormous hammers… and a moment later he snarled as 

he shoved both hands out, releasing a conical stream of dark energy that tore up the stairs and 

bowled the creatures over, the ants screaming and bucking madly about on the floor as they tried 

to escape, their bodies rapidly burning up with a terrible, horrible stench even as they fled. 

The reptile‟s breaths came hard, his eyes narrowed as he continued to release the terrible 

dark energy in a solid flow over the ants ahead of himself… and a moment later he halted, his 

hands singed and smoldering with the dark energy, absently rubbing his normal one against his 

leg as red light pulsed through the cracks of his stony, warped arm. He shook his head slowly, 

then started up the stairs, stepping carefully over singed ant corpses as he heard the others 

screaming and chattering at the top, reaching one hand up to rest on his sword as his warped arm 

expanded slightly in size, his claws lengthening… and a moment later he emerged through a 

trapdoor into a massive room with waxy, honeycombed walls, the reptile staring up in shock as 

he realized stupidly the only way to keep moving was to to climb. 

Ant demons were patrolling along the walls, along with creatures that had eight-legged 

spider bodies… but instead of spider heads, they attached into the upper torsos and heads of 

various female demons… and many of these were feeding on wailing Plasmids. Zerrex could 

also see that several of the larger versions of these arachnids had constructed webs that hung off 

the large platforms that floated at various locations up the huge open tower and attached into the 

walls… and the reptile didn‟t want to guess at what other creatures he might run into here as he 

looked towards the honeycombed wall, mumbling: “Do I really have to climb this?” 

His only response was a chuffling laugh… and the reptile‟s eyes narrowed as part of the 

honeycombed wall collapsed, and a large white worm wiggled out, tapping its feelers against the 

ground as it stared at Zerrex with wide black eyes. A slack, drooling mouth hung open as it 

slithered forwards, uncurling itself and whispering into the reptile‟s mind: Unless you want to 

back down and run away from the Princess‟s challenge… and if you don‟t like it inside… you 

could always climb up the outside of the wall… 

“But I suppose I‟d have to play a whole new game if I did that.” Zerrex muttered, and he 

ignored the chittering and laughter of the worm, the Drakkaren tilting his head towards it and 

asking slowly: “So what? What do I do here, then? How the hell do I get past the stack of freaks 

without being eaten?” 

I‟d suggest by running… and you might want to start now… replied the worm in his mind 

hungrily, and Zerrex frowned before he heard something rumble behind him, and he turned 

around to stare in horror at one of the massive arachnids that was staring at him from upside 

down, at least twice his size and beautiful… apart from the red hourglass on the bottom of her 

black abdomen, or the glowing inverted white-and-black eyes and drooling mouth. Her upper 



body was that of a black fox‟s, and her stomach and naked breasts were pale white, along with 

most of her face… and she opened her arms, trilling to him invitingly as she whispered: “Won‟t 

you be my lover?” 

“Why do I have this feeling you‟re going to eat my head afterwards?” Zerrex asked 

mildly, but the arachnid giggled before bouncing up into the air, its legs working rapidly against 

the string hanging from its abdomen before Zerrex stared up as the fox lowered itself down to 

touch nose-to-nose with him, her long white hair falling around his body, feeling like silk as a 

long, ridged tongue curled out and twisted around his neck and body, the Drakkaren swallowing 

as he asked meditatively: “See, I already feel like something bad is about to happen.” 

The tongue tightened around him, and then her arms swung out and grasped his 

shoulders, jerking him up into the air as Zerrex let out a yelp before her body twisted gracefully 

and he was hurled up past the first platform, the Drakkaren instinctively creating a platform of 

energy above his head and twisting his own body to land on it in a kneel before he kicked off and 

landed ontop of a pile of corpses wrapped in silk, knocking several of them rolling loose as he 

crushed the others beneath his body. He frowned as he felt something wriggling beneath him… 

and then he stared down as several spiders the size of rats skittered out from beneath him and 

over his body, and the reptile leapt away with a yelp as he concentrated, blue energy burning 

over his scales and knocking several other spiderlings loose as the fox-widow landed gracefully 

on all eight legs at the other side of the platform, hissing loudly at him. “My children!” 

“Oh, see, I shouldn‟t date females with kids, because like… our kids might not get 

along.” Zerrex babbled, and then he ducked as she spat a stream of acid at him, the reptile 

wincing and muttering: “For once I want it to be puppies, kittens, and rainbows on Jolly Jingles 

Lane, not… demons and witches and spiders inside the dark Central Spire of Hell.” 

He glanced up, then stared as he saw the vixen-arachnid had vanished… and the 

Drakkaren quickly checked directly above him and all around him before cursing and figuring 

she must be below him. And it wasn‟t like she was the only one interested in him… he could see 

several other ant-demons circling above as well, these ones with wings and carrying enormous, 

anchor-like weapons… and Zerrex wondered absently if his solution for this place was going to 

be in setting everything on fire here, too, before the widow-vixen shot suddenly up over the edge 

of the platform and barreled towards him, hissing. 

She clawed at him, and Zerrex winced and dived out of the way before cursing as she 

snagged his foot to heft him into the air, and he turned his corrupted hand into a large axe blade 

before arching his back and chopping first through her wrist, then down through her stomach as 

he fell. She screamed in agony at the wrist, but writhed and howled when he eviscerated her, 

black blood and sludge pouring out of her insides before her own precious children charged 

towards their wounded mother, and she scrambled backwards, swaying drunkenly on the spot as 

they ripped and tore at her wound before she fell forwards in a pile of hair and dead, venomous 

beauty. 

The reptile backed quickly away, then cursed as an ant-demon dove at him, swinging its 

massive lance… but Zerrex jumped up and snagged it, wrapping his arm around the ant‟s mid-

body and resting his axe-hand against its throat as he said clearly: “I am… horribly stressed out 

right now, and I will cut your freaking head off if you don‟t do as I say! Fly me up as close to the 

exit as you can, and I‟ll leave your head on your shoulders… try anything funny at all, and you 

get to find out what it‟s like to be a soccer ball for the last five minutes of your life, understood?” 

Fortunately, whatever hive mentality existed in the insects on the mortal plane didn‟t 

seem to exist here, as the ant quickly shot upwards like a rocket, not even fidgeting as they 



passed several platforms before beginning to slow… and Zerrex stared in horror as they 

approached the top of the area, and the reptile wondered absently what kind of cruel God had 

created the freak of nature that guarded the exit… or if it was a cosmic joke all of Hell‟s own. 

A watery, strange portal was in the ceiling, narrow enough that Zerrex would have to 

squeeze just to get through it… but it was barred off by a thick, ugly web and a terrible half-

spider, half-octopus. The monstrositiy had not legs, but long tentacles ending in claws, and 

bristling, sharp furs covered its body… but these all connected into a central point, from which 

extended maggoty, white flesh that covered a fat, corpulent stomach pregnant with gods-knew-

what. Clusters of eggs covered the entire web, though, and more were attached to the ugly, 

roach-like shell on the goliath demon‟s back… and although a massive pair of pincers extended 

out of its face, the rest of its features were covered by a rusted bronze mask, and only red, bug-

like eyes glared out of the helm as it clung on to its own webbing with long, crescent shaped 

claws at the end of terribly deformed, long arms… and the Drakkaren leapt off the ant demon 

and nodded to it grimly, motioning it away as he looked up towards the gargantuan beast. 

It let go of the webbing and hung down towards him, and Zerrex looked awkwardly back 

and forth over the platform he was standing on, feeling webbing crunching underfoot as 

Plasmids swarmed around the edge of the floating stage… and the reptile stared at the dozen or 

so egg-like, small breasts forming an arch over the monstrosity‟s bulging gut before he asked 

slowly: “Who are you?” 

“No one… everyone… the Queen…” The bug-thing droned and squeaked as it spoke, 

and the Plasmids chattered in response to it, backing away as its tentacles clung tightly onto the 

strong netting covering the portal, and it swayed slowly back and forth, whispering: “They called 

me the Terror that brought forth the bugs… but yet they do not respect me… respect me!” 

It screamed these last words, and even the arachnids skittered away in terror as several 

eggs fell from the ceiling and the creature‟s shell. One of them shattered in front of Zerrex, and 

in a blast of nauseating smell and green gas, a long, putrid worm slid out and buried quickly into 

the sand. Zerrex made a disgusted face, then looked up at the Bug Queen and asked carefully: 

“May I pass?” 

“You may try…” The Queen laughed, and then it let go of the net and fell to the platform, 

and Zerrex leapt backwards to avoid being crushed by her gargantuan body as she landed on her 

face and fell onto her back, her body sprawling out and her tentacles waving wildly. One of the 

tips managed to lash the Drakkaren, and he was knocked over the edge as the Bug Queen slowly 

pushed her arms beneath her on the platform, murmuring: “Weakness…” 

The Drakkaren cursed under his breath as he fell, then he closed his eyes and 

concentrated, his wings tearing out his black as he pulled Blackheart free from its holder, and the 

lizard shot upwards as his warped arm bulged and twisted, his axe-hand becoming a larger, 

more-vicious crescent and his enormous sword hanging loose from the other. He hovered for a 

moment as the Bug Queen looked over him, and then it hissed and howled: “Defiance shall be 

punished with death!” 

She leaned forwards, spitting a thick green poison at him from her mandibles, but Zerrex 

shot to the side even as ant-demons buzzed up into the air around him and arachnids climbed the 

walls and ceilings to throw long hooks at the ends of silk web ropes at him. The Drakkaren 

cursed under his breath as he ignored the ants for now, instead focusing on evading the far-more-

accurate spider-demons before one of them suddenly dropped down in front of him with a hiss… 

but the reptile simply smashed straight through her, tearing her in half and sending her toppling 



with a scream of rage and agony towards the ground far below as Zerrex angled himself towards 

the Bug Queen. 

The Terror lashed out at him with her tentacles, but Zerrex rolled quickly, knocking one 

of them aside with his wings of white energy before he dropped towards her stomach as she 

hissed, and his wings vanished as he slammed his sword down into her grotesque belly, sending 

up a spray of green and yellow liquid as she writhed and squealed in horror and pain. Ant-

demons landed on her stomach immediately, stepping forwards and stabbing at the reptile with 

their lances, but the Drakkaren only had to duck as the Bug Queen lashed out with one of her 

arms, howling furiously: “Kill him, kill him! He hurts the Queen, he‟s hurting her!” 

She wailed and spasmed, her tentacles lashing back towards her own body but not daring 

to touch her stomach as Zerrex forced Blackheart in deeper while jerking hard to the side… and 

a moment later, a terrible, ugly claw lashed out of the wound that he‟d torn with his huge sword, 

and the Bug Queen squealed as the reptile leapt back into the air, his axe-hand turning back into 

a claw that he switched his sword to as he fired a tentacle into some of the webbing around the 

honeycombed wall, jerking himself over to it even as three terrible, repulsive bugs tore their way 

out of the Bug Queen‟s pregnant gut, all of them hissing and covered in ooze as the other bugs 

halted to stare in shock. 

Zerrex took the opportunity to slam Blackheart into the honeycombed wall and jump up 

on the flat of the huge sword, setting himself firmly as he concentrated to create a blade of 

energy in one hand. He immediately threw this at the nearest Widow‟s silk string, and it chopped 

cleanly through before continuing to strike an unfortunate ant-demon that flew into the way of 

the blade, the bug exploding in a hail that followed the screaming Widow down to the ground. 

Then the reptile turned his eyes to the creatures forcing their way free… and he made a face as 

one of the two massive spiders that crawled out of the Bug Queen‟s stomach leapt immediately 

for her neck, biting into it and drawing more of that bile-green blood before she screamed and 

tore it off, throwing it at Zerrex. 

The massive, spike-covered spider roared, and Zerrex stared in horror before lashing out 

with his corrupted arm, his hand turning into a long sword that speared through its stomach… 

but the creature still attempted to lunge its jaws down to feed on Zerrex, instead only managing 

to bite away a chunk of his hair. The reptile cursed under his breath as it clawed at him and the 

wall, almost humping forwards to try and squish him while getting a better grip, but the reptile 

swung his arm up and chopped the bug open from abdomen to head. 

The spider went rigid… then slid slowly off him, falling to the ground as Zerrex grabbed 

Blackheart‟s handle and extended his angel wings in a blast of white energy, kicking off the wall 

and flying down towards the open stomach of the Bug Queen. He collided in midair with an ant-

demon, however, cursing as the long lance cut a slash through his side before he sliced the 

creature‟s head off, and its mandibles clicked madly before the Drakkaren batted the head hard at 

one of the hanging widows, knocking it loose and sending it falling onto the Bug Queen. The 

Terror howled at this and immediately grasped its own denizen, crushing it as the two other 

creatures she had just given birth to by forceful caeserian section crawled all over her body… 

and then Zerrex dived in and landed on top of her mask, barely dodging a squirt of acid that 

splattered over her own tentacles instead. 

She whipped her head from side to side as the long, mottled worm that had been in her 

stomach twisted around her neck and up towards the Drakkaren, and Zerrex leapt off her head 

and onto the worm, the long, bulbous creature bucking and hissing before the reptile cut it into 



two pieces. It arched backwards, and Zerrex kicked off it to land back on the mask of the Terror, 

and this time he stabbed Blackheart down into one of the Bug Queen‟s eyes with both hands.  

It went into a frenzy, screaming and kicking before the other spider that had been inside it 

leapt up and tackled Zerrex, chomping down into his good arm… and the reptile howled in 

agony before snarling and punching it in the head, sending the blade at the end of his corrupted 

arm through its arachnid brain before he kicked it off and flapped his wings hard, flying back 

towards the wall. 

A moment later, the Drakkaren kicked off the spongy surface and dived downwards as 

the Bug Queen tore Blackheart out of her eye and threw it away… and the reptile arched his back 

in midflight, twisting upwards and reaching out to snag his sword in midair before he cut through 

an ant demon that got in his way… and yet everything was staring to go hazy. He cursed under 

his breath, his wounded arm aching and beginning to turn purple as he looked down at it… and 

the Drakkaren turned his other corrupt arm into a claw before he let himself free fall, the Bug 

Queen grabbing at him wildly before he fell straight into her bug-ridden guts. 

Worms, spiders, and other terrible creatures bit at him as he charged through the dark 

ooze of her ripped-apart womb, heading upwards with a snarl even as he felt things latching onto 

him, biting him, ripping into his body… and the reptile let out a final roar as his wings vanished 

before he dived forwards, tearing into the upper chest of the Bug Queen as she howled and 

writhed… and then slamming his corrupted fist down into her flesh. 

A shockwave of white energy blasted through the Bug Queen before a pillar of it rose 

towards the ceiling, tearing through her chest as the Drakkaren‟s entire body burned with 

power… and a moment later the terrible monstrosity fell in two halves, the rest of the bugs 

fleeing in fear as the webbing above caught fire and burned quickly away. The Bug Queen‟s 

mask fell away in mid fall, revealing a maggot‟s head covered in mottled, leathery flesh… and it 

howled a final time in pain and rage, inarticulate screaming that almost represented words as its 

tentacles lashed through the air on the other side of the platform… leaving Zerrex alone, panting 

hard, drained of power and energy as the monstrosity fell towards the floor of the pit. 

He looked back and forth as the Plasmids began to close in, then up at the portal in 

midair… and the reptile grinned tiredly before setting Blackheart on his back and whispering: “I 

got enough. I got just enough left…” 

As the Plasmids began to close in, the Drakkaren reached up and launched one of his 

tentacles upwards, twisting through the air… before a widow‟s hook lashed out and cut it in half, 

and Zerrex cursed, the tentacle quickly retreating as the hook remained buried in the ground 

beside him. The spider-demon grinned, this one a bear but with the same coloring and long 

white-blonde hair… and Zerrex snarled as he grabbed the silk rope, jerking hard and yanking her 

off the side of the wall. She screeched as she fell, releasing the rope of web… and the reptile 

balled it quickly up before spinning the hook quickly, muttering under his breath as black spots 

danced in front of his vision, the Plasmids hesitating only a moment… 

He threw the hook upwards… and it flew through the portal and latched onto something, 

and the reptile quickly climbed the silk rope, his hands sliding a bit against it as he grunted and 

pulled himself up bit-by-bit, panting hard as he stared at the portal, watching it grow closer even 

as Plasmids screamed beneath him and ant-demons began to fly up towards him… and a moment 

later the reptile threw himself upwards, and he vanished through the liquidine gateway that none 

of the bugs dared to approach. 

On the other side, Zerrex had emerged into a plain hardwood room… and the first thing 

the reptile did was vomit miserably several times, before he fell over on his back with a loud 



groan of pain. He grasped the wound… but it was already sick and rotten, and the Drakkaren 

swallowed thickly before he melted two of his stony fingers together and dug them into the 

wound, ripping out the ugly, infected flesh as his muscles bulged and his body burned with 

agony before tossing it aside and leaning forwards as he panted the strongest cleansing spells he 

knew. 

It took a few minutes, but his wound began to lose its terrible discoloration, and his body 

began to settle and relax… and after another five minutes or so, the reptile was back on his feet, 

Zerrex carefully healing his wound‟s major damages with his blue energy before he let his hand 

drop away. He stepped over the pile of vomit he‟d made with a wince, then headed for the door, 

looking around the unfurnished, small room and muttering under his breath: “Someone should 

really cover up that portal…” 

The reptile shook his head as he staggered towards the end of the room, pulling open the 

door and picking up a more-natural pace as he walked carefully down a long, red-carpeted 

hallway. He glanced back and forth with a slight frown as he walked along the oddly-tilted hall, 

noting the paintings on the wall and the expensive design of the passage… but at the same time, 

he felt cold and claustrophobic. The corridor was sloping ever-so-slowly upwards, and it was 

curving slowly at the same time… and the Drakkaren frowned slightly as he approached a large, 

tiled oak door. 

The reptile reached out and grasped the bronze, snake-head-shaped handle… and he felt 

another strange chill run down his spine, twisting it slowly and pushing the door open to reveal a 

massive, circular room beyond. Zerrex narrowed his eyes, glancing back and forth as he stepped 

slowly inside, gazing around at the red carpets and the curved walls mounted here and there with 

trophies – heads, antlers, and body-parts of great Hell-beasts, in other words. He made a bit of a 

face as he saw no exit… and then the Drakkaren blinked and looked over his shoulder as the 

door slammed. 

Beatrice stood in front of where the door had once been, sighing and looking up towards 

the low roof for a moment, and then she turned her eyes back down to Zerrex, the reptile snarling 

and setting himself as he rose both hands. She only smiled at him, however, then blew him a kiss 

as her eyes glowed… and Zerrex‟s body fell limp, his breaths quickening as she strutted over to 

him and wrapped her arms around his neck, whispering quietly: “Such heat… such intense 

power… such a strange, corrupt body, a wonderful mix of power and desire, hatred and 

passion…” 

She slid a hand down his chest, and then grasped his stony, stiff arm, running her hand 

along it and causing spikes to jut out wherever she touched, pushing slowly up from the metallic, 

armored surface as blue light pulsed dimly through the cracks in his limb. Zerrex tried to turn 

away, but Beatrice easily nudged his muzzle with her other hand back towards her, their eyes 

meeting as she said teasingly: “Lovely… those green eyes of yours compliment mine perfectly… 

wouldn‟t you want to be my pet, or maybe I could play as your slave for a while? Either way, 

I‟m appeased… we‟re Incarnations, Zerrex, we‟re the true rulers – no, the true Gods of Hell. I 

know you know it inside of this big, pulsing… heart… of yours…” 

Beatrice pushed a flat palm against his chest, and warmth spread through the Drakkaren‟s 

body, the reptile breathing a bit harder and closing his eyes tightly as lust, desire, need, 

compassion, love, and other forced feelings rushed through him… but even as he tried to pull 

away from her, all he managed was to whisper: “Why did you do… what you did to Cherry…” 

“Forget her!” Beatrice said angrily, stepping away and throwing one hand up in disgust, 

and Zerrex felt the pleasure break long enough for him to regain his senses and stumble 



backwards, trying to put some sort of forcefield up around his mind before she spun around and 

snarled: “I‟m promising, willing to be yours! It‟s not my fault Cherry was born a girl… had she 

been born male, she would have been doing the enforcing and raping around the camp! It was 

our culture, our traditions… we were gypsies and nomads with a long line of psychic and 

demonic heritage, our blood condensed over time… it‟s not my fault she couldn‟t handle it!” 

“You started selling her as a sex toy when she was only a child, made her a slave to the 

whims of whatever lucky pedophiles came across your tent, while you gorged yourself on 

fucking!” Zerrex shouted back angrily, and the blue light pulsed bright red through his arm, the 

Drakkaren snarling as his eyes glowed green… and Beatrice‟s burned blue as she glared at him 

in return, her hands clenching into fists. “Her and Cynterra… don‟t you have a soul? Didn‟t you 

care about them?” 

“It was the will of the old tradition… the lusts would have come one day anyway, and I 

know they conquered her quickly even as a teenager… I was just making sure the males she‟d 

rape and suck the life out of would enjoy it.” Beatrice said acidly, and then she looked away and 

snorted, adding coldly: “The lusts come with the gifts, there‟s nothing I can do about that. 

Besides, we needed something to compliment our act… and I figured her and her sister‟s tight 

little pussy would help us out a bit. The useless scum I always ended up with as a partner 

certainly couldn‟t satisfy either myself or the girls, after all… even as children, they had lusts 

and needs you wouldn‟t understand… 

“But come, Zerrex…” Beatrice rose a hand and smiled charmingly, her anger vanishing 

as she cooed in a sweet voice: “Angry sex, to… heal us, perhaps? We can fuck right here, like 

animals… I‟ll let you dominate me however you want…” 

But her magic only washed over him uselessly this time, and Zerrex shook his head 

slowly, saying softly: “You‟re pathetic, Beatrice Blossom. Now that I‟ve figured you out, the 

allure‟s gone…” Beatrice stared, and then the reptile added quietly: “You‟re just a sleazy, 

tenpenny whore on the corner, selling everything for your crack… your kids, your family, your 

life… and all for sex. The one who never learned control was you… which just makes me think 

being what I am is more of a curse than anything else for my own failures in life.” 

A pause, and then he turned away from her, the female looking shocked as he added 

darkly: “So if you‟ll excuse me, I have a date with the Princess… and time is getting short.” 

The reptile began to walk away… and then something fleshy and hot snapped around his 

arm, and the Drakkaren looked down in shock at the tentacle that had laced around him before 

glancing back at Beatrice with a snarl, who was holding tightly onto the other end with one hand, 

the rest of the long tendril wrapped around her arm and feeding out of her back as she said 

coldly: “You don‟t leave until I say you can leave, you piece of shit.” 

She jerked backwards, and Zerrex was torn off his feet, the reptile cursing before he 

rolled in midair, and Blackheart – still firmly on his back – tore through the flesh of the tentacle, 

Beatrice releasing a shriek of rage as she leapt backwards. Zerrex landed neatly in a crouch in 

front of her, his stony arm shoving down into the ground and other hand grasping Blackheart‟s 

handle, and the two snarled at each other before Beatrice retracted the tentacle with a shrug, 

raising her arms out to either side and adding darkly: “Someone‟s in need of some discipline, it 

looks like… I can do that, sure. We‟ll call it foreplay.” 

Blue fire sprouted to life down her arms, then leapt into the air above her hands and spun 

violently before turning into a pair of burning metal hoops. Beatrice caught them as they fell, 

then crossed her arms over her body as Zerrex stood and yanked Blackheart off his back, 



grinning viciously as she hissed: “You‟re such an average, silly male, favoring such a déclassé 

weapon… grace defeats stupid brute force any day.” 

“Shut up.” Zerrex said irritably, and Beatrice snarled before snapping one of the hoops 

out at his head, but the Drakkaren easily rose Blackheart up and twisted the blade so that the 

hoop bounced harmlessly off the flat. He grinned, and then stared as the hoop circled around and 

launched in for another attack even as Beatrice created another hoop and threw that one as well, 

and the reptile muttered under his breath as he ducked under the first hoop before sidestepping 

the next, running forwards towards the female as both of the hoops spun around for another pass 

at him. 

He swung Blackheart downwards, and Beatrice flicked her hoop out, catching the blade 

of the huge weapon easily and spinning her hoop rapidly, loosening the sword in Zerrex‟s grip as 

the Drakkaren staggered forwards and attempted to keep pace with her before she snapped a kick 

out, knocking the sword flying to the side to bury into the wall before she spun around and 

snapped her heel across Zerrex‟s face. 

The Drakkaren staggered backwards, grabbing at his head… and both flying hoops 

crashed into his back, knocking him sprawling with a curse of pain as Beatrice threw her head 

back and laughed. The reptile snarled furiously as he pushed himself off the ground… and then 

he stared as Beatrice leaned forwards and released a jet of blue fire from her mouth. 

The reptile created a wall of energy in front of himself, and the blue flames washed 

uselessly over it as Zerrex stood quickly… but the blue fire turned into a haze that obscured 

everything. As it cleared, the reptile could see that Beatrice had vanished… and then three hoops 

shot at him from the side, and the Drakkaren barely leapt back in time, the wall of energy 

vanishing as they shot by to bounce off the wall in different directions. 

He ran quickly over to where his sword was buried in the wall, ripping it free and looking 

back and forth for Beatrice… but although he could hear her laughing, he couldn‟t see her… and 

Zerrex concentrated as one of the hoops shot suddenly towards him, batting it firmly away with 

his sword as he looked back and forth. His eyes locked on a strange, floating blue mote in 

midair, and he remembered that she had been famous for psychic stage tricks… and the reptile 

drew his sword back as another hoop shot towards him, muttering: “Looks like she still favors 

the same thing…” 

He lashed out with the sword as hard as he could, and the hoop shot towards the blue 

mote before Beatrice flickered into being, one of her hands held out and the hoop halting in 

midair, spinning slowly to a stop. The burning blue mote had been one of her eyes… and she 

smiled coldly, tilting her head and asking as she grabbed the hoop out of midair: “Did you really 

think you could hit me with my own weapons?” 

Zerrex snorted, then ran towards her… and both hoops still flying through the air shot 

down towards his feet. The reptile snarled, then stabbed his sword down at the last moment and 

caught both hoops on the blade before it speared through the floor, and he arched his back as he 

kicked off the ground, flipping over the hilt of his huge weapon and flying towards her as 

Beatrice stared in shock, then lashed out with her hoop. 

Zerrex slapped it away with his stony hand, then swung out with his other fist towards 

her… but four tentacles lashed out with lightning speed, curling around from her back and 

wrapping tightly around the Drakkaren‟s limb and body, beginning to squeeze him as she snarled 

in fury up at him. She took a deep breath, her eyes burning with rage- 

The Drakkaren reached his own tentacle around from his back, wrapping it tightly around 

her muzzle, and Beatrice‟s eyes widened before blue lightning blasted out of her muzzle and she 



gagged several times, her own tendrils snapping the reptile to the side as she grasped her throat 

and vomited blue smog, stumbling back and forth. The reptile grinned widely as he leapt to his 

feet, tentacle withdrawing into his body, and then he ran forwards and shot a long blade out of 

his wrist, going in for the kill. 

He ran into a wall of psychic force, and time itself seemed to distort, the reptile suddenly 

moving at ten times less his normal velocity as Beatrice turned towards him and rose a finger, 

flicking his nose and at the same time releasing a blast of telekinetic force powerful enough to 

send him flying all the way into the wall, bouncing off it and falling to the ground with a groan 

of pain. He grasped at his skull, shaking his head slowly as looked up blearily, and then he stared 

as Beatrice gathered her three hoops around her body, crossing her arms as three more burst into 

existence and began to spin around her in all directions, blue fire crackling into life over her 

body as she whispered: “Enough play… I‟ll break your spirit yet, Zerrex Narrius…” 

She snapped her hands out, and all six hoops shot towards the Drakkaren, the reptile 

snarling before he created a spherical shield of energy around his body. Beatrice blinked, and 

then she stared in shock as her hoops bounced off, harrying it and spinning violently – but 

uselessly – against the azure surface even as Zerrex began to roll the sphere forwards towards 

her. 

She snarled and snapped out both hands, four tentacles tearing out of each arm as four 

thicker, larger ones tore out of her back, wrapping around the sphere and lifting it up above her 

head as Zerrex tumbled onto his face, the sphere cracking as the six hoops continued to crash 

against it… and then the Drakkaren grinned as he dropped straight down through his own energy 

as if it had become air, and Beatrice stared in shock before the reptile punched her in the muzzle 

as he passed. 

She staggered backwards with a curse, her tentacles falling aside as the giant sphere 

vanished and her hoops halting and wavering in midair… and then Zerrex leapt forwards and 

stabbed the blade on the end of his stony arm through her stomach, and Beatrice released a 

keening wail, arching her back and releasing a shockwave of psychic force as her tentacles 

flailed and twisted around her body. The Drakkaren was sent crashing backwards onto his back, 

rolling several times and cutting a nasty gash in his own leg with his own stony blade, and then 

he grunted as he managed to slam his rocky fist down into the ground, using the same blade to 

anchor himself against the floor even as another pulse of force shot through the room. 

This one had enough force to send Blackheart flying through the air, and Beatrice‟s 

tentacles withdrew as her hoops dropped and began to spin violently around her. The female 

snarled, grasping at the wound in her stomach, her eyes flashing… and then she whispered: “No 

one hurts me, Zerrex… no one lays a single fucking finger on me unless I say they can…” 

She held out her hands, and three thin, triangular knives appeared in front of each before 

she closed her hands into fists, holding the knives tight between her fingers as her hoops spun 

and twisted around her. Another pulse of psychic force travelled through the room, and the 

Drakkaren winced away before cursing as Beatrice stepped forwards and lashed out with one 

hand, throwing one set of knives at him before she gracefully spun and threw the others through 

her own hoops. 

The reptile‟s stony arm turned into a crude, circular shield, and four of the knives 

slammed into this, one of them striking into Zerrex‟s shoulder and the other hitting the ground in 

front of him… and the Drakkaren cursed as he waved his stony arm, the knives popping out as 

the shield melted back into his form before he ripped the knife buried in his shoulder free and 

threw it immediately back at Beatrice… but she only glared at it and shot it back, and it tore 



through Zerrex‟s hair, ripping a gouge down his cheek as the Drakkaren fell to the side with a 

grunt, blinking stupidly a few times.  

He rolled up to his feet and ran to the side… and Beatrice rose a hand, Blackheart tearing 

out of the ground as it came alive with blue fire. It began to spin violently, then circled quickly 

around the room towards the Drakkaren as Zerrex stared over his shoulder in shock before the 

blade shot towards him and rammed through his stomach, and the reptile let out a gargle as he 

was pinned to the wall by his own enormous weapon. Beatrice smiled coldly at this, watching as 

Zerrex fell limp, and she slowly walked towards him before grasping the hilt of his sword, 

shoving it slowly into the wall and through Zerrex‟s body, causing him to spasm as she 

whispered: “Does it bring back memories, oh vaunted Lord Zerrex? Didn‟t Prince Az‟Iriel… or 

rather, the Unworld wretch who played his part, no need to play games about that now… do this 

to you? Isn‟t this how you died last time…” 

“Beatrice…” Zerrex murmured, and she leaned in close, looking almost hungry before 

staring in shock as Zerrex rose his head, grinning coldly. “Didn‟t you say…” 

He grasped the blade of the sword, then tore it forwards, slamming the pommel of the 

blade into Beatrice‟s body before he tore upwards with a snarl of pain and exertion, blood flying 

from both his wound and his hand as he ripped his sword across Beatrice‟s chest, knocking her 

backwards with a howl as the weapon flew free from his body and his spasming, bloody hand. A 

moment later, Zerrex fell on her and shot the blade out of his stony wrist, slamming it through 

her heart, the demoness screaming and staring up at him, blood running from her mouth as the 

Drakkaren snarled: “„You can‟t use my own weapons against me?‟” 

Beatrice gurgled… and then turned into blue fire beneath him, Zerrex cursing and 

staggering backwards as she quickly twisted back and forth along the floor, retreating towards 

the center of the room and reforming in a kneel as she panted hard, one arm across her stomach 

and the other flat against the ground, glaring at him furiously as the reptile tore his stony blade 

out of the floor. A shudder ran through her body… and then blue fire burst over her form as she 

whispered: “This isn‟t over… I‟ll come back for you and finish you off later, Lord Zerrex… and 

don‟t think I‟ll make the same mistake twice!” 

With that, she vanished in a pillar of blue fire that faded away to a thick mist, her cold, 

distant laughter ringing through the air as Zerrex forced himself to his feet, muttering under his 

breath: “Yeah, yeah. Run away, bitch… you find me or I‟ll find you. I‟m fine with chasing you 

down and killing you if I have to… but wait, if she can escape, it means the portal wards have 

been broken…” 

The reptile grunted and twitched a bit as his wounds visibly patched themselves closed, 

and the reptile sped up the process with his own energy. Surprisingly, the damage from 

Blackheart looked nasty but felt minimal… and the reptile guessed because it was both a sword 

forged with his energy and still technically a mortal blade. But Beatrice was on a whole different 

level than half the demons I‟ve fought… I‟ve never seen anyone recover from a heart-stab like 

that so fast… which means I‟ll probably need to either halve, decapitate, or really wear down the 

Princess… 

A shudder ran through his body as he looked down, and then he walked slowly over to 

pick up his sword, attaching it to his back as he closed his eyes and rubbed his hands together 

slowly, before murmuring: “Well, time to get to work, either way…” A pause as he glanced to 

the side and created a portal, and he added quietly: “Princess… don‟t think I‟ll back down.” 

With that, the reptile turned towards the shifting darkness of the portal… and he stepped 

through it, ready to meet his destiny head-on. 



 

Outside, Ixin was sitting with his legs crossed, resting with his back against the Central 

Spire and breathing slowly, „regenerating his magical essence,‟ as he called it. Every so often he 

sipped from a bottle of blue liquid held in one hand, and he watched mildly as Bondage ran by, 

shouting for reloads, before muttering: “Guns. So… vile, somehow.” 

“Try picking one up and shooting something, you‟ll feel better.” muttered Vampire, as he 

carried a massive green rocket launcher towards an open archway in the crumbling ice wall. He 

dropped to a kneel, taking careful aim towards the enormous construct of dead bodies and bones 

lumbering across the field, then fired towards the top of it, where the „brain‟ and power-source of 

the corpse-creature likely was. The rocket struck it squarely and exploded, and the monstrosity 

stumbled, screaming in agony… and although it didn‟t die, the enormous red crystal filled with 

frozen demon bodies was clearly left visible and vulnerable. “Shoot that fucking thing, don‟t let 

it get any closer!” 

Gunfire rang out towards the abomination as other officers patrolled back and forth. 

Constructs and golems had begun to appear with the hoards of demon soldiers, and Celestial – 

their top mage – was still nowhere in sight. Sabnock cursed as she paused for a moment to 

regenerate the ice platform beneath her, then she pulled another silver arrow out of her quiver, 

drawing it slowly back and pausing a moment before adding a bit more draw and firing straight 

ahead. The arrow arced through the air, then fell like a meteor and ran through the skull of a 

Gigataur in silver armor, and it staggered backwards in mid charge, crushing soldier demons 

under its feet before it fell backwards and took out a golem or two as well. “Sin, how‟s the 

barrier coming?” 

“Not well.” Sin replied meekly from below, and Sabnock turned to frown at her, the 

Naganatine bowing deeply before mumbling: “We simply don‟t have enough mages to power it, 

and with half the soldiers deployed outside guarding the ice walls, and the other half inside, 

waiting for orders, its impossible to write out a protective circle…” 

“Wonderful…” Sabnock muttered… and then she blinked and looked to the side in shock 

to see Celestial floating nearby, looking disgusted. “You! Help with the protective barrier, it‟s-”  

“It‟s pathetic, is what it is.” Celestial said distastefully, and then she floated slowly to the 

side, her robes curling and twitching beneath her as her eyes glowed red… and a moment later 

she grinned cruelly, looking out to the side and adding in a mild voice: “I‟ve been scouting 

around Hell… and oh my, you should see the riots. But go, order a full out mage attack…” 

A pause, and when Sabnock only looked stony, Celestial leaned forwards with a snarl. 

Her features warped, the outer skull tearing out of her head and the elongated bone plate forming 

from it, her hands turning skeletal and white as she roared: “Do as I say!” 

Sabnock stood in the face of Celestial‟s rage, but a tremble of terror went through her all 

the same as she whispered: “We… don‟t have the resources to waste…” 

“Fine…” Celestial floated into the air, then flipped and laughed cruelly as she spun 

violently downwards, diving towards the earth before pulling herself out of the g-spin at the last 

moment, knocking soldiers flying backwards with the waves of raw violence emanating from her 

body. She spread her arms with another dark laugh as soldiers stared in shock at her, and then 

she crossed her arms over her chest as her eyes burned bright red, calling out: “Let me show you 

the true spirit of battle!” 

Massive tentacles of Unworld energy tore out of the ground, glowing purple pillars that 

bent and swayed, sweeping through soldiers like scythes and setting whatever they touched into 

dark flames that greedily leapt back and forth from soldier-to-soldier. Celestial cackled as she 



jetted to the side, tentacles of energy ripping out of the earth behind her every dozen feet or so as 

she encircled the tower, and then she simply dove into the cluster of soldiers, knocking demons 

flying and screaming. 

Ixin stared in shock… then leapt to his feet and chugged the rest of the jar of liquid 

before smashing it against the ground, holding up a hand and shouting: “I shan‟t be outdone!” He 

paused a moment later, then pranced forwards and drew a small disc out of his belt, bouncing it 

once in his hand before grunting and muttering: “So long as I can still remember how to do 

this…” 

He leaned forwards and threw the disc hard, and it spun through the air before crashing 

into the skull of a soldier, knocking him flat as runes appeared over the silver disc… and Ixin 

muttered: “Got the medium, got the idea, got lots of dead bodies… kaboom, motherfucker!” 

Ixin clapped his hands together and bowed his head forwards with a grunt, and corpses 

throughout the field bloated before exploding, releasing waves of flame and pulses of electricity 

as demons panicked and screamed, other soldiers halting to stare in shock at Ixin as he grinned 

widely… and then he winced as a bit of blood dripped out of one nostril, mumbling: “Crap. 

Didn‟t do the spell properly after all.” 

The immortal Drakkaren staggered backwards, pinwheeling his arms until he hit the wall, 

and then he slid stupidly down it as Selena walked by, glowering at him before shouting: “I need 

assistance to the east, we‟re being flanked by necromancers… Ixin might have gotten rid of the 

corpses, but they‟re still putting together plenty of skeletons from the remains!” 

“I can‟t afford… wait, what‟s that?” Sabnock frowned, scanning the horizon… and a 

moment later Celestial appeared beside her, once more normal and gentle, her eyes a lovely 

green as she grasped Sabnock‟s shoulders… and the female swallowed thickly as the creature 

leaned in close. 

“It‟s your reinforcements.” she whispered… and then she floated slowly away and 

smiled, lacing her fingers together beside her head and twisting around in a circle through midair 

with a tender sigh, the reaching tentacles of Unworld essence all exploding in globs of black fire 

that hailed down through the enemy troops, even as more demons and constructs continued to 

press forwards. “How romantic… my son fighting inside, all of you protecting him and fighting 

outside, horribly outnumbered… but isn‟t it a sight for glory?” 

As Celestial continued to float happily around, Sabnock turned her attention away with a 

wince and closed her eyes, concentrating for a moment and running through battle tactics… and 

finally she turned and shouted: “Stage two! Everyone, go stage two!” A pause as she looked 

down at Sin, who was flushed and looking away… and she softened, adding in a murmur down 

to her from the platform, even as Dius, officers, and other demons scrambled for the archways: 

“It‟s okay, Sin. You can stay back.” 

“Thank you…” Sin whispered, looking humiliated as she stepped quietly through the 

rushing soldiers towards a window in the crumbling ice wall, staring out as Selena and Lily ran 

side-by-side at some distance into the scorched battlefield… before both of them roared and 

flexed, their bodies warping and distorting as they unleashed their full demonic forms, spider 

legs ripping out of Lily‟s back and Selena‟s clothes stretching taunt against monstrous muscles. 

Other Dius were increasing in size and warping in shape, too, along with the succubi and 

incubi… and the other shapeshifters that had come with them – from Gorgons to creatures like 

Vampire, and Vampire himself – also grew and warped, roaring and howling as the normal 

soldier demons that had been out fighting ran back towards the safety of the ice wall. Sin had 

quickly turned back to helping people, creating several massive portals to let them take the 



wounded and a small contigent of troops and mages into the Central Spire to recharge and heal… 

and Sabnock‟s features were stony, watching as winged demons took to the air to try and snipe 

the giants from above, and the remaining cavalry on the other side mounted their steeds, while 

mages prepared spells and constructs of equal size to the terrible creatures now facing them… 

but likely not with the same monstrous power. 

A pause, and the entire army on the other side shuddered… before Sabnock looked up as 

a succubus flew down towards her, bloody and with several arrows buried into her body despite 

her white-painted wings and blue-splattered body… a clear sign of a noncombatant. It dropped to 

the ice platform and knelt, then looked up and whispered raggedly: “Mistress… Mistress Sunia 

sends… her regards, she will attack the flank… of the enemy in twenty minutes from the mage 

unit… I… she apologizes profusely for… weakness… and news…” 

“It‟s okay, breathe.” Sabnock urged, kneeling by the succubus, but the creature shook her 

head quickly in denial, clutching at the gold-headed arrows as she grit her teeth, and the 

wolverine quieted, instead grasping her shoulder and deciding it might be better to allow her to 

finish her message instead… either way, this is close to the end of her life… 

“I… the prisoners are rioting… they‟re being led here, many of them, supplemented by 

imprisoned mages… and several Terrors are loose, ripping through the far East and North… the 

Princess‟s vast army is breaking up…” The succubus shuddered, then she smiled weakly and fell  

forwards, murmuring: “Li‟Tania… tell Lord Zerrex my name…” 

She trembled, then her eyes glazed over before her body turned to ashes and blew away, 

and Sabnock cursed before looking up towards that disturbance at the horizon… and she 

muttered a spell, closing her eyes before opening them and forcing them to focus at the distance, 

her pupils dilating as she was given a telescopic view of the far area. 

A wolf in shackles was staggering over the horizon, howling and roaring… a giant wolf 

with a black-diamond of fur over otherwise white. His hands were soaked red with blood, and 

several tattoos dotted his form… and Sabnock watched as he batted away a charging Slaver like 

he was nothing. He was followed by a group of other prisoners, a ragtag band of them armed 

with all manner of weaponry… and then the naked wolf picked up the nearest weapon at hand – 

a huge battle axe – and held it above his head, howling so loudly that Sabnock could hear it from 

where she stood. 

She closed her eyes and snapped her fingers, and her vision returned to normal as she 

looked down and watched as a gigantic, spike-covered Alastor swung forwards with a Smiting 

Rod increased in size to match his height, knocking several golems flying like toys as arrows 

bounced uselessly off his body. He spun the Smiting Rod around himself, then leapt forwards 

and smashed it down into a charging Gigataur in Royal Guard armor, crushing its head to pieces 

and sending out a shockwave of electrical energy at the same time, and Sabnock murmured: “We 

have no choice… everyone, hold your positions and keep them at bay for just a little longer! All 

soldiers, provide cover for our friends, I want groups of archers and gunners covering the sky at 

all times, get moving! Down with the Princess!” 

“Down with the Princess!” roared the army, and the Central Spire seemed to shake 

violently behind them as Sin closed her eyes and crossed her arms on the sill of the window in 

the ice wall, dropping her head on them and starting to cry quietly. 

 

Zerrex stepped out onto the Southern Balcony, and he was immediately charged by a pair 

of Amazons wielding spears and wearing heavy, full body armor… and the Drakkaren winced 

before leaping out of the way of one, and the butt of the other‟s spear cracked him across the jaw 



and knocked him stumbling. The Drakkaren snarled at both of them, grabbing at his bloody 

jaw… and a moment later, one of the Amazons tried to charge him, and Zerrex simply grabbed 

her and threw her over the edge of the balcony. 

The other Amazon stared, wincing at the sound of her companion‟s screams… and the 

Drakkaren snapped: “If you don‟t want to join her, then get the hell out of my way!” 

Immediately, the Amazon created a portal and retreated, and Zerrex let out a sigh, 

looking moodily back and forth and wondering how much damage he had taken… and judging 

himself at about fifty percent strength. Climbing the Central Spire had been a long, hard slog… 

and the reptile hadn‟t expected them to be so well-prepared for his arrival. It meant at least one 

someone was a traitor… but he didn‟t want to think about who it could be. I‟m too gullible… 

He shook his head, walking to the edge of the balcony and looking over it… and all he 

could see below was darkness and the occasional gout of flame that looked like a distant, 

flickering candle far below, but with the distance they were at, promised to be a massive 

explosion at the very least. The reptile shook his head slowly… and then he turned and walked 

towards the closed double doors leading into the Central Spire‟s throne room. 

They opened as he approached… and the moment Zerrex stepped through, the doors 

slammed behind him and a heavy silver gate shut, locking him inside. The reptile didn‟t bother to 

look back, instead grimly facing forwards towards the Princess, sitting primly in her throne… 

and around her was a collection of six Amazons, two massive Gorgons in Royal Guard gear, and 

two Lamias – creatures with the long, trailing bodies and tails of snakes, and the upper bodies of 

some other being: in this case, a pair of vixen twins wearing minimal armor in the form of black 

corsets made from dragon scales and golden shoulder armors, coronets around their heads. Both 

of them held twin swords… and a pair of smaller arms that extended from their middle backs 

held smaller daggers, half-concealed in the long blonde locks that fell around their bodies as they 

smiled charmingly with oversized snake fangs at the Drakkaren. 

“So you‟ve come…” The Princess paused, then nodded to the Dius at her side – Laurel, 

the same female that had led the earlier attack. She held up her sickles with a grin that was half-

obscured by her large helm, and the Princess added in a bored voice: “Laurel insisted that she 

form a nice welcoming committee for you… I‟m sure you‟ll enjoy yourself, Lord Zerrex. Go 

ahead, Laurel, try and kill the magnificent warrior before you.” 

“In the name of the Princess, you shall die!” Laurel shouted gleefully, her eyes burning as 

she straightened and pointed one of the sickles at him, and the six Amazons immediately charged 

with their long, barbed spears, all of them snarling furiously as the Dius stayed back. Zerrex‟s 

eyes narrowed… and then one of the Amazons leapt forwards and stabbed her spear down, and 

Zerrex slipped just to the side, ripping it out of her hands and spinning around to stab it through 

her armor and into her lower spine as she stumbled past. 

She screamed and staggered forwards, her legs spasming beneath her, and the Drakkaren 

tore the spear out of her to throw it hard into the face of another Amazon, her helm flying off as 

she toppled backwards and turned to dust. Another Amazon thrusted in with her own barbed 

weapon, however, cutting a thin gash through Zerrex‟s body as the four continued their rush, 

forcing him backwards and all of them stabbing viciously towards the reptile… and Zerrex 

created a semisolid wall of energy, catching the heads of their spears in it before he tore 

Blackheart off his back and chopped down through the neck of the clustered wooden poles. 

Several of them staggered backwards, and Zerrex leapt forwards, stabbing towards the 

stomach of the one who didn‟t. The Amazon attempted to block with the body of the now-pole, 

but Blackheart tore cleanly through, then thrusted through her stomach, and she gargled before 



the reptile tore backwards and spun around, lashing out and upwards in a decapitating slice. The 

other three Amazons looked back at Laurel helplessly, and the Dius whistled loudly, the Gorgons 

and Lamias charging forwards as she howled: “Destroy him, kill the traitor!” 

The Drakkaren snarled, switching Blackheart to his left hand and shooting the blade out 

of his stony wrist before he rushed towards the Amazons… and at the last moment, he turned and 

dived for one of the rapidly-moving Lamias instead, stabbing his corrupted hand forwards three 

times and leaving three deep stab wounds in her body. She reared backwards, screaming in 

agony and rage, and Zerrex followed up with a hard rising slash with Blackheart, knocking her 

into the air and sending her sprawling on her back before he turned and slashed hard downwards 

into the massive trident of a Gorgon as she stabbed forwards. 

The weapon was knocked into the ground, and Zerrex leapt past the silver prongs to land 

on the thick pole, running easily along it and keeping his eyes focused on the shoulder of the 

Gorgon instead of her lethal eyes, even as she jerked the weapon free… and the reptile stabbed 

hard outwards with Blackheart as he passed her throat, sinking the blade through it. She gargled 

and collapsed backwards, her body turning gray even as black blood exploded out of the lethal 

wound, and the reptile leapt free to crash down onto an Amazon‟s shoulders, crushing her 

beneath his feet and crunching bones and armor beneath him with a series of loud cracks and 

snaps. 

Before he could straighten, another Amazon snapped her pole out and caught him in the 

chest, knocking him flat before smashing the weapon down into his stomach, and the surviving 

Lamia twin hurled herself on top of him with a snarl, stabbing her weapons downwards. Zerrex 

snarled and managed to kick a foot into her stomach, however, and she flew backwards, only 

managing to nick his leg before an Amazon swung her weapon down into his head and knocked 

the Drakkaren senseless for a moment. 

The other Amazon dropped her pole and grabbed Zerrex by the shoulders, but the 

Drakkaren quickly snagged her and flipped her on top of his own body as the other lumbering 

Gorgon approached and stabbed downwards, and the Amazon screamed in agony as the trident 

tore through her body. The end of the weapon gouged into the reptile‟s stomach painfully, and he 

winced before the Gorgon cursed and drew her weapon away… and Zerrex immediately rolled 

backwards and shoved off the ground with his hands as he kicked his feet up and out into the 

face of the remaining Amazon, snapping her jaw like a twig and knocking her flat on her back 

before he gracefully landed on her stomach, knocking the wind out of her. 

The reptile spun around and stabbed the blade at the end of his corrupted arm through her 

chest, finishing her off… then he created a sphere of energy and spun around, whipping it into 

the face of the Lamia quickly shooting towards him over the ground. It exploded, ripping most of 

her head off, and her body was flung backwards into Laurel, who had finally decided to join the 

fight.  

The Dius howled as she was knocked sprawling by the thick corpse of the Lamia, and a 

moment later the Gorgon stepped down on her by accident, crushing her underfoot as it lumbered 

forwards. Zerrex looked up and met its eyes, and he winced as he felt his body beginning to 

stiffen as it glared down at him… and the reptile glared back, fighting it for a moment before he 

roared and channeled a raw blast of Wrath forwards into the gigantic, monstrous female, and the 

Gorgon staggered backwards with a howl, grabbing at its bleeding eyes. 

Zerrex took the opportunity to run to the side, yanking Blackheart free from the corpse of 

the other Gorgon before he ran in a wide circle around the survivor, who was looking back and 

forth in confusion, vision blurred with blood… and then Zerrex slammed Blackheart into the 



back of one of its knees as he passed, and she screamed and fell forwards to one knee. The 

Drakkaren immediately shot around to her front and slammed the blade into her stomach, and the 

Gorgon was knocked back upwards, rising to an awkward sitting position as Zerrex circled her 

again and jumped upwards, kicking off her back and landing on her shoulder as he spun 

Blackheart around and stabbed down into the back of her neck. 

She screamed… then her eyes rolled up in her head and she fell forwards as Zerrex leapt 

off her and landed beside the petrified corpse of the other Gorgon, watching as she fell… then 

froze in place halfway to the ground, a few pieces of armor slowly falling off. The reptile looked 

over the dead wreckage of the attack group… and then he turned slowly around to see Laurel 

crawling towards the Princess, whispering: “Please… please help me, save me… I… your 

Highness, I need your help…” 

“You failed.” The Princess said mildly, standing up and stretching. Her purple dress 

floated around her, the golden cups over her shoulders glinting, and the black cape that attached 

into them rustled before falling still over her back… and she shook her head in distaste, asking 

softly: “How could a fool like you hope to win against my greatest weapon… Lord Zerrex, my 

most powerful asset…” 

A pause, and then the Princess waved a hand, and the gurgling survivors and corpses 

were consumed in golden flames, including Laurel. The Dius screamed in agony for a few 

moments, then fell silent and still… and a moment later, the Throne Room was left empty and 

clean, only Zerrex and the Princess left facing each other as she said coldly: “That was an 

impressive display, Lord Zerrex… but you aren‟t strong enough to face me. Back down now and 

admit defeat… surrender, and I promise that one day, I‟ll let you out of the cells and put you to 

good use doing the things you do best, and letting you kill and fuck to your heart‟s desire…” 

“I‟m stubborn.” Zerrex said simply, and the Drakkaren grasped Blackheart in both hands 

as the blade retracted into his corrupt arm, the reptile‟s eyes narrowing as the Princess laughed 

and shook her masked head slowly. “Maybe you‟re the one who should surrender… except we 

both know how this is going to go, so enough talk…” 

“But you have no idea…” The Princess whispered, and Zerrex frowned before she 

laughed coldly again, her green eyes burning out of her mask as she said in a terrible, smiling 

voice: “Not all the Scholars are dead… they‟re gathered in the tower in the Undersea, waiting 

until the time is ripe to move out… and then they‟ll seal the abilities of all your friends out there 

fighting so valiantly against my test army… and when their powers are closed-off, then I‟ll move 

in my real forces to annihilate not only them, but every single prisoner in Hell. Soon our plans 

will be complete… and soon we‟ll be prepared to invade the mortal realm and destroy all life 

there, cleanse the world for a new beginning… a new coming of a new god…” 

The Princess threw her arms wide, laughing again as the lights flickered, a terrible static 

filling the air before she looked at Zerrex and said coldly: “You have lost. The only option is to 

fight and die now, Lord Zerrex.” 

“Bitch!” Zerrex snarled and charged forwards, swinging Blackheart downwards… but he 

collidied with not only a purple barrier, but a strange, translucent sphere that surrounded the 

Princess, and he staggered backwards as she laughed, staring at the dent he‟d left in the sphere… 

but before he could swing again, the Princess swung a hand out and sent him skidding backwards 

with a blast of telekinetic force that made his insides feel like jelly. 

He set himself to charge again, and the Princess vanished from sight… before all four 

thrones rose into the air and floated around the pillar in the center of the throne room to hurl 

themselves at him, Zerrex leaping to the side as the heavy, golden-metal thrones crashed one-by-



one into the ground and exploded into fragments of metal. He ducked under the third chair, then 

swung Blackheart forwards with a grunt and knocked the fourth to the side, sending it crashing 

into the wall before he charged towards the Princess as he caught sight of her at the far side of 

the room. 

She let him get within striking distance before she blasted him with another powerful 

wave of telekinetic force, and she threw her head back and laughed again, grasping her mask 

even as Zerrex leapt forwards and swung back and forth into the shield surrounding her body, 

ripping gouges in it before he reversed his sword and stabbed hard forwards into the grey 

shield… but it rippled and rejected him, knocking him staggering backwards as Blackheart was 

torn out of his hands and thrown away. It hit the floor and skidded several feet… and the 

Princess leaned down towards him, asking coldly: “What‟s wrong? I thought you were going to 

kill me, Lord Zerrex… except this is the most pathetic display of combat I‟ve ever seen.” 

She rose her hand again and blasted him backwards, sending him flying through the air… 

and Zerrex snarled before arching his back, reaching his stony, corrupt hand out and snagging 

Blackheart off the ground more by luck than anything else as he flipped, and he spun his body 

and kicked both feet out, landing in a half-squat with the massive sword held in reverse position, 

his other hand pressing into the ground and body leaning forwards as he snarled… and the 

Princess laughed before throwing a hand out and firing a sphere of golden energy at him, radiant 

and beautiful as the sun. 

Zerrex spun Blackheart around his body, then slashed forwards as the blade glowed 

white, hammering the sphere back at the Princess, who was laughing again and looking away… 

and the sphere collided with her, the grey, dented shield covering her body exploding into pieces 

as golden energy shot over her form, her laughter dying off into choked screams of shock, rage, 

and pain. The Drakkaren saw his chance and took it, sprinting forwards with a roar and leaping 

up into the air, the purple half-dome of Divine Protection still shielding her from attack- 

He slashed viciously downwards, and Blackheart‟s blade glowed ivory as it tore through 

the purple shield, shattering it into pieces even as the Princess recovered her strength, and she 

stared in horror before Zerrex stepped forwards and flicked Blackheart upwards elegantly as he 

hit the ground in a surprising show of grace. The Princess twisted out of the way, but the blade 

still tore through her dress and into one of her legs, before it swung upwards and ripped a long 

scar through the golden mask she wore… and the Princess vanished from sight before 

reappearing with a snarl several feet away, looking down at the black blood spilling out of her 

leg before back up at the reptile as he slowly stood. 

Her breath quickened, and her body trembled in fury before she reached up and tore off 

her cape, throwing it aside as she whispered: “I didn‟t think I‟d have to get serious with such 

scum as yourself… but fine, Lord Zerrex… if you want to stop playing nice, we‟ll get serious.” 

She held a hand out towards the central pillar… and it trembled violently before cracking 

apart and shattering into pieces, the thick black stone flying across the room to crash into one of 

the gated doors and collapse in a pile of sharp rock… and from the center of the pillar floated a 

staff made of silvery metal, covered in strange runes and crenellations. It levitated over to the 

Princess as Zerrex watched… and then she caught it and it went from a large, ridged and bumpy 

wizard‟s spell staff to a smooth quarterstaff, the size decreasing to a perfect height for her 

emaciated but fifteen-foot frame, and she looked coldly down at the Drakkaren before holding 

the staff out in front of her, a long, spade-shaped spearhed pushing out of the top of the staff. 

“Come.” 



Zerrex ran forwards, and the Princess swung the bottom of the staff at him, a massive 

scythe blade ripping out of the silvery, shapeshifting metal, and Zerrex ducked to the side before 

swinging it at one of her legs, but the Princess jumped backwards. She shifted her grip on the 

pole, then shot forwards suddenly, slashing out in a vicious reaping-slice with the scythe, but the 

Drakkaren jumped backwards and swung hard forwards into the liquidine silver metal. 

Blackheart bounced uselessly off it, and the Princess snorted before shoving the top of 

the scythe blade towards him as it became serrated… but Zerrex leapt over it, stabbing 

Blackheart into the ground and using that as an axis before he released the handle of the sword 

and landed neatly on the pole of the shapeshifting weapon. The Princess stared in shock as the 

Drakkaren drew his corrupted arm back, his warped hand turning into a massive, double-edged 

sword blade, and then she snarled and blasted him backwards with a glare and a powerful 

telekinetic wave. 

She held a hand up, and before Zerrex hit the ground, a silver bubble wrapped around 

him as she said coldly: “I think someone‟s been abusing their powers… so let‟s have a time out 

from them, shall we?” 

Zerrex winced as he looked back and forth, floating inside the bubble… and then it 

quickly began to gyrate in all directions, the reptile cursing before he arched his back as lighting 

shot over his form, clenching his eyes shut as visions of neon clocks running rapidly in reverse 

filled his mind. He flailed uselessly even as his corrupted arm slowly melted off, the original 

flesh-and-blood one replacing it and his tattoo writhing, a burning pain filling his body as his 

horns pushed out of his skull, only to snap off and fall uselessly away… and a moment later the 

Drakkaren fell to the ground as the bubble vanished, his hair once more cut to shoulder length 

instead of in a long ponytail and his right leg aching terribly… and the reptile stood slowly up, 

asking hoarsely: “What… what did you do to me?” 

“I‟ve given you what you‟ve always dreamed of… you‟re mortal again, at least for a little 

while.” The Princess replied in a gentle but venomous voice, her eyes filled with fury and lunacy 

as she spun the scythe around herself, then pulled the shapeshifting weapon apart to form a pair 

of large falchions, the thick blades gleaming as she held the twin weapons out. “What‟s wrong, 

scared of the big bad demon all of a sudden? Come to me, Lord Zerrex! Show me that mortals 

are more than hot air and strong language!” 

“You bitch!” Zerrex snarled and ran forwards, his body moving awkwardly… and then 

he winced and ducked as she swung one falchion over his head, before catching her leg as she 

tried to knee him in the face. Immediately, she brought the hilt of her other sword down into his 

head, and the Drakkaren was knocked forwards, his grip on her leg loosening enough for her to 

bring a knee up into his muzzle before kicking him hard in the stomach, and she spun both 

blades out at her sides before switching them to reverse position and raising them high to deal a 

finishing stab to the stunned reptile kneeling before her with both hands around his gut. 

Zerrex leapt forwards through her legs and skidded on his stomach along the floor, 

grunting and wincing before shoving off the ground and scampering to his feet, running for 

Blackheart as the Princess laughed behind him and slowly turned around, allowing him to reach 

his weapon and tear it free from the ground, watching as he set himself before she rushed 

forwards, spinning once on the spot before slamming a sword forwards in a rising slash, the 

blade still held point-down towards the floor. Zerrex deflected it, then stumbled backwards, 

wincing as he deflected another strike from her other sword. 

She forced him backwards with a flurry of blows before she spun and bent forwards at 

the same time, lashing one of the swords out at head level… and Zerrex slashed hard upwards at 



the same time, parrying the blow and knocking the sword to the side before jumping upwards 

and twisting to the side to slam both feet into her gut, knocking the Princess skidding backwards 

with a grunt of surprise. The reptile landed heavily on his side, and the Princess snarled before 

leaping forwards, slamming the hilts of the swords together as the shapeshifting weapon 

transformed into a massive maul. 

She slammed it down towards the Drakkaren, but Zerrex rolled out of the way, the 

hammer instead crashing through the floor before Zerrex kicked the head of the weapon hard as 

she drew it back, and the weapon was jarred loose from her hands, the Princess stumbling as 

Zerrex kicked up to his feet and brought Blackheart forwards in a hard downwards slash at the 

same time. The Princess snarled and met the physical attack with a telekinetic shove, however, 

and the Drakkaren‟s immense physical strength fought against the terrible psychic force of the 

female before the reptile let her shove the blade backwards, instead spinning around and turning 

the downwards slash into a horizontal cross-cut that ripped through the Princess‟s forearm. 

She staggered backwards with a howl of fury, then vanished from sight and reappeared at 

a distance, holding up the hammer by the middle of the huge weapon, and Zerrex stared as it 

turned into a bow. He wondered stupidly for a moment whether or not – and how – she was 

going to shoot him… and then she created an arrow of white energy and nocked it on the silver 

string, and Zerrex winced before ducking as the arrow of energy shot just past his shoulder. 

He rose his sword as the Princess rapidly fired off several more arrows, and the reptile 

knocked arrow after arrow out of the way before she teleported to the reptile‟s side, firing 

another arrow at him from a shorter distance, and Zerrex barely ducked before she vanished and 

reappeared to his left twenty feet away.  

Another arrow shot at him, and Zerrex deflected it with Blackheart before he turned as 

the Princess teleported again, anticipating her movements… but staring in shock as she 

reappeared standing in midair, firing several arrows down at him at a forty-five degree angle. 

One of them sliced through his shoulder, and the reptile cursed and stumbled before she laughed 

teleported point-blank behind his back. 

Zerrex sensed her, felt her dress whisp against him… and he performed a splits with a 

groan of pain, both feet going into the ground as two arrows shot through the air above him: one 

at head level, the other at chest level. The Princess cursed, but teleported away as Zerrex spun his 

legs out behind him, cursing under his breath as he missed her completely. 

He hopped up to his feet… and the Princess reappered directly in front of him, her bow 

turning into a massive, double-ended glaive as she slashed viciously down at him, and Zerrex 

cursed and leapt high into the air, before wincing as the Princess appeared beside him, the glaive 

turning into a massive, two-handed bastard sword, and she slashed downwards with it… but 

Zerrex created a platform of energy and leapt higher, creating another platform beneath his feet 

and landing on it in a crouch before the Princess appeared in front of him again, her huge sword 

splitting into twin longswords that glowed purple with her psychic wrath, her eyes burning 

poisonous emerald as she danced forwards with vicious slashes that released thin blades of 

psychic force. 

Blackheart glowed white as Zerrex stumbled backwards, concentrating hard as sweat 

rolled down his scales, his muscles bugling as he ran up sets of stairs made of energy to dodge 

some of her attacks and steadied himself as he slid down long ramps of energy at other times to 

try and escape her, but she teleported if he moved too quickly or too far, slashing in from the side 

as the two danced through midair. Blades of focused telekinetic force cut thin slashes through his 

body and were deflected off his sword as he slashed back into her attacks, parrying blows here 



and there from her long, fine silver swords before he tried to escape by leaping backwards… and 

she appeared upside down some fifteen feet away in midair as he flipped, her feet pressed against 

the ceiling as her longswords become enormous, jagged blades, slashing both of them outwards 

and releasing an X-shaped blast of pure psychic rage. 

Zerrex winced and brought Blackheart up, one hand pressed against the other side of the 

flat, and the blade absorbed most of the impact as the reptile was sent flying backwards, vertigo 

tearing at his senses before he attempted to create a block of energy above him in a last ditch 

attempt to regain control as the Princess turned her swords back into a longbow, taking careful 

aim at him with a white arrow of energy. He halted suddenly, and then he blinked stupidly as he 

hung upside down before cursing as she shot at him, and he deflected the arrow with the flat of 

his sword again, the Princess snarling angrily. 

The reptile‟s lower legs were glowing sapphire, his feet pressing against a thicker 

platform of energy than the others he‟d created before he winced as the Princess teleported and 

reappeared behind him, still upside down as well, and she lashed viciously back and forth at him 

with the silver, undoubtedly-sharp bow, Zerrex staggering backwards as he deflected the attacks 

before watching as she nocked an arrow in mid swing, and when she rose it to shoot him, he 

swung hard down into the bow, and she shot it straight down into the floor far below, the self-

appointed Queen of Hell cursing in fury before teleporting behind the Drakkaren, breaking her 

bow into two swords again… but even as they formed, the reptile spun around and caught her 

with a vicious rising – or in this case, dropping – slash across her chest that knocked her off the 

ceiling and sent her crashing into the floor below with a howl. 

Zerrex kicked off the roof, twisting around in midair to land on his feet with a grunt of 

relief, the blood that had rushed to his head spreading back through his body as the Princess 

picked herself off the ground with a snarl, tossing her weapons aside as she faced the Drakkaren 

and screamed: “I am the Queen of Hell! I am the ruler of this plane… I am a Goddess! Don‟t you 

understand, this is my world, all mine, like it was promised! It… is… mine!” 

The last word lengthened into a howl, the Princess‟s eyes glowing beryl and her arms 

spreading to the sides as a wave of insanely-powerful telekinetic force rumbled through the air, 

Zerrex slowly skidding backwards as he covered his face, his hair blowing back in the forceful 

wind as their eyes met… and he felt a lethal charge of psychic force shooting towards him before 

he glared back, his own eyes glowing bright green as he dug into himself for anything she had 

overlooked, any power he could use, his body feeling drained and tired…  

And a moment later, something shot out of him, and she screamed and fought hard back 

against him, the battle turning into a tug-of-war between Drakkaren and Demon Queen… and 

Zerrex staggered forwards into the forceful wind… and a moment later, he glared into her eyes 

and shouted: “Then show me your true face, Princess!” 

His Dominate ability tore out of him like a hammer and struck her, and she staggered 

backwards before slowly going limp… and the reptile stared as the psychic force died, the 

female‟s arms hanging and her muzzle falling open, a bit of drool dropping from her maw as the 

light faded from her eyes. Zerrex continued to stare, even as he felt his arm twitching and the 

metal pushing back out of the scales, his horns curling out of his skull… and the pain he felt at 

their regrowth, at the full return of his demonic abilities awakened him from his own stupor, 

sending him into a charge- 

The Princess‟s dress bulged, then exploded, and something ripped out of her stomach 

with a roar, made of raw flesh and covered in terrible, bulging blue veins. Zerrex immediately 

leapt backwards and into a stagger before he fell heavily on his butt, staring as a monstrous 



Dragokkaren with two long, insect-like legs pushing out of its back in the place of wings tore its 

way through her stomach, the Princess‟s dress falling away as her arms bulged and her body 

lengthened, her breasts pushing and twisting forwards into the faces of screaming Drakakren as 

she moaned in agony, her back twisting and warping as a whole second body tore out of her. 

Her legs kicked and bucked, her ass and lower back pushed outwards as another pair of 

legs spasmed free from her body, flesh and scale and blood raining down as her upper body 

screamed and twisted… and all around them, the room faded into darkness, the rug beneath their 

feet rotting and melting away as Zerrex looked back and forth in shock, terrible waves of energy 

that could only be described as „evil‟ ripping through the air as the skinned, upper-half of a  

thickly-muscled male Dragokkaren protruded from her skinned-stomach hung limp, its huge 

claws pressing against floor as her upper body hung forwards, the Princess panting hard. She had 

become some sort of freak centaur, with her lower body behind her thick, elongated and massive, 

her rearmost legs with twisted, reversed knees and ending in sharp, enormous hooves… and a 

middle pair of legs several feet between this and her front legs twisted and shaped almost like 

arms, except for the way they ended in massive, thick talons that pressed down into the ground. 

A double row of spikes lined her upper back, and arms and faces twisted out of the lower, 

centaur-like back… and her long tails were ivy-like, covered in thorns and twisting back and 

forth, all of them ending in the sacred black roses of Hez‟Ranna. 

The Drakkaren snarled as the air around them reverberated with the terrible groan of the 

Princess, and she leaned forwards as the faces on her chest twisted and whispered horrible 

things, both of them female but warped and ugly, filled with chattering teeth. Her green eyes 

burned with eerie light beneath her mask, and she stepped slowly forwards as she whispered: 

“Yes, I sense your fear, Lord Zerrex… and it feeds me and makes me ever stronger…” 

She laughed, then dropped her head and went into a charge, the front Dragokkaren 

clawing at the ground as she loped along before it roared and swung outwards at Zerrex… and 

the reptile leapt backwards with a snarl before circling to the side, and she cantered, hissing 

down at him before her mouth fell open and several long, fleshy black tongues shot out of her 

maw, covered in thick warts. They snapped around the Drakkaren, and her voice whispered in 

her mind: Just give in… I have every ability you do… I am the Goddess of all Drakkai… 

Zerrex snarled, flexing and pulling back against the tongues before the Dragokkaren 

hanging from her stomach opened his mouth and released a spray of acid, and Zerrex released a 

roar of agony and frustration as it splattered over him, eating into his scales before the 

Dragokkaren shot out a thicker, larger tongue that wrapped around his waist… and finally, the 

reptile snarled as he looked to his stony arm, and a blade shot out of it, ripping through the 

tongues before the Drakkaren spun around, hacking the others off his body and causing the 

Princess to withdraw with a scream of pain and anger.  

The reptile leapt forwards, slashing Blackheart down into the head of the Dragokkaren, 

and it howled before striking him hard away with the back of its hand, sending Zerrex skidding 

over cold concrete before he rolled to his feet with a curse. He looked down at his sword, 

wondering how useful it would actually be against a demoness like the Princess… and then the 

creature charged, howling with rage as the Dragokkaren body arched its back and rose, spreading 

its arms wide. 

Zerrex ran forwards as his other demonic characteristics began to surface, spines pushing 

out along his back and tail as spikes surfaced slowly on his limbs… and then he dropped in a 

slide, slashing Blackheart out at the same time and ripping through her stomach as she screamed 

in pain, before one of the arm-legs grabbed the Drakkaren and flung him out from beneath her, 



hurtling him across the room. Blackheart flew out of his hand, and Zerrex landed in a crouch 

before cursing as the sword vanished into the darkness, and his eyes flashed as he turned back 

towards the Princess, instead extending a long, sharp blade from his stony wrist as he ran 

towards her with a snarl. 

The lizard slashed viciously downwards with it as she lunged towards him, the 

Dragokkaren in her stomach clawing savagely at him, but the reptile leapt upwards and kicked 

off its bloody skull, grabbing the Princess‟s shoulder and stabbing viciously down into the chest 

of her upper body again and again. She screamed in agony, then blasted him away with a 

powerful telekinetic shove… but Zerrex opened his angel wings in midair and shot up into the 

sky, even as the Princess shouted incantations and fired spears of ice and fireballs up through the 

air at him. 

He twisted around through midair before his wings suddenly burst into black flame, and 

the Drakkaren cursed as he spun violently downwards, several binding runes forming in red over 

his wings before they shattered into pieces, and the reptile plummeted like a stone towards the 

ground before he crashed heavily, landing on all fours and shaking his head stupidly. A moment 

later the ground beneath him cracked apart, and the reptile barely evaded a pillar of magma that 

tore up from the earth as he started forwards, muttering the protective incatnations he knew as he 

withdrew the blade on his stony wrist to instead turn his corrupted fist into a large spiked ball. 

The Princess shot a wave of fire at him as he approached, but the reptile simply barreled 

through it before shooting a tentacle at her, wrapping it tightly around her throat. She choked and 

clutched at it, and the Drakkaren leapt into the air and jerked himself forwards even as the 

Dragokkaren hanging out of her gut clawed through the fleshy tendril and ripped it apart. The 

reptile fell to the ground some ten feet away from her, but he covered that distance in a quick 

pounce, and he smashed the huge spiked ball on the end of his fist down into the skull of the 

Dragokkaren, crushing it and knocking most of his head off before extending a long blade from 

the center of the morning star at the end of his arm and stabbing it into the gut of the Princess, 

just above the hanging Dragokkaren. 

Her body bucked and she screamed, even as the Dragokkaren moaned mournfully and 

slowly fell limp, beginning to rot away, and her hands glowed with dark energy as she slashed 

downwards at him… but Zerrex ducked and leapt forwards, the spiked ball turning into a 

vicious, hooked blade as he stabbed up into her lower body, and she screamed as Zerrex ran 

forwards between her lower legs, eviscerating her before ducking between the two rear right 

legs, slashing out one of her ankles as he passed.  

She staggered, her tails snapping out towards Zerrex, but the Drakkaren dodged 

backwards as his stony blade turned back into a thick, corrupted claw, the demon snarling in fury 

before the Princess glared at him and sent him hurtling backwards, and a moment later she 

extended a hand, several baseball-bat-sized spikes of dark energy appearing out of nowhere and 

ripping through his body, leaving him hanging limply in midair for a moment before he fell. She 

grinned cruelly… then stared as Zerrex climbed to his feet, panting hard and brushing away the 

dark flames over his body before he created a sphere of energy in his normal hand, his eyes 

burning and a twisted grin spread over his features as it pulsed with a dark core, before he 

snapped it hard towards her with a grunt. 

The Princess snarled and deflected it with a glance, and Zerrex charged forwards – not at 

her, but instead at his own sphere, leaping to intercept it and catching it in one hand before he 

spun and hurled it at her back, and she leapt forwards with a curse, at the same time creating a 

shield of solid, silvery metal around herself, and the sphere struck into this before exploding. 



The blast shattered the back of the dome and knocked the Princess sprawling with a 

scream, lighting up the entire area with a massive explosion as Zerrex stumbled and covered his 

eyes with a wince, chunks of the silver dome flying in all directions… and his eyes widened as 

he stared at the light reflecting off Blackheart across the room. He ran towards it as the Princess 

tried to pick herself up, then he cursed and launched a tentacle at it instead, and it wrapped tight 

around the sword before jerking it over to him… and the reptile snagged the handle in midair as 

his tentacle withdrew into his forearm, reversing the sword and charging forwards as the Princess 

managed her feet before leaping over her centaur-like back and slamming the blade through her 

lower spine. 

She screamed and staggered forwards as Zerrex landed on the collection of heads and 

limbs, and the reptile snarled and concentrated, pushing the sword forwards as the blade shone 

with white energy… and a moment later he was blown backwards as a psychic shockwave, 

blasted off the Princess with enough force to send him more than forty feet away, landing hard 

enough to crack the concrete and shatter several of the spines along his back, one of his horns 

snapping off as he rolled backwards several times. Blackheart landed in the ground near his feet, 

and Zerrex cursed as he slowly stood up, withdrawing his demonic characteristics as the very air 

of the battleground changed… and he swayed slowly on his feet, breathing hard and staring as 

the darkness faded out, the room returning to normal and the Princess standing naked and 

broken, just a too-tall, too-thin Drakkaren demoness once more with her mask cracked and 

damaged… and finally, it shattered and fell apart in several pieces, revealing her face.  

It was ugly and warped, covered mostly in burns and terrible, misshapen scars that 

twisted here and there through her features… and she reached up, touching the battleground of 

her features and snarling before she looked to Zerrex, staggering towards him and reaching out a 

hand as she rasped: “You… no one will usurp my power… I am a Goddess, I am stronger than 

God… I survived His attacks, I will survive you, you are my weapon…” 

She staggered forwards, continuing to ramble as Zerrex forced himself to straighten, 

bleeding from the face, from his chest, his body damaged and smoldering… and he tore 

Blackheart out of the ground, the sword still glowing as he watched blood pour out of her 

stomach… and as she leaned over him, reaching down to grasp him, Zerrex shoved the sword up 

through her eviscerated gut and into her chest, the tip of the blade pushing out  between 

shoulderblade and spine as she gargled and spasmed, grasping his shoulders as blood ran from 

her muzzle and out of her gutted stomach. 

The reptile glared up at her defiantly as she looked back with fury and hate… and she 

tore herself backwards, staggering away with a broken laugh towards the center of the room 

before tripping on a crack in the floor and falling in a crumpled heap on her back… and her jaws 

stayed agape in that twisted smile even as her eyes glazed over and her scales flowed like liquid 

as she finally died. Zerrex panted hard, staring over her before snarling as a blue spirit slowly 

rose up from her body, and she spread her arms with a sigh, the mask back in place over her 

ethereal spirit as she floated above her body, looking disdainfully down at the Drakkaren. 

“Fool… I‟m more than strong enough to return, and be assured, that one day I will… it‟s far too 

bad that you were too cowardly or too stupid to slay me with a binding ritual or a demonic 

weapon, but-” 

“Now, now, Tir‟Vanna, stop that.” said a soft, charming voice, and the Princess looked to 

the side in shock as the fully-armored spirit of Az‟Iriel floated out of the floor beside her and 

snagged one of her wrists… and before she could pull free or do anything else, another demon‟s 

spirit in battle armor and wearing a similar mask grabbed her other wrist, the two High Princes 



holding her tightly in place as Az‟Iriel whispered: “Except you aren‟t lovely Tir‟Vanna, are you? 

That makes sense… you‟re older, and stronger… but still a fool…” 

“Release me!” The Princess struggled, snarling in fury, but Memon laughed coldly and 

Az‟Iriel only shook his head slowly, looking disgusted… before all three spirits stared as a third 

creature rose up from the floor: a Drakkaren in a dark robe, her eyes turning from beryl to ruby 

as she looked slowly over the Princess. “You… that essence, but… you aren‟t… you…” 

“It doesn‟t matter what I am, ancient Goddess… so this is where you went after God 

defeated you and the Drakkai escaped from your realm… funny we should meet like this… and 

poetic justice, too, I think…” Celestial whispered, and her voice had that same terrible tone, 

same structure as Narrius‟s as she gazed over the creature hungrily, her hands turning into white 

bone claws as she looked down at one… then suddenly leaned forwards and slashed viciously 

back and forth, ripping terrible wounds in the Goddess‟s spirit and causing her to scream in 

agony, bucking and twisting in the clutches of Az‟Iriel and Memnon. 

Again and again Celestial ripped through her body, shredding her spirit before grasping 

her shoulders, glaring into the eyes of the Goddess as steam rose up from the spirit‟s body, the 

other two leaning away before Celestial looked at Zerrex and barked: “Take her! Take her now, 

you can seize her spirit and destroy her!” 

There was no disobeying the order or fury in Celestial‟s eyes… and Zerrex winced before 

dropping Blackheart and running forwards, his normal hand glowing blue as he leapt up and 

snagged the Goddess‟s spirit as Celestial drew away and the spirits of the High Princes vanished, 

and Zerrex yanked her down to the floor, blue lighting travelling over them both as the reptile 

spasmed and cursed, the Goddess grabbing at his arm as she screamed and kicked uselessly… 

and a moment later, before Zerrex realized what he was doing, he pulled instead of pushed, and 

her spirit exploded into a mist that encircled the Drakkaren‟s body as a terrible energy flowed 

into him. 

He saw the Princess in his mind, screaming as she grabbed the bars of a cage before she 

dropped out of sight down some neverending elevator to darkness… and Zerrex fell to his knees, 

grabbing his stomach as blue lightning travelled over him and Celestial grinned down at him 

hungrily, her eyes burning as Zerrex twitched and arched his back with a roar of pain, his form 

twisting and bulging before he slammed both fists down into the ground… and a moment later, 

his eyes opened, the Drakkaren panting hard as a terrible power flowed through his body, and he 

sat back with a tremble, staring down at his hands and whispering: “I… I…” 

“There‟s only one thing left to do…” Celestial whispered, as she landed and stepped 

forwards to gently grasp the side of her son‟s face, looking down at him lovingly as her eyes 

turned green… and she smiled softly, murmuring quietly: “You and her… terrible monstrosities 

in some ways, yes… but see, you have used your powers to overcome her… you can be 

anything… you can rule Hell in her stead…” 

Celestial laughed, then faded out of existence and Zerrex looked up at her in shock… and 

the Drakkaren gazed down at the broken mask, before looking at the twisted, warped face of the 

dead Goddess… and he clenched his eyes as he felt a surge of not excitement, but terror through 

him. He couldn‟t be trusted with such a position… and as it was, he shouldn‟t bear the terrible 

powers that he did. He made a face… then reached down and picked up the broken front of her 

mask and walked slowly out towards the nearest gated door leading out onto the balcony, 

watching as it slowly rose for him and shivering a bit as he looked over his shoulder at the 

damage the battle had left behind to the once-beautiful room. 



He turned back to the huge doors, and the Drakkaren pushed them open with a grunt, 

stepping out onto the Eastern Balcony and walking slowly past a pair of startled Amazons, who 

stared in horror at the reptile before running past him and into the throne room… and the reptile 

made his way to the edge of the balcony, wondering what he was supposed to do at first before 

an incantation made its way out of his mouth, and an enormous screen of energy appeared off the 

balcony and solidified, matching a smaller screen that came into existence floating in front of the 

Drakkaren. He looked into this, and his image was projected onto the theatre-sized screen in 

front of himself… and the reptile concentrated before sending the gargantuan screen down 

towards the ground at the bottom of the tower, trusting in his instincts. 

The screen went down, down, and down, Zerrex clearly defined in blue on it… and the 

fighting slowed as it came lower and lower, soldiers staring and pointing it out, and others 

looking up in surprise. A wounded Selena blinked dumbly and frowned, and then it slowly 

circled around the tower… and soldiers dropped their weapons on either side, word passing 

rapidly through the rank as Zerrex looked quietly down at a broken facemask held tight in his 

hands… and a moment later, a cry went up of: “The Princess is dead! The Princess is dead! Lord 

Zerrex has slain the Princess!‟ 

Selena closed her eyes and let out a sigh, relaxing and letting her body shrink down as 

Lily fell to her knees and hugged herself tightly with her arms and spider legs… and Vampire 

and Bondage cheered and roared, Ixin making a face and mumbling something about Zerrex 

being a showoff even as he smiled a bit to himself… and Sabnock relaxed her arrow as Sin 

wiped her eyes from where she was curled below, smiling sadly as she looked down at the 

ground. White holstered his revolver and breathed a sigh of relief as the angelic Naganatine 

beside him smiled a bit and flickered out of existence, and Alastor reversed his Smiting Rod and 

rested against it, looking quietly down at the dying body of his longtime companion Zulu and 

feeling both empty but glad, as Carmen walked over and patted him quietly on the shoulder, 

rubbing at her exposed ribs and broken armor. 

Mahihko, on the other side of the fight, halted at Zerrex‟s name… and then he shrank 

down from his massive, terrible body to his little, girly wolf form, running forwards and shoving 

through the crowd of demons as he dropped the hammer he‟d been bludgeoning people with to 

stand at the top of a solid snowdrift, staring at the spinning screen of energy and the solemn-

faced Drakkaren on it before he yelled a victory cry, falling to his knees in the snow and 

beginning to cry… and one of the draconic demons in the Princess‟s armor knelt beside him and 

quietly hugged the wolf around the neck, the two sitting together as other soldiers threw down 

their weapons, many of them with relief. 

Mist and Shine danced in a circle, holding hands with Rose, many of the Dius chattering 

and laughing to each other as Sunia looked down shamefully from where she stood a good 

distance away, rubbing at her head slowly and too embarrassed to step forwards… and far above, 

the Four Sisters of the Judgment Cross circled up and up the tower towards Zerrex, as even 

higher above Celestial floated near the ceiling of Hell, circling the tower and laughing… and 

throughout Hell, Zerrex‟s name was chanted. 

The war was over: the surviving Scholars that had returned to the cavern that was the 

nerve center of Hell halted in their war charms and instead began to neaten the cavern and fix the 

damages to their vaunted Central Spire, and the Terrors that had broken loose with the deaths of 

the Scholars and Scribes were driven quickly back towards the Plains of Despair by force of 

number and the newfound frenzy of the soldiers as they were joined by old companions and told 

of the death of the Princess… and high above, so lonely and feeling cold, Zerrex threw the 



broken piece of mask over the edge of the balcony and fell to his knees, gripping the banister and 

dropping his head against it as the quadruplet goddesses flew up and landed on the balcony, 

quietly pulling him to his feet as one of them whispered: “Close your eyes, Zerrex… your battle 

is over for now. Now let us do the rest…” 

And Zerrex was all too glad to, as he relaxed and let out a quiet sigh of relief. 

 

A decade later, most of Hell had been restored to order… and Zerrex wandered slowly 

through the Central Spire, touching marks here and there that he‟d left on the wall and 

remembering the terrible – and short – war he‟d experienced. If nothing else, he thought it was 

more ferocious than anything else he‟d ever seen… and he made a face, shaking his head and 

murmuring: “And so many questions, still left unanswered… such is the nature of Heaven and 

Hell…” 

He sighed, resting back against the wall and looking up quietly towards the ceiling. After 

things had settled down, the surviving Scholars had decreed that Zerrex must be the new High 

Prince by tradition of usurption, and that had made him want to start cutting them in half again 

before the Sisters had smoothly stepped in and suggested some changes be put in place to 

prevent a bending of the rules like what had just happened. Hell, after all, had nearly been taken 

over by not demons, but a terrible, evil Goddess and a fake-Az‟Iriel that had been an Unworld 

monster given intellect and fed power… and it meant there was a very real possibility there was 

a third party that had masterminded this whole scheme somewhere in existence. 

Their only hope had been to track Beatrice, but she had vanished completely from Hell, 

possibly escaping through one of the few remaining portals to the mortal plane… or worse, she 

had found a way around not only the Scholar‟s searching for her, but the spells of the Sisters… 

which was a very bad omen either way. Many of the Black Holes still hadn‟t closed entirely, and 

agents of the false Az‟Iriel still paraded through the physical plane, causing trouble here and 

there… but Zerrex thought that would likely be cleaned up soon enough, once the officers were 

unable to hide from their soldiers that their big poobah was dead. 

On the bright side, Lily was now a High Princess, as was her rightful place… and Zerrex 

had run through most of his list of candidates before he‟d forced Selena, Sanbock, Sin, and 

Alastor to work as advisors to her. Lily was in charge of all of Hell, with lesser duties for each 

Province handed down to each of her advisors… and although it was a daunting task, Zerrex was 

glad to do what he could to help her… but he was too afraid of what he‟d do if he ever took 

power to take up the position himself. The Sisters also were glad to help, each of them taking 

jurisdiction over a Province‟s decisions… until Zerrex had finally mumbled that perhaps they 

really did need to rule Hell not in separate divisions, but as one entity. 

That had been five years ago, and now Lily was serving as High Princess still, refusing 

the title of Queen or Empress… and Zerrex, meanwhile, refused to be elevated any higher then 

being referred to as the Boss like old times and put in charge of training or leading soldiers on 

missions. He refused to think of himself as being built for any of this work… and he constantly 

nudged Selena, Carmen, Sin, Alastor and Sabnock towards taking on a higher rank. There were 

other Prince and Princess positions available, after all, and Hell was still divided into 

Provinces… but no longer did each Province have a bevy of separate rules and laws: instead, 

they all adhered to the same thing, as they had originally been meant to do when Lucifer had sat 

upon the Center Throne. 

The Drakkaren‟s favorite thing to do these days was to sit around with Vampire and the 

rest of the crew who would put up with him, and ignore his „royal duties,‟ as he referred to them 



as. He had been horrified when he‟d discovered that Blake had been the traitor, but he guessed it 

made sense, in the end… Blake had always seemed a bit… edgy when it came to talking about 

what was going on in Hell and the rebellion, and the Drakkaren had always noted a strangeness 

about him in those last few days… 

He shook his head and sighed, looking down as he rested against the wall and dug in the 

pocket of his plain black pants for a silver coin, flicking it slowly and mumbling: “We never 

used these in the raid after all… but at least they make okay transponders.” A pause as he caught 

it in midair, and he looked at his normal-looking right arm, remembering the corrupt, warped, 

unnatural arm beneath the stretched scales, and he made a bit of a face before looking up towards 

the sky, adding quietly: “Hell is Hell, is Hell, is Hell, right? Yeah…” 

The reptile turned back down the hall and wandered slowly towards the doors, opening 

them and listlessly wandering into the Hall of Knowledge, a Rakshasa bowing to him as he 

passed. The Drakkaren made a face, then created a portal and stepped through it into the 

Ravenlight Estate… and he coughed and tried to step back through the portal as he came face-to-

face with Selena, but she grabbed him by the shirt and threw him into a nearby chair, glowering 

at him as she crossed her arms over her usual corset and assortment of „clothes.‟ “Sit, shut up, 

stay still.” 

Zerrex decided it was best to do so, and she held up a scroll, waving it back and forth and 

asking irritably: “So tell me, Zerrex. I found this law measure about permitting certain demons 

who have done certain extraordinary things out into the mortal world at their own convenience 

through a „government-regulated‟ portal. Would you happen to have anything to do with drafting 

this bill up?” 

“Technically, Amiglion was the one who wrote that law.” Zerrex said mildly, and 

Selena‟s eyes turned black, the Drakkaren swallowing and leaning back against the wall as he 

rose his hands. “Okay, okay, yes, but come on, I‟d come back!” 

“Zerrex, you can‟t leave Hell right now when we need you most.” Selena said after a 

moment in a strained voice, sighing and stepping forwards to take one of his hands. She turned 

around, sitting back in his lap and closing her eyes as Zerrex softened, the Drakkaren holding her 

tightly as she laced their hands together, softening and murmuring quietly: “We need you here. I 

need you here. I know you want to go back and see your family, but… for now, have patience.” 

Zerrex glanced down and nodded a bit, holding her against his body for a few moments 

before they both looked up as Sin knocked before stepping into the room with a faint smile, 

murmuring: “I thought I felt your presence… Lord Zerrex… I… can we talk for a moment?” 

The reptile nodded curiously, glancing at Selena, and she nodded grudgingly after a 

moment, slipping away from the Drakkaren and half-bowing to him. Zerrex smiled a bit and 

climbed to his feet, then he walked over to Sin, following her out into the hall. He paused as she 

blushed and half-offered her hand, and Zerrex took it, holding it tightly and squeezing it firmly 

as he gazed over her softly. 

The two walked down the long hall in silence for a few moments before Sin lowered her 

head and said quietly: “Something‟s not right about everything that‟s been happening, Lord 

Zerrex… I don‟t trust Celestial, and I don‟t think that the real war has even begun yet in Hell. I 

was amazed to discover that Tir‟Vanna has been dead and gone for so many years, replaced by 

the Goddess… but I don‟t know if I was… was surprised.” 

Zerrex nodded, looking slowly over Sin as she flushed and looked away, hugging her 

stomach with her other arm. This was the first time she‟d spoken about those events by herself, 

without the subject being brought up… and Zerrex only listened as she continued in a soft 



murmur: “Tir”Vanna studied all the ancient books, the ones detailing God‟s journies and the 

battle with the Goddess… and we knew she‟d become mortal, but none of us ever dared to think 

that after she had died on the physical plane, her spirit had made its way down to Hell and that 

she had reformed here. We had no knowledge of such a transformation or journey taken by 

deities, after all, so she was likely able to even slip past the Scholars… and it wasn‟t hard for her 

to hide her face and form from all of us. 

“I… I fear that perhaps Tir‟Vanna was lured by the Goddess, then slain and consumed 

entirely by her… and it explains the terrible abilities of our thought-beloved Princess. We were 

all fools…” Sin hung her head quietly, and then she squeezed Zerrex‟s hand tightly, sighing 

softly as she opened the door leading into her room, and she shook her head quietly, murmuring: 

“And now Princess Lilith sits upon the Throne, but we have no one else to fill the other places… 

and no one to sit upon the Central Throne still. And the Prophecy says that Hell will remain in 

chaos until that throne is filled-” 

“Screw prophecies.” Zerrex said mildly, and Sin glanced up at him in surprise as he 

shrugged a bit, looking mildly amused. “Well, I think we‟re all basically in charge of our own 

fate, in the end. Sure, some things might be destined to happen, but… we get a choice when 

these challenges come along. I dunno, maybe I‟m just fated to say or believe that, though…” The 

reptile paused, then coughed and rubbed the back of his head, looking lame and mumbling: 

“Then again, maybe I choose to believe that I‟m fated to believe that we have free will…” 

“I understand, Lord Zerrex.” Sin said softly, smiling faintly as she reached up and 

touched Zerrex‟s face, the reptile laughing quietly and leaning forwards, closing his eyes as her 

fingers pushed lightly along his face. She hesitated, then drew her hand back, brushing his hair 

gently aside as she murmured: “You push yourself so very hard to prove that… you should at 

least stop hating yourself with all you‟ve done…” 

“I know… but… I can only continue to hate myself because of everything I‟ve done…” 

Zerrex said quietly in return, looking down and shaking his head slowly… and Sin released a 

soft sigh, shaking her head a bit as the Drakkaren cleared his throat and asked: “So what‟s 

bothering you, Sin?” 

She frowned and looked down, taking his hands quietly… and the reptile felt a tremor run 

through his body before she glanced up at him with her violet eyes worriedly. “Just… that worse 

things are yet to come. The idea that there might be someone else behind this entire mess bothers 

me, weighs heavily on my soul… and I only wish I could go to God, ask him for help…” 

Zerrex made a face and shrugged a bit, then he said hesitantly: “I know how you feel 

about yourself and your punishment… but why don‟t you go to Him? You‟re powerful enough 

to, and maybe it would do you good… let you apologize in person and clear your mind and soul 

of all this guilt that‟s built up in you for countless years…” 

Sin flushed deeply, looking down and stuttering excuses, and Zerrex hugged her tightly 

after a moment against his chest. She stiffened, then sighed and relaxed, pressing tightly against 

him and resting her hands on his chest, listening to the beat of his hear as he held her close… and 

after a moment, he murmured quietly: “I‟d go with you, and I‟d still hold your hand… I‟d even 

go for you, but I have to admit, God kinda scares me…” 

Sin laughed faintly against his chest, and then she drew back, gazing up at him quietly 

and murmuring softly: “There‟s nothing to be scared of there, Lord Zerrex… you have to walk 

into your fear. It‟s an involuntary reaction… but he respects those who can understand his 

overwhelming might instead of just flee in terror from it… but I‟m sure you understand that 

yourself, with the way demons treat you here.” 



Zerrex nodded and looked down, shaking his head a bit before he mumbled: “I really 

wish it would stop. Sure, it has its perks… but I want to go back to being a nobody. You know, 

sitting around in a bookstore, banging the occasional person who thinks I‟m hot, and…” 

“And enjoying your private time with your family… your friends.” Sin said quietly, and 

Zerrex nodded slowly again and sighed a bit, and she hugged him gently around the neck, her 

other hand rubbing down his side. “I‟m sorry, Lord Zerrex… I sometimes think you deserve Hell 

least of us all.” 

“I sometimes think I deserve it most.” The Drakkaren replied mildly, looking up towards 

the ceiling, and Sin sighed, shaking her head a bit as she hit his masculine breast lightly with one 

hand, Zerrex looking down at her with bemusement. “Come on, power like this shouldn‟t exist. 

And I don‟t deserve to wield it, either… I think sometimes I should be sealed away, like the 

Terrors or the freaks in the deep Abyss.” 

“Zerrex…” Sin said imploringly, and she wrapped her arms around him protectively, 

before letting out a surprised yelp as Zerrex swept her off her feet and picked her up, holding her 

against his chest. She smiled at him, and he smiled back, shrugging a bit. “You need to stop 

doing things like that. One day the Seethe Hounds might attack you.” 

“I‟ll survive.” Zerrex said mildly, and he carried her over to her bed, laying her down in it 

and flicking one of the straps of her dress down. She flushed a bit at this and fixed it 

immediately, and Zerrex smiled slightly before leaning down and kissing her cheek gently, 

saying softly: “Get some rest, you look like you need it. I‟m going to go see Lily, see how she‟s 

holding up under pressure.” 

“Alright…” Sin hesitated as Zerrex drew away, then she looked up at him and asked 

softly: “Could you please stop in after and see me? I‟d… I‟d like to see you before I go to sleep. 

I like it when you say goodnight to me.” 

The Drakkaren nodded and smiled to her, and he bowed his head to her as he slipped 

backwards towards the door before heading out, the reptile rubbing absently at his right arm. He 

looked back and forth, then decided to check in with Selena first, walking down the hallway… 

before staring as Ixin bounced out of the room, yelping as Selena leapt out after him with a 

furious yell. “You little bastard! Get the hell out of here before I rip your balls off!” 

“You need a sense of humor!” Ixin wailed as he ran down the hall, shooting past Zerrex 

before he leapt around in a circle, bouncing backwards on one foot and waving at him before the 

mage winced as Selena created a fireball, turning to a side door and leaping through it. The 

Drakkaren turned his eyes back to his second wife in Hell, and she huffed as the fireball turned 

to smoke in her hand, clenching it into a fist. 

She glowered at him, and Zerrex shrugged a bit, looking nonplussed before wincing as 

she grabbed his wrist and dragged him into their room, throwing him on bed and jumping up 

beside him to begin playing through his hair, mumbling: “Some people have no tact. The fucker 

wanted to watch me while I changed clothes… probably… has the whole room set up with all 

sorts of vision charms or something so he can jerk off while leering at me from multiple 

angles…” 

“Your body isn‟t that good, Selena.” Zerrex said mildly, and then he winced as she 

growled at him and hammered a fist down on his head, twitching a bit and adding sulkily: “Well, 

no matter what I say you‟re going to hit me, so, you know, I might as well be honest.” 

“I hate you.” Selena muttered, then she squeezed him a bit closer, and Zerrex winced 

again, flailing a bit. He had to admit, Selena was getting more and more overprotective and 

clingy… and then she sighed and let go of him as she carefully tightened the braided ponytail his 



hair was tied back in, adding quietly: “Are you going to go and check on Lily? Maybe you could 

drag her back here or something, we could hang out together for a little while.” 

Zerrex looked up in surprise at this, and then he nodded slowly, rubbing at his muzzle. 

“Yeah… I‟ll see if I can make her understand the problems of Hell will wait a few hours to a day 

or so for her… but I think part of it is that there‟s no one else in any of the Thrones. I wish we 

could find someone to rule, but… no one wants to rise to the occasion. Even the children of 

Memnon and Az‟Iriel won‟t do anything… and the Princess… I mean, the Goddess didn‟t even 

have any known sexual partners.” 

“Black fucking widow is what she probably was. Likely ate their head and their soul after 

she got a cheap thrill from them.” Selena muttered, shaking her head a bit and glancing up at the 

Drakkaren, asking sourly: “You didn‟t ever fuck her, did you?” 

The revolted look on the reptile‟s features was enough of an answer for her, and she 

grinned slightly, crossing her arms and shrugging. “Hey, never hurts to ask. You‟ve certainly 

made your way around Hell, after all… but alright, go and drag her out of wherever she is, 

although I‟m sure it‟s some… committee meeting in the Central Throne room or some shit.” 

Zerrex nodded and grunted, creating a portal as he slid off the bed, and Selena gazed after 

him lovingly, smiling to him as the reptile stepped through the portal. He watched her over his 

shoulder with his own faint smile as he stepped into the darkness… and a few moments later, he 

sighed and looked forwards morbidly as he stepped out onto the Eastern Balcony, and the 

Amazons at the doors bowed deeply to him. I‟m sure this‟ll go over well… last time Selena got 

into a screaming match with her… fuck, I don‟t know if she‟s more Cherry or more Marina some 

days, seriously. 

He approached the double doors, pushing them open and stepping into the throne room, 

and Lily paused in mid-speech to the group of assembled officers and monarchs gathered at a 

long table in front of her. Her handmaidens looked up curiously as well, and Carmen grinned 

brightly from her new spot at Lily‟s left side, grabbing her naked breasts and posing for Zerrex 

before Lily cleared her throat and tapped her, and Carmen settled backwards with a huff. 

Lily stood up and bowed towards Zerrex, and the other dignitaries did the same, the 

Drakkaren looking embarrassed as Lily smiled. A tiara adorned her head in place of the 

traditional mask that was supposed to cover the monarch‟s features, and a long satin dress flowed 

around her, with golden edging that matched her scales as well as plates that sat over her 

shoulders and a long sash of the same topaz color, and in one hand she held what had once been 

her father‟s Smiting Rod loosely, asking softly: “Lord Zerrex, my husband… we‟re honored by 

your presence. I was just finishing up informing the monarchs about the new plan to share power 

more-equally in Hell, and the way we‟re going to reform punishments over the next century and 

the following several thousand years…” 

“And I‟m sure you‟ve made your point very clearly and eloquently as always, but come 

on, we‟re going to have a… barbecue cook-out. Or fish. Or some mortal dinner.” Zerrex said 

mildly, jerking his thumb over his shoulder, and Lily winced before the reptile paused as he 

looked over the monarchs and other royalty sitting at the table, and then he frowned and walked 

over to the group, reaching up and squeezing the shoulder of a sleeping Nightmare and adding 

dryly: “And I‟m sure they all understand and agree, isn‟t that right?” 

“Sure, definitely!” The stallion looked back and forth for support, and other monarchs 

and generals mumbled their assent and nodded, looking nervously at the Drakkaren. Lily looked 

downcast for a moment, and then Zerrex shook his head a bit and stepped backwards, bowing 



and motioning for the door, and the group of dignitaries quickly stood and bowed towards Lily 

before making their way out. 

“They never listen…” Lily murmured, putting the Smiting Rod aside as her cluster of 

handmaidens looked up at her sadly, Zerrex sitting on the end of the oak table as she looked at 

him imploringly. “Why is it, Zerrex? Why don‟t they listen to me or any of the diplomats, even 

though we freed them from tyranny, even though we‟re not just talking, but actually working to 

make Hell a better place?” 

“Because people don‟t like change… and people are stupid.” Zerrex paused, then leaned 

back and added reflectively: “And your long speeches might not help things, either.” 

“I hate you.” Lily mumbled, and Zerrex smiled a bit, looking amused. I seem to be 

getting that a lot lately. “Anyway, I… I really can‟t, there‟s a meeting with a very-important 

ambassador from the Northern Province and… I mean, um, no, I‟m free tonight. Now. Dinner?” 

Lily grinned stupidly at him as he glowered at her, and Carmen immediately hopped 

cheerfully to her feet, nodding several times. “That sounds great to me! I think I‟ll crash with 

you… we‟ll stuff our faces and then have a nasty threesome afterwards or something.” 

Zerrex looked mildly entertained at this notion, rubbing the back of his head a bit as he 

glanced over Lily, before holding up a hand and muttering a quick incantation as she picked up a 

logbook from beside her, and it vanished from sight before reappearing in his hand in a burst of 

blue energy, and the Drakkaren promptly tore it in half and threw the pieces out to his sides as 

Lily gave an indignant squawk. “Come on, Lily, no micromanagement today either. Selena 

invited you herself, and I think that‟s more than enough occasion to drop the usual obsessive-

compulsiveness you have with the job.” 

Lily glanced up a bit at this, tilting her head curiously as Carmen rubbed her chin 

thoughtfully, then murmured: “So that means we‟ll have to have an even-nastier foursome. Now 

that‟s an awesome thought.” 

The reptile rolled his eyes, touching his forehead and absently wishing for patience even 

as Lily giggled a bit and smiled. Half an hour later, however, he was sitting outside at a mortal 

barbecue, flipping burgers and hot dogs and feeling enthralled at the fact that apparently he was 

the only one both patient and knowledgable enough to cook food the oldschool mortal way in the 

backyard. 

Zerrex thought there was no better symbol of peace than sitting around with your friends, 

laughing and enjoying a good, cold Frost cola – or demonic substitute – while you just relaxed 

and talked. Selena sat sipping at a glass of wine, and Lily was sharing his bottle of Frost with 

him as Carmen bounded around, Ixin and several of the handmaidens-slash-concubines chasing 

her around in the background. Sin sat embarrassedly beside the Drakkaren, learning how to flip 

burgers and looking intent, her cup of tea in her lap: she wouldn‟t eat anything, but Zerrex was 

glad to have her out here nonetheless. 

Peace. It had been too long since there had been something like peace in Hell: there were 

still Inquisitors whipping special cases, still prisoners toiling and crying and dying, still injustice, 

sure… but the great wars between the thrones had ended, and Zerrex planned to keep things that 

way as long as he was down in Hell… and he knew that Lily, Sin, and even Selena would carry 

on his legacy. The reptile glanced skywards, then closed his eyes with a soft soft as he looked 

towards the swirling sky and the enormous central spire… and he had to wonder just how long it 

would last before something else happened. 

 



A century passed with Lily on the throne, toiling away and working to fix up everything 

she could in Hell, as Zerrex travelled throughout all four provinces researching possible throne 

candidates. His journies took him across bold warriors and shy priestesses, strong and brave 

knights and weak and cowardly fools as he stopped to aid a village in driving off a Terror here, 

or helped banish a powerful demon tyrant there. 

He counted roughly as many assassination attempts on him as he suffered in Baskin‟s 

Grove, which he guessed wasn‟t too bad when he was travelling for seventy years… and while 

on the one hand, he was glad for the exercise to keep himself limber, all he really wanted was to 

be left alone. But everything from angels to abominations seemed intent on preventing that, until 

Lily finally assigned a group of Royal Guards and Wentaku to accompany him everywhere, 

despite how miserable it made the Drakkaren. 

The reptile learned a few more tricks here and there and further built-up his knowledge of 

the demon realm and the creatures inside the plane of torment, and now he sat in contemplation 

in the penthouse of the Ravenlight Estate: a place that he oddly thought Marina would love as 

her private rooms. He shook his head a bit, then looked out the windows towards the „night‟ sky 

of Hell, absently wondering what the hell he was supposed to do with himself now that he‟d 

managed to trek all back and forth through the Provinces without finding one suitable candidate 

for the High Thrones. 

They had built up an appreciable Council of Hell under Lily, at least, who was managing 

the people of Hell fairly well: they‟d had to kick out a few monarchs and execute one or two 

others – not exactly Lily or Zerrex‟s thing, but the Drakkaren did have to admit it got attention 

damn fast – and now they had taken away some of the powers of the dignitaries to ensure they 

didn‟t go too wild over their powers and their own nations. It had nearly caused another uprising, 

but a very pissed-off Raze and his personal company of angels had halted anything from getting 

too serious and minimized the casualties. 

Heaven and Hell were now working together in tandem, although communication lines 

and understanding could sometimes be sketchy with the Metatrons and some of the ambassadors. 

The Metatrons tended to be very direct, forwards, and cruel: they reminded Zerrex more of 

demons than of angels in many ways with their uncompromising, unbending way of 

„negotiating,‟ and their haughty, egocentric demeanors. They were also unafraid of using shows 

of magical power and brute force to make a point or force their views on someone else, and 

worked off an inflexible routine: they could be expected to show up on Slae, Mal, and Lok in the 

demonic week, and they almost always were interested in talking about trade tariffs on demonic 

goods and the ridiculous notion of „Hell under Heaven,‟ or a Heaven-ruled Hell. 

Zerrex fully-supported the idea of an alliance… but he knew by now that Heaven was 

nowhere near the perfect place it had been passed off as. After all, there was a rising trend of 

fallen and rogue angels attacking both Hell and the mortal plane, and even rumors of disruption 

in Heaven… and the Drakkaren sighed before frowning a bit and pushing his thoughts away, 

looking down to the floor as he said quietly: “Hello, Celestial.” 

“Hello, Zerrex.” Celestial said gently, and the Drakkaren glanced over his shoulder at her 

to see her smiling lovingly at him, her eyes soft as she sipped from a teacup in one hand, holding 

a saucer delicately in the other. Her eyes were glowing green, but the reptile had learned over the 

years it was only so-good a tell: sometimes he‟d say or do something, and she could fly into an 

immediate rage, her eyes flashing from beryl to crimson in an instant. “I have something to show 

you today, my son… something I think you‟ll like very much…” 



Zerrex‟s frown darkened, tilting his head curiously as he stood up and turned around, and 

Celestial‟s smile didn‟t waver as she put the teacup down on the saucer, then gently tossed it 

aside, the saucer and cup floating through the air without so much as a slosh of the remaining tea 

inside until it finally settled on a table. She stepped forwards, her dark robes flowing around her 

as she said softly: “Today, Lord Zerrex… we‟re going to visit your father‟s prison.” 

The reptile tensed and blinked at this, and then he asked slowly: “But… I thought that 

Narrius had escaped the Prismatic in the Abyss, you told me that yourself…” 

“And then I found the slain guards and ripped-apart demons littered around it, and sensed 

his energies… he must have run away and thrown himself back inside to get away from me…” 

Celestial looked to the side, her eyes turning red for a moment before she shook her head in 

distaste, waving a hand absently. “Either way, it doesn‟t matter. I‟ll take us there through a rift, 

since portals are disabled in the Abyss…” 

She turned without waiting for confirmation, then rose a hand and poked a finger through 

the fabric of reality like it was cheap plastic, ripples flowing through the air before she ducked 

and tore her hand downwards, ripping a long gash through the very fibers of reality and time like 

it was an everyday chore. Zerrex stared in shock, and Celestial looked at him impatiently as she 

stood in front of the purple-and-black haze… before softening and extending her hand, her eyes 

turning emerald again as she said quietly: “There‟s no need to be afraid, son, as long as you hold 

on tight to Mommy. I love you. I won‟t ever let you fall… that‟s a promise.” 

Zerrex didn‟t trust anything she said or did… by now, had started to even hate her with 

the way she treated everyone around her, with how she had become Narrius so solidly… but her 

words still tore at his heart and made him feel like a child, as he bowed his head and reached out 

to take her icy, strange-feeling fingers. Her grip was like iron, and her eyes turned red as they 

looked at each other before she said softly: “That‟s my boy.” 

She stepped into the rift and dragged Zerrex after her, and the Drakkaren winced as he 

stepped into a strange and terrible world of flesh walls and rusted metal plating, the surfaces of 

the passage pulsing and groaning as Celestial dragged him down the corridor at a quick sprint, 

grinning viciously as gates slammed down out of the sick, repulsive flesh behind them to bar 

their passage back, Celestial blasting apart thin walls of skin and goo in front of them with bursts 

of psychic force and dark energy. Zerrex felt like a useless child or an extra cast member as he 

ran along behind her, breathing hard in the musky air and wincing as Celestial jerked him 

through the dully-lit dimension-between-dimensions as if this was a run through the forest, 

laughing as they turned a corner and shot towards a dead-end wall of flesh. 

She made a splitting motion in front of her with one hand, and the wall tore open with a 

splatter of blood and pus, revealing a terrible, pulsing darkness beyond… and Zerrex‟s eyes 

bulged before Celestial simply dived through it, yanking her son painfully along with her and 

sending them both crashing through a rift on the other side, Celestial laughing and clapping her 

hands as she struck the ground and rolled gracelessly, leaving several smoldering dark flames 

behind her from her robes as Zerrex landed heavily on his stomach and skidded along the rocky, 

dark ground. 

The Drakkaren winced and stood up, rubbing at his head slowly as faint light pulsed only 

from glowing orange orbs embedded in the walls around them… and the reptile frowned slightly 

as he turned around towards the largest source of light, his back to a sloping ramp that went up 

the entire width of the circling room and likely spiraled into a path that went all the way around 

the entirety of the Abyss… and he stared for the first time at the Prismatic Prison. 



It was a massive, three-sided pyramid of glowing gold and yellow, the surface both solid 

and yet somehow not, with a strange, upside-down pyramid inside the translucence, and 

something deeper beneath that… and a dark shape was bounding back and forth through the 

strangely-shaped magical prison, howling and raving as it clawed at the walls every so often. It 

looked like a Dragokkaren covered in dark flames… and Zerrex narrowed his eyes, remembering 

Narrius as he‟d last seen him – a terrible, monstrous beast with much akin to the few Unworld 

Beings he‟d met over his years in Hell. 

“He doesn‟t feel exactly right, though… perhaps it‟s only a ruse to fool us… but either 

way, I feel your father‟s energy all the same.” Celestial said gently, walking forwards as her eyes 

glowed red, and she rested her hand on Zerrex‟s shoulder, leaning past him with a lunatic, 

hungry grin. “I‟ve feasted on so much of his energy already, made him so deep and true a part of 

myself… and yet I still don‟t have the strength to tear through the walls of this Prison and get 

inside to lick and scrape his essence off the walls and add it to my growing collection… how I 

hunger for your father‟s energy…” 

Zerrex didn‟t reply for a few moments, and then Celestial grunted at him, her eyes 

shining brighter before she blinked as he asked quietly: “Do you do the same to me? Feast on my 

energy and revel in it?” 

“Only the spare, silly. Why do you think I enjoy fucking you so much?” Celestial said 

dismissively, stroking a finger lightly under his muzzle as she pulled away, her eyes turning back 

to the prison after a moment as the creature inside cursed and stood up from all fours, beginning 

to slam its fists against the walls. “But I thought this would set some of your concerns at ease… 

either way, your father has expended much of his energies, and he‟s been leaving bits and pieces 

of himself around here and there that I‟ve been lapping up… your father, he‟s always been so 

very… disorganized is the best word for it, despite how orderly and neat he is.” 

She sighed and spun around in a circle, and Zerrex stared at the monstrosity consumed in 

dark fire inside the prison before looking up towards the faint speck of light in the distance, and 

Celestial smiled as she followed his gaze, sighing and gazing over at the reptile lovingly. “I come 

here sometimes when I‟m in need of a quick but… healthy snack. I like the quiet, the ambiance.” 

She paused at Zerrex‟s look, then said thoughtfully: “You could absorb some very powerful 

energy yourself on the floors just above, you know… there are some delightful Gorgons and 

Gigataurs and Wrath demons not very far from here that would give you a lot of energy if you 

beat them up a little before tearing out their essence.” 

“I‟m not a vampire.” Zerrex said stiffly, and Celestial‟s eyes sparked before he turned 

away, looking down at his hands and adding quietly: “I don‟t like feeling their energies inside 

me… I don‟t know knowing that part of the Princess… the Goddess… is now part of my body.” 

“And yet the techniques and abilities you learned from doing so…” Celestial cooed, 

sliding towards him and grasping his shoulders, her eyes burning down into his before she leaned 

forwards and drew her tongue slowly along his muzzle, murmuring: “Come. You‟ve seen what 

you need to see… I‟ll make you feel better…” 

Celestial grasped his hand and led him back into the rift, and they stepped back into the 

fleshy passage… and Celestial didn‟t need to do more than look ahead to cause the gates that had 

slammed behind them to all raise back upwards into the ceiling, as a chill ran down Zerrex‟s 

spine. She led him slowly down along the passageway, before halting halfway to the Ravenlight 

Estate, wrapping her arms around him and kissing him hungrily. 

Zerrex didn‟t know how it happened… but suddenly she was naked, her robe on the 

ground and his pants down around his ankles as he thrusted into her again and again, her back 



pressing firmly into the flesh-and-metal wall with a sick squelch with every movement, and 

Celestial cried out over and over, rocking her hips against him as he took her like an animal, 

growling and panting as he slammed viciously into her again and again. He could remember 

rapes that had been less savage… but Celestial only screamed for more, and Zerrex was more 

than glad to supply it to her. Over and over he pumped into her, countless minutes passing before 

he reached orgasm… and she laughed and clung to him, milking him for all he was worth before 

he collapsed backwards… and saw Celestial was gone. 

The Drakkaren stared stupidly back and forth… and then he carefully adjusted himself, 

looking back and forth nervously as he stood up and forced himself flaccid, carefully pulling his 

pants back up… before staring in horror as the fleshy passageway began to close. The Drakkaren 

turned and ran, shooting a glance behind himself as claws and hands began to tear out of the 

flesh, reaching for him… and then he turned around and sprinted as fast as he could down the 

passage and through a rift, reappearing in the penthouse and almost knocking Sin sprawling as he 

charged past her and into a wall. 

The rift shuddered violently, then closed as Sin staggered backwards, staring in horror as 

a fleshy hand reached through it before it was sliced off as the rift sealed shut… and the hand 

bounced and spasmed on the ground before Sin winced and pointed a finger at it, and the flesh 

burst into flames before vanishing from sight in a crackle of lightning. Zerrex, meanwhile, was 

picking himself up from the floor with a groan, grabbing at his bruised muzzle as he looked 

stupidly at the large dent he‟d knocked in the wall, and Sin quickly approached him, grabbing 

one of his shoulders and frowning down at him as she asked: “What happened, Lord Zerrex? Are 

you alright?” 

“Yeah… I think so…” Zerrex rubbed at his head a bit, glancing over at her embarrassedly 

as she touched his face and then his chest gently, looking carefully over him before he shook his 

head with a mumble. “Celestial created a rift… I followed her through to the bottom of the 

Abyss, where Narrius is supposed to be imprisoned… and there‟s something in there but… I 

don‟t think it‟s him.” 

“What?” Sin frowned, leaning forwards and tilting her head quietly, and Zerrex made a 

face and shrugged slowly. “I don‟t understand but… I wish we could talk more, except Sir 

Francis is here on urgent business, along with Lord Raze. They‟re currently speaking with High 

Princess Lilith, but your presence has been requested at the throne room…” 

Zerrex nodded with a sigh, mumbling: “The fun never really ends, does it, huh?” He 

paused, then hugged Sin gently with one arm, causing her to blush deeply even as she nestled 

against him for a moment. “Thank you, though, Sin, for coming and telling me. I‟ll head there 

now and we can discuss this more later.” 

Sin nodded, then created a portal for him, and the reptile smiled slightly before he 

stepped through it with a nod in return as she mumbled a goodbye. He stepped out into the 

Eastern Balcony a moment later, and the Amazons at the doors bowed deeply to him and pushed 

them quickly open for him, the Drakkaren nodding in retun as he headed inside and over to the 

single occupied throne, where Lily was seated and frowning, resting her muzzle on her fist as 

several angels gestured and rambled, Raze standing to the side and looking cold… but his eyes 

betrayed a nervousness the reptile didn‟t like. 

“Lord Zerrex!” Francis rose a hand to him, nodding, and Zerrex grinned slightly as he 

walked up and traded a quick handshake with him, before the lizard smiled at Raze and winked, 

the cold godling grunting and clearing his throat. Francis rolled his eyes, but then quickly turned 

things serious again as he said quietly: “There‟s a problem that‟s spread to Heaven. I‟ve brought 



several witnesses with me, but we don‟t know what‟s going on just yet… but there have been 

sightings of Beatrice, and we know that a group of angels turned to Az‟Iriel… we‟re thinking 

one of them struck a deal with the two false demons, and is now trying to bring their plans to full 

fruition even with them gone.” 

“An attack on Heaven? It doesn‟t make sense… even with a full cadre of demons, you 

couldn‟t hope to take down the gates with you, Raze, and the other angels guarding it.” The 

Drakkaren replied with a frown, and Francis grunted, shaking his head slowly. “Don‟t tell me 

you think there‟s going to be another split in Heaven‟s ranks?” 

“Heaven‟s always been far-more chaotic than people think.” Francis replied quietly, 

shaking his head slowly and rubbing along the side of his skull before he looked over to Lily, 

who was trying to calm down one of the angels. “We‟re here under orders from God Himself to 

ask for help from the demons… we only have a few days to assemble a small battalion to assist 

Heaven, but… I don‟t like it. It seems too much like we‟re just using Hell to gain conscripts and 

boost our own military power…” 

“Your enemy is our enemy.” Zerrex responded firmly, shaking his head slowly and 

raising a hand before he paused, looking up thoughtfully and murmuring quietly: “You know 

what? Give me some time to gather up some of the officer demons, we‟ve got enough Royal 

Guards to hold fort for a long time to come, and a whole council to ensure things stay straight for 

at least a century or two… but I‟ll see if I can snag some other useful people for this little 

escapade after I pick up my sword and stuff.” 

Francis nodded, and Zerrex left, raising a hand to Lily as she stared and beckoned at him 

madly, but he ignored her as he ran back out to the balcony and created a portal, heading back 

into the Penthouse, where Sin was carefully fixing the wall with magic, and she looked at him 

curiously before staring as he asked quietly: “Can you create a Rift that‟ll let me pass into the 

mortal realm? Preferably somewhere close to Valise City… I want to call on emergency 

measures so I can go and get some members of my family to help out with something going on 

in Heaven. I don‟t know what it is, but Marina is an incredibly-powerful psychic, and Cherry is a 

demoness herself, while-” 

“I‟m sorry, I can‟t…” Sin said quietly, shaking her head slowly and glancing down in 

embarrassment, turning beet red as she whispered: “Selena and Lily both asked me to refuse… 

I… I have an executive order, and I‟m especially not permitted to allow you to bring mortals to 

Hell… I… I‟m so sorry… please don‟t be upset…” 

Zerrex looked away for a few moments, and then he shook his head slowly, murmuring: 

“No, I… I shouldn‟t be so childish, or expect so much. Besides, what right do I have to drag 

them into conflict again, this time between Heaven and Hell? They‟re probably still clustered in 

the safehouse right now, wondering what to do with themselves and… it‟s okay, Sin.” The 

reptile glanced back at her with a faint smile, but he couldn‟t hide the sadness in his eyes as he 

created another portal behind himself, murmuring: “But please, at least come with me… we can 

canvass Hell, then head up to Heaven ourselves in a peace gesture… I… think it would mean a 

lot to God, if you showed your dedication to Him like that…” 

Sin looked down for a few long moments, then she finally sighed quietly and nodded 

slowly, looking humble and humiliated… and she and Zerrex interlocked their hands tightly, and 

they stayed that way for the entire day as they wandered Hell, picking up people they knew here 

and there, many of them original demons who had helped out the rebellion cause a hundred years 

and some ago now, when they had fought and defeated the Princess… and twenty hours later, 

Zerrex returned to the Central Spire with a fair force of people, all equipped with the best gear 



they could snag on short notice, bringing them into the Central Throne and asking Francis 

mildly: “How‟s this to start with?” 

“Any more and I‟d have to ask you to weed out the ranks.” Francis said mildly, crossing 

his arms and smiling slightly before he paused as his eyes traced over Sin, and he bowed deeply 

to her, murmuring quietly: “Raze, show some respect.” 

Raze grunted, but bowed anyway after a moment, looking embarrassed: Sin had a 

penchant for walking in on them every now and then when they were in the middle of enjoying 

each other‟s company in the most physical of manners, although once she‟d confessed that she 

enjoyed seeing the way Zerrex interacted with him… on all levels. Then Lily stood, picking up 

her Smiting Rod and saying clearly: “I‟ll be joining you as well, Lord Zerrex. Sin… I‟m honored 

that you‟ll be at my side, as will be Carmen and so many of you others who helped start the long 

fight to return Hell to a place where justice is meted out. Everyone, I‟d like to thank you from the 

bottom of my heart and-” 

“And whenever you‟re ready, Francis, we‟re ready to leave ourselves.” Zerrex said, 

earning a wide grin from Selena as Lily blushed furiously, covering her muzzle. She really has to 

work on those long-ass speeches though, seriously… well… at least we‟re moving out now. “This 

is only my second time in Heaven, though, so… you know, be gentle.” 

Francis smiled slightly and gave him a look, then he glanced back over the angels, saying 

clearly: “Fall in line with the demons, and prepare to move out. Everyone here…” Francis 

turned, looking towards the demons as angels began to line their ranks as well, some of them 

looking nervously back and forth at the different forms and different auras as the mouse looked 

over them all slowly… and finally, he said carefully: “As you‟ve likely been informed, there are 

rumors abound in Heaven that something terrible is preparing an attack. I am sorry to drag you 

all into this conflict… and I humbly thank you all for your assistance in fortifying our 

boundaries.” 

Francis dropped to a kneel, Raze looking down in surprise from beside him before 

offering a short nod to the group of at least fifty demons and ten angels, and then Francis led the 

group out to the Eastern Balcony, Lily stepping up beside Zerrex and falling in line beside him 

with a smile, Selena pushing to his other side and Sin following nervously behind as Raze closed 

his eyes and concentrated, creating an enormous vortex that floated in the air of swirling white 

and grey. Francis waited for Raze to nod, and the two angels walked into the rift between planes, 

the rest of the group following into the massive distortion. 

They stepped out onto a large, round platform in front of a long street that cut straight 

through one of Heaven‟s larger cities, passing through a glowing circular ring as six spear-

wielding soldiers saluted them from either side… and a Metatron glanced up, his eyes glowing 

through his silver mask in an almost sinister way. Zerrex felt a chill roll down his spine before 

the Metatron rose a hand as Francis moved to step down from the large round platform, saying 

quietly: “Halt. Lord God Himself is coming.” 

A white portal appeared a moment later, and God stepped out of it with another silver-

masked Metatron… and immediately Zerrex felt that same terrible chill as God looked back and 

forth slowly, his long robe flowing around him, the cloak of darkness surrounding his body as 

Selena frowned and winced, and Lily swallowed thickly… and Zerrex reached back behind him, 

carefully grasping Sin‟s hand and feeling her cold to the touch and shivering violently. He heard 

her breathing harder, and the reptile felt the other demons reacting in the same way as Francis 

and Raze stepped to either side of the platform, the mouse saying quickly: “We brought the 

battalion you asked for, and the High Princess of Hell herself, Lilith, is here to-” 



“Be silent.” one of the Metatrons ordered icily, and Francis looked like he‟d been struck 

before his eyes narrowed as the gold ring behind them cracked as the Metatron rose a hand. The 

vortex immediately spun to a close, vanishing from existence as the demons shifted awkwardly, 

mumbling to each other as the Metaron said in the same cool tone: “You have arrived much 

sooner than expected, and-” 

“I‟ll speak for myself, thank you… you two are excused for the moment.” said God, and 

his voice was charming, charismatic but filled with a strange malice Zerrex hadn‟t expected as he 

looked over ther demons before reaching up to grasp his mask… and the reptile heard Sin 

whisper two words that confirmed all the fears that had suddenly struck into his soul at that last 

moment, at seeing God grasp his mask: Not Him. 

The imposter-God pulled off his mask, and the darkness fell away from ruby scales… 

and Zerrex went pale as Ifret Ark Narrius grinned coldly at him, his crimson eyes flashing as he 

tossed the golden mask away. It clattered across the ground as Raze drew his massive sword off 

his back and Francis snapped both his handgun and knife to his hand, the latter bursting into a 

saber of fire – and both were immediately sealed inside massive prisms of blue crystal as the two 

Metatrons held their hands out towards them. The other angels yelled and panicked, several of 

them flying away as the guards looked back and forth in horror, not knowing who to side with as 

Narrius‟s gaze went to Zerrex, asking mildly: “Now come on… you can‟t be that surprised, can 

you?” 

“Where‟s God?” shrieked Sin, as she shoved forwards past Zerrex and Selena, knocking 

them both staggering. She was breathing hard, her usual illusionary shell fading out of existence 

and leaving her Naganatine form visible as she looked over the Dragokkaren, and then Narrius 

rose a hand with a cold smile as she screamed: “Where‟s our God?” 

“I am your God now.” Narrius said coldly, and a moment later Sin was blasted 

backwards by an explosion of dark energy, sending her crashing through the crowd and knocking 

many of the demons over as Narrius‟s crimson eyes traced slowly over the group, the 

Dragokkaren lowering his hand as his eyes settled on Zerrex, sprawled on the ground and 

snarling furiously. “Look at you. Disgusting, repugnant filth, mixed with the rest of this… mess. 

But I knew you‟d come here… just as it‟s all been planned out from the start. But come, Raves, 

if you want a good story… you‟ll have to earn it.” Narrius grinned coldly as he spread his arms 

and shouted: “See if you can fight your way through my new vision of Paradise!” 

He vanished from sight in a flicker of dark energy, and all of Heaven rumbled as angels 

flew into the air like a flock – murder, it‟s called a murder, isn‟t it? – of ravens… their wings 

turning black and grey, their forms distorting and becoming ugly as they screamed and twisted… 

and several of the spear-wielding angels and remaining angelic soldiers that were standing with 

them fell over, howling in agony as their wings tore from their backs and flapped hard, knocking 

others over as claws ripped out of their hands and their faces warped and distorted… 

Zerrex pulled Blackheart off his back as he jumped to his feet, stepping forwards and 

chopping off the head of a corrupted angel as a snarl of fury twisted over his muzzle. It all made 

sense now: the Goddess, the Unworld, the strange feelings he‟d been having and the warped 

creature they‟d come across in the Prismatic Prison instead of Narrius… but this time he‟d finish 

him off for good and make sure he stayed down, as he roared: “Rally to me and form up! Protect 

Lilith, kill the corrupt angels, save as many people as you can!” 

The Drakkaren snarled, turning towards one of the Metatrons as it rose a hand and began 

to chant a spell, one hand still out and keeping Raze sealed tight inside a blue gemstone… and 

then the sapphire prison shuddered before exploding into pieces, and Raze tore forwards, 



slashing the first Metatron in half before leaping towards the one holding Francis hostage and 

cutting its head and one arm off in a splatter of blood, the black-scaled Drakkaren godling 

roaring as he turned around and shouted furiously to the sky: “Cowards! Fucking sons of bitches, 

come out and fight, whether you‟re enemy or friend!” 

The gemstone prison holding Francis shattered a moment later as the demons and 

remaining angels quickly gathered together in a group, and he pushed his way out of the stone, 

panting hard and grasping his chest as darkness pulsed down one of his limbs, his body shivering 

as he muttered: “Goddammit… it… it has to be a curse poison or toxin of some kind we‟ve 

ingested, it… I feel sick…” 

“Get out of my way.” Sin muttered, shoving her way through the crowd from the back of 

the group before she dropped to her knees beside Francis, and she grasped his chest, her hand 

sinking into him like he was liquid and causing him to spasm and gurgle, and a moment later she 

tore out a sick, black goo, tossing it aside and whispering: “A Forbidden Art, some sort of 

alchemy… this wasn‟t prepared in Heaven, this had to have been prepared in Hell… or at least a 

place with enough demonic influence to make it seem like Hell.” 

“We have to get to Narrius and kill him!” Zerrex shouted after a moment, losing his usual 

demeanor and looking back and forth in frustration, waving a hand around and snarling before he 

grabbed his forehead, forcing himself to calm down as the others stared at him in shock. He 

motioned a moment later at the corpses of the twisted angels on the ground that had quickly been 

dispatched by the group, saying coldly: “Angels are weaker than demons, and that corruption 

doesn‟t seem to be helping them much. If you rally the angelic soldiers together, you can fight 

back with this group here, especially if they all go full-demon. Narrius‟s best weapon against us 

is our confusion… we have to get in line fast and get things organized and moving. Let me go 

after him, I‟ll kill the fucker myself and end this whole conflict now! He‟s playing a fucking 

game with us, there‟s no way to know what else he‟ll unleash if we don‟t fucking hurry!” 

“Zerrex, calm the hell down!” Selena shouted, grabbing at his arm, but Zerrex shrugged 

her off with a snarl, and she winced, looking at him helplessly before whispering: “Please… I… 

I know how you feel about him, but-” 

“No one knows how I feel about him.” Zerrex muttered, and then he brought Blackheart 

up and smashed it down into the ground in frustration, snarling: “Haven‟t I killed him enough 

times by now? How does he keep getting stronger and stronger, how does he keep coming back 

to haunt me, to rip the world to shreds?” 

“Zerrex is right. Narrius has to die.” Sin said quietly, and the others looked to her in 

surprise as she shook her head slowly, clenching her eyes shut before saying in a calm, cold 

voice: “We‟ll take the city, kill off the warped angels and the Metatrons and other angels that 

have rallied to Narrius‟s cause. Zerrex, I‟ll accompany you to the building and keep you safe.” 

Sin walked forwards, reaching up and tearing her dress off, throwing it aside as she 

lowered her head, the terrible wound visible in her body… and a moment later her tail began to 

thicken and lengthen rapidly, growing out by the meter into a long, black and purple snake body 

ridged with spikes. She was lifted up by it as her upper body became muscular and powerful, the 

Seethe Hounds leaping out of her stomach to bark and yelp as they danced around her form as it 

grew and warped. Massive, upwards-curving spikes shot out of her back that grew smaller as 

they went down her spine, forming a V along her back until they turned into the parallel ridges 

down her long snake body, as a pair of burnt, skeletal wings tore from her shoulderblades, 

without feather and instead only long, twisted spines with no flesh between them for flight, and a 



moment later her draconic head roared, her horns lengthening out to either side of her mohawk-

shaped mane of bristled dark hairs. 

She turned slowly around, the wound in her stomach and the ripped flesh over her large 

but flat bosom torn wide, leaving her insides clearly visible. Her arms were now huge and 

muscular, ending not in gentle hands but massive, rakelike claws, and her eyes glowed violet as 

she looked down at Zerrex, half-seated on her own gigantic snake body with her feet melded into 

the flesh of the tail, but her small legs left still defined and visible. Zerrex stared up at her in 

shocked amazement, and Sin swallowed before saying quietly: “I… I will do whatever I have to, 

to help you, Lord Zerrex. I am yours to command.” 

The other demons stepped back, taking this as a note to undergo their own 

transformations. Selena, Lily, Carmen, Alastor, and others increased in size, their demonic 

characteristics pushing out, and Zerrex grinned coldly, his own horns and spikes pushing out of 

his body, the scales crumbling away from his arm as his inorganic, twisted limb pushed into 

existence, almost glowing red as the not-flesh beneath it twisted and burned with the battlelust 

and growing rage… and then he snorted as an explosion went up somewhere in the city, 

shouting: “We‟ve already spent too long here, we need to move, and fast! Disperse through the 

city, exterminate the twisted angels and save the ones who haven‟t been corrupted!” 

“Raze and I will move with you while you tell us what the best course of action is.” 

Francis said firmly, and Zerrex nodded, feeling his clothes grow taut against his body before they 

turned and ran down the center street that split the city, towards the silver-and-gold palace that 

was at the very end of the long road: a place where Zerrex somehow knew Narrius was waiting 

for him. 

The city came alive around them with corrupted angels as they ran through it, 

monstrosities staggering or leaping out, many of them with rotten wings that had turned almost 

into an extra set of limbs that clawed and ripped through the surface of buildings and roads as 

they ran forwards on all fours, naked and with their entire bodies distorted and warped with 

moving, ugly darkness. Most of them they were able to ignore, however, as Francis and Raze 

flew beside the sprinting Drakkaren and slithering Sin, the mouse shouting: “This is our fault… 

we knew something was wrong the moment all mortals that entered Heaven were granted wings! 

Under normal circumstances, mortals cannot become angels, unless God Himself wills it… but 

Narrius, I‟ve seen him once before, but he said his name was Kalelot! He claimed to be a 

Seraphim, and he had several audiences with God, but no one ever knew he was actually-” 

Francis halted to spin to the side, blasting three shots into the chest of a corrupt angel that 

leapt at him with a howl from a building, and it was slammed backwards into the concrete, 

screaming even as it burst into dark flames and all-but-evaporated. He snarled, then fired several 

more shots into several other monstrosities, flying above the group to get a better angle around 

them as Raze continued in a disgusted voice: “God changed, but no one noticed, since the fuck 

was always a bit broody to begin with, kept to himself. The Metatrons were also always so 

ordered, so cold to begin with, too… but one noticeable change was that there were suddenly 

fruit trees in all the gardens, and free fruit being given out at the street vendors… I never touched 

any of it myself, but it looks like they‟ve all been poisoned…” 

“Forbidden Fruit, a Forbidden Art…” Sin said darkly, her voice rumbling. A pause, and 

then her eyes narrowed as they reached a large, circular square with a fountain in the center, and 

several silver-masked angels appeared through white portals, leading groups of corrupted angels 

that were screaming and chattering, but all of them armed with golden shields and weapons. 

Zerrex cursed under his breath even as Francis shot a hail of white lasers down into the group, 



but the corrupted angels hid beneath their shields, the shots deflecting harmlessly off them as the 

Metatron rose his hand, and the white laser turned into a rippling distortion that travelled around 

his body before he looked forwards as Sin suddenly shot towards him, hissing and baring a set of 

massive fangs. 

He rose his hands… and Sin swept away most of the line of corrupt angels with one hand 

before smashing her palm down into him, squishing him flat into the pavement before looking up 

as another Metatron threw a ball of white fire at her… but Sin only smiled coldly as the white 

fire swept uselessly over her body, rearing back to her full, massive height of at least twenty-five 

feet as she rose her hands in front of herself, palms only a few feet from each other. 

A dark, crackling purple and black ball of energy appeared between them, and a moment 

later a laser of blue energy shot out of the sphere and ripped through the next line of corrupt 

angels and the Metatron, cutting them into pieces. Zerrex and Raze, meanwhile, shot past Sin, 

Raze ducking under the laser and leaping up the fountain of stacked cement dishes, his feet 

barely splashing the water before he kicked off the top of it and came down in a vicious slice that 

cut another corrupt creature in half from head-to-crotch. 

Zerrex, meanwhile, slashed through one corrupt angel before catching a spear in his other 

hand as it thrusted towards him, his stony, warped hand settling around the tip and simply 

snapping the the spearhead off. The corrupt angel staggered, and Zerrex punched it hard enough 

to snap its neck a moment later with a snarl and a cruel grin, before Raze charged past him and 

stabbed his blade through the chest of the nearby Metatron before it could chant an incantation. 

Francis dived down, then he spun around and shook his head, saying quickly to Zerrex: 

“There shouldn‟t be this many Metatrons… there were originally only two, and I know more 

formed over the years, but… Lord Zerrex, I think I‟ve supplied you with everything I can. What 

do you suggest I do?” 

“Form up a cadre of angels and start burning the gardens where the fruit is produced, and 

see if you can bind down a Metatron and find out where they‟re being trained or anything he 

knows.” Zerrex said coldly, then he made a disgusted face. “Just don‟t expect to get too much: 

Narrius doesn‟t like to share with what he considers his inferiors.” 

The mouse nodded, then flew up into the air as the Drakkaren looked over to Raze now, 

who was snarling and looking back and forth. “You can put your bloodlust to use later, Raze. 

Find the Archangels, Lucifer and Lord, and find out what‟s going on here. Form your own 

battalion and march on warehouses, supply areas, suspicious places, anywhere Narrius could 

hide something.” 

“Fuck, I hate this shit. Fine, I‟ll talk to Lord.” Raze looked disgusted at the prospect, then 

he shook his head, creating a portal as he muttered: “Good luck, Zerrex. I‟ll be waiting for you, 

so stay alive.” 

“You do the same.” Zerrex said quietly, watching Raze vanish through the portal before 

looking to Sin, smiling slightly as he asked quietly, flexing his demonic arm. “Can I get a lift 

from you and use you as a potential battering ram to get to that palace?” 

Sin nodded and smiled coldly – a truly terrifying expression on the usually-shy female‟s 

face. “You can climb on my back… or inside me if you‟re daring enough. The Seethe Hounds 

don‟t like to be inside me when I‟m in this body… they‟ll stay back from me unless I order them 

forwards.” 

Zerrex nodded as he placed Blackheart back on his magnetic holder, glancing over his 

shoulder and noting the hounds in the distance, ripping apart the corrupt angels lurking behimd 

them, and the Drakkaren snorted before running forwards and leaping up on Sin‟s back, grinning 



slightly as he slid forwards and ran up along her bumpy spine to grab her shoulders tightly and 

look past them, tentacles extending out from his shoulders and wrapping tightly around the 

female‟s body to secure himself. “I‟ll take you up on your inside offer later… but for now this‟ll 

do fine. I‟d rather not hurt you with my spikes and Blackheart.” 

“You‟re so sweet.” Sin murmured, and then she reared back, her long body-tail twisting 

behind her before she shot forwards, snarling: “I‟ll get you to that castle in the distance as fast as 

I can, Lord Zerrex, just hold on tight!” 

She shot forwards, moving at an incredible speed as her body flexed and she leaned 

forwards, her claws shoving against the ground every now and then to give herself an extra 

boost. Corrupt angels howled and screamed as Sin plowed through them, and spells from 

Metatrons bounced uselessly off her body, and even the small statues or stands they came across 

every now and then were crushed or knocked aside by one of Sin‟s massive arms, the female 

roaring as she tore down the road. 

As they drew closer to the palace, the corrupt angels seemed to grow smarter and 

stronger, some of them firing golden arrows from the rooftops and others running out with long 

spears… but no matter what tore into her body, Sin only roared in fury and smashed them aside 

until she rammed into a magical wall, howling and twisting backwards to crash onto her back as 

Zerrex leapt free of her, tearing his sword off his back and lashing viciously out with it to knock 

back several charging corrupted angels. 

Sin rose up quickly, slamming her hands against the glowing faded-purple wall and 

shoving her energy into it, fighting the five Metatrons on the other side in silver masks and white 

robes, and the wall trembled for a moment before exploding backwards as Sin shoved hard into it 

in a throwing motion, turning it into a liquid wave of blue plasma that sent the Metatrons and 

angels beyond falling and screaming in agony. She looked back and forth in frustration as the 

lake of plasma bubbled in front of her, ripping a spear out of her arm almost absently before her 

eyes settled on a building where a group of corrupt angels were positioning themselves with 

javelins. “Need materials.” 

She slammed her fist into the side of the building, and a massive shockwave tore through 

it, the entire structure collapsing forwards before Sin smashed in the building on the other side as 

well, and as they fell, she threw her hands out, the plasma vanishing under a bridge or concrete 

and rock. Zerrex glanced over his shoulder in surprise, and then he grinned as he wheeled his 

sword back and forth, snapping it through the chests of two twisted angels before he leapt back 

onto her and shouted: “Ready!” 

Sin nodded and shot over the bridge she‟d made, and then she hissed and skidded to a 

halt with a wince as archers fired from the windows of one building into another, forming a row 

of glowing silver string. Zerrex immediately ran up Sin‟s back, however, then leapt off her head 

to slash downwards, chopping through the string with Blackheart and landing neatly… and Sin 

scooped the reptile up, ripping gouges in the earth with her claws before shoving him into the 

wound in her stomach, and her intestines snapped around him like tentacles, holding him tight as 

Zerrex stared in surprise, watching as they shot down the road towards the palace even as several 

massive golden meteors hailed down from the sky towards them. 

Sin covered her face, her eyes glowing violet as a silver shield of energy appeared 

overtop her… but the first meteor smashed through this, shattering it into melting shards that 

hailed down around them before the next two hammered Sin‟s body, the female screaming in 

agony even as she forced herself forwards, her arm tearing out of place as other glowing comets 

pelted the ground around her… and then a final meteor smashed into her head as she leaned 



forwards, and it snapped her neck back, blood exploding from her muzzle as she fell on her side 

and skidded forwards until she struck the small curb surrounding the grassy grounds of the 

palace, and Zerrex was ejected from her innards as her intestines twitched and flailed. The 

Seethe Hounds howled and screamed as they ran forwards through the golden fire towards Sin, 

and Zerrex snarled as he looked up towards a window of the beautiful, rounded architecture of 

the palace, where Narrius stood with a cold smile on his features… and then a final meteor 

appeared in the sky through a vortex and shot down towards them. Zerrex‟s eyes burned as he 

drew a hand back, creating a sphere of energy as it fell towards the two demons, before charging 

it with all the feelings of raw hate and wrath flowing through him, forcing his emotions into the 

sphere as he snarled in fury. 

The sphere became a terrible, pulsing orb of darkness, and Zerrex stepped forwards and 

threw it into the falling golden comet: the two collided above their heads and the sphere 

exploded in a torrential blast of darkness that knocked Zerrex to the ground, the shockwave 

released from the explosion shattering the windows of the palace and causing Narrius to cover 

his face in disgust… and bits of rock hailed down around the two as Sin‟s body twitched and 

slowly reverted to her small, lithe form, panting hard and bleeding heavily, before she screamed 

as her arm fell off, left hanging from her form by only a few strings of flesh and scale. Her 

intestines spilled out of her stomach, and the Seethe Hounds encircled her with mournful howls 

as Sin grasped her limp forearm… and then screamed again as she tore her arm off, Zerrex 

kneeling by her and snarling up at Narrius… but he had vanished from the window. 

The reptile was torn by two needs… and then he clenched a hand into a fist as the 

corrupted angels began to swarm forwards from not only the road, but either side of them as 

well. He looked down to Sin, at her terrible wounds and heaving chest… and then she smiled 

faintly and whispered: “I think I fell in love with you too late.” 

“Shut up, don‟t say that… I‟ve still got one or two tricks up my sleeve.” Zerrex closed his 

eyes, digging deep inside himself, touching different memories and thoughts, remembering 

incantations and feeling through his energies, tearing out spells and powers he could feel laying 

useless and broken, or perhaps only dormant in some cases… and finally, his eyes snapped open 

and glowed green as he rose a hand and shouted the incantation for a vortex. 

Energy sparked in midair… but nothing happened, and Zerrex cursed, unable to handle 

the spell as he clenched his fist instead before looking to Sin and grasping her shoulder, saying 

instinctively: “Hold on tight.” 

The reptile closed his eyes, trying a different tactic as he touched her essence: it was 

weak and twisted, beginning to fade out as Sin whispered: “Please… just leave me, go on 

ahead… I‟ll… I‟m sorry…” 

“Never.” Zerrex murmured, and he pushed his essence into her own. Sin arched her back 

immediately, her eyes bulging in shock as the Seethe Hounds growled and snarled… then 

whimpered and whined as Sin twitched back and forth, and Zerrex winced, cursing under his 

breath as a bit of blood ran from his muzzle… but a moment later, Sin pulled away and he 

stumbled backwards, looking around as the corrupted angels drew closer, hissing and snarling… 

and then Sin rose a hand and waved an arm outwards. 

A circle of golden fire blasted outwards from around them, driving back the dark, 

corrupted angels with screams of terror and agony, before Sin looked to the Drakkaren and 

smiled weakly, bowing to him deeply as tears leaked down her muzzle, her breaths coming hard 

in and out as she whispered raggedly: “Thank you… thank you, Lord Zerrex… I… I‟ll be fine, 

I‟ll find the others... you need to run, you can‟t waste any more time!” 



Zerrex nodded to her, not bothering to argue… but before he left he grabbed the back of 

her head, sharing a fierce, passionate kiss with her out of the terror he‟d never see her again… 

and she clung into his hair, then shoved him away and shouted: “Run!” 

The Drakkaren nodded, spinning around and charging forwards before he created a 

platform of energy under his feet, then another ahead of him, leaping back and forth as he made 

his way towards the window Narrius had been at… and a moment later, a white-armored knight 

with a rocket launcher appeared in the window, resting it against his shoulder and taking aim at 

the reptile as Zerrex paused and snarled. 

The angel fired the rocket after a small moment of indecision, but it was all Zerrex 

needed to leap forwards and over the explosive, landing on another platform of energy he created 

in midair under his feet right in front of the window before throwing himself forwards, tackling 

the knight to the ground and rolling past him to leap to his feet in the red-carpeted, narrow 

hallway. He cursed, the low ceiling making it difficult for him to draw Blackheart… so instead 

he shot a blade out of his wrist and stabbed it viciously forwards into the chest of the knight. 

The soldier spasmed and howled… and Zerrex stepped forwards, asking furiously: “How 

many of you are there? What the hell are you doing?” 

“All must defend Lord God to the death!” The knight replied in a strangled howl, and 

Zerrex snarled before tearing the blade downwards as he pulled it free, and the soldier fell in a 

lifeless heap as most of his innards clunked against his armor. The reptile shook his head in 

disgust, then spun around and ran quickly down the hallway, looking back and forth wildly as he 

felt Narrius‟s energy all around himself, feeling himself drawing closer and closer to him before 

he shoved a side door open and stepped out onto a large balcony that encircled the top of what 

looked like some sort of throne room. 

The balcony was empty, devoid of life except for the rack of silver bows and a few spare 

quivers of golden arrows: undoubtedly a place to protect the security of the monarch. The 

Drakkaren snarled, then jumped off the balcony to land in crouch on the marble floor of the 

massive hall below… and from behind him, he heard a slow clapping as Narrius said dryly: 

“Using the Naganatine as a shield… very low. But just what I‟d expect from you, Raves.” 

“She wasn‟t a shield.” Zerrex said coldly, standing up and turning around: surprisingly 

enough, away from the throne. Narrius was instead standing in a room behind a pair of golden 

double doors, looking down into some sort of strange glowing pool, the walls of it gold and 

covered in gemstones… and then he turned and walked slowly out of the room, the doors closing 

behind him as he looked darkly across at the reptile. “What are you doing here? Shouldn‟t you be 

in that pretty little triangle in Hell?” 

“Like that could hold me.” Narrius looked disgusted, waving a hand at the Drakkaren 

dismissively as he headed towards the huge golden throne, and Zerrex snarled, feeling like 

charging the Dragokkaren and cutting him in half… but knowing it was exactly what Narrius 

expected, instead forcing himself to slowly stride forwards, keeping pace with Narrius but letting 

him move ahead and walk up the small set of steps and sit down at the throne, the reptile looking 

back and forth at the marble pillars that lined the hall, then above to check and make sure there 

were no nasty surprises waiting. “But I‟m glad you came, Raves… after our last meeting, I‟ve 

decided that I may have underestimated you and your abilities… 

“You‟ve killed me… several times now.” Narrius rested back in the throne, tenting his 

fingers and smiling coldly as he looked over them at Zerrex, his eyes taking in the Drakkaren. 

“But in the end, that worked to my advantage: you see, the first time you killed me, the first thing 

I did was lay low in Hell and wait until I had an opportunity to… begin a far-more covert 



operation to take over the world than I‟m used to. But my test run of my obvious takeover of 

Hez‟Ranna and the world taught me that open domination seems to leave one with their head on 

the chopping block, so to speak… it‟s far easier and safer to remain in the background and make 

other puppets dance for you… not to mention endlessly entertaining.” 

Zerrex clenched his hands into fists, his corrupted limb glowing, and Narrius snorted in 

distaste, his eyes rolling slowly along Zerrex and sizing him up. “I discovered the Goddess, my 

original maker, in Hell… and this time it was the slave who became a Master. She was terrified 

of me and my power… and she bowed to me humbly, and we began a great scheme together. I 

infiltrated Heaven under a different name after she became High Princess, and she cloaked my 

movements while I dealt with God…” 

The reptile shook his head and leaned forwards, grinning darkly as he said coldly: 

“Except it looks like you fucked-up, oh dearest father of mine…” A pause as Narrius leaned 

forwards, grabbing the arms of his throne and narrowing his eyes dangerously. “Heaven caught 

on to your movements… and the Goddess and your false Az‟Iriel have both been destroyed. Hell 

hasn‟t been taken control of… and it looks like you‟re short a few good soldiers. You might have 

thrown Heaven into an uproar… you may have terrorized the planet… but I‟m here to stop you 

and kill you, and this time I‟ll make sure that you go all the way down to the Unworld…” 

“I‟ve been there, done that.” Narrius said coldly, then he slowly stood, the lights dimming 

as he scowled. “And I don‟t like your tone. You better change it, and fast, or I‟m going to have to 

do something to shut that stupid mouth of yours.” 

“Fuck you.” Zerrex replied defiantly, and then Narrius reached a hand out as Zerrex 

steadied himself, the Drakkaren snarling and saying darkly: “Enough of your rambling, you son 

of a bitch, let‟s get down to business and-” 

Narrius clenched his hand into a fist, and cracks spread through the reptile‟s scales before 

a blast of dark smoke tore out of the Drakkaren‟s body, dark energy crackling over him as 

Zerrex‟s eyes went dull and he fell to his knees, then to all fours, vomiting dark bile and blood as 

Narrius said patronizingly: “Idiot child… I know your energy signature by now… and it‟s no 

problem for me to use that against you in all manner of ways you can‟t even imagine, you little 

worthless piece of shit. Now shut the fuck up and listen.” 

Narrius strode slowly down the steps, walking around the reptile‟s vomit before he 

kicked him hard in the side, and the Drakkaren groaned, clutching his stomach as blood spread 

out from his scales, his body covered in pulsing, ugly wounds. Narrius smiled icily down at him, 

then stomped a foot down on his chest, holding him in place as Zerrex bucked and groaned in 

agony, his vision blurry as the Dragokkaren said softly: “Look at you, worthless and helpless to 

move… and here I thought you‟d be useful. But I gave you so many chances to cooperate with 

me… yet the only thing you did right was die.” 

The Dragokkaren stomped hard down on him, crushing his ribs slowly underfoot as 

Zerrex‟s eyes bulged and he let out another groan of agony, and Narrius laughed quietly, shaking 

his head slowly as he murmured: “Yet, of course, the only reason you went to the Sanctuary in 

the first place was because you were lured there… just as you were lured to Lunis, the test 

ground for my invasion army, led by that… pathetic freak I dredged out of the Unworld. The 

Princess promised me better, but somehow I wasn‟t surprised by how worthless he proved to be 

in the end… now listen closely Raves, because this is the important part. 

“It wasn‟t just about Hell, or the mortal plane…” Narrius looked away contemplatively, 

polishing his claws against his robes. “I could care far less about either… no… it was about you. 

About filling you with hatred… about making you give in to yourself and who you truly are.” 



Narrius reached down and grasped Zerrex‟s throat, then hauled him up to eye level, 

saying coldly: “You are my son and my heir… and you will begin to act like it, or I will rip you 

apart until not a single shred of your essence remains. I am God and your father, and my will be 

done, do you understand? I am ninety percent of who you are… the remaining ten percent being 

that bitch-whore mother of yours, Celestial, the slut you fucked when you were but a child.” 

Zerrex reached up and grasped Narrius‟s wrist tightly, and the Dragokkaren looked 

surprised before snarling in fury as Zerrex rasped: “I‟m me.” 

The Dragokkaren slammed the smaller reptile bad-temperedly down into the marble 

floor, shattering it and causing Zerrex‟s body to bounce and roll several times onto his 

stomach… and then Narrius threw a hard kick into his kidneys, Zerrex curling up with a groan of 

agony as he glared down at him furiously and whispered: “Fine. If that‟s how you feel, then I‟ll 

kill you and exterminate every single person you‟ve ever been in contact with to eliminate your 

name from history. And no one, not mommy or God, will save your now, Raves. Mommy is 

dead and God is banished and gone… and I will remake the world in my image!”  

Narrius‟s voice rose in a terrible roar as he spun around and strode slowly away, before 

he paused in midstep, slowly setting himself instead as his head lowered, glancing over his 

shoulder with disgust. He watched as Zerrex slowly forced himself to his feet, then he snarled as 

the Drakkaren reached back behind himself and grasped the hilt of his sword, asking harshly: 

“Don‟t you understand that it‟s worthless? Why must you always continue to struggle like the 

little cockroach you are, my son?” 

“Because sometimes I pull through.” The reptile winced then closed his eyes, Blackheart 

glowing blue behind him before the Drakkaren‟s eyes flashed open, wincing and gritting his 

teeth as his scales slowly healed, and Narrius snarled in distaste. “I put some energy aside in my 

sword just in case… the blade is like part of my body, after all…” 

“Stop talking shit!” Narrius roared, swinging an arm out before he rose his other hand, 

but this time Zerrex focused himself, and only his rocky arm hissed, a few pieces of brittle stone 

crumbling off it. Zerrex began to laugh quietly, and Narrius looked infuriated, clenching his hand 

into a fist as he shouted: “Don‟t laugh at me! I am the one who masterminded everything from 

your life to your death, Raves, who killed your dirty-whore mother and plunged all the planes 

into spirals of destruction-” 

“You overestimated your power.” Zerrex said clearly, pulling his huge blade off his back 

and grasping the hilt in both hands, his eyes glowing emerald as Narrius‟s own ruby eyes burned 

with hatred, blood running down his clenched fingers from the claws digging into his own palm. 

“The mortal plane was wrecked, sure… but we recovered. Hell was plunged into anarchy and 

war… but we saved it. And we‟ll save Heaven, too, and maybe even God.” 

“You can‟t save your precious toy God now.” Narrius said with disgust, and his eyes 

flicked towards the side-room Zerrex had been standing in earlier. Zerrex automatically glanced 

to the side… and immediately Narrius stepped forwards and shot a blade of dark energy at him 

with a vicious upwards swing, and Zerrex looked back in shock before he was blown off his feet, 

hitting the ground  and left alight in dark flames, skidding backwards some dozen feet into the 

stairs leading up to the throne as Narrius grinned coldly. “Always so pathetically-easy. Come on, 

Raves, get up… haven‟t you learned anything from that worthless shit Requiem? Oh that‟s right, 

he‟s been reduced to ashes.” 

Zerrex snarled furiously, stepping up to his feet and wiping at his burnt scales, knocking 

the dark flames off as his horns slowly pushed out of his head, whispering: “Don‟t talk about 

him… don‟t talk about him, you piece of shit…” 



“What are you going to do, kill me?” Narrius smiled coldly, spreading his arms and 

leaning his head forwards, saying softly: “Know your battlegrounds first, Zerrex. I‟m God. You 

can‟t kill God in Heaven… the most you can do is trick the idiot into taking on a physical form 

and suck his essence into a specially-prepared container.” 

The Drakkaren clenched his hands tightly into fists, and then he said coldly: “You aren‟t 

God… no one can replace Him in His own Heaven, even if He isn‟t as all-powerful or all-

knowing as everyone likes to believe…” 

Narrius tilted his head, then snorted and lowered his hands, flexing his fingers and licking 

his muzzle slowly. “Fine. I‟m just an Archangel… but the same wonderful little rule still applies 

to me, since I‟m at the highest of the fold. But aren‟t defense mechanisms fun… believing both 

that God can‟t be omnipotent but also that he can‟t be defeated in his home like every other king 

and chieftain and president I‟ve slain over my many long years…” 

Narrius slowly began to circle, and Zerrex moved with him, his sword raised high as the 

Dragokkaren said coldly: “You‟re a hypocrite. You‟re weak. You‟re pathetic. You‟re worthless. 

And I‟m going to enjoy ripping you to shreds, Raves… and then I‟ll add your essence to the soul 

well I‟ve been building, to make sure I have enough power to destroy that mortal world you hold 

so dear and precious, and that your family all dies and goes to a Hell I‟ve made… but I won‟t 

even have to go down to Hell to kill all the people important to you, will I? See, I was betting on 

that, too, when I had Francis go down to get a test-group to see how my corrupt angels did 

against them. I knew you would be jumping at an opportunity to come along, and would likely 

bring along your silly little friends and family… but even High Princess Lily, your darling wife, 

isn‟t that right? She‟ll be incredibly useful to me herself, as a new level of Breeding Queen, just 

like your slut Cherry was…” 

“Shut up!” Zerrex charged forwards, snarling furiously and moving blindly in rage… and 

Narrius grinned viciously before slapping the sword away as Zerrex chopped it down, and then 

he grabbed the Drakkaren‟s throat, hefting him into the air. Zerrex turned his twisted hand into 

an axe-blade a moment later, raising it high… but Narrius hurled him backwards into a pillar 

with a face of disgust. 

Zerrex collided heavily with it, falling to the ground in a kneel as his sword skittered 

away from him… and Narrius held out a hand, the blade flying to it before he approached with 

the huge weapon, saying disgustedly: “Same old Raves. Fighting with your emotions, never 

staying calm for a single moment…” 

The reptile climbed up to his feet, and the Dragokkaren swung hard to the side with the 

weapon as he came within striking distance, Zerrex pushing back against the pillar and wincing 

as the tip of the blade tore a thin line through his stomach before Narrius slashed viciously in 

from the other side with a grunt, and the sword tore into the thick marble pillar behind him like it 

was butter as Zerrex rose his stony arm, grasping his rocky wrist and cursing as Blackheart 

chopped into it, the blade screaming against his limb. 

Narrius‟s fist shot out, striking him hard in the gut, and Zerrex gasped for breath before 

the Dragokkaren snapped him under the jawline with the pommel of his sword to knock his 

muzzle skywards, the red-scaled creature drawing his hand back to prepare a lethal claw to his 

son‟s throat. Zerrex immediately pushed himself back against the pillar and rose both legs, 

however, slamming both feet into Narrius‟s stomach and sending him flying across the room.  

The Dragokkaren managed to keep his balance with a snarl, his feet skidding loudly 

instead against the marble floor before he charged with a furious look to the Drakkaren, raising 

Blackheart above his head in one hand. He chopped viciously downwards in a halving slice, and 



Zerrex slipped just out of the way of the awkward attack, Blackheart crashing into the ground in 

front of him and giving the reptile the opening he was looking for. 

He ran up the edge of the blade, then snagged Narrius by the throat with his flesh-and-

blood hand, the Dragokkaren looking horrified before Zerrex dived forwards and landed in 

crouch with his free hand out, the other slamming Narrius‟s head and back down into the ground. 

Blackheart flew through the air as Narrius clutched at Zerrex‟s wrist, but the reptile ignored the 

pain as he roared and charged, shoving the Dragokkaren into the floor hard enough to send 

cracks through the ground and chips of stone shooting up as he dragged him across the area. 

He straightened as he reached the other side of the room, slamming Narrius‟s back into a 

pillar with enough force to shatter the entire length of the thick, enormous stone column, 

Zerrex‟s other hand drawing back at the same time as it became a thick, long metal blade… and 

Narrius stared in shock before coughing blood as Zerrex slammed his stony arm-sword forwards 

and through Narrius‟s chest, tearing through his heart as he snarled into his eyes, emerald glaring 

into ruby… and then the Dragokkaren‟s burned with raw hatred before he slammed a hand up 

into Zerrex‟s chest, sending him flying backwards as a shockwave of dark energy spread through 

the air. 

The reptile landed awkwardly on his ass, then twisted backwards to half-bounce, half-roll 

over the ground several times before he managed to slam all fours down into the floor, his arm-

blade digging deep into the ground. It melted slowly back down into a clawed hand as Narrius 

strode away from the pillar, bleeding from the wound in his chest for a moment before it healed 

with terrible swiftness, even his clothing patching itself together as he snarled: “You can‟t kill 

me Raves! Heaven itself protects me!” 

“I can try.” Zerrex muttered, glancing to the right and quickly strafing over to pick up his 

sword. He spun it back and forth to either side of his body, then set himself in a stance as his 

eyes glowed, saying clearly: “You aren‟t an angel or a demon or a god, Narrius… you‟re a 

monster. Even if I don‟t kill you, someone else will.” 

“It‟s been my experienced that the monsters usually stay on top.” Narrius replied acidly, 

and then the Dragokkaren charged forwards before throwing a wave of dark fire towards Zerrex, 

but he looked up in surprise as the Drakkaren leapt over the wall of dark flames and chopped 

down in a halving slice towards him- 

Narrius shot his hand out, and a mess of large spikes of dark energy appeared in the air 

around the Drakkaren before shooting through his body, Zerrex‟s form convulsing before he fell 

limply, and the Dragokkaren grinned savagely as he cocked back his leg before slamming it into 

the smaller reptile as he fell past him, sending him flying across the room to crash through the 

golden throne, chunks of metal flying in all directions as Narrius laughed and taunted: “What‟s 

wrong, Raves? Have you lost the will to fight all of a sudden? You‟re more pathetic than I 

remember… and far messier, too! Only an idiot tries a frontal attack like that!” 

There was no sound from behind the wreckage of the throne, and Narrius gave it a 

distasteful look before the remnants of the metal chair shot at him with violent force. The 

Dragokkaren snarled and struck a hand out, knocking it away as it flew through the air… and his 

eyes bulged as he saw a sphere of blue energy following this a moment before it crashed into his 

chest. 

The massive blue blast sent him flying backwards to crash into the damaged pillar behind 

him, and the huge stone structure fell inwards, collapsing on top of the Dragokkaren as a bloody 

Zerrex walked slowly forwards, shouting coldly in return: “And you just got your ass kicked by 



one of the oldest gambits in the book! Maybe you‟re the one with too much faith in these stupid 

magical powers everyone has!” 

Narrius shoved himself out of the stone wreckage, snarling furiously and bleeding from a 

large gash in his skull, before it visibly closed and healed… but Zerrex‟s sharp eyes focused on a 

slash in his hand as Narrius wiped blood from his face. It was closing far-slower than the other 

wounds had… and that meant the Dragokkaren was hopefully starting to lose power… because 

we can‟t keep this up all day. I can survive maybe one or two otherwise-lethal strikes… but after 

that, I‟ll be killed. “Zerrex, I‟m going to tear your body limb-from-limb…” 

Before the reptile could respond, Narrius punched the ground hard, sending a jet of dark 

spikes through the cement floor towards the Drakkaren, and Zerrex quickly ran to the side before 

going into a slide on instinct, and another cluster of dark spikes appeared in the air above his 

head. The reptile rolled and winced as he saw Narrius in mid-charge, and then the Dragokkaren 

swung a foot out to attempt to punt him in the stomach. 

Zerrex brought Blackheart out to his side, and Narrius‟s foot collided with the flat, only 

succeeding in knocking the Drakkaren skidding across the ground as the Dragokkaren staggered 

backwards with a curse. The reptile immediately rolled to the side, shoving off the ground with 

his hands to land neatly on his feet as he rose his sword in front of himself, and he intercepted a 

pounce forwards from Narrius with a hard, straight cut. 

Narrius seized the blade in both hands and tore it out of Zerrex‟s grip, then he bashed 

Zerrex hard in the muzzle with the pommel, sending him staggering backwards with a cry of 

pain as one of his teeth flew out of his mouth. The reptile snarled and forced himself through the 

agony as he saw Narrius switch his grip and prepare a hard swing, and he reached out as the 

Dragokkaren swung, catching the blade in his rocky hand and spinning around to tear it from 

Narrius‟s hands before slamming him across the face with the handle of the huge blade in return. 

Narrius half-spun as blood splattered over the floor, then one of his hands reached up just 

above his tail and snagged the handle of the weapon behind his back, before he tore it out of 

Zerrex‟s grip with a screech of metal against stone. He spun the sword in front of himself as he 

turned back around with a snarl of fury, stabbing towards the Drakkaren… but Zerrex ducked 

before angling a kick hard upwards into Narrius‟s crotch. 

The Dragokkaren staggered again with a grunt and a wince, then he roared in fury as 

Zerrex swept his legs out from beneath him, sending him crashing down onto his back with a 

grunt. Immediately, Zerrex leapt on top of him and swung a hammer-fist straight down into 

Narrius‟s muzzle with his rocky hand, but the Dragokkaren swung a knee into Zerrex‟s lower 

spine before catching him with both hands and throwing him backwards with an added blast of 

dark energy. 

Zerrex cursed as he caught on fire, rolling several times to put it out as Narrius slowly got 

to his feet, the two panting hard… and a moment later the roof above shattered as Lord dropped 

in, the twenty-foot Archangel snarling and holding a massive, bright gold sword wreathed with 

yellow flames. The grand weapon was almost as large as Lord was, and made the Drakkaren 

shrink back impulsively as Narrius snarled, before the reptile stepped forwards and shouted: 

“This is my fight, he-” 

Narrius turned to him and blasted him with a wave of dark energy, sending him hurtling 

backwards, and Zerrex crashed to the ground before rolling several times as Lord said clearly: 

“Whoever you are, there‟s no need for this… this is all senseless violence! I order you to halt this 

at once, or I‟ll be forced to kill you.” 



“Try it.” Narrius said coldly, and Lord immediately shot forwards, Narrius swinging out 

his hands and repelling a strike of the golden sword as he drove Lord back with a volley of claws 

and vicious attacks. Zerrex, meanwhile, shook his head stupidly and climbed groggily to his feet 

before he snarled and ran forwards… but Narrius, sensing the danger, immediately clawed a 

deep rip through Lord‟s chest before knocking him backwards with a palm strike, and then he 

turned to Zerrex and flicked a wrist, spikes of darkness appearing in midair through the 

Drakkaren‟s body and solidifying, trapping him in place as the lizard gurgled weakly. 

Lord performed a reverse handspring to regain his balace… and Narrius rose his other 

hand, sending another set of dark spikes hurling down from above the Archangel, pinning him to 

the floor. Lord snarled and tore free, however, and Narrius smiled coldly before he pulled a small 

golden puzzle box out of his pocket, asking coldly: “Isn‟t this what you really want, Lord? 

Arodnap‟s Box, That Which Contains All Good. One of the Forbidden Arts of Hell… and your 

precious God is sealed inside. But should the box ever fall into the wrong hands or be destroyed, 

He too will die…” A pause as he glanced at the golden double doors at the side of the room, and 

they exploded open in a blast of dark flame, before Narrius tossed the golden box through them 

and into the strange pool in the center of the area, the Dragokkaren shouting: “Run, Archangel! 

Save your toy God if you can!” 

Zerrex twisted back and forth, ripping free from the spines of dark energy as they 

shattered, and then he snarled as Narrius turned and fled through another pair of double doors, as 

Lord ran quickly across the ground, before skidding to a halt and shouting: “Zerrex, we need to 

free God, it-” 

“It doesn‟t matter, Narrius has to die! It‟s a trap!” Zerrex shouted furiously at Lord, then 

he spun away as the Archangel winced and paused in the middle of battle, Zerrex growling and 

turning to charge after his father. Narrius never flees… and I‟ve never known him to be afraid of 

anything. Lord is obviously incredibly-powerful, but he‟s foolish… 

A pause and a glance over his shoulder confirmed that Lord had gone into the room to try 

and fish the box out of the well… and Zerrex turned down a corner to see Narrius tear his way 

through several of his own guards, knocking them flying out of the way like dominos before 

ramming through the set of red double doors they had been guarding. Zerrex followed, and then 

he skidded to a halt, watching Narrius leap from catwalk-to-catwalk over a mess of rotating gears 

and terrible, floating discs that could only be Lucifer‟s Eyes. This room… it‟s a factory, a 

production line…  

Zerrex looked back and forth, then he glanced up and caught sight of a claw hanging 

from a chain, attached to a floating platform. Massive, spiked gears ground all throughout the 

room, and strange pistons and other systems moved up and down as demons patrolled the 

catwalks below, and the reptile didn‟t want to estimate how long or wide the hall was… or what 

would lay below, as his eyes set on several massive plasma batteries like the ones that Tellis had 

been producing. Narrius, by now, however, had reached the other side, and Zerrex watched as he 

vanished through a pair of heavy armored doors… and the Drakkaren cursed before he holstered 

Blackheart against the magnetic holder on his back and leapt into the air, catching the claw with 

his own stony one. 

The floating platform above didn‟t burst into life, and the reptile looked sour for a 

moment before letting go of the claw, falling through the air before he created his angelic wings 

and shot forwards, as soldiers and engineer angels shouted and picked up both crossbows and 

rifles, shooting at him as he flew past their heads through the air. The reptile snapped back and 

forth, easily evading their fire before some wit picked up a grenade launcher and fired several 



rounds at him… all of them missing and instead plummeting below to explode against the 

sensitive machinery, setting off some sort of alarm. 

Zerrex dived down towards the other side of the room, his wings vanishing even as his 

other demonic characteristics began to emerge at the sensation of terrible dark energy… and he 

snarled before hammering the open button beside the heavy doors, and they growled before 

slowly pulling apart. The Drakkaren slid between them at the first opportunity, and then he 

cursed as he ran down a long, narrow hallway of black metal plating and long white neon bars, 

Narrius nowhere in sight… but the reptile could feel his presence not far away.  

He turned a corner, then ran down towards a heavy shutter at the end of the hall, skidding 

to a halt in front of it and hitting the open button beside it… and it immediately retracted with a 

ding, allowing Zerrex to push through the golden door beyond. The moment he was through, the 

shutter fell… and Zerrex stared at Narrius‟s back, the Dragokkaren standing out at the edge of a 

cliff. 

They were standing in a small courtyard high above another city section of Heaven, 

golden stone tiles underfoot and the walls of the palace to their back and sides, some green grass 

at the corners of the yard in quaint little gardens. The sky above was beautiful blue, and three 

pairs of pillars formed an upside-down V as they drew slowly together, each pillar in turn on 

either side growing steadily larger. The lowest pillars were only a squat ten feet tall… but the 

highest at least doubled this, all of them made of white stone with golden tops. It reminded 

Zerrex of an organ somehow… and then he stepped forwards, drawing Blackheart off his back as 

he said quietly: “It‟s over, Narrius. This is the end for you.” 

“Look at them all down there.” Narrius said coldly, ignoring the Drakkaren‟s words 

entirely as he laced his hands together behind his back… and Zerrex narrowed his eyes as the 

Dragokkaren glanced over his shoulder with a cruel smile. The courtyard ended abruptly at a set 

of steep and extremely tall-cliffs, from what Zerrex could see, from how tiny the buildings 

looked in massive city in the distance; yet he could still see and hear explosions, and screams 

from below. “Nothing but sheep or cows or some other unevolved, inferior species… nothing but 

victims, ripe for the plucking. Heaven is weak and soft, filled with fools who believe they 

deserve eternal peace… and Hell was arrogant and easy to deceive and corrupt. The mortal plane 

itself is the worst of all, taking in both aspects of these planes… and God Himself was a 

peaceful, „loving‟ fool who was easy to manipulate and destroy.  

“Lucifer and Lord are confused and lost, and Lord won‟t escape opening that box, like 

the idiot he is… although I already disposed of God and Arodnap‟s Box long ago.” Narrius said 

absently, turning slowly around to face Zerrex, his eyes cold. “He‟ll be consumed by the secret 

evil inside Pandora‟s Box and be destroyed… and Lucifer I‟ll exterminate later. For now… I‟ll 

be content with killing you. 

“It‟s too bad it had to end like this, Raves…” Narrius reached his hands out and smiled 

coldly… and Zerrex winced and steadied himself against the raw feeling of wrongness and evil 

emanating from the Dragokkaren as he hunched forwards slightly, his eyes turning a glowing, 

terrible crimson as he rasped: “Die… die like all else who dare to face me…” 

Dark fire burst into life over Narrius‟s body, then turned into something thick and almost 

jellylike, black lightning flickering over his form every so often as his body went from tall and 

well-built to hunched, his arms thickening outwards slightly from their athletic musculature as he 

leaned forwards, his fingers curling into terrible claws as he growled and snarled like the animal 

he was at heart, his teeth shining white against the dark energy that coated his entire form. Then 



he threw back his head and laughed, his eyes burning crimson before he roared: “I have the 

ultimate power!” 

He fell to all fours and charged forwards, and Zerrex leapt backwards in fear, his eyes 

bulging in horror as dread wrapped around him, emanating off the fiendish beast his father had 

become. He remembered all the bad things that had happened to him, and he remembered the 

battle in Paradise, when this terrible thing had first chased him through the floating fortress as it 

had fallen from the air… and Zerrex let out an inarticulate yell as Narrius pounced at him, 

swinging Blackheart out as the blade glowed white. 

It chopped into Narrius‟s shoulder and smashed him down into the ground, and he 

screamed and drew quickly back. Zerrex forged forwards immediately, using his own terror to 

feed him despite bordering on the edge of panic, windmilling his blade back and forth in quick 

arcs to push Narrius away before the Drakkaren jumped backwards himself, keeping a fair 

distance between himself and the beast. Then Narrius stood back upwards, creating spheres of 

dark energy in either hand before he threw both towards Zerrex. 

The reptile didn‟t dare to touch either of them: they looked only like dark energy, but 

they felt more like the terrible essence that had coated that Unworld Being that had been 

manipulating Az‟Iriel‟s armor, and the same stuff that now coated Narrius‟s form. Instead, he 

slid to the side and retaliated with a hard outwards swing of Blackheart, moving on instinct and 

not even realizing what he was doing before the white blade released a thin wave of energy that 

shot into Narrius and knocked him sprawling. The ivory energy twisted over his body like 

lightning, and Narrius howled and convulsed on his back against the tiled ground before leaping 

up to all fours with a twist of his body… and Zerrex followed up with a sphere of blue energy as 

he shifted Blackheart to his claw hand. 

It crashed into Narrius‟s face as he straightened, then exploded, and the monster‟s body 

fell forwards, his ass still in the air as he trembled violently, his head hanging limply as if his 

neck was broken… and Zerrex dared to hope for a moment that it really was before Narrius leapt 

up to his feet and howled a long, strangled note, his arms out at his sides as waves of terrible 

force washed over the Drakkaren and sent him slowly skidding backwards with a snarl. His body 

trembled as he fought to stay on his feet, and then he stumbled as Narrius slumped forwards. 

The reptile straightened, and the Dragokkaren swung a hand upwards as his own body 

stood tall, sending out a curtain of dark lightning that ripped up out of the ground. Zerrex 

snarled, then twisted his body to the side, slipping through  a narrow crack between two jagged 

lines of nightmare electricity. Narrius, however, took the opportunity to charge, and one of his 

claws slashed out and ripped into his son‟s lower back as he snarled viciously, and Zerrex 

screamed, staggering forwards as Narrius‟s claws tickled against his spine. 

A moment later, the Dragokkaren‟s jaws shot forwards, snapping around Zerrex‟s side 

and ripping a deep bite into his kidney as his other hand reached up to snag the reptile‟s chest 

firmly, and Zerrex shrieked in pain and terror as every bad feeling he‟d ever had in his life 

weighed down on him at once. He panicked, dropping his sword to push violently at Narrius, 

dark flames bursting up from his hands just at contacting with the body of the terrible 

Dragokkaren, and Narrius snarled before attempting to readjust his jaws, and Zerrex shoved hard 

backwards the moment he felt a loosening. 

Narrius‟s jaws clamped downward and tore a large chunk out of Zerrex‟s side as his 

claws tore along the reptile‟s body, but then he fell free forwards, and the reptile kicked him hard 

under the jaw before stomping down on his head, knocking Narrius to the ground with a yelp as 

the Drakkaren began to kick him again and again in the skull, screaming as he flailed at the dark 



energy burning over his body at the same time. Narrius leapt backwards after a few moments of 

this, then he settled himself into a pounce position, but as he leapt forwards, Zerrex swung his 

rocky hand out, and the clawed hand simply grew to more than double its size, snagging Narrius 

in its grip before Zerrex stepped forwards and slammed him down as hard as he could into the 

ground. 

The monster screeched in agony, and Zerrex began to squeeze hard, even as he felt his 

clawed, corrupted arm melting… but then Narrius ripped upwards through his fingers, knocking 

two of them off before he jumped forwards and snapped his jaws around Zerrex‟s bicep, twisting 

and yanking as his teeth tore through the solid stone and metal, and dark fire burst up around the 

corrupt limb before it exploded into shards as Narrius tore past Zerrex, jumping off a middle 

pillar before leaping across to the top pillar on the other side, standing on top of it and crunching 

the remaining chunks of stony, metallic bicep in his jaws as he grinned cruelly.  

Zerrex fell to his knees, the stump of his rocky arm bleeding an ugly black gunk for a few 

moments before he gripped his bloody side in his other hand, and he cursed weakly, 

disbelievingly as he felt his kidney in his hand. It wasn‟t that he didn‟t think this couldn‟t 

happen… it was that Narrius was simply too powerful, too insanely-strong… and a moment later 

the twisted creature leapt down from the pillar and landed in a crouch, growling and panting 

hungrily, walking forwards on all fours  as it licked its muzzle slowly. Its eyes burned red, and 

Zerrex snarled, looking back and forth helplessly for Blackheart before he narrowed his eyes and 

concentrated as hard as he could, his left hand trembling violently as a blade of energy formed, 

before he slowly refined and focused it as best he could, until it became a sword of white energy, 

held with the point towards the ground… and he stayed as calm as he could, trying to focus 

himself before Narrius leapt straight at his face, roaring as he dived in for the kill.  

Zerrex sidestepped and swung the blade forwards as he stepped towards Narrius, yelling 

inarticulately… and a moment later it was drowned out by Narrius‟s screams as the white blade 

tore through his ribcage, cutting through his upper torso before emerging out his back… and the 

monster flailed in midair even as he fell, his feet catching Zerrex‟s face and chest and sending 

him crashing to the ground, the blade of energy vanishing as the reptile slowly began to push 

himself upwards. He coughed blood, then looked over his shoulder at the monster burning with 

dark fire, laying prone on its side… before he forced himself up to a crouch with a groan as 

Narrius climbed to all fours, shaking his head and panting raggedly despite the black acid he left 

bubbling on the ground, his evil blood pouring out of the wound in his side before the dark 

energy patched itself together… but red pulsed over the body of the terrible Dragokkaren as he 

slowly forced himself back to his feet. 

His eyes glowed crimson as he looked down at Zerrex, and then he slowly limped to the 

side, snarling angrily. “This is pointless… you cannot win. I heal faster, I am stronger, I‟ve taken 

away all your best weapons…” He paused as he glanced across at Blackheart, and he whispered: 

“And even your precious sword can barely touch me. You have lost, Zerrex… and now I‟ll kill 

you without further ado.” 

He slowly faced the reptile with a cruel grin, standing with the cliffs behind him… and 

Zerrex kept his eyes on Narrius‟s, determined to show no fear before he blinked as he saw a 

strange speck in the sky high above, the shape getting larger and larger as Narrius frowned a bit 

before saying disgustedly: “Raves, the same technique I used on you earlier won‟t-” 

A half-wolf, half-Dragokkaren dropped out of the sky like a stone, stabbing a massive 

sword through Narrius‟s back and driving him to the ground, pinning him in place as he shouted 



angrily in a raw voice: “I won‟t be your pawn any longer, vermin! You, give me a hand, I can‟t 

hold him by myself!” 

Zerrex looked up in shock, and then he heard a loud crash and explosion from behind 

him, wincing and covering his face as several rocks flew by before a massive shape shot past his 

head, and Lord buried his own blade in Narrius‟s back, the Dragokkaren squealing and 

screaming as he spasmed against the ground, cracks and dark fire ripping outwards around him 

through the earth as Lord replied with a grin: “Don‟t push the poor bastard, Lucifer, take a look 

at him! We can take it from here, can‟t we?” 

Lucifer grunted… and then Narrius bucked and roared, and the two Archangels winced 

backwards as their swords were forced upwards, and Lord grunted a curse under his breath 

before he stared in shock as Zerrex buried Blackheart through the center of Narrius‟s spine with 

one hand a moment later, and the Drakkaren said raggedly: “This is my fight, I won‟t let you two 

steal my kill! Send him way downstairs, past the sewers… send him to the Unworld, not to Hell! 

And send me with him if you have to, goddammit!” 

Narrius bucked, and the three large swords buried through him jerked upwards as Lord 

winced, looking like he wanted to argue… but Lucifer snarled: “There‟s no time! Lord, we don‟t 

have a choice, it‟s the only way to get rid of him… you, hold him in place and try to back off at 

the last moment, but don‟t wait too long or you‟ll get sucked down there too! Lord, now!” 

The Archangels nodded to each other, then both leapt away to either side, raising a hand 

and beginning a chant as the ground beneath them trembled, Narrius screaming and howling as 

Zerrex winced and concentrated, Blackheart glowing white as he shoved it down as far as he 

could through the creature… but somehow Narrius was rejecting the blades, his body twisting 

and bucking, ripping here and there before dark spikes shot out of the earth around his body, 

only to quickly settle back into the ground and vanish… and then the ground around the two 

distorted, twisting into a terrible maelstrom as tiles rose up  and shattered, and Narrius screamed 

as he began to slowly sink down into it. 

Zerrex held him tightly down, barely wincing as Lucifer‟s sword tore out of the 

Dragokkaren and shot up into the air, ripping a gash down his muzzle… and a moment later, 

dark energy rushed over Lord‟s blade and it shot high into the air like a rocket, leaving only 

Blackheart buried inside Narrius. Even as the Dragokkaren‟s arms and legs were consumed, his 

tail snapped back and forth and his back still arched, despite the terrible hands reaching up 

through the vortex to claw into the monstrosity‟s body… but Zerrex could still see the darkness 

slowly pulsing stronger and stronger through the glowing ivory energy of his sword… before 

there was a sudden rumble beneath him, and Narrius‟s body was pulled into the maelstrom with 

a last howl from the entity. 

Zerrex‟s legs were dragged down with him… and then Lord held up his hands and added 

a quick incantation, and Zerrex was blown out of the maelstrom, thick translucent gunk flying 

into the air as he flew backwards and crashed down beside Lucifer, Blackheart flying past him 

and then toppling over the cliffs to fall far below. The Drakkaren groaned… and he blinked 

stupidly a few times before looking up at the enormous, stony-faced half-wolf, half-reptile 

dressed in a long, flowing robe, but he didn‟t have the energy to speak. 

Lord walked around the distortion in reality a moment later, kneeling with a sigh and a 

grin as he reached down and put a hand over Zerrex‟s wounded side, and the reptile felt his body 

healing and his energy beginning to return as the huge, purple-scaled reptile said amiably: 

“Damn, but you did good there, Zerrex. I was amazed that you could hold your own against 

him… sorry I ran off on you, but I had to make sure that the box didn‟t really have God inside 



it…” A pause as he looked down with a sigh, murmuring: “We‟re in serious trouble without His 

guidance…” 

Lucifer only grunted, crossing his arms, and the Drakkaren glanced up at him, at the 

distinct split between his features. His right side a grey wolf, his left size a Dragokkaren, right 

down to the one ear he had and the half of a lupine‟s nose, and his left visibly bulkier in terms of 

muscle and size than his right… it was as if two different beings had been lazily squished 

together. Lucifer only looked back at him distastefully for a few moments, then he finally 

relaxed a bit and nodded, his features untensing as he muttered: “We do all the administrative 

work anyway… but good work… Zerrex, right? I‟m glad you survived.” 

Zerrex nodded and sat up, rubbing at the stump of his broken arm… and he sighed as he 

stood up and groaned, his stump growing and pulsing as plates of metal and stone formed and it 

slowly but steadily regrew, until his hand flexed slowly and weakly at the end. It was thin and 

skeletal, weak right now, with no light pulsing through it… but he could at least move it a little 

bit. He glanced over to the other Archangels, to at least thank them… and then a massive claw 

tore through the distortion in the ground and wrapped around him, seizing him in its grip and 

burning the reptile‟s body as the others stared in horror before Zerrex was torn through the rift, 

and it vanished in a burst of dark lightning that slammed both of the angelic beings backwards 

off their feet. 

The reptile was torn down through a terrible, nightmarish haze… and then a moment later 

he felt himself thrown, the claw marks from the terrible hand burned visibly into his chest as his 

back crashed down into terrible, rocky earth, bouncing backwards several times before he 

sprawled on all fours… and he stared up at a nightmare, twisted cavern-roof sky above. 

He sat up slowly, and everything was dark but still clearly visible; all he could hear were 

screams and moans. The entire world was a desolate wasteland, a terrifying place that was 

already literally eating at his body, as he felt his energy beginning to dwindle, before Zerrex 

slowly climbed to his feet and looked up as Narrius strode slowly forwards. 

He was coated with burning black energy that was even more vibrant in this twisted 

world, and he had grown even more massive, standing at least triple the size of the Drakkaren. 

His body had become emacatiated and gaunt, however, and his legs were only a pair of twisted 

sticks beneath him as too-long arms ending in massive claws swung by his sides. Drool dripped 

from his maw as he leaned down, eyes nothing more than glowing red light filled with terrible 

intellect as he roared, the force of sound driving Zerrex backwards before he howled: “This is 

useless! I escaped from here before… I can do it again!” 

He threw his arms out, then leapt forwards and slashed a claw towards Zerrex, but the 

reptile forced himself to dive out of the way, landing awkwardly on his side with a groan of pain 

before he scrambled up to his feet. Narrius turned towards him with a twisted grin, reaching 

down and easily snatching Zerrex up in both hands, and dark lighting and fire twisted over the 

reptile‟s body as he screamed in the grip of the giant, Narrius rasping: “But first I‟m going to rip 

you apart… first I‟m going to eat you alive, Zerrex, and-” 

“Darling…” said a soft voice, and Narrius turned slowly around, the red light in his eyes 

dimming some before he stared in shock at Celestial, as she floated forwards through the air, her 

hands clasped together in front of her and a smile on her face… but her features were cold and 

her eyes burned with terrible crimson light. Narrius snarled as he threw Zerrex straight down into 

the ground, turning towards her, and her smile turned into a scowl. “You can‟t get along with 

him for two minutes, can you? The first time I see you in countless years and here you are, 

treating him miserably again…” 



“Shut up, you were never anything but a worthless whore, anyway!” Narrius spat, 

stepping menacingly towards her… but her features only grew darker before he grinned and 

turned around, raising a massive foot to crush Zerrex as he added viciously: “You couldn‟t even 

give me a son of any use to me, just a little weak worthless piece of shit slut like yourself!” 

His foot came down… and then it was suddenly dragged backwards as manacles of white 

energy locked around his legs, then slammed into place around his arms. He howled in surprise 

and pain, and a final collar of white energy slammed into place around his neck, chains leading 

down to one long leash that Celestial held in her hand as her eyes pulsed with red light, and she 

said furiously: “Someone needs to teach you a lesson, Ifret, and I‟ve been waiting a long time for 

a reason to do it!” 

Narrius clawed at his collar… and then Celestial turned around and twisted the chain over 

her shoulder, lifting Narrius off the ground and flipping him over in midair before slamming him 

flat into the rocks behind herself, and his body bounced as he let out a roar of pain before 

screaming as Celestial dropped the chain, the binding still staying in place as she shoved both 

hands out and sent a massive jolt of white electricity shooting over his body, shouting angrily as 

her hands turned into ivory claws: “You‟re the weak shit here, Narrius! And I may be a slut, but 

look at me now! Look at what this weak slut is doing to you, the great tyrant, the big male of the 

house, the idiot who tried to throw the universe into chaos!” 

She sailed down as Zerrex watched in shock, and as Narrius rolled onto his back, she 

ripped massive red gashes in his chest, the Dragokkaren screaming and howling before Celestial 

grabbed his shoulders and slammed him down into the ground, his limbs sprawling out as he 

looked up at her in horror, her eyes turning completely crimson as she licked her muzzle slowly, 

her skull plate forming as she whispered hungrily: “But at the end of the day… I just want you to 

give me a nice, big kiss…” 

Her muzzle lowered to his and locked with it, and Narrius howled and twisted back and 

forth, his body spasming wildly as his energy was torn out of his body, turning into a dark mist 

that washed over Celestial until she tore her jaws back with a long inhale, laughing wildly as she 

picked Narrius‟s weak, remaining husk up and tossed him high into the air, before she spun 

around and slapped him away like a toy, the Dragokkaren crashing to the ground beside Zerrex 

and falling flat on his back, his eyes staring dully at the Drakkaren, his body still burning with 

dark energy but shrunken and only a few feet larger than the reptile‟s own now, as Celestial 

floated over menacingly, breathing hard and growling… and then she paused and smiled at 

Zerrex almost lovingly as the Drakkaren stared up at her in terror, before the skull and bone plate 

over her head faded out of existence and her claws turned back into hands as she created a portal, 

her eyes turning emerald once more as she said softly: “Come, Zerrex… let‟s go home.” 

That scared the reptile… but between her Rift and the Unworld that was slowly sapping 

his energies, he had little choice. The Drakkaren nodded weakly and climbed to his feet, and 

Celestial dropped down to give him a quick hug and a kiss on the cheek before absently picking 

up Narrius‟s weakened body like it weighed nothing, throwing it over her shoulder and adding in 

a husky voice: “And I know just what we can do while we wait for your father to recuperate…” 

Zerrex winced, but he nodded again and she seemed content with this as she floated past 

him into the Rift… and the reptile followed a moment later, making a face as several Unworld 

beings stumbled and crawled towards them with terrible moans of hunger. The portal closed the 

moment he was through, and Zerrex watched as the walls of the hall he‟d stepped into turned 

from stone and metal into ugly, sick flesh… but he followed Celestial nonetheless, only praying 

things would go quickly. 



She dropped Narrius in an empty, cube-shaped room, and then beckoned to Zerrex to 

follow… and in the next room, she created a large, oak bed, smiling lovingly to him as she 

discarded her robe, her eyes turning red as she breathed hard. She was hot and passionate, and 

she kissed him over and over, rubbing her hands over his body and for a change, doing 

everything she could to please him as he took her quick and hard… and she seemed delighted as 

they lay together afterwards, the reptile‟s naked body on top of hers, Celestial closing her eyes as 

she held him close… and yet something felt different. She felt strange, as if her insides were 

moving against him… but she only smiled tenderly at him, and he tried to push his negative 

thoughts out of his mind before an angry howl sounded from the room beyond. 

“Your father is awake.” Celestial said absently, and she climbed to her feet, slipping off 

the bed as Zerrex made a face and slid his own clothes on. She picked up her robe, throwing it 

back over her body as she looked at Zerrex and said sternly: “We are a family again now, and 

you will be civil to him, and he will be civil to you, is this understood? You‟ll call him father, as 

you call me mother… we‟re together again, and that‟s the only thing that matters.” 

“Yes… mother.” Zerrex said carefully, knowing by now that it was best to play along 

with Celestial‟s lunacy, no matter what she demanded. It would be hard… but he also knew that 

it wouldn‟t be long before Narrius pissed her off, and the idea of seeing that sight made him 

smile sickly. Then again, maybe this is a good thing after all… after all, she seems to be able to 

control him well enough, which is terrifying by itself…  

He followed her back into the cubical room, and Celestial made a couch rip out of the 

fleshy wall across from where Narrius was chained, as he snarled and fought hard to pull out of 

his shackles… and Celestial primly crossed her legs as she sat down on it, looking unconcerned 

and smiling oddly as she patted the couch beside her. Zerrex sat down, and Narrius grinned 

before rasping: “So, you‟re just the whore‟s slave, huh? That makes sense… I heard you two 

fucking and I can smell it, too, and I‟m not surprised-” 

“Now don‟t be rude, honey.” Celestial said sternly, raising a hand and waving a finger at 

him, and Narrius tore at his manacles, hissing and growling at her as his eyes glowed red, the 

black energy still twisting over his body… and Zerrex wondered if he had entirely been 

consumed by his own power and animal rage. “Can I get you anything, darling? Perhaps 

something to drink, or something comfortable to sit on?” 

Zerrex didn‟t bother to hide his darkly-amused smile as Narrius‟s eyes burned with rage, 

and he struggled to do something, anything… but somehow his ability to control dark energy 

was blocked, and his strength was barely enough to strain the chains holding him. After a few 

moments, he roared like an animal, saliva flying across the room, and Celestial looked disgusted 

before glancing at Zerrex and saying coldly: “I‟m going to give you two a few moments to talk 

and resolve your differences. I recommend you calm down, Narrius… and neither of you should 

try anything stupid, because I‟ll know. Is this understood?” 

“Yes, mother.” Zerrex said, forcing as loving a voice as he could, and Celestial positively 

beamed as Narrius bit at the air and howled, straining to attack her in any way he could. She only 

sighed at his reaction, then turned and walked through the door closest, and Zerrex waited a few 

moments before getting up off the couch and approaching the chained-down monstrosity, 

Narrius howling and roaring as the Drakkaren said calmly: “This is all your own doing, you 

know.” 

“Shut the fuck up!” Narrius snarled, but he failed to induce any terror in Zerrex now: 

instead, the Drakkaren looked down at him coldly and only felt that this was poetic justice at its 

best, considering the things Narrius had done over his lifetime. 



The animalistic monster flailed and struggled, and Zerrex knelt in front of him before 

reaching out his hand and flicking Narrius‟s nose, and the Dragokkaren blinked in shock, then 

his eyes glowed with rage as he lunged forwards, straining and choking himself against the collar 

chained to the wall as he snapped at Zerrex‟s face, the reptile leaning fearlessly in and saying 

icily: “After everything you‟ve done to me, after everything you‟ve done to my mother, after 

everything you‟ve done to the world and all the planes… I couldn‟t think of a more-fitting 

punishment. There is always someone bigger and meaner than you are, Narrius, and even if 

you‟re the biggest and meanest, then there‟s something with enough cunning, or endurance, or 

stupid luck to take you down. You arrogant fuck, your greatest achievement is your own 

downfall, because you authored it the moment you killed my mother without realizing how 

dedicated she is to you… and you ever see what happens when you piss off a stalker?” 

The monster hissed and roared in his face… and then Celestial emerged back through the 

door, holding up a tray with a plate of fudge on it and several steaming cups of what could only 

be hot chocolate. She smiled warmly, looking back and forth before asking in a cheerful voice: 

“Who wants a brownie?” 

Zerrex stood and smiled, taking one and a mug of hot chocolate with a quiet „thank 

you…‟ and then he closed his eyes as Narrius howled and screamed beside him in rage and 

frustration, the Drakkaren savoring the final defeat of Ifret Narrius before he took a bite of the 

sweet chocolate square, and Celestial gazed at him with love and adoration as she whispered: 

“Thank you for playing out my fantasy of our little family, my handsome son…” 

The reptile only nodded, and for a while there was quiet as Narrius finally went slack 

against his bonds, sitting hopelessly back against the wall and staring dumbly at the mug of hot-

chocolate Celestial had placed in front of him on the ground. Zerrex, meanwhile, felt both 

awkward and… strangely-good about things, looking at the way Celestial was gazing adoringly 

over Narrius and recognizing that the Dragokkaren had become her new toy and food-source… 

and only hoping that Narrius wouldn‟t manipulate her into setting him free. Except I think she 

has so much of him inside her… that she wouldn‟t be fooled even by his greatest of persuasions. 

And she has everything she wants now… there‟s no way she could be persuaded to help his 

terrible pursuits… except… “C… I mean, mom, I have to go. There was a large-scale war in 

Heaven, and I should go and make sure everyone‟s either come back or okay…” 

“That‟s fine, son.” Celestial said absently, waving a hand at him as Zerrex stood up, 

before she glanced up at him with a tender smile. “Don‟t be a stranger though, you can come and 

see me and your father any time here. We‟re always happy to have you, right honey?” 

“Fuck you.” Narrius spat, and then he howled as Celestial narrowed her eyes and white 

energy twisted over his body, his body convulsing before he half-fell forwards, panting hard… 

and he snarled before looking away, refusing to play to all of Celestial‟s whims. 

Her eyes glowed red, and she turned them back ot Zerrex, adding icily: “It seems that 

your father and I have a few things to talk about in private, anyway… but you know the way in 

and out. Take care of yourself.” 

“You too, Ce- mother.” Zerrex said politely, then he turned and made his way out, 

shaking his head slowly as Narrius‟s howls rose up through the area as the walls of flesh 

twitched and pulsed around him, murmuring: “I‟m probably the only person who likes seeing 

their parents fight with such force… but Narrius is too stupid to learn any new tricks, 

Celestial…” 

He made his way into the dining room, and then further forwards through a narrow 

archway and down a twisting, strange hall he hadn‟t passed through before… and the reptile 



made a face, wondering just how infuriated Celestial had become as he passed through a 

dungeon with spiked walls and ugly, iron torture crosses sticking out of the ground here and 

there, manacles and chains hanging off several of them. The next room, thankfully, held a 

spherical portal… and Zerrex stepped through it, then winced as he fell out onto the roof of the 

Ravenlight Estate, staring stupidly back and forth before beginning to slowly slide down the 

angled shingles, and he clawed at them. Why the hell couldn‟t she have come out onto the top flat 

part? I don‟t have the energy to make my wings and my body is still too weak to survive a 

bazillion foot drop without some damage… 

He winced, but his stony arm sent a pulse of pain through his body every time he moved 

it… and finally Zerrex tried an alternative solution, creating a portal behind himself and falling 

through it to land awkwardly on his back on the Eastern Balcony. He groaned in pain, then 

looked up and cursed angrily when he saw there was no vortex, remembering how Narrius had 

shattered the portal ring in Heaven. Meaning I‟ll need to find someone else with the strength to 

hold a vortex long enough for me to make my way back into Heaven… 

The reptile staggered through the open doors into the central throne room, and he glanced 

over at the nearest Amazon, asking stupidly: “Where the hell can I find someone to make me a 

portal to Heaven? I need one in a hurry!” 

She stared, currently in the middle of a pushup… and then she leapt to her feet as the 

Dius that were fooling around on the thrones leapt to their own, the other Amazons scurrying 

back to their posts as she said dumbly: “The mage‟s school? I um… I don‟t know.” 

“I can portal you to the mage school!” said a chipper Dius, bouncing over to him and 

licking her muzzle, leering at him suggestively as she hugged his arm tightly. “If you didn‟t look 

so serious, I‟d suggest doing something else, though…” 

“Mage school would be great.” Zerrex said stiffly, and the Dius pouted a bit before 

making the portal… then giggled happily when Zerrex dragged her through the portal with him, 

before looking at her and adding mildly: “And I‟ll fulfill all your little fantasies if you get 

Magistrate Sabnock and bring her here, tell her it‟s an emergency call from Lord Zerrex, Lily is 

in danger, and if you find a prisoner currently on the plane of Wrath named Mahihko: a wolf 

working in a punishment detail in the mines, he‟s very recognizable because of the piercings he‟s 

been given by Queen Carmen. Bring him too.” 

“Sir!” The Dius became far more businesslike, nodding seriously and creating another 

portal, jumping through it as Zerrex turned and glanced around the open courtyard he was in. 

Rakshasas and Wentaku were looking at the bloodstained, strained-looking reptile curiously, and 

Zerrex ran up to the nearest, startling the mage out of the book he was quietly reading under a 

tree as he slammed a hand into it and jarred several apples and Apple Crabs loose. 

He made a face as the latter scurried angrily around him, and then he stomped one as he 

asked: “I need to find someone who can make a portal to Heaven. Is there a mage here with 

enough ability to do that?” 

“Well, um… Professor Lunata is currently giving a lecture by one of the portals High 

Princess Lilith is reconstructing, she might be able to do it… it‟s just outside the school to the 

north, in the fields…” The mage said slowly, and Zerrex groaned loudly before he added 

meekly: “The other professors are all teaching inside the school and really don‟t like to be 

disturbed… they say learning is the highest duty and privilege, and-” 

“Right, right, thanks, I‟ll recommend you for a medal.” Zerrex said flatly, then he started 

away before stopping and turning around, rubbing his head and mumbling: “Sorry, I‟m 

projecting. Thank you, I mean.” 



The reptile turned and sprinted for one of the open doors in the wall surrounding the 

courtyard, and Zerrex crashed through them, sending several mages scattering as he tore through 

their ranks before sprinting to the north, panting hard as he hopped over a rock and scrambled up 

one of the short, steep rocky hills that the building was built into. He skidded down it, then 

spotted the ring and the group of mages standing in front of it, pinwheeling his arms stupidly as 

he half-tripped over a rock as he barreled towards Lunata. 

She stared at him with an expression of utter horror, and then Zerrex skidded to a halt in 

front of her, falling to a half-squat and panting hard as he asked in a rasping voice: “You. Can 

you… can you open a portal to Heaven? And I swear if you give me any attitude I‟ll punch you 

right in the cunt.” Cunt. Such an ugly word. Cunt. Goddammit, focus, Zerrex! 

“I… I…” Lunata looked back and forth sheepishly, then she leaned forwards and 

mumbled, shielding her mouth with one hand as she whispered: “I‟m more of a theory-teacher 

than anything else… I… no I‟m not, don‟t think thoughts like that! You‟re nothing but a filthy 

pervert!” 

Zerrex‟s eye twitched, then he grabbed her by the head and threw her to the ground, and 

Lunata wailed before staring up at him as the Drakkaren shouted and pointed at his skull: “Tell 

me what I‟m thinking!” 

The reptile focused on images of war and death he‟d just seen in Heaven, and the terrors 

he‟d experienced with Narrius… and Lunata wilted, curling up into the fetal position as the 

reptile said disgustedly: “And that‟s why theories suck. Because they don‟t do much in real life 

until you go from idea to reality. Now get the hell out of here, go back to your stupid… 

classroom!”  

Zerrex flailed his arms in frustration, and then a familiar female voice said drolly as she 

strode up behind him: “That‟s criminal harassment as well as assault and battery, Zerrex. Would 

you please tell me what‟s going on?” 

“Anarchy in Heaven.” Zerrex said mildly, then he glared at the group of mages and 

waved furiously at them, but they only continued to look curious… until Zerrex created a small 

sphere of energy and threw it to the ground in front of them, and they then scattered, screaming 

in terror at the minor explosion. “People suck. People suck so hard. But I can‟t tell you right 

now, not here. I need a portal to Heaven right now.” 

“I can create one and hold it for a while with that ring, even though it‟s only half-

constructed. But you have to deal with your anger issues when it comes to academics.” Sabnock 

said mildly, then she looked over her shoulder with a frown as Mahihko scrambled over the hill, 

bolting happily towards Zerrex. “You‟re taking him?” 

“You‟ll see why.” Zerrex muttered, catching the little wolf as he jumped towards him and 

clung happily to his waist, before turning solemn as he saw the serious expression of the 

Drakkaren. Several of the mages were returning to peer curiously at them, and the reptile leaned 

down to whisper quietly in Mahihko‟s ear. “You‟re going to have to be good and fight hard for 

me, okay? We need to make sure our friends in Heaven are okay, and you‟re gong to have to be a 

good, strong little boy, understand?” 

“I understand, Daddy.” Mahiho said quietly, reaching up to touch his muzzle gently, 

looking up over him softly before the reptile nodded and straightened, the wolf grabbing one of 

his hands as Zerrex led him towards where Sabnock was concentrating and murmuring an 

incantation. A moment later, she rose her hand, and a vortex slowly whirled into being inside the 

ring, locking into place as the ring shuddered. “Wow… it‟s… wow, Daddy…” 



“Yeah.” Zerrex glanced over to Sabnock, who gave him a nod as Lunata uncurled herself 

and watched them go, and the Drakkaren stepped carefully into the ring and ran into the vortex, 

Mahihko following along at his side. Behind them, Sabnock relaxed as they vanished 

completely, and then she sighed and winced as the ring cracked and the vortex disappeared, 

grabbing at her wrist. I‟m out of practice… 

As the two emerged from the vortex, it closed behind them, and Zerrex cursed under his 

breath… both at this and the havoc that had torn through Heaven. Buildings were consumed with 

both natural and black flames, and corrupted angels loped along the streets as soldier demons in 

Heaven‟s armor stormed through the cities, roaring and yelling… and Zerrex knelt by Mahihko, 

looking into his eyes and saying coldly: “Size up, and kill anything that gets in your way. We 

need to find our friends and group back together.” 

“Okay.” Mahihko nodded, stepping back and closing his eyes… and in only a few 

moments, Zerrex was staring at a hulking, muscular giant almost twice his size, the lupine 

growling as he flexed his claws, electricity sizzling along his arms as his short tail whisked back 

and forth, the ragged ribbon tied at the end of it looking ridiculous… but the kind of ridiculous 

no one would ever dare mention to the hulking titan in front of him. “I‟m ready, Zerrex. I won‟t 

let you down… not ever again…” 

Zerrex nodded, then he led the wolf towards the city, looking back and forth as he 

touched his rocky arm: it was beginning to return to normal now, and Zerrex slowly 

concentrated, forcing his layer of scales back over it; his tattoo came back into being, the 

swastika and ivy twisting as his scales regrew. He flexed his hand a bit, then breathed softly and 

nodded at the minimal pain it caused him as he unconsciously reached to play with his rings… 

and he made a disgusted face as he realized they had been lost when his arm had been torn off. 

Wonderful… Selena‟s going to kill me… 

The reptile glanced to the side, then he pointed to a group of armored angels that emerged 

around a corner, yelling to each other as they shot arrows into a horde of corrupted angels that 

were chasing them. Zerrex immediately nodded to Mahihko as the wolf shuddered at the sight of 

the enemy, before he followed Zerrex with a growl as the reptile charged towards the group,  

running past the angels and tearing a longsword free from the side sheath of one soldier as he 

passed. 

He leapt into the group of corrupt angels, lashing back and forth and snarling as he ripped 

his way through their ranks, and Mahihko barreled into them a moment later, slapping them 

aside with blasts of electricity as he roared and howled, trying to keep up to Zerrex. The 

Drakkaren, meanwhile, had torn all the way through to the back of the group, and the reptile 

spun around before slashing the blade through the back of another twisted angel, sending it 

crashing down with a scream of agony. 

The remaining corrupted angels were shot through with arrows as the group of soldier 

angels were able to make a stand with their bows, firing into the broken ranks before shouting 

and yelling praise as Zerrex nodded to them, deciding to let them clean up the rest of the mess as 

he turned and headed into the city. Mahihko smashed the skulls of two corrupted creatures 

together, sending them down in a heap before he looked up in surprise and quickly followed, 

slapping aside another monstrosity before yelping as an arrow caught him in the shoulder, 

snarling at the other angels before he made his way after his mentor and idol. 

Zerrex eventually found Lily, Sin, and several other demons and angels sitting in the 

remains of a large warehouse, recuperating… and he let out a sigh of relief, hugging Sin – who 

was covered in makeshift bandages and had several angels trying to heal her wounds – before 



trading a tight embrace with Lily. Sin, however, was starting to ail, and the angelic magic could 

only do so much: Sin needed to have her strength restored first, but Zerrex didn‟t have the power 

to help her out with his own energy stores drained so thoroughly from the war he‟d already 

experienced. 

Thankfully, several angel scouts found them within half an hour, and informed them that 

they just had to make their way towards a citadel near the city‟s edge. Their forces had 

concentrated there, and they had built-up a small safe-zone in Heaven where the corrupted angels 

had been completely exterminated and were being held back by the full force of Heaven‟s might, 

while Lord and Lucifer disabled the massive monster-producing machines hidden throughout 

Heaven‟s palaces and private residences.  

Three hours later, Zerrex emerged carrying Sin into the massive, cleared-out interior of 

the dome-shaped citadel, Selena looking horrified as she ran over to Zerrex at both the damage to 

his body and to Sin. He looked over to Raze, and he didn‟t so much as have to breathe an order 

for the godling to create a vortex back to Hell… and Zerrex led his two wives and Sin down back 

to the infernal plane as he murmured: “This is what we called „evacuating‟ back on the mortal 

plane… keeping safe the important people, in other words.” 

“You aren‟t going back yourself, either.” Lily said quietly, but Zerrex only gave her a 

smile that told her argument was useless… and yet she looked determined to argue anyway. In a 

stroke of both good and bad fortune, however, the Drakkaren winced and stumbled, almost 

dropping Sin before clutching her tight against him as they stepped into the Ravenlight Estate, 

and he put her to bed before stumbling backwards and falling over himself, his eyes rolling up in 

his head. 

Zerrex awoke a week later in bed, Selena sitting beside him and holding one of his hands 

while she held  a book up with the other, reading quietly… and the reptile looked up at her 

dumbly before asking quietly: “Did we win?” 

“Yeah.” Selena said softly, not looking away from her book and not seeming startled at 

all, before she finally closed it and put it aside with a sigh, taking his hand in both of hers and 

murmuring quietly as a tear fell down her cheek: “At least, as much as anyone wins in war, 

Zerrex. But the corrupted angels have been cleared out, with minimal losses…” 

Zerrex frowned, looking up at her with concern, and she went over a full report of the 

week‟s events with him. They had burnt out all the gardens and destroyed all the fruit – 

everything they could find, at least – but the rogue angels had finally fled Heaven with a group 

of corrupted angels, and they had been led by Beatrice Blossom and several other powerful 

demons and their troops. The Lucifer‟s Eyes had been destroyed, as had been all the production 

and growing facilities… but in the process, they had lost hundreds of thousands of lives, 

including several Inquisitors Selena had known, and countless people had been injured. She had 

also mentioned that several angels had been down to visit him, including Tinman and Raze, and 

that Lily was gravely worried about him… and Sin was still very weak and very-badly injured, 

but she was doing better and they had managed to regrow her arm. 

Selena then rapped Blackheart firmly where it sat on its holder, adding mildly: “And 

this… Mahihko found it and dragged it back with him. He refused to let it go… and he‟s been 

worried sick about you, too. I‟ll have a soldier go and find him, but he was promoted yesterday 

to a different circle, as a reward for exceptional service. I think Lily was amazed by his 

dedication and enthralled with the sick sort of romance between you two… fuck, you‟re so 

fucking weird.” 



“You‟re one to talk.” Zerrex mumbled as he sat up, and he ignored her as she glared at 

him and tried to half-push him back down. Instead, he grasped the back of her head and kissed 

her firmly, and she blushed before kissing him back for a few moments… and then Zerrex pulled 

away and said with a slight smile: “So what‟s the real bad news, huh? Since I don‟t often see you 

cry.” 

“It‟s just stress and… the fact so many of my friends have died in all these stupid 

conflicts…” Selena murmured, looking down quietly and shaking her head slowly, before she 

touched his face gently. “And looking at you, too, how badly hurt you‟ve been. It‟s horrifying… 

I hate seeing you broken down like this yet again. It happens almost every goddamn century with 

you, you… ass.” 

The reptile shrugged mildly, looking sourly amused as he hugged himself and glanced 

down at his right arm, flexing his fingers slowly and watching the scales move, but feeling the 

rock and metal beneath it. “Better than every few months back on the mortal plane. But you 

mentioned that… Beatrice escaped?” 

“I got into a scrape with her, but Carmen and I were unable to pin her down…” Selena 

murmured, shaking her head slowly and looking disgusted. “She‟s too fast and too strong… her 

abilities are insane. She ran away, then escaped with the remnants of Narrius‟s army out of Hell 

and down to the physical realm… God… I mean…” She glanced down, murmuring: “Feels so 

awkward to say „god‟ anything these days. I can‟t believe everything that‟s happened… Heaven 

is still in turmoil and chaos, and Lord and Lucifer and the surviving Naganatine are taking a lot 

of heat over what happened… but no one guessed it. There were so many imperceptible things 

that happened, and over so many years that it just… it only seems obvious when you look back 

over everything that we went through, I guess…” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, lacing his fingers together before Selena looked up at him and asked 

hesitantly: “What… what happened with you and him, in the Unworld? How did you escape 

from there?” 

“I… it was Celestial. Celestial made him into her little pet, pretty much, and drained all 

his energies… and… I just… left with her and got back in through the Rift.” Zerrex said slowly, 

shrugging a bit and making a face. “I couldn‟t kill him myself… I couldn‟t seal him myself. No 

matter how strong I am, there really is always going to be someone stronger, isn‟t there?” 

“That‟s how life rolls, Zerrex… but he took on God‟s position. I don‟t think there‟s a lot 

of people who could have stood a chance against him.” Selena responded quietly, touching his 

shoulder gently before she leaned down and nuzzled through his hair, then slid her hand into his 

ivory locks with a faint smile. “Come on, why don‟t we go for a walk and you can see Sin? She‟s 

been asking about you.” 

Zerrex nodded, and Selena helped him up to his feet, despite the reptile attempting to 

shrug her off… but she finally caught his arm and threw it around her shoulders, walking with 

him and carrying him down out into the hall as the reptile muttered: “This is stupid. I‟m not 

infirm. I‟m not even a cripple anymore.” 

“Shut up, I know you‟re in pain.” Selena grunted in return, and Zerrex had a faint 

memory of Cherry as they made their way out into the hall, then down it towards Sin‟s room. 

Selena knocked twice, then pushed it open… and Sin looked up from where she was sitting 

quietly in bed with her dress on and the covers thrown up over her legs, blinking a few times and 

blushing as Selena announced: “Worrywart here wanted to see you as soon as possible.” 

“I hate you.” Zerrex muttered, then he finally pushed Selena away, glancing over the 

metal, runed brace that encircled Sin‟s entire arm and shoulder, her hand covered by a thick, 



solid metal gauntlet as the reptile walked to her bed, asking quietly: “Are you okay? You‟ve 

been pretty damn sick.” 

Sin shrugged slowly, then she glanced at him and made a face as she slipped to the side, 

wincing a bit before whispering: “Curl up with me?” 

Zerrex looked over his shoulder at Selena, and she nodded and gave a quiet smile, saying 

softly: “I‟ll go and fix some of that tea you like, Sin. I‟ll take my time, so you two can get 

comfortable together.” 

They nodded, both looking grateful, and Zerrex slid into bed with Sin, slipping beneath 

the covers… and she curled against his body instinctively, the reptile wrapping his own arms 

tightly around her as she closed her eyes and rested against him. And twenty minutes later, when 

Selena returned with the two cups of tea, she smiled faintly as she saw them asleep together, 

snoozing quietly. The demoness looked down at the cups of tea in her hand, then shrugged a bit 

and sipped at one as she walked out into the hallway, handing the other to Ixin as he passed 

curiously by. 

He blinked, winced away from her, then became a bit more serious as he took the mug, 

holding it in his hands as he leaned towards the doorway… but Selena closed it firmly and said 

mildly: “They‟re resting, so leave them be. You can harass Zerrex later about everything. 

Besides, you were there, you snuck in with those demon soldiers.” 

“Yeah, well, excuse me for being curious.” Ixin said dryly, before he tilted his head 

towards her, asking in a more serious voice: “But I mean, like, really. Honestly. They‟re both 

gonna live, right? „Cause I‟m real awkward when it comes to funerals.” 

“They‟re both sick, but they‟ll heal.” Selena replied softly, shaking her head a bit and 

walking towards the door as she lowered her muzzle, adding quietly: “I need to go and do 

something. Do me a favor, and go see Lily, tell her Zerrex woke up today. She‟ll send out the 

message to all the other people who need to know.” 

“Well, if you insist.” Ixin struck a sighing pose, but Selena ignored him, and Ixin looked 

after her meditatively, swirling the tea and sniffing at it before murmuring: “And if you‟re so 

sure both of them are going to be fine, why do I smell Ussim herbs in this cup? That‟s a tad 

above your usual healing measures, Selena… looks like you‟ve been studying from Feldspar‟s 

textbooks.” 

 

Ten years later, Zerrex cursed as a football bounced off his head, and he fell over as 

Selena ran over to him, blushing and saying embarrassedly: “I‟m sorry, I‟m still getting the hang 

of the game… that‟s not a good pass, is it?” 

“Throw it in an arc, not straight at me… Gods, I hate this game.” Zerrex mumbled, as he 

picked up the football and squeezed it firmly between his hands – but this wasn‟t any cheap 

football like you found in the mortal plane, but one made of dragonscale. He still thought he 

could pop it… but Selena would throw a fit if he did, so he only motioned for her to go 

backwards and waited for her to get a good twenty feet away before throwing a short pass, trying 

to emphasize the arc. “See? Like that. Don‟t rocket it at my face, for the love of crap, please. 

You‟re going to kill me.” 

She nodded, running down the field as a faint breeze whisked through the short grass, 

Zerrex glancing over to where Lily and Sin were sitting and chatting amiably underneath an 

apple tree, Carmen lurking nearby and cracking her knuckles as she grinned menacingly. 

Whereas Selena loved the idea of team sports – back in her day, there hadn‟t exactly been much 

in the way of organized athletics – Carmen adored anything that gave her an excuse for some 



hard bodily contact… and so Zerrex had been stupid enough to explain to them the rules of 

Irenic football a few months ago. 

He reflected that it could be worse… after all, he could have explained hockey to them. A 

pause as Selena threw a lopsided pass, and Zerrex ran out to try and catch it… but Carmen 

charged out of waiting and threw herself at him in a gleeful tackle, squishing Zerrex into the 

ground. The reptile flailed stupidly, and then Carmen pinned him and grinned widely, leaning 

down over him and saying tauntingly: “Hey, assface, where the hell are those nipple rings? I 

thought we had an agreement.” 

“You voided that agreement when you chained me to that succubus by them, because that 

was a real awkward week.” Zerrex said sourly, rolling over and reversing the pin, and Carmen 

made a face and stuck her tongue out. “By the way, you‟re the entire reason I learned how to 

dispel permanency charms.” 

“Then next time I‟ll just weld them. Wanna get off me, sport? Selena looks like she‟s 

getting jealous. This is supposed to be our weekly fun-meet, after all, before we get down to 

business.” Carmen said cheerfully, her tone telling Zerrex she wouldn‟t mind him making Selena 

even more jealous. The reptile rolled his eyes, however, then stood up and offered his hand to 

her… and she tried to yank him back down, then coughed and stared when Zerrex hauled her up 

to her feet instead. “Yeah, so. Totally forgot how strong you are there. Say, you have that scary 

expression on your face you usually get before you hit me, so let‟s not go down that road unless 

you promise to follow it up with hardcore sex. I mean, rape.” 

“You and Cherry are far too alike.” Zerrex muttered, dropping her hand, and Carmen 

looked amiably nonplussed, apparently not able to understand if it was an insult with a bit of 

grudging compliment or a compliment with a bit of friendly insult. He glanced over at Selena 

and nodded to her, and Selena threw a short pass from where she‟d picked up the ball… but 

Zerrex stepped out of the way, and the ball bonked off Carmen‟s head, knocking her sprawling 

as Zerrex called: “See, Selena, that‟s why you need to really work on that edge you have on your 

passes.” 

The male walked over to join Sin and Lily as Carmen jumped up to her feet and rocketed 

the ball at Selena, and the Dius dived out of the way before the ball tore through a tree and 

ripped it in half. Selena scrambled away as Carmen gave chase, and the Drakkaren watched this 

over his shoulder before he turned his eyes back to the two calmer girls in front of him, asking 

mildly: “Is it weird that I only hang out with chicks?” 

“You‟re just the effeminate male friend of the popular girls, that‟s all.” Lily said mildly, 

as she took a bite out of an apple, and then she smiled slightly and swayed as Zerrex shoved her, 

chewing reflectively and looking to Sin. 

The female shrugged and blushed a bit, looking embarrassed as she glanced away for a 

moment, then she turned her eyes back to the Drakkaren, saying quietly: “You are who you are, 

Lord Zerrex… and I for one am glad for it. I like sitting around with you… you make me feel 

like I actually fit in somewhere.” 

Zerrex smiled at her, and then Lily laughed a bit, nudging Sin teasingly and saying 

playfully: “Oh come on, we all know about the chemistry between you two. Hell is full of 

trillions of people, though, so it only makes sense that everyone finds from one to five people 

they‟re able to get along with on such a deep level, you know… from soldier demons to gods, 

everyone needs love.” 

“And I take it you‟re a god in this scenario.” Zerrex asked mildly, as he sat back and 

looked across at her amusedly, but Lily only rolled her eyes and stuck her tongue out at him. “I‟d 



like to point out your original goal was pretty much to rape me and eat my head, which is… a 

very ironic reversal on how things usually worked, apart from the eating-of-heads part.” 

“We‟re all a bit damaged.” Lily shrugged and smiled at him warmly, tilting her head 

towards him and looking quietly amused, and Zerrex nodded with a grunt, rubbing his hands 

together as he rested one arm on his knee. She paused, then said in a quieter voice: “But on a 

more serious note… we did all come here to discuss something serious after relaxing together a 

bit. I just wish that Sabnock, White, and Amiglion would hurry up and get here… I don‟t want to 

have to go over what we‟ve discovered about Beatrice Blossom without them.” 

Zerrex nodded, frowning at the ground as he rubbed a hand slowly through his hair. With 

Heaven finally settling down a bit, Raze had been able to run them down some information on 

the kinds of operations Narrius had been running… and since Heaven didn‟t have a lot in terms 

of computers and technology, they had gotten their hands on a lot of notebooks and personal 

journals that Zerrex had been able to question Narrius about at home. Celestial had aided to a 

point: on the one hand, she wouldn‟t let Zerrex „work his father up,‟ but on the other, she was 

able to torture a clear answer or two out of him… and it had been far more than Zerrex had 

expected to get. 

By now, Narrius had become a raving, warped shell of his former self, permanently 

trapped in his writhing-with-darkness body and emaciated form… and although Zerrex knew by 

now to never underestimate the powers of his father, he thought Narrius had become pathetic 

compared to the terrible majesty he‟d once held. After all, the Dragokkaren hadn‟t even moved 

from his corner in ten years… and had become more and more withered, both from the Unworld 

energy both protecting and consuming his body, and the hungers of Celestial. 

“Boss!” said a cheerful voice, and Zerrex looked up in surprise to see Tinman 

approaching with them, the badger blushing a bit and wearing a plain leather vest over his 

longsleeve shirt, looking every bit the Tinny Zerrex had known in life. The reptile smiled slightly 

as he nodded to the angel, raising a hand as Vampire trotted happily along behind him in only a 

pair of ripped jeans, grinning stupidly. Vampire really did care in his own weird way about 

Tinman, after all…  

A pause, and he noted White walking at a distance and looking awkward, Amiglion 

walking beside him and chattering away, likely trying to be helpful… but he didn‟t see Sabnock 

anywhere. He frowned, then Lily cleared her throat and motioned with her head out towards the 

field, and Zerrex turned to see the wolverine lecturing Carmen and Selena about something in 

her Magistrate‟s robes, Carmen looking bored but Selena looking sheepishly back and forth, far 

less used to being on this end of the punishment stick. 

The reptile rolled his eyes… but within five minutes they were assembled properly and 

quieting down, everyone looking to first Zerrex, then Lily… then back to Zerrex when she glared 

at him and he looked around miserably, mumbling: “Not fair. You‟re the stupid-ass… High 

Princess person who got all the info.” 

“Well, you‟re the one used to this whole thing, and you always tell me my long speeches 

are boring.” Lily replied sourly, with a hint of bitter, ironic entertainment. She reached up her 

hands and waved them lightly at him, then said in a cheerier voice: “Go, go, go, do your thing, 

Captain Zerrex.” 

“Cap‟n Ravenlight!” corrected Vampire in a half-howl, flailing his arms stupidly by 

Tinman, who winced and absently squeezed one of his ears in a nervous gesture. All eyes slowly 

turned to the demonic wolf, and he said lowered his head embarrassedly at the lethal glares of 



White and Sabnock. “Yeah, uh… go ahead, Boss, didn‟t mean to interrupt. Please don‟t send me 

to the Abyss.”  

“Thank you, Vampire.” Zerrex said mildly, then he cleared his throat as everyone 

returned their gazes to him, Vampire grinning stupidly back and forth before he settled his eyes 

back on Zerrex. “But as everyone knows, Heaven suffered an attack from the person puppeting 

both the Princess and Az‟Iriel: Ifret Narrius. Their movements were coordinated somehow across 

even space and time, likely by both mortal and demonic technologies, and they were able to 

wreak havoc across all three planes and almost succeeded in destroying all three in turn: over the 

last decade, we‟ve closed more than three hundred rifts and Black Holes, and shut down several 

illegal Gates of Hell leading not just into the physical plane, but up into Heaven itself. 

“But the information we‟ve gained from both an imprisoned Narrius and the logbooks his 

soldiers left behind tells us that there‟s another last-ditch effort based on the physical plane, what 

we call a „doomsday device‟ back home.” Zerrex continued calmly, looking back and forth as he 

crossed his arms, and now all eyes were focused on his grim expression. “When I was mortal, I 

dealt with several of these devices. It was my failure in the last search-and-destroy mission given 

to me by Hez‟Ranna to shut down a facility in the Arctic that opened the first rift: but even now I 

don‟t know whether or not that was intended or if Narrius simply didn‟t realize what would 

happen and adjusted his plans to include the mortal realm as well: all we know is that he was 

incredibly patient and cunning to have devised these systems. 

“From the notes we‟ve found in the logbooks and the materials in the warehouses to be 

shipped, my best guess is some sort of biowarfare facility, or another demonic production line.” 

Zerrex paused, shaking his head slowly. “Either way, we all know how invaluable the physical 

plane is to all involved. Without the energy produced there by mortals, both Heaven and Hell 

will begin to be choked off. Furthermore, we‟re all well-aware of how fast Narrius is capable of 

moving, and the complex level of plans he‟s capable of plotting out, meaning we can‟t afford to 

lose time with this and need to rally our forces together and attack as soon as possible.” 

He halted for a few moments, looking back and forth as he sighed and rubbed a hand 

through his hair, then said quietly: “I think our best chance of ensuring we destroy the last of 

Narrius‟s supporters – angelic and demonic – is by moving as quickly as possible to strike this 

base on the physical plane. They may move at a much-slower pace than us… but on the other 

hand, if we wait too long, they may start moving at a momentum we simply won‟t be able to stop 

without opening a rift of some sort… and I‟m sure we all know how unstable Hell and Heaven 

currently both are. It could incite more demons to rally to the cause of the soldiers that formerly 

were under Narrius, and are now working either for Beatrice or likely another high-ranking 

demon. I move that we take care of this not only quickly, but quietly, with a minimal force sent 

to the physical plane, while we send other teams on thorough sweeps through both Heaven and 

Hell to try and fnd any of the hidden supply areas, rifts, or soldiers we‟ve missed.” 

He looked embarrassedly at Lily, but she only nodded thoughtfully before glancing over 

the group, saying quietly: “Lord Zerrex has said all that needs to be said. Although normally I‟d 

request an impromptu council meeting, I think all of us here can represent Hell‟s best interests 

capabaly in an emergency situation such as this. Sir Tinman, I‟d like you to report to Sir Francis 

and Lord Raze our decisions at the end of this meeting, and offer any advice or information 

Heaven has made it‟s clear its willing to part with, as well. Only open lines of communication 

can help us; closing them down will just result in more senseless war and chaos.” 



“Ma‟am.” Tinman nodded and blushed a bit, and then he hesitated for a moment before 

adding meekly: “I think the Boss has always done what‟s best in the end… he led us through 

plenty of terrible situations, and even I survived. He‟s right, though, we… we can‟t hesitate.” 

“The Boss… I like that.” Vampire grinned slightly, rubbing his hands together slowly as 

he leered up at Zerrex, then he rested comfortably backwards as Sabnock glowered at him, 

before she stared as he added mildly: “But Boss does make a few good points, and I know what 

sort of use a small-crew task force can be against a heavy-duty large-scale operation. Fuckin‟ 

idiots, all you have to do is stroll in the back door like you belong there, half the time they‟ll 

believe you. But I don‟t like the idea of sending demons up to the mortal plane, most of „em 

don‟t do so hot. I vote we attack via Possession, possibly from the inside… even if you can‟t find 

a soldier to possess, there‟ve gotta be mortal mechanics, soldier demons, and workers at 

whatever facility they‟re doin‟ up pretty.” A pause, and then he glared around as several people 

stared incredulously at him. “What?” 

“I agree with Sir Vampire, Possession would be the best form of movement… and 

perhaps coordination with an outside team of specially-trained or -imbued mortals.” Sin added 

quietly, looking at Zerrex pointedly, before she blushed a bit as she said softly: “I nominate Lord 

Zerrex for the job. He can survive a long-term Possession and his family has a particular array of 

powers suitable for the job, including a demoness with the bloodline of both Beatrice Blossom 

and the Four Sisters running through her.” 

The others mumbled and then nodded, and then Sabnock looked sourly over at Zerrex 

and asked mildly, silencing everyone else: “You planned this out, didn‟t you, so you could 

escape from Hell for a second time?” 

“I wouldn‟t say planned it out so much as hoped things worked out this way, although I‟d 

by-far prefer to go up in my physical form.” Zerrex said mildly, shrugging a bit and rubbing at 

one of his biceps lightly before he turned his eyes to Selena, who was looking miserable. 

“Selena, will you be my co-pilot and keep me on track?” 

“No.” Selena said sulkily, and then she glared at him, snapping: “I don‟t think it‟s a good 

idea, that‟s all! This is stupid, we should send a demon specializing in possessing demons, not 

mortals… or just forget about it and prepare our forces to counter whatever move they make in 

what, several thousand years? There‟s not a lot we can‟t stop, especially with Heaven and Hell 

working together. Besides, either way, most demons can recognize when someone‟s Possessed 

off the spot.” 

Zerrex frowned a bit at her, but Carmen interceded, pointing to the side and asking 

mildly: “Come on, Selena, let‟s go have a little talk.” 

Selena winced, but followed as Carmen stood up, and the two vanished for a short time as 

there was an awkward quiet, before they returned with Selena hanging her head and sitting a 

noticeable distance away. “Yeah, Zerrex should go. I don‟t like all this talking bullshit, that‟s all. 

We‟re wasting time we should be taking for preparation.” 

Zerrex inwardly agreed as he rubbed the back of his head, looking over her slowly before 

he looked over to Lily, and she sighed and nodded, saying quietly: “Everyone has to be aware of 

what‟s going on… but there‟s a time when the talk has to end and the action has to begin. Let‟s 

move on, then, to the next order of business, which is on assigning each of you with a team and 

set of soldiers to guide through Hell on special protection, recovery, or extermination 

missions…” 

It continued on for some two hours, by the end of which Zerrex was getting fidgety and 

Selena had silently apologized with her body language, coming over and sitting beside him to 



cling to his arm and quietly rest her head against his shoulder… and afterwards, the reptile 

walked quietly off with her, Tinman and Vampire following at a short distance as Selena 

murmured: “I don‟t want to lose you. I‟ve lost everyone else.” 

“I know the feeling.” Zerrex said quietly, glancing down at the dirt path they were 

striding along before looking over to her with a faint smile, saying quietly: “You won‟t, though. 

I‟ll always come back for you, Selena… and I… I might still want to return to the mortal realm, 

but I‟d still come back and visit as often as I could. I can‟t forget you or Lily or Sin or any of the 

others.” 

“Or me!” Vampire said cheerfully, bounding up behind him and grabbing his shoulders, 

the reptile grunting and wincing as the wolf bounced back and forth from paw-to-paw, his crotch 

bumping against the Drakkaren‟s back with every movement audaciously. “Come on, pre-war 

party night, you got some nasty shit to return to in-” 

“In like, a month.” Zerrex said sourly, shoving Vampire off and looking sourly amused as 

Tinman wandered up behind them, rubbing the back of his head and looking embarrassed as 

Vampire only growled and waved his arms in frustration. “During the course of which I have to 

figure out how the hell to get my-” 

A loud shot rang out, and a moment later Zerrex crashed down in a heap, looking dazed 

as blood leaked out of a large hole in his head. His skull was burning, and Selena shrieked before 

howling in rage, charging off with Vampire towards the trees as Tinman knelt by the Drakkaren. 

The badger winced, holding his hand over the wound, and a moment later several fragments of 

silver flew out of it and reformed in his hand, the Drakkaren mumbling dumbly: “Am I dead?” 

“We‟re all dead here.” Tinny said quietly, touching Zerrex‟s forehead, then his neck as he 

looked furtively back and forth, wincing a bit. “How much does it hurt, Mister Zerrex? Do you 

feel sick at all?” 

“Just Zerrex, please…” The Drakkaren mumbled, sitting slowly up and rubbing at his 

forehead as he groaned, and black dots swam in front of his eyes. “Well, I feel like I should be 

dead, am currently wishing I was dead, and I have a wicked-ass headache for… obvious 

reasons… but otherwise I‟m fine.”  A pause, and then he groaned and his eyes bulged, head 

twitching a bit as the wound began to heal itself, the process proving to be a whole new level of 

pain. “Yeah, okay, please kill me.” 

“Stop that, Boss.” Tinman said gently, as he stood and then shook his head, then grasped 

one of Zerrex‟s shoulders as the Drakkaren tried to stand up himself. “And don‟t do that, either. 

Stay sitting up, that‟s good for now… just wait until you start feeling better, I don‟t want you to 

faint or anything.” 

Zerrex nodded a bit, and the action made him feel queasy, so he decided that laying down 

might be better for him, and the reptile lowered himself carefully to the ground as Tinman knelt 

beside him with a wince. The Drakkaren absently wondered how much of his brain had been 

diced to bits, and he was ridiculously glad for a lack thereof of nerves in that particular… 

Organ? Gland? Tissue clump? I‟ve never been clear on what a brain is. It‟s always just been a 

brain. A brain is a brain is a brain. I think I‟m gonna puke. 

The reptile mumbled incoherently to himself as Tinman looked over him worriedly, then 

he put his hands on Zerrex‟s abdominals and his chest, taking a breath and murmuring an 

incantation. The wound in Zerrex‟s head slowly began to heal as the Drakkaren groaned in pain, 

spasming a bit and grasping at his skull with both hands, and Tinman winced and then halted, 

drawing his hands away as he mumbled: “Wonderful…” 



Before the reptile could ask what the hell was going on with his head, Vampire skidded 

in with a spray of dirt before he winced away when Zerrex mumbled: “Move with anything less 

than butterfly steps, and I‟ll put a hole in your head and pour dirt in it.” 

“Why haven‟t you healed him?” asked Selena coldly, as she shoved Vampire aside and 

sent him sprawling on the other side of the dirt path, growling at Selena, then wincing away and 

half-sliding down the rest of the embankment when she glowered at him, her hands covered in 

blood. She returned her gaze to Tinny, who looked nervously from Zerrex to Vampire, and then 

Selena put her hands on her hips and snarled: “Well? You‟re an Angel in the medical division, 

aren‟t you?” 

“Well, yeah… but the bullet was coated in something, probably crystal dust… it won‟t 

vanish with a cleansing spell and if I heal him, it just causes more pain. We need to do it the old 

fashioned way, medical evac and surgery.” Tinny said meekly, and he swallowed a bit as Selena 

shook her head in disgust. “I‟m scared that the more I heal him, the more the dust sets into his 

wound and brain, too… and if that happens, it really could kill him. Whoever shot him knew 

what they were doing.” 

“No, whoever prepared the bullet knew what they were doing. Whoever shot him was 

unable to run fast enough to avoid being ripped into fifteen different pieces by miss cranky-pants 

there.” Vampire said helpfully, and then he leaned away with a terrified look at Selena, 

mumbling: “Don‟t hurt me.” 

“This is perfect.” Zerrex said stupidly, and then the Drakakren grinned dumbly as he 

looked back and forth, adding dumbly: “We‟ll fake my death. Tinman, fake a healing 

incantation, and Selena, go set things on fire. Then Ire won‟t know what‟s coming at them when 

I emerge from the helicopter.” 

“He‟s delirious. Fine. Old fashioned it is.” Selena muttered, then she cleared her throat 

and shouted: “Sin!” 

Nothing happened… and Zerrex parroted the name a moment later as his eyes rolled 

stupidly in his head, and a portal opened, Sin stepping through and staring in shock at the 

Drakkaren. Less than a minute later, Zerrex had been teleported into his bed and Sin had 

knocked him out, and the Drakkaren was happy to get some sleep for the next little while. 

 

“So, just so I‟m sure, the attack was by someone who hadn‟t even become an Initiate yet, 

but was still demon enough to know about Narrius‟s „movement‟ and the whole idea. Wonderful, 

more assassins to look forwards to meeting when I get up top, I‟m sure.” Zerrex muttered, 

rubbing absently at the spot where he‟d been shot in the head. “I still want to bring Blackheart 

with me, by the way.” 

“Well, it‟s not happening.” Selena said bad-naturedly, crossing her arms and glaring at 

him, and Zerrex made a face as he touched the large sword sitting secured on the wall. “And I 

don‟t know why you have such a sick obsession with it.” 

The Drakkaren grunted in return as he stripped off his clothes, standing with Selena and 

Sin sitting on a small chair against the wall in the otherwise empty room, and then he rubbed the 

back of his head as he asked awkwardly: “You aren‟t going to molest me or anything, are you? I 

mean, I‟m going to be gone a pretty long time, and I know how you get.” 

“Fuck off and die.” Selena snapped, and Zerrex coughed, leaning away from her before 

she sighed and rubbed at her head, then grasped Zerrex‟s hands tightly, closing her eyes and 

murmuring: “I‟m sorry. I don‟t want to part on bad terms. Just take care of yourself, Zerrex… 

this is the first time I‟ve done something like this, and… I‟m trusting you to return afterwards.” 



She met his eyes, murmuring quietly: “Your deadline is ten-thousand years, so you‟ll have to 

move fast. You get to spend no more than three and some days up there.” 

Zerrex nodded, smiling a bit and saying quietly: “I shouldn‟t have much trouble finding 

the base, anyway… and-” 

Carmen kicked the door in with a loud crunch, then she marched in with the Four Sisters 

all attempting to shove in behind her, yelling at the mostly-naked Amazonian Queen before she 

wheeled at them and roared: “I‟m gonna do it! Now… hey, naked!” 

The golden-scaled female glanced over her shoulder with a wide grin, and Fire attempted 

to tackle Carmen… but Goddess or not, the Dius merely struck headfirst against Carmen‟s 

chiseled abdominals and slid slowly off her, the Queen of the Lust Circle glancing down and 

saying mildly: “Eating me out is only so much of an apology, you know. If you really wanna 

make it up to me, you‟ll give me head.” 

“Carmen, put that down this instant!” Earth shouted angrily, putting her hands on her 

hips… but then she quailed when Carmen turned around and gave her a look, Fire rubbing her 

head stupidly and slowly climbing back up to her feet dazedly. Zerrex stared in horror, and Sin 

and Selena both looked absolutely shocked at the fact that of all people, Carmen was defying the 

Sisters on something. “That is a sacred weapon that was sealed away after-” 

“Blah blah blah. Zerrex, I want Cherry to have this.” Carmen wiggled the silk-sheet 

wrapped object she was holding above her head, out of the reach of the quadruplets. They were 

apparently unwilling to actively use their powers on the female in order to get it back… but it 

was very clear that they weren‟t all that trusting of Carmen‟s judgement on this matter. Although 

right now, I‟d do anything to just… not be naked while a horde of females is surrounding me, or 

even just to get rid of Carmen. “Come here and touch my chest. And I don‟t have boobs right 

now, so no, it‟s not a sexual remark.” 

“Selena, don‟t let him!” Air said urgently, and Selena‟s face dropped into moodiness: 

Zerrex knew that even from the Goddesses she revered, Selena did not enjoy taking orders. 

“Selena, grab him, please!” 

Selena sniffed and glowered… and when Water looked helplessly at Sin, she blushed 

deeply but averted her eyes as Zerrex walked hesitantly forwards… and then all four Sisters shot 

around Carmen and tackled Zerrex to the ground, the reptile groaning in pain and thumping his 

skull against the floor. He blinked dazedly, then stared when Selena grabbed Fire and threw her 

across the room, shouting: “Calm yourselves the fuck down, this ain‟t the Princess‟s Hell 

anymore!” 

Everyone stared at her, and then she pointed at the wall and added an order as her eyes 

glowed black: “Line up against the wall, do it now, everyone!” 

The Sisters hopped to their feet and jumped backwards, and Zerrex scrambled up to stand 

beside Carmen, who was still holding whatever it was high above her head. Selena glowered 

back and forth, crossing her arms before she looked at the Sisters and said disdainfully: 

“Honestly, I expect these kinds of antics from Zerrex and Carmen, but what about you four? 

You‟re Goddesses of Hell, you‟ve always acted with far greater respect and dignity than this… 

and at any time, you could have stopped Carmen, but you‟ve resorted to this… childish game! 

And please, do me a favor and select one person to speak for you.” 

Immediately, all the Sisters looked to Earth, who turned beet-red before mumbling and 

looking down: “I um. I disagree with the other Sisters and think Zerrex should be permitted to 

take Cherry the Great Diviner. But they think it‟s far too soon to give our Eldest Sister this 

weapon… but I have great faith in her, especially with the way she‟s been behaving as of late. 



But as long as I disagree, all of our divine powers are blocked from working because we function 

as one being… and normally we don‟t disagree about anything.” 

“Why do you call her that?” Zerrex asked curiously, leaning down the line, then wincing 

at Selena‟s evil look before braving: “I mean, Cherry is… Cherry. I‟ve never known her to be 

mixed up with all of you.” 

“There used to be five of us…” Earth said softly, looking down quietly as Fire closed her 

eyes and Water gazed up at the sky, Air hugging herself tightly. “The Goddess slew her for 

insubordination and threw her spirit out to wander for eons, however, and we were sad, so sad… 

but her energy never faded, and she found a home in the wild and crazy bloodline of the Blossom 

family. She entered the body of a mother and rested inside of her, granting her great powers… 

and when her first daughter was born, she was passed down from the spirit of mother to her 

daughter, the cycle repeating again and again… until she came to Cherry.  

“Cherry was born barren… she could not bear children, and so the essence of our Sister 

bound with her spirit, and her powers began to manifest after her reincarnation during what you 

call the Great War. Cherry herself was born with the abilities of precognition and emotional 

telepathy, letting her adjust to any situation as necessary… and she will become stronger with 

time. But granting her too much power may be dangerous: she requires guidance and a strong 

hand to keep her in line, or else she may fall and become much like her mother… the cursed 

Beatrice Blossom.” 

Selena nodded slowly, then she glanced over at Zerrex, then to Carmen, who looked 

almost pleading. Finally, she asked quietly: “What does the Baron have to say about this?” 

Carmen‟s face lost its usual playfulness and became solemn, and she looked down, 

whispering: “He committed suicide a few months back. He was so ashamed of what he felt he‟d 

caused, that he simply couldn‟t bear the guilt and the pain… we natural demons don‟t build up 

the thick skin that you guys do, after all, since we don‟t go through the whole punishment thing. 

He felt that giving in to his urges had caused this whole mess in the first place…” 

Zerrex murmured his condolences to Carmen, who grunted quietly as Selena looked 

down with a sigh, before saying finally: “I… then the rules of property apply. The Sisters forged 

the Diviner, but it was given to you to use… and you gave it willingly back to them to be sealed 

until the day it was needed again. If you feel it‟s necessary and agree with Earth that Cherry can 

handle the weapon, then so be it. We‟ll send it to the physical plane. And no, Zerrex, we are not 

sending Blackheart with it.” 

She glared at him, and Zerrex winced away before Carmen lowered the silk-wrapped 

weapon in front of her and nodded, saying quietly: “Zerrex, lay a hand on this and think of where 

your girls probably are, huh? I believe Cherry‟ll be a fuckin‟ natural beauty with this here 

blade… and if she really is the Fifth Sister, the Center of the Cross, she‟ll be able to put it to far 

better use than I ever would.” 

The Sisters mumbled to each other, and then Zerrex placed a hand on the silk sheets, 

concentrating on the safehouse where he guessed they‟d be by now… and a moment later, a 

black box formed around it, then disintegrated and flowed up into the air, Carmen smiling 

slightly as she said softly: “Package delivered… and speaking of packages, let‟s all admire 

Zerrex for a moment.” 

“I hate you.” Zerrex mumbled, and he half-covered himself embarrassedly before looking 

over at Selena, adding bluntly: “Can we get this over with, because I feel really awkward with all 

the females around.” 



“You‟re such a weirdo.” Selena muttered, then she glanced over to the Sisters of the 

Judgment Cross as they murmured to each other, asking quietly: “Pardon me for interrupting, but 

would you like to help out with the ritual to save a bit of strain on Sin?” 

“It would be our pleasure.” Fire said softly, and the Sisters smiled a bit to each other 

before forming a square around Zerrex as he strode to the center of the room, feeling both 

relieved and anxious. Selena walked around to stand at one side of the square, and Sin stood up 

to stand at the opposite with a wince, rubbing at her stomach as Carmen sat curiously back. 

“First we‟re going to perform an Encasement Ritual to protect Zerrex‟s physical body, 

and then we‟ll summon a symbiote to wrap around that and help him with exiting his mortal 

body. Zerrex, you‟re going to feel extremely claustrophobic for a few moments… will you be 

okay with concentrating enough to project your essence?” 

Zerrex nodded, taking a deep breath. He‟d practiced this with Lily several times over, and 

although the first time he‟d actually had a panic attack, he thought by now he‟d gotten used to 

it… or at least enough to survive for a few minutes while they performed the other rituals. 

“Yeah, I‟ll be okay. Do I cast at the three-minute mark?” 

“Yeah, and Sin will pull your essence free at the same time, so you should be able to 

rocket out of there. Stay back a moment, though, so we can confirm your… „flight plan?‟” 

Selena cocked her head, and when Zerrex smiled a bit at her mortal lingo, she blushed slightly 

and nodded. “Good. Everyone, start.” 

Zerrex crossed his arms over his chest, closing his eyes and bowing his head forwards as 

he let himself lean back a bit… and then he tried to stay still as he felt bits of rock slowly 

forming on his body, sticking to him and stretching over his form. He halted his breathing, 

reminding himself again and again that he didn‟t need to actually breathe, and he tried to close 

off his nostrils as stone slid over them, small spines of rock pushing into his nose uncomfortably. 

No more than a minute later, he was completely unable to move… and unable to even open his 

eyes, which made the panic rising through his body both better and worse. 

Outside, Selena and Sin both murmured a form of Reshape spell as they stepped forwards 

to touch the ugly pillar of rock surrounding Zerrex… and much of the grey, concrete-looking 

stone shattered and fell away, leaving Zerrex in not a pillar of rock, but suspended inside a 

massive blue gemstone. Selena took a breath, closing her eyes and already feeling drained before 

she knelt down, and the others did the same as she murmured: “Alright, let‟s summon the plant. 

Three… two… one… go.” 

They began speaking in tandem, and white lines slowly traced out from each member of 

the group, locking together with the others and forming an outer circle around the gemstone with 

strange runes glowing over the interior. A moment later, the ground trembled, and vines pushed 

up out of the floorboards as the gemstone shifted and tilted slowly back as a massive plant bulb 

pushed up from the earth below, ripping through the floorboards as more long tendrils of ivy 

snapped around the stone. 

The bulb opened and the „mouth‟ of the plant slowly engulfed the gemstone, sliding up 

over its sides as a strange liquid bubbled up out of the bulb, saturating the stone and causing it to 

glow weakly. Large roots pushed out of the earth around the plant, and thorned vines and flowers 

bloomed around the strange organic as the demonesses drew away from it and Sin stepped 

forwards, reaching out to touch the surface of the gemstone, Zerrex‟s face still visible through 

the blue crystal even with the vines wrapped over it as she leaned forwards and counted down 

the few remaining seconds. 



Zerrex was counting down as well, fighting panic as he felt the movements all around 

him, but remained hopelessly bound inside the stone… and then he released the incantation in a 

rush as Sin spoke above him in a muffled, distant voice, the reptile hearing her but unable to see 

her with his eyelids trapped shut. And then, suddenly, he was pushing up through the stone and 

the vines, his body a glowing blue light as he floated into the air and then halted, standing on top 

of the gemstone and looking around. 

Everyone seemed to glow slightly, and Sin glanced up towards him as Selena looked 

back and forth with a frown… but the Sisters could also clearly see him, and Carmen said 

mildly: “Selena, look up. There‟s a distortion… but he doesn‟t have the safety smoke coating 

around him, that‟s all.” 

“Good, it means you‟ll be harder to see up-top.” Selena said mildly, crossing her arms 

and making a face as she added in a mutter: “I hate always being the weak one of the group. But 

alright, Zerrex… do you remember the drill? And can you speak?” 

“I think so.” Zerrex said dumbly, but his voice can out weak and nearly inaudible, so he 

cleared his throat and concentrated, muttering in a much-clearer voice: “I hate Possession. It‟s 

stupid. It‟s cheap. And I‟m no good at it.” 

He slowly faded into existence as a glowing-blue spirit, and then he attempted to crack 

his knuckles before looking down at Selena as she continued to look at him patiently. “Alright, I 

remember, yes. I go up, talk to my family, get them to move out, and then I grab the best suitable 

body inside the facility and start causing trouble. I have to avoid getting exorcised, trapped, or 

going through too many bodies, because I use up my energy by doing multiple Possessions. And 

headshots are bad, too, because then the body won‟t function right or I might lose my vision.” 

“Right. Now get out of here before you start to fade out of existence or break down.” 

Selena grunted, and Carmen threw him a salute as the Sisters all bowed… and Zerrex decided 

that was all the push he needed, smiling and waving goodbye as he flew rapidly upwards towards 

the ceiling of Hell towards the closest Crack that would lead into Ire. 

The world shot past him, along with several other spirits that he could now see in his 

ethereal form, looking back and forth before he burst through the twisting red-and-black ceiling 

of Hell and towards a white, glowing rip in the pulsing darkness beyond. He closed his eyes, 

covering his face as he shot through it, his wings crackling into existence as he murmured: “I 

won‟t fail the mission this time, Narrius…” 

 

Cherry frowned a bit, looking back and forth from where she was sitting in a circle of 

runes, her concentration broken. She stood up and rubbed her hands together absently, clearing 

her mind of the negative thoughts she‟d been having as Marina glanced up from where she was 

sketching nearby, asking quietly: “You felt it too, huh?” 

Cindy glanced up in the other room,walking to the doorway and leaning in it as she asked 

slowly: “What are you two talking about? Is the place beginning to finally collapse?” 

Cherry snorted, glancing around at the steel walls and the ugly, dusty wood floor of the 

ramshackle mining facility they were staying in. This section of the building was high on twenty-

some-foot stilts, lit only by the bright morning light shining in from the windows, and above 

them there was a useless radio tower littered with broken transceivers and antennae… but it 

connected to the actual building where Cindy stood, that section standing off the uneven ground 

as well, but by much-smaller, thicker, and safer pillars of rock. “I think we‟re safe with that for 

now… no, somethin‟ else.” 



The demoness strode forwards, absently pushing past Cindy into the ugly, rusty kitchen 

where she was trying her best to prepare a meal on a small portable stove, but Marina only went 

back to her drawing with a grunt. She was wrapped in a blanket, still looking tired… but she was 

showing her father‟s vitality in recovering as quickly as she was, and Cindy had high hopes for 

her. Right now, her attention was more-focused on getting them fed and rested up… and she 

turned with a frown towards Cherry, murmuring quietly: “Please don‟t get too excited about 

things… it was probably nothing, I didn‟t sense anything…” 

“You wouldn‟t.” Cherry muttered, shaking her head a bit, and Cindy made a face even 

through the comment wasn‟t intended to be mean. Cherry gave her an apologetic grin, then 

instead turned and walked into the moderate-sized dining room beyond, littered with fallen 

plastic trays and damaged wooden tables where workers had once sat around and eaten… and 

Cherry snagged one of the .52s from the table, looking back and forth distastefully before halting 

as she muttered: “Wait… what‟s that?” 

She rose the magnum, knowing it was useless against a spirit even as she looked back 

and forth, remembering the layout of the building in case they had to make a quick escape. 

Barracks below where they all awkwardly slept… but Reia was outside, tinkering with Zerrex‟s 

motorcycle and tuning it up, making her doubly-vulnerable to attack from a pissed-off demonic 

spirit. She cursed under her breath, then stared stupidly as the spirit slowly began to materialize 

in front of her, as Cindy walked up behind her and asked quickly, frowning and glancing back 

and forth: “What is it, Cherry? And where is it, I can‟t-” 

“It‟s Daddy…” whispered Marina, as she walked up from behind Cindy, looking 

mesmerized at the glowing blue image of her father. Zerrex looked slowly over them all, smiling 

with faint sorrow and unmatched bliss as he gazed over his family… and then Marina fell to her 

knees, tears rolling down her eyes. “Daddy…” 

“Hi, everyone.” Zerrex said softly after a moment, sounding almost hesitant… and 

terribly ashamed of himself as he rubbed the back of his head, Cindy looking startled at the 

sound of his voice. “I‟m… I‟m so sorry I failed, and…” 

Cherry shot a round through his head, and Zerrex grabbed his skull as the image distorted 

before she said firmly: “Don‟t you ever start fuckin‟ blamin‟ yourself, Boss, or next time I see 

you, I‟m gonna pop a cap in your knee, you got that? I don‟t fucking care what happened… hell, 

if anything, it‟s our fault for failing you, my fault for failing you when you needed me most… 

and I wasn‟t there.  

“No way, you died, you perservered, and fuck is it ever good to see you now, looking 

bigger and badder than ever.” Cherry grinned widely, looking up into his eyes and swallowing 

hard, inwardly telling herself not to be a girl about this, not to dare be a girl about this. “Fuck, 

it‟s good to see your face… now come on, make romantic spiritual love to me on the table! Or at 

least, you know, talk some more, tell me how you got out of Hell and why they ain‟t tracking 

you right now… or at least some spoilers for the end of the movie, so I know why all the demons 

have gone so fucking haywire.” 

Zerrex rolled his eyes, amazed at how despite even after the passage of two hundred and 

sixty thousand years without her, Cherry could still make him feel exasperated within a minute 

of seeing her. But inwardly he was burning with a happiness he hadn‟t felt in forever… but he 

cleared his throat, forcing some amount of professionalism as he said quietly: “Lots has 

happened in Hell. The Princess has fallen, and there‟s been chaos in Heaven… I… Narrius. 

Narrius was there, he took the place of God… and he was ruling and manipulating both Heaven 

and Hell for who knows how many years…” 



“What?” Cherry snarled, shaking her head and asking coldly: “So did you ice the 

motherfucker, Zerrex? Shit… I can barely believe it, but after seeing what he did during the 

Great War?” 

“How can that even be possible?” Cindy looked horrified, and Marina snarled at her, 

causing her to quiet and look away, hurt. Zerrex frowned at this display between his daughters, 

as Marina returned fawning eyes to him, apparently not caring about what he was talking about, 

and that too sent a chill down his spine. How many fractures have spread through my family in 

my absence? 

He put this aside for now, though, looking at Cindy and reaching up to stroke her face 

gently… and she flinched before staring at him, feeling her father‟s hand rubbing quietly down 

her muzzle, then his palm on her cheek before he drew away, looking to Cherry and saying 

softly: “Narrius has started a second doomsday operation because he‟s been… incapacitated. It‟s 

too complicated to get into now… I… I don‟t want to talk about it like this.” Zerrex glanced 

down, but Cherry nodded, only looking at her father and master with quiet respect and sympathy. 

“It only took me a few moments to find the place they‟re at, though… it‟s only a few hundred 

klicks to the southwest of here, in an abandond mining town pretty similar to this on the 

outside… but the facility is massive. There‟s enough concentration of demonic essence there to 

make me feel like I‟m right back in Hell, though, so I‟m guessing there‟s some very nasty things 

waiting for us there. You know… if you‟re up for business. I can always go do it myself…” 

“Fuck that and double-fuck you. Someone hasn‟t lost their sense of humor or like of 

fairy-tales while in Hell.” Cherry grinned widely, then she leered at him and winked. “Say, how 

many chicks you lay? I bet it was a lot. A fuck of a lot. And oh, dude, did you like, meet up with 

any of our old pals while there? And shit, what about the fuckin‟ Princess? I knew she was a 

douche, anyone with „Princess‟ as their name is a douche, „cept for Princess Power-Fist of 

course. That was a sweet-ass cartoon.” 

“I‟m glad to see you too, Cherry.” Zerrex said softly, and the demoness blushed red, then 

immediately turned her entire body red to try and cover up this fact, huffing and looking away 

with badly-feigned irritation as her eyes flicked back to the Drakkaren. Zerrex shook his head 

with a bit of a smile, but then he said softly: “Take Highway 83A, the turnoff to 54A-South, and 

force your way through the divider between 54A and 60C when you see a wide brick road with a 

giant black needle-obelisk on one side of it, a monument to the Great War. I‟m sure you‟ll find 

your way there, though.” 

Cherry nodded, thinking over the roadmaps in her head and then mumbling: “Fuck that, if 

I‟m goin‟ illegal, I‟m gunning the engine and goin‟ illegal full throttle.” She glanced up at 

Zerrex, then grinned brightly as Cindy paled and looked at Cherry nervously, the discorporate 

lizard suddenly feeling rather anxious about his family‟s safety. “Don‟t worry, Boss, I‟ll get „em 

there. What about you, you gonna infiltrate the place and start up some havoc?” 

The reptile looked surprised, then Cherry winked and leaned forwards, reaching out to 

tickle under Zerrex‟s chin playfully. “Hey, I know the way you plan by now… and by the way, I 

know you don‟t got a lot of time, but someone here has something to admit to, about a person 

you may or may have not seen in Hell.” Cherry glared down at Marina, who muttered some 

curse under her breath and glanced away, and Zerrex frowned as he recognized the faint scars of 

demonic runes that had literally been carved into her… and the reptile guessed likely by her own 

hand. “Say it, Marina!” 

“Fuck off and die, Cherry, Daddy obviously knows and doesn‟t care. Mahihko isn‟t really 

a part of our family, anyway.” Marina said dismissively, and Cherry looked ready to reach out 



and strangle Marina to death before Zerrex simply looked at his youngest daughter with quiet 

disappointment, shaking her head slowly, and Marina swallowed convulsively, her eyes 

widening as she scrambled upwards and reached out to hug the Drakkaren… 

And as much as it hurt him to do so, Zerrex floated away from her grip and vanished 

from sight, not wanting to talk to her right now. Marina immediately howled, grabbing her head 

and falling forwards into a kneel, several tables flying around the room and crashing uselessly 

against the walls as Cherry dragged Cindy safely back into the kitche, looking back and forth 

with a snarl… and Marina continued to temper-tantrum, but this time Zerrex forced himself to 

turn away and fly off, even as Marina‟s psychic voice clawed at his mind and begged him to 

come back. But not this time, Marina… I‟ve given you all the chances in the world and I see that 

you‟ve lost your mind… 

A moment later, Cherry emerged from a side window, leaping out and down to the rocky 

ground far below without hesitation, and Zerrex could see that she was still locked on to him 

somehow. He paused for a moment, and Cherry headed quickly over to him, skidding to a halt 

and panting quietly as they stood behind the facility, mumbling: “I can feel you somewhere close 

by… but I can‟t see you. Don‟t reappear, Marina‟ll lock on to your energy signature, just do 

something to let me know you‟re there…” 

Zerrex reached out and gently grasped one of her breasts, and Cherry coughed before 

grinning a bit, looking up and saying softly: “There‟s the Boss I know. But… I dunno, I… I 

just… I don‟t know what to do. Cindy‟s breakin‟ down bit-by-bit, despite her strong façade, and 

Marina‟s just gone fucking nuts… and shit, Mahihko killed himself and I‟m scared that like, Hell 

is going to do bad things to the poor little bastard… fuck, Boss, I… I need your help.” She fell 

down on her knees, hanging her head and whispering: “I need your guidance… I feel so lost 

without you, Zerrex, you… I… I lost you, and I… I love you, much as we fight and bicker and 

shit… much as I‟ve hurt you and denied you… I love you so fucking much. I want to be with 

you, I want to sit at your side again and take your orders… Zerrex, I‟m scared that Hell has 

changed you, too, because I‟ve seen what it does to strong and weak alike…” 

Cherry shuddered a bit… and Zerrex knelt down as he realized she was crying, her hands 

buried in the gravel and dirt and ground as she whispered: “And you don‟t even gotta tell me, 

because I can feel her presence. It‟s my mom, isn‟t it… she‟s somewhere here, she‟s working for 

Narrius. Fuck, Zerrex, I… I can‟t fight her. I‟m… I‟m so scared of her…” 

Zerrex quietly wiped her tears away, then he leaned in close and kissed her cheek gently, 

letting his ethereal, invisible form press close to hers… and Cherry reached out a hand hesitant ly, 

but it only passed through his body before she sighed and punched the ground, sending up a 

spray of grey sand as she snarled: “Fuck, I‟m so weak! Please, Boss, help me out here… what do 

I do?” 

Zerrex remained silent, and then he sighed softly, looking down and murmuring quietly: 

“I don‟t have all the answers myself, Cherry… just… just keep them together. Cindy needs hugs 

and calm, and Marina needs attention and affection. I know you‟re scared of Beatrice: I am too, I 

ran into her twice and I was unable to do anything permanent to her either time… but there‟s 

something laying out front near the edge of the driveway that might help you. I‟m… I‟m going to 

go, though. Take care of yourself, Cherry… I love you too.” 

The reptile floated away as Marina bolted out the back door, charging towards her… but 

Zerrex floated in a careful arc around her, then he looked away as Marina tackled Cherry from 

behind and began to pound on her back uselessly, screaming angrily at her about hiding Zerrex 

from her. Cherry twisted after a few moments of shivering, snagging Marina by the neck and 



forcing her down to the ground, pinning her as she rose a fist, tears falling from her eyes… and 

then she dropped down and hugged Marina tightly against her body, and the younger, sniffling 

Drakkaren shivered before bursting back into sobs and clinging to Cherry.  

Zerrex dropped back down, glancing up to see Cindy standing at a window, staring out in 

the sky as she held herself… and then he smiled faintly as he looked down and saw Reia working 

on his motorcycle, wearing a dark grey shirt and grease-covered, faded jeans. She had several 

books sitting out beside her, and Zerrex landed, striding silently behind her as she flipped 

through several pages of a manual in consternation, her tools laying scattered around her on an 

ugly tarp as he murmured: “You can‟t learn everything from a book, you know.” 

Reia jumped and stared around, her ivory scales seeming to glow as she stared back and 

forth with wide eyes… and then Zerrex grinned slightly as he slid around her, saying teasingly: 

“It‟s just me, your conscience speaking…” 

“Zerrex, stop pulling crap on me!” Reia fumed, glaring back and forth… but she still 

looked uncertain, and the reptile wondered absently if she ever talked to him or heard his voice 

in her head as she picked up a rag and wiped her hands quickly, mumbling: “This isn‟t funny. I 

hate this, I hate this kind of stuff…” 

“Say, do you know how to use an RPG?” Zerrex asked meditatively, and Reia blinked 

and frowned before the Drakkaren leaned in close to whisper in her ear, and the dragoness 

winced a bit as her eyes flicked back and forth, half-wondering whether or not she had gone 

insane. 

 

The reptile floated slowly around the outside of the facility, making a disgusted face at 

the massive, whitewashed building and the mortal guards patrolling it. PMC soldiers for the most 

part, from the massive military transports and tanks with the white Aztec logo on them… and 

Zerrex faintly remembered the name, but couldn‟t place it after all these years.  

He was trying to lock on to Beatrice‟s energy signature, which he could distinctly feel 

here… and in this Hell-encased atmosphere, he not only recognized that she‟d probably be at full 

strength, even the mortal guards seemed affected by it, some of the resting soldiers in a large 

mess tent set up next to the huge, sprawling facility absently rubbing at strange welts on their 

forms. Accelerated demonic corruption, wonderful… which means they probably won‟t die from 

the usual punch to the head, either. Shots to the chest and face should still work, though… 

Zerrex floated into the facility, wandering along the hallways, invisible even to the 

demonic soldiers he saw standing side-by-side with many of the soldiers. He also noted several 

very pissed-off looking ghosts stalking through the halls, so he figured it wouldn‟t be too hard to 

infiltrate through the area… although he also saw runic circles every now and then inscribed into 

the roof or around a doorway to protect it from being opened or alert someone if a spirit tried to 

gain access. 

The reptile tried to pass through a wall to his right, then he grunted and winced, making a 

disgusted face. The walls were made of iron lined with salt… an old but extremely-effective way 

to bar entrance to a room to an entity like himself, at least until he got into a body. Then things 

wouldn‟t be as difficult to get around with the tricks he had up his sleeve… 

He floated upwards through the ceiling instead, making a face as a minotaur passed 

through his legs, then stared at none other than Beatrice, who was glowering at a jackal wearing 

a white suit with two enormous mindless Dragokkaren guards standing behind him, both in 

heavy plated armor and carrying gigantic assault rifles. The jackal brought back memories of 



several trains and the Aztec Corportion… and Zerrex placed the name he‟d been having trouble 

with as he looked at him with disgust, deciding to take the opportunity to listen in.  

“-understand my point, yes?” The jackal motioned at her, his features smiling but cold as 

he held an expensive silver walking stick in his other hand. “We‟re providing the cloning 

equipment, the DNA data, the weaponry for your troops, and I just want to negotiate a fair 

exchange, that‟s all, since I‟m now head of the corporation. I agree, yes, that was part of the 

deal… but with the complications and the rush ahead in plans you‟ve asked for, I‟m going to 

have to charge several additional fees, Miss Blossom.” 

“We‟re providing the generators that power this whole charade and we‟ve been in contact 

and very clear no additional costs would be incurred, Aztec. You‟re a spokesperson, a false-

face… you only inherited the company everyone thought you owned because of the death of 

Jackson.” Beatrice said coldly, then she rose a hand, blue fire sparking around it as Aztec‟s eyes 

widened, and he staggered backwards as she growled: “But keep arguing. You‟re no longer a 

necessary instrument at this point: we can always kill you and procure other materials from other 

interested investors. Or turn around and walk away, and you‟ll stay one of the few surviving 

parties in this little farce.” 

Aztec dropped his head, mumbling something as he turned away and stomped off, his 

Dragokkaren guards following… and Beatrice looked to the side, saying coldly to an angel 

wearing a long monk‟s robe: “Follow him and eliminate him. I‟ll send a doppelganger to take his 

shape after we finish production of the first wave.” 

She paused as the angel walked away, standing for a moment in the empty hall… and 

then she turned away, her eyes tracing over the seemingly-empty corridor before she rose a hand 

alight with blue flame, whispering: “I see you.” 

Zerrex‟s spirit burst into azure flames, and the Drakkaren cursed as he fell through the 

floor and the next below, but thankfully the fire whooshed out as he passed down into a long 

subbasement, halting his fall and mumbling under his breath as he straightened himself out. She 

had sensed him, but not enough to feel threatened by his presence… and then the Drakkaren 

froze as he looked back and forth, landing on the fifty-foot catwalk that stretched over a long 

metal valley below, the walls covered in glowing capsules. There was a massive control terminal 

in the center of the catwalk, and Zerrex watched as a scientist tapped away at several buttons on 

the computer, mumbling to himself before an enormous claw attached to the ceiling on a 

magnetic track rolled outwards, then reached down and picked up a capsule, removing it from its 

holder on the wall and carrying it to a well in the walkway. 

It set it down, and the scientist approached the capsule with a notepad, glancing over it 

thoughtfully as Zerrex floated towards the pod… and he stared at a clone of Narrius that was 

rigged up to all manner of tubes and electrodes inside. He snarled as he stared over it, at the way 

the last layer of scales was still growing over raw flesh and muscle… and he realized it hadn‟t 

been so much born as built. Next-generation cloning technology… creating a solid, complex 

DNA structure that doesn‟t require development from an adolescent phase, but instead is grown 

layer-by-layer… skeleton, organs, muscle, flesh, scale… 

Looks like you‟re remembering your mortal days pretty clearly despite the time loss… 

that‟s good and bad. Selena‟s voice said in his head, and Zerrex glanced up, smiling a bit. She 

hadn‟t wanted to copilot… but it seemed there she was, anyway, likely wearing a magical helmet 

that was connected to the plant by long vines, letting her view what was going on with him and 

send him clear thoughts and information every few minutes: a complete, distinct connection was 



almost impossible, after all, due to the time difference. Remember, Zerrex, focus on the objective. 

Find a suitable body first. 

Zerrex nodded, focusing his mind and thinking clearly: Alright, Selena. I know by the 

time you get this thought of mine, roughly a year and some time will have passed in Hell, and 

then it‟ll be at least  ten minutes for me at best before you send something back… but thank you. 

Let me know if you find anything out. 

The Drakkaren turned away from the capsule, going towards a door with a glowing runic 

circle on it… but the reptile simply made a face and floated over to the wall, looking distasteful 

as he passed through it. He emerged a few moments later into a small room with a single 

scientist inside, the male muttering calculations to himself as he stood in front of a capsule 

surrounded by computers and monitoring equipment, and the reptile stuck out his tongue at him 

childishly before he stared at the occupant of the capsule and grinned slowly. 

A clone body of himself was floating inside the liquid, wearing an oxygen mask and 

covered in electrodes, with most of his body complete… and Zerrex carefully glanced around the 

room, looking at the huge flatscreen televisions on the walls and noting the positions of the 

cameras in the corner of the room before he turned his eyes back to the scientist… and he 

frowned a bit, looking at him distastefully. Two prime subjects for Possession are unstable 

people and people who are emotionally-vulnerable. Note-jotter here seems like an obsessive, and 

he‟s clinging to his work… but I want to know everything I can about that body before I take it 

over, so it looks like if I want to get into his head, I‟ll have to scare him a bit. But first thing‟s 

first… 

The reptile floated over to the set of runed security doors leading in and out, and he noted 

that they seemed to have an automated locking system. So a code needs to be entered on that 

keypad in order for anyone to move in and out… excellent. 

Zerrex floated mischeviously over to the small table-cart beside the scientist, upon which 

was a cold cup of coffee… and the Drakkaren concentrated, solidifying his hands before 

carefully picking the mug up and throwing it at the keypad. It shattered loudly and splattered 

coffee all over the keys, and the scientist jumped, looking back and forth in shock. His eyes 

settled on the keypad a moment later, staring as it sparked several times before he cursed under 

his breath and threw his clipboard across the room in frustration. “All this paranormal nonsense 

is giving me an ulcer… I‟ll have to call maintenance for the tenth time this week because of the 

goddamn ghosts…” 

The scientist fumbled a radio out of his lab coat, and Zerrex swooped in and snatched it, 

throwing it firmly up into one of the corner cameras and shattering the lens, the scientist 

staggering before looking back and forth nervously, saying in a strangled voice: “E-Excuse me, 

but I had nothing to do with any of this facility… I‟m a researcher, I do genetic splicing and 

coding… I was hired to do a job, not hurt anyone. Please… please stop, okay?” 

“How do you separate those things out?” Zerrex asked mildly, as he floated up towards 

one of the other cameras… then yanked it firmly downwards, the scientist yelping and falling 

backwards, knocking the cart over as he stared at the hail of sparks that rained down before the 

camera fell heavily to the ground as well. “How do you separate „I was doing my job‟ from „I 

was part of a research project that eventually caused the destruction of the world?‟ But maybe 

I‟m just an idealist.” 

Zerrex grabbed the top of the capsule, making himself visible in a glow of blue energy as 

he pulled himself up and landed neatly sitting with his legs primly crossed, his hands lacing 



together as he looked curiously down at the dog, and it scampered backwards with a yell of 

shock before Zerrex smiled and said coldly: “Boo.” 

He threw himself forwards off the capsule, diving for the canine even as he spun around, 

and the Drakkaren collided hard with his back before pushing his body into the dog, grunting and 

tearing viciously through the canine‟s energy as he screamed and spasmed, rolling around on the 

floor… and a moment later, Zerrex was staring at the ceiling through the eyes of the scientist, 

and he grinned viciously as he sat up, flexing his fingers and carefully looking over the body 

he‟d just taken over as he made his way towards the capsule, putting his hands against it and 

leering in at the clone of his real body, ignoring the screams of the scientist in his head as he 

murmured: “Wonderful. Time to get things started… tell you what…” 

Zerrex closed the dog‟s eyes, concentrating for a moment… and then he was standing in 

a police interrogation room, the dog curled up in a corner in an orange jumpsuit as the Drakkaren 

approached with a large, thick phonebook, saying softly: “You can tell me a quick summary 

about that clone of me in there… or you can make me find it myself in your mind. But believe 

me, the smart thing to do would be to tell me.”  

The canine quailed, looking back and forth in horror before babbling: “This… this is my 

mind, possession… by ghosts or demons is the same thing, it can be wrestled off, I… I‟m not 

scared of you…” 

Zerrex smiled coldly, beating the phonebook gently against his hand as he said softly: 

“You should be. The moment I jumped into your head, I got a big old list of your fears or worst 

memories… and I can make you relive every one of them.” He paused, then slapped the dog 

across the face with the thick phonebook, shouting: “Now talk, or I‟ll make you squeal like the 

cops did ten years ago, Rick, when you were just some dumb young punk on the streets!” 

Rick screamed, falling over and immediately crawling away, and Zerrex turned around, 

following him slowly as he added quietly: “Bit-by-bit, I‟m tapping into your memories and 

emotions, even as we speak. How would you like me to throw you in lock-up with a sex-

deprived brute who‟d see a filly like you as just another fine ass to plow, or I can throw you in 

the pen and let it slip that you‟re a pedophile; whether you are or not, they‟ll still kick the crap 

out of you.” He paused, tilting his head as he brushed at his naked chest, before looking at the 

phonebook and murmuring softly: “And there‟s hundreds of thousands of weapons I can hurt you 

with that won‟t leave a bruise, Rick…” 

“Okay, okay! Enough, please!” The dog broke down into sobs from the other side of the 

room, shaking his head and covering his head as he began to tremble violently. “Look, I… I was 

assigned to the secondary research division, we were trying to build a perfect prototype of your 

body, structured around DNA obtained by the complex‟s leader, Beatrice… I… please, leave me 

alone, I‟ll help you, I… I don‟t wanna die, I don‟t wanna go through this pain again, I need to 

make the money to feed my family, and Aztec… Aztec employs me, I couldn‟t turn down a 

direct order to transfer from R&D…” 

Zerrex tossed the phonebook aside as he walked forwards, then he grabbed Rick by the 

lab coat and jerked him up above his head, shoving him against the wall and making the dog 

squeal as he snarled: “Play me, Rick, and it‟s the last thing you‟ll ever do. What about the mental 

processes of the clones, have they been installed in place, or are they just blank slates?” 

“The Dragokkaren clones, the A-Series we‟ve been making have only enough 

intelligence to differentiate friend from foe and understand basic logical functions… not even 

complex enough to understand how to use a keypad if you showed them a hundred times over.” 

Rick squealed, struggling weakly as he stared down in horror into Zerrex‟s eyes. “And the C-



Series, the… the clones of you, they have no intelligence, artificial or otherwise… we were just 

beginning production on them, this is the first successful complete clone right here… there‟s 

zero brain development, it‟s just a clump of grey matter between the eyes to control the basic 

functions, we‟re supposed to see if it stays alive out in the air for five minutes before we perform 

an autotopsy to check that all the parts are in order… we were supposed to start mass-cloning of 

them in two weeks, but… I…” 

The Drakkaren rose a finger to silence the babbling of the dog, and he cleared his throat 

after a moment, saying slowly: “Listen to me, Rick. That body doesn‟t look fully-developed, but 

I want to open that capsule up. The more you help me out, the better things go for you, okay? So 

I‟m going to open your eyes, and you‟re going to help me move your hands to do all the right 

things while you tell me a bit about this base, understand? But if you screw with me, I‟ll rip you 

apart, limb-by-limb, inside and outside of your own head.” 

Rick trembled violently, but nodded… and Zerrex slowly opened the dog‟s eyes, letting 

the illusion fade out and Rick‟s consciousness flow forwards a bit to give him some control, but 

the Drakkaren ready to tear the dog‟s hands away if he did anything stupid. Instead, he leaned 

away, then made a face when a ghost of a soldier floated by, mumbling to itself. Is… is that what 

they look like? 

The dog sounded terrified, and Zerrex nodded as he looked around for the central 

computer, entering Rick‟s login information and hitting the enter button to open up a 

complicated command system, the reptile making a distasteful face as he mumbled: “Yeah, that‟s 

what they look like. That and worse. These are some seriously-unhappy spirits, likely drawn here 

by the pull of Hell‟s energies… there‟s probably a poltergeist or two floating around too, eating 

up the negativity and waiting for the right time to start causing some serious trouble. How do I 

open the capsule? And what do I do about that raw flesh?” 

I… you… you can hyperaccelerate the growth of the scales with a compound called 

„G144S5…‟ You can access it by typing this code… Rick entered the code himself on the 

keyboard without realizing it, and Zerrex simply let him do his thing as the dog mumbled: And… 

this bypasses the security system to prepare to open the capsule without setting off an alert… 

most of the capsules are rigged with alarm systems… 

Another few sets of complex code, and the Drakkaren glanced over his shoulder, 

watching as several metallic arms clacked out from the floor of the glass capsule, one of them 

inserting a needle into the clone‟s leg while the other began to rub over the exposed areas of 

flesh. Scales began to form, then the speed of their growth enhanced as the reptile murmured 

through the dog‟s mouth: “It‟s like those stupid „watch-them-grow‟ plants, but faster… they look 

different, though.” 

They‟re softer and fibrous… it‟s why they grow so fast, but they‟ll harden when they 

contact with the air. Rick mumbled, and Zerrex made a bit of a face at the grey scales that didn‟t 

match his real green… but then again, finding a clone of himself here was far more than he‟d 

asked for, so he‟d take the bad with the good and smile. Then the Drakkaren blinked as the 

capsule hissed and the liquid inside drained rapidly, leaving the clone‟s body half-hanging 

against the supports it stood against as the metallic arms drew away, the freshly-grown scales 

over its stomach and part of his legs darkening as they visibly toughened. 

Another hiss, and the glass walls of the capsule spun slowly down into the ground, 

leaving the roof hanging in midair, supported only by a pair of metal bars as the dog leaned 

forwards and pulled off the oxygen mask and breathing tube, then swept the electrodes and other 



devices quickly off before Zerrex forced the scientist to firmly grasp the shoulders of the eight-

two clone of himself… and he closed his eyes, concentrating for a moment. 

The dog‟s body slumped slowly to the ground, and the clone stood lifelessly for a 

moment longer before his eyes snapped open… and Zerrex grinned to himself as he flexed his 

powerful body, looking over himself and murmuring: “Incredible. This is the kind of edge I need 

to make sure I can actually be useful here… but now I‟d better get around to doing my job, or no 

one‟s going to need me at the end of the day.” 

He paused to look down at Rick, but the dog was drooling stupidly on the ground, 

although Zerrex honestly hadn‟t thought the Possession had been enough to send him into shock 

like that. He shrugged absently, then looked back and forth before raising a hand towards the 

doors, channeling his powers forwards through this body. 

A dent appeared in them as the Drakkaren swung out with his mind in the weak version 

of telekinesis he was capable of, and the reptile smiled slightly before pausing. He walked 

forwards after a moment, ignoring the damaged keypad, and set his hands between the doors as 

he channelled his physical strength through the clone body of his, and he grunted and tore to 

either side a moment later, tearing the sealed doors apart. 

An alarm began to blare, and Zerrex slipped quickly through the opening he‟d made 

between the doors before he cracked his knuckles as the doors at the other end of the long bridge 

he stepped out onto opened. A contingent of minotaurs and other demonic soldiers rushed him, 

and the reptile flexed a bit, rubbing at his wrists as he muttered: “Now, time to see how combat-

worthy this body really is.” 

The Drakkaren attempted to create a sphere of energy, and it flickered into life in one 

hand, Zerrex grinning coldly before he threw it forwards and blew the closest two minotaurs off 

their feet, but the draconic soldier behind one of them simply smashed the limp body of the 

minotaur out of the way as he ran towards the reptile with an enormous metal hammer. It swung 

viciously downwards, and Zerrex slid out of the way, stepping quickly on the head of the maul 

before he punched the draconic demon across the face, knocking him staggering. 

Zerrex leapt forwards and snagged the back of the demon‟s head, then he smashed it 

firmly down into the railing, leaving a dent as the the demon collapsed to the side with a bit of 

blood running from his mouth. A Nightmare tried to move in next, but Zerrex ducked low to the 

ground under a stab from its spear to snag the maul, flipping it around before he stabbed it 

forwards and upwards into the demon stallion‟s gut, and the soldier staggered backwards before 

Zerrex spun around and snapped the maul in a hard upwards swing over his shoulder, shattering 

the bottom of the soldier‟s jaw and sending him down in a heap. 

Before Zerrex could turn back around, a hatchet collided with his back, and the reptile 

winced as he dropped the enormous hammer: the pain was dulled, but likely only because his 

spirit had only connected so much into this body. He was a bit slower than he remembered, and 

his powers weaker… and as he turned around and flailed his right arm, he realized he couldn‟t 

channel any of his real demonic abilities before he glared angrily at the three remaining soldiers, 

and all of them were blown off their feet. Then again, telekinesis is a bit enhanced on the 

physical plane… and I wonder… 

He turned his eyes to the minotaur as it began to climb up to its feet… and it froze as 

Zerrex‟s eyes glowed solid green, before it turned around with a roar, raising its poleaxe and 

slashing viciously down into its partner, chopping over and over into him before turning with a 

snarl towards the Initiate wolf that had a throwing axe in either hand, more of these strung across 

his chest… and it quickly tossed two into the face of the minotaur, knocking it flat. 



It threw another hatchet at Zerrex, and the Drakkaren caught it by the handle with a look 

of distaste before pausing and reaching over his shoulder to tear the other one out of his back… 

and the wolf with only the start of his horns stared before Zerrex threw one of the hatchets hard 

at his chest, and it tore deep into the lupine, sending him crashing onto his back. The Drakkaren 

grinned… and then his eyes narrowed as the wolf kicked up to his feet with a snarl and drew 

several knives out of a pouch at its side. Initiates shouldn‟t have enough strength to survive a 

direct hit like that… 

The wolf threw the knives, but Zerrex stepped to the side as he hurled the other axe… 

and it barely clipped the lupine‟s arm as he slid gracefully out of the way before tossing another 

handful of knives at him, and these collided solidly with the lizard‟s chest, knocking him 

backwards. The Drakkaren snarled, then started forwards… but the Initiate jumped backwards 

with a grin, saying teasingly: “I‟ve done enough for now, Zerrex Narrius… but keep this in mind 

the next time you try and fuck with me: you just aren‟t up to the challenge.” 

The wolf turned and jumped gracefully up onto the railing, then leapt off, and Zerrex 

stared before snarling as the wolf righted himself in midair with a twist and cold fire burst out of 

the boots on his feet, the lupine holding his hands out as he slowed his fall through midair. The 

lizard looked back and forth, then he picked up the maul from the ground beside him and threw it 

hard towards the lupine. 

It struck the back of his head, and the wolf was sent spiraling downwards to crash into 

several capsules, and Zerrex grinned stupidly even as the alarms began to blare in tandem with a 

flashing blue light… but his eyes focused in and he frowned as the demon began to pull itself out 

of the wreckage of the capsules, rubbing at the back of his head dumbly. Then Zerrex looked up 

in surprise as several heavy shutters slammed down on either side of the bridge, and it slowly 

began to rise towards the ceiling. 

Zerrex glanced back and forth before yanking the black pants off a minotaur and sliding 

them onto himself. He picked up a hatchet in one hand, then the Nightmare‟s spear in the other 

as the bridge halted only a few feet from the high roof… and the reptile carefully around before 

pausing as he noted a door in one of the walls the huge bridge was not currently facing. The 

Drakkaren walked cautiously towards the center terminal, then he made a face at the scientist 

curled up under the small control console, looking down at him sourly before ordering: “Turn the 

bridge.” 

“Just… I… okay…” The scientist wheezed, and he leapt up to his feet, turning around 

and hammering in a coded sequence. The bridge immediately groaned beneath them, then it spun 

slowly to the side to lock into what had a moment ago been the side walls, the doorway now 

easily accessible. The scientist winced as he looked over his shoulder at the Drakkaren, and 

Zerrex nodded a bit, deciding it wasn‟t worth his while to kill him when all these other alarms 

were blaring anyway. 

He made it almost halfway towards the doorway… and then closed his eyes slowly when 

the bridge turned again, glaring over his shoulder at the scientist, who screeched and shook his 

head wildly, howling miserably: “It must be on a timer! I… I‟m sorry!” 

“Then wait for me to get to the other side and turn it again when I wave!” Zerrex shouted 

irritably back, and he stomped all the way down to the other end of the bridge before looking 

sourly at the male, who hammered in the code again. This time, when the bridge turned, Zerrex 

was left standing right in front of the door… and the reptile shoved it open and made his way 

through the double doors as he mumbled: “The price of compassion…” 



He stepped into a badly-lit, short stairwell… and the Drakkaren made his way down this 

before halting and frowning as he emerged into a room filled with corpses and blood. A table 

was set up in the center of the room, over which a too-bright white light shone, and the snack 

machines on one side of the room suggested it had been some rest area for whatever had 

originally been here… but both soldiers and what looked like engineers – by the shreds of their 

uniforms, anyway – had been torn apart. All that remained of them was the half-played poker 

game scattered across the table and over the floor…  

Zerrex could hear something crunching faintly in the background… and then the reptile 

snarled as a Glutton loomed slowly out of the shadows, growling hungrily at him as the yellow-

skinned, corpulent monstrosity was followed by at least five others… and Zerrex slammed the 

hatchet down into the table as he took the spear in both hands, muttering: “The others better get 

here soon, because I‟m sure the entire base is alive with demons by now…” 

 

Reia made a face at the small group clustered in the military humvee Cherry had stolen 

from the Aztec campsite, and then she pointed out irritably: “You know, for one thing, this 

motorcycle is just a bit too big for me, if you haven‟t noticed. For another, if it falls over, there‟s 

no way in Hell I‟m ever going to be able to right it. Finally, I‟m carrying a fucking rocket 

launcher on my shoulder and I have no idea how the hell I‟m supposed to get it up that 

embankment.” 

Cherry leaned out the passenger window with a grin, saying in a sugary voice: “Well, if 

you‟re saying you can‟t do it, I guess I can take over for you, or maybe Cindy can…” 

“Fine, I‟ll do it.” Reia said morbidly, lowering her head and cursing her pride as she 

gunned the engine with one hand, the long cylinder of the rocket launcher, RPG, whatever it was 

resting on her shoulder and the aiming mechanism currently closed. The head of a rocket was 

sticking out of the tube, firmly locked into place by four large claws that would release only after 

the explosive was activated… and Reia growled a bit as she twisted the bike, kicking up dirt as 

she shot up a narrow path leading up towards a squat row of cliffs. 

“‟Atta girl.” Cherry murmured, and then she sat back and motioned for Cindy to drive 

onwards, and she nodded. She was dressed in a conservative military uniform with long sleeves, 

a flak vest, and long pants that tucked neatly into kleated metal boots… while Cherry herself had 

a tight black belly shirt on that showed off plenty of cleavage and jeans with a matching shade. 

Combat boots sparkled on her feet from obsessive polishing… and a silk-wrapped weapon sat on 

her lap, the female looking down at this thoughtfully. “You remember the plan, Cindy?” 

Cindy nodded, patting the grenade launcher holstered on her hip as the other stayed 

firmly on the wheel, driving the humvee slowly towards the gates that blocked the road and the 

guard post beside it. In the distance was the facility Zerrex had described, and Cherry could see 

several tanks and other war machines forming a perimeter around their own base as black specks 

she guessed were soldiers ran back and forth. “Looks like Daddy is already stirring up trouble.” 

“He needs us.” Marina murmured softly, hugging herself quietly. She was dressed in her 

schoolgirl outfit, complete with tie – her argument for this had been „Daddy thinks I‟m pretty 

whne I wear it,‟ and no one had been able to convince her to change. Beside her sat Szar, in an 

old Hez‟Ranna uniform, the bandaged-up demon looking uncomfortable: for the last few days, 

he‟d been running around talking with other demons, and they had picked him up – along with a 

gaggle of demons trailing behind them in a minivan stuffed like a clown car, an image that made 

Cherry think the apocalypse truly was nigh – and asked him to lead the group behind them.  



He had agreed hesitantly, not liking the idea of fighting his own brothers – and worse, 

going up against Beatrice, the infamous Lust Incarnation – and now he was fidgeting nervously 

as they pulled up to the guard booth. A single soldier approached them, looking irritable before 

his eyes settled on Cindy and Cherry beyond, and he leaned down with a grin, saying easily: 

“About time some girls showed up! Believe me, the base will be glad to have you… hey, 

sweetheart, you have some identification?” 

“Right here.” Cindy said gently, and she reached down to pull her grenade launcher out 

of her holster, taking aim at the soldier. Immediately, the guard staggered backwards in horror, 

raising his hands… and Cindy fired a round into him, the short-range grenade blowing him into 

chunks that splattered over the humvee before she fired a second round into the booth beyond, 

and the roof blew off, sailing high into the air as whatever computer systems were inside were 

trashed, blue fire and lighting lacing out from the guard booth. 

Cherry winced as Cindy pushed two more rounds into the short-barreled, rifle-shaped 

grenade launcher, and then she leaned over and asked quietly: “Is uh… that the sign we should 

all suit up?” 

“We still have time.” Cindy said coldly, holstering her weapon before she drove the 

humvee through the plain chainlink gate in front of them, tearing it down and sending up a slew 

of sparks. Electricity coursed uselessly over the vehicle, and the once-gentle female glanced over 

to Cherry, asking softly: “Are you sure Reia will be able to get around the security system?” 

“She‟ll be able to get in close enough, either way, from the layout of the security fence… 

bitch just can‟t stand but to get involved, just like me.” Cherry grinned slightly, before she added 

quietly: “But hey, tone it down a bit, huh? We don‟t want the Boss thinking that I‟ve gone and 

turned you evil or something, huh?” 

Cindy only grunted as she drove onwards, keeping her eyes steadily on the road in front 

of her before she began to slow as they came into clear sight of the facility, idling carefully past a 

cliff and coming into view of a large mess tent as Cherry muttered: “Casual ain‟t gonna work in 

this situation, Cindy… the alarms are gonna turn things into a big mess for us. We‟d best wait for 

Reia to send up the signal.” 

The female nodded, and they both glanced up towards the cliffs… and the dragoness 

herself was currently driving over a rocky ridge, bouncing against the seat of the motorcycle, her 

arm aching and teeth grit as she felt a strange thrill at the same time at the fact she was actually 

managing this, sliding down a long slope and twisting the throttle to roar up a long hill before 

she skidded to a halt at the edge of a curled, dirty cliff, looking down coldly over the facility 

before her and the PMCs scattered around it, muttering: “Utterly disgusting…” 

She pulled the small screen on the side of the launcher open, and it displayed random 

information she didn‟t really understand, but also showed exactly where the rocket would hit and 

the approximate radius of the explosion as she targeted the building. Cherry had told her just to 

fire off a shot at random into the facility and drive away, far and fast… but she thought she 

should at least find a good shot instead of wasting a rocket. 

The dragoness paused, then nodded and made a face as she found an appropriate place to 

hit before she half-squeezed the trigger, then cursed and mumbled under her breath as she 

remembered the button sequence she had to hit on the side of launcher. She pressed in three 

small yellow buttons, and the rocket‟s clamps detached before it spun once and something inside 

the launcher geared up… and Reia took aim again before squeezing the trigger hard. 

The rocket shot out with a blast of fire that would have knocked her over if not for the 

weight of the motorcycle leaning against her leg, and then she stared as the explosive collided 



with the side of the building and blew a hole in it, brick and rock flying over the cluster of 

soldiers she‟d aimed just above and knocking them scattering. Then she regained her senses and 

threw the launcher away, twisting the throttle to full and roaring down the cliffs as she grasped 

both handlebars tightly, gritting her teeth as bullets shot into the cliffs and several humvees and 

jeeps full of Aztec soldiers shot down the interior of their own facility, breaking up the perimeter 

to give chase. 

A short distance away, Cindy and Cherry watched as the explosion went up, and they 

nodded to each other as they leapt out of the humvee, Cherry tossing the silk sheet away as she 

clamped the manacle it had been hiding onto her arm and grasped the sword at the end of a long, 

magical chain tightly in one hand. Swords had never really been her thing… but this combined 

the best of both worlds, and the demoness grinned at the thrill of power it sent through her, her 

muscles flexing and her horns curling forwards slightly. Besides, I got my whip on my belt too… 

but something tells me this‟ll work out fine.  

Her other hand rested on the butt of a handgun, and without even glancing up she drew 

and fired a round into the head of a soldier charging towards her, knocking him flat. She slowly 

looked up as the rest of the encampment began to storm towards them, and Szar turned and 

sprinted towards the van now quickly approaching from behind, a gatling gun in his hands. 

Cindy, meanwhile, had snagged her sword from where it was attached to the top of the humvee 

by magnets, clamping it onto her back as Marina emerged with a cold smile, a submachine gun 

hanging loosely from one hand. They didn‟t have a lot… but they were good with on-site 

procurement by now. 

The three ran forwards, breaking away from Szar‟s group of demons to run for the hole 

Reia had blown in the wall. Soldiers immediately formed a line as enemy demons ran towards 

them, but Cherry only grinned coldly and muttered a quick incantation, and a wall of fire tore up 

from the ground beneath the row of soldiers. 

Several of them backed off, but most of the line was ripped apart, decimated as their 

weapons exploded in their hands and their bodies burst into flame. Several demons fell from 

friendly fire as well, before the rest were easily cleaned up and driven back by shots from both 

Marina and Cindy, the latter female slapping a new grenade into the magazine and reloading 

with every shot she took, pulling the small explosives out of  the bandolier she‟d strapped across 

her body.  

On one side, several medium-sized tanks rolled forwards, while an armored personnel 

carrier pulled in front of the hole in the wall, the twin 40mm turrets on top of the machine 

rotating towards the group… but Marina rose a hand, her eyes glowing as her psychic powers 

seized the heavy troop transport before she threw it to the side into the tanks with only a wave of 

her arm, and soldiers scattered, screaming and yelling in terror as even the demons hesitated long 

enough for the group to charge through the burning hole and into the facility with minimal 

resistence from the enemy. 

Immediately, a shock ran through Cherry‟s body… and she looked at the others, 

shouting: “We‟re splitting up! You two, head down into the interior, I‟m going this way, that‟s 

an order!” 

Even Marina didn‟t dare argue, only nodding as she and Cindy ran forwards into the 

facility… while Cherry charged down the other hallway towards a staircase. A pair of soldiers 

immediately stumbled their way back up the stairs as she bolted towards them, one of them firing 

randomly behind himself, but Cherry easily stayed out of the path of the bullets before she threw 



the sword forwards and snapped her wrist to the side on instinct, and the blade tore through both 

of the Aztec troops, knocking them flat. 

She jerked her arm back, and the sword flew immediately back to her, the chain 

lengthening and shortening as necessary… and Cherry grinned as she caught the blade, leaping 

over the bodies and turning to snarl as a trio of soldiers opened up at her, two of them kneeling 

and one standing… but the demoness danced through the hail of bullets, slashing her sword out 

to knock rounds she detected with her psychic powers away from her body here and there, before 

finally throwing the sword forwards as two of them hit empty and the last turned to flee. 

It tore through the chest of one of the soldiers, then Cherry ripped downwards and jerked 

the sword back, and the kneeling soldier blinked, then stared upwards in horror at the sight of his 

friend‟s guts spilling slowly down his arm. He trembled violently, then fainted as his friend‟s 

corpse slumped lazily backwards with a long sigh, and the demoness snorted quietly before her 

eyes narrowed as several demons charged out of a room, their eyes burning with fury as they 

gave frenzied howls and ran towards her. 

Cherry rose one of the purple-steel magnums, firing several shots into the head of the first 

in line, then the minotaur following him before she blasted the head off the Gore Devil clawing 

along the roof… and as he fell, a quiet clapping started from the end of the room. A moment 

later, the corpses vanished into blue flames… and Cherry trembled, staring at the source of the 

energy that had led her here as she whispered: “Mom…” 

Beatrice smiled coldly, a hoop hanging from one arm as she looked contemptibly over 

her daughter, and then she shook her head slowly, saying teasingly: “Weak. Only a Dius… not 

even an Amazon or a Gorgon. Now imagine how powerful you could have become if you‟d only 

trained your mind, Cynthia, instead of training your body… and your pussy, with all the fucking 

you did over the course of your life. And still using mortal tools to fight… you don‟t deserve the 

Great Diviner… so I think I‟ll take it from you. Come here.” 

Beatrice rose a hand and beckoned… and Cherry‟s back arched, her breath whistling out 

of her before her feet slid slowly over the carpet, the female unable to wrestle free from the 

psychic grip of her mother, her eyes becoming enraptured by Beatrice‟s very body and power as 

she whispered raggedly: “It‟s mine… you won‟t… you won‟t break me…” 

“I can do whatever I want to you.” Beatrice said softly in return, and Cherry shivered and 

tried to look away as her body pressed against Beatrice‟s, before shuddering violently as the 

female reached down to squeeze slowly between Cherry‟s legs, her other arm wrapping around 

her neck as she pushed her muzzle down against her neck, breathing in her scent. “Look at this, 

you stupid slut… I‟m your own mother and you‟re trapped in the grip of my powers… you‟re 

nothing but burning Lust, and thus a weak Dius like you can‟t hope to stand against a very 

Incarnation of your sin…” 

“No… n-no…” Cherry groaned, shuddering as Beatrice‟s hand drew up from her crotch 

over her body, moving to slowly squeeze one of her breasts… and she fought hard against the 

arousal, breathing harder as Beatrice‟s hand slid down her back slowly… and then she kissed her 

lips, and Cherry slowly began to slump forwards as she felt the life so easily being sucked from 

her body, whimpering uselessly as she thought weakly: I‟m the failure, Boss… I‟m sorry… 

Cherry‟s scales slowly began to lose their color, as Beatrice‟s body began to pulse and 

glow… and then she drew back with a laugh, licking her muzzle slowly as she bared her fangs 

and said hungrily: “But there‟s another powerful essence in you… and I want it, Cynthia, give it 

to me!” 



Her jaws clamped down on Cherry‟s neck as blue fire shot over the Dius‟s body, and 

Cherry screamed before swinging her sword upwards on instinct… and Beatrice howled in 

agony, ripping her teeth away and sending out a thick spray of blood as she shoved her daughter 

backwards, snarling and gripping at the wound in her stomach, her face twisted and ugly. Blood 

ran down her fingers in a steady stream, and Cherry began to regain her pallor, the blue fire 

whisping out as Beatrice rasped: “So you‟d kill your own mother… to preserve your own 

worthless whore life, Cynthia?” 

“It‟s Cherry!” The female howled in return, leaping up to her feet and snarling as she rose 

the handgun, and she fired several bullets uselessly at Beatrice, the rounds only twisting around 

the Incarnation‟s body as her eyes glowed. “And mother? Since when did you ever act like my 

mother, you… you bitch! You sold us all for sex, you raised my brothers to be rapists, you gave 

me as a fucking sex-toy to your „husband,‟ while you went out and found as many guys as you 

could to fuck your ass at once!” 

“You be quiet now, Cherry.” Beatrice said in a deadly voice, looming up to her full 

height, then she strode forwards and swung a hand out, slapping Cherry hard across the face. The 

female staggered backwards, horrified as it brought back terrible childhood memories before 

Beatrice narrowed her eyes, adding darkly: “Everyone else might think you‟re special… but I 

know you‟re just a slut with a few magic tricks. Now follow me.” 

Beatrice turned and strode away… and Cherry snarled before saying one clear word, as 

hard as it was for her to force out with the overwhelming terror rolling through her body: “No.” 

The Incarnation halted, then lowered her head and slowly looked back over her shoulder, 

her eyes glowing as she asked softly: “What did you just say?” 

“I said „no,‟ so… so fuck you.” Cherry managed out, and she grinned shakily as she 

nodded firmly, holstering her handgun and crossing her arms, the sword still hanging loosely 

from one hand as a giddy feeling ran through her form. Beatrice turned around, her teeth 

gritting… and Cherry added in a firm voice: “I‟m not scared of you.” 

“Don‟t lie to mommy now, Cynthia.” The female turned around with a cruel smile, 

before she held up a hand and added darkly: “Besides, I only asked because it was polite, which 

is something you still need to learn.” 

Beatrice snapped her fingers, and blue fire burst up around them both, Cherry looking 

back and forth with a snarl of shock. A moment later, the blue flames burst apart, both females 

vanishing from sight before their bodies reformed out of the same material high on the highest 

roof of the facility, and Beatrice gazed slowly around along the thirty-foot square, smoke and 

steam floating out of several large vents and long, thin furnace pipes as she murmured softly: 

“This should serve adequately for me to teach you a lesson… just why Mommy is always right, 

and her stupid daughter is always a worthless little punk whore.” 

“I‟ve had enough of you, mother.” Cherry said coldly, leaping backwards even as tears 

stung at her eyes and focusing herself, the weapon Beatrice had called the Great Diviner held 

tightly in one hand as her mind focused. She looked coldly out at the Incarnation as she created 

another hoop out of blue flames, but her precognition couldn‟t focus on Beatrice… then again, it 

never could. All I can see is that weird haze around her… she must bar all psychic abilities 

somehow with her own… “Let‟s begin and see which one of us is just a bitch.” 

Beatrice snarled, then hurled her two hoops forwards… but Cherry snap-drew one of the 

magnums and fired a round into each hoop, knocking them off-course before blasting several 

rounds at Beatrice. The psychic only snorted and ignored them, however, the rounds twisting 

around her body and going wild before she pointed a finger at Cherry, and her hand exploded 



into blue flames, the Dius snarling and staggering backwards before she dropped the handgun, 

both hoops shooting viciously towards her head. 

Cherry immediately growled and snapped her head forwards, and both hoops were sent 

flying as she headbutted them crudely as she snatched up her fallen .52 and fired off a set of 

shots towards the other female. Beatrice looked disgusted as her eyes glowed again, the shots 

deflected around her body and her hoops circling quickly back in, before Cherry holstered her 

handgun and dropped to the ground, slamming her palm down into it, a pillar of red fire shooting 

up around Beatrice. Before the Dius could even feel a surge of victory, however, Beatrice 

shrugged the flames off and guided the hoops back to her hands, saying coldly: “You‟re 

worthless at using your powers!” 

The muscular demoness snarled, then tore her chain whip off her back, snapping it out to 

the side before she threw the sword forwards… and Beatrice grinned coldly as she rose a hoop, 

the sword flying through the center of it before she spun the ring rapidly, snagging the chain and 

catching the weapon tightly as she threw her other hoop outwards. Cherry only knocked it away 

with a lash of her chain whip, however, then she grasped the chain of the other weapon and 

yanked hard, stumbling Beatrice before she lashed viciously downwards with her whip. 

It cut a thin slice through the female‟s stomach, and Beatrice‟s eyes flashed before she 

threw her other hoop forwards, the chain rapidly shrinking as the sword spun violently with the 

hoop‟s movements as it flew towards Cherry‟s face. The Dius cursed, her eyes focusing before 

she snatched the hoop and sword out of the air at the same moment, and with a flex of her fingers 

and a twist of her wrist, the hoop shattered and fell in pieces to the ground, and she readjusted 

her grip on the handle of the sword as Beatrice snarled furiously at her.  

Cherry grinned cockily even as the broken hoop burst into blue flames, watching the 

other metal ring spin back to Beatrice‟s hand. The two glared at each other for a moment, 

Beatrice‟s eyes seeming to dare Cherry to say something… and the Dius did after another 

second, snapping her whip at her side as she said haughtily: “Now it looks like you‟re the one 

who‟s worthless, mommy-darling. You better stop your fuckin‟ showboating, it‟s getting pretty 

boring… I‟ve seen all your stupid hoop tricks, after all.” 

“I‟ll kill you, Cynthia.” Beatrice said coldly, and a shiver ran through Cherry‟s body 

before Beatrice tossed her hoop in the air, raising her muzzle as it fell to catch the metal ring 

around her neck before she snapped her hands out, and this time, spiked metal rings burst into 

life, these ones wrapped in ivy-like barbed wire as well. Beatrice‟s eyes glowed blue, and Cherry 

snarled and set herself as the Incarnation whispered: “You can think about how you should treat 

your mother better while down in Hell.” 

“You deserve the respect you earn!” Cherry shouted angrily, then she winced as Beatrice 

threw both of the deadly spiked hoops forwards, ducking under one and knocking the other away 

with the sword… but it recovered much faster than the other hoops, spinning in close and ripping 

a thin slice along Cherry‟s cheek even as she twisted her head to the side. 

She sensed the other hoop spinning in towards her back as Beatrice charged forwards, 

pulling her plain hoop free from around her neck as it burst into blue flames… and Cherry ran to 

meet her before leaping high and forwards, Beatrice looking surprised before Cherry‟s boot 

kicked off her face and she arched her back, flipping gracefully through the air as the spiked 

hoop shot beneath her. 

Beatrice stumbled… then gasped and leaned forwards, eyes bulging and the other spiked 

hoop falling out of the air as the one that had tried to follow Cherry‟s movements struck into her 

own stomach. Cherry stared in shock as she landed… and then she snarled and lashed her sword 



forwards, but Beatrice halted the flying blade in midair with a glare, her expression turning cold 

again as the spiked hoops vanished and reappeared beside her, floating slowly in the air as she 

straighted, no wound visible. “So you really don‟t care… in that case… die.” 

Beatrice rose a hand, and Cherry‟s own whip snapped around her leg, wrapping tight and 

ripping through her pants and deep into her scales, the demoness howling in pain before the 

Great Diviner snapped backwards and tore through her chest, the chain of the weapon 

lengthening as it snapped up over her shoulders and around her head. A moment later, both 

spiked hoops collided into Cherry‟s stomach, grinding into her body and trying to spin as the 

demoness vomited blood, then screamed in agony as Beatrice only smiled coldly, licking her 

muzzle slowly… before she frowned as the blade of the sword Cherry was wielding pulsed 

slowly, glowing with power. 

Cherry‟s eyes opened, and she stared at the ground as a tear fell, watching as it struck the 

roof of the building… before she murmured: “Sisters… is that why…” A long pause, and then 

she looked slowly up towards Beatrice before she grinned coldly. “Some psychic you are.” 

Beatrice frowned… then staggered backwards as Cherry straightened with a roar, the 

spiked rings shooting out of her body as a shockwave of light tore out from her body, her whip 

unwrapping itself and the sword flying free, the chain untangling from around her form. She 

caught the blade‟s handle, then charged forwards despite the wounds ripped into her body, and 

Beatrice rose a hand, trying to throw her backwards with a telekinetic blast… 

Cherry snapped the sword forwards and cut Beatrice‟s hand cleanly in half, and the 

female screamed before Cherry lashed her across the body with her whip and snapped hard back 

down, stumbling the Incarnation before leaping forwards and slamming her boot in a straight 

kick into Beatrice‟s stomach, knocking her flat. The psychic immediately snarled, trying to crawl 

backwards… but Cherry snapped the hook at the end of her whip down into her mother‟s 

shoulder, and the Incarnation howled before choking as Cherry leapt forwards and stabbed the 

blade through her heart, leaning down over her face with a snarl and saying coldly: “I don‟t need 

you… I have a real family in my life now, not just the Sisters but my father, Zerrex… and if it‟s 

the last thing I do, I‟ll kill you here today, you whore!” 

Beatrice‟s eyes bulged… and then she turned to blue flames that snaked along the ground 

and reformed, the female squatting and snarling as she bled heavily from several large gashes in 

her body, including a deep wound over her heart. She stood slowly, head bowed… and then 

whispered: “I want to see the world in flames… I want to see everyone dying and hurt… I want 

to see the universe blink out of existence… and if it‟s the last thing I do, I will help my master 

achieve these ends, even if he‟s been exiled forever. And the last person to stand in my way will 

be you, Cynthia, my foolish, weakling daughter…” 

Beatrice looked up with a snarl… and then she flexed, her arms going out to either side as 

blue fire burst up over her body. The very air seemed to tremble as hoops came into being 

around her body, and Cherry counted no less than thirty protecting her, all of them spinning and 

gyrating around her form in a dome before they formed into several lines on either side of the 

Incarnation. They all burned with terrible blue fire, and Beatrice‟s eyes glowed with the same 

unnatural light as she screamed: “Come and try to stop me, Cynthia!” 

Cherry snarled, setting herself as she rose the sword in one hand and the whip in the 

other, the chain lengthening slightly to give her a bit more slack to work with as new memories 

not her own and incantions twisted through her head, feeling new power running through her 

body, connected to the Sisters… I am their Eldest Sister now… I‟m the Fifth created by the 

Goddess… I am… goddammit, concentrate! “You‟re all fucking talk!” 



The Dius stepped forwards, throwing the sword towards her mother… but Beatrice 

knocked it aside with a psychokinetic blast, blue fire consuming the sword for a moment before 

Cherry grasped the now-long chain and spun the sword over her head in a wide helicopter, the 

wide arc knocking two hoops Beatrice fired towards her daughter away. More hoops shot 

forwards, and Cherry spun the chain-sword around herself as she twisted the whip around her 

body at the same time. She hopped to the side, her feet touching lightly against the ground as she 

knocked hoops flying while others shot around her body, explosions of blue fire lighting up the 

air before Beatrice created a pair of jagged blades in her hands, a handle in the center of the 

weapon and lightning-shaped sword blades on either end, leaving little room for grip – or error. 

Beatrice charged forwards, and the blades spun like windmills in her hands as hoops 

consumed with blue fire continued to shoot around the two, and Cherry snarled as she snapped 

her hand back, the sword returning to her grip as she knocked a hoop away with a flick of her 

wrist at the same time, doing her best to ignore another that skinned lightly over her back. At the 

same time, she concentrated, and her spirit seemed to lift out of her body, giving her a third-

person view from the side. 

She spun her whip around her body, then slashed the gladius in her hand downwards as 

Beatrice lashed both double-ended swords up at her, deflecting the blows before Cherry backed 

quickly away as Beatrice stabbed viciously forwards with both weapons several times, matching 

her movements in time with her attack rhythm and forcing Cherry to back off extremely quickly 

as hoops began to dive down at her back. At the same time, however, she was lashing her whip 

behind her in practiced arcs with one hand, while she deflected blow-after-blow from the front 

before Beatrice knocked her flying with a telekinetic blast. 

At least ten hoops followed up, spinning towards her as Cherry winced and still 

attempted to deflect them in midair with her sword, but several of the hoops still managed to 

crash into her, leaving deep, ugly burns on her scales from the blue fire as they bounced off her 

muscular form. She landed on the toes of her feet a moment later, skidding backwards and falling 

forwards onto her hands before cursing as Beatrice leaned forwards and released a long gout of 

blue fire from her maw, more hoops continuing to shoot in towards her as Cherry looked over 

her shoulder at the edge of the rooftop. 

An incantation tore its way through her mind, and Cherry winced before shouting it, then 

covered her face as a massive blast of wind shot by, strong enough to stumble her… but blowing 

the psychic fire to bits and sending the hoops flying at her spiraling uselessly through the air, 

Beatrice cursing angrily and gripping at her burned muzzle from across the roof. Cherry took the 

opportunity to charge forwards as the windstorm ended, but Beatrice immediately glared at her, 

and Cherry exploded into blue flames, flying backwards with a howl of pain to land on her back 

and skid several feet, whip flying free from her hand.  

Beatrice began to walk towards her, and Cherry shook her head, covered in burns but 

snarling furiously before she leapt to her feet, and her eyes glowed violently as Beatrice 

frowned… before a massive, dark explosion ripped the air around her, and the Incarnation flew 

backwards, covered in black fire as Cherry shouted angrily: “You aren‟t the only one who can do 

that trick, bitch!” 

The other female shivered violently on the ground, then picked herself slowly up, still 

burning with dark fire as energy sizzled through the air around her; the flames vanished a 

moment later, but the dark lightning shocked over her body again as she stepped forwards, and 

Beatrice panted hard, gripping at the now-ragged wound in her chest… and Cherry stared before 

stepping forwards on instinct and throwing the sword as hard as she could. It tore through the air, 



and  a moment later crashed through Beatrice‟s hand and tore into her heart… and Beatrice 

convulsed once, twitching violently and gagging before she fell to her knees, whispering: “Yes… 

this is the way it should be.” 

Without warning, her body exploded in a blast of blue fire, and a psychic roar tore 

through the air as Cherry was thrown from the rooftop in flames, hurtling through the air before 

she crashed onto a humvee some fifty feet away and bounced hard enough to leave a massive 

dent in it, then landed hard in a jeep with a groan on top of a pile of equipment before her whip 

shot past her head and crashed into the ground.  

Her vision was blurry, and her body was bleeding and smoldering as soldiers screamed 

and panicked, blue fire and lightning cracking through the air as the roof collapsed inwards, 

massive chunks of stone and metal falling free from the building before Cherry let her head roll 

back and stared in horror as a blood-covered Beatrice grabbed her by the neck and threw her out 

of the jeep, dragging her to the ground and screaming as she rose a double-ended sword… and 

Cherry drew her magnum and screamed back, blasting round after round into the demoness‟s 

face and chest. 

Beatrice staggered backwards with every shot that buried into her, blood splattering from 

her ripped-apart body, and then Cherry leapt to her feet, finding strength through the agony, 

feeding off her own terror as she dropped the gun and drew its twin sibling, emptying the rest of 

that clip into her mother as tears flowed down her face, a few rounds going wild and one tearing 

through the Incarnation‟s lithe, wounded forearm to simply knock it off, the sword flying from it 

before she looked down at the sword hanging loosely from the chain on her arm, and she 

snapped it up to her hand before running towards Beatice with a howl. 

The Incarnation‟s bruised, bloody, and burnt-into-a-permanently-snarling face looked at 

Cherry with surprise, her one remaining eye glowing before Cherry swung forwards at neck level 

and cut Beatrice‟s head off, and body and skull burst into blue fire almost immediately. By the 

time her head hit the ground, it had already turned into nothing more than a rotten black mess… 

but Cherry could only stare in horror as a glowing blue hand reached out of the remains, and 

Beatrice pushed herself slowly upwards and outwards. The spirit looked down at her hands for a 

moment… then glared at Cherry before looking back and forth and seizing the nearest objects 

she could with her telekinetic powers: a transport truck that floated eerily off the ground, and a 

pair of medium-sized battle tanks that floated high into the air, twisting and gyrating slowly as 

both demons and soldiers panicked and ran in terror. 

Cherry stared in shock as Beatrice began to rear back… and before she knew what she 

was doing, she stabbed the sword forwards into Beatrice‟s chest, and the spirit cringed and 

grabbed the sword, struggling to push it back out. Cherry only held it in place, however, snarling 

and shoving her other hand on the hilt before she looked into Beatrice‟s eyes and muttered the 

same incantation she‟d used on Ezekiel. 

Beatrice‟s eyes bulged, and she shook her head in denial before screaming and floating 

backwards as her spirit burnt up like paper and fell to dust, her last look a vile, hateful glare at 

Cherry as the transport truck keeled over on its side and the tanks fell out of the air with a loud 

crash, and Cherry dropped the sword, falling to her knees with a wailing yell as she batted away 

the pile of ashes that had been her mother, sending it up in a faintly-blue swirl as she screamed: 

“Why does it all have to be so hard?” 

She clenched her eyes shut and pushed her hands against the ground as she remembered 

there was no God to hear her, just as there was no Satan to even laugh at her or spite… and she 



began to punch the ground over and over again before a tired voice said: “Still throwing temper 

tantrums, are we? I thought that was Marina‟s thing these days.” 

Cherry looked over her shoulder in shock, and then she threw herself at Zerrex, hugging 

him tightly and sending the Drakkaren staggering backwards with a wince, and a moment later 

he hugged her tightly back, murmuring quietly: “I‟m sorry about Beatrice. I know what it‟s 

like… I… we‟ll get through this.” 

She glanced up at him, then grinned a bit, looking over his body before slapping his 

tattooless bicep with a frown, clearing her throat and trying to change the subject as she 

mumbled: “So uh… how the hell did you get in this body? Don‟t tell me there‟s another 

Ravenlight project going on?” 

“Worse… they‟ve built a clone army based around Narrius with animal-level 

intelligence, and they‟ve got several other bioweapons on the go.” Zerrex made a face, rubbing at 

a large cut along his arm as he looked back and forth, then he rubbed his bloody hands together. 

“And the soldiers out here might be panicked, but there‟s plenty of demons inside the facility 

who aren‟t… but where are the others?” 

Cherry frowned a bit, then she shoved him lightly and asked quietly: “How the hell do I 

know you aren‟t a shapeshifter, though?” 

“I thought… you Dius could see through shapeshifting.” Zerrex said slowly, frowning 

back and poking her shoulder suspiciously. “How do I know that you aren‟t the shapeshifter, 

trying out the old „I bet you‟re the spy‟ ruse to distract attention from yourself for the moment, 

just like in that stupid movie about the aliens.” 

Cherry looked at him blankly for a moment, then she rolled her eyes and muttered: 

“Yeah, that‟s definitely you. Come on, we‟re sitting ducks out here, and these soldiers are bound 

to organize and start shooting at us soon enough.” 

“Yeah, except you apparently didn‟t notice that the top floor of the building just exploded 

and they‟re all scared out of their minds.” Zerrex responded sourly as Cherry ran towards a side 

door of the building, and then he made a face as the soldiers by the door shakily rose their 

weapons, saying mildly: “Point taken.” A pause as Cherry threw her sword forwards and through 

the stomach of a guard, and the other fled with a scream of terror. “But my counterpoint proven.” 

“Shut up and move your ass.” Cherry replied with a faint grin over her shoulder, before 

she skidded to a halt and cursed, raising a hand to him and sprinting back towards the jeep. 

Zerrex rolled his eyes as he opened the doors, stepping into the facility and clotheslining an 

unlucky soldier that was running by before snagging him in midair and shoving him down into 

the ground. As the soldier spasmed, he then picked up the assault rifle the soldier was carrying, 

glancing it over and tearing the clips off his belt to shove into the pocket of his pants as Cherry 

came back with her whip in hand and sword attached to the manacle. 

She looked embarrassedly at him, adjusting her belt where the .52s had been reholstered, 

and she mumbled: “I promised to take good care of these, and look at me, dropping them 

constantly and messing them up. Anyway, cheer me the fuck up, tell me about how Hell treated 

you and such, you prick.” 

“You‟re a prick.” Zerrex said sourly, and Cherry leered at him before he rolled his eyes 

and jerked his head, leading her into the facility and raising the assault rifle to his shoulder, 

holding it at the ready as skills he hadn‟t used for some hundreds of thousands of years slowly 

began to unrust. “Anyway, it wasn‟t exactly the vacation spot you described for me…” 

“Did you get plenty of bitches?” Cherry asked mildly, then she nodded as the reptile 

glanced at her, and Zerrex spun out of the corner, the gun raised before he fired two bursts into a 



group of soldiers huddled at an intersection, and they yelled and quickly broke apart as several of 

them fell, one of the soldiers snagging a wounded comrade and dragging him away as Zerrex 

winced and leapt back behind the corner, a hail of bullets raining towards them as Cherry 

muttered: “Shit, they‟re not demoralized enough.” 

“I‟ve been working on this for a little while.” Zerrex said mildly, and then he paused, 

adding absently as he created a sphere of blue energy: “And I actually got married. Twice.” 

Cherry gaped at him, then stared as Zerrex threw the sphere at the wall opposite… and 

the blue energy struck the surface hard before bouncing straight down the hall to where the 

soldiers were dug-in, and it exploded the moment it struck a second solid surface, knocking 

several of them flying and sending the rest of the group fleeing. Zerrex glanced to Cherry, but 

she was still staring stupidly at him, and the reptile shrugged mildly. “Well, the punchline is that 

one of the chicks I married was Selena.” 

“Cleo?” Cherry howled, her eyes bulging, and then she began to beat on the Drakkaren 

wildly with her fists, and Zerrex yelled and ran out into the hallway, Cherry snarling and chasing 

him as she continued to punch and berate him: “You son of a bitch, what the fuck is wrong with 

you? Oh my fuck, I‟m going to kick your stupid ass! What the fuck? Just what the fuck, 

seriously!” 

Zerrex shot straight into the wall at the end of the intersection, and he fell over with a 

groan of pain before Cherry kicked him a few times. Zerrex curled up in a ball and she huffed, 

bouncing from foot-to-foot and looking infuriated before kicking a fallen assault rifle to her 

hands and firing wildly down the hallway, doors slamming and the soldiers that had been peering 

out from the corner immediately ducking back with loud yells of „retreat!‟ “I‟m gonna beat you 

like… like… like I‟m beating off to really good porn!” 

“I love you?” Zerrex mumbled, wincing up at her, and Cherry looked further frustrated 

before moodily throwing the assault rifle away. She glanced over her shoulder at a soldier 

attempting to sneak up on her with a shotgun, and she spun around with a grimace, ripping it out 

of his hands before slapping him across the face with the handle, then slamming the butt of the 

weapon into his nose as she spun it around, pumping the weapon rapidly to eject the shells 

loaded into it and pulling the trigger at the soldier as she yelled inarticulately at him. 

The soldier fainted, and Zerrex wished dumbly that he could trade places with him, and 

then Cherry turned around and kicked him in the crotch, and Zerrex groaned loudly and fell 

against the wall, looking miserable as she muttered: “Dude, Boss, like… you‟re gonna take me 

on a date and buy me flowers and shit to make up for this later on, you got that? That‟s just not 

cool.” 

“You just kicked me in the balls, that‟s what isn‟t cool here.” Zerrex muttered in return, 

then he straightened and winced, adding sulkily: “A congratulations would be nice, too, you 

know. I had to take down Hell‟s entire monarchy by myself.” 

Cherry only stuck out her tongue and blew a raspberry at him, then Zerrex rolled his eyes 

and moodily turned around, wandering off down the other hallway. Cherry winced a bit, rubbing 

the back of her head, then toddled after him before bouncing up beside him and asking curiously: 

“So what about your other wifey, huh? She a good lay? Or you know, at least not a world-class 

cunt?” 

Zerrex only continued to look grouchy, however, and Cherry tried clinging to his arm, 

grinning up at him brightly as she gave a very-appreciable view of her cleaveage up to him… but 

Zerrex huffed and turned his head away, ejecting the clip from the rifle to check the rounds over 

and only counting enough left for one last burst. He tossed it away, then slammed another clip in 



as he resolutely kept his eyes away from her, and Cherry groaned and flailed her arms a bit, 

looking up at him morbidly. “Oh come on, I was upset! But now I‟m curious, come on, let‟s be 

curious together and not all… poopy.” 

The Drakkaren grumbled, raising his rifle to his shoulder, and Cherry glowered at him, 

then crossed her arms and huffed, berating herself silently before leaning against him… and 

finally, Zerrex sighed and wrapped an arm around her, and she brightened a bit, saying 

cheerfully: “So tell me about the other bitch! I ain‟t calling either of them „mommy,‟ by the 

way.” 

Her own words sent a painful twang through her, but Cherry ignored it for now, shoving 

Beatrice out of her mind as Zerrex shrugged a bit, saying mildly: “Her name is Lilith… she 

became the High Princess and sole monarch of Hell after I killed the Princess. Originally she 

wanted me just for kids, but… things changed. I met her my first day in Hell, just like I did 

Selena.” 

“Fucking Cleo. I still can‟t fucking say her name.” Cherry muttered, looking brooding for 

a moment before she paused as something clicked in her head. “Wait. That means you‟re like… 

the unnamed King of Hell, doesn‟t it?” 

“Shut up.” Zerrex looked morbid again as he kicked in a pair of double-doors, and Cherry 

grinned brightly before her eyes widened and she grabbed Zerrex‟s arm, jerking him backwards 

as she shouted one of the words the reptile hated most to hear. Oh crap.  

A moment later, the wolf demon Zerrex had fought with earlier jumped out of a room 

ahead of them and threw a grenade at them, and Zerrex created a barrier of energy with a wince 

in front of the doors as they half-swung closed before both were blown off their hinges, flying 

into the glowing blue shield and cracking it. They fell to the side, and the wolf beyond cursed 

irritably before Zerrex let the shield drop, raising the assault rifle and flicking it to full-automatic 

as he opened up into the lupine‟s back. 

It sent him down in a sprawl with a howl of pain, and then the gun jammed, and Zerrex 

cursed before tossing it aside and running forwards, Cherry running beside him with a grin of 

exhilaration as the wolf climbed to his feet, then yelped in shock as Zerrex tackled him and 

smashed his face into the ground before wrapping his arms tight around his neck, and he snapped 

it in one easy motion before the wolf could even begin to babble. 

He slumped forwards… then coughed raggedly several times before beginning to flail 

once more, and Zerrex‟s eyes narrowed as the wolf‟s eyes turned dead black, glaring over his 

shoulder angrily. “Just wait, Lord Zerrex… I‟m going to rip you apart, piece-by-piece…” 

“He‟s Possessed.” Cherry said mildly after a moment, then she looked at him pointedly. 

“And I can‟t exorcize him because you‟re here… so… much as I don‟t like to suggest it, would 

you like to do the honors?” 

Zerrex frowned for a moment… then he nodded with a sigh and reached down, focusing 

as he closed his eyes and snagged the energy of the demon inside the wolf Initiate, before 

yanking hard… and cursing as the lupine flailed and screamed beneath him in terror. He was a 

lot harder to drag out than the other demons he could remember doing this to, however… 

possibly because he‟s a demon possessing another demon‟s body…  

A moment later, Zerrex was ripping out the spirit of a Wentaku, and the Drakkaren made 

a face before closing his eyes and focusing, determined to get it right this time as he tore the 

spirit upwards and snarled, concentrating and shoving his energy up into his body… and a 

moment later, the spirit exploded into pieces in his hand with a howl of pain and slowly faded 



from existence, and the Drakkaren relaxed with a sigh as he looked towards Cherry. “I didn‟t 

absorb it that time.” 

“I got that from the fact he exploded.” Cherry said mildly, and Zerrex glanced away 

lamely before she slapped him on the shoulder and stood up, then made a face at the sound of 

something crashing loudly at the end of the hall, muttering under her breath: “Wonderful. We 

should pull out and just blow this whole place up with a bomb.” 

“Alright, excuse me a moment while I radio the waiting planes.” Zerrex said dryly, and 

Cherry made a face at him as he stood up, looking back and forth down the hall at the sound of 

several other loud bangs outside. “I can‟t tell who‟s calling the shots here, even though I haven‟t 

seen any major demons other than… the one you took care of… and what the hell are they 

attacking outside, Reia?” 

“No, I told her to retreat out of here… but I got a few demon buddies causing havoc and 

leading the troops away from the base, plus the troops seem pretty terrified of whatever the hell 

is inside here escaping… so we should probably meet up with the other girls double-quick and 

get our asses gone.” Cherry shook her head a bit, frowning a bit as she looked down and 

murmured: “And Beatrice was something else… if… the sword hadn‟t awoken certain 

memories…”  

She paused, then glanced up at the Drakkaren, asking quietly: “You knew somehow, 

didn‟t you?” She smiled a bit, reaching up and poking his nose. “Fuck you, Boss. You play your 

cards too damn close to your chest. I mean, would it kill you to share a bit of info with me every 

now and then?” 

“Well, that would just ruin all the fun.” Zerrex said mildly in return, smiling slightly as 

he reached up to pat her cheek gently, and then the two glanced towards the end of the hallway 

as a door opened and several demons in bloody uniforms staggered through, only for several 

snarling Dragokkaren to leap free of the doorway and pounce on one of them as the other ran 

past the two in terror, Zerrex trading a look with Cherry as he added darkly: “I think some of the 

monsters just escaped their quarantine, by the way.” 

“No shit.” Cherry made a face as several more of the Dragokkaren stalked their way 

through the door on all fours, snarling and glaring as three others dug into the corpses, biting 

with jaws strong enough to tear through the composite armor like it was nothing and crack bones 

like plastic, chewing and swallowing unmindful of whatever they got as they nudged and barked 

at each other. “What do you suggest, Boss? These things are acting like pack animals…” 

“Fire.” Zerrex said mildly, and Cherry nodded before snapping her whip with a yell and 

sending out a short wave of flame, and one of the Dragokkaren reared back as the others only 

snarled and roared in return, and the reptile cursed under his breath, reaching up to touch his 

forehead and searching his memory. Savage Cubbas… Narrius-Cubbas… what… I… “Watch it!” 

Zerrex stepped forwards, muttering a quick incantation and waving his hand to the side, 

and a bolt of white energy shot down into the ground, electricity sparking along the floor and 

sending two of the Cubbas scrambling backwards with a series of barks and snarls. Cherry 

blinked in surprise as he pulled her backwards, and then he opened a side door and ran through it 

into an empty weights room, Cherry following him and kicking the door closed behind her 

before wincing as one of the Cubbas threw himself against the other side, cracking the frame. 

“Boss, that ain‟t gonna hold them for long!” 

“It doesn‟t need to.” Zerrex muttered as he touched along the wall, then he concentrated 

on the brick and mumbled an incantation, sending a series of cracks spiraling through the stone 

wall and metal beneath before simply ramming his shoulder through it to crash into the room 



beyond, motioning for Cherry to follow. She did, making a face, and she slid through the wall to 

join Zerrex in a short hallway barred off on either side by heavy shutters. 

They made their way next through another smaller door, both of them squeezing into a 

kitchen area littered with food that had been thrown all over the floor and Gluttons currently 

gorging themselves, and the two carefully ignored these demons as they slid by them, before the 

demoness shook her head as Zerrex approached a door. “Dude, you would not like the visions 

I‟m getting of what happens if you open that. Try the side door.” 

“Wonderful.” Zerrex did so, peering through it… and he made a face, looking out into 

another hallway. “This place is like a goddamn maze… it‟s just another hall, likely on the other 

side of the emergency shutters… what‟s even the point of having a security shutter if you‟re 

going to leave a way around?” 

“Duh, I dunno? Wait, can everyone break down walls?” Cherry gave him a grin and 

smacked a limp hand against her chest a few times, crossing her eyes and sticking her tongue 

out, and one of the Gluttons chuffled laughter, the demoness immediately nodding seriously and 

jerking her thumb over her shoulder at him. “See, he gets it.” 

“You‟re… stupid.” Zerrex mumbled, then he stepped out into the hallway and headed 

quickly down it, adding dryly: “And you‟re also taking point, because I‟m apparently stuck in 

the role of spellcaster until I pick up another gun.” 

Cherry snorted, making a face at this and checking the handguns… but with both of them 

out of ammo, it wasn‟t like either would be much use. Zerrex watched her, but then she finally 

grinned stupidly and offered her chain whip, saying cheerfully: “I‟ll just stay a good few feet 

back, you know, for safety reasons.” 

“Cherry, I can‟t use this.” The Drakkaren said embarrassedly, taking the whip from her 

and making a face: he wasn‟t exactly the most graceful or talented in this kind of weapon, after 

all… and whereas he could still lash it about… “I‟m going to like, hit you in the face or 

something. I thought we had a silent agreement about me not using this weapon, in fact.” 

“Well, I can see far enough into the future that I should have time to duck. And like I 

said, I‟ll keep back a safe-distance… besides, look at you, all hulking and sexy and shit. You 

should be up front, covered in blood and ick and mess and ready for a good fuck to relax at the 

end of the day instead of wandering around getting all your pronounciations wrong at the back of 

the pack.” Cherry said eloquently, and Zerrex gave her a sour look as she grinned and shrugged a 

bit, absently snapping the sword back against the manacle. “What? Besides, I‟m all beaten up 

and shit. I‟m in no shape to take point, a stiff wind‟ll knock me over.” 

Zerrex rolled his eyes… then groaned when Cherry cackled stupidly. “Ha! Stiff.” A 

pause, and then she slid carefully over to Zerrex, pushing him forwards as she leaned down and 

leered up at him. “Come on, I‟m almost done mastering the rift spell, meaning I can go back and 

forth between Hell and the mortal plane whenever I like, you know… so like… I‟ll be your 

personal interdimensional chauffeur and get what I‟m sure must be an absolutely-adorable 

demon form up here if you behave yourself, Boss…” 

“I‟m not adorable.” Zerrex mumbled, but his usual moodiness was lost as he stared down 

at her, asking slowly: “And are you serious about the whole portal thing? I mean, that‟s a high-

level spell…” 

“Dude, I can fucking teleport.” Cherry said proudly, straightening and crossing her arms 

with a grin, then she closed her eyes, pursing her mouth and mumbling under her breath before 

vanishing from sight and reappearing less than a foot away, throwing her arms wide with a 



grin… and Zerrex looked at her flatly for a few moments before she sulked and mumbled: “If 

you knew how much work that took, you‟d be impressed. You douchebag.” 

“Do you need a hug?” Zerrex asked mildly, and Cherry looked back and forth awkwardly 

before mumbling and shuffling forwards, and she and Zerrex exchanged a tight embrace before 

an explosion shook the facility and he made a face, muttering: “But alright… enough wasting our 

time, Cherry. We need to find the girls and get out of here, fast. I didn‟t think there were so many 

soldiers in this base… and it sounds like either the girls or someone else is trying to bring this 

place down around our heads…” 

Cherry nodded, looking embarrassed even as she tried to maintain a more-professional 

look, and then she made a face as she fell in step after the Drakkaren, asking slowly: “Wait… 

how did the Narrius clones get out of wherever they were being kept, Boss?” 

Zerrex frowned a bit, thinking of the massive hall filled with capsules and wondering 

how many of them had been occupied… and furthermore, how many of them had escaped by 

whatever means. “You know as well as I do… there‟s always something overlooked. But I think 

Marina would have short-circuited them… whereas…” 

“Wait!” Cherry warned, and Zerrex skidded to a halt, barely saved from walking 

headfirst into a shutter as it slammed down in front of them. A moment later, a breathy voice 

filled the air around them, and the female snarled as she jerked her head up towards a speaker on 

the wall, asking crudely: “Is this really a worthwhile masturbation fantasy? „Cause I can take off 

my shirt if you need some help there, pervert.” 

“Cherry… and Prince Zerrex…” rasped a voice… and even after all these years, both of 

the then-mortals, now-demons snarled as they recognized the metallic, lunatic voice of Ultima, 

the computer system that had run Narrius‟s Paradise. “So good to see you two again! I was 

hoping we‟d meet… the Master will be so pleased with me when he discovers I‟ve turned you 

both to scrap!”  

Zerrex snorted, then he drew back a hand and punched the shutter hard… but a series of 

demonic runes glowed over it the moment the Drakkaren touched the metal, sending him flying 

backwards into Cherry. She skidded backwards from the force of collision, but successfully 

caught the reptile, making a face before muttering to him: “Keep him distracted.” 

“What the hell!” Zerrex stormed immediately, and he shrugged Cherry off angrily as he 

looked back and forth for a camera, acting more frustrated than he was as he glowered at the 

ceiling. “Where are you, Ultima? And what are you going to do here, this doesn‟t exactly seem 

like the most automated facility… there‟s countless Aztec-” 

“The PMCs and the demons remaining here are worthless! They‟re only fodder for the 

Cubbas… and you‟ll be joining them next!” squealed Ultima, as several doors buzzed and 

clicked open. Zerrex winced as Cubbas prowled out of them, and Ultima cackled and screeched: 

“You can‟t kill me, Lord Zerrex! Even if you destroy my CPU, I‟ll still exist on the wireless 

network… I‟ve already propagated throughout the entire world! Even if you somehow stop the 

Cubbas, you have already lost!” 

“Zerrex, charge!” Cherry shouted over her shoulder in demonic, and the reptile ran 

towards the shutter without a moment‟s hesitantion, dropping his shoulder and this time 

succeeding in smashing it off its rails to send the large sheet of metal flying down the hall. The 

reptile skidded to a halt with a grin at Cherry, and the two nodded, ignoring Ultima‟s screams of 

rage as they both sprinted down the hall. 

They skidded to a halt as a metal door was blown off its hinges, a demon flying through it 

to crash into the wall before several PMCs fled, screaming about regrouping… and Zerrex 



snatched a shotgun from the hands of the nearest by the body of the gun before he snapped it 

upwards, and it cracked the soldier under the jaw and knocked him flat. The reptile spun the 

weapon around against his shoulder, ejecting the shells into his other hand to count how many 

were in the weapon as Cherry spun and slashed her way through the others, and then she skidded 

to a halt and grinned widely, shouting: “Boss, I found the girls!” 

“Good stuff.” Zerrex nodded, following Cherry with a grin as he tossed the shotgun aside 

and the three shells, switching the chain whip back into his good hand as they walked into a large 

briefing room that had mostly been destroyed by the earlier battle, computers laying in ruins on 

the floor and the middle table laying in several shattered pieces, still trying to project a 

holographic image of the base. Zerrex‟s eyes settled on Cindy and Marina, and the last squeaked 

in joy and ran at him before the Drakkaren cleared his throat, and she skidded to a halt with a 

wince, nodding and only exchanging a quick, quiet hug with him. 

Zerrex did the same with Cindy as she walked forwards, then he paused and shoved 

Cherry‟s whip into her hand as he pulled the long, thin blade off her back, glancing it over and 

saying curiously: “You… were using this?” 

“I needed to be more like you while I led the girls around… that helped.” Cindy said 

quietly, blushing and glancing down as she rubbed the back of her head slowly. “But… now I 

don‟t need that anymore.” She glanced up at him, then murmured softly: “It‟s really good to see 

you, Daddy. I‟ve been missing you.” 

He looked around at them all, from Cindy in her military clothes and torn flak jacket to 

Marina in her petite schoolgirl‟s uniform, and Cherry somewhere in the middle… and then he 

made a disgusted face as the sprinkler system turned on above and water poured down around 

them, another alarm beginning to blare in the distance as the reptile said grimly: “We need to 

find where they‟re keeping the main computer and destroy both it and the security systems 

surrounding it. Did you girls get any intel on the area?” 

“On it.” Marina glanced down and to the side, closing her eyes and taking a breath before 

nodding, saying quietly: “Third floor, Secure Quadrant in the Eastern Section, somewhere above 

us. But the stairways and elevators have all been shut down.” 

Zerrex made a distasteful face, and Marina smiled brightly as she bounced from foot-to-

foot, saying lovingly: “Don‟t be silly, Daddy, there‟s no problem in getting up there!” She turned 

and rose a hand, and the ceiling above shuddered before cracking apart to their right, Zerrex and 

the girls backing away quickly before several heavy metal crates fell through the damaged 

flooring, crashing to the ground and rolling in every direction as one of them split open and 

spilled food all over the floor. 

Water poured down out of the opening, a cracked pipe hanging loose as the sprinklers at 

least began to lose their nastiness, and Zerrex made a face at the ragged hole in the ceiling before 

Cherry strode forwards and leapt easily up through it, landing on the edge of the lip before she 

leaned down and said loudly: “Clear! It‟s the second floor storeroom, ain‟t nothing in here.” 

Zerrex nodded, hopping up onto one of the metal crates before motioning to Marina and 

Cindy. He slid backwards a bit, making a step with his hands, and Cindy gracefully made her 

way upwards before Marina asked for a bit more help… and gave him a lecherous look when he 

glanced up and caught sight of her scantily-clad nether regions. She pulled herself slowly up a 

few moments later, and Zerrex made another face before snagging Cindy‟s sword and grunting 

as he jumped up through the opening, landing neatly beside Cherry as Cindy tapped quickly at 

the keypad inside the storeroom.  



“It‟s been completely locked down, we‟ll have to break it down if we want to get through 

it.” Cindy said after a moment, making a face and shaking her head slowly as she drew away 

from the panel, looking distasteful. “If I tamper with the wires, I‟ll just close another shutter over 

the damned thing. There‟s nothing but food in here, though.” 

“And most soldiers aren‟t as disciplined as we are.” Cherry muttered, glancing around the 

room with a mumble before brightening as her eyes caught on a vent in the floor, saying 

cheerfully as she dropped flat and peered through it. “But look at this, we have some air 

circulation here… Zerrex, be a sport and come over here and do that wall trick, huh? That was 

fuckin‟ A.” 

Zerrex looked at her morbidly before touching along the wall, and then he sighed and put 

his hand against it, muttering the incantation and sending cracks spiraling out through the wall 

before it split apart, chunks of stone falling to the ground as he looked down at Cherry, who was 

laying on her back now and grinning up at him… and he frowned slowly, asking curiously: 

“Why are you dry?” 

“Because I can dodge water particles.” Cherry responded seriously, then winced at 

Zerrex‟s glare. “Because I can heat my body up really really high?” 

“Dry me off, I‟m miserable even though I can barely feel the water.” Zerrex said mildly, 

flailing his arms and sending out a good amount of water over both Cindy and Marina. “Plus my 

hair is sopping wet and it keeps getting in my eyes.” 

“What do I look like to you, your personal blow-dryer?” Cherry asked impetuously, and 

she put her hands on her hips before leeting at him. “Although I certainly wouldn‟t mind blowing 

you, now that we‟re on the subject…” 

Zerrex rolled his eyes and squeezed through the crack he‟d made in the wall, stepping out 

into a narrow hallway… and a moment later an angel collided with him, forcing him to the 

ground and seizing him by the neck as it began an exorcism. Zerrex immediately began to 

wrestle and buck, his eyes glowing green as he felt a horrible pain wracking his body… and then 

Cherry interrupted as she snagged the angel‟s shoulders and threw him hard down the hall with a 

graceful twist of her form, snapping a magnum out a moment later to fire the last few shots in the 

clip rapidly into the cloaked bear‟s body. 

It howled and covered its face as the bullets pounded into its head and chest, wings 

attempting to flap uselessly in the hallway before Cherry threw her sword forwards, and the 

blade pierced through the creature‟s chest. It grunted and flexed, leaning forwards as its eyes 

bulged, and a moment later the angel exploded in a blast of golden light and white feathers as 

Cherry snapped the sword back to her hand, catching it and spinning it rapidly at her side as she 

grinned widely. 

Zerrex picked himself slowly off the ground, the glow fading from his eyes as he made a 

face and rubbed at his head, and immediately Cindy and Marina were on either side of him, the 

two looking over him with concerned frowns before Marina whispered: “Daddy, your mind is 

sealed closed, I can‟t get into it…” 

“Sorry, it‟s… a long story.” The Drakkaren said after a moment, as Cindy touched over 

his chest quietly, feeling for his vitals as he glanced down at her with a faint smile. “And you 

aren‟t going to find much of anything, Cindy… I‟m only possessing this body, it‟s not like I‟m 

actual here… at least, not yet.” 

She nodded, then glanced nervously behind them as Cherry strolled forwards, yelling and 

shouting at the terrified PMCs at the end of the long, narrow hallway. Zerrex made a face, 



following Cherry quickly and grasping her shoulder as he lowered his head, muttering: “Maybe 

you should be a bit more, I dunno, withdrawn? They‟re probably radioing for help as we speak.” 

Cherry grunted and shrugged, then rose a handgun and fired a bullet of flame out of it, 

blasting a radio out of the hand of a soldier as he rose it towards his ears, and then she grinned 

widely, leering up at him. “Now you can‟t say that wasn‟t cool, with them like… being stick 

figures at the end of the hallway, and me like… channeling shit through the guns and shit.” 

“Demons.” Zerrex said mildly, as a door opened and several soldiers ran out… and then 

an arm tore through the floor in front of them, and the demons skidded to a halt and retreated as 

Zerrex stared in horror, looking over his shoulder at Marina and asking urgently: “Nearest way 

up?” 

“Through the barracks two doors ahead, there‟s a private elevator for the officers in the 

next room over.” Marina said quickly, and Zerrex nodded as a Cubba shoved its head through the 

hole in the floor, growling and snarling. The male quickly led his daughters forwards, 

shouldering through the door in front of the small hole as the Cubba began to scrabble at it and 

tear it wider, and the Drakkaren immediately rose the long, double-edged sword in front of 

himself as his eyes narrowed, PMCs throwing bunks over to hide behind them as a Cyclops 

armed with a mace charged towards him. 

Zerrex stabbed hard forwards through its eye, and it fell backwards with a howl of agony 

as the Drakkaren stepped into a long sweep into the closest bunk, cutting it into two pieces. He 

kicked one of these hard at a makeshift barricade a PMC was hiding behind, and it knocked it 

flat, one of the PMCs firing wildly into the ceiling and wall behind himself as he was thrown 

onto his back with a yell. 

Marina shoved the other bunk backwards with enough force to knock both PMCs hiding 

behind it flying, and Cindy took aim at a third as she ran towards the door, waiting for a soldier 

to raise his head a bit too high before shooting into the top of the overturned bunk, splattering 

him with wooden splinters and charring his face in the explosion, sending him down with a 

scream. The PMCs began to rapidly back off as other doors opened and demonic soldiers 

charged in, grinning and squalling Gore Devils leaping over the rows of bunks as minotaurs and 

draconic demons with robotic limbs barreled towards the small group. 

Cherry threw the Great Diviner forwards, then she grabbed the chain in both hands and 

spun the it in a short screwing motion, the blade at the end of the magical chain spinning in a 

violent circle as it continued forwards through several Gore Devils. As demons quickly leapt out 

of the way of the blade, Cherry whipped the weapon to the side, then grabbed higher-up the 

chain with her other hand and jerked it back, twisting the sword back in the other direction to 

tear through the legs of a minotaur as well. 

Zerrex ran forwards to meet a draconic demon with a large metal claw at the end of a 

skeletal robotic arm, this weapon sparking with electricity, and he ducked under a swipe from it 

before stepping forwards into a hard forwards cut, chopping it in half and straightening with the 

blade still held out at his side, waiting for a Gore Devil to leap at him before he flicked the sword 

hard, splattering blood over the short creature‟s face. It howled, skidding to a halt as it grabbed at 

its distorted features, and Zerrex stepped forwards and punted it back into a minotaur‟s head, 

knocking them both sprawling. 

He turned as Marina laughed, the female dodging easily back and forth as three Gore 

Devils leapt at her, yelling and shrieking as they flailed at their air with their hooked blades, 

before a fourth ran towards her along the ceiling… and Marina grinned cruelly as she rose a 

hand, snagging the unlucky ambusher in a telekinetic hold and throwing him down into his 



comrades with enough psychic force to liquefy two of them and rip off the arm of a third. 

Immediately, the last turned and fled with a howl of terror, and Marina picked up one of the 

hooked swords, slicing the head off the wounded Gore Devil groggily staggering and clawing at 

the stump of an arm it had left. 

“We‟re taking too long!” Cindy shouted, and she took aim with her grenade launcher at 

the closest door, firing several rounds into it to blow it to pieces before holstering the weapon 

and snapping the chain whip out, lashing a draconic demon across the legs with the weapon 

before knocking it unconscious with a hard blow to its skull from her elbow, shouting: “We need 

to move, Daddy, those monsters could break through at any time!” 

Zerrex nodded, running for the door, and the others fell into line behind him, Cherry 

spinning the Great Diviner violently around her body and shoulders as she approached last, 

twisting the chain around her, then spinning gracefully on the spot to untangle the chain from 

around her form, until she finally caught it and blew a kiss to the closest demons, her eyes 

glowing as the three trembled, then turned on their former compatriots, sending chaos up through 

the ranks as she spun around with a grin… then she stared. “Oh, fuck that.” 

They had gone through the wrong door and into the locker room instead, and nymphs 

made of water were currently dancing gleefully through the open shower area beyond. Zerrex 

was currently stabbing along the ceiling, trying to find a weak point… but it didn‟t look much 

like there was one to be exploited, the female making a disgusted face as she asked: “So like, 

we‟ve got maybe half a minute to vanish…” 

Zerrex glared at her, then he stepped into the open showers… and the nymphs 

immediately began to dance around him, whispering to him as the reptile approached the wall 

and felt along it for water damage. He paused, pushing his hand against the brick, and then one 

of the nymphs whispered: “Bring the Fifth Sister here…” 

“Cherry, get your ass over here.” Zerrex shouted, and the Dius made a face before 

daintily stepping into the showers, then wincing as the nymphs pranced through the water and 

over to her, the liquid-made creatures leaning in… and her eyes widened in surprise, tilting her 

head forwards even as Marina began to use her powers to rip lockers out of place and pile them 

in the doorway, Cindy ripping up the short benches and throwing those in the way as well even 

as demons began to crash against the other side. Zerrex frowned a bit, wondering what to do… 

and then Cherry grinned and jerked her head to the side. 

Zerrex stepped out of the way as the nymphs skated along the surface of the showers… 

and a moment later, she rose her hand and murmured and incantation Zerrex didn‟t recognize. 

The walls trembled, then water oozed out of several cracks that formed along the surface as the 

slate brick turned pale white, and Cherry bowed to Zerrex, saying pleasantly: “If you‟ll do the 

honors…”  

The Drakkaren only stared at her, and she made a face as several lockers tumbled down 

and a Gore Devil leapt into the room with a scream, saying plainly: “Just bash it.” 

“That I can do.” Zerrex cocked the sword back, then slammed it hard into the corner of 

the shower room, into the now-deformed bricks… and they exploded backwards in a burst of 

dust and gunk, the wall dissolving as Zerrex winced and covered his face. Cindy and Marina ran 

immediately for the crack as their barricade was blown backwards, however, and the reptile 

cursed at the sight of several Wentaku entering the area. 

Cherry slid through the wall next, and the Drakkaren followed, wincing as he felt a bind 

spell starting over his body as he squeezed through the narrow opening… and then the nymphs 

slid smoothly forwards and began to throw balls of water at the mages, and they reared back, one 



of them howling as the hiss of steam and boiling water rose in the air. The Drakkaren let out a 

sigh of relief, and then he made a face as Cindy tore open the doors of the elevator and leapt into 

the narrow shaft, snagging a service ladder opposite. “Did you even try the call button?” 

“Shut up and be dramatic.” Cherry replied absently, motioning for Marina to go next, and 

then she grinned over her shoulder and patted the reptile on the back, saying easily: “Hey, at 

least you got a big fuckin‟ sword again, right?” 

Zerrex grunted, putting the blade on his back and concentrating to attach it against his 

body by means of his own energy, and Cherry motioned for him to go next as Marina vanished 

from sight, the reptile leaping into the elevator shaft and snagging the ladder, before he winced 

as the metal groaned loudly under the combined weight of the three reptiles. Then he stared, 

watching as Cindy leapt above his head to land on the narrow lip in front of the third floor doors, 

clawing madly for a moment at the walls before getting her grip. 

Marina climbed up behind her, but Cindy had already wedged her fingers into the doors, 

and she arched her back, grunting as her muscles flexed and she shoved one door open. She slid 

into the gap, and shouldered the other door roughly all the way into the wall. Zerrex watched as 

Marina jumped across next, landing neatly inside the room, and the Drakkaren climbed up before 

kicking off and leaping in. 

Cherry finally leapt into the shaft, and she clambered quickly up the ladder, then kicked 

off and flipped her body in midair to land inside the room above, looking back and forth with a 

wince as she muttered: “Yeah, so, they‟re getting pretty pissed-off downstairs. We gotta move 

real fucking fast and-” 

As Zerrex approached a grey steel door leading out of the waiting room, a camera locked 

onto him, and shutters slammed closed over the door and the other leading into the General‟s 

Office, several heavier shutters rolling down over the large, curtained windows looking in on the 

room behind with loud clacks. The Drakkaren made a disgusted face as he looked up towards the 

camera, and Cherry said sourly: “And avoid security systems. But you know, I‟ll take whatever 

we‟ve got.” 

“Intruders! I‟ve got all four of you at once!” Ultima shrieked gleefully, and the elevator 

shaft behind them lit up, the magnetic rails the elevator ran on humming into life as he snarled: 

“All personnel to the third floor waiting room outside the General‟s Office! Destroy the 

intruders!” 

Cherry rose a magnum and fired a round into the camera, then cursed as she hit empty 

with this gun as well, holstering it and making a face at the shutter. “I‟m getting real fucking 

tired of busting through walls, Boss. What do you suggest we do now?” 

“I got it.” Cindy walked over to the shutter blocking the door, and she slid down to the 

bottom of the long metal plate, grasping it firmly before straightening slowly with a grunt, 

hefting it carefully upwards inch-by-inch… and Zerrex stepped up beside her, smiling at her as 

he grasped the edge of the shutter at the same time… and she nodded firmly to him. 

They both pulled upwards, and the locking mechanism holding the shutter in place 

snapped, Cindy letting out a sigh of relief. She nodded and murmured her thanks, then jerked her 

head to the others as the Drakkaren held the shutter up above their heads, Cherry tapping his 

chest as they passed and grinning slightly: “Now that is sexy.” 

The reptile made a face and followed through the now-open doorway, Cindy reloading 

her grenade launcher in the empty hall as Cherry looked back and forth with a dark expression, 

while Marina took the opportunity to cling to her father as he released the shutter, the metal plate 



falling back into place with a loud clank. Zerrex glanced down at her, then he asked quietly: 

“Which way?” 

“Around that corner, straight down that hallway. They call it the Core… there are still 

scientists working in there.” Marina said softly, and Zerrex nodded before Cherry put a hand 

against his chest, holding him in place, and the psychic made a disgusted face. “Don‟t be such a 

bitch, Cherry-” 

“There‟s a turret defense system. Give me five seconds to take care of it.” Cherry said 

sourly, glaring at Marina, and the female glared back in disgust before Cherry leaned carefully 

around the corner, concentrating on the large gatling gun mounted on the ceiling beside a door. It 

clicked as the camera locked onto her, but before the weapon could begin to cycle, it exploded as 

the bullets inside overheated, and another alarm went off, Ultima starting to scream again in fury. 

She grinned at Zerrex, and the reptile ran around the corner, taking point again and 

glancing down another long hall as they passed a T-shaped intersection, and a pair of automated 

turrets opened fire almost immediately on him, then strafed towards the females. Marina repelled 

the bullets with a glare, however, protecting herself and Cindy as Cherry cheerfully danced 

through the hailstorm of rounds. 

Zerrex glanced through the window in the grey steel door towards the series of computer 

terminals inside the large, square room and the at-least three diligently working scientists… and 

then he kicked it open and swung his sword down into the floor, shouting: “Everyone get down, 

now!” 

Scientists yelped and screeched, one of them ducking under his desk as the other two rose 

their hands, looking terrified as Zerrex motioned for Cherry and the others to move in past him… 

and then the door slammed shut behind the Drakkaren and locked itself. The reptile snarled 

before his eyes flicked up to the half-constructed machine hanging from a large chain on the 

ceiling. 

It was a robotic Dragokkaren, with a mechanical head and glass eyes that were now 

glowing red. The machine was covered in gleaming steel plates shaped like musculature, and its 

jaws were huge and filled with sharp metal teeth… but only one of its arms was complete, the 

other half-finished. The same was true for the body: it was only an upper torso, with several 

wires and cables hanging out towards a pair of incomplete legs laying on the floor below. 

It laughed with Ultima‟s voice as is rose one hand, screaming: “In the name of the 

Patriarch, I will destroy you! The Master‟s plans must not go incomplete… even with my body 

unfinished, I am still more than strong enough to destroy you, Prince Zerrex!” 

“Marina, flank him. Cherry, check for security systems and traps. Cindy, get the scientists 

into a safe corner.” Zerrex instructed immediately, raising his sword and making a face at how 

cramped the room was. Computers and related systems lined three walls, and chairs were pushed 

out here and there, adding more of a disorder to the jumble… and the center of the room was 

covered in wires, tools, and pieces of the incomplete robot. The ceiling wasn‟t that high, which 

gave the Drakkaren an advantage… but the android was on an X-shaped track and could move 

freely around the room, meaning this likely wouldn‟t be as easy as he hoped it would be. 

Ultima laughed, and four small metal balls dropped out of him, each with a glowing 

orange dome sticking out of the top of the device. They surrounded the machine, then began to 

gyrate and rotate around him as Marina ran around to his other side and Cindy grabbed two of 

the scientists, yanking them over to where the third was hiding under the table. Zerrex snarled a 

bit, then winced as a field of translucent energy burst into life around the robot, Ultima howling: 



“Go on, Lord Zerrex! Come and put a stop to me… but have I ever got a special surprise for 

you!” 

“Marina, tear him down!” Zerrex shouted, and Marina nodded, raising a hand and 

snarling… but the machine only laughed and spun around, barely wobbling even as Marina‟s 

eyes began to glow violet with her rage. He must have a demonic power source… and there must 

be some sort of psychic deflection going on to resist her powers… 

The Drakkaren sprang forwards, and Ultima spun around, spreading his arms as the 

Drakkaren‟s sword bounced off the shield, electricity sparking down it and across the reptile‟s 

body as the creature screamed: “Worthless and useless! You can‟t harm me! Die, all of you, 

die!” 

Panels in each corner of the room slid open, twin-barreled rifles with enormous drums of 

ammunition attached to the bottom of the body lowering out of each, and they immediately 

began to trace towards the closest target, opening up as Zerrex ducked to the side and slashed 

through the ammo drum of the nearest, the rifle almost immediately running on empty as bullets 

and a long belt of ammo fell out of it like the guts of an eviscerated metallic monster. 

Marina, meanwhile, was deflecting the two guns firing at her towards Ultima, before one 

of the rounds smashed into one of the orbs protecting him and shattered it, the shield flickering 

out of existence as the other three orbs spun wildly through the air. Bullets began to smash into 

the machine, bouncing off his armor as the robot covered his face and squealed in pain, and then 

the guns retracted as Cherry shouted: “Boss, it‟s a rotational system! I disabled this one but there 

might be other shit coming at you!” 

“Try this!” Ultima screamed, as his metallic orbs spun back towards him and reformed 

his shield, and now three grenade launchers lowered out of the panels. Zerrex stared in shock as 

two of them turned towards him, and then he winced and leapt to the side, hitting the ground in a 

roll under the desk as a pair of grenades flew towards him. 

They exploded and released a burst of metal pellets, Marina screaming in pain as several 

collided with her legs and body, knocking her flat with a wince… and Cindy immediately shot 

out of the safe corner, wrapping Marina‟s arm around her shoulders before staring as the third 

grenade launcher pointed at her… but Cherry snarled in fury and shoved her hand towards it, and 

it exploded in a blast of flames, the ceiling around the panel cracking and something above 

clanking and blowing up. 

The other grenade launchers clicked as they reloaded, Ultima laughing as they fired into 

the computers on the desks the Drakkaren was hiding under, blowing them apart before the robot 

howled: “Fine, I‟ll take care of you myself, Lord Zerrex, if you‟re going to hide like a child!” 

The three orbs sailed away and under the desk the Drakkaren was hiding under to find the 

reptile in a crouch with the sword cocked back, and the lizard slashed viciously outwards with 

the flat of his sword, knocking all three of them flying backwards in useless chunks of scrap 

before he leapt up to his feet and threw a sphere of energy at Ultima… and the robot swayed 

with a grunt of surprise as it bounced uselessly off his chest and collided with the ceiling instead, 

the reptile covering his face as dust hailed down around him. 

Cherry ran forwards behind the machine, and Ultima spun around, creating a sphere of 

his own… but the energy was glowing red, and he cackled viciously as he threw it hard towards 

Cherry. She immediately spun out of the way with a wince, snarling as the sphere missed… then 

staring in horror as the red orb collided with a computer, spreading rapidly over it before it 

seemed to simply blink out of existence. “Boss, don‟t let that shit touch you!” 



Zerrex ran forwards… and Ultima spun around as he rolled to the side on his tracks, the 

Drakkaren‟s slash barely missing as he cursed before the robot spun around and backhanded him 

across the face, sending him staggering before Ultima screamed at him and sent him flying 

backwards with a telekinetic blast. The Drakkaren whacked the back of his skull painfully off a 

desk and stared stupidly as Ultima laughed, before it screamed as Cherry hurled the Great 

Diviner at it and tore through its shoulder, the demoness snarling as she yanked hard backwards 

as the sword glowed white. 

Ultima flailed at the air, turning away as his red eyes glowed brightly before he created a 

sphere of red energy… and Cherry immediately twisted the chain and yanked the blade free as 

she spun the robot on his own clamp, the sphere going wild and instead colliding with the 

ceiling. Red energy quickly spread across it, and then a large chunk of the roof above vanished, 

Zerrex wincing at the now-thin surface above himself before he returned his eyes to Ultima as it 

halted its spin and screamed: “Then die!” 

A hissing filled the room, and toxic gases began to pour in through the broken panels in 

the ceiling as Ultima laughed, and Cindy‟s voice rose as she argued with a scientist before 

running for a computer. Ultima‟s eyes immediately narrowed, and then he howled: “I won‟t let 

anyone ruin my fun!” 

His eyes glowed brightly, then red lasers shot from them, tracing two deep trenches in the 

ground as they raced towards Cindy… but Zerrex rushed in and slashed viciously into Ultima‟s 

back, and he howled in agony as his head twisted the side, the twin lasers cutting through the 

desk beside the female and up towards the ceiling before he snarled and punched hard towards 

Zerrex‟s head. The lizard caught his metal fist, however, then crushed it with a grunt, and Ultima 

screamed and drew his broken hand back before the reptile slammed the hilt of the sword into 

one of his glass eyes. 

Sparks flew and terrible light burst out of it, red lighting coursing along his face as he 

grasped at his head and shook back and forth, howling in agony and fury. As he twisted back and 

forth, the Drakkaren created a sphere of energy, snarling before he ducked as Ultima swung 

wildly out towards him… and then he shoved it into the gaping hole in the underside of the 

robot‟s torso. 

Ultima burped, a strange sound coming from a machine as his body arched… and a 

moment later he exploded, knocking the Drakkaren backwards as several large chunks of metal 

lodged into his body, Ultima shrieking in pain and rage before his voice filled with static and 

fizzled out, and the reptile grinned stupidly as he mumbled and tore a large chunk of shrapnel out 

of his chest: “You‟ve been downgraded.” 

“You‟re lame.” Cherry said admirably, walking over to the reptile and yanking a nasty 

spike of metal out of his shoulder, and Zerrex winced before she grabbed his hand and pulled 

him up to his feet, glancing over her shoulder at the twisted line of metal that was all that 

remained. The others were coughing hard now, however, but a moment later Cindy managed to 

reverse the system, and the poison gas began to clear out of the room as the demoness muttered: 

“Some computer. Fucker didn‟t even know toxins can‟t kill us.” 

“I think he was more worried about the scientists.” Zerrex said mildly, as he began to 

pick other pieces of metal out of his body. Thank crap this is a possession, or I‟d be in a lot of 

pain right now. “Which means they might actually be valuable. I think it‟s negotiation and 

intimidation time.” 



Cherry grinned cheerfully at this, then waltzed over to the three huddled scientists as 

Zerrex walked over to kneel in front of Marina, who was wincing and flushed with shame as she 

removed pellets from her body, the reptile asking quietly: “Are you badly injured?” 

“I‟m okay, Daddy.” Marina said softly, gazing up at him adoringly before she reached up 

and hugged him tightly around the neck, pulling Zerrex down a bit as he winced. “I love you, 

Daddy… thank you for everything, I knew you‟d come back…” 

“I love you too, Marina.” Zerrex murmured quietly, and then he straightened as Marina 

shakily stood up, wincing a bit but otherwise standing fine on her own two feet. As Cherry 

berated the scientists, the Drakkaren tilted his head curiously, asking: “Did you learn anything 

from them?” 

“Yeah, that Ultima has indeed emailed himself to everyone and everything on the 

internet, but that we can modify the Core AI here to chase himself down and kill himself.” Cindy 

said mildly, walking over and slapping Zerrex on the back before leaning against him lightly, 

grinning up at him a bit. “I already started, and our friends here are going to finish the program, 

right?” 

She glared at the scientists, one of them already crying and the female staring in terror at 

Cherry, who had likely made some vulgar rape comment, and all three of them nodded rapidly. 

Zerrex glanced over them, then sighed and looked at Marina pointedly… and she smiled brightly 

before turning to the three and narrowing her eyes. A moment later, they twitched… then one of 

them whispered: “Without fail…” 

“How do I get out of here?” Zerrex asked mildly, as Cindy looked at him softly: but she 

had never liked using the sometimes-necessary mental manipulations Marina was capable of. 

“And what‟s the fastest route out of this facility?” 

“Down that hall, there‟s a lab room… you need to use one of these keycards and an 

indivualized passcode to get in.” one the scientists murmured, and he held up a plastic ID card, 

glancing down at the floor. “The code is the last six digits of my personnel number…” 

Cherry took this, then half-squatted, hands on her knees as she batted her eyes at him. 

“Well, aren‟t you just the most helpful little bugger!” She reached out, ruffling his headfur and 

causing him to wince. “Better than little-tits, anyway… but come on then, let‟s move our asses 

and get ourselves gone!” 

She pranced cheerfully off towards the door, and Zerrex rolled his eyes before nodding to 

the group of clustered techies, Marina clinging to him as the followed Cherry out, Cindy trailing 

behind and offering a faint smile over her shoulder. They headed down the hallway, Cherry still 

leading the way before making a face as a Glutton wandered out of a door, drooling stupidly, and 

she muttered: “Where are all these fuckers coming from…” 

It lunged towards her suddenly, and Cherry winced as she threw her sword hard into its 

stomach, then snapped the chain upwards… but the blade was lodged tightly, and the Glutton 

seemed to be attempt to eat it with its gut, sucking in convulsively. She cursed, now seizing the 

chain and trying to drag it free, but the Glutton grunted and pulled backwards, wrapping one of 

its wing-like claws around the chain and holding on firmly. 

Zerrex made a face as he rose his own sword, running towards the Glutton and bringing 

his sword around in a reverse C-shaped slice, the blade twisting over its head before slashing into 

the back of its knees, and the demon groaned before falling slowly over onto its back. It began to 

twitch a bit as Cherry managed to tear her blade free, and Zerrex spun his sword around before 

sinking it firmly down through the Glutton‟s head, leaning over it before he drew back, and the 

creature gave a last hiss before beginning to steam lightly. 



The reptile covered his nose at the smell that rose up, and Cherry gagged and ran down 

the hallway, flailing stupidly. Cindy and Marina followed at a fair pace, both looking 

disgusted… but Marina was glaring at Cherry, apparently not as bothered by the smell. Zerrex 

followed, feeling morbid as he rubbed the back of his head and shouldered his sword, and then 

he let out a sigh of relief as Cherry opened the locked door at the end of the hall without trouble 

before glancing up nervously at the automated turrets… but they had been still and silent the 

entire time, and since Cherry wasn‟t freaking out… I guess Ultima must have suffered a backlash 

of some sort that knocked him out of the system. Lucky for us. 

They stepped onto a small metal landing and strode down a short staircase onto a grated 

metal floor, and Zerrex looked back and forth with a frown at the scattered papers and dead 

bodies that greeted them. Then he paused and glanced up, holding out a finger to Cherry as 

Selena said in his head coldly: The renegade angels are fleeing the scene, and other demonic 

soldiers are pulling back. With Beatrice dead and a large portion of their troops wounded or 

defeated, word is they‟re going to abandon operations and evacuate, while destroying the base 

and breeding facility. It sounds like the PMCs plan to make a living off hunting down their 

former comrades and the Cubbas that escaped, as you called them. 

Zerrex nodded, then he glanced over to Cherry and muttered: “We have to get out of 

here. There‟s something bad heading here, and we can‟t be nearby when it goes up… it sounds 

like they‟re evacuating and planning to destroy the base.” I hope Reia‟s okay… 

He shook his head slowly, then headed for the open gate of the elevator, ignoring the 

corpses around the room as he hit the call button… then he made a face when the bloodstained, 

large-size lift rose slowly up, the Drakkaren looking nervously back and forth down the large, 

open shaft and at the corroded pipes behind it before stepping slowly onto it and motioning for 

his girls to follow, Cindy hammering away at a computer for a few moments before snagging a 

printout and running over to join the others and wincing as several of the dead bodies stirred and 

began to climb to their feet. “That‟s pretty.” 

“Yeah.” Zerrex said distastefully, the zombies looking slowly back and forth as the 

Drakkaren pressed the button to lower the elevator… and then he winced as one of the undead 

charged towards them and leapt over the edge, the Drakkaren swinging his sword out to spear the 

zombie through the chest on the end of his blade, and it shivered before the reptile snapped the 

sword outwards as they passed the second floor, hurling it through the shredded gate and into a 

Glutton, which caught it… and as the lift lowered past the floor, there was a loud, sick crunch.  

“Anyway…” Cindy now looked slightly-ill as she looked down at the computer printout, 

summarizing: “It says here a pair of dragon twins were captured because of their demonic 

heritage, and their blood was drained into the third body of the stillborn brother after he was 

experimented on: in essence, they gave him life and created an artificial demon. There are a few 

other major projects at the base, but most of them centered around the Cubbas and Ultima… and 

the body you stole from them, of course.” 

Zerrex nodded, rubbing at his arm as the lift reached the ground floor and locked into 

place, making a face as he reached forwards to draw the gate back and step into a room beyond. 

Before he could reply, a terrible sensation washed over him… and the Drakkaren looked up to 

see a pulsing Black Hole near the front of the room, the floor and ceiling beneath it torn to shreds 

and all manner of cables and wires ripped apart around it, several capsules laying in shattered 

pieces and dead Cubbas scattered around the room. 

A Cubba leapt at a tall, black-scaled demon that had its back to them… and it ripped a 

scythe through its body, sending it crashing backwards with a whine, spasming once before 



dying. Zerrex snarled as he stepped into the wrecked room, and the creature turned slowly 

around, a pair of hellish black eyes with burning red pupils glaring at the Drakkaren from the 

sockets of a skull shoved tightly in place over its own head, and the others quickly formed a line 

behind Zerrex as he rose his sword, the monstrosity hissing: “Raven… light…”  

It rose up to its full eight feet, showing off the bone plates melded into its chest and 

sticking out of its shoulders, and Zerrex noted how it formed almost a breastplate. More plates of 

bone hung over its crotch and hips, and similar spiked plates were tightly melted into its shins, 

wrapping completely around the lower leg and curving up over its knees as it breathed hard. One 

hand was normal, although the forearm was covered by again, a vambrace of bone, and thick 

fingers gripped the large, grim-looking scythe… but the other was a twisted, gnarled claw that 

was covered in blood. It pointed the straight-poled scythe towards him, the long blade sparking 

in the light as it whispered: “Ravenlight… son of the Master… you must die…” 

Without another moment‟s hesitation, it charged stupidly, roaring loudly… and Zerrex 

stepped forwards and past the creature, ducking under the vicious claw and it swung at him and 

slicing his own blade outwards in a hard counterattack at waist level… and a moment later, the 

beast fell in two pieces, gargling once and reaching a hand into the air before falling still and 

bursting into dark flames. 

Zerrex snorted and grinned as Cherry clapped and whistled behind him… and then they 

all stared as the same monstrosity leapt out of the Black Hole, snarling furiously. At first, the 

Drakkaren couldn‟t believe that the same creature had just emerged… and then it roared: 

“Ravenlight must die! I will kill you!” 

It threw its scythe forwards in an exaggerated motion, and Zerrex ducked out of the way 

as Cherry snagged Marina and Cindy, pulling them to the ground with her as the scythe spun in 

low and cut overtop them, spinning violently around the room and returning to the monster‟s 

hand before it charged forwards again… and Zerrex leapt to meet it, swinging hard downwards 

with a snarl and smashing into the scythe as it attempted to block. The monster stumbled 

backwards, and Zerrex immediately stepped past it and spun around, cutting it once more into 

two pieces… and this time flicking his blade upwards as it fell to the side to cleanly decapitate it. 

The demon burst into dark flames, scythe included… and a moment later it again 

appeared, whole and carrying its scythe, through the Black Hole. Zerrex snarled in fury, feeling 

his head pulse, and then Marina stepped forwards and rose a hand, blowing it backwards through 

the Black Hole and shouting: “Daddy, we can‟t kill it!” 

“It must be drawing power from the Black Hole, seal it!” Cindy added, glancing at 

Cherry, and she nodded, jumping forwards as the creature leapt through the hole. It ran towards 

Zerrex, taking the pole of the scythe in both hand and gnarled claw, and then it slashed viciously 

downwards… and Zerrex stepped forwards and reached a hand up to easily catch the pole, 

holding it firmly in place as the monster snarled and strained… before the Drakkaren swept his 

sword down with his other hand and cut through one of the monstrosity‟s legs at the knee. 

It screamed in agony and toppled, and Zerrex spun his blade around, ready to deal a 

deathblow… but then he only leapt backwards as the monster flailed and slashed wildly at him in 

awkward swings with the scythe, the reptile standing just out of range and looking down at the 

creature with disgust. It snarled up at him, then howled: “I will destroy you!” 

“Shut up.” Zerrex said sourly, and then he looked over to Cherry as she knelt and 

concentrated, taking a deep breath and pushing her hands out towards the Black Hole… and it 

almost immediately began to shrink. The monster dropped his head back to stare at this… and 

then he snarled and threw his scythe at Zerrex, the reptile jumping too late out of the way and 



cursing as it struck him in the arm, before the beast twisted towards Cherry and threw a blast of 

dark energy at her. 

Cherry looked up with a wince… and then Cindy slid in the way, her arms crossed and 

snarling in pain as the blast struck her, burning the scales off her arms as black fire licked over 

her face, her eyes clenching shut before she stood firm… and she didn‟t scream, even as blood 

dripped from her skinned arms, shouting instead over her shoulder: “Goddammit, close it!” 

The monster hissed, then rolled back over and held a hand out towards the scythe, and it 

spun out of the wall it had been buried in before shooting violently towards Cherry… but this 

time Marina stood up, snarling and catching it with her telekinetic powers before looking 

towards the Black Hole, her eyes glowing as the scythe tried to press forwards towards her… and 

then she stepped forwards and shoved it violently to the side, and the scythe spun in a wide arc 

and through the rip in reality just before Cherry clapped her hands together and grinned, and the 

now-small tear between the dimensions sealed shut. 

The monstrosity howled… and Zerrex stepped forwards to slam his blade through the 

creature‟s bone breast and into its heart. It gargled and slumped… then burned away a final time 

to ashes and embers in dark flame, and Zerrex looked over at Cindy with concern as she 

slumped, but she shook her head and waved the others away, whispering: “They hurt like hell, 

but it‟s… it isn‟t as bad as it looks. Let‟s just get out of here.” 

Zerrex nodded, looking nervously down the room and hoping that was the end of it… 

after all, I hate monsters like that. Reapers… the perfect vision of a Reaper. And I‟ll probably 

meet Reaper again in Hell… goddammit, it‟s getting harder to concentrate… “Good idea… I can 

feel my own energy dwindling. I need a few moments of calm to solidify my Possession of this 

body again.” 

Cherry nodded, standing up and heading to the front door, reaching out to grasp the 

handle… and Zerrex grabbed her shoulder as Marina quietly and awkwardly helped Cindy along 

with a hand around her waist, the older female trying to fight back her tears as she slowly loaded 

rounds into her grenade launcher. “What, does this mean you‟re taking point?” 

“I‟m just checking!” Cherry retorted, looking lamely at him before she opened the door 

and peered down a gently-sloping hallway, the lights flickering as she muttered: “You take point, 

I‟ll protect the rear… they won‟t be able to see as well in that light.” 

Zerrex nodded, striding down into the tunnel, then peering carefully around a corner as 

the girls followed behind him… before he frowned at a PMC that was resting against the wall, 

breathing hard and badly injured, bleeding heavily from a stab wound to his stomach. The 

Drakkaren walked over and knelt beside him, motioning for the others to wait, and the dog 

blinked up at him stupidly before murmuring: “Angels… angels betrayed us… my… my unit 

went on ahead but… demons… angels…” 

“He‟s delirious… let‟s leave him alone.” Zerrex said mildly, and Cindy nodded a bit, 

passing the word back to Marina, who was still looking quietly at her with a strange sort of 

worry. They headed down the hall towards an intersection, and Zerrex stared as a group of five 

PMCs ran by, ignoring him completely despite having their assault rifles at the ready, and they 

slammed through a metal door down at the end of the hall, the Drakkaren noting the sign point in 

that direction labeled: “„Garage access.‟ Looks like we might have a quick way out of here after 

all.” 

Cherry grinned widely at this, and the four ran down the short hallway, Zerrex quietly 

wondering how Mahihko would have taken to all of this as they ran through the doorway… and 

into a mostly-empty underground garage that was littered with PMCs hiding behind overturned 



and burning transports and tanks, as angels in cloaks flew back and forth, returning fire with 

mortal weaponry as they protected Wentakus throwing the occasional spell, the two sides 

shouting and yelling at each other. 

Someone threw a grenade, and a Wentaku covered his face at the explosion, staggering 

backwards before throwing a fireball into a transport‟s turret and blowing it into pieces, and 

Zerrex grinned slightly as he spotted a small jeep a fair distance away, safely past the carnage 

and near the access ramp: it was facing the wrong way, but the soldier who had driven it in were 

attempting to sneak around towards the back of the seven or so opponents… and the reptile 

motioned for Cherry to take point. 

She nodded and ran forwards, then quickly led the group through the confines of the 

underground parking lot as spells, projectiles, and explosives hailed down in the skirmish. More 

PMCs ran down the access ramp, but they ignored the group commandeering the jeep before the 

fight became more complicated as someone blew a hole in the ceiling and several Cubbas fell 

inside, immediately beginning to howl and rampage. 

Cherry hopped in the driver‟s seat, Zerrex making a face as he leapt in shotgun and the 

last two Drakkaren the back, and then Cherry grinned widely as she shifted the idling jeep into 

reverse and stomped on the gas pedal, the tires squealing before it shot backwards up the ramp, 

Cherry leaning backwards as several PMCs coming down the ramp scattered, leaping out of the 

way with yells of shock before the demoness grinned as she spun the wheel and hit the brake, 

twisting the jeep around and then immediately stomping the gas pedal again to shoot out of the 

open gate in the side of the building and out onto the rocky terrain of the ground, roaring onto the 

road and twisting around to shoot down the side of it, making a face as several armored humvees 

gave chase. 

Marina glanced over her shoulder and concentrated, and the front humvee suddenly spun 

sideways and halted, the other two vehicles crashing into it, and Cherry cackled gleefully as she 

shot past a tank, gunfire pelting the front of the jeep as they roared past a brigade of PMCs. A 

bulldozer rolled in front of her, and Cherry grinned, shooting straight towards it as the heavier 

machine growled towards them, plow lowered… and a moment before she hit it, Cherry hit the 

brakes and half-spun the jeep to the side before shooting straight towards the chainlink fence 

surrounding the facility and plowing through it to roar up the side of a rocky hill. 

A tank fired its main cannon at them, but the massive round only pounded uselessly into 

the crest of the hill as the jeep flew into the air, sailing free and high with a burst of dirt and rock 

behind them… and then they crashed to the ground and shot out over the rocky tundra, PMCs 

yelling angrily at each other as some brave soul attempted to run up the same hill with a humvee, 

but then crashed into the crater that the tank‟s cannon had left and slid back down, rolling over a 

jeep and landing with a loud crunch on top of another armored vehicle. 

Cherry, meanwhile, was cackling as they shot across the hills and rocks, the jeep 

bouncing crazily before she winced as they flew over another cliff and over a dusty, abandoned 

highway… and then they crashed down into the ditch on the other side, and Cherry whacked her 

head off the steering wheel as both Marina and Cindy were thrown clear, while Zerrex was 

hurled through the windshield to land painfully on a fallen road sign and a jumble of rocks. 

Cherry began laughing stupidly as she sat up, a large bruise on her forehead as she 

grinned stupidly and beat a tattoo against the steering wheel with her hands, and then she 

shrugged amiably before staring, her color and joy fading as a large-size missile flew over their 

heads, Zerrex staring at the smoke trail it left before it arced down towards the facility behind 

them, and Cherry dived free of the jeep to cover her head in the ditch as it exploded, Zerrex 



seizing Marina and Cindy and throwing them forwards beside Cherry, then leaping out to wrap 

his arms around them as a shockwave rolled over them, the Drakkaren snarling as he created a 

dome of energy around his daughters and himself as the massive blast followed shortly after. 

The shield cracked from the fury of the blast, rocks, parts of the hill, parts of the 

highway, and the jeep flying through the air before several wheels and the turret of a tank 

crashed loudly to the ground beside them, barely visible through the dust and smog… but as it 

slowly cleared, the Drakkaren let the shield vanish, standing slowly and staring back and forth at 

the desolate wasteland that was now aflame here and there, charred parts of bodies, armor, and 

building laying around the field… and the reptile swallowed a bit, lowering his head and 

murmuring quietly: “Now this… this looks more like Hell, doesn‟t it?” 

“At least Hell has a point.” Cindy whispered, as she stood up and looked down at the 

small, undamaged part of land they had been crouched on, before she reached down and touched 

the side of the ditch… and it felt hot, and the air smelled of acrid death as she turned her eyes 

towards Cherry, who made a disgusted face as she climbed to her own feet and grunted her 

agreement. 

Marina stood up last, looking out over the carnage… and finally she simply closed her 

eyes and rested her head against her father‟s arm. Zerrex took her hand quietly, and then Cherry 

waved her arms wide, flapping them several times and concentrating at the same time to use her 

abilities to blow the smoke away, the female grinning stupidly as she said: “Well, enough 

thoughtfulness! Come on, let‟s get out of here!” 

“Do you know how long a walk it is to the road?” Zerrex asked mildly, before he made a 

face, glancing up at the cliffs. Reia… you better goddamn well be safe… 

He was startled out of his thoughts by a hard punch to the bicep from Cherry, however, 

who looked moodily up at him. “I don‟t like walking, so don‟t talk about it. Tell you what: if 

we‟re still walking after like, an hour, we‟re so taking a fucking portal back to Valise. Just don‟t 

blame me if you end up inside a wall, because you‟re smelly.” 

“You‟re smellier.” Zerrex glared at her, and then he glanced at Cindy, who was trying not 

to rub at her wounded arms, the reptile adding quietly: “That might be a good idea… come on, 

we‟d… we‟d best get out of here. At least that‟s over…” 

 

Beyond Hell, but before the Unworld, Narrius struggled hard in the Rift, snarling and 

then grinning as he managed to finally nudge a shackle out of place… and then he frowned, 

tilting his head slowly as the walls changed and twisted around, becoming dark and fleshy from 

the stone and metal they had been a few moments ago. He hasn‟t learned much, but he knows 

that it‟s a bad sign… and he growled as he looked back and forth, before looking up as a moan 

tore through the air, and he can smell sickness clogging the air and… and something else. 

In the other room, Celestial staggered slowly to her bed, panting hard and clutching a 

terribly-deformed, grotestque stomach, her eyes glowing red. Her robes twitched and shuddered 

with every movement, and her body looks horribly like she‟s swallowed a massive sphere, or 

that she‟s pregnant with a monster… and a moment later, she fell backwards on her bed as the 

latter proved true, a terrible, black arm ripping out of her vagina, thicker than than of the average 

adult Dragokkaren already, the claw at the end of it vicious and warped. 

Her robes merged with her scales, twisting and liquid, and then her belly tore open from 

crotch to breasts as her stomach heaved… and a moment later, her legs fell off with a sick 

squelch, her tail going with it and most of her innards spilling out… and a terrible monstrositiy 

flopped to the floor with it as Celestial screamed in agony, her head twisting back and forth. Her 



body bucks several times… and then she smiled, tilting her head grotesquely at the monster that 

rises up… a slavering Dragokkaren with burning black scales, his chest thin and his arms a bit 

too big for his body… and his eyes glow red as he looks slowly over at Celestial. “Yes… yes… 

I‟m… I‟m your mommy… I found you in the Unworld, only a quickly-vanishing, torn-apart 

fetus… but you had such a powerful mix of energy, that of my husband, my son, and my son‟s 

youngest daughter… I put you inside me, I fed you, I made you strong…” 

She raised a hand to him, trembling violently… and the monstrosity licks its muzzle 

before reaching down and picking up a chunk of her intestines from where they‟ve spilled out 

onto the ground, and he bit into them eagerly. Celestial‟s smile froze on her muzzle at the terrible 

sight, then she slowly crawled backwards as the monster turned towards her, growling and 

hungry, licking its muzzle slowly, a thick mane of tattered white hair hanging down to the 

middle of its back as it raises a clawed hand… 

Celestial screamed again, and Narrius tore harder against his shackles, not caring about 

her but wanting to be free and sensing weakness as the walls began to bleed around him… and 

then he stared as a monstrosity staggered out of the archway, looking down at him. Narrius tilted 

his head back, and then he twitched, whispering: “You… you…” 

“Father… you‟ll be my second meal…” the monster whispered, and his eyes burned as 

he stepped forwards, and Narrius snarled as he drew away, unable to defend himself as his eyes 

widened in horror, watching as the creature leaned down so he was only inches away from his 

muzzle, the power burning off this beast making him feel weak and negligible… “My name is 

Crow.” 

Narrius snarled, then bit towards the monster… but it drew back too fast and seized his 

head, twisting it to the side before biting into Narrius‟s neck and beginning to suck out his 

energy, his memories, his powers… and Narrius howled and bucked uselessly before the light 

finally began to fade from his eyes, and he fell apart into nothingness as Crow arched his back 

with a roar, body bulging as he grew larger, the dark fire burning over his black scales growing 

thicker as his musculature bulged and increased… and then he grinned viciously as he lowered 

his head and whispered: “Father has gone to the physical plane… I must go and meet Father and 

I will devour all in my way…” 

 

Zerrex sighed as they continued to walk along the dusty ruins of the highway, before 

something tore at his senses, and he winced, rubbing at his head slowly as they passed the ruined 

hulk of a humvee, several long steel pipes sticking out of the side of this… and Cherry frowned, 

looking up and muttering: “I felt it… like some sort of demon… Cindy, wait up!” 

Cindy glanced over her shoulder curiously from where she had been walking ahead, and 

then her eyes widened as a net of white light covered her body… and Cherry and Zerrex both 

stared in horror before Cindy‟s body simply exploded into hundreds of different pieces, cubes of 

the female Drakkaren splattering all over the road as Marina screamed and Zerrex looked back 

and forth, letting out a furious, agonized howl… and then the eyes of the three settled on a 

burning dark figure at the end of the road, standing at least eleven feet tall and with long, ragged 

white hair twisting around its head… and Zerrex stared in horror as he froze up, thinking for a 

moment that he was staring at the nightmare version of himself before Cherry shot past him… 

and the monster rose a hand, rasping: “Begone!” 

Cherry covered her face and skidded to a halt in midair before she exploded into dark 

flames that blinked out of existence a moment later, taking even her weapons with her as Zerrex 

and Marina charged the creature next… and the male Drakkaren was slammed off his feet by a 



telekinetic blast before Marina was hurled to the side with a flick of his muzzle and a cruel 

laugh, the youngest daughter of Zerrex slamming into the humvee and gasping as a pipe tore 

through her stomach, slumping against the vehicle and trembling weakly as she lay against it, 

pinned like a bug as a tear rolled down her muzzle. And just like that, Zerrex‟s entire family had 

been destroyed… and the monster dived forwards to pounce on the Drakkaren, pinning his hands 

with incredible strength as he leaned down and whispered: “Hello, father… my name is Crow. 

You took my life before I could even be born… and now I‟m here to take yours before I kill 

mother over there.” 

Zerrex snarled, then he brought both feet up and slammed them into Crow‟s stomach, 

knocking him flying backwards with a grunt as he jumped to his feet, sword in hand. “You… the 

rape-baby of Narrius and Marina? I won‟t let you touch her, I won‟t let you do anything else to 

my family! I‟ll kill you!” 

Crow laughed raucously as Zerrex charged, then he easily blocked a hard downwards 

swing of the sword with his forearm before slamming a palm towards the Drakkaren… but 

Zerrex slid to the side and swung his hand out, creating a sphere at the last moment and 

slamming it into Crow‟s face to send him stumbling away with scream at the small blue 

explosion that covered his head. A moment later, the reptile stepped forwards and released an 

unfocused blast of white energy, the shrapnel ripping into Crow‟s body and sending him 

staggering with another howl before the reptile ran forwards and slammed both feet into the 

monster‟s chest, refusing to let up the attack as he swung the sword downwards at the same time. 

It crashed into Crow‟s skull but didn‟t cut in, barely leaving a mark even as it knocked 

him to a kneel, before Crow reached out and grabbed his leg, simply beginning to smash the 

Drakkaren against the ground over and over again before throwing him away, and Zerrex hit the 

earth and rolled several times, dropping his sword and covered in blood. Crow charged forwards 

as Zerrex stood up slowly, his skull cracked and senses reeling as he tried to lock his spirit into 

the body… and then the monster snatched up the Drakkaren‟s sword and plunged it through his 

chest, Zerrex vomiting blood as Crow screamed: “You have no chance, you can‟t win, why even 

try when you can‟t win? I deserve life, and because it was taken from me, I‟ll destroy the whole 

world, just like father wants!” 

Zerrex slumped forwards, and Crow grinned slowly, hesitantly… before the Drakkaren 

reached up and grasped his shoulders, glaring his eyes and snarling: “Not if I take you to Hell 

first, son!” 

Crow tried to twitch away, howling… and Zerrex clenched his eyes shut, shouting 

mentally: Selena, Sin, anyone, everyone! I need you to channel your powers forwards through 

my spirit and drag him down as far as you can! 

There was no response… but almost immediately Zerrex felt a burning agony grip him as 

the ground around them turned into a black vortex, spinning slowly as they were both sucked 

slowly downwards, Crow grabbing his sides and ripping his claws easily into the Drakkaren‟s 

body… but the pain of the monster beginning to tear apart his guts was nothing compared to the 

pain that was in his heart and mind, from both what this terrible creature had done and the 

spellwork being forcibly channeled through his spirit. 

Marina looked up, and her eyes glowed quietly before she whispered: “Daddy… kill… 

kill him… don‟t give… in…” 

As she fell into either unconsciousness or death, Zerrex howled in rage and shoved Crow 

downwards… and a moment later both of them were plummeting from the very sky of Hell. 

Crow shoved him away, ripping out his stomach with a triumphant scream… and Zerrex 



immediately twisted the body he was still possessing forwards and landed several hard punches 

into Crow‟s face before slamming him under the muzzle, knocking his body into an awkward 

flip as they shot towards the ground of the Northern Province at a tremendous, unnatural speed, 

and Zerrex looked down before diving towards Crow, twisting his body around before he 

slammed both feet into his back, then caught his arms by the wrists and twisted them forcibly 

upwards as he shoved Crow down, and the monster howled, his eyes bulging as they screamed 

through the air, the ground approaching faster and faster as he struggled- 

They slammed into the floor of Hell, sending up a blast of dirt and leaving a deep crater 

in the stone from their impact as Crow went facefirst and Zerrex felt his body‟s legs snap into 

pieces beneath him, his spine cracking after that before he fell slowly to the side… and Crow 

stood and swung a claw up in a hard uppercut, ripping his lower jaw off as he howled and 

tackled him, then tore his hands through his chest, ripping the Possessed body into pieces as the 

Drakkaren‟s spirit finally tore free of his physical form and shot immediately back towards the 

Ravenlight Estate, Crow howling and roaring as he continued to shred the body in an 

uncontrollable, feral rage.  

Zerrex didn‟t dare waste a second or glance back, however, as the world snapped by him 

before he slammed into his own body… and after a few moments of vertigo, pain, and the 

twisting sensation of locking firmly back into his real form… the Drakkaren struggled against 

the gemstone imprisoning him before Selena, Sin, Carmen, and the Sisters scattered away from 

the plant as blue light shone up from the stone, cracks spreading through it. 

It exploded, sending out a hail of fragments and spreading plant matter all over the walls, 

and the Drakkaren snarled as he looked back and forth in fury, jumping towards his pile of 

clothes and sliding into his pants as he shouted: “We need to move, and fast! Crow is far, far 

stronger than I am, and-” 

“Don‟t leave without this, Boss.” said a familiar voice, and Zerrex spun around to see 

Cherry holding out Blackheart, the demoness grinning darkly as her eyes flashed. She stood with 

the Four Sisters behind her and Carmen on one side, Selena on the other as Sin reached up and 

grasped his shoulders… and the reptile looked at them all gratefully before he took the enormous 

sword with a nod. “And no, you ain‟t doing this alone, because that motherfucker out there killed 

my family too… and I know that everyone here gives a shit about you, and he‟s just way too 

goddamn strong.” 

“But Lord Zerrex is right, we shouldn‟t waste time.” Sin said quietly, and she created a 

large portal, Cherry making a face at her, then staring around the room as everyone looked at the 

Naganatine with reverence, the female glancing up to Zerrex and blushing as she said softly but 

firmly: “I… I‟ll stand by you, Lord Zerrex. We all will.” 

The Drakkaren nodded with a faint smile… but before he could step through the portal, 

Ixin barreled past with a cackle and jumped into it, and the Drakkaren made a face as he 

followed quickly. He stepped out a moment later into the Northern Province, and in the distance 

he could see Crow ripping his way through Royal Guards… before his eyes widened as he saw 

Lily, Alastor and Vampire charging forwards… and Lily smashed Crow across the face with her 

Smiting Rod, the monstrosity staggering before Alastor swept its feet out from under it and 

Vampire slammed his spear through the beast‟s chest, and it screamed and flailed before 

knocking all three of them flying with a wave of darkness. It‟s insanely-powerful… but it has 

zero fighting experience. I have to use that to my advantage… 

Zerrex ran forwards, Cherry leaping into the air and flying behind him as the Drakkaren 

snarled, his body pounding with adrenaline as his eyes locked on Crow‟s back… and the creature 



turned a moment too late, Zerrex slashing Blackheart upwards and outwards in a vicious, far-too-

hard slash that sent the creature flying through the air like a rag doll to crash on its back some 

fifty feet away, and the Drakkaren sprinted towards it, seizing his sword by the handle in both 

hands as the other demons formed a tight circle around them, Crow looking back and forth in 

shock as more and more portalled in, from soldier-class demons to White, standing between a 

wincing Anubis and the badger‟s angelic counterpart. “This is my turf, Crow! Stand down and 

surrender, and you‟ll be put to trial for your crimes… resist and you‟ll be destroyed!” 

“I‟ll rip you to shreds!” Crow screamed, leaping at him… and Zerrex stepped forwards 

and twisted to the side, swinging Blackheart out and upwards in one hand in a graceful swipe 

that knocked Crow‟s muzzle back and plunged his throat down onto the point of the blade. The 

monstrosity gagged, clutching at the sides of the sword for a moment and kicking its feet 

uselessly as it hung in the air… and then Zerrex snapped his other hand out, wrapping a tentacle 

tightly around its neck before he grunted and jerked hard over his head, yanking Crow into the 

air and pulling him in a long arc to slam him headfirst into the ground on the other side of the 

Drakkaren. 

A moment later, the reptile‟s tentacle burst into dark flames, and it fell apart in pieces as 

Zerrex cursed and waved his arm several times, the reptile turning around as Crow lunged 

towards the crowd and in particular, Amiglion… but the Naganatine snarled, swinging Grim‟s 

butt up and slapping Crow across the face with it before Sabnock froze the beast in a block of 

ice, and Lily stomped forwards and smashed the block into pieces to send Crow flying with a 

hard swing of the Smiting Rod, the golden armor she was wearing over her dress glinting as bits 

of ice pattered off it. 

Crow flew through the air, flailing his arms… and Zerrex stepped to the side before 

slamming the pommel of Blackheart into the monster‟s head, sending it crashing into the ground 

before he kicked the beast hard in the side, knocking it over onto its back before snarling as he 

swung the sword in a large arc and slashed it hard downwards in an executioner‟s strike, the 

blade glowing white- 

The beast caught it with a hiss… then he grinned viciously at Zerrex, and the reptile‟s 

eyes widened before he was blown off his feet, dark fire covering him as Crow leapt up to his 

own and caught Zerrex‟s sword… and the blade shuddered as it glowed black instead of ivory 

before exploding into pieces. The chunks of metal floated eerily above the hilt, dark lightning 

shooting back and forth between them as they gyrated and hovered… and Crow spun around, 

lashing the blade in a vicious arc through the air and releasing a blast of dark lighting that 

knocked almost half of the circle flying backwards, before Crow spun around and smacked 

Vampire away with the back of his hand, then stabbed the blade towards Lily, releasing a 

shockwave of dark energy that sent her hurtling away with her armor cracked, landing hard on 

top of Alastor and knocking him sprawling as she rolled several more feet with a groan of pain. 

Selena and Cherry both leapt in, Cherry throwing the Great Diviner before Selena 

snapped her whip into the chain, a blast of red fire rushing down the weapon and over the blade 

as the sword twisted towards Crow‟s face… but the monstrosity simply caught the weapon and 

threw it hard at the Inquisitor, knocking her over as her own flames rushed over her body, Selena 

letting out a shriek of agony. Then Crow charged towards Cherry, and the demoness snarled 

furiously before the Four Sisters dropped in front of her, Earth punching the ground and sending 

a shockwave towards Crow as Fire threw her sword, the weapon bursting into golden flames as 

Air propelled it faster with a blast of wind. 



It hammered into Crow, sending him staggering before he fell to one knee as the 

shockwave rushed under his feet… and a moment later the ground beneath him turned into a 

deep pool that swallowed him whole, Fire‟s cleaver flying up into the air as the ground closed 

and returning to her hand as she shouted: “Get the wounded out of here, loosen the cordon and 

back off, he‟s-” 

Crow ripped out of the ground, the silhouette of warped, skeletal and black-ashen angel 

wings behind him as he screamed: “Stop interfering, I have to kill my father! I have to rip him 

apart, I‟m so very, very hungry!” 

He twisted through the air, then dived down towards Zerrex, the Drakkaren standing 

ready with a snarl as Crow drew back the shattered-Blackheart… and then a white light shone 

down over the creature as a vortex opened behind him… and Crow looked over his shoulder a 

moment too late before Raze shot down, hammering his sword into Crow‟s back and knocking 

him flat into the earth, before Zerrex stared as Cindy followed him, a pair of large, long wings 

spreading out from her back and holding a golden spear in her hands as she shouted: “Daddy, use 

this!” 

She threw it hard towards the Drakkaren a moment before Tinman and Francis rushed out 

of the vortex, flying towards her to grab her arms and try to uselessly pull her back towards the 

rift. A moment later, Francis realized she no longer had the spear, cursing and looking down in 

time to see the Drakkaren reaching a hand upwards… “Zerrex, wait, demons can‟t use that 

weapon, it‟ll-”  

Zerrex caught the eight foot spear regardless of Francis‟s warning before he spun around, 

noting the L-shaped claws surrounding the central spike… and how it burned in his hands, the 

reptile wincing before he revolved it rapidly into a ready position. It glowed with terrible white 

light, and a moment later the reptile‟s own wings burst free from his back as the angels hovered 

in midair and the demons stood in a loose circle, most of them staring in shock as the weapon 

responded to Zerrex‟s touch despite the holy runes covering it… and the Drakkaren snarled 

before saying coldly to the monstrosity across from him climbing to its feet: “Give up, Crow!” 

Crow screamed and charged… and Zerrex stabbed forwards several times, Crow 

immediately skidding to a halt, then staggering backwards with a look of horror as he barely 

managed to deflect the blows with the twisting, dark-lightning sword before howling as he 

swung hard at Zerrex‟s feet… but the Drakkaren jumped over the first swing, then blocked the 

second neatly with the spearhead before shoving the sword into the air, and he lashed Crow hard 

across the stomach with the blade, leaving a white, thin cut. The monstrosity screamed and 

staggered backwards, leaving himself open as he looked down at himself with horror, and Zerrex 

immediately stepped forwards, stabbing over and over in short, elegant movements into the 

creature‟s chest as he drove forwards and sent the monster staggering backwards. 

Zerrex leapt away as Crow slashed the sword down towards him before he snarled as the 

beast threw a bolt of dark energy at him… and Zerrex slid to the side, batting it hard back at the 

monstrositiy with the head of the spear. It collided and knocked Crow stumbling, and he let out 

another roar of fury before running forwards and lashing viciously back and forth with the blade, 

but Zerrex easily parried each strike, letting himself be driven backwards before spinning at the 

last moment and swinging the spear behind himself in an awkward chop, shoving the spearhead 

against Crow‟s throat and drawing backwards to cut it open before stabbing hard into the side of 

his neck. 



Crow gasped and grabbed at his throat uselessly with one hand, and Zerrex spun around 

and slammed the spearhead down into his head, Crow screaming as he fell to his knees… and a 

moment later Crow leapt to his feet and slashed viciously out towards him with the sword. 

Zerrex winced and tried to block with one of his wings, but the sword tore through it and 

then slashed through the Drakkaren‟s arm, sending him staggering before he was knocked into 

the air by a hard upwards slice, and Crow finished off by stepping forwards and ripping a claw 

through his chest, sending the Drakkaren flying backwards in a burst of dark fire. He rolled at the 

last moment as the monster staggered back and forth, randomly firing waves of dark energy at 

the angels and demons surrounding them, and the lizard snarled, panting hard. This is too 

dangerous… even if I have the advantage in terms of experience, his raw power is enough to let 

him get a blow in now and then… that and he‟s just not staying hurt… and everyone else, he‟s 

lashing out at anyone and anything he can… I have to bring this to a different environment and 

hope for the best. 

Zerrex braced himself as he jumped to his feet, one wing still outstretched behind him 

and the other shattered, several skeletal pieces of white energy hanging uselessly… and the 

Drakkaren snarled before charging forwards suddenly, and Crow turned around with a look of 

shock before lashing outwards with a scream, releasing a massive wall of dark energy… but 

Zerrex covered himself with his single wing, wincing even as black fire began to eat through it 

before he burst through the other side of the dark haze and charged up Crow‟s body, the creature 

looking horrified as Zerrex‟s wing shattered, feathers and white energy hailing down around 

them as the Drakkaren arched his back, spear held with the point straight down… and then he 

plunged it viciously through Crow‟s chest, driving him to the ground and pinning him in place 

like a bug as Crow screamed in agony. 

Immediately, Tinman flew down and clapped his hands together, and thick strings of 

metal shot out of the ground, binding the monstrosity to the barren earth as Zerrex held the 

creature tightly in place, and other demons stepped forwards, piling binds and seals onto the 

monster before Zerrex shouted, struggling to force the spear deeper and hold Crow‟s screaming 

form in place: “Send us to the Unworld! Do it now!” 

“Zerrex, no, you can‟t!” Selena shouted, shaking her head in denial as she staggered 

forwards, but Zerrex silenced her with a glare before shoving deeper, and she cursed under her 

breath before looking at Cherry, who snarled at her before finally shaking her head ever so 

slightly. “Fuck, you… come back!” 

“Son…” whispered a ragged voice… and Zerrex looked up in shock to see Celestial 

staggering towards them, clutching the front of her robes as she looked deliriously over Crow, 

who halted and stared back at her… and she winced away from him before rasping: “Crow must 

be destroyed… he‟s… he‟s too strong…” 

“Mother!” Crow screamed, looking back at her helplessly, and Zerrex looked up in 

shock… but it explained everything as Celestial winced away, and the monster howled: “Save 

me, mother! Save me! Don‟t let me die!” 

“Shut up!” Celestial‟s eyes turned ruby as she glared at Crow, then she held up her hands, 

palms out towards the pair, and energy crackled over Crow‟s body as she said furiously: “You 

killed my handsome husband… you strike out at my son… you deserve nothing but death! Go, 

Zerrex kill him, his body cannot tolerate the Unworld!” 

“No, no, not there, anything but there! Not that place again!” Crow began to spasm and 

flail, shaking his head wildly as he screamed for pity and mercy, and a rip slowly opened in the 

fabric of reality as Sin stepped forwards as well, concentrating as Zerrex felt energy wash over 



him, looking up at her before she smiled grimly and nodded… and Cherry dropped to a kneel, 

Fire and Air on one side of her as Carmen took the other side with Water and Earth, all of them 

beginning an incantation. 

The spear began to lift… and a moment later Raze threw down his sword, the blade 

sinking into the ground beside the Drakkaren as he said coldly: “Just in case you need it, 

Zerrex… bring it back in one piece!”  

“Go, Daddy, go!” shouted Cindy, bouncing in midair as Tinman and Francis nodded to 

him… and Zerrex looked around at all the other faces depending him before Ixin threw a red 

potion at him, and Zerrex caught it automatically as he took one hand off the spear, staring as the 

mage only waved and winked. 

A moment later, dark tentacles shot out of the ground and wrapped around them both, 

and Zerrex arched his back in agony before he felt himself being thrown downwards, the 

weapons falling around them as they plummeted from Hell into the Unworld, both of them 

crashing to the ground, the glass jar in Zerrex‟s hand shattering into pieces and spraying its 

contents over the ugly earth, which greedily lapped it up. 

Zerrex skidded down a narrow slope on his stomach, the spear clattering beside him 

before Raze‟s sword smashed into the ground, point-up, only an inch or so from his muzzle… 

and the reptile forced himself up to his feet, feeling the energy already beginning to be sapped 

from his body as he picked the sword up… and then a dark blade cut across his back and sent 

him staggering, and the Drakkaren spun around, the sword pulsing with dark energy in his hands 

as he blocked a hard strike from Crow, the creature howling miserably: “Mother hates me now, 

and it‟s all your fault, you son of a bitch! I‟ll kill you, I‟ll kill you, I‟ll kill you!” 

“You did that yourself!” Zerrex shouted back, and the Drakkaren slipped out of the way 

of a hard slice from the monstrosity before wincing as it grabbed the holy spear… but it almost 

immediately fumbled the weapon with a howl of pain, steam rising up from its hand. Zerrex took 

the opportunity to slide around the monster‟s side, and he quickly smashed Crow across the face, 

knocking him to the ground in a heap. 

Crow slowly looked up at the pieces of Blackheart scattered across the ground in front of 

him… and he slowly scraped them towards his body before he picked one up and stuffed it into 

his mouth, screeching in pain around the metal even as he swallowed it, dark blood hailing from 

his muzzle… and Zerrex stared in horror, staggering backwards before his eyes widened as Crow 

began to shove the broken chunks of sword into his body, and then he grinned viciously as he 

ripped his own stomach open and shoved the hilt of the sword into it, and he shivered before 

whispering: “So much blood shed with this weapon… including father‟s… I… feel so… yes…” 

Zerrex backstepped as Crow fell to his knees, and a moment later the monstrosity roared, 

the dark fire burning over his body growing and expanding as Crow‟s body did the same, until 

the beast doubled in size. He howled and immediately charged towards Zerrex… and the reptile 

backstepped towards a pool of terrible-looking water nearby before he sidestepped at the last 

moment and slapped Crow hard into it with the flat of the dark sword. 

Crow fell forwards with a scream and vanished beneath the still surface of the water, only 

a few ripples travelling through it, and the reptile made a face at this, staring at the pool before 

another ripple rolled over the surface of the pool… and a moment later a massive claw ripped 

through the surface and Crow‟s upper body pushed out of the water, the monster howling as he 

slashed outwards with a hand almost as large as the reptile as Zerrex leapt out of the way, staring 

in horror: from the waist up, the monstrosity was almost forty feet high… and his lower body 



was still completely buried in the pool. He‟s not getting weaker at all… what the hell am I 

supposed to do? 

“Father!” Crow screamed… and he leaned forwards as he swung both hands downwards, 

but Zerrex leapt out of the way before jumping forwards, stabbing the blade down into the back 

of Crow‟s hand. Immediately, Crow screamed and raised his hand high into the air, waving it 

back and forth above his head, and Zerrex winced, holding tightly onto to the handle of the blade 

before he tore the sword free and slid down his forearm as Crow clawed at his own hand. 

The Drakkaren landed in the mess of ugly white hair on Crow‟s head, and the Drakkaren 

speedily leapt down to his muzzle and spun around, stabbing the dark sword into one of the 

beast‟s eyes and ripping upwards to shred his eyeball and leave a long scar up his forehead, 

Crow leaning forwards to scream in agony as he grabbed at his face… and Zerrex ran down his 

muzzle, leaping off it to land on the ground as the monster twisted back and forth, waving his 

hands wildly as he shrieked: “Stop hurting me and die!” 

Crow leaned down and vomited a massive haze of dark energy, and Zerrex winced as he 

created a shield… but the blue was faded and weak, the shield cracking rapidly before it 

shattered and black fire rushed over the Drakkaren, eating at him greedily as he tumbled 

backwards several times with a howl of pain. Immediately, Crow leaned forwards and slammed a 

hand out, crushing Zerrex into the ground before he lifted the reptile high above his head, 

beginning to squeeze with a snarl as rocks and dirt leaked out around his fingers… and Zerrex 

spasmed before his rocky arm burst into life, and the lizard snarled before tearing to the side as 

blade shot out of his wrist and spikes formed a jagged line from forearm to shoulder. 

Crow screamed in pain, immediately throwing Zerrex hard at the ground, but the 

Drakkaren caught himself on all fours, skidding backwards as Raze‟s sword bounced past him. 

The lizard backpedaled as Crow looked down at his damaged hand, and then the reptile‟s eyes 

seized on the spear… and the reptile picked this up in his rocky hand before he stepped forwards 

and leaned into a throw, the weapon glowing bright white in his hand. 

It shot like a lightning bolt from his grip and tore through Crow‟s neck, and up into his 

skull, the creature howling in pain, his arms spasming outwards… and a moment later, he fell 

forwards and slumped, the spearhead sticking out of the back of his cranium. Zerrex stared at the 

slumped, fallen body of the monstrosity… and then he looked slowly back and forth as Unworld 

beings staggered into sight through the dim haze of the madness around them, and the Drakkaren 

winced before turning and staggering quickly away up a hill, muttering: “Let that be it, Crow… 

let them feast on your remains…” 

He crested the hill, looking back and forth… and then he stared miserably around, 

realizing he was screwed: the only way in and out was through a rift, and he simply didn‟t know 

how to do that… and so instead the reptile slowly wandered away, walking down the hill and 

towards an open field where several fallen Unworld beings were rotting away in flames as he 

watched… and the Drakkaren stared at them morbidly, asking quietly: “Is this my fate now, too? 

Am I going to die, alone here, and-” 

He halted as he heard a howl… and then spun around to see a much-smaller Crow 

standing on top of the hill a moment before the spear collided with him, the Drakkaren falling 

flat as the holy weapon tore through his corrupted shoulder. His entire stony arm immediately 

pulsed with pain, and Zerrex cursed before reaching up to grab it, jerking it free as Crow charged 

down the hill, once more wielding the shattered Blackheart as he rushed towards Zerrex… and 

the Drakkaren stood with a snarl, a terrible fury burning through his body as he felt his rocky 



arm falling to pieces and scales covering the remains, the holy energy dispelling his terrible 

claw. “Crow… 

“Haven‟t you learned…” he started, then he ducked backwards under several wild strikes, 

the ripped-apart, one-eyed abomination staggering as he slashed madly at him, before the 

Drakkaren caught a strike in midair with the spearhead, the reptile shouting: “That spear beats 

sword!” 

He knocked the sword of dark lighting and broken blade to the side, then he stabbed 

viciously forwards thrice into Crow‟s chest, the creature staggering backwards with a scream 

before Zerrex slammed the butt of the spear into the monster‟s foot, and Crow jerked his foot 

away automatically with a yelp, losing his balance before Zerrex rammed the spear up through 

his throat, ripping it through the back of his neck before he spun around to put his back to the 

beast and reversed the angelic weapon to stab it backwards through the beast‟s heart, and Crow 

gasped and gargled, dropping the shattered Blackheart as the dark energy connecting the broken 

pieces of blade died out, the monster grasping uselessly at the pole of the spear… and a moment 

later, he slumped forwards as the dark fire covering his body died out, and his body slowly 

crumbled away like ash, leaving only a bloody, long-dead child laying on the ground with its 

mouth agape and eyes sightless white orbs. 

Zerrex made a face, kicking the remains of the creature away bad-temperedly, and then 

he looked back and forth as several Unworld beings began to walk towards him. He spun the 

spear around his body, standing ready to defend himself… and then the reptile winced before 

looking down in shock as a portal appeared beneath his feet, and a moment later, he was rushing 

through darkness… 

He blinked as he slowly rose upwards… and he stared back and forth as he found himself 

standing on the black tiles in front of the Central Spire, the shattered pieces of Blackheart around 

his feet and Raze‟s sword laying on the other side of him, holding the golden spear in one 

hand… and he frowned a bit at the procession of people lined up on either side of him, looking 

dumbly back and forth as Sin walked down from the large, smooth cylinder of stone inside 

which was sealed the Center Throne… and she gave a faint smile, bowing to him and leaning 

forwards as she murmured quietly: “I‟m glad you‟re safe, Lord Zerrex… but please, come here. 

This is urgent.” 

The Drakkaren nodded a bit, following slowly behind Sin before she stepped up beside 

the wall, and Zerrex looked back and forth in surprise at Raze and Francis. They stood to either 

side of the pillar, watching him intently… and Sin whispered softly, as the faces of many other 

demons watched: “Touch the pillar.” 

“I did before, it didn‟t-” Zerrex started nervously, looking around at the group as he 

absently reached out a hand to touch the stone… and it shook violently as azure runes formed 

over it, before they turned into large cracks that spread quickly through the column of rock. 

Zerrex staggered backwards, staring in horror as the stone turned slowly transparent as it broke 

apart, and chunks of ghostly cement fell in every direction, spilling outwards as the demons and 

angels gave a collective sigh, and Zerrex shook his head dumbly as he found himself staring now 

at a staircase leading up onto a rounded stage at the very top of Hell, surrounded by four pillars 

that supported an X-shaped ceiling inside which glowed what looked like a massive 

Heartstone… and below it, upon a red carpet, sat a throne of silver with black cushions, and 

Zerrex trembled as he whispered: “No…” 

“The last thing the Princess declared before she died was that you should be punished… 

and although you defeated and ursurped her, law in Hell is that punishments for violations must 



be carried out. You are our savior: you have destroyed the Goddess, Narrius, and Crow… and 

the Scholars decreed that you must sit on the throne.” Sin said quietly, lowering her head as 

Zerrex looked at her with panic in his eyes, and the female grasped his wrist as she met his eyes, 

a tear sliding down her cheek as she whispered: “I will be with you every step of the way…” 

“And so shall we all!” shouted Lily, looking down the crowd, and the demons that Zerrex 

could see had completely encircled the now-broken pillar echoed this as the Drakkaren trembled 

violently, shaking his head in fear… but Sin continued to look up at him with tender sympathy… 

and the two hugged tightly as Zerrex turned towards his greatest fear and slowly walked up the 

first set of three steps to a small landing, only two or so feet above the ground… but when he 

turned around, everyone knelt to him, and Lily called: “Praise to the High King!” 

“No…” Zerrex cleared his throat and swallowed, holding up his hands, and demons 

murmured to each other as the Drakkaren tossed the spear aside. He looked over the group, 

terrified and trembling, his features pale as he whispered: “No… it‟s only because of all of you 

that I‟ve survived… that I‟ve come this far. Please. Rise up, everyone… don‟t cheer for me… 

cheer on yourselves.” 

Demons stood up, looking nervously at each other… and then Zerrex turned and walked 

up the last three steps to the landing, slowly approaching the throne… and then his fingers traced 

over the smooth silver arm as Lily and Sin followed quickly up onto it, standing on either side of 

the reptile as he looked apprehensively from one to the other. Then he slowly turned around… 

and the Drakkaren sat quietly down in the throne, even as terror rolled through his body. 

Cheers rose up again, and as Zerrex opened his mouth, Lily murmured quietly: “Let them 

celebrate, Lord Zerrex… let us all celebrate. I know how scared you are… I fear the same thing, 

every single day. But it‟s only once you stop being afraid you need to start worrying… it will be 

a long, long time until this punishment is over… but you will rule us all well…” 

Zerrex lowered his head, looking down miserably as Sin and Lily both strode away… and 

then the Drakkaren looked up and said clearly: “Sin…” 

Voices quieted as Sin turned around, bowing quietly to him and walking into the center 

of the platform… and Zerrex smiled faintly at her as he whispered: “I‟ll make one good thing out 

of this rulership, at least… Sin… you are free of your punishment.” 

Sin stared at him disbelievingly… and then she let out a cry of shock as the Seethe 

Hounds tore out of the front of her dress, leaping back and forth with snarls and yips as all four 

of them grew almost to the size of Draybeasts, roaring and howling before all four formed a line 

in front of Sin and bowed to Zerrex… and the female reached down hesitantly before she quietly 

traced her hands along her now-smooth, woundless stomach, a tremble rolling through her body 

as a hand reached out and stroked through the bristly fur of one of the adult Seethe Hounds, and 

it whined quietly… and a moment later Sin threw herself on Zerrex and hugged him tightly, and 

he hugged her back as he clenched his eyes shut and leaned over her, both of them crying hard 

even as the crowd cheered and roared, the two clinging to each other for comfort and joy.  

 



Epilogue: Home Is Where The Heart Is 

 

Ten years have passed, and the world has cleaned up most of the mess from both the 

Great War and the Demon War after it… but as the figure steps slowly out of a rip in reality and 

adjusted his widebrim fedora, he feels like it‟s been so much longer since he stepped into the 

mortal world… because it has. Ten million years, in fact, he suffered the punishment that 

terrified him above all others: to face his need for power, to be put in the position his father so 

often took advantage of: to stand and rule not a world, but an entire plane. 

Zerrex made a face as he glanced back and forth in his mortal Drakkaren body, and he 

tapped a black metal cane against the ground as he watched a newspaper blow down the dusty 

city street. It‟s dusk, and people are already clustered up, safe at home… they‟re still many a 

year away from forming a real alliance with the demonic and angelic realms, but no longer are 

they things of fantasy and fable: mortals are unable to ignore the divine, just as the divine are 

now no longer able to ignore mortals. 

The Drakkaren absently adjusted the three rings on his fingers: he has more partners than 

that – not to mention his concubines – but three is all he feels comfortable wearing. Cherry, 

Selena, Lily, Sin… well, it wasn‟t his fault he was made half-Lust. Technically. And as much as 

he wants to, he knew he couldn‟t abandon Hell entirely to settle down to a happily-ever-after in 

this revolutionzed Ire, either… Sin, Lily, Amiglion, and Selena are excellent rulers – and with 

Sabnock, White, and a whole bunch of others running things behind the scenes – the Drakkaren 

knows Hell can do without him… but he isn‟t so sure he can do without Hell. 

Besides which, his family in Hell gets lonely… and he misses them occasionally, too. 

Even Carmen, his favorite concubine… and he still has a lot to do. There are still rogue angels 

hiding in the Plains of Despair and some of the seedier places in Hell, and followers of both 

Narrius and the Princess to be destroyed… not to mention the seals that are beginning to crack 

and release the Terrors and other long-forgotten monstrosities. Another reason why he‟s glad he 

followed Crow to the Unworld and made sure to kill him. 

Now, for the first time in more than ten million years, he‟s not only walking along the 

mortal plane… he gets to see his family. He gets to see Reia. He gets to drink coffee and find a 

part-time job at a bookstore. He gets to go back to pretending he‟s normal, despite the looming 

shadow of just-plain-nastiness he casts, or the fact that when he gets pissed off, he turns into a 

giant fugly monster. And one day, when the mortal world is ready, he looks forwards to bringing 

Sin and his other girls up here to see the mortal world and enjoy it. 

For now, it‟s more than enough that he was able to ship Mahihko out of Hell, Marina 

agreeing quietly to take care of him on one of her rare visits downstairs: Zerrex was always 

worried about her getting exposed to too much demonic energy, and the Council thought he was 

circumventing his punishment by bringing his family down to see him. But they allowed it every 

so often to keep him happy… and to keep him from worrying too much. 

Cindy and Cherry are also here: the latter female capable of going to-and-from Hell 

whenever she wishes, and the former now given approval personally from Heaven‟s Archangels 

to go back and forth to and from the mortal realm as she liked, as long as she checked in at least 

once a mortal year for a day… thanks mainly to the fact the angels, by now, have realized that 

none of them can stop her from doing whatever she pleases anyway. She isn‟t the only angel who 

had visited him in Hell, either: Raze, Francis, and Little Arcy are actually permanent members of 

the Grand Council of Hell, which includes other such names as White and Sabnock, while 

Tinman was always happy to sneak away and see him whenever possible. 



There are millions of stories he can think of, with how long he spent in Hell, with how 

attached certain demons got to him – Vampire all but crying as he clung to his leg, begging to be 

taken with him – and with the demons who weren‟t as pleased about the idea of a Zerrex-ruled 

Hell – Tank, for instance, had been up to the same tricks he‟d been in the mortal world, putting 

up propaganda posters. And after all, it wasn‟t like ten years had passed without note in the 

mortal world: from Reia‟s daring escape from the facility and Marina managing to free herself 

from the ruins and stumble to safety, to the dissolution of the Irenic Republic Council and the 

formation of “Free Ire,” and the first-ever day of total peace worldwide with the destruction of 

the PMCs and war economies. 

But those were all for another time… for now, he just wants a coffee and to sit around 

with his girls: after all, they‟d promised him a surprise bigger than just how ravenous Sin had 

been for sex after so many eons of being unable to interact physically… but most of all, the 

Drakkaren looked forwards to seeing the smiling faces of his daughters and the giggling, happy 

beam of his child Mahihko. And finally… I get to be with my family again. 

  

 

We must all endure our pain…  

For only when we suffer, do we truly learn about ourselves.  

 

Zerrex Narrius 

September XX-2008 to February-02-2009 

 

 



“The Prophecy” 

[The Prophecy of the Historians regarding the Red Beast/The Darkness/The Rulership of Hell] 

 

 

The Red Beast roams the Mortal Plane, setting Fire to the Lands, 

Chasing down his Mortal Prey and rending the Souls of the Wicked and Just, 

Fearless, Indomitable, and Undying, 

The Red Beast waits and bides his time for the Slaughter. 

 

The Red Beast is Darkness, hungry for Light, 

But with Light at his right side, Darkness shall bring forth a Silent Night, 

And as the World burns with Fire, 

Darkness brought forth from Darkness shall strike the Red Beast down with Light, 

And the Red Beast will fall further and deeper than any god or monster, 

And his spirit and life shall be rekindled no more. 

 

Darkness brought forth from Darkness shall retire back to Silence, 

Dark as Night, as Quiet, Pleasant, and Terrible, 

The King of Mists, Unknowable, Untouchable, 

Shunned by all but those One Inch from Death, 

And with his Daughters, Incest and Innocence, Redemption and Destruction, 

He shall Recede. 

 

But from the Ashes shall come a Spark, 

And like the mighty Black-Winged Phoenix, 

Again shall Evil Rise in its Master‟s Bidding, 

Following in the Blackened Footsteps of the Red Beast, 

Until, once again, the World is Aflame with War, 

A War that shall Reach across the Planes, 

And as God had once Seperated them in his Might and Wisdom, 

In Hatred, Ignorance, and Wrath, shall the Planes be Forged Together Anew. 

 

Hell shall Overtake the Mortal Realm in an Unstoppable Flood, 

Angels shall cry Tears of Blood as they raise their Holy Swords, 

And the Darkness and his Four Daughters shall Awaken. 

 

They shall Battle Valiantly, but all are Destined for Death: 

The Darkness to be swallowed whole into Hell, just as Destruction shall Turn Upon its Head, 

Innocence shall fall to Evil, and Incest will her Powers be Reflected, 

And Redemption, for all her virtue, will fall to the Despair of Losing All. 

 

But Darkness shall Reach from even Hell to Fight, 

Not Fallen so Far, or so Hard as to Jar his Senses, 

Dedicated to the Silent Night, 

The Starry, Beautiful Protection, 

Until All Fall Down. 



 

And only after Hell is Consumed with Death, 

And Heaven stands in Ruin, 

And the Mortal Plane has suffered the Purging Fire, 

Shall the Throne be Filled Anew. 

 

Only after a Dark Warrior passes Trials numbering in the Many, 

A Princess Dies and a Princess Rises, 

And God Himself faces the Earth instead of the Sky, 

Shall the Throne be Filled Anew. 

 

And the King of Mists shall Rule Over All. 



Afterword 

 

 

And so the story ends: things began small in Eudaemon, but grew to a far-larger size by 

the time Enochian began, in terms of both the character's abilities and the places in the story they 

have gone. Zerrex has travelled from Baskin's Grove to Hell, and at the end of the day, he returns 

to his hometown of Valise, only wanting to finally relax and be content in not Heaven, not Hell, 

but his home, with his family and his daughters. 

After so many pages, I wanted to say thank you to the people who have followed the 

story from page one of Eudaemon or page one thousand of Enochian. And, of course, I wanted to 

thank the people who contributed to this massive story: my deepest thanks go out to, in order of 

appearances from Eudaemon... Lone, Reia, Mahihko, Killer, and Leo. Your contributions and 

interest all added to my ability to better develop this story... and I'm the one indebted to you all 

for all you've done. And there's been a few faithful readers who have given me plenty of kind 

comments, too... you know who you are, and I have to say it's been much of what's kept me 

writing and posting. Originally, Eudaemon was supposed to be a stand-alone story, after all... 

with all the interest that it gained, however, it wasn't long before the few ideas that I had for 

Eudaemon II became reality. 

The story has included many characters, most of them somewhere between the idea of 

"good" and "evil," most of them with their own morals and views of "right" and "wrong." I only 

hope that if the story itself doesn't identify with you, then one of the characters has; and I have to 

extend my thanks again for reading through however much of the Eudaemon Trilogy or the 

expansion of Enochian you have. It's been a long haul to write, and whether it's appreciated by 

one person or a thousand, it's always nice to create something that can at least entertain others, 

whether for the sex, violence, or plot itself. I look forwards to reading any comments on the 

story, and thank you all for spending the time to read through Enochian. 

 

~ Zerrex Narrius 


