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From the world of Summer Garden, at the time of Alfar’s Spice.
In distant Zanfir, in a remote town, a warrior attempts to drink himself to death, whilst political
forces around him move to control his destiny.
A lost princess emerges from the shadows, and finds that her past is still waiting for her.

6

Zanfirian Lightning

MAPS

Maps

7

8

Figure 1: Mortal World

MAPS

9

Figure 2: Zanfir

10

Figure 3: Shaozhou

ZANFIRIAN LIGHTNING

Zanfirian Lightning

11

Jagjit

12

Jagjit
“You have been summoned.”
The black-haired warrior sat slouching atop a bar, his head beside the remnants of his last
drink. If there was anything that had improved since he had come to this place, it was the drink. It
wasn’t just something to scorch away the memories anymore. It was something to enjoy.
He enjoyed it. As much as he could. The memories never quite disappeared, but the pain faded.
He had lived too long, and seen too many people he cared about die.
“Not. Today.” He mumbled.
The messenger looked out of place. Everyone here wore rough armoured clothing. Mostly
homemade, and always home-patched. The courtier on the other hand, wore black and white
chequered silk, emblazoned with the golden heron. The symbol of the local lord. The oaf who
thought he could summon him.
it!”

“The Or of Shaozhou has demanded your presence!” The messenger exclaimed, “You will obey
Jagjit rolled his head to face the man, “You’re new here, aren’t you?”

you.”

The messenger blinked in surprise, “What has that to do with your duty? The Or has summoned

“The Or will throw a feast and pig out, whilst getting over it.” Jagjit sighed, “He summons me
almost every day. Tell that fat bastard, that I’m not interested.”
The messenger’s jaw dropped, “I. . . I have served as a couriter of Zanfir for thirty years. Is
this how the lord of this flyspit town is treated? Do all of these savages lack your respect?”
Jagjit grinned at him, “Don’t call them savages. Have some sense of context. You’re alone.
And just pissed off a bunch of drunks.”
The messenger looked around in surprise, noticing how many hands were on weapons, and he
swallowed nervously, “I. . . I am a servant of the Or. Who would dare to lay a hand on me?”
Jagjit sat up tiredly, dragging his head upright. He put a hand on each of the man’s shoulders,
whilst he looked at him in surprise and disgust. And then he headbutted him onto the ground.
The warrior belched loudly, and then finished his glass of ale, and rested his head on the bartop
again. He could hear the messenger scrambling in terror behind him. If Jagjit hadn’t done something,
the man would be dead by now. Hopefully he was a quick learner. Or he’d have to break-in yet
another messenger.
Shaozhou was a frontier town. Though a minor lord had lived here in relative luxury for several
generations, they were a while from anything important here. The ground was hard, and farming
was regularly ineffective. They survived by the hunters who passed through, looking to get enough
kills to move on up in the Guild.
The trade of exotic goods, mostly the heads of magical creatures, was what kept the place alive.
It also meant plenty of underpowered warriors ending up dead. Jagjit was the local expert. When
any party went missing, and could pay, the Or would send for him to go bring them, or more often
their corpses, back.
Right now, he wanted to get drunk enough that he wouldn’t remember his dreams. That’s all
he cared about. He had no interest at all about hunting down whatever sod had been stupid enough
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to go hunting in the Wildlands without the slightest clue what they were doing.
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Nyx
She’d enjoyed the show. An idiot getting reminded that this was the barest edge of the empire, and
that the law that the Guild enforced was more selective here than anywhere else.
Nobility meant as much as the hunters allowed it to mean, and nothing more.
However, what she had most enjoyed, was watching the famous warrior in action. It hadn’t
been much, but it had shown her that his legend wasn’t just talk. He had actual ability. He had
determined the strength of the messenger, and how much it would take to cause injury, and aimed
just below it. . . Whilst drunk.
The soldier opposite her at the table stirred, glancing over, “And what is it that the mistress
sees in him, exactly? His is rude, brash, and apparently self-destructive. No individual with such
traits is worthy of coming before you.”
Nyx rolled her eyes, “I have chosen to turn my attention to him. Does that mean I am doing
something unworthy of myself?”
“Of course not, mistress.” The woman bowed her head, “Apologies. I did not consider the truth
of the matter. How do you wish to punish me?”
Nyx sighed, “Not right now, Svi.”
The incessant loyalty of the Valrkjosa was irritating at times. However, such loyalty was
expected from all who serve the goddess of death. Even if she was attempting to masquerade as a
mortal. Poorly. She did not understand them well, yet.
She stood up, and then glared at Svipul until she sat down again. Then Nyx drifted over the
crowd, smiling to herself as she watched the way the hunters responded to her shadow. The grim
faces, those on the verge of tears, and those who simply hardened their hearts.
However, as her shadow crossed the man she was interested in, his only response was to blink
in surprise. She hadn’t seen pure surprise in the presence of death ever before. As if the man was
both fearless, and had never encountered death.
She grinned as she sat next to him, “So you are the famous Jagjit. Interesting.”
He glared at her, “And you’re the infamous newcomer. Piss off.”
She giggled, and then held up a hand. Jagjit didn’t look, but he could obviously feel the spear
touching the back of his neck. She waved a hand, and Svi bowed, and then returned to her seat
stiffly.
“Sorry, she’s overprotective.”
Jagjit sighed and sat up slowly, “That was weird. Why exactly do you have a Val. . . Valk. . . I
don’t remember how to say it. One of those, protecting you?”
Nyx raised an eyebrow, “Interesting. Everyone so far has been assuming she’s part elfin. You
noticed.”
He rubbed his temples, “I’m going to hit the hay, soon. So why don’t you just say whatever
you want to say, freak?”
Nyx caught the spear between two fingers before it could sever his head, and glared at Svi until
she backed off. She turned to him, “I want to know if you’re deserving of the reputation, and the
rudeness.”
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Jagjit looked her up and down, “You can’t afford me. Also, I actually have to be interested,
which I’m not.”
“Well, okay then. I guess I’ll just take the head of the Or, and make your life difficult by
replacing him. I am from the royal family.”
He winced, rubbing his head harder, “Royalty?”
“Lady Nyxae.” She smiled, “Heir to the Zanfirian Empire. And rather bored with life, and
torturing you. . . Well, that seems rather enjoyable.”
Jagjit glared, “Well then, you have my attention. Because I really don’t want to have to go to
the effort of retraining all the guards you’ll end up killing. Or rather your freakish bodyguard will.”
“Please allow me the honour of slaying him, mistress.” Svi growled, “He is too. . . Unruly.”
Nyx sighed, “Just, be nice. I want him tested, Svi. He can’t undergo a nice little human-level
test if you cut his balls off and feed them to him.”
“I had considered inserting them rectally, mistress.” The Valrkjosa corrected her sheepishly.
Jagjit held up hands, “Ew. Not interested. So, test?”
“There’s an angry troll in the wildlands. Bring me his head.” Nyx shrugged.
The troll wasn’t simply a troll. That was something any decent warrior could handle with one
or two other warriors assisting them. Rather, this was a Fel-infected monster, driven mad by the
corrupted and corrupting magic that Svi had poisoned it with.
If he failed, then it would become a plague that would destroy the entire empire. If she forgot
to clean up the mess. Svi probably would. The Fel wasn’t something to mess around with.
He staggered upright, shrugging, “Yeah. This isn’t just a troll, is it?”
Nyx just smiled quietly. He left, slowly and unsteadily.
She nodded, “Svi, watch and report. Don’t interfere. Let him die if it comes to it.”
“Gladly.”
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Oski
She snapped her wings in behind her, flattening them so that they might appear to be armour to
the barely trained eyes of this small and tiny creatures that believed that this world they happened
to be born into were their own.
Few of her kind had visited this world for long. It was disgusting, just being close to these
creatures. Frail, weak, and rude. Unaware of how little their existence even mattered in the first
place.
She walked slowly into the town, reviewing the layout of this pathetic place that had drawn
the attention of her mistress. A wornout building sported an ageing coat of arms. It wasn’t even a
metallic shield, just a piece of wood, painted and slapped together years ago.
She could not conceive of what establishment of this town might have piqued the interest of
her mistress. She would have to wait, until her mistress revealed herself.
Then, she would do her best to convince her mistress to return, and abandon this horrible
place. She was unlikely to succeed at first. She did not enjoy the thought of living in this place for
any amount of time.
It was irritating that her mistress had become interested in such shallow and inferior creatures.
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Jagjit
He hadn’t a lot of choice when agreeing to this particular quest, but he was regretting it all the
same. Mysterious princesses with psychotic bodyguards were trouble. They made chaos, and sucked
you right into it.
The sooner he got away from this Lady Nyxae, the better. Especially as her bodyguard was
watching him utterly fail to take on a pissed off troll leading a band of insane goblins who seemed to
be able to summon elemental spirits.
Not having magic was one of the perks of being human, most of the time. Nobody was going to
come along and decide to make you into a weapon of war, and force you into the Zanfirian military.
Not having magic was also a huge drawback when taking on elemental spirits. Swords do not
hurt wind or fire. Which meant the only way to destroy the spirit was to kill the caster. Which
would mean charging headfirst into a group of rabid goblins, hoping to kill all of them before both
they and the spirits tore you to pieces.
Which was suicide.
Jagjit sighed heavily, and stepped out from behind the boulder as the troll turned it into flying
pebbles, and waited for the next punch. He felt it hit him, and he went tumbling head over heels
into the mass of goblins.
He stood up slowly as he felt the claws and teeth shredding him, and lazily spun his sword
through them. The blade melted as it came in contact with the blood, and he tossed it aside, ruined.
He always hated this part of things.
Skulls cracked as he crushed them between his skeletal hands as the acid burned his flesh away.
The troll was helpful too, crushing some of the mad creatures it had created with the darkness it
was dragging around. Black dust falling from the skin, corrupting the soil as much as everything
that lived below it.
He spun around, dodging the fist this time, and poked out the eyes of the troll easily. He smiled
and sidestepped, ignoring the goblin that had jumped onto his back and began nawing at his neck.
The troll flailed for a moment, and then went down as it stumbled into too many of the goblins,
crushing one or two. Jagjit stepped over slowly, and broke its neck with a quick movement that
nearly ripped the head off.
He didn’t usually show off this much, but the task he’d been set was obviously there to see
if he really had these abilities. Or rather, the inability to die. He finished the goblins, slowly and
painfully.
The inability to die did not mean the inability to feel pain.
He turned, tossing aside the last corpse, and looked to the bodyguard staring down at him
from nearby and shrugged, “So. . . Can I leave the Fel to you?”
The creature nodded curtly.
He waved and began walking back towards the city. He was bored, and tired. The fight had
been entirely too one-sided to actually be any fun. He was hoping that whatever the princess had in
mind next would be more interesting, or that she’d let him back out.
The latter seemed unlikely.
His skin had nearly finished repairing itself by the time he entered the tiny town. No one
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reacted much. All of the locals had seen it before. Most assumed he was a mage of some kind,
enough that the Empire tested him for magical ability every now and then.
He wasn’t magic, not exactly. He was deathless. He was permanent. A remnant from a time
long forgotten. He had lived a very long life. Not as long as some elfin, or the Fae. He was still
human.
He was the first human. The first of his kind to be created, and the last to be immortal.
Mortality had been created by the birth of his son. The idea hadn’t been able to be created, without
an immortal ancestor. The result was him. A bitter soldier, too old for the shit the world heaped on
him.
“You, there.”
He sighed heavily and turned, “What the hell? Another Valkr?”
“Valrkjosa.” The black-eyed woman corrected, walking towards him with a glare, “What is
your business with my mistress?”
“Fuck if I know.” Jagjit replied, and sighed heavily, “Hells. . . Look, if you’re jealous. . . I would
sooner be left alone. If you can get her to back off, I’d be grateful.”
“Break her heart.” The woman snapped.
Jagjit blinked in surprise, “What?”
“She is physically attracted to you.” The creature stated stiffly, “That attraction is what I
believe holds her in this place. You must break her heart.”
He shook his head, “Whatever. I’m going home.”
A blade touched his throat as the woman appeared in front of him, “You will do as I instructed,
or I will kill you.”
Jagjit ground his teeth. He was sick of this. Being manipulated. Of the attitude of the warriors
surrounding that idiotic little princess. He was not a subject of the Zanfirian Empire. He wasn’t one
of their lightning casters.
“Better people than you have tried, sweetheart. Now, get out of my way.”
The soldier spun in a blur, heaving the massive weapon towards him faster than he could dodge.
Not that he was even trying to. The blade hit him with a burst of blood and a resounding crack as
it lodged in his collarbone.
Jagjit grunted, and then glared at the surprised warrior, “You should have tried to cut off my
head. That’d be easier.”
He yanked the sword out of his shoulder, and then went to walk passed her. He felt it pierce his
back and sever his spine, toppling him to the ground. That blade shifted, driving into the ground,
ensuring he was pinned in place.
The warrior circled in front of him, holding her other sword at the ready, “Mistress, forgive me.”
The blade slammed down, and bounced off his skull. Apparently she’d decided to try and
pierce it. It made some sense. Destroy the brain, kill the person, most of the time. It’d be effective
against a ghoul, and maybe lich and other less undead. Except, he wasn’t undead.
His bones hadn’t become brittle with age, they’d hardened. Something to do with his immortality.
He’d never really explored it fully. Never wanted to. He just knew that breaking his bones was
difficult.
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He was paralysed. He was still human. No signals down the spine, no movement. He wasn’t
breathing. It felt somewhat like drowning, but less terrifying. A few more minutes, and he’d pass
out, and hopefully the creature would leave him be.
She crouched in front of him, grabbing his chin roughly, “What manner of creature are you?
You have no magic to speak of. No mana from either the lifestream, or another source. You are not
linked to any djinn. How is it that you are so difficult to harm?”
He couldn’t even smile. He had no movement whatsoever. He assumed that the Valrkjosa knew
that, and was just irritated that she didn’t know how to kill him. In a moment, she’d cut his head
off, and he’d lie there, until his body reassembled itself.
He’d been beheaded before. Once for treason against the ruling empire. They’d left his body
on display, and mounted his still living head on a pike, assuming the job was done. Until his body
slid up the wall, and then he’d landed and killed the entire town in vengeance.
He had been a lot more passionate, in his youth.
All he wanted, was to be left alone. It seemed that even that was too much to ask these days.
All the powers were coming out of the woodwork. Even he had noticed the differences in Falenthia
and Zanfir. The two powers, manipulated by the Hunters Guild. Someone was controlling it, pushing
the two towards an inevitable war.
A world at war. With the size of the empires, everyone would be involved. No one would
escape from the effects of a war of this scale. The armies would eat entire fields, drink entire rivers.
Thousands would die just from the military moving, let alone the actual battles that would burn out
entire cities.
He just hoped the princess hadn’t come to force him to join the fight.
The woman ripped the sword out of his back, flicking his blood onto the street before sheathing
it soundlessly, “You will break the mistress’ heart, immortal one.”
Then she was gone.
Jagjit rolled over painfully. Now, he wanted a drink. However, he also didn’t want to run into
that particular princess again. Even if she did owe him payment for her little test.
He staggered upright, and walked to his house. A rotten building, like most in town. Weathered
from the sun, soaked from the floods. He pushed open the door, sighing as he found it unlocked.
He looked at the figure waiting for him inside, and shook his head, “Damn it.”
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Nyx
“Damn it.”
She grinned at him, “Now that’s a cute response. How was the little battle?”
“Done.” He glared at her, “Pay me, and leave. Please.”
Nyx’ face fell, and she looked at him innocently, “Come now, is that any way to treat a lady?”
“You broke into my house.” He replied, before turning and collapsing onto the untidy bed lying
in the middle of the single-room building that he generously referred to as a house.
Nyx snapped her fingers, closing the door and sealing the building in a barrier as she felt the
rapid approach of Svipul. The woman was as unpleased as ever with the man’s attitude.
She lay down on the bed beside him, and smiled as he looked up at her with a glare. Neither
said anything. She just looked into his rage filled eyes, seeing the pain that lay there.
She couldn’t tell him, but she knew who he was. She knew exactly what he had lived through,
and what he had done. She knew his guilt, as much as it tormented him. She knew his dreams.
She reached out, delicate fingers tracing his cheek as his jaw tensed. She smiled softly, “The
nightmares are getting worse, aren’t they?”
“What the hell are you?”
She blinked, “A princess of Zanfir. I was trained as a priestess, for a while. Not that it takes
magical training to see your tortured aura.”
“Then stop looking at it.” He growled, “And leave. My home.”
She smiled and leaned in towards him, breathing softly on his face, he blinked for a moment,
and then collapsed. She patted his head and sat up, looking around as he began to snore loudly.
Nyx stood up, and released the barrier. She frowned, tapping her foot as Svi entered the
building slowly. “Mistress. It does not do to be alone in a man’s. . . Apartment.”
“Shush.” She waved a hand, and then nodded, and snapped her fingers. The spell seized a hold
of the empty bottles, dragging them into a pile and stacking them carefully.
“Svi, get rid of those, please.” Nyx nodded and then turned and cast a spell to gather his
clothes in another location. This was a little more difficult. She had no idea how to sort dirty from
extremely dirty. It seemed that he lacked any actually clean clothing.
She shrugged, stepping up and tossed a bucket into the doorway, “Oski. Can you clean that,
and fill it with warm water?”
The guardian who thought that her mistress had missed her presence took it without arguing.
Nyx knew why she was here, but she also didn’t care. None of them could tell her what to do, and
she wasn’t about to listen. She didn’t want to go home.
Trei and Kru might be irritated with her, but neither of them could do anything either. She
wasn’t directly interfering in anything. All she was doing was taking care of a potential champion.
She was fine, so long as he didn’t discover who she really was. Which would be difficult, as she had
allowed herself to be born as a human to become the princess, almost thirty years ago.
She was as much Lady Nyxae as she was the goddess, Nyx. Her parents had named her for
herself. Just a twist of fate, to remind her that they were watching her. Making sure she didn’t step
out of line or break any of the rules.
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Oski placed a bucket of warm water, faintly smelling of lavender, next to her. The creature
frowned, “I must insist on performing this chore. It would not be for the mistress’ hands to become
wrinkled.”
“I must insist you remember your place.” Nyx glared, and the woman bowed, stepping backwards,
“Apologies. I did not mean to suggest that anything was beyond you, mistress.”
She laughed, and turned back, beginning to wash his clothes, “Can you find something you can
rig into a drying rack? I’m not sure he owns one.”
Oski spread her wings, “Use me, mistress. As reccompense for my presumption.”
“No.” Nyx replied stiffly. She did want to punish Oski, but not for this particular transgression.
More with the presumptive attitude she had shown to the warrior. Nyx had chosen him as her own.
She didn’t like that the Valrkjosa had attacked him.
She pulled the shirt out of the water, wringing the water out and turning up her nose. It had
gone in brown. It had come out white. The water itself was thicker than it had been before she’d
started. This was going to take a while.
Which was fine. He wouldn’t wake up until she wanted him to. He would be able to get a
decent sleep, for once. A dreamless slumber, as if upon the edge of death. It was a gift she could
give him, that she didn’t think he would mind.
“I have hung a line out the back of this building.” Oski said, taking the shirt, and bowing, “I
shall guard it.”
“Change the water, too.” Nyx gestured.
It was fun, acting the housewife. She hadn’t done any domestic duties, ever. Not in her time
as a human. She hadn’t been allowed, whilst she lived in Jian. The most she had been allowed to do
was brush her long and silky hair whilst watching the servants do everything else for her.
She hadn’t even been allowed to dress herself. It had been infuriating, growing up as a mortal
in this kingdom so obsessed with honour, with such a strong picture of how royalty was expected to
behave.
The emperor didn’t even feed himself, he had a dozen half-naked slaves for that. Nyx hadn’t
known her human mother. The emperor had killed her for giving birth to a daughter and not a son.
If he wasn’t important to the flow of events, she would have killed him. Asking Kru for permission
hadn’t gone very far, either.
So, at the first opportunity, Nyx had run away from the palace. Svi had come as soon as she
had called. Becoming her guardian, to give mortals a chance to live when they inevitably tried to
kill or kidnap someone they thought was important enough they could earn some gold.
Svi returned, holding out half a silver brick, “It appears the town alchemist is interested in the
recycling of glass materials.”
Nyx shrugged, “Leave it with the rest of his stuff.”
There was a false back to a drawer, inside the pantry. She didn’t know who it was supposed to
fool. Gold and silver were pure, detecting any amount of them was a simple magic that any idiot
could pull off. If you really wanted to keep your valuables hidden, then it required either blocking
magic, or storing it in impure valuables, like charcoal.
Though, many mages were capable of pulling gold and silver out of the air. Not as easily as
a Fae might, but enough that they could live comfortably in a world that still relied on them for
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economics.
It was changing, slowly. The emperor was considering moving to other currencies, but he hadn’t
issued any edicts yet. His own wealth, he kept in storm stones. Magically charged crystals, capable
of turning anybody into a lightning caster. They were rare, except for on the island, at Puhu Naio.
She’d visited the mine when she was a child. It had been nice, to see so much magic in one place.
She hadn’t let on about the extent of her magical abilities. Appearing to strain herself to make
a candle light itself, when she was around those that could assess her abilities. Suppressing her
magical presence was child’s play. She didn’t need mana to use magic, she was directly connected to
the lifestream.
She had not been interested in becoming yet another weapon of war for her human father. He
was a disgusting monster, intent only on taking over the world. On doing exactly whatever his
advisor from the Hunters’ Guild told him to do.
That man was one that she feared. He might be able to determine who she was. He was the
Wrath, one of the Sins. An ancient and powerful mage. He wasn’t human, either. Even in this racist
kingdom, the Fury was shown respect. Those who didn’t, died. It didn’t matter what their station
was. As the leader of the Hunters’ Guild, law and order would evaporate if Wrath commanded it.
There was no greater political force.
Thankfully, Jagjit was in the most isolated city in the entire empire. There weren’t even any
border towns close by, despite the proximity of Shaozhou to the Zhongian Empire. Not that it would
be much of a concern, even if there were. The Zhongian Empire paid Zanfir regularly, so that they
wouldn’t invade and overthrow them. The chances of a rebellion were small. No one wanted to risk
Zanfir’s wrath.
Unfortunately, with only a couple hundred people in the town at any one time, she would be
noticed. It wouldn’t be long before the Or asked for her, and tried to suck up to her or kill her.
Difficult to tell which way a politician would lead.
There was a knock on the door, and Nyx looked up, elbows deep in dirty water as Svi opened
the door to the courtier from earlier.
He looked at her in surprise, “Ah. . . I am looking for the warrior known as Jagjit.”
Svipul bowed her head, “This is his residence. What message may I deliver?”
The man shook his head, “Sorry, I must insist upon speaking to him.”
Svi drew her sword and put it to his neck in a single movement, “You do not insist anything in
the presence of my lady. She has decreed that the soldier will sleep. If you insist, I shall take your
life, worm.”
Nyx laughed, and walked over, drying her hands, “Svi, leave him be. He is a witless worm,
after all. He didn’t even notice me.”
The guardian nodded and sheathed her sword, continuing to glare at the messenger shaking in
front of the doorway.
Nyx smiled sweetly, “Anyways, Jagjit is sleeping. The Or demanding to see him, again?”
The messenger nodded, terrified.
She shrugged, “On what matter? Maybe I can help.”
The man frowned, “I’m afraid I do not know your name, nor face. I cannot give up matters of
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this import -”
He stopped as Svi’s sword reappeared at his throat.
Nyx brushed it aside with irritation, “I am the Lady Nyxae, daughter of the Emperor. Sorry
for the overzealous guardian. She is quite useful to me.”
The messenger dropped to one knee, head bowing, “My lady!”
She sighed, “So. Matter of import?”
“The Or’s daughter has been kidnapped. She is being held for a ransom my lord cannot pay.
The bandits appear to believe him richer than he is, after dedicating such of his fortunes to this
town that -”
“Silence.” Nyx instructed, not caring to hear how the Or was practically bankrupt. He had
probably eaten most of the wealth. Being able to feast during a time when most people could
scarcely afford to eat was a luxury.
She tapped her foot, “. . . Oski? Make yourself useful. Go to the Or, and get the details, and
then. . . Retrieve this woman. Unharmed.”
The guardian’s tone was respectful, “As you wish, my lady.”
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Oski
She entered the rundown building, noting the dust on the floor as she also noted the dining table in
front of the noble, who was frantically devouring a whole chicken, without using the cuttlery set on
the table.
She bowed, “I am the battlemaiden of the Lady Nyxae. She is currently in residence with the
one known as Jagjit, and asked that I might come in his stead.”
The Or stopped, the food dropping from his hands in shock, “The Lady Nyxae is here?”
Oski stood upright, bristling at the doubt of the mortal, “That is as I have said.”
The Or nodded slowly, “I am the Or, Gregory of the House of the Heron. I’m afraid I don’t
think anyone but the warrior Jagjit can help me.”
“You doubt my abilities.” Oski said disdainfully, “You would insult my mistress in this manner?
If I did not believe she would be angered by the action, I would remove your head.”
The Or blinked, obvious unused to being on the receiving end of a dismissive attitude. He
sighed heavily, “They are not ordinary bandits. They are lead by an elfin warrior. He has vast
magical abilities, and extraordinary strength.”
“I was instructed to retrieve your daughter, unharmed.” Oski replied, “Those are my orders.
Now, give me the information I need to perform my duty, or you shall stand two handspans less
high from the ground.”
The man nibbled on the chicken quickly, nervously, and then nodded to an elderly manservant
standing in the shadows. The servant unfurled a tattered map, “A scout managed to obtain the
position of the encampment.”
Oski snapped her fingers, the map burning up, and disappearing from the man’s hands as it
appeared in hers. She reviewed the scrawl, and noted the bloodstains. Whoever had delivered this
had died shortly afterwards. It smelled of their death.
“The bandits have crossed the border.” She spoke slowly, “This may become a political matter.
If you mention the involvement of my lady, I shall feed you to yourself, one extremity at a time.”
The Or smiled, his face glittering with grease, “I wouldn’t dream of it.”
“Prepare for her immediate return.” Oski instructed and spun on her heel, leaving. The
intelligence had been worthless. It hadn’t noted any landmarks at all. She guessed that it was in
the direction of the border, but couldn’t tell much more than that.
Her wings unfurled and she shot into the sky, soaring above the mortals who rarely thought to
lift their eyes to the heavens. That was one thing she liked about them. They knew they were not
worthy to gaze towards the gods.
It did not take long to discover the bandits’ trail. A dozen horses, all of them lightfooted.
These were not the breed one would expect to find in the hands of petty bandits, and thus she was
misinformed about the situation.
It was possible that the Or may have been more honest with the human warrior, but unlikely.
It seemed that these were not bandits, and that this was not a kidnapping. It was rather, the
collection of collateral for payment owed.
She landed in front of the moving horses with a thud that shook the ground.
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She heard orders and shouts as the convoy came to a stop, and the golden-haired man leading
the group held up his hand, “Ho there. What business do you have with the Guild?”
Oski looked up at him dispassionately, “I do not fully comprehend the circumstances, but you
are escorting an individual that my mistress has ordered me to return, unharmed.”
The elf sighed, “The Or has failed to pay the Guild. When he does, she will be returned,
unharmed. We have no intention of bringing any harm to her. She will reside at the Guildhouse, in
Yichaghua.”
Oski shook her head, “You misunderstand. I am under orders from my mistress, to return this
individual, unharmed. You may oppose me as you wish, but you will also die. I am not interested
whether you live or die. However, conflict with the Guild is also not in the best interests of my
mistress and may involve irritating numbers of assassination attempts. That will also fail.”
The elf frowned, “Your mistress. May I ask her name?”
“Wise to do so.” Oski nodded, “She is the Lady Nyxae.”
The elf winced, “Eiden. You’re her death knight, aren’t you? I have my orders from the Guild,
as well. I assume you’re not willing to go with us to the Guildhouse and talk to them?”
“Correct.”
He sighed and stepped off his horse, “Boys! Listen up! When I die, hand the girl over. No fuss.”
He stepped towards her, and Oski granted him two strikes towards her, blocking them with a
flash of her wings, and then she tore out his throat. He fell to the ground, apparently surprised at
how quickly she eliminated him.
She stepped up to one of the horses, as the other hunters cleared out of her way, too shocked
and too professional to try and avenge their leader.
She held out a hand to the terrified girl, and helped her down. She looked at the dishevelled
girl without opinion, and then nodded slowly, “I will support your head. Do not attempt to move or
you may die.”
The girl’s eyes widened, and then Oski shot into the air, floating in the high winds as she
moved towards the tiny town again. The girl clung to her, terrified. Squeezing her eyes shut and
trying to pretend she could not see or feel the drop below them.
Mortals were so frail, so full of fear.
This was why she was so irritated that her mistress was investing time in them. Even going so
far as to being born as a mortal, even if that shell had long since vanished and left her as her true
self.
She landed easily in front of the Or’s residence, glaring at the coat of arms it sported proudly,
but badly. His behaviour was not that of one deserving of nobility.
She entered slowly, placing the girl on the ground, “She has been returned to you.”
The Or blinked in surprise, “That was. . . Fast.”
“The elf lies dead.” Oski intoned, “However, the Guild is unlikely to accept that you have
behaved in a way fitting to your station. I would expect the next attack to be directed at you,
personally. If this endangers my mistress, I will make good on my promise to feed each of your
extremeties to you before the moment of your death.”
The girl glanced over at her, “Tha. . . Thank. . . You. . . ”
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“I was simply following the orders of my mistress.” Oski replied without looking to her, “I will
not be there to protect you in the future, unless ordered to do so. I do not require, nor wish, for
your gratefulness.”
She turned and left the building.
She, again, found her mistress scrubbing clothes as she returned. It was wrong, to see her
becoming willingly dirty, all for the sake of a man who would not appreciate the depths to which her
mistress had sunk to attempt to please him.
Nyx smiled up at her, “How did it go?”
“The Or’s daughter was kidnapped as he has failed to pay his dues to the Guild. As such, the
Guild required that blood be spilled.”
Nyx’s face screwed up in anger, “That son of a bitch. Thanks, Oski. You’ve done your duty.
But, I guess I’ll need to have a word with him, soon rather than later. Or the Guild will burn the
town down.”
Svi stood up from where she had been loitering in the darkness, “Mistress?”
Nyx shrugged, “He’ll wake up in an hour. Oski, because I didn’t invite you here, how about
you finish the washing? Svi, you can guard me.”
The mistress left the house, as Oski walked in front of the spoiled clothing, and sighed heavily.
It was a fitting punishment, she had gone against the mistress’ wishes by coming to the mortal plane.
All the same, she despised doing anything that might be of benefit to the mortal tying the
mistress to this place.
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A Memory
A fierce warrior moved up and down the line, sizing up the recruits that had been brought to her.
To transform from children into monsters. These would be the next last defense of the city, in a
world that hated them.
She tossed her hair as she walked, the brown hair stretching out behind her in the wind, and her
green eyes made every single one of the recruits look down in fear. They weren’t untested. They’d
fought and killed to get this far.
He smiled, watching her break them down.
In five hundred years, he had never had a chance to see a human like her. A warrior not just in
name, but in spirit. Someone that Nyx would find worthy of calling home from the battlefield.
Feyra paused in front of one of the recruits, “Draw your sword.”
The angry beast of a man hesitated, staring up at her in surprise, before looking away, unable
to meet her fierce gaze. He had to smile at that. He’d seen many people do the same thing on the
battlefield. A look from her could kill.
“Draw your sword!” Feyra spat angrily.
The man drew it quickly, and then screamed, staring down at his hand. The sword was gone,
and a long crimson line ran across his palm.
The general shoved him back into line, and paced in front of her pupils, “A sword is just a toy!
A thing of children! You are not children anymore!”
She shook the spear in her hand, “A spear is a weapon! This is a weapon! A spear can free you
from your miserable existence. A sword brings harm to anyone who is stupid enough to wield one
into battle.”
She planted her spear firmly in the ground, “Any of you who doubt me. . . Can try and claim
this weapon from my hand, with whatever toy you feel like bringing against me.”
Someone always tried. Someone always died.
Feyra was not a soldier. She was a thing of war.
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Hope
She stretched lazily as she felt the morning sun. Every muscle in her body ached from being still for
far too long. From being curled into a tightknit little ball whilst the seasons pass her by.
She dropped onto the edge of the nest, her head barely peeking out from the entry to her tiny
cave, her head on her hands, as she watched the sunrise. She smiled, tears in her eyes as she began
to hear the calls of the wildlife. She had missed this.
Her body might have slept away the last hundred years, but she hadn’t. Someone had to make
sure that all of the Nine were in the right place, at the right moment, with the right motivation.
She’d been the one to curse them all to sleep, might as well be her job to make sure it all worked
out in the end.
She hadn’t felt the warmth on her face for a hundred years.
Another Meliae peeked their head out of their own nest, smiling at the sun as they began to
put their ear rings in. They were more timid than her, but it wouldn’t last long. In a moment they
would leap into the forest air, chittering and calling out.
Hope leaned back, and looked at the pile of jewelry that was hers with disappointment. The
earrings had rusted, so they were lost. The belly ring had turned green, and one of her toe rings was
actually missing.
She slipped the moth-eaten singlet off her back, wincing as she saw skin flakes falling to the
ground. A hundred years was not good for the complexion. Skin lotion was not going to fix this one.
She didn’t dare to look as she removed the underwear. She just did not want to know. They
went straight out the window, to fall to the rest of the rubbish way below the city.
She stood on the edge of the nest, stretching again, letting the cool wind blow across her naked
body as she began to hear the calls of the others as they leapt out and began their day.
Hope grinned and jumped forward, snagging a vine and swinging outwards. It felt amazing to
finally move again, after so long. To soar between the vines, just falling gracefully through the air.
She skidded across the top of a tree branch, and then leapt and dove into the pool of water
beneath the waterfall, twisting and shooting up into the air with a backflip.
Hope smiled as she fell back into the water, letting herself float to the surface. She lay there,
arms spread, looking up at the sky above. It was beautiful and blue. The clouds were grey as always,
with rain to come soon.
She heard some of the other arriving, kids playing and splashing. It felt nice to be back with
her own kind. None of them had even asked where she had been, or who she was. They simply
accepted her.
She rolled her, and sat up, looking around at unfamiliar faces. The Meliae were eternals. They
lived until they died, there was no death by natural causes. However, once you died, that was it. No
afterlife, no reincarnation. Your soul was torn apart.
Yet, she didn’t know of these. Some from her era must still be alive. In fact, as she looked
at the faces, she began to realise that they were young. She was old for a Meliae, at nearly three
hundred, for none of these were even fifty years old.
She swam over to one group, “Ta’ran da elhia?”
The young girl looked at her in surprise, “Elhia? Nos mo ma. Kan da randa ma.”
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The elders were gone. They had taken off, and no one knew where. That had happened once
or twice, but there was usually a reason. And failing to come back probably meant that they were
all dead.
The girl smiled at her again, “Sleep, long time, ja? Mot a-speak Common, da na.”
Hope nodded, “Ja, tank. I spek a da Comma.”
She did speak Common, including the butchered Common that had apparently gone from
something a few spoke to the main way that the Meliae now communicated with each other. She
also spoke Fae, Elfin, Wyrrdin, Orkish and dozens of other languages. It came in handy for a mage.
She sighed, “Da elhia, don ma.”
The girl nodded sadly, and then smiled, “You, elhia. You survive. What tis ya nama?”
“Hope.” She smiled sadly, still feeling the loss of her friends and family, “My name is Hope.”
The girl went white, “Na. Na no. Ya cannae ebbi.”
She sighed heavily, “That’s why the elders left, isn’t it? Wrath came for me. Killed everyone,
in the hope of killing me. Ass.”
The girl just nodded, “He come back.”
“Often?”
“Daily.”
Hope shrugged, “Well, you can point him in my direction then. It is long time overdue that I
spek ta ’im.”
She wasn’t about to put her people at any more risk. If she had known, she would have gone
and hurt Wrath already. He and she might be sworn enemies, trying to undermine each other, but
there were lines that should not be crossed.
She flicked her hand, a scrubbing brush appearing it, and began to remove some of the skin
flakes from her terrible skin. The girl looked at her in shock again, “Ya do da magik?”
Hope giggled, “Magic? No shit. I do all the magic, girl. I’m the freaking Meliae witch. The
witch. Does nobody remember me?”
“No stories.” The girl replied, “No more elders.”
Hope blew at her hair, “Well, that’s disappointing. What kind of magic have you seen?”
The girl pointed at the scrubbing brush. Hope laughed, and grinned at her, “Okay. Well that’s
sort of pathetic. Do you like the rain?”
The Meliae rolled her eyes, “We all lik da rain. Tis our home.”
“Rain.” Hope shrugged, using the tiniest bit of mana to kick the clouds overhead, making it
not just rain, but immediately begin pouring.
The girl stared at her in shock, and swallowed nervously, “That. How. . . How can ya do that?”
“Wanna learn?” Hope shrugged, “Magic is part of the Meliae. Just like sex. It’s something we
do. I can’t believe it’s forgotten. That’s. . . Terrible.”
The girl smiled, “We not forget sex.”
Hope held up her fingers, a small blue speck in-between them, and handed it to the girl, “This,
this is mana. Finding it is a bit advanced, but using it is easy. Focus on it.”
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The girl concentrated on her hand, the speck beginning to glow, and Hope smiled, “Now. . .
Breathe out.”
Her hair was whipped back as a huge gust of wind ripped out of the girl’s mouth, and scattered
across the surface of the water.
She looked up excitedly, “I did magik!”
Hope grinned, “Yep. What’s your name?”
“Hap.” The girl said excitedly, “Dau of Yriti.”
Hope winced, “I was hoping to see her. I guess she’s gone. Like all the others.”
Hap nodded sadly, “Tis so.”
Hope smiled at her, brushing the girl’s hair back, “Well, I guess you have one of your elders
back. I’ll teach you magic. I mean, I did wake up for a reason and I’ll have to take off at some
point. . . But I’m not leaving the Meliae without the stories and the magic.”
Hap winced, “Da Wrath. He come.”
Hope looked at her deadpan, “. . . And?”
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Jagjit
He rubbed his eyes. He felt tired, but not as exhausted as normal. Like he’d been wrapped in some
kind of embrace. He didn’t remember making it to his bed, but that was. He’d been. . . Attacked.
By a Valrkjosa.
He sat up slowly, this was his bed, but he didn’t recognise the room he found himself in. The
dimensions were close to his house. Yet, everything seemed off. It almost felt like someone had bent
the rules of reality, just to screw with him.
He swung his legs off the side of the bed and realised why everything felt wrong when he didn’t
hit any beer bottles. He stood up quickly, glaring around, piecing it together. She’d cleaned his
damn house!
She. . . The princess. She’d been here, when he fell asleep. No. She’d made him fall asleep.
Something to do with the nightmares.
Jagjit’s eyes widened, and he felt like his chest might burst. He hadn’t had any nightmares.
Not a single one. For the first time in his life, he had experienced a dreamless sleep.
He smiled softly, maybe she did know how to reward him. Cleaning the house was going way
too far, and he didn’t appreciate it at all, but she had let him sleep, so he would let it go.
Near the bed, he found his clothes, cleaned and folded. Which was also going way too far. He
picked up a shirt and sniffed it, wincing as he smelt some sort of flower. He couldn’t wear this. The
other hunters would ridicule him for it.
Yet, he couldn’t keep wearing what he was either. It was stained with both goblin blood, and
his own. The shirt was basically ruined. Nothing that touched a goblin’s innards would last for long.
He unstrapped his armour, letting it fall away, and then tossed his shirt behind him into the
middle of the room.
“Tsk.”
He paused, hand on sword hilt, and turned around where he saw the woman who had attacked
him picking up the shirt. She glared at him, “Do not treat the efforts of the mistress with such
disregard.”
He swallowed nervously, “I’m getting changed. Can you please leave?”
“There is nothing to be desired from a mortal.” The woman replied, and examined his shirt, “I
cannot save this. Where do you place your unwanted materials?”
“Trash? I just leave it where it falls.”
The woman glared at him, “It was noticed.”
He shrugged, and picked up a shirt, sliding it on, feeling the material clinging to him in a way
he wasn’t used to. It felt lighter than usual. Not entirely uncomfortable.
“You can go, now.” He said, as he reached for his belt.
“You are not desirous.” The woman replied.
He dropped his pants, expecting that it might influence her decision, but when he glanced
behind him, he saw her watching, unblinking.
He sat down slowly, unbuckling his sword and cleaning out the pockets of the various odds and
ends he’d picked up, spreading them out on the bed. To the irritation of the woman.
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“So, stalker, what’s your name?”
“You are unworthy to know it.”
He laughed softly, “That’s not what the Lady Nyxae thinks, is it?”
The woman appeared flustered for the first time, flushing and looking down, “Apologies. I am
known as Oski.”
“Oski.” He nodded slowly, “And you’re a Valkr. . . ”
“Valrkjosa.” She replied, instantly back to the irritated tone of voice.
Jagjit frowned, “I know that name. One of the upper kind, right? Guardians of Heaven or
something?”
The woman blinked in surprise, “Few of your kind still recall that. Though your memory has
indeed failed you. I am one of those known as the Escort of the Fallen Star. A title given to any
who have served as Guardian for the Lady Nyx at any point.”
Jagjit sighed, “Yeah. . . Can’t get away from the coincidence. What’s Lady Nyx’s relationship
to Lady Nyxae?”
“She is her patron.” The Valrkjosa replied easily, “It was by the will of the goddess, Nyx that
Lady Nyxae was born. After the Lady Nyxae came of age, then Svipul was sent to guard her. I have
only recently come, due to concern that your life might become entangled with the Lady Nyxae.”
He winced, “Svipul. That’s the other one, right? She’s been threatening me too. She was an
Escort as well, wasn’t she? Something to do with a battle on a bridge. . . ”
“The War of the Cracked.” Oski nodded, “Correct. How does a mortal possess such knowledge?
And such powers of recovery that you are not even scarred by blades forged by the Lady Nyx,
herself?”
“Just lucky, I guess.” He replied, standing up and beginning to pick up his equipment.
“Do not take me for a fool, mortal.” Oski sneered, “Though my mistress may not allow me to
take your life, I can make your eternity into an experience of the Halls of the Hells.”
“Don’t doubt it.” He nodded, “But if you hadn’t noticed, I haven’t exactly welcomed your
mistress, have I? She’s not getting the picture. I can’t convince her.”
Oski sighed heavily, “Then we must discover why her interest in you has appeared, that we
might kill it. Together.”
“Nope.” He shook his head, “I’m going to go get drunk. You can deal with the Lady Nyxae.”
The Valrkjosa appeared in front of him, glaring down at him, “I cannot allow the chance of
impropriety that you might exhibit in an inebriated condition. It might encourage further connection
and relationship with my mistress.”
“Fuck. Off.”
The woman drew her blades, “I am prepared to injure you, and repair the damage to your
clothing that my mistress washed with her own hands.”
He sighed, “But, I don’t want to get injured. So, this time will be different. Get out my way.”
The blade moved towards his head in an arc faster than most people could respond. But he was
well rested, and stone-cold sober. He blocked it with his wrist, the blade catching in his vambrace.
He punched her in the face.
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The woman shook her head in surprise, blinking as she noticed her nose was bleeding and
looked up at him with a look of pure hatred, “You believe you can injure me, human scum?”
He tried to punch her again, but she caught the fist and snapped his wrist in the same movement,
a fluid movement that was faster than he could stop.
He smiled and pulled his hand back, the wrist already repaired, and drew his dagger, “Yeah,
get out my way. I’m annoyed, now.”
The woman shook her head, drawing her blade back from his other arm, and gripping the
handle with both of hers, “I too, am irritated.”
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Nyx
“May I present, the Lady Nyxae, heir to the Empire, and her battlemaiden, Svipul.” The courtier
said, bowing.
The Or was seated at a table, covered in food. Greasy foods, expensive foods. Things that the
people could never be expected to afford. Things that they had probably never had a chance to eat
or even see. They survived on rotting oats. He ate luxury items worthy of a king.
She glared at him, “Do you not stand in the presence of royalty?”
The Or blinked in surprise, “This is my home, my lady.”
Svi appeared next to him, sword at his throat as she yanked his chair backwards, tossing it
onto the floor. “You will stand when the lady requests, worm.”
Nyx didn’t correct the behaviour. He deserved it. He was a worm. Or rather, a pig. A guzzling
creature that didn’t care what it was eating, so long as it had more than anyone else had.
She walked over slowly, “Bow, peasant.”
Svi instructed him on the correct height to bow, by pressing her blade on the back of his neck,
breaking the skin with a slim line of blood that ran off the side of his fat neck.
Nyx frowned, “Well, peasant, I understand you have endangered my life by irritating the
Hunters’ Guild.”
He went to stand, but winced as the blade didn’t move. Nyx hadn’t given him permission to
look up, yet. “I. . . I was not aware that. . . ”
“I don’t give a shit.” Nyx replied, cursing easily, “What I care about, is how badly you’ve
fucked up. The Guild are not forgiving. I don’t want to have to help you fix this. So, can you fix it?”
“I. . . Cannot afford to pay their fees.”
Svi leaned in, whispering quietly, “If you lie to the lady again, I will place a ravenous rat in
your mouth and allow it to eat its way out.”
Nyx enjoyed the look of fear on his face. She didn’t, however, enjoy his response. “I can’t.
Really. The food is all frozen. Prepaid, months ago. I don’t have anything left. The guards take
everything. In another month, the coffers will be empty. The Guild’s fees are too high. They don’t
pay enough for us to even keep the town in one piece.”
Nyx sighed heavily, “So you are broke, then.”
“Yes, my lady.”
“Fine.” She sighed, “I’ll fix this for you. I won’t enjoy it, and you will have to make it up to
me. I seize your lands, and your properties, and your debts.”
She nodded, and Svi pushed him to the side, and lifted up the chair. Nyx sat down softly in
the disturbingly warm chair, looking as much the regal queen as she could feel. This was temporary.
She didn’t want it, but she wouldn’t let him endanger her sweetheart.
“Svi, when you or Oski have the chance, I want you to collect ten. . . No twenty thousand
bricks of gold, and deliver them to the coffers.” Nyx sighed, and then frowned, “Gregory, of the
House of the Heron. How many guards do you have around the coffers at the moment?”
The man winced, “There is but a single guard. I cannot trust any other. The want of gold is
such that -”
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“Shut up.” Nyx interrupted, “We’ll need another guard, then. Who would you suggest, Svi? It
is a boring post. A punishment.”
The woman considered for a moment, “Aldene is unavailable, though her impudence would
usually make her a decent candidate. Perhaps one of the Ker? Like Moira?”
Nyx laughed softly, “Oh, that’d piss her off. No, I’ve made inroads recently. Summon Herja.
She’s been lazy, lately. It should suit her temperament.”
Svi nodded, “It will be done.”
Nyx glared over at the former Or, and frowned, “What other shocking debts do you have in
store for me?”
“I owe the hunters. Most of them.”
Nyx shrugged, “Accounts? Can I see these debts or are they stored in that fat melon you call a
head?”
An elderly man stepped forward from the shadows, and placed a book in front of her delicately,
“These are the accounts of the Or, madam.”
She smiled at him, “Thank you. . . ”
“I am the servant of the Or, madam.” He bowed, understanding the transfer of authority better
than his former employer, “I have never been granted a name.”
“Serj, then.” She said, and opened it, quickly glancing over the outgoings and incomings and
beginning to understand how bad a shape the town was in. Her gold alone wouldn’t cover this, not
unless she cheated and broke the fragile economics of the area.
More than a hundred thousand bricks of gold were owing. Over half of it to the Guild, or the
various businesses that they owned. She would have to negotiate a payment plan, which would also
need her to tell the Guild how she expected to earn enough to pay them back.
The problem with the Wildlands in this area was that they weren’t an immediate threat to
most places, and so kills in the area weren’t worth much at all. In fact, certain kills would carry
fines, because they’d drive the creatures towards areas where people actually lived.
“I’m seeing no obvious plan to earn anything.” She said as delicately as she could, considering
how angry she was feeling.
Serj spoke up, “The primary sources of income for this area, in descending order of magnitude,
are Guild contracts, wheat and sunflower farming, alchemy, and silversmithing.”
Nyx looked at him, “And the average Guild contract brings in less than a hundred silver coins.”
The servant nodded, “Correct, my lady. I believe the Guild contracts currently account for five
bricks of gold a week.”
“It would be cheaper to burn down the town and rebuild it nearby than to pay off the debts.”
Svi remarked, her tone guarded.
“The Guild wouldn’t accept it.” Nyx replied. It was true, but mostly she didn’t want to
traumatise the town by doing it.
The previous Or swallowed, “What role. . . Have you decided upon, for the House of Heron?”
“You can remove the coat of arms.” Nyx stated, glaring at him, “You have failed this city. That
I allow you to live is a sign of my benevolence.”
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Svi’s sword appeared at his throat as he went to make a noise, and she looked to Nyx for
permission to kill him. Any complaints, and Nyx would probably let her. “Get out of my sight.”
He left, quietly thanks to the blade that was held against the back of his neck the entire length
of the trip to the doorway.
Nyx got off the chair, “Ew. Burn this chair. I think he’s been farting into it all day, every day,
for at least a year.”
Serj nodded, “I shall see to it. Shall another be constructed?”
“Buying power.” Nyx said slowly, “We need to boost the economy. Everything needs to be
done locally. How many woodworkers are there in town?”
“Two part time, hunters.” Serj nodded, “One full time.”
“Put a silver brick up.” Nyx smiled grimly, “Ask all three for prototypes, pay them two gold
coins for the prototype. The winner will get the brick.”
Serj smiled, “As you wish.”
She glared at the food on the table, “Give this to whoever can handle local charity. I don’t
want it.”
Svi sighed heavily, “So my mistress intends to try and actually solve the problems of this town?
It will bring you back to the attention of your father, the Emperor.”
Nyx shrugged, “Needs must. Worst comes to worst, I’ll ask him to help me fix this place. Offer
him some trained soldiers for it.”
Svi nodded hesitantly.
Nyx walked towards the doorway, “Now, I’m going to go see Jagjit, again. Svi, can you check
what is salvageable in the bedroom?”
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Oski
Her blade steadied in her hand, as she levelled it towards him again. Neither of them had moved.
Neither of them had shown a sign of being slower or weaker than the other. She knew that usually,
a human would have a limited amount of durability, until they became tired. However, this one
might not have that limiting factor.
What now mattered was how bored the human might become, and what opening it might
provide for her to disarm him. He had easily become tired in the battle with the troll, allowing
himself to injured so as to guarantee a swift victory.
No such tactic could be employed against her. If she could pin him in place, then her aims
would be achieved.
“Enough, Oski.”
She stepped back, sheathing her weapons, “I will not allow him to become intoxicated, and
thus free with the mistress, Svipul.”
The man glared at the both of them, and Svi sighed, “We’re busy. I need you to go to the hall
and help. Lady Nyxae is now the Or of the town, and they’re in crazy debt to the Guild.”
Oski glared at him, and then sighed, “I shall protect the lady. Where are you off to?”
“To collect twenty thousand gold bricks from Jian.” Svipul said with more than a little irritation,
“Not even enough to pay for half the debt. You there, hunter. You could cheer up the lady. She
might even pay you a portion of what you are owed.”
The man sighed heavily, “Great. Nyxae is now the bloody Or? She’s not going to leave me
alone, is she?”
“She is too busy to care for you, little human.” Svipul said with the same disgust that Oski
felt, and then she took into the air.
Oski sighed, “Shall I escort you?”
“I’m going for a bloody drink.”
Oski glared at him, “The Or will appreciate your presence, and I am her servant. You will
attend her.”
“Oh for fuck’s sake!” The man yelled and then sighed, “You’re not leaving without me, are
you? What if someone tries to kill her?”
“They will regret it immensely.” Oski replied, “It is only mercy that the mistress shows when
she asks one of her servants to dispatch an enemy.”
He blinked in confusion, “She’s impressive, but not that much. I mean, she caught Svipul’s
attack on me earlier, but. . . No way she’s stronger than you.”
“She is a mage, of considerable skill.” Oski replied, understanding that the cover of her lady
must be kept, or she’d be turned inside out and flayed repeatedly. “She has been often interviewed
for a position within the military, as have you been.”
He sighed, “Fine. I’ll get my gold, but I’m not staying.”
Oski inclined her head, “I accept the compromise. Shall we?”
The town was small enough that they could see the Or’s hall as soon as they left the tiny room
that the man dwelled in. They could also see an elderly servant attempting to take down the shield
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with the heron on it.
“Coat of arms.” Jagjit said slowly, “Is the Lady Nyxae going to really show the Emperor’s? I
thought she was hiding from him, to be honest. Since she disappeared five years ago, and all.”
“The Lady does as she wishes.” Oski replied, “I have no influence or opinion on the matter.
The goddess has instructed me to obey her, that is all that matters to me.”
He grunted, neither with approval or disapproval.
Oski inclined her head to the servant, “Sir.”
He smiled at her nervously, but Jagjit lifted up the shield, and off it’s hook, and lowered it for
him. Perhaps there was a certain kindness to be found within the heart of this alcoholic. Perhaps.
They both entered, and Oski bowed immediately, “My lady.”
“Oski. So Svi went to get the gold herself? She’ll be faster. Until Herja gets here, would you
mind going down to the coffers and guarding them?” Nyx said, without looking up from a series of
accounting books.
“Svipul said you might be able to pay me.”
Oski glared at the unbowed man, but didn’t level a weapon at him. She had come to the belief
that doing so in front of Nyx would always result in reprimand. She might hate him, but the lady
did not.
Nyx frowned, glaring, “Jagjit. . . From what I can see, the office of the Or owes you. . . Six
hundred gold pieces. Shit.”
Jagjit shrugged, “So? Can you pay or not? I don’t much care either way. I’ll get it eventually.”
“I don’t know if you will.” Nyx laughed, “Hells. City is fucking broke. I can pay you. . . A
hundred now. Go with Oski, and she’ll give it to you.”
Jagjit paused, “If it’s a problem, don’t. I’m not going anywhere. I lived here before the Or’s
family moved in.”
“The Guild might burn it to the ground when they find out how shit things are. They already
kidnapped the idiot’s daughter.” Nyx said with frustration, “And I have no idea on what kind of
business plan might save this place.”
“There’s no road between here and Yichaghua.” Jagjit shrugged, “They’re close to the border.
A ton of trade goes through there. But to get to the capital, everyone has to travel the wrong way,
across to Shiyaheem, and down through Shaq, Shab and Kapani Pa.”
Nyx looked at him in surprise, “We don’t have the money to build a road. It’s too rough out
there for caravans. So what are you suggesting?”
Jagjit smiled, “It isn’t too rough, actually. A couple times the Guild has hired me to protect
emergency trade caravans to Yichaghua. They hire two mages to freeze the ground under and in
front of the caravan. It isn’t fast to move, but about six days less travel than going around the long
way.”
Nyx nodded slowly, “Ice magic. Is there a mage in town capable of such. . . Arduous, work?
Storing that much mana is difficult.”
Jagjit shrugged, “Logistics are your thing, Lady Or.”
“Oh fuck you.” Nyx hissed, and then sighed, “Don’t call me that, Jagjit. I am the Lady Nyxae,
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or Nyx. Don’t call me Or.”
Oski did not find the familiarity that her mistress was trying to project to be amusing. She
wished to remind the human that he was not to develop a relationship with the lady, but it seemed
that thus far, he too was disinterested.
His plan seemed to be to get the lady to invest into the role she had chosen for herself. The
leader of a failing town would not have time to dabble in romance. Though she despised the idea
of the lady becoming more involved in human matters, she despised the idea of a romance with a
human even more.
“It would be acceptable to the others if I were to assist you in that matter, as a punishment for
my behaviour, mistress.” Oski ventured carefully.
Nyx smiled up at her, “What are you playing at? You don’t want me here.”
“I wish only to receive the punishment I am owed.” Oski replied, “It does no good for me to
remain without being harmed for what I have done.”
“You do get self destructive.” Nyx sighed, and then shrugged, “Fine. I’ll try and set up a trade
caravan. It’ll take a couple days. Meantime, the coffers. Pay Jagjit the hundred gold.”
Oski inclined her head, and headed for a side passage, with Jagjit trailing. He looked at her in
surprise, “You know exactly where to go?”
“Gold and silver are pure.” Oski replied with irritation, “Discovering their location is the
simplest of spells. As such, you will also find that the lady paid you for the glass she removed from
your home.”
Jagjit blinked, “Huh. I did not know that. I’ll have to spread it out.”
“Or buy a concealing spell.” Oski rolled her eyes, “They are simple to construct. I will cast one
on the coffers, after you leave.”
He smiled at her, “Are you offering to make one for me?”
“No.” Oski sneered, “Don’t be gross.”
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A Memory
The glass in his hand shattered as he sat beside the fire. He looked down at the foaming liquid, and
up at the woman sitting down next to him, and the brown bottle in her own hand.
“I daren’t question our fearless leader, but what the hell?”
Feyra laughed, “You’ve got guard duty in an hour, boy. Whereas me, I don’t. Don’t even have
a mock battle to plan in the morning. So I can dance away the night, with whoever I please. You. . .
I’ll put you in the stocks if you’re even tipsy.”
He laughed and nodded, “Sorry.”
She elbowed him, “Hey. You were just trying to celebrate.”
He looked over at the heads on the pikes at the edge of the light of the fire, and his face went
grim, “No, Feyra. No I’m not interested in celebrating. They may have been a problem for us. Zar’r
might be better off with them dead. But I won’t celebrate killing people. Not ever.”
The woman nodded slowly, tucking a thread of her hair behind one air, leaning forward, “I
know, boy. But the others don’t, not yet. Little children, playing with sticks and stones. Too young
to know what real war feels like. They need this victory. They need the bonfire and the dancing
and drinking.”
He nodded softly, looking down at his hands, “I have seen my decent share of blood, Feyra.
Too much. Sometimes I wonder why I keep fighting.”
She sighed heavily, “I know why I do. I was a slave once, boy. Black chains around these wrists.
Nobody said anything. Nobody did anything. What was another black girl in chains? Until you
came along.”
He shrugged, “Yeah, that’s not why I saved you. Why I killed your master. You were cute.”
“Liar.” She laughed, and then sighed, “Thanks. I needed that. And I know why you killed him.
Because you couldn’t stand to watch someone in power, hurt someone who had no ability to defend
themselves.”
He shrugged, “I honestly don’t know why, Feyra. I’ve never exactly examined my actions. I
drift. I don’t need a purpose. I’m not like most of these others. Burning bright with the thought of
their own city where they can be free. Not like you.”
She smiled over at him, “Not just a city, boy. Every city, across the entire world. One day.
You’ll see. Hells, with how long you live, you might even be alive long enough to see it happen. On
that day. . . I want you to do something like this. Remember me with a drink.”
He shook his head, “You’ll be right there with me, Feyra. You’re not exactly short-lived,
yourself.”
“Nah.” She replied, taking a swig of her drink, “I’m going to die in battle. There was never
another way out of this for me. I’m the face of this rebellion. The black girl who fought back. I’ve
got to die. Too bad killing me is just going to piss off everyone wondering they might care.”
He looked at her sadly, and she shrugged, “Anyways. Guard duty is yours. Get some sleep,
soldier. And that is an order.”
He stood up, shrugging, “Fine. But I’m not a soldier. And I’m certainly not yours.”
She didn’t say anything. Those fierce eyes of hers were staring into the fire, already beginning
to plan the next battle, and the one after that. Preparing to make her dream come true.
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Hope
Hap skipped beside her as Hope landed in the marketplace, “Why no silver?”
Hope sighed, “My jewlery is all wrecked. A hundred years asleep. Awful, sweetie. Rust and
dust, basically.”
The younger Meliae sighed, “Ah. I thought mebbe the elihar not wear them.”
“Oh no.” Hope shook her head, “Feels totally weird without them. Want to help me pick out
some new ones?”
“Your da witch.” Hap said happily, and ushered her over to a stall. The woman looked up
tiredly, “Oh. Hapi. I don’t have anything new.”
Hap waved at her, “Dis Hope. She needs some new tings. She’s an elihar.”
The woman looked at her, and shrugged, “We do just fine without the elihar. I don’t do favours.
Ya got some silver?”
Hope frowned, looking at the earrings on display, and picked up six small silver ones, and put
them in front of the woman, “How much for these?”
The woman tapped her chin, “Two silver coins.”
Hap bristled, “Da too much!”
Hope snapped her fingers, creating the coins with a burst of light and tossed them in front of
her. She smiled and picked up the ear rings, feeling her ears carefully. She sighed. They’d healed
over. Of course.
“Tis fine, Hap.” She patted the girl on the shoulder, “Like I said, I am the Witch of the Meliae.”
The shopkeeper bit the coins as she walked away. They were real. In fact, they were pure silver
because it was ridiculously easy to make silver. Which was why the Meliae had been moving away
from gold and silver when she was last awake.
Hope frowned, touching her ears, “Have we moved beyond the hot needle in the ear?”
Hap brushed her hair back, taking a look, “Oh. All closed. Dat sucks. Ja. We have a little
machine. Goes bang. Over da.”
Hope glanced over where was pointed and sighed as she walked up, looking at the angry face of
one of the very few male Meliae. She smiled weakly, “I need a few piercings.”
He glared at her, “No. I don’t like your face.”
Hope sighed heavily and frowned, “Well, I’m sorry about that. I could actually pierce my own
ears. And stomach. I still need to find another ring for that. Anyways, if you don’t want to help,
that’s fine, I’ll just hex you for the rest of your eternal life.”
The man blinked in surprise, “Meliae have forgotten magik, biatch.”
Hap laughed, “She’s elihar, Jadon. Her nama dis Hope.”
Jadon’s face drained of colour and he swallowed, “I know the Hope. My father, he wrote books
before he went. Taught me to read. Taught me Common.”
Hope grinned at him, the diamond in her left fang flashing, “You’ve heard of me then. What
did your father write about me?”
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Jadon swallowed, “You are the queen of the Meliae. Or as close as we have. Most powerful
witch ever born. Very good with curses. You even hurt the Wrath, once.”
“Once?” Hope blew her hair, “That’s all they remember? Oh well. Yeah. That’s me. So. . .
Can I get my ears pierced?”
She flicked her hand, gold appearing in it, “I can pay. Obviously.”
Jadon shook his head, “I don’t take no payment from a witch. But I will help you. Because I
know that you help our people. Always. Even when you go away, you help.”
He lead her into a slightly dark room, with a light and a small metallic mechanism nearby. She
sat up in the chair, and frowned as she looked up, “Do you know why the other elihar are missing,
Jadon?”
The gun fired quickly and painlessly into her ear, and he installed the first ring, “I do. Simple
actually. Wrath couldn’t find you. He took them, all of them, assuming you had hidden as one of
them, and executed them all. About. . . Twenty year ago.”
“Ass.” She hissed, her ears moving, “Sorry. I’m just angry.”
“Tis fine.” He said, installing the second earring, “Most of my customers these days are the
young, getting their first. Not many alive with even four. Wrath killed them all. Some people don’t
even come for the next. They hide their age.”
“I’m sorry.” Hope sighed, “I should have been here. I’ve been busy. Projecting across the sea.
Making sure Ozandius doesn’t become a house of cards. I wish. . . I could take that back.”
“One woman, against the world.” Jadon said, “Even for a witch, I think the outcome. . . It
obvious.”
Hope smiled at him, “Jadon. Who was ya da?”
The boy looked at her nervously, “Ja. Me da was Rufio. Ya probably had that one down. From
the way I speak. Clearer than the others. Closer to Common. People find me. . . Stupid. Not sure I
like me da for that.”
“Rufio.” She shivered, “Now there was a man who knew how to make a woman feel loved. I’m
sorry, Jadon. It is my fault he is gone.”
“Ya a witch.” Jadon grinned, “Tis about time that Wrath found out what messing with da
Meliae is worth.”
He finished the last ring, and then nodded, “You find a ring, and I’ll pierce the belly for ya, not
before. Too painful.”
She stood up, and gave him a hug, “I’ll make Wrath pay, I promise.”
Then she walked back out into the sunlight, her ears gently ringing, and she felt closer to whole.
She still had to find clothes, and a stud for her stomach, but it felt nice to show off to the world how
old she was. One ear ring for every fifty years. She was proud to be elihar.
There was a burst of black flame, and she turned around slowly, walking over, “So you noticed
I’d woken up, Eisa. We’re a bit slow out of the gates, aren’t we?”
Wrath ran a hand through his glowing red hair, glaring at her. The Fury shook his head, “I
really hoped you were dead, or wise enough to stay out of my way. I guess that’s not the case.”
Hope smiled at him, “How are the kids, Eisa? All grown up, now? Oh. Sorry. I forgot. I cursed
you, didn’t I?”
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He hissed at her, his hair threatening to transform, but she looked at him with boredom. He
might be able to intimidate the rest of the city. Might even be able to kill them all, now that he had
taken magic from them. But she had her own magic.
“Eisa, don’t pick a fight. You aren’t ready to fight me.” She grinned, “Not without the Crown
of Fangs.”
He rolled his jaw, “I might actually have that, soon. Which I’m guessing is why you’re awake.
Come to ruin my day. But you won’t. Because you can’t fight me.”
The spells snapped into existence around her, as Hope smiled at him, “Oh, honey, it isn’t a
fight. It’s a slaughter.”
He screamed in agony as she shredded his magical matrix, disconnecting it from his physical
form so we was trapped, unable to transform into his true self. Then she plucked apart the fibers of
his tail.
She walked over to the fallen Fury, dragging him upright by his throat, and kissed his cheek,
“Sweetie, I’m trying to be nice. But I heard you killed all my friends. Isn’t that a bit much of a
tantrum, even for you?”
Wrath winced, feeling her effects, trying to fight off his intense desire for her, “I hate bloody
nymphs. You. . . Think you’re so good. . . I killed your people. I’ll kill you. And the wyrm. And all
those tiny freaks you gathered. The Nine won’t survive.”
She kissed him, and felt him instantly cave as her tongue felt the pinpricks of fire as it danced
along the tips of his fangs. His arms moved around her, as he held her.
Hope grinned and punched her hand inside his chest. Wrath gasped, staring at her as her
fingers locked around his heart, “I’m giving you a chance. Because I’m nice. Don’t ever threaten the
Meliae ever again.”
Wrath winced, “Agreed.”
Hope laughed and kissed him again, healing the wound, and pulled back, “Too bad Eisa, I’m
pretty sure you’d be a good lay. But the Nine will stop you. Whatever it takes. I’ll see you.”
He disappeared in another burst of hellflame, and Hope rolled her shoulders as she heard the
whooping of her people. The adulation for a hero that had saved them. She’d never wanted it, but
she wasn’t unused to it either.
“Frek na Meliae!” She shouted, placing a hand in the air as the crowd screamed back the
ancient warcry.
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Jagjit
He took a swig of ale, and then thought carefully. If things were as bad as Nyxae was suggesting,
then the Guild was probably just going to try and kill everyone and burn the city to the ground.
If that happened, then even her bodyguards wouldn’t be enough to protect everyone. It would
only take a few minutes for a well-placed fire to scorch through the town.
The Guild could destroy the place without ever picking a fight directly. They didn’t tend
to confront enemies directly, not if there was another option. The Hunters’ Guild never exposed
themselves to unnecessary danger.
“You are worried about the mistress.”
He looked up at the woman standing over him and groaned audibly, “Oh, for fuck’s sake. How
many of you are there?”
“I am known as Herja.” She smiled, sitting next to him, “Oski asked me to intimidate you
before I take up my post as guardian of the treasury.”
Jagjit sighed, “She mention why she hates me?”
“Jealousy, mostly.” Herja replied, smiling at him, “See, Oski? She likes the mistress. Likes,
likes. Makes her a tad protective, especially when the mistress is interested in saying your name late
at night when she’s alone.”
Jagjit blinked in surprise, and coughed nervously. That was far more information than he’d
needed, but it did explain a thing or two. Mostly that Nyx was inserting herself into his life, because
she actually wanted to be in his life.
“Don’t feel bad.” Herja laughed, “You would have realised the mistress is crazy about you,
eventually.”
“She’s crazy is she thinks this place can be saved.” Jagjit sighed, “So go guard your treasury.
Or rather, the empty basement. Her gold isn’t going to go far.”
“I said that’s what Oski wanted me to do.” Herja said and elbowed him, “Why I actually came,
is to ask you to buy a girl a drink.”
Jagjit glanced at her, “Uh. . . No. No, I think the Or will have my head if she catches me
flirting with her obsessively loyal soldiers.”
“Oski, and Svi, sure.” Herja laughed, “I’m. . . The disobedient one. So. Drink?”
Jagjit rolled his jaw, frowning, “Maybe. What’s in it for me?”
She laughed, putting an arm around him, “Having a cute girl around isn’t enough for you?”
“How about a concealment scroll. For the gold and silver I still have.”
She rolled her eyes, “You’re so boring. Fine. I’ll come by later and cast one on your house.
How does that sound?”
“What do you want to drink?”
Herja shrugged, “Mostly ale at the Hall. So anything that’ll get me drunk that isn’t that.”
“Sekt.” Jagjit said, tossing a copper coin to the bartender. The man nodded, taking it and
shuffled around, and began pouring a yellow-ish liquid into a glass.
Herja looked at it curiously, “So, what have you chosen from me?”

JAGJIT

47

“Local trash.” Jagjit shrugged, “Made from grapes. So, basically wine.”
Herja took the glass, turning it for a moment, smiling slowly. “It bubbles. That’s interesting.
Any idea, why?”
“Nope.”
She sipped it, and smiled at him, “Thank you, for indulging me. It must feel. . . Strange.
Having your destiny hijacked by a princess with celestial guardians.”
“Multiple celestials.” Jagjit said slowly, “It doesn’t make sense, does it? Even if the goddess
Nyx likes her, there is no way she can summon your kind on demand.”
“Sure, she can.” Herja laughed, “Lady Nyxae is fun. Damn fun. Did you know she was behind
Zanfir’s capture of Kato? A whole country. Taken as spoils of war. That woman. . . My mistress. . .
Is fucking glorious.”
Jagjit frowned, looking her up and down, “You’re attracted to power, then.”
“And you.” Herja smiled, her black eyes sparkling, “Though, that’s sort of the same thing isn’t
it? Considering who you are.”
Jagjit sighed heavily, “I hate it when people are vague like that.”
She leaned in, whispering in his ear, “First of humanity.”
Jagjit sat very still as she leaned back, grinning at him. She shrugged, “Your name. You kept
it. Oski couldn’t even permanently injure you. It was not a difficult thing to look up. You’ve been
in this part of the world for a long time.”
“Does Nyx know?”
Herja shrugged, “No idea. I haven’t even spoken to her yet, to be honest. Not that she would
care one way or the other. She’s more interested in your future than your past.”
He shook his head, and picked up his ale, “I don’t like people knowing that. Please.”
Herja shrugged, “I’m not exactly going to fit in here, Jagjit. Nobody is going to get close to
the inhuman. There’s no need to worry about me. Besides, my mistress probably has a number of
punishments lined up for me that will keep me out of the way.”
He examined the warrior as he drank. She looked just like the others. Black eyes, black hair
hanging down to her waist. Metallic shapes wrapped around her like armour, which he knew were
her wings. They were also black. Like the creator of the creature only understood two colours. The
light, and the dark.
However, her attitude was completely different from the others. They were upright, uptight.
Oski more than Svipul. Yet, here, Herja was almost carefree. She still spoke with a somewhat
restricted diction, but she was trying to flirt with him, drink and laugh.
“Do you dance?”
Herja looked at him in fear, “Wait, what?”
He put his drink down, and flipped a coin in the air, “I feel like dancing. What about you?”
She looked at him as she put her nearly empty wine glass down slowly, and frowned, “My kind
don’t tend to dance, not in public. We’re creatures of death. Our celebrations tend to be reserved
for welcoming home a hero. A champion.”
“Too bad.” He sighed, “I thought it might be fun.”
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Herja smiled at him, “It would, and I’d enjoy it. . . But it wouldn’t end there. Would it? And I
don’t think my mistress would be very pleased with me, or you. Do you really want to invite her
anger, like that?”
“I’m not hers, and I’m sick of people manipulating me.” Jagjit complained. He smiled at her,
“I’m not offering anything long term. Just some fun.”
“Then you better know how to dance.” Herja replied, standing up and holding out her hand.
He grinned and tossed a coin to a nearby bard.
Herja moved in time with the music, spinning and laughing easily as the tavern began to clap
along. Her feet flashed across the ground with a beat that shook the earth, feeling like it beat in
time with him.
She spun, her dress twirling around her, as she moved around him, waiting for him to make the
next move.
He took her in his arms, matching the timing and the rhythm, the smell of dust and dirt rising
around them. He didn’t feel like anyone was watching. It was just the two of them, in the noise of
the tavern.
She landed in his arms, and smiled up at him.
They landed on the bed.
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Nyx
“Fuck!” She said, launching the accounts book across the table.
It didn’t matter what she did, the debt was impossible to deal with. Everything she could think
of only made the situation worse. She could charge hematite, and sell more than three hundred a
day, which would pay for the debt in a couple years. . . But it’d flood the market, and the value
would drop. It was the same for everything.
This kind of debt was impossible to clear. It’d take decades. How the hells had the Or managed
to let things get so bad? He had ruined the economics, completely. There wasn’t a way out of this
hole without the Guild either forgiving the debt, which would only happen if they destroyed the
town or Nyx forced them.
War was apparently the only way out.
Svi looked at her sadly, “Are you determined to preserve this place of mortals? Is it worth that
much to you? It might be easier just to protect the one you are interested in.”
Nyx glared, “Do you have an idea or not? I’m a bit fucking stressed. If I were the Guild, and
checked the books, I would assassinate the entire town. No chance for negotiation.”
“Storm stones.”
Nyx blinked, “They’re expensive. Charging them doesn’t provide much of a return.”
“However, if they cost nothing, then a mere two hundred would erase the debts.” Svi shrugged,
“We could raid the mine. Few mortals are capable of stopping our kind.”
Nyx sighed heavily, “So, to pay a debt, I have to break the laws of the land. Either way. Or I
guess, talk to my father. Which would suck worse than a war.”
Svi shrugged, “There is little chance of dealing with the problems that the previous Or created.
He has doomed this town. Averting it may not be possible as a human. Some things are simply
beyond their limited capabilities.”
“I could cheat.” Nyx frowned, “One storm stone a day to keep the Guild at bay. . . Fuck. There
are no good answers. That many stones could tip the balance and piss the others off. Maybe not
Kru.”
She paused slowly, a chill running down her spine, “Svi. . . Please tell me that isn’t happening
right now. Please.”
The woman bowed low, “Shall I retrieve the failure, again?”
“He’ll hate me.” Nyx replied, and then she screamed in anger and kicked the table, cracking it
down the center and causing it to collapse. She turned away, feeling hot and angry tears running
down her cheeks, “I want to be left alone.”
“I will return when you call me, mistress.” Svi replied stiffly, and then she was gone. Nyx
understood the struggle of the Valrkjosa.
Svipul adored her. Not just out of loyalty, or a misplaced sense of propriety. She cared for Nyx
in a very deep and meaningful way, a way that she knew her mistress would never return.
When Nyx sent her away, her heart broke. Every single time.
Right now, though, her own heart was breaking. She was faced with a rapidly deteriorating
political situation, and the very reason for her coming to this godforsaken place in the first place
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was sleeping with one of her own servants.
She was conflicted about how to deal with Herja. On the one hand, the bitch should have
known better. Known that he was off limits. If he chose another mortal, that was one thing, but she
was celestial. The scales were tipped in her favour to begin with.
On the other, he was attractive, and charismatic. If he spoke, then ten people felt the need to
jump. It was just who he was. Who he was born to be. He was the first of humanity, the template.
From him, all others were created. He was made to rule them. To guide them under the auspices of
a god.
He was perfect.
Nyx slid down a wall, her chest heaving as she cried. She hadn’t even got a chance to even and
try to make him, hers. Not a single chance to tell him that she wanted him to know who she was.
Know everything. Even the things she wasn’t allowed to tell him.
It was forbidden. She could never have him. Not really. She could know him, for only one
lifetime. This lifetime. Then the human she had become would die, and she would retake her place
as the shadow of death on the battlefield. Taking the souls of those who were worthy.
He had already chosen for her.
This life was a wasted effort. It didn’t matter that she had learned to crawl, to walk and speak
for his sake. That the last twenty five years she had spent learning how to be human. He had pushed
her aside, and chosen to show it with a momentary fling with one of her own servants.
She punched the ground, shattering the rotten wood instantly, trying not to be overcome.
Emotions were one of the hardest parts about becoming human. Being forced to feel things that
hurt so badly. Experiencing loss.
She didn’t want to be human anymore.
She could let this place rot. Just die, and return to where she was supposed to be. Who she
was supposed to be. She could shed this mortal life, like a snake shedding its skin.
She was a destroyer of worlds. Why did she care if a few hundred died in a pathetic dump like
this? Let the Guild take it. It wasn’t hers to care about anymore. She didn’t care, anymore.
She glared at the assassin on the roof, “If you’re going to ruin my day, someone beat you to it.
So why don’t you fuck off back to the Guild, before I ruin yours?”
The man dropped soundlessly, standing in front of her. He was elfin, with hair died black
and cut short. His face was studded with crystals. Gemstones. They were charged with magic.
Embedded in the skin to prevent anyone else from using them, whilst making them easier for him to
reach out and use.
Nyx glared at him, “You’ve had your warning.”
“The Guild is willing to negotiate a peace with this city.” The elf ignored her, “The entirety of
your debt will be forgiven. The debts to other organisations and individuals will be paid.”
“I told you to fuck off.” Nyx glared at him, “I am having a really shitty day. Piss off.”
The elf held out a piece of paper, “This is the official offer, sealed by the Wrath. Do you accept
the terms?”
Nyx appeared behind the elf, sinking her teeth into the side of his neck before he even realised
that she had moved. The blood flowed quickly and easily. The familiar and forbidden taste exploded
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in her senses as the crimson river flowed down her tongue, and out of her mouth.
The elf didn’t say anything. Didn’t scream in pain or fear. He wanted to. He couldn’t. He was
paralysed by her. He was her food, her prey. She lingered on the taste, on the decision yet to come.
She could devour him, and discard his empty corpse, or she could turn him into something else, a
tool for her, and a message to the Guild.
She could enjoy herself, feasting. That was the easy option, the enjoyable one. She could tear
his life away whilst thrilling ever inch of herself, in a way that nothing could come close to touching.
This was beyond the human experience. It was a lust reserved only for her.
Nyx shoved him side, wiping her mouth and breathing hard. The elf hit the ground, twitching.
She was impressed he could even do that with the poison now running through his matrix.
She sighed heavily, “Svi.”
The Valrkjosa appeared instantly, through a ripple in the air, “Mistress, you -”
She trailed off as she saw the blood running down the sides of Nyx’ mouth, and sighed heavily.
She turned and saw the man who was practically a corpse and crouched, “Have you finished with it,
my lady?”
Nyx shrugged, “I’m not sure, to be honest. I just. . . Fuck. I was so angry. He was there and
ignoring me and. . . Damn. I haven’t eaten anyone in ten years. Oh. . . I am so. . . Hungry.”
Svi stood up slowly, and crossed over to her, bending her neck to the side, “Take me, if you
wish, my lady.”
Nyx bared her teeth, “That is fucking tempting. Don’t. I. . . Really, really want to eat you and
everyone else in this fucked up town. . . I. . . Get me the fucking Or.”
Svipul nodded, “As you wish, my lady.”
Nyx fell backwards against the wall, dreaming of blood running down Svi’s creamy skin. It was
an image that was difficult to resist. She didn’t want to hurt her friend.
The bastard who got her into this situation, was another story.
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Oski
She stood at attention over a vault that contained a few thousand gold bricks. More than most
people could earn in a lifetime, and so much less than what the Guild wanted that it didn’t even
matter.
She was extremely happy that she was down here, and not up there where her mistress had
just lost control. Mercy was dying by the hand of a Valrkjosa. Being killed by the mistress, was
anything but mercy. Burning with hellfire was a better death than pissing off Nyx.
There was nothing more inhuman, more cruel, or more toturous, than death at the hands of a
goddess who had perfected the art of murder and death. Brutality wasn’t a word that even began to
describe what a victim felt as Nyx drained their life from them.
She never killed just one, either.
This was how she had taken Kato for Zanfir. Wiping out whole cities at a time, eating whole
cities at a time. Revelling in their destruction. There was no need for an army when Nyx was
available.
The army was there to clean up the mess. To convince the survivors not to take their own
lives, to pick up the pieces and serve the benevolent emperor who allowed them to live, whilst his
daughter killed everyone they had ever known. Eating them in front of them.
Oski was terrified of what Nyx could do, when she was like this. Her mistress could kill her,
and turn her into an undead freak. Something like a ghoul, but worse. You kept your soul, but not
your self control.
The appetite was stronger than the goddess.
Herja appeared, still straightening her hair, and Oski slammed her into a wall, blade at her
throat, eyes wide with rage. She glared at her, smelling it on her. That she had been insane enough
to touch what the mistress wanted.
The younger one stared into her eyes, into the rage that dwelled there, and held up her hands,
“Oski. This isn’t like you.”
“The mistress lost it.” Oski twitched, “Take a smell. Listen. You can hear her feeding on the
Or. Leaching the life out of him. Because you took what she wanted.”
Herja winced, “He did. I told him she wouldn’t like it.”
Oski slammed her blade downwards, piercing the woman’s foot, glaring at her, “It takes two to
fuck, you stupid bitch.”
Herja’s eyes didn’t just water. She cried, quietly, and silently. Knowing her mistake. Understanding what she had done wrong. That she had hurt her goddess in a way that couldn’t ever be
forgiven. No punishment was enough.
Oski sheathed her sword and moved back into position, guarding the vault. Standing at
attention. She would do her duty. The threat to the gold was not entirely removed by the elf lying
on the floor upstairs, twitching, caught at the moment between life, death, and undeath.
Herja lay on the ground, crying.
Oski would allow her to take the luxury of this despair. There was no greater punishment
that could be inflicted on someone, than that which they could inflict on themselves when they
understand just how badly they have screwed up.
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She glanced over as she heard hesitant footsteps on the stairs, and watched as an even more
pale than usual Svipul stumbled down them, leaning heavily on the wall. The woman swallowed,
“Oski. . . Don’t go upstairs. Not until I tell you.”
She nodded calmly, “Of course, Svipul.”
The Valrkjosa sighed and then paused as she saw crying woman on the ground, and clenched
her fists, “Damn it. She’s going to know you’re here, Herja. She knows what you did.”
“I’m sorry. I’m. . . ”
Svipul understood what Oski hadn’t, almost immediately. “You like him? That’s why you
risked her wrath? Just to be his one night toy?”
“I. . . Thought. . . If he. . . ” Herja struggled, and Svi crouched in front of her, taking her hand,
“Oh, you stupid girl. You thought you could make him care about you.”
The elder of the three stood up, and turned, “Oski, keep her here. I will try and. . . Smooth
things over with the mistress. You can still be expected to come to harm, Herja. You have betrayed
her, and though she is forgiving, that mercy is not owed to us.”
“What about you, Svipul?” Oski asked, “You cannot assume the role of caretaker by yourself.
You will be slain.”
“A possibility.” The Valrkjosa acknowledged, “Yet, I am the only one of us that has any chance
at all. You were not summoned by the mistress, Oski. She is not pleased that you, as well as Herja,
attempted to remove the mortal from her life.”
Oski nodded stiffly. At the present moment, both she and Herja risked death if they were to
encounter the mistress. Most would risk death, but for those she was angry with, the risk was closer
to inevitability.
If they survived, it would be curious to see how the misstress responded. She no longer had the
human tying her to this plane. She might simply choose to leave. Or she might choose to unleash
her vengeance, on a world that was entirely unprepared to face her.
Svipul turned around, and headed back up the stairs, towards the woman that they both loved.
A tortured and broken soul, lying beneath a calm and controlling exterior.
As much as Nyx had Oski’s utter respect, she also had her pity. There were none like her, even
among the gods. No one who understood what the mistress felt when she looked at something living.
How she felt when she took their lives.
Oski wanted to understand.
If it could help her aid the mistress, she wanted to know what the hunger was like. What it felt
like to view these lesser creatures as prey, and not just irritating insects.
It was not hers to know. That was the line that Herja had crossed, and she never would. She
knew what was not meant for her, and she was not. She knew what belonged to the divine, and not
to her. She was barely a celestial at all.
Far more than any human could aspire to be, and far less than what any god was. She could
not touch divinity, could not imagine what it was, nor what it meant. It was not for her to imagine
such things.
Her guilt already extended to imagining a life beside a goddess, in her greatest moments of
weakness. It was a truth that such a thing could never be, and allowing herself to indulge in the
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fantasy was nothing more than weakness. She would not cross the line by trying to make such a
foolish whim come to pass.
Yet, she did pity the warrior who was crying. Whilst Herja had been reckless and stupid, and
was frequently punished for similar behaviours in the past, she was not unworthy of some attention.
In battle, there very few of their kind who could be easily defeated, yet, there had been losses
in the past. One particular battle, waged against the undead king of the Hells, Hero, had caused a
great number of losses.
After the retreat had been called, when the Furies threatened to surround them, the only exit
had been cut off, defended by the near-mythical duo, Dyss and Alexus. The Valrkjosa had believed
that it was only a matter of time before they would die.
Yet, one of them decided she would fight both Furies, alone. That she would distract the enemy
long enough that the others would be able to flee.
Yet, when Oski had cleared that rise, she hadn’t found a battle in progress. She found the
two Furies, dead. It wouldn’t be permanent. The King would revive them, but somehow that lone
warrior had killed both Furies, and mounted their heads on pikes.
Herja had been smiling, coated from head to toe in the blood of the enemy.
That was the day that she had earned the attention of the goddess. An honour that she had
never lost, despite her many wrongs. The Valrkjosa was a weapon matched only by Svipul. Even
Oski’s skills could only make her a dismal fifth in the warrior rankings.
She had always been jealous of how easily Herja fought. How quickly she could overcome
any adversity thrown her way. If the woman had learned discipline, it was possible that she might
challenge even Svipul.
Yet, it was her lack of discipline that had caused them to enter into this situation, where Oski
might be required to give up her life in service to the ine that they served.
She served without question, and without hesitation. If the mistress required either her soul or
her life, then she would give it without a second thought. Even now.
This was something the human that Herja so desired was not capable of understanding. The
mistress was not able to make a bad decision, or a wrong one. Even in this state, she was the very
thing that could judge a decision.
The Valrkjosa were not worthy of questioning her judgement.
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A Memory
Feyra glanced at the sleeping form beside her in the tent, and shivered as the icy wind blew in,
reminding her of everything that was wrong with what she had just done.
She’d been his toy, just for one night. She’d hoped it would make him see her as something
more. To make him notice that she wasn’t just a soldier fighting an endless battle for freedom. That
she had always cared about the man who had been there for her.
That when he had stood in the marketplace, and cut the leg off the man who had been kicking
her, she had seen who he was. That when he gouged the man’s eyes out, and then held out one of
his bloodstained hands to her, she hadn’t been horrified.
He tried to hide what he was capable of.
She adored him. He was a weakness in her life. Someone she put above and beyond Zar’r. It
wasn’t remotely right. One life was not worth than the future of all of her people. The people she
had gathered under one hope, one truth. That their skin did not make them weak. Did not make
them less.
She wasn’t the young frightened slave girl anymore. She was just as capable as he was. She
fought and killed as effeciently and violently as he did. She found herself laughing as she tore apart
their enemies. As she became the Warmaiden of Zar’r.
Yet, he never saw her for who she was.
She was still that helpless girl, one that he could never see as his equal in his nearly ageless life.
He couldn’t see that she was more than that now.
She smiled softly, glancing at him again. Maybe she’d found a way to get his attention, and
change his mind. He might not. This might just become a sordid secret that they never spoke of
again.
It would hurt. But she wasn’t weak anymore.
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Hope
She hung upside down from her ankles, slowly raising her head towards her knees and dropping
again, as the sweat ran down her hair. She could not believe how much her body had decayed. It
had been under a curse that was supposed to reduce ageing, but couldn’t remove it altogether.
Hap was nearby, sitting cross-legged, and playing with her new magical ability. She picked up
another mote of mana from the small pile that Hope had made her, and shook her head, “It feels so
easy. Natural. How did da ever forget?”
“Do it wrong and it’ll blow your head off.” Hope said, touching her head to her knees, “Seriously.
Rebounding magic is terrifying. Kill you, and everyone that was watching.”
Hap looked up at her, “And ya just let me?”
“I’m here.” Hope said, dropping down slowly, “I won’t let you get hurt. I can see if something
is going to go wrong, and not to be rude, sweetie, you can’t comprehend how much more powerful
my magic is than yours.”
Hap laughed, “Dat’s pro true. Ya took on da Wrath without a sweat.”
Hope grinned, and then dropped to the ground, tired, “Wrath is easy. All hormones and anger.
Just kiss the idiot. Or are ye not Meliae?”
Hap shrugged, and Hope blinked, “How old are ya?”
“Sixty two.” Hap said quietly.
Hope frowned, “And ya only ever kissed a boy? Jadon, right?”
“Ex.” Hap smiled sadly, “We didn’t work. Got mad. But ya right. I ain’t slept with a boy.”
Hope wiped her cheek, “Ya just a kid, Hap. Ya got time. I’m three hundred. I might have had
a boy, or two, but I remember da nama. I ain’t slept with every body.”
Hap glared at her, “Somehow I feel dos names be. . . More than just a boy.”
“Kao was cute.” Hope nodded, “Wintry too. Put the two of them in a room. . . And you’re
just a third wheel. Not so fun.”
Hap laughed softly, “Kao? As in Kaos?”
“The goddess of chaos.” Hope nodded, “She had a thing for me, for a while. Adorable. She
was. . . A gentle sort. More cute than gorgeous. Not quite what I look for in a gal.”
Hap swallowed, going bright red, “Ya slept with gals?”
“Do. . . We not anymore?” Hope asked in utter confusion. When she left, sex was nothing
more than eating to any of the Meliae. They were tree nymphs, of the ash tree. Sleeping around
with everything that could breathe was sort of what they did instinctively.
Hap winced, “There’s a boy. He in charge, most days. He’s. . . Uptight. Nama de Uterri.”
“Uteri?” Hope said slowly, “As in one of the Dene family?”
Hap nodded, and Hope stood up, and wrung out her hair, “I guess I better go talk sense into
the ass. Which way is he, sweetie?”
Hap shook her head, “No do dat. Wrath be feared n hated. Uteri is loved. Lotta people like
him, gather round him.”
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Hope smiled, “Sweetie, I’m an elder. By rights, the Meliae are meant to listen to me. If there’s
some dick making hell for my girls who happen like girls, then I think he needs to taste a dick.
Forcefully.”
Hap swallowed nervously, “Others won’t like this.”
Hope shrugged, “I’m the Witch, Hap. That doesn’t always mean that people end up liking me.
That does mean I’m not about to let anyone bring the hate against anybody else, honey.”
The two swung through the trees and arrived at what had once been the military barracks.
They found two boys brawling in the mud. Hap left. She didn’t stop the girl. It seemed like Uteri
had used the fear of Wrath to seize control of the Meliae, and he wasn’t a kind ruler.
Hope snapped her fingers, knocking the two apart with a burst of air, “That’s pathetic, sweeties.
Does nobody here know how to fight?”
One of the spectators stood, “Who dat?”
“Hope.” She replied, glaring as she tossed her hair, making sure to show off her ears. They
might have forgotten her name, but they hadn’t forgotten every symbol of her people. She was an
elder. She deserved respect.
The man sneered at her, “I hear that you made da Wrath leave.”
Hope shrugged, “Wasn’t hard. Not like that ass can actually hold a candle to me. Speaking of
which, you’re the one training these cubs, right, honey?”
He crossed over to her, shoulders tense and glared down at her, “You be challengine me,
eldihari?”
Hope laughed, “Uteri, I knew your dad. You don’t stand a chance. Seriously. I’m being nice.
Maybe you should be playing nice.”
He sneered, “You don’t like da way I run my city?”
“No.” Hope shook her head, and brushed his cheek gently, “No, I don’t. Telling people who
they can and can’t love. That’s a bit shit of you, isn’t it?”
He swung a fist towards her gut and she tensed the muscles there. He looked at her in surprise
and shook his hand, “You’re not weak.”
Hope grinned at him, the diamond on her tooth flashing, “Sweetie, you really don’t want to
try this. I’m the Witch of the Meliae. You’re an opportunistic little gangster. So fuck off. And let
people take care of themselves.”
He swung at her face. She flicked her hair, striking him in the eye and blinding him before he
could land the blow.
He roared and grabbed her shoulders to yank his knee up into her gut. Hope flicked him in the
forehead, flattening him into the muddy ground of the arena. She put a foot gently on his throat,
and looked down at him, “Honey, are you asking me to kill you? I’m not completely opposed to
assisted suicide, but normally I want there to be a good reason.”
Uteri glared up at her, and she crushed his throat, “Sweetie, I’m afraid you’re terminally
stupid.”
She looked up at the others of his little war band, and grinned at them, “Oh, you’re not getting
off, either. You’ve hurt my people, right? So. . . Run.”
They hesitated. Of they did. They were just a bunch of kids trying to play tough after their
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parents disappeared. They’d gathered around ideals of hate. That people should only be one thing.
In time, they might have become something worse. Might have threatened the nation, and not just
the hidden city.
“I said run, you fucks!” Hope shouted, her hair blazing into the air as sigils filled the air,
burning it, as she locked curses onto each and every one of them. The smell of burning flesh filled
the air as they began to scream and run.
She didn’t let them get far.
They had insulted the memory of her people. Their ideas couldn’t be allowed to continue, and
she just did not have the patience to deal with this and the Sins at the same time.
She needed to leave. She had places to be. She’d put Hap in charge. The girl seemed to have a
bit of knowledge, and a bit of guts. She’d find a way to make it work. The Meliae didn’t need much
leading. They took care of each other.
Hope kicked the dead corpse by her foot, and frowned. She didn’t like leaving right after a
massacre. But Wrath had managed to make things clear. He had found some of the others already.
She wouldn’t be able to get close without picking a fight that she might lose.
In a one-on-one fight, Wrath didn’t have a chance against her. However, there was more than
one Sin. She did not like the statistics of her fights against the Pride. That ork was disturbingly
quick at adapting.
She had a war to fight against the Sins.
She couldn’t fight every battle for the Meliae.
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Jagjit
He paused as he entered the hall, as the smell hit him. It didn’t matter how many times it hit him,
he always hated it. He knew what the smell meant, and that was enough for him to feel regret.
He looked over at the elderly man with the mop, and shook his head, “Who is he cleaning up?
One of your girls make a mess?”
“I made the mess.”
He froze as every instinct in him screamed that he should run. She hadn’t turned around to
face him, but this was not the woman he had met. It might share her flesh, but this was not her.
He looked at the blood, and the ribs standing up out of the pile of. . . Something. . . That the
elderly man was trying and failing to contain to a single area of the floor, and nodded slowly, “I
believe that. You asked for me?”
“I. . . I thought. . . ”
Jagjit looked at her in concern, “Wait. What?”
“Of course I noticed!” She snapped, still not turning to face him, “She’s one of mine, you asshole.
I know where they are, and what they are doing, always. I am the favourite of my namesake.”
Jagjit winced, “Sorry. I did try and make it clear that I wasn’t into you. Maybe you’ll take the
hint.”
She disappeared, just for a moment, reappearing where she was, hands clenched. But in that
moment he had felt her breath on his neck. It could have just been a breeze, but he knew it. He
couldn’t see her move, but she had very nearly killed him. Or tried to.
“I’m. . . Not trying to control you, Jagjit.” Nyxae said quietly, “You can have whatever human
you want. Just none of mine. They. Are. Mine. If you touch Herja again, I’ll kill her.”
Jagjit glared at her back, “So you just control them, then?”
A blade touched the back of his neck, and he smiled backwards, “Svi, wasn’t it? I’m not really
in the mood.”
“Do it.” Nyaxe commanded, sounding almost bored.
Jagjit groaned, falling to the ground as he felt like he’d been run through more than a dozen
times. The Valrkjosa hadn’t even hesitated before trying to turn him into a bad replica of a
theurgist’s focus doll.
“Explain to him, Svi.” Nyxae said, suddenly sounding tired, “I’ll be. . . Elsewhere.”
The Valrkjosa crouched in front of him, sighing heavily, “You are lucky that she was feeling
merciful. It is doubtful even you could survive if she wished you to join the dead. I. . . Did not
expect her to show any mercy.”
Jagjit rolled over, still bleeding, “Right. Pain is such a merciful master.”
“We are Valrkjosa.” Svi stated, “Herja put herself before the mistress, when she. . . Eugh.
We’re celestial. You. . . Are human. When Herja slept with you, she degraded what she was, and
insulted who commands her.”
“She said that Lady Nyx would be pissed.”
“And now the previous Or lies dead for her anger.” Svi replied, “Anger that was supposed to
be directed at you. For taking something that was not yours to have. It will be miraculous if I can
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prevent Herja’s permanent destruction. You might be significant, Jagjit, but you are still just a man.
A human.”
He winced, “She made a mess of him. I’d rather she did it to me, to be honest with you.”
“She cannot bring herself to harm you permanently.” Svi replied, “If she had attacked you, as
she almost did, we would not be having this conversation. You would be gone.”
“You can’t kill me.” He sighed, “Kao tried. Once. Or a few more times. I don’t die, Svi. It
just doesn’t happen.”
“I didn’t say dead.” The Valrkjosa replied stiffly, “That would be another of the mistress’
mercies. You would be. . . Undead.”
Jagjit sat up, wincing and holding his back, “Come again? Is the princess a freaking necromancer?”
“Worse. So much worse.” Svi shivered, “But that knowledge is not for you, unless she commands
it. You are human. You are unworthy of knowing that which she has not deemed to tell you.”
Jagjit rolled his eyes, “Unworthy, unworthy. Like a cracked message crystal. What makes her
so much more superior? So what if I’m human?”
Svi backhanded him across the room, “Because she has not decided that you are worthy. You
are inferior unless she decides you are not. She is the standard, fool. Anything that happens, only
occurs because she allows it to occur.”
He stood up slowly, “You’re really taking advantage of the fact I’m indestructible.”
“I would have done the same to any who insult the lady in your manner.” Svi replied, glaring
at him.
Jagjit sighed heavily, glaring at her, “Somehow, I believe you. Neither your lady, nor you, seem
to give a fucking damn about this city. You only care that you’ve been attacked. If the Guild burned
down every house but this one, if they murdered everyone. If they raped the woman and children in
the streets. . . Would Nyxae do a fucking thing about it?”
A sword touched his throat, and he saw anger in those black eyes for the first time, and Svi
spoke slowly, “I have respect for you, human, or you would be dead. You have insulted me, and you
have insulted the one I serve. You have rejected her. For what reason does she remain here, but to
protect these people?”
He waved a hand at the gruesome mess that the elderly man was still failing to clean, “Maybe
she just wants to kill us all.”
“You.” A fierce voice spoke, and Jagjit winced as he found himself held upright against the
wall, looking down into eyes that were too old. Her green eyes held a rage that only someone who
had seen death could have. Inflicted death.
He winced weakly, “Lady Nyxae.”
“I told you to call me Nyx.” She glared at him, “And I am so pissed at you. . . I am trying,
Jagjit. Really hard. You hurt me. That’s all you do. I gave you a dreamless sleep. I cleaned your
house. I am trying to save this horseshit town because you care about it. Why. . . Why do you hate
me?”
He looked down at the woman holding him effortlessly, and realised how close to breaking she
was. Something more than he knew was going on. She was under some sort of pressure, and he had
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been the release valve.
He’d been a toy to entertain her, to provide an outlet. And he had cut that off when the Guild
had started exerting more stress on her head.
“I’m sorry.” Jagjit sighed, “I am an asshole.”
She dropped him, “No. No, in this case, I am. I’m sorry. . . I. . . Struggle with emotion. You
deserve freedom. I know your life, Jagjit. Better than most. . . Nyx showed me. That’s why I
wanted to meet you.”
Jagjit shrugged, “I could have been nicer.”
Svipul’s blade appeared at his throat, “My lady has apologised. You will accept it.”
Nyx knocked the sword aside, “Enough, Svi. Jagjit can do what he likes. You can’t threaten
him every time he talks to me.”
“Such a possibility would not be considered arduous for me, mistress.”
Jagjit laughed, “Pretty single-minded, aren’t they?”
“Svi lives me.” Nyx spoke softly, sounding like her own heart was breaking, “Don’t treat that
so lightly. It deserves respect. So does she.”
He looked at the woman who had inserted herself into his life, and smiled at her, “Look, I’ve
been pretty bored for a while, now. If you’re looking to fight the Guild, I’m in. You can count on
me to ruin their day.”
Nyx smiled at him, looking like she was on the edge of tears, “The Guild have offered to forgive
the debt. If we kill someone for them. Quietly.”
fun.”

“Been a very long time since I’ve been on an assassin’s run.” Jagjit shrugged, “But it might be
“I have to forgive you, first.” Nyx replied. “Give me some time.”

He stared at her, understanding slowly dawning, “I. . . Wasn’t just a toy? A fun distraction?
You wanted. . . ”
Nyx turned away, but he saw the tear hitting the ground, “Go, Jagjit. Before I hurt you. I’m
not myself.”
Before he could argue, he found himself outside, one arm held in Svi’s tight grip. He smiled at
her, “She has her own demons. I guess we all do.”
Svi glared at him, “Do not be cavalier. The mistress has revealed some of her affection for you,
human. That will require an honourable response, worthy if her.”
Jagjit sighed, “I know. I’m just afraid that someone else caught my eye first. So I need to
apologise ti Herja as well, for using her.”
Svi frowned, “You are attracted to Oski?”
“A little.” He smiled, and stroked her cheek, “I’m going for a drink.”
He didn’t know if the woman understood, but it might be better if she didn’t. Their lives were
complicated enough. He didn’t need to make things worse.
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Nyx
She heard his confession, and it all fell into place. The way he antagonised her guards, wanting
a reaction. Why he had suddenly relented and had sex with Herja when she suggested it was a
possibility.
He liked Svipul.
She fell against a wall, looking up as tears ran down her cheeks. She had come all this way for
him, becoming mortal, and it wasn’t enough. He fell for the first celestial he met.
He abandoned her, without even knowing how much she actually cared. She had been there for
him for hundreds of years. She had seen him slowly give up on maintaining any sort of relationship
with the people around them. He aged, continuing onwards, whilst they died. He didn’t dare to
know and to love.
The asshole was only skin deep. Beneath it lay someone who had been skinned alive by watching
so very many of those that they cared about die of every single known cause in the ’verse. War,
famine, disease and time. They all took something from him. Like when he had lost that woman.
That was when he’d been burned.
“Mistress?”
She sighed, “Svi. . . I just want to be left alone.”
“I’m afraid. . . There is an approaching unit of cavalry.” Svipul said slowly, “I would dispatch
them for disturbing your reverie, however they appear to be of the Guild, and I do not wish to
endanger you further through inept political actions.”
Nyx sighed heavily, and looked at her, “You’re probably right. I. . . I will go and hurt them.
Probably. As for you. . . I don’t want to see you or Herja for the rest of the day. I love you, Svi, as
a friend. . . And I don’t want to hurt you. But I really want to.”
The soldier bowed her head, “If you wish it, I am willing.”
Her tongue touched the tips of her teeth, feeling tempted, as she looked at the willing and loyal
woman in front of her. Consenting to whatever she felt like without question. She hated that about
them. It made every choice her own responsibility. It was torture.
“I’ve said my piece.”
Svi stood upright, and turned, “As you wish, my lady.”
Nyx sighed and then walked out into the daylight, blinking and letting her eyes adjust to the
brightness outside the Or’s residence.
She didn’t have to ask which direction. She could see people panicking already. It wasn’t like
the city even had a wall to keep invaders out.
She made her decision about the elf, and twisted the poison in his bloodstream.
Then she began leaving the city, moving towards dustcloud that the humans found so concerning.
It wasn’t a concern for her, it was an opportunity. One she would take advantage of.
She shifted, closing the distance.
Nyx smiled to herself as the perfect unity of the charging group dissolved at her sudden and
unexpected arrival. She shrugged and stretched her arms as they surrounded her, pointing weapons
in her general location.
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One of them moved forward, “I represent the Hunters Guild. Who are you?”
“The Lady Nyxae, Daughter of the Emperor of Zanfir, Heir to the Stormthrone.” She replied
tiredly, “And who the fuck are you?”
He swung down from his horse, “No offense, but the Lady Nyxae has been missing five years.
Why should I believe you?”
“If you don’t, you die.” She shrugged, “That choice is yours. You might have noticed, I didn’t
turn up with my death knights. I am not in a merciful mood. I’ve already killed one of yours because
he wouldn’t listen to me. I am having a shitty day. Don’t make it any worse for me. Go away.”
He frowned, “You would have us return later? Once you have dug in and established defenses?”
Nyx rolled her eyes, “Always have to prove myself. Do you remember the name of that elfin
idiot you sent?”
“Altrei.”
Nyx nodded, and then snapped her fingers. The elf appeared quickly beside her. To the others,
it would have looked like he teleported. But he hadn’t. He’d just learned to move almost as fast as
she could.
The elf fell onto one knee, “Mistress.”
Nyx smiled and tilted his head to one side, showing off the scar tissue of her bite on the side of
his neck, “Are you high enough in the Hunters’ Guild to recognise this?”
The man opposite her stared, “What have you done? You’ve turned him into an abomination.
A shadow-walker.”
“Altrei, kill yourself.”
The man across from her didn’t even have time to scream before the elf had torn open his own
throat, and fell down. He smiled as he died. Happy to do as his mistress had demanded of him.
Nyx glared, “Like I said. Not feeling kind today. I am your princess. So now, you will tell me
your fucking name or I will kill everyone here, and then I will go and kill everyone in the Guildhall
at Yichaghua. If they’re lucky.”
“I am Lord Zheng of the House of Enebris.” The man replied stiffly. “I have come to either
destroy this city, or find a way to extract payment from it. The Guild has been extremely generous,
thus far.”
“Fuck you.” Nyx replied angrily, “And fuck the debt. You want me to help you spark off the
war between Zanfir and Falenthia. Fine, you can have your war. I won’t stop you, but you won’t be
using me or anyone under my protection. Just. . . Leave us alone.”
Zheng glared at her, “I represent the full strength of the Guild. Not even your father will be
able to protect you.”
“I don’t need protection.” Nyx said, irritated, “I never have. Ever. The death knights turn up
because they’re my friends. I like having them around. . . But I don’t need them. Even if every
single one of you attacked right now, with suicidal amounts of magic. . . I would survive, unscathed,
and none of you would.”
Zheng laughed, “You have been repeatedly tested for magical ability, your highness. I am aware
of the results.”
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Nyx sighed heavily, and looked up, “The sun’s pretty, isn’t it? Bit bright though. Let’s change
that.”
She heard frantic whispers as the sun turned black, and the light suddenly vanished. She smiled
at the man in front of her, and shrugged, “I’m fairly certain you would have noticed a mana surge if
I used traditional magic. But you didn’t. But you can’t call this. . . Non-magical.”
Zheng shook his head in wonder, “Indeed. You are blessed by the goddess Nyx, in many ways.
But I have my orders. Shaozhou will burn, or bend.”
“Shaozhou will triumph.” She replied, “And you. . . You will protect it.”
Her fangs sank into his neck before he could comprehend her meaning. His blood flowed quickly,
and easily. She shivered with ectasy as the crimson liquid burned her throat.
She poisoned his matrix, and then she strained and twisted him to her will. Corrupting what
he was, and denying him death. It took effort, as a human. She’d already done it once, with the elf.
Zheng’s will was stronger, but it still bent to hers.
An arrow moved slowly through the air towards her. She walked over to it, wiping the edge of
her mouth, enjoying the taste. The Or has been gross. His blood had left a vile aftertaste in her
mouth. Zheng was a professional warrior, and his blood was free from years of arterial abuse.
She ran a finger over the top of the arrow as it passed her by, admiring the craftsmanship that
had gone into the design. It was not an inexpensive arrow. It had been carefully created so that
removing it would cause much more damage than when it pierced, and yet the original blow would
also be as close to lethal as possible.
She gently pulled the archer off the horse and tilted his head to the side before she sank her
fangs into his neck. She drank him dry. She had turned one of them, that was enough.
The rest were prey.
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Oski
She glared at the human, “If you do not vacate, I will eliminate you.”
The young woman shrugged, looking at her sadly, “You saved my life. It would be fitting if you
were also to take it.”
Herja laughed from nearby, “Oski, you can smell her hormones. Death threats aren’t exactly
the best way to turn a girl down.”
She glared at the other one, “It is not appropriate to even acknowledge the attraction of a
mortal to a celestial. I will not encourage her by expression what you believe to be kindness.”
“She killed my dad, didn’t she?”
Oski nodded, “I believe that to be correct.”
She did not defend the action, or justify it. She had no need. Her mistress had chosen to end
his life. That was all that was needed. She could see the disappointment in the human female, that
she wanted more. Oski did not feel the need to provide it.
Herja sighed, “Yes. It wouldn’t have been. . . Peaceful. I’m sorry. He would have suffered.”
The woman turned to her, and winced, “Why? She’d already taken our lands and titles. I
know dad left things in a bad way. . . ”
Herja smiled at her, “You’re asking the wrong people. We obey. That’s what we’re born to do.
Anything the mistress does, is correct. So we don’t question her motives. She either tells us, or not.”
The young woman looked down, “I’m. . . Too scared that. . . She’ll. . . ”
Oski found her irritation at the mortal beginning to wane. Fear of death was an inherent truth
for most creatures, at least those that were not infernal. Her mistress impressed that fear on all who
touched her shadow or looked into her eyes.
“We cannot assist you in this matter.” Oski stated flatly, “However, if you speak to the hunter
known as Jagjit, he may be willing.”
Herja laughed, “Being helpful, Oski? That’s not like you.”
She looked directly at the woman, “You have my pity. This is the best solution for determining
the mistress’ motives that I can offer you.”
“Thank you.” The woman said, surprised.
Oski was surprised, herself. Mortals had never evoked emotions as complex as pity, before.
Irritation or anger, certainly. Even a righteous desire to exact pain and suffering. Never before
something as subtle or piwerful as pity.
Herja grinned, “Go on, Oski. She’s not going to break into the vault. Give her a hug.”
“I stand at guard.” Oski replied, “I will not shirk my duty, as you have yours, Herja.”
“Technically, I’m supposed to be the one on guard.” Herja replied, standing up. “It’s dark out.
Why don’t you escort the frail mortal to whatever has become her temporary dwelling?”
The request was both sensible and irritatingly reasonable. With the threat of the Guild,
maintaining the life of the only child of the previous Or was a political necessity. It would do well to
keep the town calm to see one of Nyx’s guards with the human.

66
She relented, having no easy excuse to hand. “I release the post to you, Herja, and charge you
with the protection of these items tgat belong to our mistress.”
Herja grinned and waved, “Off you go.”
Oski felt irritation as the woman took her arm, as they moved up the stairs. “Your desires are
in error. I am celestial, you are mortal.”
“The heart desires that which is forbidden, above all other things.” The young woman quoted,
unaware that those words had been spoken by a young but powerful goddess, when she was threatened
with destruction if she did not obey an order to cut off all contact with mortal kind.
It had been a trial, in another era. It was Kao who lead the pantheon at that time. Though
calling it leadership was generous. Jao had preferred anarchy, whilst Trei favoured debate and formal
agreement.
“Your name is Oski?”
She sighed heavily, “Though I do not believe you will comprehend the importance, mortal, my
name is not for you to speak. Only the worthy are supposed to utter our names.”
“Oh.” The woman frowned, “What should I call you, then?”
“You shouldn’t.” Oski replied, “You have no reason so seek me out again, and no purpose in
contacting me.”
The woman stopped, and looked up at the sky, “They’re beautiful, aren’t they? Stars dancing
in the Void. Each one, a celestial. Like you. A star fallen to this world. It’s. . . Human. We look up
at the stars, each night. Longing to reach for something that doesn’t belong to us.”
Oski sighed heavily, “I do not wish for you to seek me out, again. I wish only to do the will of
my mistress. She is the only thing in the entire ’verse that matters to me, human. You do not, nor
is it possible that I will ever consider you to be something of consequence. The truth is difficult, but
unchanging.”
“I’m afraid that I will be selfish.” The young woman smiled, “I was born into a life of luxury,
compared to most of the people. You can’t expect me to act as if I’m unentitled.”
Oski glared at her, “Mortal. Do not aggravate me.”
“I don’t think you hate me.” She shrugged, “But, fine. You can use my name. I’m just an
unworthy human, afterall. It’s Vashia.”
“You should give up, human.” Oski sighed, “Where is your domecile?”
The human pointed, “That alleyway over there, that’s where I’ve been sleeping. Not exactly
popular with the people. Dad made sure of that.”
“Unacceptable.” Oski replied, feeling irritated again. There was little point in escorting the
woman to keep her safe if she was then to be released into an environment as dangerous as this.
She moved towards the tavern, “Come, human. I will pay for a bed for you to sleep upon.”
“So, you sort of care, then.” Vashia teased.
“I do not.” Oski replied brisquely, “However your continued existence may prove useful to my
mistress in the future. I will ask her if I should continue to preserve your life soon.”
Vashia took her arm, “So, until then, you’ll take care of me?”
Oski rolled her eyes, “Your persistence is futile, human. I have already explained, several
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times, that what you want is impossible. It irks me that I cannot yet kill you for your failure to
comprehend.”
“I do understand.” Vashia laughed, “But my life was basically forfeit the moment that Dad lost
the throne. He’s made a lot of enemies here. With him gone, I’m not just tempting to hurt. I’m the
closest to hurting him that they can get.”
“Disgusting.” Oski replied, “Punishing one for the sins of another. I had hoped that even
humanity had moved such practices.”
“Nope.” Vashia shrugged, “The people here are angry. They have a right to be. But angry
people do stupid things.”
They entered the tavern quietly, as Oski examined her words. Despite the woman’s obvious
romantic leanings, her words were not those of a simpleton. Much of what she said came from high
learning. Yet such an education was not possible in a town such as this, which had not even a library.
“Where did you do your learning, human?”
Vashia shrugged, looking at the adventurers cautiously, many of whom were watching her back
with a fierce intensity. “Books, sometimes. Here and there. Sometimes bards or trvaelling scholars.”
“You lie poorly.” Oski said and glanced at the bartender, “I require a bed for the night.”
He glanced at the two of them, “I don’t think so. She’s trouble.”
“Unless you wish to die, you will comply.” Oski intoned, “I am much more trouble than this
child can ever be.”
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A Memory
“Just leave me alone.” Feyra snapped, leaning against the cold stone, trying to ignore the man on
the other side of the solid wooden door.
“I can’t.” He said quietly, “There’s someone on the way. Scouts spotted a dust cloud. Men on
horseback. It might be a full unit. We have no wall, Feyra. We have no chance against the cavalry,
not without you.”
She hit her head against the bluestone in frustration. She didn’t want to have to face him. To
face the man who had pushed her away. Threatened to leave. Saying that this wasn’t his fight, that
it was hers.
He just didn’t want to watch them die, not anymore. Too many had died. They might have
managed to make a town here, even building a tiny fortress. Zar’r was a city. But it was young, and
she barely recognised the faces of those she fought with.
Every single one that had helped her forge this place was dead, except for the man who had
first saved her. And now even he wanted to leave. He was breaking her heart. Still too stupid to
understand that he was the only reason she could keep burning the flame.
She opened the door, her green eyes blazing to life, moving passed him, trying not to show how
much it hurt to see his face, hear his voice. She walked out, and looked across her city.
She drew her spear, and held it up, “Zar’r!”
The soldiers beginning to gather below looked up, and saw their leader. Saw the Warmaiden.
She stood on the edge, bracing herself, as she looked to the horizon, “They come to threaten our
home. They come to take what is ours. They are not worthy! They are the worms beneath our feet!”
She launched herself, landing gracefully on the ground with a burst of dust, and spun her
spear, clearing the air as she turned to face them, “They have made their last mistake. They have. . .
Irritated me.”
Feyra grinned, her eyes blazing, “They see us as rats. Let us see what this rat can do if they
try and swallow us up.”
He landed next to her, taking her hand and holding it up, “For Zar’r! For Feyra!”
She hid her surprise, and turned, readying her spear. This would not be an easy battle. They
had to divide the cavalry, and bring them down, one by one. These were not green soldiers.
He smiled as he stood beside her, “If you fight, Feyra, I will always fight for you.”
“You’re a jerk.” She laughed, tucking a strand of hair behind one ear, “You choose now, of all
times?”
“Nothing like a fight to remind you what is important.”
She laughed, and grinned at him, “Giving me something to live for?”
“Zar’r will never fall.” He said, “Not so long as I live. I promise you that, Feyra. I will fight for
it. Because you believed in it.”
“Romantic.” She said dryly, and then glared, tensing as she felt the horses hooves approaching,
“Right now, forget that. I need you, Jhiy. The real you. Show me that you remember how to kill.”
“I remember how to conquer.” He said, his voice steeled.
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Hope
Hap looked at her cautiously, “You are elihar, but dis. . . Dis. . . ”
Hope shrugged, and then tossed the small round stone in her hand. She’d pulled it from the
river. It looked like a pebble. Just another stone smoothed by the passage of water.
She kicked her legs, hanging over the edge of the nest, “Do you nae what this is?”
Hap shrugged, “Rock. Pretty rock?”
“This a Storm Stone.” Hope said quietly, “Discharged, of course. They’re hard to find, because
they do look just like other rocks. Before you charge them with magic.”
Hope held it in the palm of her hand, and her ears pulled back as she glared at it. She could
feel the magic pouring through her. Her mana was evaporating as the stone took it, and continued
to devour more.
The stone began to grow transparent, as tiny blue sparks cracked within it. Hope smiled as a
bead of sweat moved down the side of her head, and then the sparks became a continuous arc of
blue lightning from top to bottom of the rock.
She sighed and held it up, “There you have it. Storm Stone.”
Hap swallowed nervously, “Weapon of the humans.”
Hope pressed it into her hand, “Stored magic. Hard to rebound, because there is lots of magic.
Now, it is yours.”
Hap blinked, “I cannae take this. I barely know how to make wind.”
Hope shrugged, “I know, but I. . . Have to go. So you’re going to need to watch our people for
a while. Which makes you the stand-in witch.”
“What?”
Hope pointed behind her, “There’s a spellbook in my trunk. Start at the beginning, and learn
as you need to. Take care of the people, and hold that Storm Stone, and you’ll be okay. I’ll be back
as soon as I can.”
Hap sighed, “Why? What so important you have to go?”
“I was sleeping on an alarm.” Hope sighed, “Mostly to do with Wrath. Who is about ready to
turn this entire world into a new hell dimension. But is intending on kicking off an entire world at
war first. It won’t stay in the human cities. Even the rainforest will burn.”
Hap winced, “Being our only elihar dis bad.”
Hope grinned and nodded at the stone, “You can actually use that to call me. Connect our
minds. So if things go sideways. . . ”
Hap looked up at her, “Ya not be mad if I cannae handle it?”
“Nah.” Hope replied, leaning back, looking at the sky, “I’m going to miss this place. I always
do. Not enough time to have some fun. Ah, well. You’re in charge.”
She leaned forward, and dropped from the nest, letting herself fall to the point where she could
feel the adrenaline screaming that she was going to hit the ground, and then the wind became a
solid path that launched her back into the air.
She skidded across a tree branch and then dove forwards, tearing open the world in front of
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her. She landed with a handspring and cartwheel, giggling to herself as she looked at the shocked
townspeople.
She rolled her eyes as a paladin stepped in front of her, holding up a hand. He glared down at
her, “Mage. You may not enter the city. Not without. . . Clothing.”
Hope grinned and snapped her fingers, arranging the threads of carbon out of the air into a
sparkling dress hanging off her shoulders. She spun, letting the bottom circle out from around her,
and back at the paladin, “Is this cute enough?”
He sighed and nodded.
Hope frowned, touching his chest, “Honey, what’s wrong?”
The man winced, “I dislike this feeling. My brother is missing.”
She kissed his cheek, and put an arm around him, “Your brother, sweetie?”
The man nearly collapsed, “The Guild sent him to collect a girl. As collatoral. Some small city
owes us, big time. More than fifty thousand gold bricks. There’s no way to pay that back. They’ll
intimidate him, and then offer him some semi-legal deal as a way to forgive the debt.”
Hope rubbed his back, “Hey. You’re part elfin, right? That means your brother probably knows
what he is doing.”
The paladin nodded, “He’s our best. Which is why I’m worried.”
Hope plucked a hair, and spun it into a loop, “How about I just find out, sweetie? Let me
see. . . ”
The hair turned to flames, and she winced as she saw the image in it. “Sorry, sweetie.”
The paladin looked at the fire, and winced, “Executed. I guess the Or has a better military
than we thought. Damn. Also. . . Why am I telling you any of this?”
Hope leaned on his shoulder, “Oh, that? I’m a Meliae, honey.”
“Ash tree nymph.” He swallowed nervously, “Right. No wonder I can’t do a thing. You’re
completely in charge.”
She kissed his cheek, “I love it when they understand. I’m sorry, honey, but I’m not actually
staying long. I’m hunting down the Wrath and his friends.”
The man nodded, and she stood up, and lifted his chin, “But I hate how upset you look. Any
way I could cheer you up, honey?”
She knew exactly what his response would be. He didn’t have a choice in the matter. Especially
not whilst she was touching him. A hundred years of pent-up sexual frustration was about to be
unleashed onto the unsuspecting paladin.
He might not be able to go back to whatever god he served after this.
It wasn’t the kindest thing she could do, but she was extremely horny. A hundred days was
an eternity to one of her kind and age, let alone a hundred years. She let him drag her into his
Guildhall.
Adventurers, food, and drink.
The man even paused to offer her some. She kissed his neck and grinned, “Yeah, not interested.
But thank you, sweetie, for being such a gentleman.”
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One of the adventurers called to them as they were halfway up the stairs, showing the social
delicacy of a sledgehammer, “Have you heard from Zheng’s group yet, Fong?”
He hesitated, and she pushed lightly on his chest, slowing his breathing, “You can do it, honey.”
Fong winced, “He’s dead.”
The hall went silent, and Hope snapped her fingers, dropping them all to sleep. She smiled at
him, “And that awkwardness can wait for a bit.”
Fong looked down at her, “The only mage with half that magic that I have ever known is the
Pride.”
Hope dragged him up the rest of the stairs, “I guess the Sins are in charge of your guild, then.
I was hoping I was wrong about that. Anyways. . . Which room is yours?”
He didn’t last long, which was disappointing, but not entirely unexpected. At least she could
think somewhat clearly again.
She left the tiny town behind.
All she had to do was follow the magic.
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Jagjit
They were dead. All of them, even the ones that were still moving. He’d seen the incoming warriors,
and had been preparing himself for a fight. Didn’t matter that he’d downed a dozen drinks to try
and forget what he’d said. This was his home, and he would stagger up and defend it.
Except he had just seen what Lady Nyxae could do first-hand. Or rather, he hadn’t seen. She
had moved at a pace that made him wonder if she’d managed to master magical transportation at a
speed that most mages said was impossible.
One soldier was still moving, burying his comrades, but he was dead. Nothing living was the
pale or gaunt, at least not for long. There was a feeling to it, a stench that was too familiar.
This was necromancy.
All of Svi’s hints that Nyx could kill him, or make him something worse than death, now made
sense. Necromancy wasn’t something he’d considered strongly, because there were so very few people
even capable of it.
There was no one who could resurrect someone on the field of battle. No one. The only person
he had ever met who was capable of channeling that much magic was the Queen of the Fae. A
woman who had been murdered by her sister, Ausosa, the godkiller. The Fae were gone now. All of
them.
If Nyx had this much power, gifted to her by her namesake, then she had the full power of
a goddess. No mortal was supposed to contain that. It would be stripping her apart, killing her.
Most humans lived to sixty odd years now, thanks to advances in alchemy and understanding the
fundamentals that went into building a living thing.
She might live to forty, if she was extremely lucky.
No wonder she was an arrogant twat. If she didn’t take what was on offer, then she wouldn’t
get it at all. She had lived more than half her life already. Her father was a tyrant, intent on ruling
the entire known world. If he even suspected what he daughter was capable of, he would become a
true horror.
He would abuse her, attempting to isolate and seperate the divine. To recreate the sin of
the First People, and steal power from the gods. The same sin that Ausosa used to fuel her mad
rampage against Trei’el. That was why the goddess Nyx was so eager to grant the ability to summon
Valrkjosa to a mortal. Nyxae would need defending. Not because she couldn’t fight for herself, but
because she could.
Her power could never be allowed to fall into any other hands.
“You’re thinking about her.”
He glanced backwards and winced, “Fuck.”
Herja shrugged, not closing the gap between them, “I’m. . . Not ready to talk about it yet,
either. But. . . You should go to her. The mistress needs what you give her. Perspective.”
He shook his head slowly, “I’ll just end up a walking corpse. No thanks.”
“You’re the reason the whole town didn’t die.” Herja laughed, “You’re all that is keeping her in
control, in check. Right now, she needs some of that. Go, Jagjit. What’s the worst that she’d do?
Kill you once or twice?”
He sighed heavily and started walking, he shouted back behind him, “You owe me!”
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It was a lesson he had learned a long time ago, when he’d first become disenfranchised with the
world. No one was a friend, and no one deserved anything he had to offer. They would pay, always.
“Nyx.”
She froze, looking away from him, “What are you doing here, Jagjit?”
“Worrying, mostly.”
“Nobody asked you to!” She shouted, and took a step backwards as he saw the ground around
her wither and die. She had told him earlier she wasn’t herself. She’d asked him to leave, because
she was afraid of hurting him.
And then the Guild were stupid enough to pick a fight.
“Send me to Yichaghua.”
Nyx paused, and then turned to face him slowly. It wasn’t what he’d expected. Her skin was
too pale, her eyes too sunken. From her mouth ran two perfect crimson rivers.
This was what she hadn’t wanted to show him, what she had tried to hide from him. Too
scared to see what his reaction would be. Was she just another monster for the hunter to slay?
Jagjit shrugged, “I’m known. The Guild will listen to me. Send me there, and I’ll make certain
they don’t attack, again.”
“What if I want them to?” She snapped, “What if I just want to kill them all, myself?”
“If that’s what you wanted, then you wouldn’t be embarassed.” He said quietly.
She looked down at the ground, bending down slowly to touch the dead grass. Her hand was
shaking as her fingers touched it, and it fell apart like ash in the wind. She sighed heavily, and
looked back up at him.
Her skin was clear and perfect, and the only sign of what he’d seen before were the red stains
around her mouth, too pretty and and perfect to be realistic. Death was messy and violent, and yet
it wasn’t that way with her.
“I. . . I should just give up.” Nyx shrugged, “Do what they want me to do. Start their war for
them. The Guild always gets what they want, in the end. Fighting this. . . Isn’t good for me.”
Jagjit stepped over, placing a hand on her shoulder. His face didn’t show a single sign of
emotion as he felt the hand burn and flesh begin to flake away in the wind. She might look normal
now, but she still wasn’t.
“I’m not what you wanted me to be.” He said slowly, “But that doesn’t mean that I’d let you
fight this on your own. This has been my home for a long time. They can pry it from my dead
hands. If they can kill me.”
Nyx smiled up at him, tears in her eyes, “And you idiot. You adorable idiot. Wrath could
strike you down, and you wouldn’t get up again. The Sins could eat you alive.”
Jagjit shrugged, “If that’s the way I die, so be it. I’ve given up hope that someone will work
out how to kill me. Pain is an old friend of mine. I will do what it takes to protect what is mine.”
She smiled at him, and reached up, kissing his cheek gently. He felt the flesh immediately
tearing away, as if it had been scorched away. She turned away from him, looking up at the sun,
“I think. . . Things are about to get so much worse. Are you sure you want to defend this place,
Jagjit?”
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“It’s my home.”
“Then I will defend what is mine.” She stated firmly, “I need you here. I’ll go to Yichighua.
You can be my envoy, here. Someone important is going to arrive, soon. Svi spotted them, and felt
the need to break my instruction to stay away to let me know. . . You need prestige, warrior. Svi
and Herja are at your command. Touch either of them, and I’ll feed you your nuts until they stop
growing back.”
Jagjit laughed softly, “I haven’t forgotten. They’re yours.”
“So are you.” Nyx said, not looking at him, “You don’t know it yet, and I’m willing to wait. . .
But you will. I’m not giving up. You’re mine, Jagjit.”
He shrugged, “I like the confidence. So what is it about this newcomer that has you running
for the hills?”
“It is probably my family.” She spoke, through clenched teeth, “A royal procession. Hundreds
of guards. So many horses that we can’t even feed or water them. And yet, not enough humour to
fill a thimble. No. It is better I am not here, not right away.”
Jagjit frowned, “You’ve noticed how rude I am, right? You want to put the town into my
hands?”
“Svi and Herja are your guardians.” Nyx shrugged, “You have the blessing of a goddess, and the
protection of celestials. That means you’re not just a mortal. Humanity is beneath you. Arrogance
is to be expected.”
Jagjit laughed, “Is that how you see it?”
“No.” Nyx replied, and turned back to face him, “But it is how the Valrkjosa see the world. It
is how they will expect you to behave. So you can just do whatever you usually do. Careful with Svi.
She had a tendency to act first. You won’t be able to stop her in time if she tries to kill someone.”
Jagjit nodded, “I noticed. You’re. . . Fast. Aren’t you? It isn’t just magic to move. I can see
your footsteps on the ground, though light.”
Nyx grinned at him, “Ah, the warrior. It is quite sexy when you do that. Yeah. I’m fast.
Enough to kill anyone who might threaten me. Enough that the rest of the world looks like it is
standing still, most of the time.”
“Ever been tempted to steal a kiss?”
Nyx blushed, “I am not answering that.”
He grinned at her, “I’ll take that as a yes. Tell you what. You’re just staying to protect me,
that’s obvious enough. Despite me telling you that it will never happen. If you manage to get both
the Guild and your family to back off peacefully, without a war. . . I’ll let you.”
She laughed slowly, and shook her head, “You’re worried.”
“That’s what I said when I came over here.”
Nyx nodded and turned around, “Don’t let my family push you around. You have celestials at
your beck and call. You’re not human anymore. You’re more than that.”
“I got the picture.”
She paused, “One more thing. Survive, Jagjit. Survive.”
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Nyx
He was right that she was running away. She knew exactly who was in that procession, and she
would not be where he wanted her to be, under any circumstances. She would return, on her own
time, to deal with that monster.
However, this town was another thing altogether.
She looked at the wood palisade as she approached, and at the archers pointing their outdated
weapons towards her. The entire compound was on high alert. She doubted that was to do with her.
There had to be something else at play, here.
“Speak your name, or die.”
She looked at the man hiding behind his gate and glared at him, “I am the Lady Nyxae, Heir
to the Empire. Cursed Child of the Stormthrone. First among battlemaidens, and the Shadow that
took Kato. Do I need to list all my titles, or will you get the fuck out of my way?”
The man looked at her with suspicsion, “Where is your procession, princess?”
“Move!” She shouted, the gate turned into blackened timbers as it collapsed around the main,
raining sparks. She heard the panicked shouts and the twang of their bows. The arrows burst into
flames, the metal in them melting into slag that fell long before it reached her.
She stepped into the city, hands clenched, and glared at the cowering gatekeeper, “Where is
the Guildhall?”
“Cease, invader!”
She turned slowly, glaring at the man in shining armour, emblazoned with a herald that she
recognised. She smiled slowly, “The House of Enebris. Was Zheng your elder?”
The man hesitated, “Zheng was sent to Shaozhou two days ago. What do you know of him?”
“He found me.” She replied, “I am the Lady Nyxae, whatever you may believe. And Shaozhou
is mine, whatever you may believe. Can you represent the Guild? Or is my wrath to fall on another
pitiful idiot?”
The man lowered his sword, sheathing it, “I am the Lord Fong, of the House of Enebris. I
represent the Guildhall of Yichighua, when my brother is absent.”
“Your brother is dead.” She replied, “Or rather, undead. He is now among those who serve me
without question. I will not be returning him.”
The man stared at her in surprise, “What? Are you bragging about necromancy? The Guild
has banned the practice.”
Nyx cracked her neck, and breathed in and out slowly, “Mortal, consider your words carefully.
I came here to see if a peaceful solution might be possible. If it isn’t, I will take this town, and the
lives of everyone in it. Before you go boasting that I am a sinful harlot, remember that it was the
goddess Nyx who negotiated my passage into this world. She is death and undeath. If I command
the dead to rise, then that is my god-given right.”
Fong considered her, nervous. His armour betrayed his inexperience. He might make the
mistake of believing that he really could beat her in a battle of bruteforce. He might decide not to
honour his word, as well. The very young did not often do as they were told.
She could feel the gathering soldiers closing off the gateway behind her, thinking that they were
cutting off her escape. Except if she wanted to escape, then she would simply not be here.
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“I grow impatient.” Nyx said slowly, feeling the change beginning to take her. Feeling her eyes
grow dark, and her skin more pale. Revealing the face that she had been so terrified to show to
Jagjit. A face that had scared even him, when he saw it.
“What the fuck are you?” Fong said, staring in horror.
He reached for his sword, and Nyx held up the scabbard and blade in her hand, before letting
it tumble to the ground. No one had seen her move. They would assume it was magic, a theft skill
of some kind.
She bared her fangs, “The Guild has threatened my home, and my people. Do you speak for
the Guild?”
He winced, “Shaozhou owes the Guild more than can be repaid in a hundred years. Orders
have come down. Wrath wishes to collect. The people will be sold into slavery. What can be traded
or sold, will be seized. The rest will be destroyed. Shaozhou will be wiped off the map.”
“It will take more dead than you can supply me with to take it from my grasp.” Nyx warned
him, “And yes, you should take that to Wrath. Immediately. Because even he will hesitate to cross
me, mortal.”
The man turned nervously, “Signal the Wrath. Priority message. Tell him Lady Nyxae has
come to Yichighua.”
She felt the anger receding, and breathed in deeply as the colour returned slowly to her skin. It
was only skin deep. The change was still on her, like it had been when Jagjit had touched her.
Her humanity was only skin deep. If you pierced it, then you would find the goddess of death
lying beneath it, waiting to break free. To destroy all your dreams and hopes, to eat your soul and
leave you damned.
She waited calmly, boredly, as the magical message was sent on its way. Wrath was often slow
to respond. Her name would carry some weight. He wouldn’t be surprised that she was alive. He
was never surprised. Everything always went according to his plan, as he waited for the return of
the Nine, and the rise of the other candidate for the Burning Throne.
The ground in front of her ruptured, exploding in black flames as the Fury emerged, his fists
clenched. He looked at her, his eyes blazing with a deep hatred as they glowed red from within.
He paused slowly, “Nyxae. It has been a long time.”
“Use my title, impotent fool.” She replied, glaring, “Eisa.”
The Fury sighed heavily, “You haven’t earned that name, princess. Nor my respect. Running
off for five years? Where have you been? And why do I now find that you are the one atagonising
the distant ends of my kingdom?”
“Bow!” Nyx commanded, her voice shattering every window in the town. The Fury gasped,
falling down onto one knee, gasping for air as he tried to fight something that was simply impossible
for him to.
“You will use my title, Eisa, or the Crown of Fangs will never be yours. I will take your head
and place it above the gates I will build outside Shaozhou.” Nyx growled, “I am not a petty human
for you to fuck with. I am the Heir to this kingdom that you so foolishly refer to as your own. Zanfir
will never be yours.”
The Fury winced, his cheek spasming, “Impressive, Lady Nyxae.”

NYX

77

“Wrong title.” She replied.
He inclined his head slowly, grudgingly, “You have many titles, my lady. To which do you
refer?”
“The divine one.”
Wrath winced, hesitating, and then relaxed, “As you wish, my goddess of death.”
She released him, “You may stand, mortal.”
As he stood, the entire atmosphere changed. The hesitant soldiers turned and ran. Not a single
one stayed to face her. Not after witnessing her break the will of their greatest warrior. After he
had called her a goddess.
“Shaozhou is off limits to the Guild.”
Eisa rolled his eyes, “I’m just to write off a hundred thousand gold bricks? It’s enough to start
a small kingdom with. Just do the job. The debt will be forgiven.”
“Did I fucking stutter?” Nyx laughed, “Or did you want me to eat your heart?”
He frowned, “You were never this confident, before. Something has changed about you, goddess.
Do you really think that this mortal-bound form will survive if you go to war against the Sins?”
“I don’t need to defeat the Sins.” She laughed, “After all, your allies exist only to bring you
closer to the crown. Whilst they distract Akheron, you will take it and make it your own. . . And
the power you find there. . . Won’t be enough to stop me, Eisa.”
He rolled his eyes, “Really? I thought the gods weren’t allowed to interfere. That the Hellbound
Prophecy stands alone.”
“Unless you fuck with me.” Nyx replied, “Do you really see any of them stopping me if you try
and take something that belongs to me? I am born mortal, in this lifetime. I have a right to defend
what is mine.”
Eisa sighed heavily, “So you’ll stay out of my way, if I stay out of yours.”
“That or I’ll feed you that tail around your waist.”
He glared, “Don’t be arrogant. The mortal body is limited. How many months did you have to
burn away, to command me?”
“Break your arm.” She commanded, her voice shaking the ground. There was a snap as he
obeyed immediately. He screamed in pain and frustration, falling onto his knees, and looked up at
her with a hatred that she respected.
Nyx shrugged, “This ends when you leave me alone. Combined the Sins might have the power
of a god. Divided. . . You’re just prey to me.”
Wrath looked away as she felt her fangs descending, and nodded slowly, “So be it. The debt is
forgiven. The Guild will not attack.”
“Remember my mercy, Eisa.” Nyx whispered, “Next time, you won’t get any.”
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Oski
She looked in disappointment at the undead warrior standing stiffly in front of her, and considered
how much trouble she would be if she dismembered it, rather than obeying it.
She nodded slowly, “If a single quarter is lost, I will torture your soul.”
The dead man took up his post outside the door, “Existence is pain.”
The Valrkjosa walked away from him calmly, and ascended into the hall, looking around in
surprise. It was a hive of activity. The table reserved for feasting, that her mistress had broken, was
gone. The dust on the ground was washed away. A dozen servants moved backwards and forwards,
tending to the details.
She looked at the warrior presiding over it, “I have been asked to assist you.”
“Svi and Herja are to be my guards.” Jagjit replied, “Unless I miss my guess, we’re about to
play host to the Emperor himself. Looking for his daughter, who isn’t here. What role do you think
you should play?”
“Counter defense.” Oski nodded slowly, “Magic is one of my better skills. I will disable the use
of it within the city limits. It will take most of my attention. I won’t be able to move. I’ll need
someone to bring me food and water.”
“Done.” Jagjit nodded, “Hide yourself away upstairs.”
Oski glared, “You predicted this?”
“Svi suggested it, earlier.” Jagjit shrugged, “I wasn’t going to force you, if you didn’t want to
do it.”
Oski shook her head, “Be glad that the mistress likes you, or you would lie dead for this
arrogance.”
“Better warriors than you have tried.” Jagjit replied habitually, and then waved, “Now, upstairs.
We’ve got minutes before his arrival.”
She moved away from him with irritation, and moved up the stairs. She paused as she saw
the woman at the top of the stairs, dressed as a common maid. She curtsied, “Your room has been
prepared, my lady.”
Oski glared, “I asked that you never speak to me again, human.”
“I simply serve Lord Jagjit.” Vashia curtsied again, clearly enjoying this game. It was possible
that this was a coincidence. As it was possible that Nyx would one day make a mistake.
“Who suggested you to aid me?”
Vashia shrugged, “Lady Herja.”
Oski rolled her eyes, “Va’ak nor rasta. Of course. Show me the room, human.”
The woman who had lived her entire life in the bed of luxury turned around, and began to walk
quickly. Oski was surprised at how easily she moved in the servant’s outfit. It was not particularly
cumbersome, but it was no comfortable either.
Vashia curtsied and opened a plain room, without any furnishings at all. In the centre of the
room lay a single candle, with a flint box beside it.
Oski signalled, “Come on. I have a few things to explain.”
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She sat down in front of the candle, “Once this is lit, you cannot allow it to go out. If you do,
my concentration may break, bringing danger to the entire city. I am the first line of defence. Is
that clear?”
Vashia nodded, “As you wish. What happens if the candle burns down?”
“The Emperor is less likely to wish us all dead by that point.” Oski stated, “However, in truth,
it will all depend upon the return of my mistress. Her father is possibly the least merciful human to
have graced this plane of existence.”
Vashia bit her lip, betraying her nervousness, before smoothing her dress and taking on a
professional attitude again. An attitude that the woman should not have been aware of.
“You lied to me before, about your education.” Oski said slowly, “Now, I have more questions.
If I must be helpless, and rely upon you to cater to my needs, I would request that you tell me
something of yourself.”
“Dad bought me, he didn’t father me.” Vashia said quietly, “To replace a child that was his
own, that he killed in a fit of rage.”
“A slave.” Oski nodded slowly, “You would have been trained in service, before he purchased
you. Were you groomed for the position?”
Vashia winced, “I’d rather not talk about it. Or any of my past. Ever again.”
Oski looked at her, hating the small ounce of pity she was now feeling towards the unworthy
creature. Raised to be two clear things. The first, was to be the face of the House of the Heron.
The young lady that showed the elegance of the House. The second, was to indulge the whims of
the man who pretended to be her father. His other tastes had been disgusting, and overindulgent.
“Sit with me.”
Vashia sat down beside her, latching onto one of her arms, “Don’t pity me. I don’t want that.”
Oski laughed, “Pity? A human? Your very existence is worthy of pity. You are a nothing, that
merely exists to die.”
Vashia smiled at her, “Did I just hear a lie?”
“No.”
Vashia rested her head on her shoulder, “So, my lady, what do you want me to do?”
“Stay with me, a while.” Oski sighed, “It is time that I begin. It will be easier if I am not
worrying about where my servant has fled to.”
The candle in front of her ignited, and she felt a weight descend on her shoulders. The magic
appeared around her as light on the floor, dancing and shifting rapidly as she aligned her matrix to
that of the living world, redirecting every spell that touched it.
Sweat began to bead on her forehead, and she felt the human wipe it quickly. “How long are
you going to keep this up?”
“Days.” Oski managed with difficulty, “You. . . Must care for me. . . As a child.”
Vashia giggled, “Herja knew exactly what she was doing. Don’t worry. I won’t take advantage.”
“Human.” Oski said derisively, “Shut up.”
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A Memory
Feyra winced, hiding behind the building, barely standing up. She tore a strip from her shirt, binding
her arm to her side, and then leaned on her spear and looked at the even more battered soldier in
front of her.
“Jhiy, we’re not getting out of this one.”
He nodded grimly, “Fawx and Fin are down. Raylene is. . . She’d be better off dead. Looks like
the rats have found the catcher.”
Feyra didn’t even have the strength to laugh. It was too vivid an image. She peaked out from
behind the building, and back, “Staknom. It’s the bloody caster. She’s going to be the death of us.
We can’t fight back with the lightning wielder out there.”
He frowned, “So what do we do, Feyra?”
She shrugged and sighed, “I guess we go and die. Or I do. Jhiy. . . Remember me. Remember
this sacrifice.”
He shook his head, “No. Screw that. I can get you out of here. We can fight another day.”
“Not this time.” She smiled softly, “No. . . This time Zar’r will be remembered. They will
remember the slave girl who stood and fought so that she would never be forgotten. My death will
be a scar in the memory of this land. It will never be allowed to be erased. And you will tell the
story. You will be the one who remembers me.”
He nodded slowly, “A sacrifice. You’re turning victory, into defeat. You’re uniting the clans.
With your death. I don’t want it. I want you to live.”
She smiled and kissed him on the cheek, “I know, you deathless kirknos. Which is why you’re
going to keep fighting for me. After I’m gone.”
She didn’t wait for an answer. She knew if he asked her to stay again, then she would. She
didn’t want to die. But she had to. She had to die so that she could live as a symbol. To make
people know that her kind were their equals. That they would never be slaves again.
She stepped out into the roadway, limping and leaning on her spear. The caster stood there,
face hidden beneath a black hood as the two soldiers controlling her stood there, holding the bracelets
commanding the woman. Forcing her to become the evil they imagined.
Feyra smiled at them, “So. You got me. Now what? You think you have what it takes to
destroy me? To unmake the world I have created through bloodshed and determination that you
have never had?”
The soldiers looked away as her gaze fell on them, and Feyra snapped forward. She ignored the
pain, the spear drifting forward in her hand, ripping through the air. She released it as the caster’s
lightning struck her.
Feyra skidded to her knees, feeling her body spasming, out of control. But the spear had flown
true and straight. The soldier died, his throat erased by the passing of the blade.
She looked up at the caster pouring magic into her, fighting it, and smiled slowly. She saw the
eyes beneath the hood. She saw the face that they tried to hide in their shame.
Feyra smiled grimly, “We. Are. Not. Slaves.”
The lone soldier began to struggle, as the caster fought back. One will, versus another. They
had deployed two soldiers to control their slave, to force her to become a monster. Forcing her to
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kill her own people. Kill her own dreams.
Feyra smiled as she tumbled sideways, burned out. Dead. Her heart was slowing, and her
breathing was gone. The darkness was closing in, because this was her end. She didn’t get to live
where others died. That wasn’t fair.
But she got to smile as died, as she knew that her dream didn’t die with her. Her people,
scattered and frightened and alone, would know that she had stood and fought and died for them.
That nameless kings and queens could burn, by the hands of a free woman.
Feyra closed her eyes, as a tear of happiness rolled down her cheek.
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Hope
She cocked her head, watching as she stood on the edge of the smallest sapling in the world. In
front of her was a town, but their attention was on a procession of people and horses and everything
was arriving.
It would be easy to sneak into the town, with attention turned away. However, the town was
overflowing with magical power. It would be helpful to be able to get close to whoever it was without
calling attention to herself.
She stepped onto the ground and twirled her dress again, looking at the ridiculous outfit she
had seen most of the servants wear. It didn’t even flatter her figure, despite making her practically
naked. Just a series of gold chains hanging in all the wrong places.
She looked at the bangle on her wrist, and glared at it. Nobody should ever be a slave. Even a
pretend one. She was quite tempted to kill everyone in the area. She was also completely certain
that would attract the attention of the massive amount of power in the area.
She looked in surprise at the people greeting from her new hiding place among the slave girls.
One was a human who felt disturbingly inhuman, standing beside a decidedly human and elderly
man. And a Valkrjosa.
That was just. . . Weird.
Aldene was a Valkrjosa, but she was known as extremely strange among her kind for caring
what might happen to mortals. She served as one of the Nine, mostly due to Hope’s insistence.
Some threats.
She recognised this one. Aldene was minor, even among her own kind. This one was not.
One of the Escort of the Fallen Star. What was one of the goddess’ private bodyguards doing in a
horseshit back town of the empire?
Speaking of which, what kind of asshole dragged a hundred naked girls around with him?
She kept her eyes down, as she did some extremely mild magic, and frowned. Not a minor
guest either, in the bigger scheme of things. She was apparently trying to pass herself off as a slave
of the emperor himself. That seemed like a mildly bad idea.
“Cutie!” She heard a voice, and felt a wet hand hit her shoulder. Hope looked over, and raised
an eyebrow, “Kao? The hells?”
The watery and formless goddess shrugged, “Look, I’ve dazed these idiots. We should get out
of here. They count the slaves.”
Hope walked along with the goddess, and into the town, passed the greeters. She looked at
Kao, “Are you why there is a Valkrjosa here?”
“Nope.” Kao laughed, “I’m just here for the little ones. She’s going to be adorable. He’s going
to be. . . Like me.”
Hope laughed, “A handful? Also, kids?”
Kao bobbed her head, “Yeah. They’re super cute. You should see the Valkrjosa get all flustered.
The girl is a complete firecracker, too. Though, I guess none of that has happened yet.”
Hope sighed, “What the hells is happening here, Kao?”
“Oh. Right.” The goddess paused and waved towards a rundown building, “So. . . Nyx got
born as a mortal to try and hook up with a guy who is doing his best to run from her. So she took
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over the town because someone pissed her off. And a bunch of boring stuff.”
Hope glanced to the procession, “Nyx is Lady Nyxae, daughter of the Emperor, and heir to the
Stormthrone, isn’t she?”
Kao grinned, “Yep. Say, because we’re hiding out, do you want to get a room?”
Hope touched her stomach gently, “And get evicerated by your wife again? Sorry, sweetie,
that’s just not going to happen. I can’t believe you told me she was okay with that.”
Kao looked down in disappointment, “I’m sleeping on a couch at the moment.”
Hope smiled and put an arm around the goddess, “Aw. Say, did you bring any baby presents?
Celestial births are always a bit crazy.”
“They’re at home.” Kao said, as she turned and moved through the panels of a door before
opening it. “I was going to bring them, but I think I’ll wait until after the girls load up into a
carriage.”
Hope nodded as she shut the door, “Yeah. Nyx is going to do that, isn’t she? So impulsive,
sometimes. I guess I should stick around.”
Kao collapsed into a tiny blob, “Do you think Nyx will let me stay?”
Hope sat down on the floor, looking out the window, “The emperor really looks like a dick. I’m
surprised. I would have thought survival would be his thing.”
Kao rolled herself over, “You see the two slaves on his arms? They aren’t slaves. Also, they are
very skilled mages. Together they might be equal to a minor celestial, even. At least with the Storm
Stones he gives them.”
Hope put her head in her hands, “That’s the best they have to offer? Disappointing.”
“The human over there, is Nyx’ paramour. He’s actually Jagjit.”
Hope looked at Kao in surprise, “The first human? The immortal one? That’s kinda hot.”
Kao shivered, “He is hot. Extremely. Keep your distance, or you’ll end up giving Nyx an excuse
to pick a serious fight. And she isn’t doing so well. She’s eaten a few people, recently.”
Hope touched her own fangs, “Ew. People taste like the shit they eat. Which for these
people. . . ”
Kao giggled, “Haven’t changed much, have you, Hope?”
She grinned over at her, “Nope. Speaking of, the Nine should all be awake by now. Is Wrath
succeeding at dividing them?”
“I can’t interfere with that.” Kao replied, “You know that. I’m just here for the cute kids.
Celestials born to a human. I wonder how that will work?”
“It’ll kill her without help.” Hope frowned, “But as I can feel a shard of eternity, I’m guessing
that problem has been solved by you.”
“Kru, this time.” Kao replied, “She’s really embracing herself, these days.”
Hope grinned, “Oh, there’s a girl I would love to do.”
“Are you not spoken for?”
Hope shrugged, “Well, yes. But I am still a Meliae. She understands. Most of the time. Also,
it has been a hundred years.”
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“And since the last man you slept with?”
Hope scratched the back of her neck, “Like. . . An hour? He was terrible, though. Or maybe I
was just extremely aggressive. Either way. He finished, I didn’t. So I’m a bit single-minded at the
moment.”
Kao laughed, “And you don’t want me?”
“Oh, I do, sweetie.” Hope grinned at her, “But I remember holding in my intestines as Wintry
gave me a three hour lecture about how she didn’t appreciate me touching what was hers, without
asking. Which you told me, you had.”
Kao’s eyes swelled up innocently.
Hope kissed her cheek, “Yes, you’re cute. No, I am not risking death like that, again. Also,
why are you risking losing a girl like Wintry? She’s perfect for you.”
“We’ve been fighting.” Kao sighed, “For. . . A long time. I. . . I don’t know how to get her to
forgive me.”
Hope patted the blob as it began to cry, “Hey, honey. You two can work things out. You’ve
been through so much.”
Kao shook her head, “Not this time. I have a daughter. A stupid, stupid, one night stand.”
“Oh.” Hope hesitated, “That’s a tough one. It took Faith quite a long time to forgive me for
that. And we’re not divine.”
Kao looked at her in surprise, “You had a drunken one night stand and gave birth to a kid?”
“No.” Hope winced, leaning on her hands, “I was much worse than that. I didn’t have the
excuse of it being a mistake. I cheated on Faith.”
“Void.” Kao whispered, “What did Faith do?”
“She took me on a date, pretending everything was okay.” Hope winced at the memory, “Just a
little tease. Cave diving. Sexy times in the dark, underwater.”
Kao nodded, “And?”
“And then she chained me at the bottom of an underwater lake and collapsed the cave.” Hope
shook her head, “And went home. And told nobody.”
Kao shivered, “You could have actually died. Meliae aren’t water breathers.”
“Chastity heard me.” Hope shrugged, “I have to believe that Faith wouldn’t have sent me to
die and let the only merewif within rescue distance be one of my friends. She’s not that stupid.”
The goddess frowned, “That’s. . . Not that bad. All things considered.”
“She also killed the guy I cheated on her with.”
Kao nodded, “That’s more like it.”
Hope shook her head, “Not as bad as I made it sound. He picked a fight, and well. . . Faith’s a
Fae. He never really had a chance. She could have been nice about it, but she was angry.”
“Did you talk to her, afterwards?”
“Not for ten years.” Hope replied angrily, and pulled her knees up to her chin, “We weren’t on
the best terms when I had to put us all to sleep. But the mission comes first.”
“Faith is missing.” Kao said quietly.
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Hope giggled, “Not missing. Hidden. In plain sight. And the Sins will be the ones to help us
get her back. I know exactly where my irritable girlfriend is.”
Kao rolled up against her, “You’ve planned all of this, so far?”
“There’s a lot you can’t predict over a hundred year time period.” Hope replied, “Most of the
time I’ve been keeping Ozandius together, to keep the twins safe. But yes, most things are looking
hopeful.”
Kao laughed, “I love the pun. Are you sure we can’t. . . ?”
“Stop touching me if you don’t want to get ridiculously horny.” Hope snapped, “Honey, I am
ten ways to Faiday psyched up. It’ll be infectious.”
Kao spread out on the floor as a puddle, “Sorry. I already was. Not many ex’s around for
someone like me. Not these days. Kru and Wintry get along too well for that.”
Hope just laughed, and winced, touching the diamond on her fang, “Ow. Do I have an
infection?”
“Fitting looks worn out.”
Hope spun up a spell in her hand, “Damn it.”
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Jagjit
He stood casually as the procession arrange itself at the edge of the town, spreading out into the
camps of workers that were necessary just to move this number of people. Eventually, the main
procession would arrive, and he’d be expected to lay on the charm.
Except, he wouldn’t.
Serj, the ever faithful servant, was standing at attention. Jagjit glanced over at him, “You can
take a break. It’ll be a while before they’re ready.”
The servant looked to him, “That would not do.”
“Awesome.” Jagjit smiled, “Svi, make sure he takes a break.”
The Valrkjosa glared at him, “Have I been reduced to becoming an errand girl, simply because
the mistress handed you authority?”
Jagjit grinned, “Hey, is that any way to talk to your envoy?”
“You’re disgusting.” Herja interjected, and turned to the other one, “Ignore him, Svi. He’s
trying to get you riled up. He thinks you look cute when you get angry.”
He couldn’t help but grin like an idiot. He had two extremely beautiful women at his beck and
call, and both of them were treating him as unworthy of the attention they were forced to give him.
A woman, dressed from head to toe in red silk, and golden chains, approached from the caravans.
“We will need access to the well, and your store houses. How long will these arrangements take?”
Jagjit turned to Svi, next to him, “Do you know why that woman is talking to me?”
Svi shook her head, “I do not, m’lord. Such a fragile and petty creature must be suicidal to
approach you in such a direct manner. Perhaps this mental state provides an excuse.”
“I am the servant of the Emperor, Demigod of Zanfir!” The woman in red snapped angrily,
“You will me the respect due of the House that I serve!”
Svi’s sword appeared at the woman’s throat, and she looked at her curiously, “It appears she is
intent upon dying, m’lord.”
“Hold fast.” Jagjit commanded, “Perhaps she is simply too stupid to realise to who she is talking.
That someone who commands celestials is above her and whatever human she might represent.”
Herja put a hand on the woman’s shoulder, “Sweetie, he’s giving you an out. For insulting the
Envoy of the Heir of Zanfir. He carries the authority of Nyx. Take it, or one of us is going to have
to take your life.”
The woman glared around, “I am a servant of the Emp-”
She didn’t finished her statement. Jagjit had nodded, and Svi had slit her throat. It wasn’t the
worst way to die. Watching the light fade from the world, as you sank further into darkness.
Herja punched his shoulder, “Envoy. Not bad.”
Svi nodded her grudging approval, “You handled that quite expertly, sir. If with my kindness
than is necessary. The Emperor will not respect you for it.”
Jagjit glared at her, “Questioning me, guard?”
“No.” Svi smiled tightly, “Of course not, Envoy.”
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He might be pushing her too far. However, he got a thrill every time she looked at him with
irritation. He didn’t have to fear the pain of her slitting his throat this time, though he had no
doubt she would exact some kind of revenge afterwards. Something he was looking forward to.
Two more servants approached. Neither spoke to them, simply standing across from each other,
and beginning to mutter. Jagjit watched them, smiling as he saw the beginnings of panic.
Svi raised an eyebrow at him. He ignored her. The warrior tapped a foot impatiently, waiting
for him to give the word. He didn’t. These two weren’t impirtant enough, not if he was to approach
the Emperor on even footing.
Herja glared, “Seriously?”
“Silence.” Jagjit instructed, and the Valrkjosa began to pout, a face that was disturbingly close
to another facial expression he knew that she could make.
How drunk had he been, to agree to let Nyx kiss him?
An elf approached haughtily, face and arms studded with gemstones, “What are you doing?
Summon the walkway for the master!”
Jagjit let a beat pass, and then nodded stiffly to Svipul. Herja visibly relaxed. Unlike the
others, she seemed to have concern for mortals. Maybe there was hope for them yet.
“Elf.” Svi growled, “Are these fools acting upon your misguided instructions?”
He glared at her, “Celestial. Minor celestial. I don’t have reason to explain any instructions, if
they exist, to you.”
Svi snapped her head to him, and Jagjit sighed, “Fine. A hand.”
The blade snapped out and back in to her sheathe, and Svi glared at the elf who was on his
knees, crying and bubbling incoherently, holding his dismembered hand and desperately trying to
reattach it.
Herja grinned at him, “As Svi was going to say, before you were so rude, the use of magic
within the city has been disabled, as a security precaution. You’ll be able to heal yourself if you go
beyond the furthest farmhouse.”
The elf glared directly at Jagjit, “Who do you think you are? Disabling magic. Attacking a
servant of your Emperor!”
Jagjit smiled slowly, “Technically, I’m not a citizen of the Empire. I was born before there was
more than one continent. Also, technically you’re the idiot who insulted a celestial. Human laws
have never meant shit to them. So why don’t you piss off before you bleed out?”
They waited again.
Herja was sitting, plucking pieces of grass in her boredom. Svi was more professional, standing
stiffly at attention. Too stiffly.
Jagjit pulled a canteen out of a pocket inside his armour and pretended to take a sniff of it,
before upending and pouring the contents onto the ground as Svi’s face became mire and mire red.
He put the canteen back, seemingly unaware of Svi’s predicament, or the way he’d just tortured her.
In the distance, he could see Serj beginning to handle the logistics of the invading force stealing
all their water and food. He didn’t have a half-decent excuse to stop that, so he didn’t care.
Herja looked up, and attempted to stifle a giggle behind one hand. Jagjit sighed, “Do you
really need to get permission for a potty break?”
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Svi didn’t manage to say anything. She half-bowed, half-curtsied, and then shot into the air
with an earth-rumbling gust of wind.
Jagjit grinned at Herja, “You would have just gone, right?”
“On duty death knights are not permitted bathroom breaks.” Herja laughed, “Svi’s relapsed to
following Imperial law, with the Emperor so close.”
The hunter rolled his eyes, “Eh. Fuck him.”
As he expected, it resulted in the long awaited moment. The Emperor, in full golden regalia,
and two personal attendants, who just happened to be half-naked beautiful elfin women, appeared.
“Would you care to repeat that?” The Emperor said.
Jagjit yawned, and nodded at Herja, “What did I say?”
She stood up, stretching, “I believe you meant to say that the Emperor could go fuck himself.”
Jagjit nodded, “Sounds about right.”
The Emperor glared at him, “And who is that you think you are, mortal, that you can speak
to your Emperor in that tone?”
“Envoy of the Heir to aforementioned Empire.” Jagjit shrugged, “A man with Nyx’ blessing,
and three gorgeous Valrkjosan battlemaidens ready to serve his every whim. Who are you, mortal?”
Herja punched his arm, “You do know how to say it. You just tease Lady Nyxae.”
“Where is my daughter!?” The Emperor yelled, his patience snapping.
Jagjit rolled his eyes, “Away. Which is why I’m greeting you in the manner I believe she would
most appreciate. She has left me with her full authority.”
The Emperor sighed heavily, “What is your name, human?”
“Jagjit.”
The man blinked in surprise, “The hunter? Of the Guild? Why the fuck is my daughter showing
you the least amount of respect? Beside the royal family. . . Quite frankly, you are nothing.”
Herja’s blade appeared at the Emperor’s throat, and she smiled, “It is only my great respect for
you and the Empire, that you still breathe. My mistress has declared him worthy. That is enough.
You should not question it.”
Jagjit sighed, “I know Nyx doesn’t really like him, but killing her father will probably irritate
her. Step back, Herja.”
She sheathed her sword, but not before slicing the spear that someone had attempted to thrust
into her back in half. Herja might joke around, and be generally the image of anything but a soldier,
yet, depite that, she was still a spirit of death. Only an idiot aggravated her.
Svi landed beside her, standing at attention. He could feel her irritation at missing the
Emperor’s arrival from here. Jagjit grinned at her, and then looked at the Emperor, “Well, your
daughter wants to bang me. I think that’s the main reason she’s interested. Though, there is the
whole deal with me actually being able to fight against one of her celestial bodyguards on even
terms. Something I doubt most of your nights can do. Especially with their access to magic blocked.
Storm stones are useless, here. For your protection, as much as mine.”
The Emperor glared at him, considering a whole series of complaints, and sighed, “Is there
somewhere indoors, where we can talk?”
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Nyx
The rain began to fall. Slowly at first, but quickly descending into a vicious plummet that was a
sheer wall of water descending from the sky. The ground beneath her feet went from cracked soil to
sucking mud almost instantly.
She smiled sadly, her own tears hidden amongst the falling water. It wasn’t raining because
the weather demanded it. It rained because she was sad. This was who she was, to Zanfir. It was
why she could command people like the Wrath.
Within Zanfir’s borders, everything was in tune with her. Everything followed her with the
loyalty of her Valrkjosa. Her spirit commanded the nation. Now, as always, the nation was demanding
that she give up her life to lead them.
She didn’t want to.
Her father wanted to rule the known world. He was the one who aggressively expanded the
borders, taking over half a continent with ease. He was the military expert who was never satisfied.
He was the man who managed to keep the market intact as he created an empire that spanned two
continents. An empire on the verge of another war.
Nyx hardened her heart, and stepped through the air, appearing in Shaozhou as thunder
boomed in the clear skies overhead. The rain appeared before she even reached for the door handle,
and pushed it open, walking quietly into the hall.
She saw the various hunters that Jagjit had employed as guards stiffen at her approach. The
warrior himself stood, breaking off mid-sentence with her father. Treating him as the common rabble.
She smiled at that. He had to know how cruel the monster who called her daughter was.
She approached slowly, dripping and shivering invultarily, as Serj appeared with a towel. She
took it and ruffled her hair, approaching the head of the table slowly. Jagjit slid back the chair, and
stood behind it, his face the abject calm of a servant.
She smiled, and elbowed him as she continued to dry her hair, “What are all these people doing
here, Jagjit?”
He bowed his head slightly, “Welcome home, Nyx. You might recognise your father. He’s here
to talk to you. I don’t think you’ll like what he’s suggesting.”
She glanced over, “Oh. I guess you’re here.”
She turned her attention back to Jagjit without another thought, feeling an immense joy as her
father’s aura flashed to anger, igniting the mana around him. He still hadn’t learned to hide it. His
ego was bigger than his empire.
“I believe you promised me a kiss, if I succeeded without a war.”
Jagjit rolled his eyes, “You’ve only done half. Dealing with your family was part of that deal.
Also, I was drunk. Still am, a bit, if I’m honest.”
Nyx grinned broadly, “Dad can’t actually go to war against me. So, that’s done.”
Jagjit frowned, glancing behind her, “Are you sure about that?”
Nyx nodded, “Yep. He’s a citizen of Zanfir, even if he doesn’t act like it all the time. No citizen
of this nation. . . Gets an excuse. Do they, father?”
“I am the Emperor. You will treat me with respect.”
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Nyx sighed heavily, and turned to him with a glare, “Do you want me to embarass you in front
of everyone? Command you?”
The man hesitated, and Nyx glared, “Can you fight me, father? Is that even a possibility?”
“It. . . Is not.” He said grudgingly, and she span back around, putting a hand on Jagjit’s
shoulder, “So about that kiss. . . No, wait. Where’s Herja?”
“Oh, don’t make her watch.” Jagjit winced, “Jealousy doesn’t look nice on you.”
“No.” Nyx rolled her eyes, “I wanted to make sure she wasn’t here. I don’t want to hurt her.
Well, I do. But not like this.”
“She’s standing outside to cool her head.” Jagjit replied.
Nyx grinned, and then she kissed his cheek quickly. It wasn’t much, just like she had before. It
still sent butterflies spiralling in her stomach. She wasn’t about to do something more than this
against his will. She cared about him.
She sighed and sat down, waiting for Jagjit to push in her chair, and then turned to her father,
“So, why are you here? I’ve made it pretty clear I want fuck-all to do with you.”
He glared, “It has been five years since my heir went missing. Things have changed in that
time. You are no longer my heir, for one.”
“Bow.” Nyx commanded, giggling as the emperor struck his head on the table as he fell to his
knees. She shrugged, “You can stand. It seems that Zanfir still disagrees with you, father. I am the
heir to the Stormthrone. The only heir.”
The man glared at her as one of his half-naked girls patted at the cut on his forehead, “That
was inappropriate, daughter.”
Nyx considered doing it again, and sighed, “You never learn. You are emperor, because I allow
it. The Stormthrone is mine. Even if I want it like I want a hernia. If you put my half-brother on
the throne, he’ll die. Not even you can sit on it. It is mine.”
The emperor shook his head, “Which is why I’ve come to ask you to abdicate, officially.”
“I’m not committing suicide.” Nyx rolled her eyes, “Which is the only way to get the tie
between me and the throne to break. And you know it.”
The emperor sighed, “Why do you assume a request from your emperor is a request at all? I
brought an army with me.”
“They’ll fucking die.” Jagjit interjected, “You have no power here, your emminence.”
The man glared up at him, “Who are you to speak to me? Your duties as envoy have ended.
My daughter is here. Be silent. Next time, I will cut your tongue and feed it to my dogs.”
“I’ll cut your dick off if you try and touch him.” Nyx replied more calmly than she felt, “Jagjit
belongs to me, father. You don’t want to know what I am willing to do to protect every hair on his
head.”
The emperor was clearly struggling with the way she was talking to him. She wasn’t the meek
girl she had been when she’d left. Not the girl running away from her mother’s murderer. She had
known to hate him then. She had learned to be herself, since then.
“You will return with me.” The emperor instructed, “And I will cast your blood on the
Stormthrone, willing or not. My son is the rightful heir of Zanfir.”
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“Every Storm Stone is linked to the throne.” Nyx said slowly, “If you try and force me to
abdicate, then every single one of them will lose their magic. That’s the way it works. It will take
a new heir, chosen by the throne, to bring their magic back. A hundred years ago, that was my
grandmother. High Priestess of Zanfir. Her line is acknowledged by the throne. Not yours. Politics
and nobles may keep you in power, but our industry is powered by the Storm Stones.”
The Emperor glared at her, “The only way you’ll prevent me, is if you create a civil war,
beginning in this backwater town. You have to either take the throne, or give it up altogether.”
“Tell that to Wrath.”
The Emperor paused, “The Emmisary of the Hunters’ Guild? You’ve spoken to him, recently?”
“That’s why I was late.” Nyx shrugged, “It appears, that for now, Wrath is not willing to make
an enemy of me. Would you go against the Guild, father? They’ll back Falenthia against you, if you
do.”
He was clearly surprised, and sighed heavily, settling into his seat, “You’ve changed Wrath’s
mind. That is. . . Unfortunate. If I believe you.”
“Want me to summon him?” Nyx raised an eyebrow, “I know his name.”
The Emperor winced, “No. I will approach the situation through the appropriate channels. So
if you won’t allow your brother to take the throne, what are you doing here?”
“I’m the Or of this city.” Nyx shrugged, “Sort of a local ruler. The House of Heron was in
control, but I deposed and ate him. He had run up an unpayable debt to the Guild.”
The table of nobles went deadly silent as everyone mulled over her words. The Emperor had
tensed, as if he was about to try and run. Nyx smiled softly, taking Jagjit’s hand and putting it on
her shoulder, “Don’t worry. So long as he’s here, you’re safe from my. . . Other side.”
The emperor sighed, “I will stay a few days. To allow the animals time to recover. I hope that
by the time I leave, you will have felt me worthy of revealing why you are here.”
“The boy, you fuckwit.” Nyx rolled her eyes, “Can I not be more obvious? He doesn’t like me
yet, but he will.”
The emperor glanced at Jagjit with distaste, “A hunter? You want a hunter to be the next
emperor of Zanfir?”
Jagjit breathed in sharply. He’d clearly never understood the implications of her wanting a
relationship before. That it would make him something much more than a mere hunter hiding in a
backwoods.
“That’s only if we get married.” Nyx shrugged, “Sorry, I’m not that stuck up. More than happy
to just be his mistress.”
The emperor shuddered, and shook his head, “Are you deliberately aggravating me, daughter?”
“Yes.” Nyx nodded, “But I was just being honest with that one.”
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Oski
She felt the sweat running down her back, and the human fruitlessly trying to clean her. This was
more difficult than she’d expected. Holding the matrix to her own affinity was difficult, but still a
task she was easily capable of.
The problem was someone was trying to wrest control away from her. Or someones. If they
managed to succeed, then they would become the only ones capable of using magic in the area. It
would be a slaughter. Because the mistress would get angry.
Oski clenched a hand, breathing in deeper, feeling her wings shift uncomfortably, causing the
human to scramble out of the way. She pushed a hand down on the sigil in front of her, turning
the trickle of mana she was placing into it, into an uncontrollable torrent. The matrix of the land
snapped out of the grasp of the invaders, and it revealed their location.
Oski sighed, reducing the flow slowly, and struggled with the now slippery hold she had on the
matrix. “Human.”
Vashia knelt in front of her, outside the circle, “Yes, my lady?”
“Inform the envoy. Two mages below. Trying to take control. Hafelfin. Female. Around a
hundred years old.” Oski managed between breaths.
Vashia turned and ran.
Maybe she was more attentive than Oski gave her credit for. She was a lot more than Oski
was willing to give her credit for. Stronger. One could survive to this age as a slave of a disgusting
creature without an inner strength, and yet she kept going. That was more than just inner strength.
It was an indomitable will.
The human still desired something that was not within her power to give, or she would consider
it. Humans and celestials did not mix. Neither Trei’el nor Kru really cared, the taboo was not
because of them. Trei himself had taken a Faen wife, even if she was the reincarnation of the lost
goddess, Sumner.
The taboo was because of the cost.
If a celestial took a bride from among mortalkind, then they would have to remove that bride
from the world they knew. Take them to the Palace of the Gods, or one of the lands the celestials
inhabited. They could have only limited contact with the mortal world. Or they would age and die.
An eternity in isolation was more than any human had ever been able to cope with. They
craved the comforts of their own kind. Yet, when they returned, they rapidly aged and died. Often
before the one who loved them could intervene and save them.
Celestials weren’t gods. They didn’t have the control and power to change the nature of a
person, to let them live out a life worth living. They couldn’t do anything outside of their nature,
and her nature was death.
It wasn’t possible for a celestial and a human to maintain a relationship. Not without heartbreak
and woe. It would be better to kill the one you cared for than to allow such a relationship to blossom.
The determination of the human was nothing more than a noose for her own neck. She was
weaving it, a single thread at a time, without a care in the world. Yet in the end, all she would do is
hang from the tree.
She could feel the claws of the mages grabbing a hold of the matrix again, trying to drag it out
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of alignment with her soul. She didn’t have the slightest clue how they were doing it. No magic
should be possible except her own.
The casters had to be using a magic not aligned with the lifestream.
Understanding dawned, and Oski cursed herself for her stupidity. She couldn’t move, and
couldn’t warn anyone below. She’d sent Vashia away too quickly, and now everyone was at risk.
There was only one sensible answer.
The mages were channeling the power of a djinn. A magical creature whose power outstripped
even many celestials, including her own. She hadn’t met many djinn, but she had met Charity once.
Her magic was above and beyond anything that Oski was capable of summoning. It was the power
of a god, without the control of a god.
The mistress was safe. She could defend and protect herself. Her humanity was only skin-deep.
She wasn’t bound to such a small and insignificant role by the nature of her birth. She wasn’t
trapped like Sumner had been when she was reborn as Fae.
Yet, the mistress could not defend everyone else. Might not be able to defend anyone else.
Whilst Svipul and Herja would gladly accept their own deaths, in service of the mistress, she was
concerned about the mortal. His immortality meant nothing if a wish was used.
If Oski hesitated, or shrank from what she was doing, even for an instant, then the mages
would take full control of the circle, and the danger would be even greater. She had no choice but to
continue to fight a losing battle.
She looked up slowly, glaring as the sweat ran off her. She wasn’t alone. Something else was
watching her. Something that wasn’t here. She hadn’t noticed it, she was too focused.
The creature smiled as it swam into view, “Such an effort, little bird. All to stop little old me?
I’m disappointed. You’re a piece of crap. This is what an Escort of the Fallen Star looks like? Shit.”
Oski cracked a smile weakly, “Oh, you have no idea. Do you? I’m not just blocking you, feral
djinn. I’m blocking them all. Not just this city. This country. Everyone. This empire. Across the
sea.”
The djinn blinked in surprise, “Eh? You’re not blocking my magic. How else did I get here,
unseen?”
“Idiot.” Oski sweated, “You can use it, sure. But you’re not getting it back. What happens
when it runs out? Has it ever run out before, djinn?”
The creature paused for a moment and then stared at her in fear, “How the fuck are you doing
that? I’m connected to the lifestream! You have no control over my magic! Tell me!”
She couldn’t tell her. Because Oski had no control over it at all. What she did have, was
cheating. She’d wished really hard for the flow of the creature’s magic to stop. A celestial’s wish.
Less punishing than a mortal one, but still with enormous consequences.
Consequences that would unleash the moment she stopped wishing for it. So now she had to
split her mind into three incredibly dedicated tasks. The wish, holding the matrix, and holding a
conversation.
Dividing one’s mind up for dedicated tasks was possible, but difficult and dangerous. There
was no guarantee you would be able to knit the pieces back together again after you were done.
“What is your name, djinn?” Oski smiled confidently at her, “You obviously know who I am.”
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“I don’t.” The djinn shrugged, “One of the Escorts. That’s all I was really told. All I really
needed to know.”
“No.” Oski shook her head, “It isn’t. See, there are two others downstairs. You’ve escaped a
bullet, there. If I was Svipul, she would have just killed you and then the mages. If I was Herja, she
would skull-fucked you, angrily. But I’m not. I’m the kind one. I am Oski.”
The djinn took a hesitating step backwards, “Oski. The Light Bringer.”
“Lume.” Oski commanded.
The djinn gasped as a light shot through her chest, and she looked down in terror and surprise,
unable to comprehend what had just happened. She stared at her, “I thought. . . You were the. . .
Kind. . . One.”
“I spoke to you.” Oski replied, “You are not worthy.”
The creature collapsed, revealing the humanoid shape of light behind her, holding the heart in
one hand. Lume dropped it to the ground with disgust, and turned to her, “Was it essential you
summon me, Oski?”
She just nodded, too tired to keep up the game.
The creature sighed heavily and sat down cross-legged, “You are aware I can’t return to where
I come from without your assistance. How long will this take?”
Oski shrugged, “I’m. . . Sorry. . . ”
“Apologies are never necessary.” Lume replied, and then he relaxed, “But they are appreciated.
I will wait. Is there any more surprises you would ask of me?”
“Don’t. . . Kill. . . The human.”
Lume nodded, “A surprise, to be certain. That you consider a human to be a companion. Or
are they under your lady’s protection?”
“Both.” Vashia said as she walked into the room, “Jagjit said you. . . Killed someone. You did.”
Lume waved a hand, “Do not give that creature the benefit of being called a person, human.
Like you, they are inconsequential.”
Oski smiled, “This is Lume. You. . . Should tell. . . Nyx. That I. . . Summoned him.”
Vashia curtsied and ran from the room. This time, she left in fear. A well-deserved fear. Lume
was not someone who should be brought around people that you did not wish to die.
He looked after the human, and back to her, “What in the hells, Oski? The human bears
affection towards you. How did you allow that to occur?”
“I. . . Saved her. . . Orders.”
Lume frowned, “And?”
“Humans.” Oski replied, unable to summon the energy to give him a speel about how humans
so often felt intense emotions during extreme situations. He was unlikely to fully comprehend it,
anyway.
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A Memory
She was falling, fading.
A shadow amongst the endless darkness. She was invisible, gone. She could feel the last fibers
of her being beginning to drift apart. She was dead, and soon even her soul would no longer exist.
It felt like peace.
She smiled, without a face, and cried without eyes. It was finally over. The fight was done.
She had played her part, fought her war. She had never swayed from her purpose. She had lit the
flame, guiding the others home.
She was done.
“That’s boring.” A voice said near her, a shadow appearing, darker than even the absolute
darkness around them.
Feyra looked to her slowly, and then felt a hand grab hers, and she jerked to a stop. She cried
out in pain as she felt the pieces of herself slam back together. She fell to her knees, breathing hard
as she held the hand.
She winced, “I fought the fight. I won the war. What more can the gods ask of me?”
“Everything.” The voice replied, “I want your everything.”
Feyra looked up, green eyes blazing, “You won’t be able to handle it. I am not some petty
human that you can control. I will not become your weapon.”
“Don’t.” The voice replied, “I have no use of dull weapons. What I want, what I need, is
someone to stand beside me. To help me guide the world into a better one. To light the flame of
mortal hearts. To fight the righteous wars that threaten all of this reality.”
The firm hand dragged her upright, and the voice continued, “You fought for your people. Now,
I ask you to fight for all peoples. Not just the righteous battle of one people that were oppressed,
but for all. Every dimension, every reality. I want your light to cascade out through the entire ’verse,
and let them know that the soldiers of Nyx, the Escort of the Fallen Star, will not be ignored. That
if you seek injustice, if seek to crush the hearts of anyone, I will be there, and you will be my blade.”
Feyra breathed out slowly, calmly, “A sword is a toy.”
“You will be my spear, thrusting into the hearts of anyone who dares to oppose the Valkrjosa.
A war is coming, Feyra. I need you.” The face of the young girl emerged from the shadows, “A war
of the gods. All of reality is threatened. You will be fighting powers you did not even understand
could exist. You may die. Your new sisters may die. Even I might be destroyed.”
Feyra smiled, “Then I guess, we better get to work.”
“I raise you up, and I will remake you into my image.” The goddess said slowly, “You were
human. You will become celestial. Humanity will disappear into obscurity beneath you. You will
fight wars that they will never know, never understand. They cannot appreciate the sacrifices that
you will make.”
Feyra shrugged, “If you fight for what is right, then I’ve got no problems.”
“Awaken, Svipul.”
Feyra screamed as her matrix was torn apart, recreated to recreate herself.
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Hope
She sat up tiredly, easing the clingy ball of formless something to the side, and cocked her head
slowly. She could feel the magic being chanelled. Feel what it was trying to do.
It was impressive, but entirely too ambitious. Even for the Valkrjosa trying to align the entire
nation’s matrix to herself. Once she got it there, it might be easier to hold, but she did not have
half the power needed for something like this.
Hope looked at one of nails with sadness. They’d grown out and quite pretty. A polish and
they’d be exactly what she had never been able to pull off when she was younger.
She began scratching the wooden floor, turning it into a series of spiralling sigils. The
preperations were elaborate, and she could feel the fight happening nearby. Multiple Storm Stones
being chanelled to. . . Bind a what, now?
Kao sat up as a woman, “What’s the. . . Wait, what?”
Hope shrugged, “Honey, things are just weird around here. I think that’s the easiest way to
look at stuff. I mean, celestials, gods, species templates. . . At some point, you just have to let it go.”
Kao looked around at the signs that Hope was hurriedly drawing, and frowned, “Wow. I haven’t
seen some of those in a long time. A long time, for me. Is that a Protoanimarium symbol?”
“Wintry taught me.” Hope shrugged, “Just a simple sealing spell, or that bit is.”
Kao nodded, “Yeah. None of this is simple. Impressive. I guess you’re not the Witch for
nothing.”
Hope rolled her eyes. Kao always teased her as if she wasn’t the most powerful mage that had
ever lived. And the most skilled. She had mastered almost every form of magic. A few still escaped
her, like Wintry’s old magic. But the gods had forbidden her from teaching it to Hope.
Which was fine. Because Hope knew who she was, and what she was. She was the woman that
had bound Kao so that Wintry could tease the hell out of her for a birthday present.
Hope scribbled a final symbol on the wall, and then winced.
She hated this part.
She bit her hand, sinking her fangs into the flesh for a moment, before spitting the blood at
the wall, and wiping her hand across it.
She scraped at her tongue, making grossed out faces, and then healed her hand as the spell
around her began to kick into motion. It wasn’t much, it didn’t do anything in particular.
It was an amplifier, of sorts, bound to a single lifesign. It wouldn’t last long, but it would last
long enough for the Valkrjosa to gain the upper hand. Which, hopefully, would not tip her hand.
Kao put her arms around her, resting a head on her shoulder, “Why are you trying to stay
hidden, cutie?”
“I don’t want Wrath to notice me, yet.” Hope whispered, “If he notices both me and Nyx in
the one spot, combining our efforts, he will absolutely freak out. Which would probably involve the
very intentional destruction of the entire country.”
Kao’s hands began creeping upwards, “Do you really think he can pull that off? He doesn’t
have any of the artefacts yet.”
“He has others.” Hope said, ignoring that Kao was checking her bust size, “The man has been
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preparing for this war as long as I have. He isn’t dumb enough to only go after the stuff from the
prophecy. He has secrets, and his secrets have secrets. He won’t even fight me on even terms. I
know he has a magicbreaker, but he hasn’t used it yet.”
She felt Kao growing against her back, outmatching her, and the goddess sighed, “Magicbreaker
seems like a kicker, up against your group. Aren’t all of you fairly magical creatures?”
“That’d be why he went and got it.” Hope replied, “It is also why we have Mercy. She’s human.
Pure and true. Messing with her is very much stacked against him.”
Two more hands appeared around her, and began creeping downwards. Hope rolled her eyes,
“Kao, unless you want to be very embarassed. Stop it.”
“You don’t have your magic.” The goddess whispered, “Which means you sealed it. So. . . How
exactly are you going to stop me?”
Hope considered her options. She didn’t actually want to stop her. She had not slept with her
out of any awe or sense of responsibility. Both she and Wintry were extremely good fun.
She just didn’t want to be the problem in their relationship.
Hope clapped her hands together and twisted them. Kao moaned in frustration as she was
suddenly forced into a ball and fell to the ground with a splat behind her. Hope shivered at the
sound.
“So you do want me.”
Hope rolled her eyes, “Of course I do. Who else can fell everything at once and still feel gentle?”
She turned, “But I am not going to be your excuse to break up with your wife. Who is hot as
fuck. Damn it. Why did you have to go and get me thinking about all that, again?”
Kao laughed, “So. . . Should I just go ahead to summon you a playmate? Or. . . ?”
Hope stormed out of the house. This was Kao all over. Forcing her to try and become more
involved in events. Interfering with the Nine without looking like she was. She didn’t want to tip
her hand, not yet.
Protecting the Valkrjosa without being noticed was one thing. Getting noticed by any of
the idiots gathering around the goddess was another thing altogether. She wasn’t sure that Nyx’
interests even lined up with her own, just yet.
She spun into her diamond dress and walked into the tavern, fixing her eyes on the quiestest
adventurer in the furthest corner of the building. She sat down beside him, and he sighed, “Piss off.”
She touched his neck gently, and he shivered, and looked up at her in surprise, “What the -”
She touched a finger to his lips, “Meliae. Also, shut up. Not interested in the talking. Are you
interested in me?”
She guaged his reaction carefully. She was interested in his actual interest, not the effect she
had on him that forced him to become interested. It was difficult, but a skill learned from years.
She smiled slowly, “Oh, you’re not going to regret this. Perfect. Do you have a room or a tent?”
The hunter went to pull a coin out of his wallet. She grabbed his wrist and smiled, “Nah. I’ll
pay for the room. Here.”
He took the coin and moved without hesitation towards the bar. She smiled as she watched
him. She had chosen him almost entirely based on the fact he was a loner uninterested in knowing
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anyone. However, she didn’t seem to have done too badly.
Hunters were a varied lot, but few could afford to be entirely unfit. This one seemed to prefer
his battle axe, and fighting things bigger than himself. Top heavy, but tough. She wouldn’t break
him easily.
Hope tried not to look like she was drooling.
It took an eternity before she was in a room by herself with him, and an eternity longer for his
fumbling hands to strip her.
It did not take an enternity for him to be lying unconscious in the bed as she sat at the end of
it with a disappointed pout. She knew that a Meliae was an intense thing that few creatures could
handle for long, but this was getting pathetic.
At this rate, she’d need to find a celestial before she could feel remotely comfortable. Or she
might be able to convince an entire city to line up.
Neither would satisfy. She knew it.
A hundred years of starving her wasn’t going to be satisfied by quantity. Not when she could
use and discard hundreds. What she wanted, was the one thing she couldn’t have.
What she wanted, was Faith.
Not meaningless sex. She wanted more than just a physical connection. She wanted an
emotional one. She would settle for being able to hold her, but Faith was beyond her reach.
She wiped a frustrated tear off her cheek.
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Jagjit
Standing next to Nyx was like standing right beside a bonfire. It might feel nice, but you knew you
were burning, and that one wrong move or random spark could ruin your life. That was how he was
feeling right now.
He didn’t understand any of the talk of the Stormthrone, or how it meant that Nyx could
immediately command her father to do anything. The only thing he understood from that was that
she was the rightful emperor.
That and that her interest in him also made him a contender for the throne. He was not so
pleased that he’d been casual with the emperor of the damned empire he lived in, anymore. Not if
he was actually a threat to said emperor.
That being said, there were a lot more than just the Emperor of Zanfir to worry about. Not
only were there mages capable of challenging a Valkrjosa somewhere in this crowd, most of the
crowd were important leaders from noble families. Advisers to the crown who couldn’t wait a few
weeks for him to get back from seeing his daughter before finishing off their own political squabbles.
Most of them would have plans to assassinate the emperor, or Nyx, or both. However, only a
select few of them would ever actually dare to carry out those plans. It was just a fact of politics.
You planned to remove the people in your way.
The Emperor was the most likely culprit for the attack on Oski.
“Fucking Lume!?” Nyx exploded, and Jagjit looked over at the Or’s daughter, who nodded
nervously. He hadn’t been eavesdropping well enough to catch whatever she’d said, but Nyx’s face
was new. Fear.
He wasn’t very comfortable with her showing fear.
“Voiden, fuck, fuck. . . Luminescence.” The princess swore, and then breathed out slowly,
“Vashia, you’re not going back up there. Not until Lume is gone. Jagjit. . . Go and ask Oski what
the godsdamned motherfuck she was thinking!”
He nodded his head, “Anything I should know, Nyx?”
She winced, and looked over at him, “You know how ‘luminescence’ is a swear word? And one
of the worst?”
“A bit old, but sure. Some still use it.”
“It’s also a fucking name. Of a fucking fuckshitting serial killer.” Nyx cursed loudly.
Jagjit winced, “Oh, fuck me.”
“Later, dear.” Nyx said without missing a beat, “For now, go talk to Lume. But mostly Oski.”
He hadn’t guessed that Lume was Luminescence. He knew the man. The title of serial killer
was well-deserved. Lume wasn’t a celestial. But he had met quite a few of them. And killed every
single one of them, until he suddenly vanished from the pages of history.
He hadn’t just killed them. Every celestial he trapped, dissected, stole their power, and then. . .
Well death was a last mercy. He hadn’t been eager to provide them with it.
Jagjit mounted the stairs with trepidation, sincerely hoping that Lume had forgotten their
last encounter. He had never sought out the gods or their champions. He had wanted to remain
unknown, even if it hadn’t always worked out that way. Luminescence on the other hand had sought
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out Jagjit. To try and see which of them was the stronger. He had sworn to find a way to kill Jagjit
one day.
He blocked the fist of brilliant light as he entered the room, “Fuck off.”
Lume lowered his hands, “Disappointing. You did not come to continue our match? I have
greatly increased my power since last we met. That was a considerable time ago. Yet, it does not
seem like you have even attempted to improve yourself. Age will be the end of you, Jhag Jhiy.”
“Jagjit, now.” He replied with irritation, and then looked over at the sweat-drenched Valkrjosa,
“Yeah, I can see the dead djinn, but Nyx asked me to ask anyway. Word for word. . . What the
godsdamn fuck were you thinking?”
Oski nodded weakly, “I was thinking that someone is still attempting. . . To free the matrix. . .
From my grasp. I was wondering. . . Why you haven’t. . . Killed them yet.”
“Probably the Emperor’s servant girls.” He shrugged, “Both of them have storm stones
embedded into their belly buttons, and. . . Other places. It might just be showing off, but I doubt
it.”
Oski sneered, “So kill. . . Them.”
“No.” Jagjit replied, and walked over to the djinn, rolling her over with one foot, “Aw. What a
waste.”
“Did you know. . . Her?”
He nodded, “Yeah. This is Vinea. She was cute, in a mean kind of way. I saw her a few hundred
years ago. . . And may have left her bound to a lampstand buried beneath. . . Old Jian. Zar’r.”
Oski laughed weakly, “Definitely the Emperor.”
Lume frowned, “Are you implying you had carnal relations with a djinn? Are you not merely a
human? Strongest of your kind, perhaps. Yet, still. A mortal. A djinn is infernal in nature. Few left
the Halls of the Hells willingly. They are beyond your kind, and your kind is reviled by them.”
“Carnal relations?” Jagjit said turning, “Did you get fucking younger whilst I wasn’t looking,
Lume?”
The glowing figure bristled at the insult, “I demand you finish my match. On my honour.”
“No.” Jagjit replied, and turned back to Oski, “Is the bastard bound here? Or do I have to
worry he’ll kill the whole town to get my attention?”
“Worry.”
Jagjit spun, sucker-punching the figure in the nutsack as hard as he could. Lume folded up
with a high-pitched groan. Jagjit knelt over him and punched the man in the face hard enough he
felt all the bones in his hand crack. Lume dropped to the ground, and the light began to fade from
his body, revealing a nearly human shape.
He stood up and walked over to the burning candle, grabbing some of the melted wax and
scattering it around the unconcsious form, before pulling a scroll out of his coat and lighting it on
fire.
The man didn’t even twitch as Jagjit bound him, body and spirit. It wouldn’t keep the mind
in, which meant he could look forward to some awesome mental attacks, but if he’d known he had
to bind Lume of all people, he would have bought some more powerful scrolls.
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The binding wouldn’t last long, but it would last long enough that Jagjit would get warning
before the monster unleashed an attack.
No one knew how much of a monster that Lume really was, because no one knew what he was.
Some scholars believed that Lume had eaten his own people, his own family, to gain the strength he
needed to challenge the first celestial he had killed. Others believed he was born unique, a side-effect
of the gods rebuilding the world. However, some believed that Lume had existed before the war,
making him the sole survivor of a long dead race.
Jagjit didn’t know who to believe. He just knew that the man was bloody hard to kill. Cutting
off his head only seemed to break any spell currently in effect. Turning him to ash or dust was
extremely temporary, and usually made Lume excited for battle.
He turned and headed back downstairs, “Try not to get dead, Oski.”
“Protect. . . the mistress.”
As stale and boring and stiff as always.
He leaned in next to Nyx, “She was attacked by the djinn, Vinea. She used him to save her life.
I’ve bound him, temporarily.”
Nyx looked up at him, “Great. So. . . You pissed him off, then?”
“We have. . . History. He would have come looking for me.”
Nyx winced, “History. You mean the time you cut off his head and buried it beneatht the Fire
Temple? Or do you mean when you cut off his nuts, mid-sex?”
“He did that to me, first.” Jagjit shrugged, “Four or five times before I retaliated, if I recall.”
Nyx looked down at his pants, “It regrows? How the hell does it know what shape and size. . . ”
Jagjit lifted her chin, “That’s not as cute.”
Nyx laughed at him, and then grabbed him by the balls, causing his eyes to water. She smiled
sweetly, “If Lume becomes a problem. . . I’ll cut them off. Until they stop growing back.”
She squeezed tighter, and Jagjit gasped for air, wondering how much longer it would take until
one of them would burst. Nyx placed her forehead against his, “Do you comprehend me, Jagjit?”
“Yes, my lady.”
She let go, and held out the hand. Serj appeared quickly, washing it, and Nyx sighed, “Good.
I’ve had my fair share of stupid, today. Actually. . . ”
She stood up, and smiled around, “Lords, ladies, and other pieces of shit I see before me. I’m
going to bed. First person who sends an assassin to wake me is going to get expelled to the Void.”
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Nyx
She hit the bed, burying her face in the new pillow, trying to hide her embarassment. In front of
everyone, including her father, she’d made a joke about having sex with a guy who didn’t want her.
Without even hesitating.
If that wasn’t enough, she’d been surprised enough to ask about his privates regrowing. She
hadn’t thought what she was saying. She’d just come and said it. . . There was no way she could
stay after that.
Yet, Jagjit had suggested he found her cute. Sometimes, at least. Which was more than he’d
given her so far. She wasn’t sure if he was just playing along to keep her from hurting him, or if he
was slowly beginning to change his opinion of her.
She screamed into the pillow with frustration.
Nyx sat up, even more embarassed, as a cloud of feathers rained down around her. She didn’t
want to tell anyone, but she had to acknowledge it, or she wouldn’t be able to get any of the sleep
she wanted. She couldn’t summon the dead elf, he was protecting the nearly-empty treasury.
She sighed, wincing, “Herja.”
The Valkrjosa appeared soundlessly, which didn’t last. She put a hand to her mouth to stop
from laughing as white feathes landed on her. Nyx glared at her noiselessly, and then tossed her the
broken pillow casing.
Herja looked down at it, and then seemed thoughtful, “You really do like him, don’t you,
mistress? I knew you desired him, but this is not merely desire for you, is it?”
“I feel what you feel.” Nyx said carefully, “Which is why I didn’t sentence you to death. I
understand what you were trying to do. It was exactly what I tried to do when I met him.”
Herja nodded, biting her lip and fighting back tears. Nyx sighed and walked over to her, putting
an arm around her, “Herja. You’re mine. You always will be. In this lifetime, or the next. I will
always be here for you. I do hate you, but I also love you. Nothing will ever make me forget what
you are to me. Nothing.”
Herja smiled sadly, “I think. . . That makes it harder, mistress. Because. . . I know you didn’t
order him to stay away out of jealousy. Did you?”
“I don’t know if he’s truly mortal or not, Herja.” Nyx shrugged, “Maybe he could survive long
enough that you could find a piece of happiness. . . But one day, he will die, and one us will harvest
his soul, and he will go where we can’t. To Trei’s fields. You will go back to Valkol, and he will go
to Elysia. Forever is a long time, when you’re alone.”
The Valkrjosa nodded stiffly, straightening, and Nyx hooked her fingers into a pressure point
on her shoulder, “No, I want you to be honest. To say what you would say if I was anyone else.”
Herja winced, but it wasn’t from the pain. She basically ignored what Nyx was doing. “I. . . I
wanted to try. I know I will live forever with the pain of his loss. I know he is ephemeral and I am
perpetual. I just. . . ”
Nyx sighed, pulling the woman into a tighter cuddle, “Hey. I know. Love makes the pain seem
worthwhile.”
Herja burst into tears, her hands holding Nyx’ back loosely, as the floodgates of her emotion
were torn open. Nyx was still angry at her, and she didn’t know if she would ever forgive Herja for

104
sleeping with him. But she was hers. She held her tight, letting the woman becoming a gross mess
against her chest.
She should have done this a long time ago. She was simply too angry to realise how much that
Herja was hurting. How much she wanted something that was out of reach for both of them. An elf
was suited to him, but not them. They made the lifespans of the elfin look pathetic. Gone in the
blink of an eye.
Herja had fought in the War of the Cracked, when he wasn’t just not born, his existence hadn’t
yet been conceived. Humanity as an idea owed itself to that war, and the end where everything was
gone. If the gods hadn’t failed to recreate the First People, then humanity would never have become
another experiment.
For a brief moment, Herja and Jagjit would share the same level of maturity. Yet, he would age,
and she would not. He would grow old, and she never would. The only reason that Nyx had thought
she could be with am at all was the mortality she had been born into. She would grow old with him,
and then die, and then regret it for the rest of her never ending existence. That had been the plan.
She patted Herja’s head gently, fighting back her own tears. Taking responsibility for the
Valkrjosa had reminded her how selfish she was being. Oski was right. She needed to leave. To just
go home, and end all of this. This was not their place.
“Can’t let you do that, just yet.”
Nyx spun Herja behind her, blocking the half-drawn weapon, and sighed heavily, “Trei. I didn’t
expect to see you in this lifetime. I thought that was part of the agreement.”
“Oh, Kru knows I’m here.” Trei nodded, “She’s agreed with me. We can’t let you end this
mortal existence.”
Herja glared, “The mistress -”
“Was considering suicide to go home.” Trei interrupted, “Any decent divine could see this
coming a mile off. Unfortunately, Nyx, you actually are the Stormthrone heir. If you die, the power
of balance will shift in this world, which will mean we broke our side of the agreement of fixing the
world, which resulted in the Hellbound Prophecy. If that happens, things start falling apart. Like
stars falling out of the sky, planets spinning out of orbits, etc. Transdimensional collapse.”
Nyx glared, “So I must live out my time as the heir, without taking the throne, and without
interfering in Wrath’s coming war.”
“Nope.” Trei replied, shrugging, “Because that’s not reasonable. Instead. . . We’re letting you
off the leash. As long as you don’t engage the Sins directly, or rather don’t injure or kill them,
because Wrath is a total asshole and will come for you at some point, then you can do whatever you
like.”
“Except die.”
“Only until the Prophecy is over, and the Crown of Fangs. . . Well, that happens.” Trei sighed.
Nyx glared at him, “Are you deliberately punishing me, Trei? Kru didn’t mind me trying to
become human. You did.”
“Yes.”
Nyx rolled her eyes, “Yes you’re punishing me, or yes you opposed this?”
“Yes. . . And also, yes.” Trei smiled tightly, “Anyways. I’ve said my piece. Can’t do anything
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else without interfering. Be seeing you, Nyx.”
He vanished, and she sent a fervent prayer full of curse words of hatred his way. He always did
things like this. Stepping in at the last moment, just so that everyone would understand that he
was the powerful head of the pantheon. That, as always, he knew best.
She despised him for it.
“Mistress. Explain.”
“No.” Nyx replied, falling onto her bed, “Get me a pillow.”
Herja left quietly, and returned a moment later, placing the pillow gently beneath her head,
and then sat down on the edge of the bed. She didn’t ask again, but she also didn’t leave.
Nyx rolled away from her. She could tell her to leave, and the Valkrjosa would, but she also
knew that she owed her an explanation. That she needed to explain why Trei had to step in and
stop her from ending herself.
Nyx rolled back with an exasperated sigh, “Oski was right. I was wrong. Becoming mortal was
a mistake. I can never be with him. I will spend the rest of my life in regret, just like you would. It
took me having to punish you for me to realise I was doing the same stupid thing.”
“You are a goddess.”
“It isn’t an excuse!” Nyx sat up, tears running down her face.
She pulled up her knees, hiding her face behind them, “It isn’t an excuse, Herja. I made a
mistake. I did wrong, by you and everyone else, and especially Jagjit. I should never have come
here. But now. . . Now I can’t go home. So I have to fix this mess.”
“Trei called you an idiot, yet?”
Nyx looked up in surprise, eyes widening as she saw the Fae, “Kru!”
The goddess of chaos smiled and sat down next to her, putting an arm around her, “Hey, there.
Tough night. Your mortal dad. And now Trei.”
Nyx glared at her, “He said you agree with him.”
Kru laughed, “Yeah. I can’t get off that easy. I did. We need the Stormthrone as it is, girl.
But. . . I did come with a present. To make things easier. If you wanted it.”
Nyx winced as Kru held up a small sliver of something. It looked something like glass, but also
like it kept moving in and out of existence. She knew what it was. A slice of eternity.
A peace offering.
If Jagjit accepted it, then it could be embedded into his soul and he would become part divine.
He could live forever. Kru was cheating, like she usually did, to get her way.
Except, Herja liked him as well. And he liked Svipul. Who liked her. Things were not so simple
that this love story could be fixed by divine intervention.
Nyx took it, and sighed heavily, “So. . . You know he doesn’t like me, right?”
Kru shrugged, “And? Corrupt him and rewrite his mind. He’s only human. Just fix him so he
does like you.”
“Firstly, ew.” Nyx shivered, “Also, secondly, ew. What the hells is wrong with you, Kru?”
“I’m the bad one, remember?” Kru laughed, “I’ll always take the easy option. Anyways, I
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should get back. I’m sure Trei is about to have a screaming fit, but he did technically allow me to
give you a gift. I just didn’t tell him what it would be.”
Nyx laughed sadly as the other goddess left.
She knew that Kru wasn’t actually trying to cheer her up. She had done it just to annoy Trei.
There was no secret plan to try and help Nyx to hook up. This was simply planting a seed of chaos
into their lives, because that was what she did.
Herja swallowed nervously, “So, what does this mean, goddess?”
“That we all need to have a conversation with Jagjit.” Nyx sighed, standing up and hugging
her new pillow, “I guess. . . Meeting at his house? Get the other two.”
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Oski
Vashia knocked on the door, and Oski yawned, rubbing her eyes and sitting up. Nearby the glowing
man glared at her, but wasn’t fighting his restraints anymore. Since the sun had gone down, nobody
else had attacked her sigil, so maintaining it was no longer a chore.
Vashia swallowed nervously, “Lady Nyxae has asked you to come to a meeting. To discuss her
future in this place, and your own.”
Oski stood up tiredly, “Lume, you going to stay put?”
“I shall. I have no desire to fight the human whilst he is not at his best. I will wait for the
morning, at the earliest.”
Oski nodded and walked over, “Did she say where?”
“Jagjit’s house.”
Oski smiled, “That makes sense. You can go to bed, I guess.”
“I am to accompany you.”
Oski glared, “Say again, human?”
Vashia looked down, “It wasn’t my idea. Lady Nyxae scares the shit out of me. She ate my
father. I don’t think he was even dead when she did it.”
Oski sighed heavily, “Fine. Shall we, human?”
So it was the mistress herself who gave the order then, it hadn’t been relayed through Herja
who might have slipped in Vashia’s presence as a tease.
She had been waiting for a meeting like this, since her arrival. She would bring questions and
perspective with her, and the mistress would need to realign herself, and come into full understanding
of the situation. Jagjit being entirely resistant to her charms would have helped, but he’d failed on
that front. Spectacularly.
Offering to kiss her? The drunken fool had tunneled underneath all of their efforts, even if he
was yet to understand the full ramifications of all of his actions.
“Why do you think she wants me there?” Vashia asked nervously.
Oski shrugged, “Human sacrifice?”
Vashia froze, and Oski sighed, turning around, “I was not being serious, human. She has thus
far spared you. It appears that the mistress has an appreciation of you that I do not. Come on. It
does not do to keep her waiting.”
Vashia shook her head, “No. Not until you admit it.”
“Admit what, human?”
“That you tease me, that you push me away, because you actually like me.” Vashia snapped,
“You can’t stand that you do. You hate yourself. But you like having me around.”
Oski sighed, “At times like these, I do not. At others, you are not entirely irritating. Is this
the admission you expected?”
Vashia walked up to her, shaking with rage, and put a hand on her chest, just above her breasts,
“Lie to me, again. Lie to me whilst I can feel your heartbeat. Lie to yourself.”
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Oski felt her heartrate and raised an eyebrow, “I appreciate physical contact. It is a rarity for
a species dedicated to death.”
Vashia stormed passed her, “Bitch.”
Oski sighed and fell into step beside her easily, “I do not find you entirely irritating. That is
still more than I can say for most of your kind, human.”
“You call me ‘human’, to try and push me away.”
Oski nodded, “That is correct. I am celestial, and you are not. That we can even converse at
all is a miracle of happenstance. You may live to be eighty years are old, if you are extremely lucky.
I. . . Cannot comprehend so short a life.”
Vashia sneered at her.
Oski grabbed her wrist, stopping her. “Look up. At the stars. At the wonder you see in their
blinking lights. At the celestials they represent.”
Vashia sighed, “The night is beautiful, but I’m too pissed to appreciate it right now.”
“Can you count the stars?”
Vashia looked up, and sighed, “No. I think there’s some guy at Jian who tried. He had to
invent new bigger numbers. But he did.”
“I have lived more days than there are stars in the sky.” Oski said quietly, “I cannot share them
with you. Not even if my desires were yours. You would age and wither and die before I had even
become accustomed to your presence.”
Vashia looked down at the hand holding her wrist, “So you’re trying to spare me the pain?”
“All celestials avoid contact with mortals for this reason, human.” Oski sighed, “I don’t want
to remember your name. Because then I will remember you. I will find myself crying, feeling alone,
when even your bones have returned to dust.”
Vashia winced, “Then how do the gods do it? How did Trei?”
“Summer was murdered before it became a concern for Trei.” Oski said simply, “However, she
was Fae. She would not die, but reincarnate. Endlessly. He could share his eternity with her. He
may have found a way to short circuit that process eventually. You do not have that luxury, mortal.
Because you are mortal. You end. That is your natural process.”
Vashia sighed sadly, “And celestials never die?”
“I am a battlemaiden.” Oski replied, “I risk death every moment of my life. Yet, if no champion
claims my head, then yes, I will not die. I am eternal. I fought in the war of the gods, human.
Before your kind existed. I was created to harvest the souls of the First People. They were eternal.
They did not age. Humanity was the first of all mortal species.”
Vashia winced, “First? Is that why we always want what we can’t have? Because we know that
we’re missing eternity?”
“I do not know.” Oski said slowly, “I know only that it raises an impassable barrier between
our kind. I cannot change you, to give you a chance to live long enough that I might pay you heed.
That is beyond my power. It would require divine intervention.”
Vashia nodded, beginning to cry silently, “I prayed. To Trei, and Kru, and anyone I could think
of. To give me that chance. But I’m not important. I’m just a human.”
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“Incorrect.” Oski replied, “The mistress ordered me to save your life. There are no unimportant
aspects to the mistress. Thus, you must be important. Do not disregard what the mistress has
considered.”
Vashia rolled her eyes, “She just did it to try and stop my father from being an asshole. I
wasn’t the important part of your mission.”
Oski tapped her cheek lightly, “I told you, do not disregard what the mistress has considered
worthy of her attention. I will not allow it.”
Vashia grabbed the hand, holding it against her cheek, and breathed out raggedly, “Do you
know what I see? When I look into your eyes?”
“The Void, or death.” Oski replied.
Vashia smiled, “No. I see my eyes, staring back at me. The eyes of someone who has fought so
often, and lost so much, that they can no longer admit to the pain that they have known. Can’t
tell when they’re running from what they want, because not ever knowing that pain again is more
important than life itself.”
Vashia turned to walk into the house, and Oski pulled her back, one hand holding her face
again, looking at her curiously. She allowed herself the luxury of looking into those blue eyes, and
she saw a soul as tortured as her own staring back.
“You may call me Oski.” She said slowly, breathing out a breath she did not know that she had
been holding.
She walked passed the shocked human, entering the building without another hesitation.
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A Memory
She pulled her spear free of the demon, watching the djinn fall, eyes blank and empty. She could
hear the cries beginning to echo over this part of the Void, as the forces of the Hells were driven
backwards.
She looked for her, for Nyx.
The goddess was standing alone, surrounded by rings of dead bodies. All of them were pale,
too pale. The goddess herself looked gaunt, highlighting the brightness of the blood running down
her chin. She had killed them all.
Svipul walked across the battlefield slowly, stopping to ease the passing of Fury and djinn and
other infernals that the Marked had sent boiling out his planes of existence, trying to seize what did
not belong to him.
Volkol would never fall to him. The Marked One did not understand that it was unnecessary
for the Valkrjosa to fight those he sent. Those who died by Svipul’s hands were the ones who died a
merciful death.
Nyx let out a roar of anger, and Svipul stepped to the side as the body she was crossing began
to stir. The rings of the dead, those bitten and drained by the goddess of death began to scream
as their souls were crammed back inside their dead bodies. As they were rewritten, to become her
slaves.
This was the worst side of Nyx.
The goddess despised herself for the ability to take the will away from her enemies, and yet
sometimes, it was necessary. This cruelty was what it would take to remind the Marked of his place.
This was what it would take to break the will of the Furies who fought, glad to tear apart their
enemies. They would hesitate to tear apart those that they loved, heart and soul.
Svipul stood beside the goddess, spear in hand, silently waiting.
Nyx looked to her sadly, and sighed heavily, brushing her face, “Hey there, cutie.”
Svipul nodded slowly, “Mistress.”
Nyx wrapped around one of her arms, and looked out at the Void, “Gods, he’s such an asshole.
I can’t believe it.”
“The Marked will regret opposing you.”
“Oh, not him.” Nyx laughed, “No. Your old friend. From your last life. Your mortal life. I
can’t believe he’s still alive. The first human. The template for all mortal life.”
Svipul blinked in surprise, “Jhiy?”
“He’s changed.” Nyx whispered, “For him, you just died. Time is a bit funny, that way. We’ve
been out of things for a while. Fighting away from the precious things we want to protect.”
She turned her gaze to him, and saw him standing in front of a drunken crowd, cursing as he
stood and improvised verse, the bard nervously playing a tune, too terrified of what would happen
to him if he stopped.
She put a mouth to her hand as she felt sick.
How could he do this? Forget everything that she was? Everything she stood for? He was
promising and threatening to enslave a goddess. To make her wish for a swift death.
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She felt tears forming in her eyes. He was abusing the memory of her. She couldn’t stand it.
Nyx smiled softly, “He’s kind of irritating. Does he think the gods just roll over and lay there
when someone threatens us? Fuck my corpse, yeah right. Fuck him. I want you to hurt him, Svi.”
Svipul nodded, “I will, but not for you, mistress. He has broken his promise. To make the
world remember who I was. For that, he will punished, for all of eternity. This, I swear.”
“You can’t kill him.” Nyx said slowly, “I have plans. He might be useful, when the Hellbound
Prophecy happens. But make him suffer. I can’t accept what he has done to your memory.”
The Valkrjosa nodded, “I will take everything that he loves. To protect it from his corruption
and hatred. His self destruction.”
“You look cute when you’re angry.” Nyx laughed, “Oh shit. What the hells? Herja just attacked
the Gates. Alone.”
Svipul hefted her spear, “Shall I retrieve her?”
his.”

Nyx grinned, “No. Let’s join her. Fuck the Marked. He attacked me in my home, I will attack
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Hope
She’d tried to escape into the cold night air to get away from herself, and the thoughts tumbling
around in her head. Also as a mercy to the hunter lying on the bed back at the tavern, too weak to
move.
Instead, she had stumbled onto something utterly adorable.
An uptight Valkrjosa trying to find the words to say that she loved the human standing by her.
Trying to protect her from a pain the woman simply couldn’t comprehend.
Neither of them could understand, at all.
The human heard the poetry, and the love, and felt it. She was tumbling, falling head over
heels for the celestial. There was no excuse, no reason that Oski could provide that would not simply
bring the human closer.
“You may call me Oski.”
Hope couldn’t help but smile as the two entered the building. A smile that quickly turned to
tears, and she slid down onto the ground of the alley where she was hiding. She couldn’t help it,
couldn’t control it.
She missed Faith.
Missed the outrageous Fae, who could always get her way. Who walked through the back yards
of gods, stealing their flowers to make a bouquet just for her. The woman she had huddled with,
giggling as the hellhounds searched for the ones that had stolen the nectar from the Palace.
The flash of red hair as the Fae danced with Hope, twirling her as the sounds of spear and
shield echoed the battlefield and the beat that they moved to. As they moved in and around those
trying to kill them, looking only to each other.
She could remember Faith curling into a ball and hiding her head under a pillow as they woke
up in her nest, high in the city of the Meliae, alone and without a worry in the world.
The laughter as they both dropped into the lake by the waterfall like cannonfire. As Faith
teased the young ones, flying overhead as she dumped ice cold water on their heads.
The way that she teased her. She could remember Faith pinning her up a tree, leaning in close,
undoing her shirt slowly. . . Then stepping into another dimension, leaving her hanging. Without a
way to follow or do anything but feel frustrated.
Hope wiped her cheeks, smiling to herself.
Kao wiggled out from underneath the nearby house, and reformed into her human-ish form,
putting an arm around her, “You miss her, huh?”
“You were watching them.” Hope sighed, “Oski is so cute. Stupid, but cute.”
Kao laughed, “Without Vashia’s determination, those two have no chance of ending up together.”
Hope sighed sadly, “She knows what she wants.”
“Remind you of Faith too much?”
She nodded soundlessly.
The goddess squeezed her shoulders, “It has to be rough. The life you chose, after we all
managed to get our hand tied. We are grateful. I wish we could promise you a better life once this
is all over. . . ”
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Hope laughed, “Yeah. I’m totally going to be dead when all this is over. We all are. Beating a
prophecy? When the divines can’t help out? Yeah. That’s not going to work out well.”
Kao frowned, “So. . . Why?”
“We can make it better.” Hope growled, “We can’t stop it, but we can make things turn out. . .
Better. Stop Wrath. Make Akheron have a chance. Protect people like Vashia.”
The goddess smiled sadly, “In another world. . . The gods would never let you do this. They’d
be too proud to let you get hurt.”
Hope kissed her cheek, “I chose this. honey. So did Faith. And the rest. Well, maybe not
Charity. She kind of suckered herself into this. Which is her, all over.”
Kao rolled her eyes, “And you never threatened any of them.”
“My existence is a threat.” Hope yawned, and sighed, “So is Faith’s. To everyone, and
everything. Even you.”
“Not as long as she has you.” Kao replied, “Faith is scary. Divine and Fae and apparently able
to come back from the grave without any of us intervening or discovering how. But you rub the
rough edges off her. So long as she has you, she’s just cute.”
Cute.
Hope knew she thought of Faith as cute, but Faith was not cute to many other people. Mostly
because a Fae ripping your face off as she burned down the entire city around you was not exactly
cute to most people. Which wasn’t an exagerration. It was something that she had done more than
once.
Whilst Hope sat back and watched.
Usually, she’d warn the idiot picking a fight with the Fae. The reputation for cruelty that the
race had wasn’t for show, and it wasn’t a few bad apples spoiling the bunch. The Fae were arrogant.
If you proved to them that they were right to look down on you, and you invited their wrath. . . The
outcime shouldn’t come as a surprise.
Hope, herself, never felt anything when she witnessed death. She didn’t feel anything if it came
by her hand either. No guilt, no remorse nor relief. Death was simply an ending to things. It felt no
different to a sunset.
It wasn’t an unusual view among the other Meliae. It wasn’t mainstream either. Somewhere
around a quarter of her people felt nothing at all. It had made for them being abused as living
weapons. A practice that Hope had ended. One she had been angry watching Uteri attempting to
start up again.
Faith would have helped her, but she would have felt something. Death was anathema to her
kind. Ending the life if a Fae broke the reincarnation cycle. It was a crime beyond crimes.
Faith would kill, whilst Hope watched on with boredom. Then the Fae would curl up with her,
crying, as Hope stroked her hair and tried to help her through the painful and confusing emotions.
It was something that Hope had been good at.
She didn’t know if she would see Faith again.
She wouldn’t be able to tell her about the awkward romance of a stiff death spirit, and a woman
with the heart of a true warrior. The heart, but not the body. The hands of a maid, not a killer.
Born to the wrong family, so that she might be able to speak to the one she loved.
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The Fates had strange ways if entertaining themselves.
“So it’s those two, then?”
Kao shook her head, “Yes, but no. The hunter. The one Nyx likes? He hooked up with Herja
about five minutes after she arrived in town.”
Hope couldn’t help but grin, “Everyone is getting some except Nyx. That must be driving her
nuts.”
“Not so different than when she was a goddess.”
“Exactly.” Hope laughed, “She went to all the trouble of becoming mortal. Of living mortal
problems. . . And he hasn’t even kissed her yet. Idiot has no idea what he is missing out on.”
“You’ve slept with Nyx?”
Hope’s ears jangled as she shook her head, “No, not really. I have made out with her. We both
have that effect. An exercise in willpower around each other. And neither of us is willing to lose to
the other.”
“Sounds like the foundation for an actual relationship.”
Hope grinned at the goddess, “I will never lose.”
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Jagjit
He opened his eyes blearily, and saw a pair of intense green eyes staring back into his. He smiled
and closed his eyes again, and mumbled, “I guess you can stay.”
A pillow hit his head.
He held up a hand, glaring, “What was that for? I said you could stay.”
Nyx glared and motioned with her head, and Jagjit became aware that not only were they not
alone in the room, someone had dragged the Or’s daughter along. Which meant that Nyx probably
wasn’t thinking about sleep.
He sighed and sat up, grabbing and tucking the pillow behind him, “So, what the hells is this?
And why did you all feel the need to break into my house?”
Nyx sighed, “We all have to have a talk about boundaries, and rules. And no, I didn’t want to
wait until the morning. Well, not until you said I could stay. Because now, you’ve gone and made
me. . . Doubt myself. Again. Asshole. I hate you.”
She very clearly, did not hate him. As for the rest, he hadn’t pieced it together. Maybe
something about how he’d slept with Herja.
“I was born into this world, as Lady Nyxae.” Nyx began hesitantly, “But that isn’t who I am.
It was who I chose to be. To get a chance to experience mortality, to. . . Have a chance to have a
lifetime of happiness. Just once.”
Jagjit blinked, and looked to the Or’s daughter, to see how she would be taking it. It had
seemed obvious to him. He hadn’t been entirely certain, it was possible she had just been a blessed
child of Nyx. If the three bodyguards weren’t the Escort of the Fallen Star. Vashia seemed distracted,
as if she hadn’t heard what Nyx had said.
“I am Nyx.” She continued, “The goddess of death, servant of Trei, and the Fallen Star that
guides the path for all champions.”
Jagjit shrugged, “Yeah. That wasn’t half obvious.”
Vashia seemed to snap back to attention, “Wait. You’re a goddess? Born as a human?”
“That is correct.” Oski stated flatly, and Jagjit’s mouth curved upwards. Those two might be
the oddest couple he had ever witnessed, but Vashia was not about to allow Oski to escape. She
wanted what she wanted, and she was determined to get it. It seemed that the Valkrjosa was on the
brink of breaking.
Nyx sighed, “Until just now, I was bound to. . . Stay out of certain events. To obey certain
rules. To not interfere in any way, whatsoever. Some, but not all, of those restrictions have been
lifted. And Jagjit, and Vashia, I wanted you to know me. As me. I haven’t changed. I’m just. . .
Explaining why I am who I am.”
Jagjit frowned, “So, I guess you’re not expecting me to show you actual respect. That’s good.
Reasonable expectations.”
Nyx rolled her eyes, but none of her guardians attacked. It seemed that they had grown used
to him. Or Nyx had already forbidden them from overreacting. That one seemed more reasonable
to him.
“No celestial may have a life with a mortal.” Nyx said, “That’s why I broke up Herja, and
Jagjit, even if there was nothing there, yet. Also because I want Jagjit. But mostly the rules. It’s
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also why Jagjit fauning after Svipul is a wasted effort. And why Oski can never be yours, Vashia.”
The girl blushed, but Jagjit’s full attention was on Svipul. He hadn’t mentioned it to her. He
hadn’t even tried to get close to her. She was undoubtedly the most attractive of the group. Her
face was perfectly framed. He adored the look on her face as she hesitated, right before killing him.
He loved her attitude.
Svi looked back at him, openly surprised. Not revolted, which was a good sign, but not exactly
welcoming the news either. As if she’d known, but had been hoping that she was wrong. The
Valkrjosa broke the gaze, looking down in embarassment. It felt like a knife twisting in his chest.
“Kru has thrown a spanner in the works.” Nyx sighed, “If I fell for a mortal, then there’s a
chance I could take them with me, to Valkol. It would suck, and they’d lose everything they know,
but not me. However, we also have two mortal and celestial romances budding here. Possibly two.”
Jagjit frowned, “The goddess of chaos.”
“Chaos it is.” Nyx nodded and held up something in her hand. He couldn’t see it, but he could
feel it. Like the entire room was bending towards it. Like it was dragging the whole world around.
She hid it again, “That’s a shard of eternity. A piece of divinity. With it, a celestial could raise
up a mortal and make them theirs, forever. Which is a fucking long time to be married, so you
better be certain, because there are no take backs.”
Jagjit looked over at Vashia sadly, “And there’s only one shard. Give it to her, when she asks.
At least she’s told Oski how she feels.”
Vashia blushed and starred at him in surprise. Jagjit shrugged, “You did, right? That’s why
she’s been nice to you. Isn’t it?”
Oski glared, “Oh be silent, human.”
Jagjit grinned, “See. She comes to your defence, now. Instead of letting you suffer. You’re
getting somewhere. So you have a chance. I don’t.”
Nyx sighed heavily, “I don’t want to choose. So, we’re back to boundaries. I could break you
all up and prevent it from happening. I could. . . But I’m not that mean and Kru fucking knows it.
She knows I will offer a chance of happiness to anyone I care about, before myself. But. . . I don’t
want us to rush. I will hold onto the shard until I am satisfied the relationship will last forever.”
Jagjit frowned, “Wait. No.”
Nyx smiled tightly, “Herja. Svipul. Oski. I order you to begin trying to date the person that
you care about. I order you to pursue this relationship, with the thought of it becoming an eternal
one. One that will last forever, never faltering, never wavering. One worthy of the Valkrjosa. One
worthy of my servants.”
The three stiffened, and Nyx sighed, “Now then. . . I’m done.”
She dropped onto a pillow on the bed, and Jagjit frowned, noticing that it was emblazoned
with a heron. She had brought her own pillow with her from the Or’s place. She’d planned on
sleeping next to him, like he’d thought she was when she’d arrived.
That was cute.
He looked over at Herja with trepidation, and the woman winced, “I. . . Don’t want to talk.
Not right now. Maybe not ever.”
Jagjit smiled, “Fair enough. I’m sorry that I hurt you. That I made you choose between
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yourself and Nyx. Because there’s no winning against a goddess.”
She flushed red, “Thank you. For understanding.”
Then she turned and ran from the room, through a hole in the air. Nyx giggled at it.
Meanwhile, Vashia was tapping a foot impatiently, “Well?”
Oski glanced towards her, “Well, what? Human?”
Vashia shoved her, “You’re supposed to ask me on a date!”
“My orders were to date the person I care about.” Oski replied, and nodded towards Nyx on
the bed, “As such, I am considering when might be an appropriate time to request a date with the
mistress, and am finding that to be a question not easily solved.”
The woman turned around in frustration, about to leave, but Oski caught her wrist, “I do
not know which of you I would choose, given this chance, Vashia. Asking the lady seems the more
difficult task, to me. That is all.”
Jagjit laughed, “Vash, she’s not going to get it. Take her to your room. You’ll need to be in
charge of this one.”
The Or’s daughter blushed and glared at him, “I’m not going to sleep with her on the first
date! I’m not a slut, Jagjit!”
He winced, “Ouch. Burn.”
She rolled her eyes, “Man whore.”
“I will stand guard over you, tonight, then.” Oski stated as if that was a normal thing. The
woman really didn’t seem to have the faintest idea how personal relationships worked. No concept
that she was being creepy, and not sweet.
Vashia sighed, “Thanks, Jagjit. Come on, Valkrjosa.”
“As you wish, human.”
Which left just Svipul, standing perfectly still, looking at him sitting beside her goddess, on his
bed. He looked up at her, “You don’t have to tell me, Svi. You like Nyx. Anyone with half a head
can tell.”
Nyx sat up slowly, “You don’t have to ask me out, Svi. That was mostly to deal with the
mortal thing.”
“I would wish to.” Svi struggled to get out, sounding like her mouth was stuffed, “I want it.
You. The date. I just. . . I am unworthy. You don’t want me, you want him. The airhead.”
Nyx sighed, “You’re not unworthy. It’s just. . . We can’t have a relationship if you do everything
I say or want. It’s abusive of me to take it, and abusive of you to ask me to take full responsibility
for you. It’s an unequal relationship.”
Svi frowned, “For us to date, you must release me of my role as a celestial, then. Which would
kill me.”
“Not kill.” Nyx frowned, “Yio survived, as a mortal. Which is sort of weird. However, it would
take your family, and your friends, away from you. Permanently. You would live a life much like
Jagjit’s. And I. . . I like him. So I don’t want to hurt you.”
Svi nodded stiffly, “I am grateful for this conversation.”
“Get over here and hug me.” Nyx replied, “Or I’m going to cry.”
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Jagjit had never felt so awkward as he did right then, with two extremely powerful beings
hugging and crying about a romance that they would never have, whilst he sat uselessly to the side.
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Nyx
Svi left, eventually, and Nyx collapsed onto her pillow, tucking both arms beneath it and curling it a
ball. She was mentally, and emotionally, exhausted. Physically, she should be tired, but she wasn’t.
She’d probably be sore in the morning.
“So. . . You’re intent on sleeping here, then? Even after that conversation with the others?”
Nyx reached up and grabbed his neck, and then slammed his head down onto the bed beside
her. She looked at him blearily, “I just want to rest. What about you?”
“I can’t say I don’t want another dreamless sleep.” Jagjit replied and sighed, “But I don’t want
to be the reason for you and Herja to drift even further apart.”
“Arrogant.” Nyx replied, closing her eyes, “I don’t want to have to wake up when the assassins
come. Herja and Svi have been taking turns to look out for you. This way, they don’t have to work
harder.”
Jagjit laughed and moved unto the quilt, “Is that your excuse?”
Nyx opened her eyes, and then breathed onto his face. He blinked, and then was instantly
asleep. She smiled and rolled over, snuggling into a tight ball atop the bed, and then sighed, “Say it.”
Herja dropped noiselessly from the ceiling, “Mistress. Did you have to inform him that I had
undertaken protecting him?”
“He thinks I ordered you.” Nyx sighed, closing her eyes, “Not a big deal, girl. She has no idea
how overprotective the Valkrjosa are. Not yet. He thinks it’s because I’m a goddess.”
Herja sighed, “This is going to become a competition isn’t it? Between my loyalty to you, and
my loyalty to myself.”
“Nope.” Nyx yawned, “I’ve ordered you. You like him. Just because you’re embarrassed and
hate yourself for liking him, does not excuse you. You will have to ask him out.”
“I’m a celestial of death.” Herja said with frustration, sitting down, “What kind of date am I
going to take him on? We going to harvest some skulls and then drink from them?”
“Cities are pretty. . . When they burn. . . ” Nyx muttered, nearly asleep. The Valkrjosa might
be having an existential crisis, but she was not. She was too tired. In the morning she would care.
Right now, she didn’t.
She heard the whistle of the blade, and the tiny chink as Herja’s sword blocked the blow, and
she sighed, “You have this handled?”
“No.” Herja said tightly, “I do not have this handled. Mistress. Flee.”
Nyx sat up, shrugging, and winced as she felt crowd wrap around one of her arms before they
degloved it with a burst of blood and a flood of pain.
Her eyes watered and she glared at the room, “Who the fuck was that?”
More than a dozen figures filled the room. Herja was doing her best, but she was not able to
be everywhere at once. Her wings were tied, and one of her arms had been amputated.
The attackers were elfin, and wore embedded crystals, using the magic in them to speed their
movements. Self-focused spells, giving nothing to latch onto. Crystals in their own flesh, so that no
one could use their own magic against them.
Except that was entirely untrue.
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Nyx pushed out gently, igniting each stone as it moved passed her gaze, spilling the mana
backwards into the elfin. She heard them beginning to scream as their magic began to recoil,
becoming disastrous.
Internal organs ruptured, twisting into abominations. Limbs flailed as they became things
more reminiscent of sea creatures, or trees or. . . Lights. The elfin weren’t dying. They were simply
becoming things that could not coexist peacefully.
She stood up, holding her arm painfully as she slid off the bed, “Like I said. Which one of you
idiots, did this?”
There were no answers. Apart from pain, the elfin weren’t speaking at all. She was too tired to
bother diving into their minds to extract the truth. Too irritated to care which of the nobles had
sent them.
“Herja, guard Jagjit.” Nyx said softly, feeling her fangs descending.
The Valkrjosa looked at her in shock, “I. . . Question you, mistress. In this proximity. I cannot
guarantee his safety.”
“I can.” Nyx replied, “I’d just rather he didn’t see this.”
The elfin froze, relaxing into her arms as her teeth pierced his neck, as the crimson river began
to flow. She relaxed as the sensation drifted over her, warming her. As she felt the skin growing and
knitting together over her arm again.
She staggered backwards as the first fell, and winced, touching her throat weakly, “Well, that
was the plan.”
She dropped to her knees, as another figure emerged from the shadows. The Fury stood over
her, grinning broadly. Wrath laughed, “So predictable, little princess. Don’t worry. I’ll make sure
you die.”
She smiled up at him, “Exotic. . . Poison. . . Meant to. . . Melt my vocal chords.”
Wrath frowned, “Yes.”
The Fury was slammed into the wall, as Nyx’ eyes blazed angrily. She held up against the wall
by a single finger, and bared her fangs, “I told you not to pick a fight with me, Eisa. You won’t win.”
He flinched, struggling, and she grabbed the end of his tail, the snake wrapped around his
waist. Nyx smiled softly at him, and then crushed its head. The man screamed in pain, his throat
sounding raw as he howled.
Nyx ran a finger up the front of his chest slowly, and then her claws dug in, and she peeled the
skin back down. She revealed the muscles and sinew lying just beneath, exposing them to the air as
he cried in an agony he couldn’t deny.
“I can’t kill you, Eisa.” Nyx sighed, “Not without interfering. But you see, I know what a Fury
can take. All of this can be healed. Especially with Rsja on your side.”
The elf appeared beside her, ears pulling back as she hissed. Nyx smiled over at her, “So cute,
Rsja. Why don’t you remind Eisa that he’s a fuckwit for threatening me?”
The elf glared, “You’re hurting him. He’s mine.”
Nyx shrugged, “I thought the other one was yours. Akheron.”
The elf looked away sheepishly, and Nyx tossed Wrath at her feet, “Piss off, and don’t come
back. I will stay out the Sins’ way, if they stay the fuck out of mine.”
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Rsja nodded her head softly, “Agreed, monster.”
Nyx shrugged, “So what if I am?”
The elf vanished with Wrath, and the other warriors that Nyx had been planning on eating.
She frowned in disappointment, and then struggled internally, burying the feeling. She felt the colour
coming back into her skin as she slowly stepped away from who she was, and back towards her other
side.
Herja breathed an audible sigh of relief from the bed, and Nyx stepped over to her, forcing the
Valkrjosa to sit on the edge. She snapped the bladed cord from her wings with a flick of her hands.
The wings were damaged, but only lightly. That wasn’t her concern.
She held up the severed arm, looking at the end. It was a clean cut, but the nerves had been
damaged. Nyx, walked over and picked up the other part of the arm, and turned it over in her
hands, concentrating as she isolated the magical matrix inside it.
She ripped the matrix free, holding the spiderweb of magical essence loosely, trying not to
tangle it or let it fall back into the world as she slowly inched her way back over to the woman.
Herja screamed as she began to fuse the matrix back together.
Jagjit blinked, sitting up slowly, “What. . . What the fuck happened?”
“Shut up.” Nyx snapped, a drop of sweat running down the side of her face as she bound each
vertex together, shaping the matrix slowly. She bit Herja’s neck to keep her upright as the woman
began to fall. She didn’t have a third hand to spare. She glared at Jagjit.
He shrugged, “Hold her?”
Nyx nodded, and he took Herja’s shoulders weakly. She pulled her fangs out with reluctance,
and went back to focusing on the matrix in her hands. A wrong move would either cripple or kill the
Valkrjosa. It had been a long time since she’d done this kind of magic. Not since she’d made them.
Nyx breathed out heavily as the matrix took hold, and Herja’s spirit seeped into it, binding it
in place. She staggered back a step, shaking her hands. They were covered in the tiny cuts from
where the matrix had touched her, like the assassin’s weapon that had wrapped around her arm.
Nyx dropped onto the ground, yawning, “Fuck, I’m tired. Lie her down, Jagjit.”
He laid her slowly onto the bed, on the pillow beside his, and stood up, looking around, “How
many people did you kill, Nyx? There’s blood, everywhere.”
“Most of it is mine.” She sighed, and pointed to a gross ball of bloodied skin, “That’s mine.
Asshole ripped it right off my arm.”
Jagjit put a hand to his mouth, “Fuck.”
Nyx rubbed her eyes, “Have you, got like another pillow or something?”
He looked over at her, “Are you seriously just going to sleep? Herja is out for the count. You’ve
been attacked. Injured, even.”
“It’s that or go kill everyone in this fucking town.” Nyx pouted, touching the fangs in her
mouth that hadn’t receded. She couldn’t keep them in. The lightest touch of them broke the skin
on her fingers. She could smell the blood in the room. The metallic sweetness that threatened to
shut off her ability to think.
Jagjit frowned, “Are you in control?”
“Nope.” Nyx replied, glaring at him, “I want to hurt you. I want to finish with Herja. I want
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to taste Svi. Want to see the red run down her alabaster skin. I want to hear the crack as I break
Vashia’s neck. I want Oski to look at me with awe as I grant her wish and rip her soul from her
dead corpse.”
Jagjit coughed nervously, “Fuck. So. . . Here’s my pillow.”
Nyx took it, cuddling it and dropped her face into it with exhaustion. His smell hit her. All
her senses were enhanced. It felt like he was beside her, his scent washing everything else away. Her
shoulders ached as they relaxed slowly, and she dropped forward onto the ground, her forehead
cracking against the floor.
Jagjit stepped towards her, but she glared up at him, “I’m fine. I’m tired.”
Then she settled against the pillow, and felt the darkness fall up towards her.
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Oski
Vashia had taken her to her room, in the end. Oski had agreed, as the human would need protecting
this night, unless she was very wrong. The Guild had seeded itself into the caravan of the emperor,
with the intent of killing all who protected the mistress, likely in a poorly thought-out attempt to
kidnap her.
However, the human did not fall asleep quickly. She lay in the bed, staring at the ceiling, as
Oski stood guard nearby, in the shadows at the edge of the small tavern room.
“Are you. . . Really in love with. . . Lady. . . The goddess?”
Oski shrugged, “That is not something I know how to fully explain, human. I have known her
my entire life. She created me. I have always idolized her. I cannot imagine a life without her. Nor
can I imagine putting anyone before her. Her words I cherish. It is possible this is love. It is possible
it is infatuation.”
Vashia sat up on her elbows, “You used me name, before.”
“I did.” Oski replied. She didn’t elaborate. She didn’t want to explain that the idea that the
human might be able to share her life with her had upset everything. That she was no longer certain
of anything. She had not allowed herself to consider the human as a mating partner.
Oski blinked, “Oh my. I wonder if Jagjit knew?”
Vashia laughed, “This has to be good. If you’re thinking aloud.”
“Valkrjosa are not human.” Oski stated slowly, “As such. . . This is a delicate matter. I suppose,
if we are expected to explore the possibility of a lifetime, that you have a need to be educated on it.
It is. . . Embarassing.”
Vashia shrugged, “Yeah. You actually have to give me a clue, if you want me to guess.”
“Unnecesary.” Oski sighed, “I am merely nervous. . . The. . . Reproductive cycle. It is different.”
Vashia blinked, “Wait, what? Please don’t tell me I’d have to fertilise eggs or something.”
“No.” Oski swallowed, “Ah. . . I am not currently in heat, human.”
She felt an overwhelming amount of shame as she uttered the words. She knew she didn’t need
to feel that way, that it was a normal and natural part of her lifecycle, but she also knew it was very
far afield from humanity, who could control their own sexual drive.
Vashia sat up fully, biting her cheek to keep from laughing, struggling and failing to keep a
straight face. “So. Herja. . . Is in heat?”
Oski winced, “Yes. And no, do not bring it up with her. Our emotions tend to be unruly
during this time. It is a private matter.”
“Jagjit is an idiot.” Vashia laughed slowly, “Oh crap. I wonder if he got her pregnant? That’d
be the icing on this shit cake.”
Oski swallowed, “You cannot tell if someone is?”
Vashia looked at her, “Wait. Is she?”
“Her aura is not entirely clear.” Oski said diplomatically, and Vashia stared at her, a hand over
her mouth as she struggled not to giggle.
“The mistress’ anger becomes more clear to you.” Oski said and nodded, “Yes. It is likely that
in three or four weeks, Herja will give birth. You may not ask her that, either.”
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Vashia frowned, “Are you. . . Mammals?”
“No.” Oski swallowed, “Oh. Bloody hells. You make me feel awkward, human. We’re celestial.
When we give birth, it is not necessarily to another of our own species, but to another celestial spirit.
Perhaps even to one that has died, before. As such, birth is a complex and messy process, that may
occur in any manner of ways.”
Vashia looked at her slowly, “Then. . . Is it possible. . . That. . . If we. . . ”
“We would have to experience sexual relations first.” Oski tried to sidestep the question, and
Vashia went red, but recovered and pouted, “You know I want to.”
“I do.”
Vashia’s cheek spasmed, “You jerk. You know about my cycle. Just glance at my aura, right?
You’ll know when I’m heavy, and when my period is. You’ll know what I’m feeling.”
“I do know what you are feeling.” Oski nodded slowly, “I will attempt to explain, human. Due
to the unpredictable nature of the celestial spirit, we are not in control of our biological behaviours.
Natural processes do not necessarily recur, always. Two may mate, and produce an offspring of the
same kind or another. Another similar two may mate, and never have a child. I cannot predict
whether you, as a female human, are compatible with me, now or in the future. It is up to the
divines to decide.”
Vashia nodded slowly, “Okay. That is pretty different. And I guess I see why it’s something
you might hide. It’s personal.”
“You are also approaching your most fertile period.” Oski replied, “And yes, it is reflected
clearly in your aura.”
Vashia went bright red, and Oski smiled at her, “I do pay attention to you. It is difficult not
to, at times.”
A pillow bounced uselessly off her face, and she returned to her more accustomed posture.
Vashia winced, “No. Keep smiling. You don’t smile enough.”
“It is unusual for me.”
Vashia stood up, walking over to her, “What makes you smile, Oski?”
“A good death.” The Valkrjosa replied stiffly, “When my mistress triumphs over those that
would ignore her authority. Moments of that nature.”
Vashia frowned, “I’m trying to plan our date. I’m not sure you’d enjoy protecting me on a
battlefield.”
“I would not.” Oski nodded, and reached our tentatively, touching the woman’s face, “I would
worry for you. The thought is more concerning than I expected.”
Vashia took her hand, holding it, hesitating. Oski saw the changes in her aura, and the hint of
a smile crept onto her face. “You told Jagjit you would not.”
She blushed, and Oski’s other hand moved around behind her, “I do not know what I feel for
you, human. That is as honest as I can be. I do desire you, however.”
Vashia laughed nervously, “What?”
“Remove your clothing.”
The human’s eyes widened, “Oski.”
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She leaned forward, and kissed her cheek, gently. She smelled the hormones on the woman,
and her emotions. The fear of rejection. The conflicted heart that could not decide between logic
and sexual desire.
Oski lifted the woman up, causing her to wrap her legs around her, holding her easily, and
smiled into her eyes, “I was not in heat. I was not aware that the process could be triggered by
anything other than the immediate environment.”
Vashia sighed, “Yeah, we’re going to have to talk about your pillow talk. Not that attractive.”
“No?”
“No.” Vashia shook her head, “But, talk is overrated. You could kiss me.”
Oski frowned, “You have never been with a female before, have you?”
Vashia shook her head silently.
Oski smiled and sat on the edge of the bed, “Take your time. Explore me. This body is
available, whatever your desire should be.”
Vashia put a finger to her lips, “Just stop that. Idea is sexy. Not the phrasing.”
Oski nodded hesitantly, and felt a shiver run down her spine as Vashia’s hands moved around
her shoulders. She felt the breath of the woman as she leaned in, tantalisingly close, but not quite
there.
She reached up, arms grabbing her head, and pulled Vashia into her, kissing her gently. Light
exploded behind her eyes. Her matrix ignited, as if it were aflame, and she trembled.
Vashia pulled back, “Are you okay?”
Oski flushed red, “Yes.”
The human looked at her in concern, “You need to tell me.”
“I. . . ” Oski swallowed and grabbed Vashia’s hand, pulling it down south, “There. Do you
comprehend?”
Vashia blinked, and then grinned slowly, “Seriously? From a kiss? From someone who has no
idea what she’s doing?”
“I have never had a relationship.”
Vashia smiled at her, and then pushed her gently down onto the bed, “Let me see if I can do
that again.”
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Svipul
She had taken comfort in the presence of the goddess, her mistress. The woman who had pulled her
out of the Void and taught her that she didn’t know the slightest thing about fighting or war. Had
turned her into something more powerful, and more righteous, than she had been when she was
human.
They couldn’t be together.
All the same, she had fallen for the goddess, in that first moment, when she was holding her
hand in the Void. When she was saved from death and told to get over herself. To reignite the fire.
Nyx understood her better than anyone had ever. She’d thought Jagjit had understood her,
but he hadn’t. He’d insulted the very memory of her for hundreds of years. It wasn’t something she
could ever forgive.
Yet, the mistress had forgiven him. Had accepted his brokenness as if it were a weekend project
to repair him. To remake him into something better, like she had done to Svipul.
She was hiding, now. In a quiet corner of the town, in an abandoned attic, beneath a spell that
made her disappear. She knew there were to be fights tonight, she didn’t have the patience for them.
She wished for the courage to be with Nyx. To accept the life of a bitter immortal, broken and
without hope. She must be willing to have that, if she were to be with the woman she loved.
The woman she had fought beside. Had killed gods beside. That was the strength of Nyx. The
woman who had stood before the Marked, and forced him to accept compromise. She had bent the
Hells to her will.
Svi adored her determination, her righteous, and her savagery. Evil did not get a chance to
bend the goddess. To corrupt her. Even the Fel was nothing. When it had infected Nyx during the
Calamity, it hadn’t changed her. It hadn’t weakened or strengthened her.
She let it bleed out of her matrix, without even acknowledging it.
That was the personality of the goddess. The warrior who never gave up fighting for what is
just and good. The honourable woman who could not be humbled by any number of attacks.
The goddess who allowed her sworn servants to take what she wanted.
Herja was pregnant with his child. Nyx had known it was going to happen. Yet, she had
allowed her friend to take what she wanted. Had stood by as her servant had a one night stand with
the man she had grown to love.
That discipline, and sense of right and wrong, was something that Svi could not apply to herself.
It was the mistress’ greatest strength, and greatest weakness. Her honour was something her mortal
father exploited, to guarantee his own survival.
Svi longed to kill him, and every other person who insulted the mistress by believing themselves
her equal. Even in this limited and mortal form, Nyx was still the goddess of death in battle.
Fighting her was folly. It gave her strength.
Lume glowed softly as he appeared nearby, “Ah. Svipul. The wondrous soldier. I am impressed
you managed to hide so well.”
“I am not currently looking for battle, monster.” She said carefully, “I would suggest you find
your entertainment, elsewhere.”
“I am looking for a fight.” Lume smiled, and sat in front of her, “I want to know. You are
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connected to the Stormthrone. How is that possible? It is one of the three artefacts. The Hellbound
Prophecy.”
Svipul nodded, “It would not harm the mistress to tell you, and it does anger me. The
Stormthrone was created as a weapon. It is the source of all Storm Stones, and the weapon that
allowed the original emperor to create Zanfir, conquering all the clans.”
Lume nodded, “That, I understand.”
“The Stormthrone itself is made of bones. The bones of a soldier, who fought and died for
Zar’r. The first emperor to sit upon the throne, was. . . Jhiy.” She said, breathing out slowly, “He
was the one who used the corrupted magic, the Fel, to forge the Stormthrone from the bones of the
woman that he loved.”
Lume blinked slowly, “It cannot be.”
“My bones.” Svipul nodded, “My corpse. Twisted and corrupted to create a weapon so fierce,
so powerful, that it will be claimed by the Heir of the Hells. My body will be abused, and used to
turn this mortal plane into the next hell dimension.”
Lume sighed heavily, “Jhag Jhiy. . . You idiot. His pain at your loss. . . It must have driven
him mad, Feyra.”
“That is no longer my name.” Svipul replied stiffly, “Feyra was a mortal who died. Whose
image is that of the first empress of Zanfir. Her image is a corruption. An insult to the life that she
lived. I will not allow myself to be associated with the massacre of millions that was done in her
name. The ethnic cleansing of the oppressors of my clans.”
Lume shivered, “Many sins were committed, in those days. My own, among them. I have killed
many who might have pushed this world towards a better one. My guilt is insurmountable.”
Svipul shrugged, “If this is your apology for your crimes, I do not care for it. I am just a
celestial. One of your targets, and little more. The goddess is the one to whom you must apologise.
Even then, she may be unable to wash away your sins.”
“I cannot wash away my sins.” Lume replied, “That is why I answered Oski’s call. I will devote
the rest of my existence to her, and it will never, ever, be enough. I killed the original woman. Did
you know that?”
“Yes.” Svi nodded slowly, “I recognise you, Lume. Did you think I would not know the spirit of
the woman who killed me? You may have been enslaved then, a caster employed by the upper caste,
but I remember the joy you took in killing the man who controlled you. That taste of righteous
anger never left you.”
“I blamed the gods.” Lume nodded carefully, “I stole their light, to remake myself. . . And it
was never enough. The sin, of killing Feyra, can never be forgiven. I cannot make up for it. I cannot
kill the one who took your memory and made it into a perverse rallying cry that forged this empire.”
She nodded slowly, “I accept your apology, Lume. The lightning that you created on that
day was the foreshadowing of this terrible empire. As they killed the clans that had enslaved my
people. . . So they will kill all the peoples of the world who are not Zanfirian.”
Lume sighed, “I cannot stop Wrath. I am not his equal in battle. I am not as strong as the
other candidate, either. Akheron is a serious threat. Yet, I wish it were so.”
“I cannot help you.” Svipul replied, “I am celestial. You. . . Are mortal. You do not carry
divinity. As such, you can attempt to interfere in events that are inevitable. I cannot. I stand
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outside of the flow of these things.”
age.”

Lume nodded and looked down, “And what of Jhag Jhiy? He has grown cold and cruel with

“He belongs to the mistress.” Svipul smiled, “She has reached him, when I never could. She is
changing him, slowly. Making him realise that he already belongs to her. I have no want of him. He
betrayed me in a way I can never forgive. Yet, he may be cleansed and grow to love our goddess.”
Lume laid back, his light growing less, allowing the dark to return, “I have missed you, Svipul.
I have never been able to find you, but I did not believe that my murder of you could possibly be
your end. I knew Nyx would claim your soul. I expected to find you in Elysia, but I guess the
fighting spirit can never die.”
Svipul’s black eyes blazed to life in the darkness, making Lume shiver, and she nodded slowly,
“So long as injustice continues to exist, I shall continue to fight it. I will never allow evil to triumph
on this battlefield that is our ’verse.”
“Who can I kill for you, Svipul?”
She shook her head, “Death is inevitable, Lume. There is no need for you to be in this fight.
The mistress will triumph.”
Lume nodded, disappointed.
“If you swear to follow the mistress, to never harm an innocent again. To be a spear that
pierces the dark, to allow the light room to exist. To stand up against the hatred that is pervasive
in humanity. . . She may one day claim your soul.” Svipul reassured the woman who had killed her.
He smiled up at her, “I wish for it, Svipul. Truly.”
She relaxed and lay down on the ground, curling into a ball and tucking her wings over herself.
She knew that Lume would not harm her, now. That he had learned the lesson that Nyx was now
teaching to Jagjit.
Her death had been terrible for the world. Only now was it beginning to learn the error of its
ways. Of the mistakes that were made in her passing.
Jagjit had created the Stormthrone, the Crown of Fangs, and the Celestial Spear to forge the
Zanfirian Empire. He’d only succeeded in uniting the clans, at the time. Uniting them by killing
every single white man, woman and child in the entire nation. Creating the borders of the nation.
He’d made those impossible weapons as a threat towards Nyx. Trying to fulfill his wretched
promises to murder and defile her, in the name of a woman who had willingly become a servant of
that same goddess.
She hated Jagjit, more than anyone else that had ever existed.
When she had threatened to kill him, when Nyx had stopped her, she had never felt more
confident that she was doing the right thing. He was a monster that had to be stopped at all costs.
She would willingly die again to remove his filth from the world.
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Hope
She sighed and let the hunter collapse against the wall of the alley. He drifted to the ground, mouth
frothing, as she bent down and slid her underwear back up. She looked down at him, feeling slightly
guilty.
He was just an idiot drunk who tried to kiss a pretty girl walking through a back alley. An
idiotic mistake that most would have simply knocked back. Except she hadn’t. She’d tasted his soul
before he blacked out.
She frowned, pausing as she tasted the air and turned around slowly. “Wow. That is a very
neat trick. How can you hide like that?”
A man stepped out of the shadow, and turned towards her. She couldn’t see a face. He was
pitch black, head to toe. She could, however, taste his amusement. The hormones were human ones,
but with an acidic edge to them.
She frowned, “Are you human? A mage of some kind, or your reserve of mana wouldn’t be so
ridiculously hard to hide. Also, if you’re expecting me to drop my panties again, you’ll need to drop
the creepy attitude.”
“Celestial.” A voice rumbled, and Hope snapped into a fighting stance as light began to show
through cracks in the darkened skin, “You are not here with Nyx, and are therefore a threat to her,
which I will not allow.”
Luminescence.
The celestial serial killer. A being of unknown species that tracked celestials, and ripped out
the essence of their soul, stealing their power. If they were a millionth as powerful as the hundreds
that they had killed, then they were a direct threat to Hope’s life.
“I’m not celestial.” She said, baring her fangs, and preparing, “I have no fight with you.”
Luminescence obviously didn’t believe her. The light filled the alley as a fist breezed passed her
face. She danced backwards, feeling awkward and off balance as she attempted to dodge the attacks.
She should not have let him finish.
She tossed up a barrier, pausing, “Oh, gross. Can we get a breather? My underwear is gross.”
A bright fist shattered the barrier instantly, and another took a shot to her gut, cracking some
of her outer layer of ribs. She felt the force travel inwards, bruising some of her organs.
Hope clenched her hands, and filled the alley with her own light. Every binding spell she knew,
for binding every kind of soul and flesh that any witch or warlock had ever tried to capture.
The creature in front of her slammed to a stop.
Hope wiped the edge of her mouth, “Seriously. I am trying to be nice here. I’m not a celestial.
I’m Meliae.”
“No nymph has your power.”
Hope rolled her eyes, “Like no human has the power to kill a celestial? Proved them wrong,
didn’t you?”
The creature stopped trying to fight the spells, and looked up at her, the intense light fading
from her face. The face of an extremely beautiful woman, marred by burns that had very nearly
melted her entire face off. She was no longer beautiful to her own kind.
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She stepped in closer, “I was serious. I’m just a Meliae. Well, not really just. My name is Hope.
What’s yours, sweetie?”
The woman shrugged, unable to move. Hope dismissed the bindings, “I don’t need to fight you,
do I?”
“Lume. Luminescence.” The woman said, “I like it more. I don’t normally let people see me. I
hide it.”
Hope smiled, “I understand. I know that you don’t like the way you look.”
“They say. . . Meliae can see you as you see yourself.” Lume said quietly, “Is that true?”
“Yes and no.” Hope replied, holding the woman’s cheek gently, “We see you as you want to be
remembered, and as you are. Not a lot of difference, to me.”
to.”

Lume glared with the one eye that wasn’t trapped by the melted flesh, “I don’t like being lied

Hope kissed her. She could feel the layers of scarred tissue, the broken nerves that could barely
even feel her touch as she ignited something deep inside the human. Her tongue probed, feeling the
tendrils where one part of the woman had joined another, feel the burned out remnants of what
might have been teeth.
She pulled back, taking a deep breath, “Sweetie, I have no reason to lie. You are super scary. I
mean that. You could seriously hurt me if we were to fight. But with the leak in my pants, I don’t
want to risk that. I’d rather you accept me for who I am.”
Lume looked at her carefully, and then touched her face, “No. . . No one has kissed me. Ever.
Even before this.”
Hope flushed red, “Oh crap. Your first kiss was with a Meliae? That’s got to be rough. I’m
sorry.”
Lume laughed, “Because you don’t like me?”
“I do.” Hope shrugged, “I love the sparky attitude you have. The way you took this meek little
thing everyone thinks is a nothing and made it into a divine threat. That’s amazing. . . But yes, I
have a girlfriend.”
Lume glanced over at the still-frothing drunk, “What, she not taking care of you at home?”
“She’s. . . Outside reality. For a while.” Hope sighed, “Not that she actually minds all that
much. She is dating a Meliae. She knows that I come to her for intimacy. And that I’m a bit of a
pantydropper at times.”
Lume smiled at her, “Truly. That is something. . . Strange. Are you dating a god, perchance?
A goddess, I should say.”
“Nope.” Hope smiled, “You knew my name, didn’t you?”
Lume nodded slowly, “Most powerful mage, ever. Or so they say. I’m not entirely sure. I might
be able to equal you. I’m not sure there is a clear difference between us.”
Hope kissed her cheek, slow and gentle, and leaned back, “Not interested in finding out, sorry.”
Lume held up a hook of a hand, and touched her cheek, “Oh. You weren’t misleading me. I
had simply not realised it yet. I am falling for you, aren’t I?”
“No, sweetie.” Hope sighed, “The one who falls. . . Is always the last one to know. So if you’re
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noticing, then it’s probably too late for you.”
Lume shook her head, her face disappearing into darkness, “I regret showing you.”
“I don’t regret it.” Hope replied, “I still think you’re sweet. I think I’d regret it if I let you walk
out of my life altogether. But as mine and Nyx’ are a bit tangled, I guess I might see you again.”
Lume shook her head, “I’d rather you didn’t. I am not comfortable with this grasp you have
on me. I want it to go away.”
“Stop.” Hope instructed, “Tossing off the charm of a Meliae isn’t as easy as all that. You won’t
be able to just get over me. I am very sorry I was your first kiss. But that’s a magic thing. Which
means, you can solve it. I can teach you the spell. Or you can work it out.”
The shadow around Lume’s face faded slowly, “You make up for your mistakes. Don’t you?”
“As much as I can.” Hope sighed, remembering the missing elihar, “Some things can’t be fixed.”
Luma nodded, “I. . . Don’t want the spell. I will consider it.”
Then she was gone.
well.

Hope sighed heavily, realising that there was no possible way that any of this could turn out
“Fuck.”
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Jagjit
He couldn’t sleep. Didn’t sleep. The two in his room did, but he was too terrified to. Shaking
thoughts of waking up to Nyx killing him. Memories of how she’d looked like when she’d touched
her fangs. That ashen face. That wasn’t the woman who smiled as she told the emperor to go fuck
himself.
That was the face of a predator.
Something that was deciding whether it was hungry enough to kill again. Or if the kill would
be exciting enough. It was the face of the woman who had resisted killing him, and wasn’t sure why
she had.
There was no alcohol in the house. There wouldn’t have been if he had found any, but there
hadn’t been. He’d strongly considered the tavern across the way, but leaving and coming back to
Nyx missing was not worth quieting the shakes in his hands.
He wished he knew where Svipul was. She could watch over Nyx, and Herja, and he could
blaze his brains away with the potato harvest. Dull the meories, forget the day. Forget her face
looking at him, with those fangs, angry that he was still breathing.
He breathed out raggedly.
He’d been an idiot. He knew what this was. Addiction. He should be fearing for his life, but he
was craving just one more drink. Just because it was difficult for him to get drunk, did not mean he
was not a drunk.
Things like this could not be overcome by will alone.
It would take time, and effort. . . And an actual desire to even try. He didn’t really have any of
them other than time. So what if he was an addict? He wasn’t exactly living the perfect life.
Everyone had ever cared about was dead. He remembered their faces. The old, the younger.
The ones who died violently, and the ones who died when he could do nothing about it. Disease.
Hunger. He couldn’t even starve to death, beside one of his wives.
Now all he could do was wait for the woman who wanted to be his next, to rip out his throat.
“That’d be wasteful.” Nyx muttered.
He froze, terrified, and Nyx rolled over, opening her eyes, “You know, it is really hard to sleep
in the same room as a panicking man going through withdrawal.”
Jagjit sighed, “And whose fault is that?”
“Come here.”
He winced, “Are you going to kill me?”
“No.” Nyx laughed, “Also, I don’t think I can. But no. I like you. If it weren’t for you. . . I
probably would have lost control.”
He walked over and sat down next to her on the floor. Nyx reached up and yanked him down,
an arm landing in the middle of her chest. He felt his heart accelerate, and she held the hand,
“Quiet. Calm.”
He felt his heartrate slow, and the cravings ease. He looked at her in surprise, “How the. . .
How do you do that? Without magic?”
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Nyx frowned, “It is magic. Magic comes from the gods. . . My magic. . . Is my nature. Death.
It’s peaceful, Jagjit. So I can give you the peace of death. A sleep like death. Those things.”
“That is unbelievably creepy and I am sorry I asked.”
Nyx pouted, “That’s mean.”
He sighed, struggling to feel anything other than a deep peace. She was holding him there, at a
moment where everything in the world felt right. Which was something he had never before felt.
“You own the world, don’t you?” He smiled, “You are a goddess. You know what belongs to
you, always. Even me. I’m yours, eventually, because you say I am.”
Nyx rolled her eyes, “Don’t be mean. I haven’t tried to own you yet. Not really. Your choices
are yours. I’m even giving Herja a shot with you. She will ask you out, in time. Right now, she
hates herself for liking you.”
“I hate myself.” Jagjit said quietly, “I hate everything about me. Did you know that? Fuck. . .
I don’t even know why I’m telling you.”
Nyx laughed, “Side effect. Death’s peace. Makes you want to give up your sins. Sorry. But. . .
Of course I know, Jagjit. I know what your name means. I’m the one who gave it meaning. I am
death on the battlefield. Exclusively the battlefield.”
Jagjit winced, “So you’ve seen me, then. Not this shadow, hiding. . . The real me.”
“Kiss me.”
He looked at her in surprise, “Say what?”
Nyx sighed heavily, exasperated, “You don’t know who I am. You want to know. Want to
know how I feel about the real you. The one you ran away from. The one you indulge when you go
and kill people’s monsters. Kissing me. . . Isn’t like kissing anyone else, Jagjit. I can promise you
that. And though I am totally going to go girly and clingy on you if you kiss me, I will try and
remember that it means nothing to you, because you don’t like me.”
He breathed in, taking a moment. He knew he was tempted. He was tempted to take her for
his own every time he was near her. It was why he ran from her. Tried to drive the wedge deeper.
Showing how much of an asshole he could be. It didn’t work. She wanted him almost as much as he
wanted her.
A kiss of death. That was what she was promising him. It wouldn’t be like anything he had
ever known. She was right about that. It would lay bare the truth of the world. A final clarity.
It might show him what she was trying to tell him. That she didn’t care about everything he
had done. But he cared, and that was enough for him. He hated himself, and nothing was going to
change that.
“I’d rather avoid that.”
Nyx pouted, and Jagjit smiled and kissed her cheek, “Sorry. I don’t want you going clingy on
me. This is enough.”
“It’s not enough.” Nyx said, her brows furrowing, “I don’t get you, Jagjit. I don’t just not hate
you. I became mortal for you. Yet. . . You despise yourself so much. . . You won’t even entertain the
idea that you’re not just a monster, like something on a warrant poster. Something that you would
kill, for a piece of gold.”
“I’m worth more than just a piece.” Jagjit grinned, “I’m worth at least a storm stone.”
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Nyx rolled her eyes, “Don’t do that. We were having a conversation.”
“One I’m not really interested in.” He sighed, “Nyx, just accept it for what it is. The man you
were born for. . . Doesn’t exist. He died a very long time ago. There’s nothing here for you.”
Her knee crushed his pelvis, and Jagjit gasped raggedly, trying to curl into a ball weakly as
Nyx rolled hi over and sat on the broken bones, smiling down at him, “You might hate you, now.
But you have nothing to hate. Not compared to me. I’m not worried about hating what you might
do, Jagjit, because I will do worse. I’m afraid of what you think of me.”
He looked at her, still struggling with the pain, “I. . . Saw the face. It didn’t scare me.”
Nyx shook her head, “Oh honey. So sweet. So innocent. Yeah, I was scared of you seeing that. . .
But that wasn’t anything. That face? Might let me kill a few dozen people. Do you really thing
that’s how I killed a nation? Killed it so quickly the settlers could just move in when they landed?”
Jagjit winced, and then he felt the light being pushed out of the room, as she looked down at
him, “Boy. My fabulous hunter. . . I am death. Death of a warrior. It’s never clean. It is cruel. It is
not. . . Beautiful.”
Nyx’ eyes began to glow, as if particles of light were being pulled into them, out of the air. He
looked at her, a shadow in the dark, and he knew he should be feeling afraid.
Instead, he was reeling. Even the pain hadn’t hit him like what she’d just said. That she
thought that death in battle was never beautiful. That she thought that she was not. . . Beautiful.
He looked up at her, and shook his head, “You don’t really. . . Believe that, do you?”
Nyx shrugged, “Have you ever heard of a mortal falling for death? Falling to death, all the
time. For her? Nah. Your kind. . . They hate me. Run from me. Curse me when I take what is
mine. Even you. I’ve heard my name on your tongue more than a few times when you’ve cursed me
out for taking someone you cared about.”
He coughed weakly, “Uh. . . Yeah. I might have done that. Once or twice. It hurts, when you
lose someone.”
“Once, or twice, every ten years or so for the. . . How old are you now? Two thousand or so?”
Nyx replied angrily.
“It hurts.”
Nyx sighed, “Yeah. I know. Do you think the Valkrjosa are for show? I don’t need warriors to
collect human souls. Your kind is weak. Well, most. Hero was a godsdamn freak. Damning him to
hell was the best decision I ever made.”
Jagjit frowned, “You’ve fought wars, before?”
“More than one or two.” Nyx replied, “Hells. . . I fought in the War of the Cracked, Jagjit. I
was a driving force that shattered the entire ’verse. You think you’ve seen horrors. . . I will never
ever get over what I saw.”
He paused, looking at her face carefully. She was being honest. She was still hurting from
something that she had seen. More than one something. She had seen things that shook her to
her core. Made her doubt her core beliefs. Memories she couldn’t dwell on, or she’d find herself
spiralling over that abyss.
“Then you know why I cursed your name.”
“Not really.” Nyx shook her head, “I’m not the one who killed them. I’m the bloody one giving
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them an afterlife. Making the sacrifice worth it. I give them paradise, instead of allowing eternity to
turn them into nothing. I save their souls from oblivion. You wish for me to burn. Among other
things. Like that time you got drunk after I save Feyra.”
Jagjit flushed, “Oh yeah. That.”
“You threatened to kill me in the worst way you could think of. I believe that eventually you
settled on rape. After a dozen verses of increasingly disgusting ways of killing me.”
He looked away, “I’m sorry.”
He had nothing more he could say. That was the night he had died. He’d been nothing more
than a monster, and so horrified by himself that he gave up on living altogether. Walked into the
wilderness, as far from anyone as he could. Built a house, and started killing the monsters. The
mirrors that showed him who he was.
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Nyx
He knew what he had done. The magnitude of how it had hurt her. Or a piece of it, anyway. That
was the moment he’d come to her attention. When she’d suddenly realised that the very first human
to have ever lived, was still alive.
She’d considered killing him, on that spot. When he swore to defile her corpse. Repeatedly.
Yet, death seemed too merciful for someone who could live forever. So she instead went to some of
the other celestials, and they began to destroy him. Taking the pieces of his life, one by one.
One of those celestials was extremely vindictive. She sought him out every time she had a
moment, to make him pay for what he did. To punish him for who he had become, after she left him.
“Are you going to ask Svi out?”
Jagjit looked back at her, “Where did that come from?”
you.”

Nyx shrugged, “Just thinking. So. Are you going to ask the girl you actually like? I won’t stop

He sighed, “She doesn’t want me to. It doesn’t matter how much I like her. I’m not going to
force my way into her life.”
She glared at him, “Is that supposed to mean something?”
“No.” Jagjit sighed, “You’re a god. Forcing your way into people’s lives is sort of what you do.
Can’t expect a person’s nature to change. If you want to take something from it, take that. I’m not
about to change.”
Nyx leaned down, grinning at him, almost touching him, “Who says I want you to change?
You think I didn’t know you were broken? I watched Svi break you.”
Jagjit pushed her up, “What do you mean by that?”
“It isn’t surprising you’re attracted to her.” Nyx shrugged, “You became a drunk because of
her. Because she hated you. To Svi, what you were. . . Was unacceptable.”
Jagjit shoved her off him, and stood up, “No. You’re side stepping.”
Nyx leaned on the ground, cooling her anger, “Svi tortured you. Took every girl you liked away.
Saved them from experiencing the pathetic monster.”
Jagjit clenched his fists, “And you let her?”
“She had the right.” Nyx replied.
She had more than a right. She had a reason. She’d cared for him once, before her ascension.
She knew how great he could be, and to watch him become as terrible as he had. . . It had hurt
Svipul.
Jagjit sighed, “You’re hiding things.”
“Yes.”
He smiled slowly, “I hate you, sometimes.”
She grinned, standing up and grabbing his waist, leaning in until she was nearly kissing him,
“And other times?”
He pushed her away, “All the time, you drive me nuts. I’m sort of dealing with the emotions of
knowing that Svi has been hurting me. Not in the mood.”
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“She was only giving you what you deserved.” Nyx said, dropping onto the edge of the bed.
She reached down and pulled one of her boots off, and shrugged, “The gods didn’t let her overstep.
We don’t do that.”
Jagjit made a crooked smile, “I guess that’s true. Still not in the mood.”
She tossed her other boot, and rolled her shoulders, standing up. She turned around, “Help a
girl out?”
“Did you not hear me?”
“Shut up.” Nyx said with irritation, “Undo the the dress.”
Jagjit sighed, and unzipped it slowly. She wondered what was going through his mind, as he
expected to see her skin. Her underwear. And instead he saw heavy leather.
She let the dress drop, and Jagjit touched the lace against her back, “This is. . . The same
armour the Valkrjosa wear. Isn’t it?”
“It’s like a corset.” Nyx complained, “Hurry up. I’d like to breathe.”
His fingers fumbled with the leather cord, and Nyx held her chest with a small gasp, “Gods.
That feels better.”
She turned around, and smiled at him, “Close your eyes.”
He almost looked disappointed as he did. She dropped the armour to the floor with a crash,
and unhooked her panties, dropping them to the ground. She thought for a moment, and pushed
the clothing the the side, “You can look, now.”
Jagjit opened his eyes, and froze. She smiled cheekily, and held up the stone hanging around
her neck, “I was given this, a long time ago. By a friend.”
He was not looking at the necklace.
Nyx shrugged, “I know you don’t care. But you do like what you see. If that’s all I can have,
I’ll take it.”
He turned away, with not inconsiderable effort, “Don’t do this. Don’t disrespect yourself like
this.”
“You’re not the first man I’ve laid on a bed.” Nyx snapped, “I am a goddess, Jagjit. Your
petty morality cannot apply to me. Not doesn’t, but cannot. I cannot do wrong. My mistakes are
my own, but what I believe to be right, and what I believe to be wrong, are right and wrong.”
“Is that why you hate yourself?”
She put her arms around him, placing her forehead against his back, “Oh, I don’t hate myself,
Jagjit. I accept what I am. Now. Always. Forever. I also accept that it separates me from everyone
else. My fear of you seeing me isn’t shame. It’s fear that you won’t. . . Stay with me. And I know
you never will.”
He leaned back against her, relaxing slowly, “You won’t regret this choice? It won’t be one of
your mistakes?”
“You’re one my mistakes.” She muttered to herself, and turned him around, “Are you really
going to keep saying no to me? If this is it. If this is your no. . . I’ll give up. I don’t know how else
to get your attention.”
Jagjit laughed, “You’ve had it. Since you gave me your bloody test. I never know what is going
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on in your head, Nyx. I have always paid attention to you. That’s what I don’t like. You don’t have
to take your clothes off for me to fantasise tossing you onto that bed.”
“Then do it.” Nyx snapped.
Jagjit raised an eyebrow, “What about Herja?”
Nyx rolled her eyes and clapped, “There. Now she won’t wake up and see us.”
“Thankyou, but not quite what I meant. Also, did you kill her?”
She was beyond frustrated with him now. Tired of being toyed with. She had been patient,
but he was trying to hurt her feelings. Again. Trying to drag this out, to make her give up.
She smiled at him, and then tossed him onto the bed with a quick flick of her wrist. Jagjit hit
the bed in surprise, and then she landed on him, pressing him down flat.
She undid the top button of his shirt and stopped, “Do you want me, or not?”
Jagjit breathed shallowly for a moment, and Nyx smiled slowly as she felt the movement. “Is
that a yes? Or just a reaction?”
The man swallowed, “There’s an elf hanging from the roof.”
Nyx rolled her eyes, “If someone isn’t trying to assassinate me, then I’m not alive. Ignore him.
Answer the fucking question.”
“I. . . ”
She rolled off him, wrapping her arms around her and pouting. She had been close to losing
control, then. Close to making him hers, one way or another. She snapped her fingers, the pillow
skated off the floor and into her hands.
She tucked it under her head and then ripped the blanket out from under the jerk next her.
She wasn’t going to freeze, just because he was an asshole.
“Is the elf. . . Okay?”
“He’s dead.” Nyx whispered, “Idiot.”
Jagjit sighed, lying down next to her, “I’m the idiot? I was about to screw you. Just concerned
about being interrupted.”
“I’m not in the mood.” Nyx growled, her teeth grinding, “You weren’t.”
“Maybe not.” He sighed, putting an arm around her, “But I wanted to.”
She held his hand, “Well, you can freeze. I’m getting some sleep.”
“Isn’t it nearly morning? The emperor. . . ”
“Shut the fuck up, Jagjit.”
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Oski
The woman snuggled beneath her wing stirred slowly, and Oski tightened her grip, pulling her in
slowly. She smiled as the hair enveloped her face, along with the scent of the human. She did not
know what hold the woman had over her, but it was everything.
If Vashia would demand it, she might even question her loyalty to Nyx. She was dreaming of
impossibilities that she shouldn’t be. The only option was for Vashia to take the offered shard, and
to join her in the other world. . . And yet. . . Oski wanted to stay here. To be where the human was.
To be a part of the human’s life, not all of it.
Vashia reached up, touching her cheek, “Hey there, beautiful.”
“Good morning, human.”
She laughed and rolled over, putting her arms around her neck, “You can be so cute. Especially
when you’re trying to pretend like you aren’t completely wrapped around me.”
Oski curled her wings in tighter, feeling the woman pressed against her, “I don’t believe I made
any such pretence.”
Vashia kissed her, lightly, lingering. Oski felt the light exploding inside her skull at the touch,
and she groaned, her hands reaching around her back, wanting more. Trying to convince the human.
She broke the kiss, and grinned, “Oski. We really should get up. I’m supposed to be a maid for
the Or. And with the emperor here, Lady Nyx -”
“Is perfectly capable of dealing with any known or unknown threat.” She replied, “I was ordered
to date you. To evaluate you for a relationship that will last an eternity.”
Vashia laughed, kissing her nose, “An eternity, huh? Is the sex that good?”
“The personality is more important.” Oski replied, “There are a considerable number of factors
that go into determining whether two individuals might be compatible in the long term. Many do
not apply in the short. It is a topic of some debate amongst celestials and gods. Discussions around
interspecies relationships -”
“Shh.” Vashia said, putting a finger to her lips, “The correct answer, was ‘yes’.”
Oski smiled at her, “It was not unworthy of my attention.”
Vashia’s fingers ran across her breasts, “I told you to say yes.”
Oski smiled slowly, “Intimidation is not your best skill, human.”
She knew what the human was going to do. They had discovered her sensitivities in the night
that had quickly become dawn. That she quite enjoyed the sensation of having her nipples toyed
with. The pain leading to pleasure.
Vashia, it seemed, quite enjoyed games. Especially when it was inevitable that she would win.
Oski let her win, surrendering after a tantalising moment. The human kissed her, deeply. She kissed
her back as the light flooded her senses.
The human broke the kiss again, a habit that Oski was determined to remove from the woman
if they were to have a long-term relationship. Vashia slid out of her grasp, and looked around, and
then picked up her bra off the floor, holding it up and groaning, “Did you have to cut my clothes off
me?”
“It was not particularly necessary.” Oski nodded, “However, you seemed reluctant to remove it
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in an expedient manner.”
“Waiting is half the fun.” Vashia grinned at her, and then sighed, “But I am not going to work
without a bra.”
“You could return to my embrace.”
Vashia rolled her eyes, “Okay, I know I put you in heat, but we still have responsibilities. And
the emperor. You know, the guy intent on a world wide war? On conquering everything? He’s in
our backyard.”
“I do find myself concerned for your personal safety.” Oski replied, and lay back on the bed, her
wings curling into the familiar metallic armour across her back and sides. “However, it is interesting
to watch you.”
“Do you have a spare bra? Or a way to get one?” Vashia said, a hint of irritation in her voice,
and Oski rolled her eyes, “It is repaired.”
The woman smiled and began to slip it on, “You want to buckle me up?”
“I would prefer to stand witness.”
Vashia laughed, and then held up half her panties, “And what about these?”
“It would be interesting to experience a lack, thereof.” Oski frowned, “It would provide a more
effecient means of engaging, without being easily noticed. I believe you would enjoy the experience.”
Vashia went bright red, “I am not going Praetorian for you. Far out. One night and you think
you own me.”
“My apologies.” Oski replied, “My sexual drive is fully engaged. As such, I may say or do
things unbecoming of my station, at times.”
“What times would those be? So I can make an appointment.” Vashia grinned. Oski slid off
the bed, smiling at her and cupping one of her cheeks, “All times.”
She leaned forward, and felt disappointment as the human turned away from the kiss to pick up
yet another piece of clothing. Vashia had greater self-will. Oski was already feeling the beginnings
of anxiety, of the desperation that came during this part of her cycle. She wished to lacerate
the clothing entirely, to reclaim what now lay within them. Yet, she knew her partner would not
appreciate it in this moment.
She was also aware that the woman would wish to be informed about what Oski could see, and
she could not. She hesitated, not only due to the privacy or the awkwardness, but also out of a
selfish understanding that it would likely impact Vashia’s sexual proclivities.
However, she also knew that time was of the essence, and that the changes would begin to
become noticeable sooner, rather than later. At which point preparing Vashia for them would result
in arguments.
She shrugged into her cuirass, and sat on the bed as she began lacing it up behind her, “I owe
you an explanation.”
Vashia raised an eyebrow, “Not like I don’t want to kiss you, either. We just have things we
need to do. I am entirely planning on claiming you for a day or three so I can totally fuck your
brains out.”
“Not of that.” Oski said quietly, now feeling even more trepidation.
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Vashia paused, kneeling in front of her, her dress still undone, “What is it? Last time you
hesitated like this, you kissed me.”
“I can see your aura.” Oski winced, “It is. . . Like Herja’s.”
Vashia blinked, “Huh? Oh. Wait. You said Herja might be. . . P. . . Am I. . . ?”
“I believe so.”
Vashia looked down, “I. . . I don’t want to be. . . I don’t want to have his kid. . . I can’t. . . ”
“No, human.” Oski said firmly, trying to get ahead of the panic and trauma, “You were not,
before last night. You are not carrying an embryo that has been fertilised by a human. The fetus is
celestial in nature.”
Vashia breathed a heavy sigh of relief and then looked up, “Wait. What? Wouldn’t you be the
one to get pregnant? I mean. . . I’m human. And a girl. So doesn’t that need. . . Stuff?”
“I, however, am celestial.” Oski replied, “As such, the barriers of what is possible or impossible
are. . . Weaker. However, it might be appropriate to ignore that which we have no explanation for,
and accept this current reality, considering the importance such an event has.”
“You talk even more formal when you’re feeling scared.”
Oski smiled at her, “I am not afraid. Not if you are accepting of this.”
“You. . . ” Vashia looked up, meeting her eyes, “Want me to have your child?”
Oski slid off the bed, kneeling, “I am. . . Jealous. I had wished that I could have yours. It
would be unkind of me to continue that desire, if we are to remain sexually active. It would not do
for us both to experience the upsetting changes of preganancy at the same time.”
Vashia put a hand to her mouth, “Oh gods. You said Herja was only going to be pregnant for
weeks. Um. . . It’d be normal. . . In humans. . . Ten months.”
Oski kissed her cheek.
Vashia cringed, “Crap. So, it is going to be a lot of changes in a really short time, then?”
“Morning sickness is imminent.” Oski said quietly, and pointed to a nearby metal container,
filled with ash. The moment she had said it, Vashia went extremely pale, and dove towards the
canister.
Oski moved over, and pulled her hair behind her, stroking it and detangling it gently. Whilst
Vashia was occupied, she allowed herself the luxury of picturing the two of them together. Of the
fantasy of raising a child with her.
Yet, it was merely fantasy. No human could survive a celestial tantrum. The child could only
be raised by her own kind, whoever they might be. It was possible, but unlikely, that the child
would be a Valkrjosa. It was more likely they would be another kind of death spirit.
In fact, the only reason that Vashia had survived this far into the pregnancy was that she was
not entirely human. That she had a distant ancestor who had been born to a different people.
Oski kissed her neck gently, and Vashia gasped, “Eugh. What the fuck did I let you do to me?”
“A moment.” Oski replied, and then smiled as the foot appeared on the woman’s belly, causing
her to gasp and stare down, “The fuck was that!?”
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Svipul
She stood up quickly, bowing, “My lady.”
Nyx nodded quietly, looking at the city through a crack in the attic roof. The goddess seemed
thoughtful. As if her world had fallen apart, and she wasn’t quite sure what the best thing to do
might be.
Svi glanced over at the prone form of Lume, and wondered if the mistress had guaranteed that
he wouldn’t wake up. He didn’t seem particularly damaged, but the mistress didn’t need to bring
harm to ensure that.
“I need you, today.”
Svipul smiled, brushing her hair, “I am always there for you, my mistress. I serve you. Always.”
Nyx smiled, but only for a moment. The goddess sighed, leaning her head against the roof,
and Svi saw tears beginning to run down the mistress’ face. She didn’t approach. She knew that
wasn’t what the woman would want right at this moment.
“Herja is pregnant.”
Svipul nodded carefully, “I thought it possible.”
“She was also injured badly, last night.” Nyx winced, “I had to rewrite her matrix. She might
lose the kid. In which case, we lose her.”
Svi clenched her fists, “Someone dared to attack?”
“The Guild. Lead by Wrath.” Nyx shook her head, “I taught him a lesson. He won’t be coming
back. I had to fetch the Envy to escort him out safely. But Herja is delicate. I’ve sent her back to
Volkol.”
Svi breathed in. One or both of them had to be on the verge of death. Otherwise the mistress
would never have allowed Herja to leave her side. Nyx would want to be with her, whilst she
recovered. Thanks to her mortality, Nyx could not currently go home.
Nyx sighed, and clenched her fists, “Herja isn’t the only one. Vashia is also pregnant. Which
means she’s going to need your, and my, utmost attention. The fact she’s survived long enough to
even begin gestation is a shock.”
“A celestial.” Svi whispered, “Born of a mortal? Is it even possible?”
Nyx shrugged, “Hells if I know. I guess Shannon managed to beat the living daylights out of
Kru. Anything might be possible.”
“Shannon was the chosen champion of Sarin. The appointed High Priestess.” Svi said carefully,
“Is Vashia at the attention of any of the others?”
Nyx laughed, “If she wasn’t, she is now. I bet Daitis and the other Fates are debating whether
or not to let her or the child live. Feral mongrels.”
“You wish me to protect Vashia. At what cost?”
“Everything.” Nyx said slowly, “I want your everything, Svi.”
The warrior smiled broadly, “Then I guess, I better get to work.”
Nyx turned around suddenly, looking at her fiercely, “Does he know who you are, yet? Had the
idiot managed to work it out?”
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Svipul shrugged, “No idea. Sometimes, it feels like he might have. When he looks at me, as he
used to, then. At other times, I think he sees me only as a warrior of your servants. He is attracted
to those who can fight for themselves.”
Nyx shook her head, “I give up on him, Svi. He doesn’t want me. He is. . . Attracted. But he
doesn’t actually want me. The idea of me is more attractive to him than actual me. So I give up.”
Svi lowered her head, “I’m sorry.”
“No, you’re not.” Nyx laughed, “You were horrified that I like him. Also, if I may, a bit jealous.
Hate and love. . . They’re not as far apart as you might think. Two sides of the same coin. The
balance can be tipped.”
Svi nodded, and then shook her head, “As much as I respect you, mistress, on this we must
disagree. I cannot but hate that man. I cannot forgive him for what he did to the memory of the
one called Feyra.”
Nyx smiled grimly, “True. I would never expect you to.”
“Is that why you gave me a new name, when I ascended?” Svi asked, a question she had
wondered about now and then. The answer was unimportant, but it would make sense. Show the
insight of the goddess.
“Yes and no.” Nyx shrugged, “Partly. Also because I wanted you to understand that the life I
was giving you was not the one you had. That you would change. Feyra was human. Svipul is a
Valkrjosa. Different biology, different thoughts. A new mind, without any habits formed.”
Svi bowed her head, accepting the answer without question. As she had believed, it made sense.
The insight of the goddess was something she had learned to rely on. When it came to the world,
she had no reason to question the guidance of Nyx.
Unlike the other Valkrjosa who were born to obey Nyx, Svipul had seen firsthand that the
goddess was always right. That the only times she made mistakes, and doubted herself, were when
battles truly could not be won.
Nyx smiled tightly, “I promised the idiots last night, that whoever was the first to attack me
would be expelled to the Void. So the Guild co-opted all the assassins and attacked at once. Any
ideas?”
Svi shook her head, “Politics is one subject for which I am ill-equipped to understand, goddess.
I defer to your judgement, as I believe I could only make it much worse.”
“The situation is tense.” Nyx nodded, “I guess I should make it worse. Afterall, Jagjit was only
a distraction. I am no longer distracted.”
Svi frowned. She knew that he had been more than distraction. He had been the core reason
for the incarnation of the Lady Nyxae. However, she had suspected that the goddess was interested
in doing something more than just the hunter. Or she would not have gone to the effort of being
born as the Heir to the Zanfirian Empire.
Nyx grinned, “Wrath, to rule, needs the Crown of Fangs, which he can probably get if he
defeats Akheron. It’ll take either convincing the other Sins, or killing them. He also needs the two
other items that Jagjit forged when he made Zanfir.”
Svipul shook her head, “No. I do not like this.”
“Sorry.” Nyx smiled, “I’m in your old life. We know where the Stormthrone is. It isn’t going
anywhere, and currently I’m linked to it. My power is channelled through it. I could cut Zanfir
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off by disconnecting, but then my connection to my own divinity might vanish and leave me truly
mortal. Human.”
Svipul sighed, “The Celestial Spear.”
Nyx nodded to the figure lying on the ground, “Here it is. The Spear.”
Svipul raised an eyebrow, “I did not believe the Spear to be a living essence. Has it gained
sentience?”
“The Spear was the first celestial spirit that Luminesence absorbed.” Nyx said quietly, “She
stole it, after Jagjit was such a great emperor that he was blackout drunk in his room every day.
Right before they cut off his head and put it on a pike. Right before he massacred the whole town,
covering up the theft.”
Svipul drew her spear, pointing the blade at the prone form, “Should I attempt to extract the
essence?”
“No.” Nyx shook her head, “I actually wasn’t expecting Oski to summon him. Not yet, anyway.
My intention is to seize the throne, first. Which will aggravate the others, so I need something to
convince Kru not to kill me.”
Svipul frowned, “And what could we offer the goddess of chaos?”
“Chaos.” Nyx nodded, “That’s what we have to offer her. . . I need to. . . Make a deal with the
Hunters’ Guild. We’re going to war, Svi. A world at war. We will hurt a lot of people.”
Svi smiled and stepped towards her, holding her hand, “I am your servant. I trust you, Nyx.
You will lead us towards the light, even through the dark. If we must blot out the stars, before we
learn to become them, then I am still with you.”
Nyx sighed, “Nice to know one of us still believes in me.”
“What shall I do?”
Nyx turned, “It’s almost midday. My mortal father is probably hopping mad by now. . . Though
I hope Serj served him breakfast, at least. . . Gather everyone in the hall. Jagjit included. Everyone
who might be a threat to me. I have an announcement to make.”
Svi bowed, “As you wish.”
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Hope
“What are you wearing?” Kao asked, “Or rather, not wearing?”
flat.”

Hope twirled, and sighed, “I never thought being this naked would manage to make me look

“You do not look flat.” Kao stated, more than a touch of jealousy in her voice. Which was odd,
for a shape-shifting goddess who could look however she wanted. But not that unusual for another
girl.
She sighed, “I’m going to try and sneak in on the emperor, whilst Nyx and the others are busy.
Break the little Storm Stones of his little freaks, so that can’t interfere anymore.”
Kao frowned, “And this outfit lets you blend in?”
“It’s what he makes all the slaves wear.” Hope said with distaste. “I don’t know why. It isn’t
flattering, so it isn’t showing off his assets. It isn’t comfortable. And it would make sex risk mild
injury for both. Completely impractical.”
Kao shrugged, “Maybe he likes damaging the goods.”
Hope held up one of the chains, “This can only hurt his parts. Not mine. Never met a guy
interested in accidentally neutering himself. Well, I did, but he needed some serious help.”
Kao stood up, walking over, “So. . . Did you find what you were looking for, earlier?”
“Luminescence.” Hope shivered, “She’s a girl. A human girl. Extremely beautiful.”
Kao nodded slowly, “Oh. She let you see her, then?”
Hope laughed, “Why am I not surprised that you know who she is? Goddess of chaos. Who
managed to hide her supposed-to-be-dead girl from most everyone.”
Kao shrugged, “That was easy. No one wanted to acknowledge she was still alive. Finding out
who Lume was? That was hard. She never shows herself to anyone. So I had to find her before she
was who she was. That was. . . Not fun.”
Hope smiled, the sunlight catching her fang’s diamond, “You asked Alfar, didn’t you?”
Kao pouted, “Fine. Yes. I had to go and ask Alfar.”
Hope sighed, “She really is a kind hearted soul. Broken. But kind. I think. . . She’s moved
passed her anger at the gods. Trying to make up for mistakes.”
“She was a slave.” Kao said quietly, “She was forced to kill Feyra.”
you.”

Hope winced, “That explains a lot. But. . . I don’t think I want to know her story. Not from
“You screwed up, didn’t you?”
Hope glared, “Yes, honey. I screwed up. Apparently I was her very first kiss.”

Kao made a surprised face, which was adorable on a tiny ball of clear liquid. Hope sighed and
crouched in front of the goddess, “Stop it. I am not going to sleep with you.”
Kao kissed her nose, making sure to leave behind a mess of dripping liquid.
Hope stood up and brushed her face off, “Gross. Oh well, time to go and sabotage the emperor
of half the world!”
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She snapped out of there before Kao could put any more pressure on her. Not that she needed
much these days. She was giving serious thought to the concern that her new appetite would never
fade.
She kissed the surprised serving girl, completely blanking her mind and memory as she snatched
the tray of food from her. Hope laughed to herself as she moved out into the hall, and humour
vanished from her face.
There he was, waiting impatiently, with two naked girls beside him. The women were singularly
unimpressive. Mostly because of the death in both their auras. And the slightest edge of the Fel to
their mana. They had been pushing too hard, for too long. Their magic was beginning to rebound,
corrupting itself and their souls.
From what she could tell, they knew, and they didn’t care. Which was one of the more
disturbing things she had ever known.
She laid the tray nearby, and began placing the items in front of the emperor, as quietly and
meekly as possible. He wasn’t going to notice her, unless she was worth noticing.
Most of her concentration was on the two elfin women pretending they knew what it was like
to be a nymph. Which they didn’t, or their touch wouldn’t be so easily ignored.
Whilst they fawned over the man who was clearly used to it, she reached passed all their
riduclous trap spells and touched the sources of their magic.
She didn’t drain the gemstones, that would be too easily noticed. Instead she scanned the
structure, and put the lightest pressure on the inner crystals.
The Storm Stones would continue to function fine, until the elfin pushed them to tgeir limits,
something they clearly did regularly. When that happened, the Stones would rebound and burn the
elfin out altogether.
It was cruel, taking someone else’s magic, taking a piece of who they were. She didn’t want to
do it, but they were a threat to Oski, and after what had happened to Herja. . . She wasn’t feeling
merciful.
The women worked for the Guild. They might be pampered elites for now, but they should have
understood the risks before going up against any enemy of the emperor, let alone his god-blessed
daughter and her celestial bodyguards. If they hadn’t. . . Their naievety wasn’t her problem.
It might have been different if they were actual slaves. But they weren’t. Just fools trying to
emulate her kind without understanding that on this field of players, they weren’t even pawns.
The man caught her wrist as she turned away, “Dance.”
Hope buried her irritation at him. He wanted a dance from his plaything? She’d make him
forget all about her. Make him question himself and his own resolve. Make him hate himself.
She stood up slowly on the table, making sure to flash herself at the man, and then elegantly
stretched upwards, trying to show off some of the curves that the ridiculous outfit tried to distract
everyone from.
She shrugged, and yawned, “You should all have got a decent dose of my musk by now, right?”
The three nodded idly and she smiled, “Oh good. First. . . ”
She shook the chains, watching the stoned eyes following them up and down, “This is the most
useless, most unsexy thing you could possibly get anyone to wear. It is not even pretend sexy.”
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The emperor nodded, completely off his rocker.
Hope grinned, “Secondly, you three are now going to have an orgy. All those rules about only
pretending to touch each other, they go out the window now. You really, desperately, want to play
with each other. Screw the Guild’s rules.”
Drool fell from the emperor’s mouth, and Hope shivered, “Finally, the girls are in control of
this fun. Enjoy.”
She snapped out of there, leaving an empty set of chains to fall to the table. She landed in
her abandoned shack, rubbing her crotch, “Five minutes, and I already have a rash. That is crazy
uncomfortable.”
Kao bit her neck softly, “I do prefer you like this.”
“Stop it.” Hope complained, feeling her will wavering, knowing that a goddess might actually
be able to last long enough to satisfy her growing desires. They were actually growing, and not
receding at all.
She clenched her fists, and felt Kao drifting over the top of her, surrounding her. The goddess
was across both her legs, and in-between them. Hope clenched her teeth, “Damn it, Kao. Don’t do
this. Wintry. . . ”
“Doesn’t want me anymore.” Kao whispered, kissing up to her ear as Hope felt herself beginning
to run down her leg. Her knees were beginning to shake. She couldn’t hold out much longer. She
wanted this.
“Kao!”
The goddess body swarmed as she spun around on the spot, “Wintry.”
Hope collapsed to the ground, unable to hold herself upright, and breathed heavily. The first
voice had been full of anger, but not disgust. The second was full of hatred.
Hope smiled weakly, “Kao. . . She doesn’t hate you. She doesn’t want. . . To get rid of you.
You’re just freaking stupid.”
Kao popped into a tiny blob, and Wintry glared down at her wife, “No. Being cute does not
forgive that you were about to cheat on me. With someone saying no, of all things.”
The protoanimarum walked over to her, and kissed Hope’s cheek, “Thank you. For not sleeping
with her.”
Hope winced, fighting the urge to grab her head and make out with her. She smiled, “You’re
my friend, Wintry. You have a stupid, but cute wife. She. . . Needs some encouragement. Every
now and then.”
Wintry patted her head and stood up, and then picked up the blob, “You and I are not going
to have a long talk. That doesn’t seem to work. Are you really so horny you feel the need to jump
my friends?”
“Not. . . Entirely.”
Wintry laughed, “Oh. You’re stupid. You thought I was pushing you away, ordering you out of
the Palace?”
“Sort of.” Kao replied, “So. . . I thought the birth would distract me. But Hope turned up
and. . . You feel it, right?”
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“She is the horniest girl in the town apart from Nyx.” Wintry laughed, and turned to her, “I’m
sorry, Hope.”
She just smiled, “I slept for a hundred years. I think I broke my cycle. Tell Kao what you were
planning. If it isn’t too private.”
Wintry kissed the blob, “Remember my bathhouse? I got it back for a night. And I was going
to take you there, tonight.”
Kao made a pathetic blubbery noise as she burst into tears.
Hope smiled up at the both of them, “You should still go. There might be more talk. . . But
you’ll enjoy it.”
Wintry grinned at her, “We’re completely soaked in your musk, aren’t we? We’re going to
screw each other’s brains out the moment you stop holding us back.”
Hope smiled sheepishly, “Pretty much.”
The woman’s ears perked up atop her head, and she looked down at her wife, “Good. Thanks,
Hope.”
Then they stepped through a shimmer in the air.
And Hope was left, alone, feeling slightly violated, and even more crazy than before. Goddess
of chaos.
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Jagjit
“Up. Mortal.”
He winced at the tongue of fire that laced his cheek, and leaned away from the sharp sword
pressing into it. The blade pushed against him stronger, and he winced, “I will, if you stop stabbing
me.”
The sword moved, and he sighed, rubbing his eyes, “What time is it?”
“Midday.”
He sat up tiredly, glancing with disappointment at the empty blanket lying beside him, and
then looked up to see which Valkrjosa had been sent to drag him out of bed and back into the
hellfire that was now his life.
Svipul looked down at him, her black eyes as impenetrable and fierce as ever. All the same, he
couldn’t help but smile. She immediately turned away from him, “Come, hunter. The mistress is
gathering her enemies in the hall.”
“Am I an enemy?” Jagjit asked carefully, slipping on his boots, and doing up the one button
on his shirt that Nyx had undone. He had made a mistake, hesitating. Only a madman refused a
goddess like that.
“I would not presume to know the mind of the mistress.”
Jagjit glanced over at her, “Fair enough. But what about you? Am I your enemy?”
The woman seemed surprised by the question, hesitating, and then she glared at him, sheathing
her sword loudly. “You are mortal. You are beneath me.”
“That wasn’t a no.” Jagjit frowned, stepping into his boots, “Right. I’m ready. Shall we go see
if Nyx is planning on executing me?”
Svi fell into step beside him, “I am curious as to why you thought asking my opinion might
reveal that of the mistress. I am not a reflection of her, I am merely a servant.”
“I wasn’t asking to try and work out Nyx.” Jagjit laughed, “That’s a fool’s errand. Something
Nyx said last night. About you torturing me. Taking away anyone I cared about. Saving them from
me.”
“No enemy would spend considerable time on an endeavour such as that.” Svi replied stiffly.
Jagjit froze, standing in the street, as the woman in front of him turned, her hair trailing out
behind her in the wind. It was her. The hair and eyes were black, her skin was pale, but it was her.
“What?”
Svi blinked at his expression, “The mistress is waiting. Why do you hesitate, human? Your
presence has been requested.”
“Shut up for three seconds, Feyra!” He shouted, staring at her, trying to breathe but feeling
like he wasn’t able to. Like he was about to pass out and hit the ground. He leaned on his knees,
slowing his breathing, controlling it deliberately.
Svi walked over to him, “I fought in the War of the Cracked, Jagjit. Would this woman you
seem to have mistaken me with been able to do so?”
“If. . . ” Jagjit breathed out raggedly, “She ascended and became a celestial, then time would
no longer have mattered. Trei fought in the War of the Cracked. Ended it. It was before he was
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born, before he ascended.”
Svi glared down at him, “An interesting proposition. We are late.”
He caught her wrist, and she sent him flying, rolling across the dirt and mud with a crash that
shattered his ribs. He glared up at her, “You’re not going to ignoreme, Svipul. You will tell me.”
The Valkrjosa drew her sword, “You will enter the hall, and hear what it is the mistress has to
say. You will delay no further.”
Jagjit pushed himself upright, and went to draw his sword, as he did, she slammed into him,
her sword slicing the belt apart, and knocking his scabbard out of reach. He’d expected it, grabbing
her cuirass and trying to headbutt her.
He might have old and ancient bones that had hardened over a miserably long lifetime. He did
not have bones that were stronger than a celestial. He fell to the ground, seeing stars.
Her sword touched the edge of his neck, “Are you done with this pathetic display, human?”
“No.” Jagjit dragged himself upright, and swung his fist as hard as he could. She allowed it to
hit her in the center of her gut, allowing him to break every bone in his hand.
“You are brash, and rude, and self-destructive.” Svi summed him up, “You do not posess the
traits that would make you worthy of coming before the mistress. Yet, she has chosen to dote upon
you. You will show her the respect she is due.”
Svipul sheathed her sword, “You are unworthy of my time.”
Jagjit smiled softly, “Is that why you didn’t draw your spear against me, Svi?”
“A sword is a toy.” The Valkrjosa repeated, as she had all those years ago, “A spear is a weapon.
A spear frees lives of their miserable existence. A sword brings harm to those that wield it.”
“Feyra.” Jagjit confirm to himself, “It really is you. Why won’t you admit it? You’re here. In
front of me. I lost everything, when I lost you!”
“Yes.” Svi nodded, “When you lost that woman, you did lose everything. You lost self respect.
You lost discipline. You lost control. You became nothing but a rabid dog. It would have been
kindness to kill you. A kindness I was denied, because of the hatred the mistress had for you. A
hatred that has softened in her, but not in her servants.”
Jagjit spread his hands, “Then you might as well kill me. I can’t stop you. But I can stop you
making me go into that hall.”
He gasped suddenly as he found himself on the ground, a glittering black staff extending above
him. He could feel the tip of the spear, pressing down painfully in his chest. Feel the blade cracking
as it tried to pierce his heart.
Svi glared down at him, “Give up, mortal. Just take the mercy that death offers you.”
“Gladly.” He winced. “If all I have left is an eternity where you hate me, then kill me. Please.
I don’t want that life.”
The spear withdrew, and Svi glared down at him, “Then why should I spare you? You must
suffer for your crimes.”
“I have!” Jagjit snapped, launching upright and snatching the spear out of her hand. “I have
suffered for two thousand years, Feyra! I see your face, every night. Every night. The only night I
have not relived your death, was the night that Nyx gave me free of dreams. You’ve killed everyone
I cared about, since. How have I not suffered, Feyra?”
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“You perverted my cause. Abused my body.” The Valkrjosa growled, glaring at him, “How
have you been punished enough for that?”
“What?” Jagjit laughed, “The Stormthrone? I didn’t make that.”
Svi hesitated, “The mistress believes you did.”
“I didn’t make it, Svi!” Jagjit yelled, “I was lying in a ditch, my head still cut off. Your death
didn’t stop them attacking. It was the most I could do to save the mage you freed. They stole your
corpse.”
“The Clan of Ghjems took my body?” Svipul said slowly, “Then how did you come to rule?”
“I took the kingdom from those who attacked us. Who perverted you.” Jagjit said fiercely, “I
conquered Zanfir, for you! Not for me, or for my anger or for anything like that. I conquered it for
you, before I gave up on watching people make the same mistakes, time and time and time again.
Every time I stamped out slavery, they invented new ways to have slaves.”
Svipul drew her sword, leveling it at his throat, “Which of the Clan created the Stormthrone,
Jhiy?”
He knocked the blade away with the spear, pointing it at her heart, “None. Ghjems swore an
oath of loyalty to a Fae. I never saw him. If I had, he would be dead.”
The spear in his hand whirled, defending easily against her attacks, keeping her at a distance.
Svi paused, a scratch on her cheek beginning to blade, “Give me something, Jhiy!”
“Pink wings.” He shrugged, “Not something I’ve ever seen on any Fae.”
She sheathed her sword and spat on the ground, “I have. It would make sense. He would do
that. From the shadows. Even the gods cannot always see what he does.”
Jagjit glared at her, “Give me a name, and I will kill him, and then you can kill me.”
“That’s why you gave up.” She shook her head, “Because my dream was done, and you couldn’t
avenge me, no matter how much you tried. You idiot.”
Jagjit smiled, “I know. I’m always the idiot.”
“I know his name, but cannot say it.” Svipul held out her hand for the spear, her sword
sheathed. Jagjit passed it to her, preparing for her to stab him again. She smiled at him, her black
eyes as fierce as they were in her last life, “He is known as the Lust, of a group of powerful mages
that call themselves the Sins. They were created to fight something as powerful as a god. Tyr.
However, their purpose was corrupted. Their leader now seeks the Crown of Fangs.”
Jagjit froze, terrified, “They created it. The Sins created all the artefacts to make the Hellbound
Prophecy come true. . . Then why do they need to find them?”
“The Stormthrone is now linked with Nyx.” Svipul smiled, shaking her head, “The Crown was
hidden by Trei, and is protected by a human, called Phee. The Spear was the first celestial absorbed
by Luminescenece.”
Jagjit laughed softly, “For not interfering, the gods have done well at making sure the Sins
can’t get at the things they want.”
Svi turned to him, “You may hate them, Jhiy, but they always have our backs. I am the willing
servant of the mistress. I gave my everything to her. So now, you will do as she instructed.”
He sighed, “Not for her. But for you, Svipul. I will obey.”
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She tossed her hair, turning away from him.
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Nyx
The hall was too small for something like this. Every threat to her was a number of nobles that
hadn’t even been invited into to the dinner the other night by the emperor. He always travelled
with so many people, just hanging out to get his attention, but never succeeding.
Nyx smiled at her father, standing near her, “Father, you came to ensure that I would not take
the throne. That your son would be the next emperor of Zanfir.”
The man frowned, “What are you doing, daughter?”
“What must be done.” She snapped, “You and the Guild bring us to the brink of war, and yet
you have no idea how to even fight one! You threaten me, and send assassins to kill me. How many
of those idiots made it back to you?”
The emperor just glared at her, fuming.
Nyx smiled softly, “Tell me this, father. Who killed your assassins? My guards who you
prepared them to fight, or me?”
The man looked at her in surprise, “You? How would a pampered girl who had never picked
up a blade five years ago, be able to possibly defeat anyone?”
Nyx shrugged, “I know, right? It’s insane. So insane that I guess. . . I challenge you. Under
the Clan rules.”
The room went silent, everyone holding their breath.
Nyx raised an eyebrow, and the emperor glared, “I will give you one chance to rescind that
offer.”
“Fuck. Off.” Nyx replied testily.
The emperor shrugged his clothes backwards, his half-naked slaves grabbing the cape and shirt,
revealing the rugged and scarred chest of the brigand. He drew his sword and pointed it towards her.
it?”

Nyx nodded towards the doors, “It wouldn’t do for us to hurt some of these nobles, now would

The Emperor sighed, and sheathed his sword, and turned and moved towards the exit, causing
people to scatter out of his way. He was angry, and justly so. His daughter had just threatened to
kill him.
It hadn’t been much of a childhood. She’d never really known him. She was raised by tutors
and slaves. She had rarely met the man who had executed her mother for giving birth to her.
As she stepped through the doorway, she landed in a place made of a brilliant white light. She
sighed and blew a strand of her hair, “Trei.”
“You said that wouldn’t interfere.”
She laughed and turned to him, “Yeah, I guess I did. But I’m mortal, so I guess. . . Fuck you?”
Trei’s black eyes bored into her, “This will not end well for you, Nyx.”
“No, it won’t.” She smiled, “And I don’t care. I will do what it takes to protect the people that
I love. Whatever it takes.”
She stumbled as she appeared midstep, the light blinding her. She stepped out into the dirt,
circling to face her father. He drew his sword and frowned, “You need a weapon. This must be an
even fight. The victor takes the empire.”
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“If I picked up a weapon, this would not be an even fight.” Nyx replied, feeling her fangs
descending. “I was born of the goddess, Nyx, father. You killed my mother. I will never forgive you
for that.”
He moved towards her, silently, in a practiced fashion. His swordsmanship was excellent. His
form, perfect. She looked up at the blade moving through the air so slowly, waiting for it.
The blade connected with her forehead with a crash, and the blade shattered to pieces. She
could feel where it had struck her, feel the tiny cut it had made beginning to bleed.
She looked at the surprised emperor who had danced back into a defensive stance, holding the
remnants of his blade like a dagger. She smiled at him, bending down and picking up one of the
shards of the sword, “You could beg for mercy, you know. Ask forgiveness for murdering the woman
who gave birth to me. Say sorry for trying to kill your own daughter. For treating her like a tool to
achieve power.”
He smiled at her, “I thought I raised you better than that. Mercy is for the weak.”
“Mercy is what most deserve, father.” Nyx replied, “Mercy is what the goddess Nyx, is. She
ferries the heroes that die in battle to Elysia. To paradise. Men and women and children who have
distinguished themselves in the fight for justice, and for freedom, and for life itself. The will to live,
is everything. Mercy is true kindness, father.”
He laughed, and ran at her, the blade angling up to pierce between her ribs and into her heart.
She turned aside, letting him move passed her, before planting a foot in his back. The emperor
ploughed into the dirt.
When he stood up, he looked much like Jagjit and Svi had when they had entered the hall.
She was glad that they had fought. That they were finally beginning to move beyond the hatred
and love that they had for one another. That they had found solace in acceptance.
She was less glad to hear that Amayo had been the one to craft the Stormthrone, but it made
sense.
The emperor smiled at her, “So you are vulnerable, daughter of mine.”
“I’m mortal.” She shrugged, “I’m human. I’m just better than you. I’m toying with you. You
live, because I want to watch you get desperate. I want you to know that I am the one who killed
you. The daughter that you never loved.”
The emperor shrugged, “So what? I rule this world. I will rule it all. I don’t have time for a
daughter who can never inherit my throne.”
“Kneel!” She shouted, her voice striking not just the emperor, but everyone in the area. Every
noble found themselves bowing to her, and she glared, “I haven’t inherited your throne, father,
because it is not yours. I am the rightful ruler of Zanfir. I am the Heir of Zar’r! Anywhere in our
borders, my voice is law. Kill me, if you can, but the empire will never allow it. The world itself
fights you, father.”
“Witch!” He snapped, staggering upright to attack her as she released him. The crowd, however,
watched on their knees.
Nyx caught the end of his broken blade and ripped it from his hand, tossing it aside. He
grabbed her shoulders and tried to headbutt her. It went about as well as could be expected.
She picked him up by one hand, glaring at him, and then she delicately pushed his head to
the side, and her fangs sank into his neck. Nyx felt the power flow through her as his blood spilled
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down her throat.
Wrath had tried poisoning her food to weaken her. From the fire in her throat, her father had
tried the same. Poisoning himself the moment he realised that she would bite him to end him.
She dropped his corpse to the ground, taking the kerchief offered by Serj and wiped her mouth.
She dropped it over her father’s face and turned to face the nobles, and smiled, “You have born
witness. I am your Empress.”
Jagjit stood up, “Long live Empress Nyxae! Love live the empire!”
The nobles echoed his call, as she stood over them, green eyes blazing with hunger and fury.
She turned to Serj and smiled, “Make preperations for us to join the caravan, to escort the emperor’s
body back to Jian.”
He nodded and return to the hall.
Svipul walked up to her and bowed, “Empress.”
Nyx smiled and put an arm around her, “Valkrjosa. I told you I was going to shake things up.
How did I do?”
“Surprising, as always.” Svi replied, “However, have you determined how we are to give Kru
what she will demand to allow this to continue, unimpeded?”
“Wrath is probably recovered by now.” Nyx shrugged, “He’ll send a message when we join the
caravan. But. . . I may have sent my orders by then. Just thinking which town we should hit first.”
Svi shrugged, “Falenthia? Rhara Bag. It is the most obvious target. A naval port. Without
it, Falenthia will not have access to the ships it usually does. They will have to use the river from
Kabad.”
Nyx grinned, “Wow. So you’ve thought about it, then?”
“I had not, yet I have spent considerable time thinking of war, my lady.” The Valkrjosa said
diplomatically.
Nyx laughed, and smiled as Jagjit crossed to them. He frowned, “I hope you know what you’re
doing. An empire is not a simple thing to rule.”
“I know.” Nyx sighed, “But if I can’t have you, I guess I’ll just take your world.”
He glared at her, “You already did.”
She smiled at the Valkrjosa, “Oh. So he finally realised, then?”
“I would rather not speak of the matter.” Svipul said forcefully. She had the right. Nyx wasn’t
about to pry into her private affairs. However, she did have something she needed to do.
“I’m sorry, Jagjit.” Nyx smiled tightly, “The shard? I’m giving it to Oski and Vashia.”
He looked around, “They’re not here. Did something happen?”
“Vashia is pregnant.” Nyx announced, and then frowned, “She might have wanted to be the
one to say that. Maybe pretend to not know. Anyways, she’s got a celestial in her womb. It’ll only
be a few weeks before she gives birth. . . And without the shard. . . She won’t survive.”
He smiled at her, “I already told you to give the shard to her.”
“Before you realised your long lost love was a death spirit.” Nyx reminded him, “You could
have taken the shard, and been with her.”
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He looked at Svipul longingly, and shrugged, “I might still love her, Nyx, but she doesn’t love
me. She moved on a long time ago. I’m okay with that.”
Nyx winced, “Also, more news. I’ve sent Herja back to Volkol. She’s dying. The injury she got
lost night.”
Jagjit winced, “Crap. How did. . . Even elfin shouldn’t have been able to hurt her that badly.”
“She was off-balance.” Nyx sighed, “Not as fast as she could have been.”
do?”

Jagjit blinked, “What the fuck did I do? How did I hurt her? You’re blaming me. What did I
Svi glared at him, “As with Vashia, so with you.”
His face drained of colour, “I’m going to be a dad?”

“The chances are not likely.” Nyx swallowed, “Both mother and child are at risk. So much so, I
can’t help them. Not as a mortal. Neither you, nor I, can get into Volkol. The Marked could not
succeed in invading it. The defences have only strengthened since then.”
Jagjit looked down, “I’m sorry, Svi.”
The Valkrjosa looked at him and shrugged, “For what, human? You owe me no loyalty. You
gave me plenty in my old life, but I am not Feyra.”
“We tried to have a kid.” Jagjit sighed, “But it never happened. I mean, I’ve had kids. I was
the first human. The template. I had a couple thousand kids to kickstart the race. . . But I couldn’t
with you.”
“Duh.” Nyx rolled her eyes, “Who was the mother of humanity, Jagjit? She wasn’t human.
She was divine.”
It finally dawned on him, and he stared at her, “I can only have children with celestials?”
“Yeah.” She laughed, and then looked at the Valkrjosa, who seemed quieter than usual. She
wouldn’t show it, but she regretted it. Svipul really had wanted to have children with him, once.
That time was gone, but it didn’t mean she no longer felt it.
Nyx shrugged, “Anyways. There’s all that stress. But for now, Jagjit, I want you to go convince
Lume to come with us. Willingly. I’d rather know where the freaking serial killer is, than fear them.”
She glanced down at the body, “I guess. . . Svi, get the carpenter to make his most elaborate
coffin for dad. And then. . . Oski can be the escort for it. The crown carries that much respect.”
Nyx bent down and took the silver crown from the dead man’s head, and twirled it in her
hands, examining the spells around it. She smiled and put the cursed thing on her head, feeling the
spells shatter as they dared to attack her.
She was the one tied to the Stormthrone. Whilst she was within the borders of Zanfir, the
empire would not allow her to come to harm. Only weapons meant for celestials could hurt her, and
there, she was in her element.
Jagjit winced, “Is there. . . Any way at all. . . I can see Herja? Or talk to her?”
“No.” Nyx said, and sighed, looking at him, “I should have told you she was pregannt, earlier.
I knew straight away. I just. . . I thought that was hers. She was going to tell you.”
He smiled sadly, “That’s why she kept saying she wasn’t ready to talk to me. Neither of us
expected it to last, and I guess neither of us really wants a long term relationship. . . But with a

NYX

157

kid. . . We both have to be there.”
“Herja wanted you, idiot.” Svi laughed, “You put her in heat. She would not have been able to
copulate with you, if that were not the case. She would not have been able to conceive, if she did
not wish a lifetime with you. You are the only one who wanted it to be casual.”
He stared, “Oh.”
Nyx shrugged, “Also a bit of my fault. She saw sleeping with you as a mistake. Because I like
you. And she’s my servant. And celestial. You’re just not. . . Enough. A lifetime with you is a blink
of an eye for her.”
“Did Herja ascend, like Svi?”
Nyx glared at him, and Svipul spoke quietly, “As I have told you, Jhiy, I am not Feyra. I am
Svipul. The woman knew is dead. You insult me by associating me with that memory. Do not insult
the mother of your child in that same way.”
He held up his hands, “Taboo. Got it.”
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Oski
Vashia glared at her, as they sat at a table in the tavern. They hadn’t gone any further, the woman
was embarrassed by her condition, which was understandable. The baby bump had appeared quite
quickly, and the mortals would assume it was her father’s.
Oski looked at the card on the table, examining it, “Several of the foods appear to be addictive
in some form or another. Has one found itself the target of the obsessive tendencies that come with
human pregnancy?”
“You are the worst.” Vashia snapped, “That is not how you say any of that to someone you
care about. Also, if you don’t buy me the salted salmon I will hate you.”
Oski inclined her head, “I will endeavour to be more sensitive towards you. And I shall go
purchase the fish.”
“No.” Vashia snapped, grabbing her hand across the table, “You’re not leaving me. But I want
the fish.”
Oski sighed, and glanced towards the man behind the bar, “He does not wish to come over
here. I must go to him.”
“No.” Vashia pouted, and then winced, “Oh fuck. What have you done to my hormones? I’m
already becoming unreasonable?”
Oski smiled to her, “The accelerated timeframe is likely to cause many problems. Some of
which may not be normal to be experienced. You are coping quite well.”
Vashia shook her head, “No. I’m not. . . I think. . . I’m. . . Going to pass out. . . ”
Oski shot around the table, examining her aura and locking a spell around her quickly. “You
are correct. You have been injured.”
Vashia looked up in fear, “Protect them. More than me.”
The Valkrjosa brushed her forehead, “I will endeavour to protect you both, human. You have
no reason to fear.”
She lied. Blatantly and obviously to anyone who could see the woman’s aura. She was bleeding
internally, threatening to both lose the child and die, herself. No mortal was able to carry a celestial
to term. It was too much. Mortals were too far below a celestial.
The child’s presence was beginning to cause the womb to unwind from reality. Disintegrating it
at a base level, rewriting the magical matrix of the woman who carried it. It was killing her in the
most effective way that was possible, but slowly.
Her spell was reinforcing the matrix and physical bonds, slowing the progression, but there was
only so much she could do. She was not a healer. She was a reaper of souls.
The door opened, and she looked up in hope. She saw Svipul walking towards her, a grim tone
to the woman’s face. Oski nodded towards her, “Have you been sent by the mistress?”
“Yes.” Svipul nodded, and held out what Oski had hoped for. “This may allow her to live.”
Vashia punched her leg, “You said I was fine.”
Oski smiled as she took the shard of eternity, and turned back to her, “If you take this, you
will be bound to me for an infinity of time. Volkol will become your home, once the mistress is done
here. I may leave you for hundreds of years at a time, to fight the wars of the mistress.”
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Vashia glared at her, “Yeah. You’re not selling it that well.”
“I do not wish you to take the decision, lightly.” Oski replied, “I can be unkind. Forgetful.
Harsh. I am not judged well by my peers.”
Svipul interrupted, “She’s a single-minded monster, human. You might have noticed that when
you put her in heat. She wants whatever she wants, and will do her best to get it. In war, this
means the death of all who might fight her. She’s effective. Bravery and courage don’t come into it
with Oski.”
Vashia smiled softly, “I know. I know you, Oski. I don’t know how or why. I’ve barely met
you. . . But you’re everything to me. Nearly. Now you have competition.”
As if on cue, an angry fist lifted the skin on the woman’s stomach, and the two Valkrjosa
grinned stupidly, staring in surprise. Svi laughed, “Oh, she’s a cute little fighter.”
“She?” Vashia whispered.
Oski shook her head, “No, Vashia. Our child is not a she, because our child is not a child.
There are. . . ”
Svi sighed, “You suck at talking, Oski. Human, you have multiple children in there. Two,
fighting for dominance. One is a girl, and one is a. . . Neither male nor female, nor both, nor none.”
Vashia grinned, and wiped her face, “Oh, why am I crying? I hate you Oski.”
She smiled at the human, crouching beside her, and placed a gently hand on her stomach, “I
too, have feelings for you, human.”
me.”

Vashia patted her head, “You still say the wrong thing. You’re supposed to say that you love

Svipul shrugged, “Sorry. This is cute, but I am out of time. The mistress has seized the throne,
so we’re travelling to Jian for the funeral of the emperor. You two are expected to join us. Oski,
you will be protecting the casket of the emperor. A boring job, with little chance of being attacked.”
Vashia glared, “I’m supposed to travel, like this?”
“You will have the care of the emperor’s own physicians.” Svipul stated, “However, she has
need of Oski.”
“What about Herja?”
Svipul breathed in sharply, “She has been returned to Volkol.”
Oski turned around, “She was injured? What about the child she carries for the human?”
“Both are in danger of losing their lives.” Svipul stated, her voice carrying a sadness and weight
to it, “Jhiy knows.”
Vashia frowned, “You knew him, didn’t you?”
“A long time past.” The Valkrjosa replied nervously, “You noticed I called him by another
name.”
Vashia shrugged, “That and the sad way you look at him. Oh crap. I need to pee.”
Oski examined her aura closely and shook her head, “No. You do not. I will fetch a doctor.
Svipul, return your duties. You cannot help us. Vashia, you are about to begin bleeding. The
child. . . The children, are not in full danger. Stay calm, and we will survive.”
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She vanished, appearing amongst the emperor’s caravan, and glared at a particular half-naked
woman, studded with several white stones, “You are a healer, are you not?”
The woman looked up at her, “Médodiks.”
“I have need of you.” Oski stated, and the woman shook her head, “Regnom.”
The Valkrjosa twitched, “And I serve the Empress. I do not have time to argue with you.
Vashia, one for whom the Empress cares, is in danger. She is pregnant with a celestial. Her matrix
and womb are dissolving as we speak.”
“Ekstar putlom?” The woman asked incredulously, staring at her serious gaze and then shrugged,
“Qis sātis?”
Oski winced, her eyes growing misty, “Please. Help me. I can’t save her. I don’t know what to
do. Please.”
The woman bowed her head, and gestured. Oski took her hand, reappearing inside the tavern
with a whirl.
The topless woman grabbed her mouth, and then looked at the pale Vashia, who was staring
between her legs, where a growing dark puddle of blood lay. “Oski. You lied. Again. I am not okay.
They are not safe.”
Oski touched her face, “You will be. This woman is the emperor’s physician.”
The woman’s crystals lit up as she cast a series of inspection spells, muttering to herself in
Wyrrdin, and then smiled up at Vashia. “Juwe dwenos welmi.”
Vashia frowned, “Good news?”
“She says you will be fine.” Oski stated, “Do you not know Wyrrdin?”
Vashia rolled her eyes, “Do I know the dead language of the demonkind? No. No I do not.
What are you, an idiot? I am bleeding here, woman! What are you. . . ”
She snapped her mouth shut, growing red, and then sighed, “Sorry. I got mad, again. Apparently
I’m an angry bitch when I’m pregnant.”
Oski kissed her forehead, “You are mine. Is that understood, human?”
Vashia smiled up at her, “You claiming me, after one night?”
The shard was held up, and Oski nodded, “I am. Will you accept it?”
“Gods.” Vashia blew her hair up, as the mage worked slowly, “You completely suck at anything
romantic. Is that your way of proposing to me? Try it again. Do it better.”
Oski frowned and then drifted her hand over the shard, reshaping it into a ring that seemed to
suck the light out of the room. It was dead black. She knelt awkwardly and held it up, “Vashia.
Will you take this eternity, and stay by my side? To belong to none but myself?”
Vashia went bright red, “Oh shit. You can actually be romantic. Uhm. . . I don’t have much
choice do I? I’m going to die without it. But. . . Yes? I guess?”
Oski sighed heavily, “Human, that was pathetic. Show me that you are better than your kind.
Try again.”
Vashia laughed, “Oh. You do that when you’re nervous. That’s cute. Uhm. . . Yes. I am
terrified. I don’t want to go to Volkol. I don’t want you to ever leave me. I don’t know if I can be a
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mother to my children. Holy shit, we’re having multiple kids. I think. . . I’m too scared to say yes. I
don’t want to say no. But I’m scared.”
Oski smiled up at her, “I will never leave you. I will protect you. You are mine, if you accept.
If I must go to war, then it is to protect you. We can go anywhere that the mistress goes. For this
life, she is mortal. To Jian we travel, for now.”
Vashia sighed heavily, “Can the shard ever be taken back?”
“No.”
The woman looked down at the physician, “How long do I have before I need that eternity
shard to survive?”
The woman looked up at her curiously, and then at the ring and back, understanding. She
tapped her chin and then shrugged, “Numki.”
“Now.” Oski translated.
Vashia bit her lip, thinking and then sighed, “You better never regret this, Oski. I won’t be
yours. You. . . You’re going to be mine. We’re going to be equal in this. I won’t just be a bloody
human. Is that clear? I am your equal.”
Oski smiled at her, “You have never just been a human. I offer my. . . Everything. Nothing
less, nothing more. Who I am, is yours.”
Vashia grasped the ring, intending to put it on her finger. At the mortal touch, the shard
attacked. The woman screamed as her matrix was instantly rewritten, the shard disappearing inside
her.
The physician muttered angrily, trying to guide the renewed matrix to repair the damage
that was done, to reinforce the area that was under attack, without causing the body to reject the
children.
Oski breathed a sigh of relief as the bleeding stopped.
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Svipul
She was anxious about Vashia, but Oski was correct. Her duties to the mistress came first. She had
a caravan full of nervous nobles to organise. They had expected to come here and seize the power of
the Stormthrone. They had not expected their invincible emperor to die in front of them.
The work also helped distract her from him.
She had thought that she hated Jhiy. Hated him right down to her core for the sins he had
comitted in her name. Except he hadn’t. He’d burned himself out trying to right wrongs. He did
not have the ability to correct what had been done. Not against a Sin.
Now, she hated herself for the way she had treated him. A thousand years of hatred, directed at
a single man. Tearing apart his life. Taking away anything at all that brought him joy or distraction.
Forcing him to relive a sin that he had attempted to wipe out.
She had destroyed him.
He had become the nothing that she hated, by her own hand and no other. She owed him more
now than she could ever repay. How does one ever make up for intentionally torturing someone for
what would be equal to twenty five lifetimes? He was longer lived than most humans, and so he had
experienced her ill-placed wrath on a level that nobody deserved. Least of all the man who had
defended her.
She should have known he would never do anything like that. Jhiy had been the one to save
her. He hated injustice and cruelty. He was no necromancer. He wasn’t even a magic user. He was
a warrior, through and through.
Svipul looked at the noble tiredly, as he demanded that she place him two vehicles ahead of
some woman he disliked. He had been explaining a very long history of hatred between the two
families, over some stolen heirloom.
She sighed and looked at him, “If you do not wish to partipate, that is fine. If you wish to
bring this complaint to my mistress, that is fine. She has been looking hungry of late. You would do
for interesting snack.”
The noble paused, and then went to swear at her for speaking in that manner. She drew her
sword, the blade running with his blood as it barely touched his neck. She looked at him, showing no
expression, “Human. Listen closely. You do not seem to understand. I am not some soldier of Zanfir.
I do not care for any human. I am a celestial. Your petty complaints are not worthy of prayer, and
not worthy of my attention. Your head will fall to the ground if you continue to irritate me.”
The man swallowed, cutting his throat further, “Ok.”
She flicked the blood from the blade, and sheathed it, in a single motion. She turned away
from him, “And if you are to send an assassin, it best be one worthy of my attention.”
She hated these kinds of people. She had hated them when she was human. She hadn’t
considered being human for years. Jhiy was bringing the worst out in her. She had to go and speak
to him.
She reappeared atop one of the houses at the edge of the town, looking across the bustling
tents, and frowned. She could not see the man anywhere. It was possible he was with Nyx, or aiding
Oski with her partner.
“Behind you.”
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Svipul turned around, glaring at him, “Human. Why are you here?”
Jagjit sighed and sat down, crossing his legs. He looked up at her, “Why are you here? Isn’t
that the question?”
Svipul sat down slowly in front of him, glaring at him, “I had believed that I hated you. Now I
believe that such a time was innocent and easier to comprehend. I wish I could return to it.”
“You’re different.” He shrugged, “You’re right about that, at least.”
“I hurt you.” Svi said quickly, “I. . . Am sorry.”
Jagjit smiled at her, “So what? I never blamed you. No, that’s a lie. I was absolutely furious
when I found out from Nyx. But I forgave you. Before I even knew that you were anyone else before.
You’re avenging spirit. Of course you’re going to lash out at the world’s longest-lived asshole.”
“I created you.” Svi shook her head, “I turned you into this. . . Fel-spawn.”
“I’m not wraith, or lich or ghoul.” Jagjit laughed, “I’m just an asshole. You didn’t make me
into this, Svi. I always was. You just didn’t notice how terrible the man near you was. Hells, I hurt
you bad enough you didn’t want to talk to me, right before you died.”
“No, you did not.” Svi said slowly, “You cannot blame yourself for that conversation. I did not
wish to see you, because. . . I blamed myself. I had decided that I was the one who was infertile. I
did not wish to see you, because I was angry at myself.”
“That. . . Doesn’t really help.” Jagjit laughed, “Turns out, I was the one who was infertile.
With mortals, anyway.”
“Yet, you fathered humanity.”
“With a goddess.” He shrugged, “That’s different.”
Svipul frowned, “I did not ask you then, but I ask you now. Which goddess?”
“Jealous of old girlfriends?” Jagjit smiled, “Don’t be. I wasn’t. . . It is a messy thing, creating
new races. Humanity has a minimum viable number, from a genetics point of view. The goddess
can supply the variety needed, but she needed to extract the rest from me.”
“It was not love, then?”
Jagjit made a face, “No. No it really wasn’t.”
Svi nodded slowly, “So. The goddess was Gaia. She is known to be quite cruel at times.”
He rolled his eyes, “Is it really that important?”
“Yes.” Svi replied, “If I am to consider you a mate, I must know a number of things. One of
them is the names of your partners, another is the children. Father of humanity is quite the slutty
title, I’m afraid.”
“I also am permanent and heal endlessly.” Jagjit said, as if that were less awkward. All it did
was suggest he had enough sexual partners to consider the transmission of disease.
She waited, looking at him blankly, until the copper dropped. He moved to his feet as he
understood, staring at her, “Wait. What?”
She smiled at him slowly, “I considered you worthy of my attention once. I am not who I was.
Neither are you. I am willing to try and understand you, once more.”
“The shard was already given to Vashia. So she can survive.”
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Svipul shrugged, “And? You were always going to outlive me in my last life. Was it not worth
it? If you were willing, now I should be, as I am in the same predicament that you were, then.”
Jagjit smiled slowly, “You’re older than me, Svi. Now. Aren’t you?”
“How long has it been for you?” She asked curiously, and he sat down, shrugging, “I don’t
know. Fifteen hundred years or so. Something like that.”
“It has been. . . A few hundred thousand years.” Svi shrugged, “I suppose I am now older than
you would consider possible for any race that was not celestial. None of you have lived long enough.”
“Hundred. . . Thousand?” Jagjit said hesitantly, “Holy shit, Svi. That’s an age gap.”
“Hardly.” She laughed, “Do I seem all that much older to you? Than the day that I died?”
He shrugged, “I guess. . . Not really. More vindictive. More bitter. But not by much.”
She nodded, “In those thousands of years, Jagjit, I have only been in heat once before. My
sexual cycle is hundreds of thousands of years. My body clock is slow. My mind develops at a pace
that makes me not much older than I was. If you wanted a comparison, despite the timescale, it has
only been what might be considered a year, in comparative terms.”
He sighed heavily, “So. You became a celestial.”
“Yes, and I am shirking my work to speak to you.” She replied, waving a hand, “Would you
assist me?”
“Speak to nobles. Willingly.” He burst out laughing at her.
She blew a strand of her hair into the air, “You have not changed that much, it appears.”
He smiled at her, “You always did know how to make me laugh.”
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Hope
Sitting atop a rooftop to hide away from everyone else and all the temptation was not particularly
working. She had come up here to be away from people. Not to have Svipul and Jagjit turn up and
flirt in front of her.
They were close, but as it was, they were never, ever going to end up together. Their history
was stopping them from seeing each other as they are, making them see each other as they were.
Seeing the memories of the faults, and none of the good. Remembering all the little irritations
about each other, the way they rubbed off against each other. Everything they hated.
Hope blew her hair in frustration.
If she was completely unable to be satisfied, at least two long lost lovers from two different
worlds should be able to find a moment of happiness. A moment when they remembered that they
had tried to live and die for each other.
She couldn’t force anything on them, or rather she could, but she was not a complete monster.
The decision would still be theirs. Like it was over a thousand years ago.
Hope pushed gently, curving reality around the couple. Bending it so that the past, present,
and future all occupied the same place. Making distant forgotten memories into current experiences,
dreams that could reach out and touch the heart.
The magic was probably too much, identifying her presence like a giant flashing arrow, but at
this point she would even bed Wrath if it would give her just a moment of relief.
This was the curse. Sleeping for so long had broken her. Her body clock might have been
slowed, but the cycle of who she was had continued. She was in heat, her body desperate to lay an
egg, but something had her stuck that way.
Jagjit touched all the women around him. Even Oski and Vashia were attracted to him. Maybe
she was feeling his tension. If she could make his go away, maybe it might relieve a small piece of
what she was feeling.
She was desperate.
If she couldn’t find a way to make this go away then she would continue making impulsive,
stupid mistakes. She’d screw up a hundred years of carefully laid plans.
Svipul left.
Jagjit hesitated, nit wanting to follow her. Not understanding that it was an invitation to prove
he wanted an actual relationship with the woman.
A gust of wind knocked him forward, and off the roof. Along with a healthy dose of her own
hormones, making him forget how he had come to be standing with the Valkrjosa as she did chores.
Hope felt guilty, but happy. And guilty that she could even feel happy. She’d dosed him. Sure,
anything they did now was their own choice, but she had manipulated them.
She would have to make it up to them.
The Meliae dropped onto her back, looking up at the blue sky, and white clouds. The weather
was so bright here. She preferred the constant rain in Ozandius.
She hadn’t felt rain on her face for so long. Hadn’t been able to feel that unique expression
that joined the earth and sky. To feel Gaia in every raindrop. To smell that unique scent of the soil.
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She hated it here, so far from her rainforest. There were no trees to climb here. No places
worth building a nest on. It didn’t smell of rain and moss. It smelled of horse shit and sweaty
soldiers, made worse by the steel they wore.
Even the soil here was tainted. She could still smell the remnants of the Fel, and the death of
all the insect life. No happy viperbees. Nothing to polinate the fields. The harvest was lost already.
There were no birdcalls, no rivers here. None of what she expected from a place that was alive.
Shaozhou wasn’t alive. It was a dead town, full of the ghosts of people just trying to make a
living in a world that didn’t want them anymore. It was a symptom of the larger problem.
The world knew what was supposed to happen next.
The global matrix had been damaged by the Calamity. The fate had been set by Godless Night.
The end of the world had come. There was no second-guessing it, no way to fix what had been done.
The Nine could extend the world, give it longer to live, but it had an expiration date, and
it was approaching. So the ’verse did the thing that it always did. It tried to preserve things by
recreating them.
The world would become the missing hell dimension.
All the peoples of it would die. Every river would run dry. Every field would keel over. No
more birds. No more Meliae. No more sex. It would all disappear in hellflame. Scourged free, so
that one man alone could decide what would happen next.
Only the man wearing the Crown of Fangs would be able to survive.
The only way out of this, for anyone, was if the man on the Stormthrone used his power not to
just create the new hell dimension, but to recreate this entire world and everyone in it.
Akheron might just be capable of it. Might want it, with the right. . . Push.
She hadn’t counted on Nyx taking the throne before that. It was an interesting development,
but it meant that Wrath was more likely to get the throne before Akheron could.
Yet, if anyone could protect Nyx from Wrath and the rest of the Sins, other than the Nine,
these people she had gathered around her might just have a chance.
Svipul, Oski, and Jagjit were incredible warriors. All of them were legendary, with a touch of
the divine to their history. Svipul and Oski could take one of the Sins if they fought side-by-side.
Jagjit could probably take one, depending on which one.
There was only one answer to this threat.
Nyx might believe she could use politics and apparent neutrality to push Wrath out of the way.
To keep herself safe, and keep the people she cared about out of the war.
He was going to come for her, and going to kill her. He would take her decapitated head and
use it to transfer the Stormthrone to the next available heir, and he was able to be that heir.
She didn’t have much of a choice. She had to step up, and protect Nyx. It was almost time
to reveal that she was back in play. To be there for Nyx, and to unleash all her pent up sexual
frustration into violence.
Wrath was the reason she had slept for a hundred years.
He might have been using the time to solidify his empires and rage. To create all the weaknesses
he could exploit to drive a world into a war that the survivors would regret for the rest of their lives.
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The Nine hadn’t slept without good reason.
It had been Faith’s idea, originally. Hope had expanded on it, and made it work. Her girlfriend
had skill and knowledge of magic, but was an amateur compared to herself. She had taken the spells
and turned them from a child’s frantic scribbling into blueprints.
Yet, Hope wouldn’t be there. She was here. Her place was here, now. Protecting the throne.
She wouldn’t get to see Faith. Probably ever again.
Because. . .
She was probably about to die.
Hope felt the tears running down her cheeks as she stared at the sky.
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Jagjit
He didn’t remember agreeing to it, or even having an argument that he might have won, but he found
himself standing around boredly as Svipul got increasingly irritated by the demands of extremely
minor noble families.
That how the world worked. Or how it worked when Feyra was alive. She might be different
now, but she was also the same. He ended up doing what she wanted, every single time.
He caught the throwing knife and tossed it back towards the owner, and then picked up a piece
of straw off the ground, playing with it idly as Svi continued to glare at the noble until he caved and
began babbling about debts to some other noble family who had intimidated them into trying to kill
her.
Svipul rolled her jaw, and then, as sweetly as possible, stated, “So you do not find me
intimidating, then?”
Jagjit turned away, unable to hide the smile on this face as the man threw himself on the
ground, begging her not to kill him. Svipul hadn’t even threatened to hurt him. Not that she would.
She’d just stab the man if she was actually meaning to.
“Stand up, shut up, and getting your voiden horses in line.” Svipul snapped, “If I have to come
back here, we’ll leave without burying you.”
She turned and sighed, “Only twenty seven more to go. Aren’t you glad you’re helping me?”
Jagjit turned to her and looked at her suspiciously, “Are you torturing me again? I thought
you were over that.”
“I never said that.”
He rolled his eyes, “To which part?”
“Both?” The Valkrjosa shrugged and walked away from him, almost skipping. She was most
definitely still torturing him. Not for what he didn’t do, but apparently he had done something else
to earn her wrath.
He caught up with her, “Is this about Herja?”
“Pretty much.” Svipul grinned, and looked at him, “Did you expect something else to occur
when you sleep with one my sisters? We were betrothed, once. A few hundred years and you sleep
with my sister as a quick lay? You have insulted me, and disrespected her.”
“It was sort of her idea.”
She laughed, “Do you think I am unaware of that? Of course it was her idea.”
Jagjit groaned, “So why are you punishing me?”
Svipul put a hand on his chest, stopping him, her fierce gaze that made so many warriors turn
away in fear was fixed on his face. “Tell me you have not become so slow and stupid that you can
not work this one out.”
“I have become very slow and extremely stupid.”
She turned away from him quickly, and he laughed, “Jealousy isn’t a good look on you, Svi.”
She turned back, the sword flashing out of the sheathe and against his neck. He blew a raspberry
at her and saw her visibly twitch with anger. He grinned, “You could just cut my head off, you
know. That’d be hilarious.”
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She sheathed the sword and put a finger to his chest, “You are the most aggravating man to
have ever lived, Jhag Jhiy!”
He shrugged, “What can I say? You’re cute when you get mad.”
She rolled her jaw and shook her head, “Oh, for fuck’s sake. I didn’t forget you. You don’t
have to remind me how much I liked you. But that was hundreds of -”
He kissed her, gently, quickly.
Svipul glared at him as he pulled back and he shrugged, “I remember you, too.”
Her fists clenched, and he wondered if she was going to send him flying again. She glared at
him, “The mistress would cut your head off. Or cut something off. If she saw you do that.”
“Then don’t let her watch.” He grinned at her.
Svipul looked like she was about to hit him, and then he was pinned against a wall, somewhere
dark. Too dark to see at all. He opened his mouth to ask, when he felt her tongue enter his mouth.
Her hands weren’t far behind.
He didn’t have a chance to think. She was intoxicating, and he knew it was her. She felt like
she had. Every sinew and muscle. All the hard parts. . . And all the soft ones. All the right curves.
Every sensitive place.
Her fingers were as deft as ever, and he soon found himself pantless, her hand on his crotch,
and her voice in his ear, whispering sweet nothings in his ear. Promises that would mean nothing,
soon enough. Pleas that would last as long as the passion did.
She threw him to the ground, and he felt her above him, close, but not close enough. She
whispered quietly, “Now. If you touch Herja again, what happens?”
“You cut my dick off?”
She giggled, and then the laughter was replaced with a different kind of enjoyment. She became
his world, everything that he knew. He couldn’t see her, only feel her electrifying touch. Hear her
voice, the sound of ecstasy.
This was not the gentle coming together of two inexperienced lovers. It was not the disappointing
brashness of a drunken mistake. They had been seperated for an eternity, and now all the passion
that had been building over those years was unleashed in unbridled animalistic instinct. Two souls
desperately trying to find a way to climb inside each other.
Her voice was his guide, as he reached towards the stars. Her desperation was the rudder as he
steered them both towards the heavens, attempting to touch the divine through the adulation of the
flesh.
“Wait.” Svipul gasped, barely breathing, “I’m. . . Dehydrated.”
He kissed her neck gently, “We don’t want that.”
She rolled off him, “It burns. Crap. I should have said something earlier.”
He kissed down the length of her side, until he arrived at the target, and kissed it gently. She
shivered at his touch. “Gently.”
He smiled. He was gentle. Massaging and coating the enflamed area. He knew that she was
done. This was the burn of two people who were too rough with each other. Like the last night they
had spent together, the night before she was killed.
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He paused, breathing in the dark, “Do you hate me, Svi?”
She giggled, “Does it feel like I hate you? Also. . . Don’t stop.”
“You’re like this when you’re angry with me.” He insisted.
She squeezed her thighs around his head, “So angry, and so in heat. Shit. Being human had
nothing on this.”
He sighed, “Svipul.”
“I’m. . . Your Feyra.” She sighed, “Gods. Not even dying can change that, Jhiy. I’m yours.
Like you never wanted.”
“You’re Nyx’ Svipul.”
up?”

He could feel her angry glare in the dark, “Shut up. Can’t we do this after I completely dry

He grinned, “You’re not going to be able to talk when I’m done with you. You’re even more
sensitive, now.”
“As long as that’s a promise.” She warned him, “I. . . Have no idea. I just wanted you. And
gods, you’re as good as I remember. You remember. . . Every way to make me feel crazy.”
“So. . . This isn’t a confession of love.”
“It’s a confession that you’re still a sexy manwhore, despite trying to drink yourself to death.”
She said, knowing it wasn’t quite the same thing.
He scooted up beside her, placing one arm around her shoulders and kissing her neck, “I guess,
then, I need to try harder. To help you make up your mind.”
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Nyx
She punched the wall of the hall, turning it into nothing but flying sawdust, and screamed angrily.
Then she kicked the ground and turned around, breathing in and out carefully.
Serj stood nearby, faithfully.
She ground her teeth together, “Can. . . Nobody keep it in their fucking pants?”
“I for one, do not have the necessary sexual organs.” Serj said softly, as if reassuring her.
Instead, he was only disturbing her. Nyx glanced at him, “Firstly, ew. Secondly, the fuck?”
“I am a eunuch. We are chosen to be the servants of lords, and neutered so that we may not
become embarassments for them.” Serj said, as if that explained anything.
“Gross.” Nyx replied, and snapped her fingers, “Back from the dead, buddy.”
The servant jerked in surprise, and then frowned, “I am not certain what the purpose of this
display of magic was, my lady. I am quite elderly.”
Nyx shrugged, “Yeah, but it’ll be easier to pee, now.”
She smiled, and walked passed him. He’d cheered her up, with his insane awkwardness. It had
also been nice to tease an old man. Give him something new, that he didn’t understand. Even if it
was the most awkward thing she could have done.
However, she was still pissed off. He just couldn’t keep his hands off her Valkrjosa. A few more
days and he might have had sex with every non-human in town except for her. It was hard not to
take it personally.
Especially after she’d stripped for him, and he had still pulled away from her.
“Asshole.” She muttered and kicked the ground, shattering it. She sighed heavily. She couldn’t
afford to get caught up in him. There were other things to deal with. She snapped her fingers,
“Eisa.”
Wrath appeared in a burst of black hellflame, apparently entirely recovered from the night
before. She smiled sweetly at him, “Sorry. I hope you weren’t too busy.”
He frowned, “For the new Empress of Zanfir? Of course not. Also, congratulations at killing
the man who executed your mother.”
“He didn’t execute her.” Nyx’s jaw grew tight, “He choked the life out of her, himself. Hoping
to kill me in the process. Mid-birth. Succeeded, even. I died. Which is why I’m here, incidentally.
Not that easy to incarnate a death goddess.”
Wrath inclined his head, “I stand corrected. How can I assist, Empress?”
“You’re probably pissed with me.” She frowned, “So, I have a compromise for you.”
He shrugged, “The Guild serves the empire.”
“It also serves another. Across the sea.”
Wrath smiled, “Yes.”
“I want it.”
He blinked in surprise, and then ran a hand through his glowing red hair, “Let me get this
straight, you want to invade. . . Falenthia?”
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“The world, really. Falenthia will do, for now.” Nyx grinned at him, “I’m taking it. All of it.
Every copper’s width of land. It’ll be mine. Do you think my ambitions and the Guild’s coincide,
well enough?”
“Invading Falenthia? They’ve been off every attack from everyone else, and us. Zanfir can’t.”
Wrath shrugged, “I just don’t see it happening.”
“Which is why the Guild is on the inside.”
Wrath shook his head, “Most adventurers are not loyal to the Guild. They love their homes.”
“I don’t need them all. Just one or two places.”
Wrath blinked in surprise, “You’ve noticed a weakness? Where? Ozandius will never let you
cross their borders. They’ll align with Falenthia, and that’ll be it. Zanfir Southern is already between
Nal’farah and New Falenth. They’ll be crush if Ozandius becomes their enemy as well. Meantime,
the Zhongian Empire will wipe your home off the map. There are not enough soldiers to both invade
with overwhelming force and -”
“Oh, shut it.” Nyx rolled her eyes, “We don’t need overwhelming force. In fact, we need the
exact opposite. Pin-point precision. And a distraction.”
Wrath paused, “You have found a weakness.”
“There’s a wyrm in Rhara Bag, the main port entry to Falenthia. I need you to distract her,
and get her out of the city, or none of this will work.” Nyx frowned, “That barge that you’re towing
around the sea should work.”
Wrath swallowed, “You noticed that. I thought I’d hidden it, even from the gods.”
“The only reason it is still there, is your captive isn’t interested in escaping.” Nyx shrugged,
“But, as the wyrm is also one of the Nine, I’d say the barge is of limited usefulness, anyway.”
He nodded, “Conceded.”
“Ten ships. That is what it will take to sack Rhara Bag. When they’re done. . . Force the ships
into the channel, with no room to spare. . . And sink them.” Nyx smiled, “Every single one of them.”
Wrath laughed, “That is. . . An impressive thought. I suppose the sacking of Kabad comes
next?”
“Not quite.” Nyx shook her head, “You need to burn out Chugjin at the same time as the
army is hitting Rhara Bag, or the warning will go out. A small force could land at the river north of
them, and make their way there, before anyone notices.”
“The river is in Zanfir Northern. No need to hide.”
Nyx smiled, “Hide it, anyway. You think I’m the only one with spies in other nations?”
“I don’t think you used spies at all.” Wrath stated flatly, “But go on. What then?”
“Destroy Parjan, and then Kabad. Finally. . . All the Nine will gather at Adairoft. Where the
Hellbound Twins are. And your destiny. Not mine.” Nyx smiled, “That’s my gift to you, Wrath.
Not a world at war. Akheron. With everyone who could fight beside him.”
Wrath laughed, “Envy has already started on that boy. He is no candidate. He’ll fail. He
doesn’t even want the crown.”
“Then why are you so worried?”
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He paused and sighed, “I dislike being handled, goddess. Especially by your kind. How are you
going to convince the Empire to go to war? All your little governors?”
Nyx shrugged, “I’m going to ask them which one of them wants the ruins of Kabad as their
new home. They’ll jump at the chance.”
He inclined his head respectfully, “That is probably true. But the Nine will be pissed with you.
They will come for you.”
“They’ll come for you, first.” Nyx shrugged, “They’ll be entirely focused on the Sins before
word even reaches the Eastern Continent that they have a new Empress. Besides which, it’s the
daughter of the previous emperor. Not a huge surprise. None of the Nine know who I am.”
“I’m the bait.” Wrath frowned, “If I kill them, I’ve successfully shielded you. If they kill me,
you’re rid of an irritating problem. You seem to win, in this scenario.”
“Akheron, and the Nine, isolated in a backwater town.” Nyx smiled, “I’m serving them up to
you on a silver platter. You’ll even have nearby regulars to call on.”
Wrath laughed, “I wasn’t about to say no, Empress. You don’t have to sell it so hard.”
“Alternatively, I could bite out your throat, and drain you dry before resurrecting you as a
ghoul, and make you do everythi g I just said.”
He swallowed nervously, “I’ll move the barge closer. How do I get the wyrm to notice?”
“One of mine will plant an idea in her head.” Nyx smiled, “Temperance will take notice.”
Wrath glared, “Planting a suggestion in the head of a wyrm is damn near impossible.”
“I suggest you leave.” Nyx said quietly, and Wrath had halfway opened a portal before he
noticed.
“That. . . I didn’t notice any spell or even a minute change in mana. How did you do that?”
Nyx smiled, “Girl has to have her secrets. Honestly though, you would try and use it on my
Valkrjosa. And I’d have to torture you to death for even trying. You can’t fight me, Wrath. But
you keep trying.”
He shrugged, “I’m the Hellbound Heir, what can I say?”
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Oski
“Comfortable, human?”
Vashia glared up from atop the blanket, leaning on the haypile, “I look and feel like a blood
stuck pig.”
Oski looked at her sheepishly, “I did tell you that I was in heat. And that. . . This was a
possibility.”
“I’m hormonal. I get to be an angry bitch.” Vashia stuck out her tongue, and then grinned
at her, “Oski. I love you. I think I do. Just did not exactly expect to get pregnant my first time
sleeping with a girl.”
Oski smiled and tucked a strand of hair behind Vashia’s ear, “You are as sweet as you can be
irritated.”
“Gods.” Vashia complained, “Can you ever just say something nice that isn’t a backhanded
insult?”
“I believe you to be quite adorable.”
Vashia glared, “No. Don’t even try. It’s not you. Just. . . Eugh. Go help someone else. I’m fine.
Really.”
Oski sat down, cross-legged, “I have nothing to do until the emperor’s casket is loaded, and
that will be a ceremony, and take some time. Until then, my only responsibility, is you.”
“I never got my fish.” Vashia pouted, “I want my fish.”
The human burst into tears, and Oski smiled at her, wiping her face gently. The girl shook her
head, “Gods. Why am I crying over fish? It isn’t fair! I don’t want to cry over fish.”
Oski got the impression that Vashia was now crying because she was crying. The hormonal
shifts that could occur to some humans was extreme, yet it was not entirely without precedent. She
was quite relieved that Vashia was not experiencing the mood swings that a Valkrjosa might.
A tantruming celestial was much more difficult a thing. Entire realms often needed repair.
They had a place that they took pregnant celestials. A place they could ruin in their rapid firing of
emotions. In Adria the celestials were doted upon by their partners and servants, and given free rein
to destroy anything that they might wish to. It was not entirely a blessed place, but neither was it
cursed. It was simple a safer space.
Compared to what she herself might do if their positions were reversed, this was nothing.
She kissed the human, surprising her, and put her arms around her, holding the kiss. She felt
Vashia flick her thigh, and pulled back, “Yes?”
“I love you, too.” Vashia smiled, trying to wipe away tears that hadn’t stopped, “I’m. . . Okay.
Now.”
Oski smiled, “Good. Now, I shall go retrieve you some salmon.”
“All of it.” Vashia nodded.
Oski laughed, and kissed her cheek, “I will endeavour to fulfill the ever twisting desires of your
humanity.”
Vashia glared at her, “No.”
Oski thought for a moment and then shrugged, “I love you.”
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Vashia burst into tears, and grabbed her hand, pulling her back to her, “I can’t let you go. Not
if you’re sweet like that.”
Oski brushed her hair, nestling in beside her, and placing a hand on her stomach, “I love you.”
Vashia looked down, “I think they hate you. Can you. . . Move your hand?”
Oski grinned, “Apologies.”
“They just wanted to say hi.” Vashia said with extraordinary snark, and then sighed, her head
dropping onto Oski’s shoulder, “How am I meant to do this? Be a mother to a celestial spirit?”
“There are several weeks yet.” Oski cautioned, “We must focus on those first.”
“But. . . Do we need to organise a crib? Toys? Clothes?” Vashia said nervously, “How are we
supposed to clothe a kid that has apparently no and indefinite gender at the same time?”
“Those things are unnecesary.” Oski replied, “These are not mortal children. They will be
surrounded by gods and celestials. The sources of magic in the ’verse. They will want for nothing,
and they will be showered with so much affection you will ban individuals from gifting anything to
your children.”
Vashia blinked, “Holy shitballs. I’m entering your family. I’m not exactly bringing much family
with me. . . But you are. Right?”
“The Valkrjosa consider each other sisters.” Oski smiled, stroking her cheek, “Herja and Svipul,
and so many others, shall be their aunts. Extremely protective. You may not appreciate the honour
guard that they are, without a doubt, already planning.”
Vashia smiled, blinking furiously, “That’s sweet.”
“I suppose Nyx is a mother to us.” Oski frowned, “We think of her more as our queen than
anything else, but she fits the description. She dotes upon us, hears our problems and desires. Helps
us grow to achieve our goals.”
Vashia frowned, “Nope. No. She can be a family friend. She’s nice, but freaking terrifying.”
Oski nodded, “The mistress’ nature can present problems at times.”
“Is there any Dad that’s going to be angry you knocked up a girl on your face date?” Vashia
asked, half with fear, half clearly enjoying the imagery.
“Unfortunately, there is someone who vaguely fits that description.” Oski replied, “He will be
extremely mad at me, and even madder at Kru for giving us the shard in advance, and thus causing
this situation.”
Vashia winced, “Oh no. Don’t tell me that.”
“Well, if you cry when you meet him, it’ll help.” Oski said nervously, “He may be known as
merciful to your kind, but he is not known for being so to my own. He can be extremely ruthless,
and has been known to hold a grudge. For millenia. He is Trei.”
Vashia swallowed nervously, “God of all gods? He is really going to care. I don’t want him to.”
Oski frowned and licked one of her tears. Vashia burst out laughing and smiled at her, “Yep.
Weird makes me smile. You definently know how to be weird.”
The Valkrjosa smiled, “I will be the one on the receiving end of the god’s lecture, Vashia. He
will likely give you presents, as he threatens to kill me. For many years to come.”
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“No.” Vashia pouted, “He isn’t allowed to kill you. I love you. Also, kids. They need their
parents.”
Oski frowned, “I am afraid that. . . . You’re thinking of things. . . Linearly. Celestials are not
linear. Our children could come meet us, now. They could raise themselves. It has been known to
happen. Some have also been born fully grown.”
Vashia’s legs snapped together, “Fully. Grown?”
The reaction was somewhat appropriate. The last one to be fully grown had been the ice
giantess. Her mother had been Gaia, who had no form to speak of at all, however. How would a
celestial birthed by a mortal look? Would it be a physical process? Oski had no way of knowing.
It had simply never happened before.
“No one will allow you to come to harm.” Oski tried to assure her, “You have the attention of
all the gods. I am certain many will wish to ingratiate themselves into our lives.”
“Yup!”
The two turned, looking at the strange blob of clear liquid, and the blood drained from
Oski’s face. She found herself trying to creep into Vashia’s arms, and she swallowed nervously,
“Introductions seem to be the most appropriate action to take at this current point in time. This
human is the one known as Vashia.”
Who immediately punched her in the gut. Oski wheezed, and her girl grinned, “Sorry. Oski is
apprently terrified of you. I’m Vashia. Who are you?”
The blob wiggled, as if shrugging, “I’m Kao’el.”
Vashia burst into frightened tears and climbed into her arms.
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Hope
She looked at the room, feeling distraught. This was so far beyond normal that it was not possible
to not feel guilty about what she had just done. Who she had just done.
Three hunters, a waitress, the man behind the bar and the bard. All of them were now basically
comatose after she had shown them that the taste of sex they had in the past was nothing compared
to the heights of ecstasy that could be reached by a Meliae.
She threw up on the floor.
She had no idea what she was doing. Instinct was clawing at her brain, trying to take away
everything that belonged to her. Take away her decisions, her choices, her ability to control herself.
She threw up again, this time at the thoughts that were running through her head. What she
was tempted to do. It was wrong. All of it was wrong. What the hells was happening to her? Why
was it getting worse?
“I was afraid of this.”
She turned around, swallowing as she saw the boy with black eyes. She clenched her fists,
breathing hard and he shrugged, “Go ahead, Hope. It’s what you want, isn’t it?”
“No!” She screamed, bursting into tears, “I do not want to sleep with the father of my girlfriend!
I don’t want to sleep with anyone! I don’t want. . . I don’t. . . ”
Trei stepped over and patted her on the head, “Good girl. Look. . . I’m not really allowed to
help you. But I can tell you where you fucked up. Which should help. After all, you’re the best
mage there is.”
“Please. . . Don’t. . . Touch me.”
Trei crouched, and waved a hand over her vomit, rearranging it into a series of sigils, “Recognise
these?”
“The curse. It’s the part that binds the soul, slows it down.” She breathed heavily, and shrugged,
“What of it?”
“It’s got a big glaring mistake in it, for one.” Trei replied, “Come on. Show me that expertise,
Hope.”
She blinked in surprise, crouching, “Did you have to do this so gross? I. . . I worked on this for
a year, Trei. I’m sure it’s right. It aligns the matrix, and then follows the flow, and loops it round
in some recursion that happens to break the amount of information the matrix can hold, and that
slows it all down.”
Trei frowned, “Really? It slows it all. . . Down?”
Hope bit her lip, and then sighed, “The smell of the vomit. It blocks you. That’s why you’re. . .
Oh fucking shitballs. Breathing. I didn’t slow down core functions of the body, like breathing.”
Trei stood up, “Yep.”
Hope looked at him, “And as a Meliae. . . Waking up sped things up again. I’m. . . Overloading
my core function to seek out sexual relationships. I’m. . . Breaking down. I need to reset the cycle
somehow. Is that. . . Even possible?”
Trei sighed, “I can’t interfere. I already told you. But you’re the mage, right? You can work it
all out.”
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“You gave me that fucking title.” Hope snapped angrily, standing up, “I never claimed to be
the best mage in the entire world. You told me I was. You told everyone that I was.”
Trei smiled cheekily, “There’s a good reason for that. I’m not being sarcastic, Hope. You
actually are the best mage to have ever lived. I mean, I have problems with mages. The whole thing
with Vastras? Planning my birth, and my death, and my resurrection and then my death again.
But you make Vastras. . . Look like a child. Like her magic is fingerpainting, and yours is a three
decade in the making masterpiece.”
She sighed, “But I screwed up. I hurt myself. What about the others? I can’t have taken their
difference into account enough. I may have screwed us over before we even begin.”
Trei shrugged, “Near enough. You’re the only one likely to lose control. Well, apart from
Charity, but she’s a special case. Losing control is sort of what she does. Also, cursing people to
sleep for a hundred years has never been done successfully. Not until you went ahead and did it.
You should be proud.”
“I’m screwing my way through every mortal in town.” Hope shivered, “Not sure proud is a
word that should be used to describe me, right now.”
Trei smiled, “If anyone can solve this, it’s you.”
“I can’t!” She shouted, “I can barely hold off from you. How am I supposed to fix a spell that
took me a year to perfect before I do something permanent? Something I can’t take back and isn’t
just harmless fun for the natives.”
Trei winced, “I wouldn’t say it has all been harmless fun. Lume.”
“Yeah.” She sighed, “Yeah, I fucked that, well, not actually, but close enough. I should have
been able to smell the innocence on her, but I didn’t even check. I didn’t stop to think, and now. . .
I think she actually wants to like me.”
“Be gentle with her. Or him. Or whichever they prefer today.” Trei said quietly, “Lume. . . Is
broken. They’re delicate. . . And right on the verge of becoming something better than they were.
More than an empty rage against the sky that doesn’t care.”
“I’m not stupid.” Hope replied, wincing, “Just horny. Which I guess is stupid. I don’t want to
hurt her. I don’t. I’ll do my best.”
Trei nodded, “Sure. . . One last thing. You said didn’t want to sleep with the father of your
girlfriend? Faith died. When she was only two.”
Hope shook her head, “I can’t tell you. And in fact, I have a spell to make you forget that part
of our conversation. Sorry.”
The spell flickered into existence, and Trei jerked in shock. They were both surprised, for a
moment. Then he wasn’t, anymore. A piece of his memories locked away by a spell his daughter
had invented.
She had a spell that could effect even the most powerful of gods. That was useful to know.
Although it made the gods seem a little more vulnerable than they should be.
Hope smiled slowly, “That’s what I’m missing. Divinity. The light of a celestial. The most
powerful healing force in the ’verse. A gift, directly from Gaia. Ooh, she’d be. . . No. Focus. Trei,
can I borrow some of you?”
“No. I can’t interfere.” He parroted and shrugged, “Seems you’ve worked things out. I’ll leave
you to your own devices, hopefully you won’t hurt anyone else.”
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He disappeared. Like he always did, and always would.
She cursed at him in a prayer, and then clapped her hands together, causing a series of flaming
symbols to appear in the air in front of her. She reorganised the order of them, and tweaked the
angles of their appearance slowly, and simply.
Hope tapped her chin, thinking.
She hadn’t solved the core problem. She needed a piece of the divine to be able to pull this off.
Something that was simply beyond her own existence. Which was out of her reach, right now.
Nyx or any of the Valkrjosa could supply what she wanted, but not without her losing control
and sleeping with them. Which might actually put her over the edge considering her desire seemed
to be increasing every single time she indulged it.
“He spoke about me.”
Hope nodded, “Yep. Didn’t even notice you standing in the shadows. You’re good at that,
Lume.”
“You need celestial power. I have it.”
no.”

“No.” Hope shook her head, “Not with what this spell needs. Just. . . Thank you, sweetie, but

Lume looked at her, revealing her face, “Why not? I like you. I would not be suffering. I know
you cannot return these feelings. That you will move on. That you have a girlfriend. A powerful
one, by the sounds of it. I cannot compare.”
Hope sighed, “That’s not it, sweetie. Sort of, but not quite. . . If the spell rebounds, and it has
a high chance of it. . . I’ll lose control. And eat your soul out through. . . You get the picture?”
Lume smiled weakly at her, “That doesn’t sound like too terrible a way to go. I have my sins,
Hope. I am willing to pay for them.”
“I said no!” She shouted, and then sighed heavily, “Sorry. I’m not. . . ”
Lume kissed her.

180

Svipul
“Don’t.” Nyx held up a hand as she appeared, “Don’t say a single godsdamned motherfucking voiden
word.”
She felt like she was slowly shrinking. She had thought Nyx had meant it when she said she
had given up on him. It wasn’t like Svipul had been intending to let anything happen. All she’d
tried to do was see if the spark was still there. By irritating Jhiy.
And. . . Then he had kissed her. Then all her self will had collapsed.
“I’m -” Svi gasped as Nyx’s fingers pierced her throat. She could feel them inside her as the
metallic taste from the blood running down hit her.
The goddess glared, “My hand is wrapped around your vocal chords. You ignored me. I told
you, not one word. You tried to say two. Shall I tear them out? Make you mute for eternity? Or
will you just shut up?”
Nyx hand tore free and Svipul fell to her knees, coughing and spraying blood across the floor.
The mistress wiped her hands on a towel that Serj handed her. That man had adapted far too
quickly to the violence. Svipul had no interest in knowing his history.
She held a hand to her punctured throat, feeling the scabs forming. She could already tell these
ones were going to scar. The mistress was feeling vindictive. In no world was she over Jagjit, or
even remotely given up. She might not know how to get him, but she wanted him.
She stood up slowly, and Nyx looked at her like she was about to burst into tears. “Whose
idea was it?”
He had kissed her first. Yet, she had found them a room. And taken his pants off. And
threatened him about touching other women.
Nyx frowned, “Not straightforward, then. Huh. I guess you win, then. Being the ascension of
his betrothed us cheating.”
The mistress looked away as her shoulders shook. “I just. . . Why can’t he even see me?”
Svipul walked over and patted the mistress on the back. The goddess turned, burying her face
in her chest as she cried. Nyx held her armour tightly, and then screamed in frustration.
Svi danced backwards as her clothes were atomised by the raw magic that bled out of the
goddess. This was the struggle of mortality. It increased the emotions that celestials could choose to
leave behind, or at least bury.
She stepped forward again, wrapping her wings around Nyx, and spoke hoarsely, “I am confused
as you are. I expected him to choose you.”
The goddess glared up at her, “I appreciate the sentiment. But now that you’re naked, I can
smell him on you. Go have a shower, and get changed. You’re making me angry.”
Svipul stepped backwards, and Nyx sighed, “I. . . I just need some space from all of this. So,
I’m going to go become empress. You and the jagoff can stay here or whatever. For a while.”
“Yeah, right.”
Nyx glared at the man in the doorway, “Yeah. Do you want to find out if you can die? I bring
three Valkrjosa, and you sleep with two of them? What, are you just waiting for Oski to give you a
chance?”
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Jagjit swallowed nervously, “So. You’re pissed. But you still need our defense. You can’t kill
everyone from here to Jian.”
Nyx laughed, “Uh, Svipul?”
“She absolutely could.” She whispered hoarsely, holding her throat.
Jagjit sighed, “Not if you want to keep the empire intact. Which is sort of Svi’s legacy. From
before.”
Nyx shrugged, “That was a long time ago.”
Svipul glared at her. She knew the goddess was not being serious, and was mostly just lashing
out because she was angry, however it still hurt to have her pretend not to care about her legacy.
Jagjit sighed, “Empress Nyxae. I know that you’re angry, but you now have an empire to rule.
Also, they’re waiting for you so they can load your father that you killed.”
Nyx glanced at her, “Please say I can kill him.”
“You may do whatever you wish mistress.” Svipul replied, “You are a goddess.”
Nyx rolled her eyes, “Yeah. Screw you for still liking him. And screw you, Jagjit, for sleeping
with everyone who isn’t me. What am I? The anti-sexy?”
The goddess stormed by him, to go deal with the corpse of the man she had killed. Svipul
stepped over to the doorway, holding her wings around herself, “You may wish to lie low for a while,
Jagjit. Like a hundred years or so. Enough time for the mortal shell to be extinguished.”
He looked over at her, “She’s seriously that angry?”
“I am surprised that you are still breathing.” Svipul frowned, “The mistress must truly believe
that I love you, or she would not have shown such restraint. I have never observed her show such
kindness.”
Jagjit sighed, “And this is the woman you actually love, right?”
“Yes.”
He winced, “Sorry, I think I just torched your chances.”
“It was fun.” Svipul stated without emotion and sighed, looking down, “All she noticed was
you stank.”
He sighed, “So, now that we have most of that out of the way. . . Do you want my help?”
Svipul turned her fierce gaze on him, “You would help me touch what is forbidden and out of
reach? Despite wanting me, yourself?”
“Feyra is gone.” Jagjit sighed, “I know that. You’re not her. Not anymore. So yeah, I’ll help
you get Nyx’ attention. If you want. What are friends for?”
Svipul turned back, “Your inteference is unlikely to help. The mistress’ feelings are directed
towards you. She would notice you attempting to redirect these feelings, and her wrath with be
swift, brutal, and indeed, just.”
Jagjit shrugged, “Possibly.”
“The feelings of the mistress are intense and are not limited to your sexual attractiveness.”
Svipul said softly, “You cannot disuade her, Jhiy. She likes you.”
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“Why?” He said with exasperation, “That’s what I don’t get. Also, why the hell does reasoning
go out the window the moment she comes anywhere near me?”
Svipul laughed, which turned into a cough, “You’re still an idiot. She’s a goddess. The ’verse
does actually revolve around her. You feel the pressure to be hers when she’s close, because she
wants you to be hers.”
Jagjit frowned, “And the first question?”
Svipul shrugged, “Who knows the mind of a goddess?”
He smiled at the insult, and she looked out sadly, “I will do as instructed. A shower, and new
armour as the mistress accidentally destroyed mine. You will keep back, but join the procession.
Two days travel in Jian. It will not be without difficulties.”
“You do like me, don’t you, Svi?”
“Yes.” She nodded, “However, I do not love you. Not anymore. I do somewhat wish that our
previous lives did not end when they did. I would like the chance to sleep with you again, in a less
frenzied environment. But no. No I don’t think I want an eternity with you.”
“Ouch.” He sighed, “You never did hold back. Becoming a Valkrjosa hasn’t made you more
merciful.”
“No.” She shook her head, and turned, “As I said, join the others.”
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Jagjit
“You are a colossal fucking idiot.”
He spun around, and frowned, “Who exactly are you?”
She flicked her brown hair, revealing pointed ears with a half dozen rings in each, and she
grinned at him, “Me? Nobody important. Not really. Just here to make sure you don’t screw things
up worse than you already have.”
Jagjit frowned, “Intentional vagueness. Yeah. Not liking it.”
She walked up to him, and smiled, “I could be less vague. But I can promise you, you really
won’t like it.”
“You’re a nymph.” He said, sniffing the air, “I want to say. . . Ash tree? Nymph of. . . ”
He took a nervous step backwards, “Tell me this isn’t about the Sins.”
She grinned, revealing a diamond stud in one of her fangs, “Meliae. I prefer it to nymph. And
also, why would I lie to you, honey? We’re both adults.”
“Hope.” Jagjit winced, “Godsdamned Hope. So. . . Am I a dead man?”
She shrugged, putting an arm around him, “That one’s on you sweetie. I mean, if you make
Nyx pissy, and she stops getting in Wrath’s way, it is going to be a problem. Mostly for you. If you
stay out of the way, and don’t manage to break her heart, then. . . Well you’ll make me happy.”
Jagjit winced, “Pretty sure if I sleep with anyone else ever again, that’ll break her heart. She’s
pissed enough that I don’t like her.”
“Honey, you’re talking to a Meliae.” Hope kissed his cheek, “I know you’re bitchin’ crazy about
Nyx. Also crazy about Svipul. And Herja, as much as that one is something you won’t even admit
to yourself. You’re messed up, sweetie.”
Jagjit ground his teeth together, “I fucking hate nymphs.”
“Meliae.” She replied, her fingers trailing down his spine, “And if you want to know which you
like the most, I could just tell you. That’s not that hard to see, honey.”
He glared at her, “So are the Nine angry that Nyx is going to take the Stormthrone, or happy?”
“Neither.” Hope shrugged and sniffed his cheek, “Oh my gods, you actually smell delicious. No
wonder they all jump you. Tempted, myself. Which is way passed ridiculous at this point. I’m just
a bit worried about Nyx. She’s an unknown. She could give Wrath the throne if you make her give
up altogether.”
“I have been trying.” Jagjit laughed, “It isn’t going to work.”
Hope sighed, “You’re totally immune to me, aren’t you? That’s disappointing. Hopefully it
isn’t a side effect. No, sweetie, you’ve crossed a line. Sleeping with Svipul? Nyx is never going to let
that one go. Not ever.”
Jagjit frowned, “Why?”
“Because Herja is pregnant. And so is Vashia, to Oski.” Hope smiled sadly, “See, Nyx has just
realised something about you. Something you should honestly have already worked out, honey.”
His face fell, “Svi is pregnant, isn’t she?”
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“Yes.” Hope laughed, and punched him lightly, “You were made to make humanity. Of course
you’re super fertile. With anyone capable of having a kid by you. Not other humans.”
He winced, “Did she know before she left?”
“No.” Hope shook her head, “Svi hasn’t clued in yet. She will, soon. Which means, I’m sorry,
but you’ve basically made yourself a harem.”
He winced, “I’ve been a father before. I know the responsibility and that multiple women are
going to hate each other, with me taking most of the heat.”
Hope shook her head, the rings in her ears clinking gently, “No, sweetie. They’re Valkrjosa.
They won’t fight. Well, they will, but they’ll get over it. Even be willing to share you. Hence,
harem.”
“Jagjit, have you managed to stay out of -” Nyx paused, her anger evaporating. “A nymph.
And you’re not naked. Huh, I guess I can trust you. Somewhat.”
Hope leaped into her arms, and he stared in surprise and confusion as they kissed, and continued
kissing, become more and more agressive.
He coughed nervously.
Hope pulled back, laughing, and Nyx glared at him, “She was just getting good. You might
have, but I haven’t had anything that wasn’t magic in five years.”
Jagjit winced, “I. . . Should not know that.”
“Well you made your sex life my business, so I thought it only fair!” Nyx bristled.
Hope stroked her cheek, “Now, now. Nyxae, baby. Don’t blame him. He could actually resist
me, the sweetie. I guess my charms didn’t all disappear.”
Nyx shivered, “Freaky. Hope, I’m happy to see you, always. But I’m guessing this isn’t a
hookup. Is it about Wrath?”
Hope shrugged, “Sort of. But don’t worry about that, honey. I’ve put your tough little hunter
in charge of that. You and I can just relax. And it’ll keep his hands full so he can’t become a daddy
again.”
Nyx bit her lip, “I should worry. . . But you’re. . . You. Jagjit. How did you resist her?”
“Felt the same as when you try and get my attention.” He shrugged.
Nyx glared at him, “You fucking asshole. You feel this and still go and sleep with everyone
else?”
Hope kissed her cheek, “Ssh. I want him to help me, remember, honey? You can’t eat him. For
me?”
Nyx swallowed, visibly straining to remain in control, “I wasn’t. I want. . . The other way
around.”
Hope laughed and kissed her again, a brief moment that managed to mess up both their hair.
The nymph pushed her away, “Go on, empress. I’ll be with you soon.”
Nyx staggered away, as if she was drunk.
Hope walked back to him, looking up at him, “Whew. I could feed off the sexual desire you’ve
built up in that girl for a year. And you’re really planning not to tap that?”
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Jagjit looked down at her, “If you’re asking permission, go ahead. She deserves to have a little

“She won’t, sweetie.” Hope said stiffly, “Nor will you, or anyone else. Wrath’s planning an
attack. I can keep Nyx safe, but the rest is on you.”
“Nyx can take care of herself. She’s a goddess.”
Hope shook her head, “No, sweetie. You look cute when you’re stupid, but we don’t have the
time. You’re the target. He can hurt you. And he’ll have help. Mostly from a hellhound the size of
a house. And the most aggravating ork to ever exist.”
Jagjit winced, “And I’ve just taken both Herja and Svipul out of commission.”
Hope grinned and kissed his cheek, “That’s it, honey. The sexy man warrior. Willing to kill.
That’s what Nyx came to see. And came for.”
“Ew.” Jagjit replied, and then frowned, “She tested me in an unfair fight. That was what made
me. . . Worthy. Feyra was. . . Scared of me.”
“Nyx gets turned on.” Hope laughed, her diamond sparkling, “She’s the Battlemaiden, Jagjit.
What did you expect, honey?”
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Nyx
Whilst she really was happy to see Hope, and salivating over the implied activities to follow, in more
ways than one, she also knew that where Hope went, destruction followed at a scale that nobody in
the world was ready for. Ever.
The Meliae was the most powerful mage to have ever been born. Flat. There was no one else
who even came close. Despite being nothing but an eternal, with not a single spark of divinity in
her, Hope was beyond dangerous. Even to the gods.
She was the one who had gathered the Nine to fight the Sins. She had been the one to watch
Wrath gathering power and decide he was the greatest danger that the world might face.
All the gods found Hope disturbing. That much power and skill in someone that they weren’t
supposed to interfere with, wasn’t something that they were comfortable with. The Hellbound
Prophecy didn’t just protect Wrath from the gods.
Hope was also still a nymph, and when an angry god came around, they generally found it
difficult to resist her charms. Only a few could, at all. She couldn’t. The only reason she could at
all, now, was the human in her. That there was a piece of mortality separate from the rest of her.
Whilst that part of her became obsessed with the woman, the rest was shielded.
“Hey, sweetie.” Hope said, leaping into the carriage and closing the door. She jumped into Nyx’
arms, and then grinned, “Cosy. It’s nice in here.”
She sighed, holding her, “You’re sweet, Hope. But. . . Why are you here?”
The girl rolled her eyes, “Duh. The Sins. Sorry. That was mean. That human of yours got me
all riled up. He is intensely sexy. And completely immune to me. Not even a wiggle. Disturbing. I
can make an asexual god bend over with the lightest of flirting. A human guy? Apparently I’m
Granny Figgis.”
Nyx sighed, “Thank the gods. It isn’t just me. I stripped for him. Picked him up, and dropped
him on the bed, with me on top. He freaking hesitated.”
Hope kissed her cheek, “Oh, honey. That’s just weird. Where did you find him, anyways?”
“He got drunk and threatened to rape me to death.” Nyx said, shivering, “He is not nice when
he’s drunk and pissed and given up on life. To be honest, I think he was hoping someone would
smite him. Because he doesn’t think he can die.”
Hope frowned, “Oh, I know that, honey. He’s the first human. But he ran away to no where.
Even I didn’t realise he was out here.”
“Svi was watching him ever since he threatened me.” Nyx shrugged, “A vendetta. Which they
are clearly over.”
Hope sighed, “Wow, you are just mad at him, aren’t you? Not the two girls who willingly gave
themselves to him for just a moment of fun. The guy who asked both of them if they were sure, and
pointed out to both of them that you would be mad.”
Nyx looked down, “I can’t be mad at him. I don’t know why.”
Hope rotated around, so her legs were wrapped around her waist, looking down at her, “I know,
honey. I mean, you don’t need to be a Meliae to work that one out. I think you know the answer,
too.”
Nyx looked up at her, “Oh crap. You’re not going to sleep with me, are you?”
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“Yes, I am.” Hope grinned, “I am not passing it up. But you’ll be a little mad if I don’t tell
you now. A little mad anyway, but less mad. I’m going to be distracting you.”
“So my human can do what you want.” Nyx glared.
Hope grinned, the diamond sparkling, “You got it, honey.”
“I wish I could resist you.” Nyx groaned, “But. . . ”
“He has been driving you up the fucking wall for days.” Hope said, her eyes shining, “I can
smell it on you. Hells, the feel alone of your pent up desire is making me wet.”
Nyx swallowed, “Oh.”
Hope held her hands around her neck, as Nyx became uncomfortably aware of the warmth
hanging just above her. She knew this was something she probably try and put off. Especially as
Hope was willing to admit it was all just a distraction.
However, she had a nymph sitting on her, and they were not wrong about what she was feeling.
Hope grinned at her and leaned in, kissing her gently.
Nyx groaned, feeling as if every nerve in her body had suddenly exploded. She was on fire,
from head to toe, feeling the slightest touch from the Meliae as if it were the last thing in the world.
Her own hands looped around her waist, holding her, but unable to feel her properly through
the diamond-studded dress. Nyx pulled it up, desperate to feel skin against skin.
She heard screams outside.
Hope’s fangs brushed her neck, “I told you. He can handle it. I’m your distraction.”
“Oh, fuck.” Nyx gasped, knowing that she should ignore the creature, and find out what was
happening. Try and help them. She was responsible for them. Not just the Valkrjosa. She was their
empress, now. “Bite me.”
Her own fangs were tiny pinpricks, small and thin and designed for quickly piercing and
extracting blood. Hope’s fangs were not nearly as kind. They were made for ripping the throat out
of whatever her kind hunted before they became vegetarians.
The pain hit her along with the excitement, the sharp along with the feeling that ripped its way
down her spine and out through her privates. Nyx’ eyes watered, and she pushed Hope back softly.
Hope smiled at her, “That was quick. And there’s more.”
“I can’t. . . ” Nyx gasped, as if she were drowning, “I won’t abandon them.”
Hope shook her head, “No, sweetie. I wouldn’t let Wrath hurt any of yours. This is about
making sure no one gets hurt. That you don’t lose control. Because that’s his little goal.”
Nyx winced, closing her eyes, “Oh. He’s going after Jagjit. So you’re going after the only thing
that might block him out of my head.”
“Yes.” Hope replied, and pulled one of Nyx’ shoulder straps to the side, “I won’t force this on
you. But Jagjit did sort of say I could. If that means anything.”
Nyx looked up at her, tears instantly beginning, “How do I get him to notice me? He says
resisting is like you. . . But he. . . Won’t see me.”
Hope sighed heavily and kissed her cheek, “Honey. You can’t force love. It doesn’t work that
way, and his heart is a tangled mess. He does like you. But he doesn’t know who else he likes. Too
many. Everyone.”
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Nyx glared, “Who is my competion?”
“Everyone.” Hope sighed, and kissed her nose, “Gods, you’re intoxicating. I love it. Uh. . .
Jagjit is closest to Herja. He’s feeling guilty about her injuries. And wants to be there for his kid.
And Herja was confident and told him what she wanted, straight up. He liked that. The confidence.”
Nyx kissed her, lingering over her teeth for a moment, tasting her own blood, and then sighed,
“What about me? He hasn’t given me the slightest hint that he likes me.”
Hope laughed, “That’s not true. He comes to see you. He didn’t do that when you first came
to town. You had to summon him. He turns up because he wants to see how you are. To see if
how much he’s hurt you with his latest mistake. He thinks of himself as a failure. So you won’t see
him admiring your beauty, which by the way, is drop dead gorgeous. He looks to your emotions for
stability.”
Nyx winced, “That sounds. . . Bad.”
“He’s broken.” Hope shrugged, tossing off her dress, “Of course there’s going to be problems.
Especially with you waving the dead love of his life in his face. Jagjit adores you, but you burn him
every time he gets close.”
Nyx weighed the globes in front of her and then glared at her, “That is ridiculously unfair.
How big are you?”
“Smaller is sexier among my kind.” Hope pouted, “Sorry. Touchy subject.”
Nyx shrugged, “Makes sense for tree-swinging maniacs. I burn Jagjit?”
“You try and sleep with him, and Herja ends up being sent away for nearly dying. He thinks
about kissing you, and Lume turns up.” Hope shrugged, “He gets close to you, bad shit happens.
He doesn’t associate it with you. But. . . On an instinctive level, he’s afraid of you. Like anyone is
afraid of fire when they’re not fireproof.”
She cut off with a squeal, as Nyx’s hand made it’s way south, and the goddess blushed, “Holy
shit. It really is hot down there.”
Hope smiled tightly, “Yeah. Nice and gentle. Wow. Uh. . . If you want Jagjit to want you. . .
Umm. . . You need to make him not pull away from the fire.”
Nyx grinned at her, ignoring the sounds of battle outside, “Okay. I’m done with talking. I
can’t. . . Hold back.”
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Oski
The blade drifted through the air, the black metal reflecting the surface of the world. It was silent,
moving the air around it faster than it should have been able to. Green liquid spilled into the air as
the blade reached the peak.
She turned aside, the blade already moving to another target. She did not know where such a
large force of goblins could possibly have come from. She did know that they were intentionally
targetting the carriage that housed the woman carrying her child.
She did not appreciate the attention.
Her wings could turn them aside, and protect against their acidic inside as she tore them open,
but there were simply too many of them. For every five she killed, another got their claws on the
side of the carriage, reaching for Vashia.
The goblins in front of her vanished in a wheel of blood, as an axe blurred through them. Jagjit
smiled tightly at her, standing beside her, “So. . . Looks like I’m not the only target.”
Oski eliminated a group, “Indeed. It makes sense to concentrate our efforts. Somewhat.”
Jagjit laughed, as his axe turned a hopeful cretin into a memory of a poorly lived life. “Not
really. You’re just worried about Vashia.”
“I have no interest in denying it.” Oski replied, igniting the area in front of her with a quick
spell. “She is the mother of my children.”
“You’d be here without them.” Jagjit replied casually, moving faster than a human should have
been able to, “But. . . I don’t think these idiots know that a mother’s wrath is a truly terrifying
thing to behold.”
“They are not thinking.” Oski replied, “Something has driven them into a frenzy. It would be
kinder and more effective to eliminate the cause, but I cannot determine it.”
Jagjit slammed his fist through a face, drawing back a skeletal hand, “Yeah. A bit busy for
that. Where is everyone else?”
Oski slammed her wing into the carriage and through an ambitious goblin, “The mistress
appears to be thoroughly distracted. Svipul is. . . Experiencing an equally distracting context.”
Jagjit snapped a neck, “Morning sickness?”
Oski sighed as she decapitated something attempting to bite her metallic wings. “It would not
be appropriate for me to reveal that. It is for Svipul to decide whether or not to make you aware of
her condition.”
The axe slammed into the ground, cracking it, “I am aware of her condition!”
The Valkrjosa slammed her head through a skull and into the spinal column, “I am attempting
to lead you, human. It is not appropriate for you to notice her condition, until she decides that you
should be made aware.”
Jagjit ripped a goblin in half, and shook his head, “No. No I am not pretending not to know
that she is going to have my kid.”
“Not your child unless she decides it is.” Oski insisted, “You. . . Stupid human! You have no
part in any of this, until Svipul decides that you may!”
“Screw that.” He replied, and then winced, “Is it just me. . . Or are there more of them now?”
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Oski didn’t reply. She was too focused on protecting her family. She was beginning to react,
rather than pre-emptively striking. For every creature that she ended, three more were ready to
take their place.
Jagjit sheathed his sword, walking forward into the throng, and scratched his head in confusion
as they devoured the flesh on his bones. The skeleton turned towards her, “Oski. . . This doesn’t
hurt. That doesn’t make sense.”
She slammed her spear into the ground, flaring her wings outwards to knock back what could
still be an army of threats. However, as they moved towards her, they dissolved in the air. The spell
she had cast revealed them for what they were.
Illusions.
The Valkrjosa frowned, “Is it possible that the hoarde was a distraction for us?”
“Doesn’t matter either way.” Jagjit shrugged, “Nyx is protected by Hope. Wrath doesn’t have
a chance of attacking her on his own. With the both of those. . . ”
Oski checked on the carriage, and saw Vashia still there. Still upset she could not fight. A spell
revealed that she was not an illusion. The Valkrjosa turned back to the field, “It appears that this
was a test, then.”
Jagjit nodded, “Like the one Nyx gave me. Overwhelming odds, to see how I would react to a
fight that I can’t win. And my reaction was the same. Risking death to find an answer.”
Oski smiled slowly, and sat on the edge of the carriage, “No, that is not correct. You did not
risk death, because you do not believe it is possible. Which means that the easiest way to kill you,
is to determine how to and trick you into accepting it.”
Jagjit laughed, “Yeah. I haven’t found a way to kill myself in over a thousand years. Not even
with the power of the Stormthrone. Good luck.”
Oski nodded, “Precisely. You were once connected to the Stormthrone. The one who orchestrated
this mass illusion is one who seeks that same power. He has not yet proved himself worthy of the
Crown of Fangs. He may not be able to claim the throne.”
Jagjit felt the colour drain from his face, and turned, “Oski, summon Lume, again. Now!”
The Valkrjosa shrugged, pushing lightly on the world’s matrix, “Lume.”
Nothing happened.
“He may simply not have any interest in answering my call.”
Jagjit shook his head, “No. Fuck. They were the target. Not us. This was a test, but it was
also a distraction. Lume is the spear, Oski. She took it, and absorbed it. That’s how she managed
to kickstart her massacre of your kind.”
Oski stood up slowly, “We must determine his location, immediately. Protect me.”
She slammed her spear into the ground again, and crouched beside it, cutting open her hand
with her wing. She placed her bloodied hand against the spear, letting the blood run down it.
A pattern slowly revealed itself, the streets of Shaozhou.
“He is still within the city limits.” Oski said, standing up and drawing her spear, “However,
something is preventing me from being more precise.”
“That.” Jagjit replied, looking upwards.
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The Valkrjosa followed his gaze, and frowned as she saw the black flames dancing in the sky.
“It appears to be a Fury. Wrath, presumably.”
Jagjit nodded, “And in his hands.”
Oski spun the spear in hers, and launched into the air. She was a death spirit, born to fight
and die to protect the delicate balance of the ’verse. She served by the hand of Nyx, the Fallen Star.
She pulled back the spear, aiming as she flew upwards. She was ahead of the sound wave now,
or the explosion that would signify her presence to the creature. She could not allow any hesitation
or inaccuracy.
Her breathing was slow, and calm. Her eye was sharp. She could see the Fury, see him gloating
to the darkened shape in his grip. She could see Lume’s chest rising and falling, struggling. She
could see Wrath’s attentiveness. Even now, he was still watching the world around him for threats.
Hesitation would mean death.
The spear shot from her hands faster than she could move.
Wrath turned easily, faster than should have been possible, and the spear pierced Lume’s back,
and continued forward, slamming into the gut of the Fury.
Oski reached them, and slammed the spear in further. She could not hesitate, or Wrath would
be free to counter-attack. She twisted the spear blade, making him gasp. He glared at her, blood
running from the corner of his mouth, “You stupid piece of shit.”
Oski smiled, and then Wrath tore Lume in half, dropping the warrior to the ground. She didn’t
get a chance to run. His claws lacerated her throat. She looked up at the spinning world without
confusion as she tumbled towards the ground.
It had been foolish to attack him on her own, but necessary.
She had managed to cause him injury, which would temporarily slow him, and give the mistress
the time she would need to respond.
To protect her own.
Oski’s eyes closed as she waited for the end.
The only thing in her mind now, was a smiling face. Blue eyes, beneath red hair. This was the
one she sought to protect. The only one that deserved her attention. It was for her sake that she
had sacrificed herself.
It was up to the mistress to save Vashia, now.
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Hope
She stood up slowly, knees shaking, and opened the carriage door, letting the smell out. She rolled
her shoulders, and smiled back at the exhausted woman inside, “Thank you. I think that’s nearly
enough.”
She stepped out onto the ground, a spell firing from her hand to gently catch the falling body
of the Valkrjosa with ease. She continued to walk towards the field as she saw the Fury slam into
the ground in front of the human, attempting to intimidate a man who was unafraid of pain, a man
who could not die.
Hope snapped her fingers, knocking Jagjit aside, “Eisa! I warned you. You should not have
come back here.”
Wrath laughed, his glowing red hair becoming a writhing mess of snakes as he stopped
suppressing his power. As he became what a Fury truly is. He shot towards her, claws slicing
through the air.
Hope rolled her eyes, smiling as he slowly realised he was moving in slow motion towards
her. She stopped in front of him, waiting, and flicked him in the forehead. The man was knocked
backwards, ploughing into the ground.
She smiled down at him, “Honey, there is no more powerful a magic to one of my kind, than
sex magic. Nyx has given me quite the welcome to Shaozhou.”
He staggered upright, “The magic of a goddess.”
He screamed as his arms and legs cracked, as he was forced back down and into the ground, his
body forced into a space smaller than it could safely occupy. Hope tucked her hair behind her ears,
“Yes.”
Wrath laughed, blood pouring from his mouth, “You can’t kill me, Hope. Or you would have,
already.”
She grabbed him by the throat and lifted him, “Two hearts. Jagjit, honey, do you mind
retrieving them for me?”
There was a horrible crackling sound, and the man’s hands emerged from Eisa’s back, dropping
the organs to the ground. Hope leaned in and kissed his cheek gently, smelling him carefully. “You’re
sweet, Eisa. You really do think the best way to save the world is to make it yours. But you’re
wrong. You’re a bitter poison. The world is better off without you.”
Hope felt the fist bounce off her barrier, and didn’t even turn around. She knew who it would
be. The green-eyed elf was never far away from Wrath. She stank of jealousy and hatred, as she
always did. “Rsja, sweetie, don’t even bother.”
They were surrounded by a perfect barrier. A gift of the gods. Something that even Hope
shouldn’t have been able to summon, and wouldn’t, had she not just been with a goddess. It
wouldn’t last.
Hope broke his neck, and dropped the Fury to the ground. She heard the elf cry out in pain at
that moment, as if she were the one who had died. As if the entire world had been taken from her.
It wasn’t over, though.
Hope knew he had this trick up his sleeve. She needed to see it, to understand how he had
done it, or they had no chance in this fight at all.
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Wrath reached up and cracked his neck back into place, and stood up slowly, glaring at her,
“I’ll kill you for that, Hope.”
She smiled at him, “Maybe. If I was here.”
He punched towards her angrily, trying to shred the woman who had picked him up. Hope
vanished from his sight as she opened her eyes, and breathed a sigh of relief.
She reached down between her legs, and patted Nyx’ head, “That’s enough. Now we need to
get the fuck out of here.”
The goddess looked up at her in disappointment, and sighed, “Can you beat him?”
Hope spun the spells around the two of them, reappearing lying on cobblestone streets. She
focused, spinning another series of spells and reaching out across the continent, “Maybe. I don’t
know.”
Vashia appeared, and Hope caught her. She grinned at the confused woman as she steadied
her, and then snapped her fingers. The injured Valkrjosa appeared, holding her throat in one hand,
as a sword fell from her other.
Hope’s ears twitched as she froze time around the woman before she could fall. “I’ll heal her,
soon. Give me a minute.”
She turned, and tried the spell again. “Nyx. . . I can’t get a hold of either Jagjit or Lume. I
should be able to, even if they’re dead. Something is blocking me. Something that knows my magic.”
Nyx spat on the ground, “The ork. Pride. He learns too quickly. Those two are on their own.”
Hope winced, trying variations, “We need Jagjit. We cannot defeat Wrath without him. Nyx!”
The goddess shook her head, “I can’t travel there. Shaozhou is. . . A magical dead spot.
Someone has enhanced Oski’s magic-blocking spell. I’d be a day’s ride out. By which point they’ll
be dead.”
Hope swallowed nervously, “So that’s it, then. Wrath’s won. He’s actually fucking won. After
all this. . . ”
Nyx touched her shoulder as she tried not to burst into tears, “Not quite yet. Vashia, welcome
to Jian. My home, and the home of the Stormthrone.”
Hope turned to her, “You think you can use the throne, to help?”
Nyx shook her head, “No. Not for this. Wrath is in charge of the empire. He’s already ordered
the attack on Falenthia. What we can do, is take back my home. If you can get me to the throne,
then I can make every Storm Stone in the world useless.”
Hope looked at the injured Valkrjosa, and the pregnant human, and to the determined goddess,
“We’re fucked.”
Nyx kissed her cheek gently, “No. We’re angry. Just because Wrath is the world’s biggest
dickhead, does not mean we can’t beat him.”
“His immortality.” Hope growled through gritted teeth, “It comes from the throne, Nyx. From
you. He’s stealing the essence of your divinity. So long as you are linked to the throne, and as long
as he is, through the Hellbound Prophecy, then we can’t kill the fucker.”
Nyx shrugged, “Not the first time the world has taken on something that can’t be killed. Tyr,
Ausosa, Pheter. Wrath can just add his name to a long line of assholes who were unbeatable. We
can do this, Hope.”
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The Meliae collapsed to the ground, “No, we can’t. Everything that I planned with Faith. . .
None of it is going to work. Not if I can’t take his immortality from him. The throne can’t be
destroyed. I can’t kill you, we need you. He’s won.”
Nyx’ knee crashed into her head, slamming it into the cobblestone road. “Grow up, nymph!
There is a war to be fought here.”
Hope looked up at the goddess in surprise, touching her head and wincing as she felt the wetness
of her own blood. Nyx glared down at her, “I am the Heir to the Stormthrone. I am the Fallen Star.
I am the Shadow of the Battlefield. I am a goddess of death. I will not let my home be taken from
me. And I will tolerate your pathetic excuses. Stand up, and fight. Or I’ll kill you, myself.”
Four weak and tiny creatures moved slowly across the capital city, towards the palace.
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Svipul
She brushed Herja’s head slowly, looking at her with tears in her eyes. She kissed the forehead of
her sister, and then stepped backwards, and looked around at the rest of the Valkrjosa, gathered in
mourning.
Svi reached down and touched her stomach gently, feeling the life squirming inside her, fighting
to be comfortable. She looked at her dead sister, who had carried the cousins of her own.
“The Sins have taken a sister from us.” Svipul said quietly, “They have taken a life that never
belonged to them. The celestials were sworn never to interfere in the events of the Hellbound
Prophecy, and we didn’t. We did nothing more than our duty.”
She picked up the flaming torch from nearby, and ignited the pyre. The flames spread quickly,
embracing Herja as their own. There was no hope in this. It would not ferry the Valkrjosa to another
life. There was none for her to have. She was gone, and would never return.
“Wrath has killed what was ours.” Svipul growled, tears beginning to form in her black eyes,
“He has taken a celestial from her rightful place at the side of the mistress! He has claimed the life
of one of our sisters!”
The others shifted uncomfortably, feeling the same anger that poured through her, burning her
right down to her core. They felt the same demands of honour, and the same duty that prevented
them from doing anything about it.
“I was not born a celestial spirit.” Svipul stated, “I was born a human girl. Too stupid to
realise that the entire world was willing to fuck her. I was a slave, but I didn’t die that way. If the
world was going to try and fuck me, then I was going to fuck it. I was born as Feyra.”
She turned to face the sisters, the flames of what she had lost dancing behind her, “War is not
a game for children. War is not something that you wish for, or dream of. War burns you. There is
no coming back from the scars that tear at your soul. We know this, because we, are Valkrjosa!”
Ten thousand spears thumped into the ground, and the sisters echoed the last word. “Valkrjosa!”
“A sword is a toy. A spear is a weapon! A spear frees lives of their miserable existence. A
sword brings harm to those that wield it. Wrath wields the Sins against us, brandishing his blade of
anger and chaos. We are the spear, because we are Valkrjosa!” Svipul shouted.
The ground shook as the spears crashed into the ground, and she saw the eyes of every last
sister looking at her with the same determination that she felt, as they cried the word, “Valkrjosa!”
She smiled, and picked up Herja’s spear and held it above her head, “We serve the Fallen Star,
the goddess of death across the battlefields of the world. The Sins bring war to that mortal plane,
bringing the presence and power of our kind in their ignorance. We will go to them, because we are
Valkrjosa!”
She slammed Herja’s spear down with the others, knowing that what she said next, she would
never be able to take back. She would be punished for it, but she would do what she had to do.
“Wrath took one of ours.” Svipul sneered, “We will take everything that ever belonged to him.
Because we, are Valkrjosa.”
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Sequel
The fight will continue in Crown of Fangs. . .
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Prologue - Mabeline
Her spear stabbed down quickly, efficiently. The metal steamed as it was burned by the blood of the
dying goblin. She yanked it back, and the dying creature settled. She continued walking, looking for
the signs of the dying, human and goblin, easing their passing.
This was the aftermath of battle. A battle that they’d won, but it didn’t feel that way. It felt
like they’d lost. The Vizier was preparing to evacuate the city, once they gave the all clear from out
here. Adairoft was lost. The city was a burned out husk, blanketed in ash from the eruption that
Astarte had set off.
Astarte was still missing. That brilliant Fury, who always smiled at a challenge had faced one.
Had fought a Sin. Multiple Sins. The Pride, an ork with surprising magic and knowledge, and the
Greed, the King of the Goblins. All of the Sins had nearly incomparable power. That Astarte was
missing wasn’t surprising.
Her corpse would be lying somewhere amongst the dead. Probably buried under a pile of
goblins she’d killed in her dying moments.
She wasn’t the only one missing, either.
Alfar hadn’t come back. That was terrifying, if not entirely surprising. The elf often forgot
where she was in time, and went off to deal with things she thought was more important. She might
have simply forgotten to reassure them she was still alive. She was though. The elf could drink
poison, and not die. She was a fixed event in time.
Or that’s what Mabeline kept trying to tell herself.
Mikhael, Ali, and Astarte’s paladin, were also missing. Mabeline didn’t have much hope for
those. After she and them and had been taken captive by Pride, only she and Mikhael had managed
to stand up, and then the goblins had attacked.
Mikhael was a retired hunter. He had given up the life because he had become too slow, and
Mabeline had never been in a battle of this scale before. A few dozen soldiers fighting against swarms
of vicious creatures without any empathy.
She shouldn’t think of them like monsters. She knew a half-goblin, Malis. She was missing as
well. She was also far stronger than she realised. The ex-slave was brilliant, and Alfar’s girlfriend.
Her dying. . . It might break Alfar, cause her to break the rules around time. That would end
everything.
Mabeline was still breathing, so she had to believe that Malis was.
She killed another dying creature. She hated this job. Hated having to walk over the dead.
Hoping to find survivors, but never succeeding.
She was a hunter. She got paid to end problems. She wasn’t a soldier. It didn’t matter that
she was Kao’el’s champion. This was not something she was cut out for.
She wasn’t just the Goddess if Chaos’ champion. That was one of Alfar’s shock tidbits. Mabeline
hadn’t had time to process that her mother was a god.
It didn’t matter if she wanted it to be true. Alfar didn’t lie, and she was never wrong. Forgetful,
yes. But that was Ausosa’s curse on her, after all.
Mabeline froze, staring.
Amongst the gore of the battlefield, she’d found something worse. An enormous blood trail.
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Whoever made it should have bled out, but the trail led away from the field.
Towards a farmhouse.
Mabeline took off at a sprint.
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Prologue - Malis
She sat in the cold and damp cave, back bent to avoid hitting the ceiling, staring at her bloodsoaked
hands. Not seeing them, not seeing the rest of the gore that covered her. The skin and muscle pieces
tangling her hair, the green blood soaking her feet up until her knees.
She was a monster.
She had tried to kill the Goblin King, with Garmr’s help. She hadn’t succeeded. She thought
she had, but he was gone. His body was gone. Not just taken and eaten. He’d managed to fool her,
which meant it was all for nothing.
She could see her reflection in the blood. Her brown eyes were gone. They were green now.
Her other side was here to stay. She’d embraced the goblin in her, becoming just another monster,
and it hadn’t worked.
Her skin was darker now, too. Showing that she wasn’t Zanfirian. Proclaiming to everyone
who looked at her that she was part goblin. In a world that hated nonhumans.
Garmr couldn’t enter the cave. That was why she’d chosen it to hide in. So that the hellhound
wouldn’t follow her, wouldn’t make her remember what she had done. Remember how little she
deserved its master.
Alfar.
She still loved the elf, heart and soul, but she didn’t want to be her girlfriend anymore. She
was just going to hurt everyone around her if she stayed. She needed to get as far away as possible
from the people she cared about.
She wanted to feel bones break in her grasp again. She wanted to rip the throat out of a living
creature and watch the life fade from its eyes. She wanted to make it feel pain as it died.
She hated herself for it.
She couldn’t escape her heritage, and she couldn’t drag anyone she cared about down with her.
She had to leave, had to run away. Or the Goblin King would command her again, and she would
smile as she killed what she cared about.
Kao might have made a contract with her, gifted her the miracle of the magicbreaker, but it
was useless when she was born to follow his orders. The only reason she’d managed to survive last
time was because of the hellhound, and his healing saliva giving her a momentary reset.
She’d never get that kind of chance again. She’d survived because of pure luck. He was her
king, and she was just his slave. Again.
The bracelet hung from her neck, like a heavy weight. Akheron had freed her so easily, breaking
the enchantment without a second thought, but he couldn’t save her this time.
No one could.
She had to either die, or run. She was too much of a coward for the first one. Too scared to
tell Alfar for the second. She was just going to leave, to disappear. They’d assume she died with the
others, for a while.
Alfar and Garmr would still let them know.
Let them know that she abandoned them, right after they had all lost so much.
Tears ran down Malis’ cheeks.
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She’d made her choice, even if she hated herself for it.
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Prologue - Aldene
She walked quietly out of the cubby house, on this broken and abandoned island. It was about as
far from the continents as was possible to get.
She nodded to the Fury standing nearby, arms crossed, eyes glowing a deep and angry red.
“She’s asleep.”
He turned to her, looking her up and down, “Charity wished you here. Have you worked out
how the magic is going to screw with us?”
“I’m bound to her, now.” Aldene replied, “If she dies, so do I. I’m here, because she is, which
limits what I can do in this war, significantly.”
He nodded, turning back to staring at the horizon.
She didn’t blame him. He’d been pushed and pulled by so many people, and then had to kill
someone he was beginning to grow soft towards. Had to watch as Charity killed a man that she
cared for.
These things were difficult to cope with, a skill that Aldene had learned but never mastered.
She wasn’t aware of any way to make it easier.
“What are you?” He asked abruptly, “I haven’t seen anything like you before. Nor have I felt
anything quite like it. You don’t feel infernal, so I don’t think you’re demonkind. How does Charity
know you?”
Aldene smiled and bowed her head gently, “I am what is known as a Valrkjosa. A creature
of death, sent to guide heroes and champions towards glorious death. We empower them on the
battlefield. When you feel that last strength that lets you overcome, that is us, working with you.”
Akheron swallowed nervously, “Wait, you’re celestial? Why are you here? Physically?”
“Because Charity wished it so.” Aldene laughed, and then shrugged, “And she knows me,
because I was summoned by an incredibly powerful mage, known as Mercy. She sought me out,
wanting one of the lesser celestials as a friend in this war. I agreed to her terms.”
Akheron winced, “Mercy is dead. Isn’t she?”
“Yes.” Aldene sighed, “I lost her presence not long after we defeated the elf and the Fae. I can
only assume that she fought Wrath, and lost.”
The Fury punched the balcony, lightly. Then he leaned his head against one of the posts, and
sighed, “I can’t feel Astarte, not clearly. She left Adairoft, dying. She is shielding herself from me.
She wants me to just. . . Let her die.”
Aldene turned to him, and sighed, “I am a creature of death, but I cannot help you find your
sister. However, I am one of Nine. One of the others, can assist you. All you have to do is ask.”
Akheron glared at her, “You’re no different from the Sins, are you? Manipulating me. Offering
help, at a cost that I cannot pay.”
“Then don’t.” Aldene replied, “I offer my help freely. Charity wished to protect you. If she had
let you die, our job would have been simpler. The death of Wrath would have sealed the prophecy.
She chose to let you live. I won’t argue with her. She summoned me. Agathi can help you. She’s a
Ker.”
Akheron winced, “A demon. I don’t much about them.”
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“They are the shadows that follow souls to their deaths, draining life from them.” Aldene said
slowly, “Agathi. . . Broke the rules. She hates death. Hates possession of any kind. Avoids it. But
she is a Ker. She will be able to tell you where your sister hides.”
Akheron nodded grimly, “Where is she?”
“A city, close. It burns.” Aldene frowned, “All the cities are burning. The empires are at war. . .
A port city. I can fly us there, when Charity awakes.”
He shook his head, “I’ll find my way. Find me when she wakes up. Charity and I. . . Need to
talk.”
“Agreed.” The ancient warrior bowed her head.
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Prologue - Oleta
She had failed.
Kabad had burned. It was lost. The capital of Falenthia had been seized by Zanfir, spurred on
by Wrath and his Hunters’ Guild. One person had not been enough to save it.
Now she watched, crouched atop a temple, as the people were rounded up. Being divided
into those who could work, to supply the army, and those who would die because they were of no
immediate use.
She couldn’t do anything about it. If she freed some, than more than she’d saved would die.
It would take time until she would be able to save them. She would. She would not forgive this
travesty.
Wrath was as cruel as ever. Sentencing those of elfin blood to death, for being diferent, for
being dangerous. He was attempting to suppress magic users. To divide those with, and those
without. Playing on the fears of the populace.
She hated how well the man knew how to manipulate people. Yet, there was nothing she could
do about it, not right now.
She did however, have something she could do. She had felt Mercy’s death, at his hands. Yet,
she had not been alone when she died. The others were gathering, moving towards a home.
She could feel the draw herself, feel the call of the twins. Wrath might truly believe that the
crown belonged to him, but it didn’t. There was a more wrathful Fury out there, one determined to
do the right thing, and destined to doom them all.
He was far more dangerous than Wrath would ever be.
She would find him, and consider his bloodline, and together with the others she would choose
whether he would live to fight the Sins, or die and prevent the prophecy from succeeding.
Her ears on her head flicked backwards, and she jumped, ripping herself apart.
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Sequel
Coming soon. . .
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Figure 4: Crown of Fangs
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Calamity, The
During the events of Priestess of Ozandius, a series of fireballs came crashing down out of the sky.
These boulder-sized stones emitted toxic gases, and poisoned the magical matrix of the world
itself, leading to widespread death, famine and disease.
It is commonly believed that the gods tried to destroy the world.

Fae
A non-human species.
Eternal in nature.
Existed before humanity, but after the War of the Cracked. (Summer Garden).
The Fae were created when the goddess Sumner sacrificed her own life, for the purpose of
creating them. The first to be created, Summer, inherited her divinity, and power, but can fully
access neither. (Summer Garden).
Notable features:
•
•
•
•

Fangs
Light, nearly-transparent wings
Human-sized
Extremely magical, denoted by crystalised mana called ‘dust’ that is generated by their skin
when it is exposed to sunlight.
• Endlessly reborn in a reincarnation cycle if not killed.
• Live for hundreds of years each cycle.
• Hierarchial society, ruled over by a Council.

Since the events of Summer Ashes, the Fae have left the known ’verse. They were lead by
Ashwen at the time.
Notable Fae:
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Summer
Kru
Ausosa
Luna
Astrian
Janus
Ashwen
Talin

Fall of Calis
The human city-state of Calis was destroyed overnight (Summer Garden), destabilising the entire
region, as Calis had been contested territory. (Priestess of Ozandius).
This event solidified humanity’s hatred of magic and all species that can make use of it for
several disparate reasons.

Godless Night, The
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• Calis was founded as a city of magical research, at a time when most mages were used as tools
for war and denied normality of life.
– For many, the fall of Calis confirmed the belief that magic was evil.
• Calis was destroyed by one or more Fae, the first time humanity had dealt with the species in
some thousands of years.
– For many, confirming the belief that non-humans were evil.
• The human kingdom of Ozandius had been seiging the city at the time, and lost their entire
army in the fallout, leaving them open to attack from other nations.
– Without the buffer of a stable Ozandius, all nations of the Eastern Continent were opened
to the possibility of war.
This event was part of the direct chain of events that caused the Calamity (Priestess of
Ozandius) and the Godless Night (Fury of Balavid).

Godless Night, The
A period of several weeks, wherein the presence of the gods was not felt.
This was primarily due to the fact that the majority of gods were slain. (Fury of Balavid).
The effects were widespread, and unpredictable as varying parts of reality began to unravel.
(Summer Ashes).

Handheld Cannon
A weapon of Zanfirian design.
Powered by a Storm Stone, this weapon is capable of spitting plasma, allowing even weak
warriors to overpower or kill much more powerful enemies than themselves.

Human
A mortal species.
In the wider scheme of things, humans are relatively weak. Few are born with magic, and
those that are usually require access to devices, tools or objects that contain magic, as they cannot
channel mana directly.
After the War of the Cracked, humanity shared their world with most of the other species,
(which was itself shortly after humanity’s creation, as they did not exist before the war). At some
point, the Elfin and Faen peoples retreated, creating their own worlds.
This left humanity with the impression that these other species were mythic, until the time
of Summer Garden. The events since then has changed the perspective, and many humans can be
found with an inter-species heritage.
Humans tend to look down on non-humans, due to the racist undercurrents that tend to exist
within their cultures.
Despite humanity being outmatched frequently in physical and magical strength, many have
been involved in pivotal events throughout history.
The boy shrugged, “Because the world is here, right now. Everything exists here, in this
moment, and nowhere else. This is the moment where existence is decided.”
Verity felt her heart skip, “How. . . How is that possible? She’s just a human.”
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“So?” The boy laughed.
Priestess of Ozandius
Nations
There are many nations within the human world, and some have appeared or disappeared within
the timespan of the novel.
Only a few are noted here, for brevity.
Ozandius A hierarchial society, where the political balance of power is shared between a King, as
well as his Council of Advisors, and the Priestess of Sarin, a representative of the Sisters of Sarin,
also referred to as ‘the Temple’.
The Sisters of Sarin are a sect dedicated to benevolent works, though they have a past history of
searching for and destroying anyone of magical lineage. This has lessened since the time of Priestess
of Ozandius.
Ozandius is also noteworthy for their ban on slave labour, as a cruel and inhuman act. A
perspective that is not shared by most of humanity.
Zanfir
• May have grown out of the ancient city-state of Zar’r
Notable Humans
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Trei
Vastras
Shannon
Antoinette (Ariadne)
Guenivere
Verity
Eri
Rin
Azrael
Mytris

Hunters’ Guild
The Hunters’ Guild has emerged as a unifying force in the mortal world, since the time of Summer
Ashes.
They proudly have Guildhalls in every major city, on every continent. Despite this ubiquity,
they are not politically neutral, and many believe that they actively encourage the two human
empires, Falenthia and Zanfir, towards war.
The Guild places and collects bounties on the heads of any creature that upsets the status
quo. The majority of these bounties include goblins and wolves, as well as the ocassional rogue
troll, however the Guild has also been known to place bounties on thieves, serial killers, and any
individual that a city may find themselves having difficulties with.

People | Alphege the Algar
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Due to their vast wealth, the Guild also often loans currency to various well-off individuals or
cities. Failure to pay the Guild usually is followed swiftly by punishment, and then death.
The Guild is known to employ assassins.
Despite humanity’s general racism to the other species, the Guild employs anyone capable of
picking up a weapon, as junior members incapable of the tasks they undertake will generally be
eliminated quickly.
Despite a mysterious hierarchy of important Guild members, many of whom actively advise
the rulers of many cities, most Guildhalls are largely independent, and self-run. Smaller cities may
operate under the jurisdiction of a Guildhall in another city, where the ruler of the smaller city
acting as a go-between.

People | Alphege the Algar
Alphege Algar, or Alphege the Algar, was an elf who served as Guardian of the Shrine for the people
of Eldrasa.
At one point, she became indebted to Vastras, through a series of manipulations on the mage’s
part. This lead to her attempting to kill Summer, before joining Trei in his mission to stop Vastras
and Tyr.
As an elf, Alphege possessed great magical ability, only enhanced by the role of Guardian, that
she had been appointed to by the Fate, F’rir.
Like most elfin, Alphege worshipped F’rir as a goddess, though she was technically only a
celestial.
Like all elfin, Alphege had an eternal soul. Unless killed, she would live forever. However, upon
death, her soul would cease to exist, as the elfin have no afterlife.
Personality
Though extremely mission-oriented, in private Alphege was quiet and thoughtful. She appreciated
silence and beauty, more than social activity.
She was, at times, extremely immodest, though this may have been due to imprinting on Trei,
a process that was not natural to elfin.
Physical Charateristics
• Brilliant blonde hair. (However, when drained of magic she became a brunette.)
• Icy blue eyes. (However, when drained of magic they became grey.)

People | Ashwen
One of the more timid Fae, Ashwen generally deferred to the Fae that she treated as her father
(Lord Ashwith). He did not always return her affection or loyalty in equal amount, pushing her away
without warning.
She has a deep and personal connection with her people, and is fiercely loyal, though to what
she is loyal can be influenced.
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Janus also treated her badly, manipulating her with the promise of a relationship that he did
not believe in. This caused Ashwen to lead a rebellion against Summer, even going so far as to
execute Astrian when she was just a Faeling.
Personality
Though timid, she had an explosive temper, and a deep vindictive streak.
After being exiled, her anger and wrath erased most of her timidity.
Physical Charateristics
• Brown hair.
• Brown eyes.
• Blue wings.

People | Azrael
Azrael was a human sworn to the service of the Fate, Sarin, as a holy night. He treated the celestial
as a goddess.
At some point, he was an apprentice of Vastras, and they had several exploits, including the
destruction of the Entrin people.
Personality
Azrael was extremely rigid, sticking so closely to his principles that Sarian considered him a failure
in the end.
Physical Charateristics
• Blonde hair

People | Summer
She was the queen of the Fae (Summer Garden), and the reincarnation of the goddess, Sumner
(Summer Garden).
As the posessor of Sumner’s divinity, she was afforded special considerations and responsibilities
by other celestials. (Summer Garden).
She married Trei (Summer Garden, A Fate in Eldrasa), and had one child by him (Priestess of
Ozandius), who was called Faith (Summer Ashes).
She had two sisters, Luna (Summer Garden), and Ausosa (Fury of Balavid).
It was Ausosa who eventually killed her. (Fury of Balavid, Summer Ashes).
Personality
Like most Fae, Summer was direct, and arrogant. This often lead to her isolating political opponents,
which sometimes lead to them becoming direct threats to her, or her family. (Summer Garden).

People | Trei
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She was timid and nervous about romance at first, however she quickly became fierce in private,
due to the Fae’s hypersexuality and the imprinting process that Fae sometimes go through. (Summer
Garden).
Due to imprinting on Trei, she was fiercely jealous of anyone who paid him the least bit of
attention. (Summer Garden).
Like most Fae, she was bisexual. Amongst her previous relationships, she mentioned that she
and Astrian had been lovers for a time. (Summer Garden).
Physical Charateristics
• Red hair
• Purple, nearly transparent, wings.
• Deep blue eyes.
The voice had been of a woman, not one he’d met. She was a redhead, a complete rarity
in the city. She was sitting on a wall nearby, cross-legged, sipping tea from a gold-edged
cup.
His jaw dropped as a flash of movement caught his eye. On her back, were two nearlytransparent purple wings. They were about half her height, but spread out would be
much wider than she was tall.
He swallowed nervously, “You’re. . . Fae.”
Summer Garden

People | Trei
Trei was born as a human. (Summer Garden).
However, he was engineered to become a god, by Vastras, through the mage known as Vinadras.
(Summer Garden).
He became the head of a new pantheon of gods, as his ascension began a cascade of change for
all celestials. (A Fate in Eldrasa).
Personality
Though Trei is often likely to step in if he sees something he disapproves of, he can sometimes be
cold and uncaring for no obvious reason. His ability to predict the future with shocking accuracy
often leads to him allowing individuals to be hurt, to become what the world needs.
Trei can be thought of as kind, but cruel at times.
Physical Charateristics
• Black hair, touselled.
• Black eyes. Often described as an endless Void.
• Boyish looks.

People | Yio
Yio was one of the original three Fates, along with her sisters, Sarin and F’rir.
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She imprinted on Trei, shortly after his resurrection. (Summer Garden).
After he rejected her, in favour of Summer, Yio found herself unable to break the thread of
Fate tying her to him. (A Fate in Eldrasa).
Whilst she found this difficult at first, she eventually became accustomed to the fact she loved
a man who would never love her back. (Priestess of Ozandius).
She gave up her celestial nature, becoming something mortal but unique, to be able to defend
the people she cared about. (A Fate in Eldrasa).
She seems to still be alive. (Shadow of Soul).
Personality
She was cheeky, and without modesty, often using complete nudity to distract people. (Summer
Garden).
She was an accomplished warrior, and could often become cold and hard, as if she were on a
battlefield. (A Fate in Eldrasa).
Becoming mortal did not seem to smooth her fiery temperament. (Priestess of Ozandius).
She had a tendency to tease and/or torture the people that she liked.
Kru glared at her, “I am -”
“Kru, leader of the Kruei.” Yio said with sarcastic drama, “Cruelly cast aside by the Fae,
for doing nothing less than my duty. I was thrown down by Summer in all her infinite
power, never given a chance to rise above! But I will! I will climb and I will become
known as-”
“Shut up.” Kru snapped, “You really think you can just make fun of me? And torture
me? And I won’t do anything about it!?”
Yio considered, “And. . . What could you do about it? Honestly?”
A Fate in Eldrasa
Physical Charateristics
• Long pink hair
• Pale skin
• Black eyes. Often described as endless.
A pink-haired woman with strange ears and stranger black orbs of eyes glared down at
her, “Does the Council bind reality together? Does their will dictate the destiny of souls?
What call do they have upon you that causes you to insult me?”
Summer Garden

Storm Stone
Storm Stones are magical storage objects.
When charged, they seem to contain flashes of lightning.
They are mined on an island between the two continents, and are exclusively controlled by the
Zanfirian Empire, powering much of their industry and modern weaponry. ## Stormthrone

Valkrjosa
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The Stormthrone of the Zanfirian Empire is a mysterious and magical object, linked to both
the Storm Stones and the ruler of the empire.
It is suggested it played some role in Zanfir’s rise to dominance, after the end of Summer Ashes.

Valkrjosa
A celestial species.
The Valkrjosa serve as guardians and warriors, ushering the souls of heroes and champions
from the battlefields and into their next life, guided by Nyx. As such, their powers and affinity
revolve around death.
They have been known to take part in various celestial conflicts, where they act similarly to
shock troops.
Unlike many celestials, the Valkrjosa have been known to involve themselves directly in mortal
affairs. Despite this, they share the common celestial attitude that most creatures are beneath them,
and unworthy of any consideration. This results in them being cavalier with most life.
Notable Features:
•
•
•
•

All known Valkrjosa have black hair and black eyes, and pale skin.
Black metallic wings, that function as transportation, shield and weaponry.
Servants of the Goddess, Nyx.
Obsessively loyal to their goddess to the point where they do not believe that she is capable of
wrongdoing. This can lead to them blaming themselves for clear tactical errors on behalf of
their goddess.

War of the Cracked, The
After the Protoanimarum stole magic from the gods, it resulted in a war that unravelled reality, and
ended up with the gods fighting each other. This was the first known war to have ever happened.
(A Fate in Eldrasa).
A series of treaties were put in place to both end the war, and prevent it from ever happening
again. (Summer Garden).
Few details about the war are known.
Notable figures
• Wintralassa was the Protoanimarum who kicked off the war by stealing magic from Kao’el.
– Later, when the gods won the war, Wintralassa was sentenced to death. (A Fate in
Eldrasa).
• Svipul the Valkrjosa fought in the war, perhaps to do with a bridge. (Zanfirian Lightning).
• Oleta the Protoanimarum somehow survived the war on her own, without divine intervention.
(Crown of Fangs).
• Drak’tur, in his previous incarnation, both fought in the war and survived (likely due to divine
intervention). (A Fate in Eldrasa).
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