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On the day she died, Catherion raised into the heavens and damned a race.

Feeling the hard brown rocky ground under her feet, Catherion knelt down pressing the hard rocks into her feet, knees and hands. She hated the pain that pulsed up her body and sliced into her flesh, but she had to do it.

Looking around her quickly, she really didn’t want to be seen but all she saw was the clear blue sky with bright red dragons flying high and the boiling hot sun beaming down on her. This was going to be a mission and a half. 

As Catherion lowered her glaze she rolled her eyes at the tall sharp razor edges of the rocks forming a perfect ring around her, she much preferred the lustrous bright green forest beyond the rocky crater but it had to be done.

Looking at all the lumps and bumps in the crater Catherion hoped the enemy didn’t have too many visitors. Then she cocked her head and realised it wouldn’t have mattered even if they had.

Breathing in the hot dry air of the crater that was probably filled with the toxic dust and mould and more horrors that Catherion really didn’t want to think about. Catherion looked forward and a little smile formed on her smooth youthful face.

A small pitch black cave laid straight ahead in a perfect circle that wouldn’t be hard to crawl through. The feeling of dread filled her as she remembered all the horrors she had seen these witches commit as part of their witch cult. 

It still made Catherion want to see them.

The sounds of dragons flying in the distance and the singing of birds filled the air. Yet Catherion was still nervous.

For ages she had wanted to see the witches and see what their cult was about but now she was here, she wasn’t sure. Her parents had always tried to scare her and her brother with the so-called torturous tales of the witch cults. Catherion always thought they were made up.

Catherion’s eyes turned wet as she remembered the crackling magic of the witches that stormed into her village and sacrificed her family to their cult. 

Abominations.

Catherion nodded as she remembered what others had called the witches and they were right, these witches were Abominations that were definitely not made by the Gods and Goddesses.

As she dusted off and straightened her long brown tunic and tried to ignore all the holes in it, Catherion made sure her short brown hair was tied up tightly and she decided to make her move.

A rock fell nearby.

Catherion stopped and looked around but there was no one in the crater. She couldn’t even see the rock that had fallen, the crater was just as it was before, full of bumps and lumps with sharp dagger like edges that she was shocked she survived climbing down.

Another rock fell behind her down the cave entrance.

Catherion turned around. She jumped.

There was a woman smiling at her. Her skin deadly pale covered in millions of tattoos and slices and scars. The woman’s eyes were narrow and black, like an abyss.

Catherion wanted to run but she couldn’t. She tried to tell her legs to move but they weren’t moving.

She looked at the woman and the woman flicked her hand.

Throwing Catherion against the rocks. Whacking her head into them.
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Slowly opening her eyes, Catherion looked around and her eyes flickered as they readjusted to the dim cave chamber she was in. Catherion wasn’t a fan of the shiny black rocks that made a perfectly smooth wall and ceiling around her.

She tried to turn her head more to see what was around her but she couldn’t. Catherion didn’t know why.

She could feel something cold and heavy against the backs of her legs and her body pressed into it. It was only now Catherion realised she was lying down on something hard and raised, probably a rock altar perhaps.

Catherion’s head still rang from where she had been smashed into the rocks back on the surface, but as she laid there, Catherion realised she had no idea where she was.

Of course she knew it was logical to think they were in the cave that she wanted to crawl into, she had no idea though.

Breathing in the cold crisp air of the cave, Catherion tried to stretch her neck but she couldn’t see anything new. The cave chamber was only a perfectly smooth semi-sphere of black rock.

Catherion hated everything about this, she had wanted to see the Witch Cult and understand them but this was ridiculous. Catherion wasn’t some girl to imprison.

She went to roll over but something ripped into her.

Catherion bit her lip. 

As pain flooded her arms, Catherion managed to turn her neck enough to see spiky metal chains gripped her arms. Now those spikes dug into her flesh and bright drops of blood dripped out.

The droplets of blood made an eerie sound as they hit the stone floor, like rain drops falling on a wooden floor.

A small part of her knew she was going to die but if she was going to die, Catherion wanted to make sure she understood the Witch Cults and what her death was for. If she had learnt anything about these damn witches in recent months, it was how cold and calculating they were.

Pressing her head against the cold stone thing she laid on, Catherion remembered when she spoke to a scholar about the Witch Cults, he mentioned in a very hush tone how everything they did was leading up to something. But no one knew what this something was.

If Catherion was going to die, she had to find out.

The sound of wind howling made Catherion turn sideways to see if there was a gap in the wall. Then she felt something press against her chest. Catherion looked around.

She jumped.

Catherion frowned as she stared into the crazy dark eyes of the woman from earlier, that deadly pale skin was just as awful now as earlier.

Catherion wanted to gag as she breathed in the woman’s rotten fish odour. This wasn’t going to be pleasant, that was for sure.

“I caughta alive one!” the woman shouted.

“Oh Barbara darling pack it in,” another female voice said.

Catherion turned her head to see another witch stand nearby. There was something about this woman which Catherion couldn’t place her finger on but this woman seemed even more dangerous. 

Yet unlike Barbara this woman seemed perfectly respectable with her long silver hair and perfect smile. If Catherion walked past her in the street, she would have thought this woman was some kind of Noble. 

Even her voice was perfectly smooth, professional and wise. There was even something inspiring about it.

“Come on Doris, let’s gut her now!” 

“Barbara darling, the ritual must wait a few more minutes and we need to.. play with her first,” 

Catherion’s eyes widened. 

“Looka here this one’s scared,” Barbara said as she licked Catherion’s face.

Catherion wanted to scream but she didn’t want to do something that might get these two excited.

The witch called Doris took a step closer and pressed a cold finger into Catherion’s forehead.

Catherion’s eyes narrowed on her. 

“Barbara darling, this one’s a fighter. Resilience,”

Catherion didn’t know why that sounded more like a warning and something the witches wanted, compared to something that made the witches scared.

“Why do you want me?”

Barbara slapped Catherion.

“Barbara darling, no no,”

Doris scratched Catherion’s cheek, cutting it slightly.

“I understand now. Barbara darling, this one isn’t resilient. Her mind is curiosity and willing,”

Barbara licked her lips.

“Why do you want me?” Catherion asked in a demanding tone.

Doris nodded. “Maybe she is a fighter,”

Barbara lowered her head and sniffed Catherion. 

Catherion headbutted her.

“Ya really wanna know why we want ya,”

Catherion spat at her.

“Have you ever heard of the Devourer of Men?” Doris asked.

Catherion looked at her, keeping one eye on Barbara. She shook her head.

“That’s our aim and you will help us. The myths say the Devourer of Men was a cannibal that killed thousands. Drawing the eyes of the Dark Gods and as we know the Dark Gods love their puppets,”

Catherion’s eyes widened, this had to be a myth, a made up story, this couldn’t be real.

“Then the Dark Gods made him into a puppet simple enough. They unleashed him against the forces of the men, elves, dwarfs and the creatures from the south,”

Catherion couldn’t begin to understand this, she knew at one time all the different species lived as one but now humans, dwarfs and elves lived
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