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Chapter One
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Maalceus unfolded the map and pulled out a thick black marker which he used to circle their current location. As he completed the circle, the ink thinned into the markings of a tribal design. The thick material of the map shimmered as the Magick tied to it updated its newest alteration. His glowing carnelian and citrine eyes looked over the map. There were three other circles that he had drawn, each had been hundreds of miles apart. Each one represented the marker for a discovered gate. Not just any gate, a gateway to a realm of hell. Maalceus looked away from the map and then at the gate. The gates hadn't varied much from one to the other. They were all made out of stones of one kind or another. The last two had been made out of granite. The flat and oddly shaped stones had been held together by an ancient Magick which had withstood the test of time. The current one he stood in front of was made out of slate. Pressed against the side of a mountain, the archway blended in with the rock surrounding it. Though Maalceus had found it due to some foreign sense that he hadn't fully come to understand. Even as he stood in front of the gate, he felt a tingling sensation. Like he or rather, his divinity, were connected. Maalceus hadn't tested his theory out. The last thing he wanted to do was open a portal to a realm of hell. At the current moment, he just wanted to locate them all. 'Four gates.' He thought to himself. 'How many are there? Are they connected to the realms individually? Do they interconnect?' There were more questions than he had answers to. Since gaining the divinity that had been gifted to him by the lady of the land, he had come to realize that his divinity came with a lot more than he originally thought. The gates were just as mysterious as his connection to the energies. Energies which called to him like the wind called to the trees or the ground called to the rain. He needed answers to the ever-growing list of questions that continued to mount. With a deep sigh he folded the map and slipped it back into his coat pocket. While in the kingdom, he, like most everyone from the palace; wore an armored fabric suit. The fabric was light as silk but strong as steel. Maalceus kept his armored suit, though he had to change it out every other day as to not make it wreak with sweat. He wore a black pair of standard trimmed pants, a citrine orange shirt and a long black coat over that. The clasps of the coat were in the shape of dragon heads, snouts closed over bronze rings. 

"Maal?" Kelly asked from where she was standing beside the gate.

"Yes?" Both Maalceus and Maaltaire replied simultaneously. 

"Sorry. Maal Senior." Kelly corrected herself. 

Maalceus walked over to his wife. Kelly was several inches shorter than him, her long candy corn colored hair swayed in the breeze. 

"What is it my love?" He asked, placing a hand gently against the curve of her ass. She looked up at him with a wanting grin. Had their children not been a few feet away, she would have gladly tackled him to the ground and stripped him clean. ‘Gods it has been too long’ she sighed.

"We should be heading back soon." Kelly said, looking out over the expanse of grassy desert. Thick palm trees standing over a hundred feet tall with leaves fifteen feet long grew all across the landscape. Their three feet wide leaves gave optimal shade against the scorching heat of the desert sands. 

"Melanie is eight months along. She could have the child at any time." Kelly continued.

"True." Maalceus replied with a curt nod and looked over at his two kids. Maalceus was the near spitting image of his father. Short black hair, crimson eyes and a strong jaw. What made him look different than his father was his slender and lean physique. While Maalceus was all thick muscle and broad build, his son was corded muscles and slender build. Shauna, his daughter and youngest of the two; was broad like him but curvy like their mother. Her long black hair ended in red tips which steamed in the rain. Her red and yellow eyes glowed in the light, shimmering like gemstones. She was shorter than Maaltaire but taller than Kelly. With all the curves of any voluptuous woman, she was a fierce warrior with a slight temper. One that she had come a long way in controlling. A journey that had taken many steps in making but she had come out on top.

"Alright. Let's pack up camp and head home." Maalceus said. 

"I definitely don't want to miss seeing our cousin's first breath." Maaltaire replied. 

"What do you think she will look like?" Shauna asked.

"She?" Kelly asked. "What makes you think it is a girl?" 

[image: image]Shauna shrugged and started packing up the tent and bags.

Melanie rolled out of bed and with a heavy sigh she sat up and looked at herself in the full body mirror. Her pale skin shimmered in the soft blue glow of the crystals that illuminated the room from the ceiling. Ever since she had reached her third trimester, the draconic essence had taken hold. The natural icy form of hardened skin had taken hold as a first line of defense for the life growing inside. Which in truth had assisted her peace of mind. Her body was tough as diamonds and compact. What it did not help with was the pressure building against her bladder. For the fifth time in three hours, she was forced to roll out of bed and walk over to the bathroom. Her once medium sized C cupped breasts had swollen to a full D cup. Thanks to her natural muscle retention and the draconic immortality that she had, her body remained perky and resilient. The discomfort of the filling breasts and swelling stomach was unavoidable. No matter being human or dragon. After relieving her seemingly never fully empty bladder, she walked back to bed and sat down on the edge. Warm soft hands curled around her swollen belly and pulled her close. Melanie smiled and leaned into the embrace. Lucian held her in his arms, his body rocking side to side as he caressed her. 

"A couple more weeks." He whispered. 

"Feels like this whole thing just flew by way too fast." She replied. 

"That happens when time no longer has a hold on your life." 

"True." She giggled and then sighed, a mix of happiness and anxiety in her posture. 

"What is it my queen?" Lucian asked.

"Nothing really, it's just..." she turned and looked up at him. His bright garnet eyes glistening with paternal pride. "Things are going to be quite different. You know?" 

Lucian considered her words for a moment, as though it were the first time he had even considered having a child would alter their lives. Then that all too familiar smile of compassion slid across his face.

"Of course they will Mel." He said, nuzzling his head on top of hers. "You are bringing a brand-new life into this world. One which we will raise together. A life that will impact us in ways we never thought of." 

[image: image]Melanie felt a tear trickle down her face as she looked down at her belly, imagining the child in her arms. She smiled and embraced Lucian for a long while, just leaning into him and soaking up his touch. 
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Lynx, along with Joona and Loraine, stood around the magickal topographical map which had been carved into a massive wooden table. The map had every detail within the continent. Mountains, trees, hills, lakes and even streets. The wooden grains of the wood were tied to ten different maps which had been given out to experienced nomadic cartographers. Over the last twenty years they had gone out and explored thirty percent of the continent and nearly eighty percent of the kingdom. The three of them watched as a new alteration formed on the table. The wooden table shifted as a new archway erected to the south. Nearly three hundred miles south of the kingdom. 

"That makes four." Loraine said. "How many can there be?"

Slowly, all around the massive wooden table, features grew from the wood. As though invisible carvers were hand crafting details in real time. Trees, hills and mountains carved themselves out from the wood. Linked with the cartographers who was drawing upon the map hundreds or even thousands of miles away. Lynx, dressed in his usual white and golden attire, stared down at the map as an acacia tree was carved from the wood. The grains magically molding into the detailed shape. 

"We need to start setting up portals at these locations." General Loraine said, looking over at Joona who was writing notes in a hardcovered black book. The pen she used was tipped with a bright aqua blue and gold tipped feather that had shed from her own head. While Joona had originally been brought into the palace as a full-time personal guard for Melanie, she had displayed expert decisive action in leading a cluster of soldiers and city guards. During the Daemon elf siege. The gates had been blown open and the soldiers, along with the citizens had been blown into disarray. In the heat of the chaos, Joona had taken action. Instructing and coordinating the jumbled mass of people into a working unit. After the chaos had been settled, the members of that makeshift unit had stepped up and spoken for Joona who was moved to acting General for the Northern Vervania military units. Though the observational phase of her 'acting' status was about up and her permanence would be official. 

"Do we have the necessary materials for that many portals?" Joona asked, looking at Lynx.

"No." He replied, voice soft and cool. "We have enough to build the portals, but the necessary gems to make them interact on a cohesive level are in short supply.” 

"Where can we obtain them?" Loraine asked.

"Most of them are found at the bottom of the ocean. Though a handful of them naturally occur in cavernous regions far outside of this continent." 

"Okay. We just need to send out some deep ocean miners to-"

"No." Lynx cut Loraine off abruptly. 

"No?" She asked, brow arched. 

"Why not?" Joona asked. 

"This particular region of the ocean is...not well liked by many." Lynx replied. 

"Why not? What is down there?" Loraine asked. 

"The Tauro." Lynx sighed. 

"Tauro?" Loraine echoed, not understanding the word. 

"Yes. They are an unfriendly species. Quite intelligent but very savage. They rarely surface. Their entire culture revolves around the rare elements which they have fully adopted into their civilization." Lynx explained. 

"And we cannot bargain with them?" Joona asked.

"No. They typically want nothing from the surface, believing it is bad and cursed in nature." 

"Oh. I see." Joona said. "A bit of a superstitious bunch, aren't they?" 

"They are. If we want those gems, we will need to either fight them or find an abandoned part of the sea to mine." Lynx said, tracing a finger along the carved out expanse of the ocean. 

"We need those gems." Loraine replied, "but perhaps some diplomacy can be offered to help this situation along." 

Joona nodded and looked to her notebook, checking off one box along a list of many. 

"What about the realms of hell?" Joona asked. "What do we know?" 

"By we, I assume you mean me?" Lynx asked. 

Joona smiled apologetically to him and nodded. 

"Honestly. I do not know much." 

Both Joona and Loraine turned and started at the royal advisor with wide surprised eyes. There was little that Lynx didn't know. One in ten thousand topics did he ever say he didn't know. 

"What?" He asked, shrugging his shoulders. "I don't know everything." 

Again, the two women shared a surprised expression but didn't say anything. 

"Well, what do you know?" Joona asked. 

"Again, not much. I haven't done much research on the topic over the decades. Mostly it is just rumors and hypothetical inquiries."

"Okay, hypothetically, what do you know?" Loraine asked. 

"Supposedly-“ Lynx sighed, never enthused with basing anything off of rumors or hypotheticals dipped into his seemingly overwhelming amount of knowledge and pulled at the bits and pieces of what he had skimmed over during his decades working in the library, “-there are nine realms. Each a little different from the other. But they are ruled by different forces."

"I thought Maalceus was the king of all hell?" Joona asked.

[image: image]"He is the daemon king of them all yes, but that doesn't mean there aren't others looking to rise." Lynx got up and rolled his stiff shoulders, "I will go search the library and see what there is. Perhaps there are other texts on the matter. Maybe even some by King Malik. Though I doubt it." he said and left the room. 

Melanie slumped into her chair with a heavy exhale. The weight of the child inside pressing against her internal organs. It didn't help that the child was moving night and day it seemed. During the second trimester when it was only just beginning to kick and shift, the movements were exciting and thrilling. Now that the birth was less than a month away, she hoped, now all the rolling and kicking just felt tiresome. She glanced down at her swollen stomach and arched a brow. 'What in the lady's name are you doing in there? Somersaults?' She directed her attention back to the five elected heads for the city cardinals. Ever since the Vikara siege, the city had been redistributed into different sections of power. Instead of a dictatorship, Melanie and placed a democracy, or something akin to that style of politics, into effect. There were the North, East, West, South and central sections of the city. Each section elected their own people to speak on their behalf. Once a year, the elections were redone. For the last five years, the same people had been elected. Elections always had to be unanimous. No one could sway voters with money, gifts or favors. Have tens of thousands of people agree upon one thing took time. Though it had been working well over the last five decades. Melanie looked over the same five elected city officials. Two men and three women. All were between the ages of thirty and fifty. Melanie glanced at Lucian who was still getting a handle on how things were run since his resurrection a year ago. While he was still getting the layout of the political design, she was trying to step back from having ruled for five decades. Not fully, but for the last year, she had been aiding him in regaining some control over the kingdom. Dealing with politics on a democratic basis was only the beginning. He slowly stood up and looked over the five representatives that made up the whole. In truth they were only the speakers for the masses. Messengers for the hundreds of thousands that had formed together to make the city what it truly was. Though the burial site had grown by leaps and bounds as well. A fact that neither of them were proud of. 

"Please. Rise." Lucian said, his deep voice was soft as cotton but dark as the ocean floor. After having fused with his divinity, allowing it to fully develop over the weeks and months since the Daemon siege, Lucian had undergone small but noticeable changes. The garnet color of his eyes had brightened, as though a torch had been set ablaze behind it. His black pupils now had a hue of purple to them which shimmered like the shine of predator eyes. A black serpentine tattoo now ran from the center of his left thigh, along the corded muscles of his abdominal obliques and around his arm. A symbol of his divinity. Melanie had taken pleasure in running her fingers along the design, feeling its power and his taut muscles beneath. His nails had turned a deep black and they too had a sheen of purple. Melanie hadn't considered him with polished nails, though after they had changed, she found it quite appealing.

"Please, give your reports and request." Lucian said, "what do the people of this kingdom require?" Lucian asked as he glanced to his wife who nodded to him. 

"The northern region is almost completely rebuilt." The north spokesperson said. 

She was a middle-aged human with long brown hair and sun baked skin. The earth toned dress she wore brought out the green in her eyes more. 

"The western region is a few weeks away from completely rebuilding. Things are moving a little slower than expected." The west spokesperson was an older Satyr gentleman. His short oak brown hair was puffed against his short ram like horns. 

"What does the west need in order to catch up?" Lucian asked.

"More materials my lord. Perhaps a few more hands as well." The spokesperson replied.

Lucian looked at the other four who glanced at one another. 

"The southern region is nearly finished. I will ask for volunteers to aid in the west." The south spokesperson replied, a young looking elvish woman with long wheat colored hair and gently tanned skin. 

"As will I." The north spokesperson added. 

Lucian looked at the elder woman on the far right. A short faerie with dark graying hair, bright blue eyes and a blue robe that matched her butterfly-like wings. 

"The east is further along than the west. But a few weeks away from being completely finished with remodeling. All we need is perhaps a little more time." She said, speaking each word with careful deliberation. 

Lucian nodded to them all and looked to his wife who smiled in return. 

"Thank you all for your time. Funds and resources will be sent to you within the week." She said.

The five representatives of the city regions stood up and walked out. Leaving the two royals to speak alone.

"Things are progressing nicely." Melanie said, relief in her voice. 

"The gates alone I thought would take much more time to rebuild." Lucian said, "all those pieces and gears." 

"You are not wrong my love. There has been quite a bit more complexity to this rebuild. Things are much more extensive."

"At least the damage didn't reach any more than a mile inside the gate." Lucian replied. Melanie gave him a flat look.

"Well, the extensive damage didn't reach much more than a mile." He corrected himself with an apologetic smile. 

Melanie nodded and stood slowly. The ache in her back and stomach evident. 

"Time to rest for a bit." She said before kissing him gently and walking off. 

[image: image]

Lynx flipped through the massive index book which sat on a pedestal near the center of the library. The Magick of the library was tied to a linked system made up of three items. The binding Magick of the index book, which was bound with the thousands of titles within the library. The sigil Magick which each book had a fraction of in order to be bound to the index book and to the library. The last was the sanctuary Magick, which helped to contain and modify the other two. Keeping everything in a neat and tidy order. The index book was over one thousand pages thick and in truth, no one had ever flipped through all the pages. Mostly because they didn't need to. The first page of the book was a search index. As Lynx dipped the Magick quill into the ink well, he scribbled a word onto the blank page. The word 'Daemon' sat on the page in sleek black liquid which slowly became absorbed by the parchment until there was no more ink to be seen. After several moments passed, the book flipped to a new page and one by one, a full comprehensive list of books began appearing in dry ink. Lynx watched as over a dozen book titles appeared on the page. Thirty-two titles in total. He wanted to rule some of them out based upon their titles, but he couldn't. He had read plenty of books with odd names that had a wealth of information. Even though the title had no relevance to the subject it pertained too. With a heavy sigh, he started pulling the books one by one from their respective locations. By the time he had pulled the full list out, he had three large piles of books to read through. 
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Chapter Two
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Maalceus took the front of the flying pack and above them. His massive dragon form was like a dragon on fire. His scales glowed like bright burning embers. Thick smoke trailed behind him. Originally his maximum size was one hundred and seventy-five feet. After having obtained the daemonic divinity from the daemon queen, Bedelia, the aunt he never knew he had. His body had shifted. Now he was the same size as his brother, however, their divine forms differed. While Lucian transformed into a serpentine dragon, all sleek body and dark scales. Maalceus grew longer but instead of losing his wings, he grew a second set. Kelly, flew below, her viper draconic form wasn't much bigger than her children’s. Bright yellow scales with a long narrow set of wings that extended out from her rigid spine. Shauna, their daughter; had a striking resemblance to her viper form. Though instead of having snake scales of yellow, she had overlapping triple pointed scales of autumn colors. Maaltaire, their oldest, looked closer in appearance to their father. Crimson scales and long broad wings. Shauna and Maaltaire flew between their parents, a protective flight pattern that kept anyone from getting attacked by surprise. It also kept the wild winds of the desert and mountainous regions from pushing against any one of them. Maalceus broke the winds from the above, while Kelly cut through the turbulence from below. Shauna and Maaltaire weathered what was left by riding in the broken winds as they continued to Vervania.
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Lucian settled into a comfortable position within the darkness of the meditation room. With mouth gently shut, tongue pressed against the roof of his mouth and his body straight yet relaxed. He drew in long deep breaths. With each breath he took, he sank a little further into his consciousness. Like swimming to the bottom of the ocean, every breath he took was a mile long stroke. The constant thrum of mental noise and thoughts like being trapped within a room full of people, died away. All the emotions and mental sensations of existence drifted away like leaves from a tree during late autumn. The darkness of his mental space quickly closed in around him. It wasn't a painful or uncomfortable darkness, but rather a peaceful and tranquil darkness. On the outside, his body had begun dissipating into thick flakes of blackness. As though his body were dissolving into a cloud of thick mist, Lucian blended with the shadows. By the time he had taken his thirtieth breath, his body had become ethereal. A mass of dark vapor that merged with the darkness. Lucian opened his eyes and found himself upon the massive rock which sat a few hundred yards off the shore. The ocean all around him was still, just the slightest shift of the tide. The sky above was a thick expanse of gray clouds which rumbled with thunder. Bolts of lightning crackled across the sky in an array of colors. Lucian drew in a deep breath of the ocean air and exhaled, letting every last scrap of anxiety, insecurity and human emotion drift away on the ocean breeze. A few yards away, the ocean water erupted as a black mass of scales and serpentine coils sprang out from the water. Two hundred feet of serpentine dragon rose out from the depths. Gallons of water spilled off its massive draconic body which floated in the air less than two yards from Lucian. Bright amethyst purple eyes gazed back at him. As their eyes met, the mental bond was forged. Like all dragons, telepathic communication came easy. Practically instinctual. While lower races and mortal beings communicated with their voice, higher beings communicated through bonds. Linking one consciousness to another through energy. Some divine beings had forgotten how to speak using voice, using only their consciousness and bonds to connect and speak with. Lucian had grown accustomed to this over the centuries. As the dragon spoke, its voice reverberated in his head, like thunder in the sky. 

"Seventy-seven breaths is far too long."

[image: image]

––––––––
[image: ]


By the time Melanie awoke from her nap and left the comfort of her room. She glanced out the window to find that not only the sun had moved, but it had set. The entire sky had gone dark. A look of shock washed across her face. 'Son of bitch!' She thought and hurried down the hall as fast as her pregnant body would allow. She hadn't had a full day prepared but there had been one important meeting that needed attending which was set to take place at sundown. 'A nap. It was supposed to be a small little nap.' She berated herself, moving quickly down the hall and down the stairs to the first floor. Though, as soon as she reached the bottom marble floor, she felt the ache in her bladder and frowned. 
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Lynx set the tenth book down and rubbed his furry face. For ten straight hours he had read through ten books. Tagging information on pages with small pieces of loose fabric. All together he had tagged twenty different chapters between the ten books. While he found it interesting to say the least, even he had a mental capacity for research. However, even as tired as he was, the gears within his mind still turned. Most of the information that he had read was lining up. Some details differed from book to book, but many pieces were correlating. Though that was just as troubling as it was fascinating to learn. Especially since the books painted a rather gruesome picture of the hell realms.
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Melanie reached the meeting room for the training hall coordination team. The five training centers that had been built around the city had suffered some damage and were nearly complete. Since it had been her original idea to build them in the first place, she had been in the center of their reconstruction. She pushed open the doors to find the room was empty. 'Shit' she admonished herself and closed the door. Melanie closed her eyes, took a long deep breath and reached into her bond with Lucian. Touching the tips of her fingers to the enchanted collar around her neck, she tapped into their connection. 

'My master, please come to me.' Her words echoed through the ether, traveling a straight path to Lucian. While the collar served its purpose as a link, its truest purpose was a symbol of their marital bonds. A bond that moved beyond the traditional, in more than one way. While the traditional marriage involved rings and a ceremony. The commitment that they shared was much more. Melanie had agreed to not only be his partner, but she had also agreed to be his sexual slave. A lifelong dream of hers which he had made come true. However, she hadn't anticipated becoming slave and a queen but after Fifty-One years she had become very accustomed to it. The obedient submissive in her still lived by the books. The same books that she had dedicated a decade of her life to learning. Though all of that had only been five decades ago, it had seemed so much longer. She glanced down at her swollen stomach and sighed. 'So much has happened since then.'
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Lucian moved like water through a river. His lean and muscular body was rigid yet flexible. He had all the majesty of a mountain with all the give and sway of a tree. His dark tan skin darkened further as he coalesced the shadows surrounding him. In the darkness of the night, his divinity was at its most potent. When there was less light to be had. With only darkness and shadows surrounding him, he was truly god-like. After spending a couple hours a day to better understand how his divinity worked, Lucian had started unveiling new secrets. During the night and in the shadows, he could tap into the divine energy of his draconic power. He moved through the palace training yard, weaving between the pillars at breakneck speed. His body was barely a visible outline as he drifted in and out of view. As he slowed his pace, he calmed his heart until it was a slow and steady thumping. Closing his eyes, he extended his senses into the air around him. He could see everything for nearly fifty paces in every direction. He could feel everything within his dark aura. The grass, the pillars, the stone, even the insects. However, within the air was an energy. A hidden power that waited in silence. Lucian focused on that energy and drew it to him. Like mist drawn to the lake's surface, the darkness of the night drew itself to him. From seemingly everywhere and nowhere, thick black mist shrouded Lucian's body. It floated over his form as it shifted, responding to his consciousness and desire. With every breath he took, the darkness solidified a little further. The energies drifting around his body slowly fused into tangible creations constructed of his willpower. The thick mist formed into a black shoulder guard armor set. The armor looked like twin dragon heads resting over his broad shoulders. The hinges of their jawline stretched down to cover a portion of his chest. Then, long strips of thin but flexible armor forged itself along his front. Each link of armor was sturdy and thick with a thin bend to it. The links of armor wrapped around his entire body, leaving no flesh to be seen. From the jawline at the rear of his shoulders, a mass of black unfurled. Like an obsidian cape of pure darkness, it outstretched behind him. The ethereal material flowed in the nonexistent wind, never coming to rest or settle as it waved behind him. Before he could finish forging the black armor of dark divinity, he felt Melanie's call. Without a single moment of hesitation, he released the darkness which evaporated like morning mist. Then, he dissolved. His skin shifted from tan to black before it unraveled like a ball of yarn. Lucian dissolved into the shadows and disappeared. Following the call of his queen, his dematerialized body moved through the fabric of reality. Passing through shadows and objects of tangible reality until he emerged from the shadow of a hallway. The streams of his shadowy body rewound themselves into the humanoid shape of Lucian. Melanie turned around just in time to see the darkness fade from his body, giving way for his details and features to return. 

"Shit!" She gasped, taking a step back and calling up her draconic essence which immediately froze the walls around her. Once she realized that it was Lucian and not some unknown intruder, she took a relieving breath. 

"You have got to stop doing that!" She scolded him. "You really are going to give me a heart attack." 

"I apologize my queen." He bowed his head. "It is just the quickest way to reach you." He smirked. "Also, is that really any way to address your master?" 

Melanie blushed and glanced away. Even after so long, she still felt the tingle of excitement when he asserted his dominance. It truly brought her back to simpler times. Casting the illusion that she was not a queen or ruler. Just a slutty slave being reminded to be obedient to her master. Melanie shivered as her cervix pulsed, making her aware of the desires that she had been setting aside. With her hormones all over the place, her moments of arousal had been fleeting and hard to predict. 

"Sorry my lord." She smiled up at him. 

Lucian cupper her face in his hand and smiled. 

"I forgive you. Though I may need some convincing to be lenient on you." He chuckled.

"Oh?" She asked. "What can this pleasure doll of yours do for her master?" 

Lucian smiled with a predatory grin, revealing his protruding fangs.

"I can think of a few things." He replied, took her hand and walked down the hall in the direction of their room. When they reached the stairs, he picked her up with all the effort of scooping up a child. Melanie giggled with elation and leaned into him as he carried her up the stairs. She loved how she felt with him. No matter where they were or how, she felt secure and loved. Melanie traced her hand over his body and gently made her way down to his pants.

[image: image]
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Melanie accepted the blind fold willingly. As she did with the restraints. The modified spanking bench had been altered to accommodate her pregnancy. Rather than keep her restrained to a bench that would push against her belly, the center had been cut out allowing for her stomach to fit in comfortably. With each restraint that was tightened, Melanie's constantly bustling mind was taken over by her submissive one. All thoughts about the kingdom, the city and every numerous task that needed tending to, disappeared. All that was about to exist was her master and the pleasure that he was about to reap from her. Melanie wished she could have this more often but she enjoyed the moments that they did share with exuberant pleasure. Lucian watched as her frosted diamond hard skin dissolved like ice in the sun, leaving her pale flesh vulnerable. He slowly slid his fingertips along her skin, starting at her ankles. Melanie exhaled with sincere pleasure as his gently teasing touch brought sensations to life. Like he had ignited a dozen fireworks and they were all going off at once across her body. His pace was slow and even, as though he were trying to trace the shape of her body with his fingers and commit it to memory. Melanie had never felt so looked at. So desired like when she was with Lucian. His fingers moved up and over her shoulders, across her neck and then back down along the sides of her body. As soon as his hands completed a full circuit, his lips repeated the process. Melanie already felt on the verge of release as his lips began teasing her senses. 
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"Tell me something Joona." General Loraine asked as the two of them sat across from one another in a private study. 

"Do you enjoy your position?" 

Joona considered the question for a moment as though she had never really given it any deep thought. 

"I do, yes." She replied. "Why do you ask?" 

Loraine let out a long sigh and looked at the pure crystal glass she held in her hand. The amber liquid inside shimmered off the crystalline glass causing light refractions. 

"Do not get me wrong. I enjoy my position and all. I just..." Loraine shrugged, unsure of how to explain. "Thirty years I have been at this. I am not sure I have another decade left in me." 

Joona nodded slowly, not saying anything as General Loraine kept venting.

"It has been one war after another. If we are lucky, we get a year, maybe three in between before a new threat comes our way." She sighed and took another sip of the amber liquor. "I don't know, Joona. I just feel, tired."

"What about this makes you believe we will be at war?" Joona asked.

"Ha!" Loraine barked out a laugh. "We are needing resources that are coveted by a civilization of people who won't part with them. Tell me that you don't see a battle being spelled out from that?" 

"No. I don't." Joona replied softly, her voice light but even. "Lord and Lady Drakkon are not war hungry tyrants. They have tried to sway the tides of war at every bend. This time will be no different." 

"I wish I had the same confidence in that idea that you do." General Loraine sighed.

"Loraine? Perhaps it is time you make a change?" Joona asked. 

Loraine arched a brow and smirked.

"Oh? What kind of change would you suggest a woman like me make?" 

Joona shrugged; "you have a lot of life still to live General. Perhaps it is time you start living it." 

General Loraine let out a true laugh, forcing her to wipe away tears.

"I turn Fifty-One this year Joona. I have no family, no lover or partner. I have a house on the east side and that is all. What in the name of the lady do I have to live for other than my position?" 

Joona looked deep into Loraine's eyes and held that gaze for a long moment before she replied. 

"Perhaps it is time you go find out." Joona replied, not looking away from Loraine.
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Lucian had never used a crystal vibrator until he had returned from his comatose death. While he had seen a massive number of changes and inventions that had pushed the kingdom into a new age; the vibrator was by far one of his favorites. As he pressed it against Melanie's erect clitoris, she whined in pure pleasure. Thick precum oozed off her labia, like warm honey it melted from her skin. Slowly, he moved it in tight circles, pushing the growing orgasm to the edge of her climax. 

"Master. Please! May I cum?" She whined. 

"No." He replied flatly, turning the dial for the vibrator up another notch. 

"Fuck." She groaned as she fought off the urge to orgasm. 

Lucian drank in her arousing frustration as he began moving the vibrator up and down her clitoris. 

"Dammit. Please. Master! Let me cum." She begged for the third time. 

Lucian could see her pussy contracting as the need to orgasm grew ever more dire.

"Cum for me." He ordered. 

Melanie let loose a grateful gasp as her body tensed and then the orgasm rushed out. Cum flooded out of her vagina, down her thighs and onto the floor.

"Thank you. Thank you, Master." She breathed out.

Lucian set the vibrator down and started gently sliding his erection along the outside of her pussy. Her sopping wet labia draped across his penis, the wings curling around him as though trying to pull him in. Lucian didn't resist their invitation. With a shift of his hips, he angled himself up and slid in effortlessly. Melanie screamed in shock and pleasure as her canal was filled to the brim. 
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Evangeline walked along the empty corridor of the second floor palace. It was the place where all the staff were housed. While Evangeline wasn't technically a member of the royal staffing, Maaltaire had put her up in her own room. Until the time was right when she felt comfortable enough to move their relationship forward. Evangeline's long royal blue robe blended with her scaled body and accentuated the pale of her skin. She was different from nearly ninety-five percent of everyone else in the kingdom and for that, she had gone through difficult times. Over the last year she had trusted one person. Maaltaire had been the rock in her turbulent sea and she was slowly warming to the idea of a full in commitment. She wanted to trust him with everything. Though she had given herself to him sexually, a part of her was still hesitant to include the rest. Being the mixed blood of a bismuth-Mer and a water dragon had put her in too many awkward and dangerous situations. Which was why she had always covered herself up from head to toe. Making sure her hair and skin were always concealed. She had been hunted and sold for no other purpose than to reap the benefits of money and rewards. Maaltaire had wanted nothing from her, except to be with her. He asked nothing more than her presence and love. As Evangeline walked the mile long hall of the palace, she contemplated what she truly wanted to do. 'I love him. Don't I?' She wondered. 'He loves me. I know this, but can I love him?' She let her mind ponder the possibilities as she took her late night walk. In truth she wasn’t worried about loving him as much as loving him in the way he desired. ‘Which is what?’
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Lucian's cock pounded deep inside her pussy. Each thrust brought her a wave of pleasure that pushed her already sensitive pussy to the edge of her third orgasm. 

"You belong to me." He growled into her ear as he picked up his pace. 

"Yes! I'm yours. I-" She gasped as his cock struck her cervix sending a wave of painful pleasure. "Fuck. I'm gonna cum. Master! Cum with me."

Lucian could not resist the urge which had been mounting. Leaning into her, he steadily buried himself inside and swelled. At the same moment, she tightened and they climaxed in a roar of passion and pleasure. Feeling each other's pleasure through their bond. 'I love you' they thought to one another.
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Deep within the icy realms of the lowest level of hell. The massive glaciers started to shift. The entire ice covered region of Helviti was a barren wasteland of snow and ice. Frozen crystals so thick, it would have taken even the most proficient of miners weeks to tunnel through. The winds blew hard as the frozen air swept up flakes of snow that drifted through the white sky. The icy land shifted as thin but noticeable cracks erupted across the region. Sounding like massive steel coils having been sprung, the ice cracked and shifted. Like massive tectonic plates, the frozen wasteland moved. Glacial sides crumbled, breaking apart into a thousand shards of crystalline ice that tumbled downward to the frozen tundra below.
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Lynx walked into the war room looking a little disheveled. His usually pristine white robes were wrinkled, his fur was matted and his eyes seemed a bit red. Sitting at the table were General Loraine, General Joona, Lucian and Melanie. Each looked well rested and in ideal condition. As soon as Lynx walked in, they all shared very similar silent thoughts. Lucian was the first to move but when his loyal advisor slammed two books down onto the table, he leaned back into his seat. For three days he had been reading and researching. For three days he had kept his nose inside over thirty books, cross referencing details about the realms of hell. On top of that, he had compiled his own notes which had filled up two whole books. There had been far more details and hypothetical references on the nine realms of hell. Out of the thirty books he had read, five of them had been written by people who had claimed to have been there in person. Another few books had been written by people who had come in contact with daemons of different realms. After cross referencing the details and stories, he had compiled a book of notes all his own. While Lynx was proud of his accomplishment, however, he was also very exhausted. Three straight days on research had left him a little more than bedraggled. With a heavy sigh he sat down and composed his ragged thoughts. 

"After, having gone through every book in the library involving the realms, I found quite a nice nest of information." He grabbed the largest of the two books and flipped it open. He glanced at everyone present, waiting to see if anyone would ask anything. No one was interested in interrupting the advisor, especially when he was invested in whatever he was talking about. 

"A lot of the information was conflicting but there were about a dozen books that had very similar and reliable information that supported one another." Lynx continued, paging through the book. "There are nine gates. To my best understanding thus far, each portal leads to a different realm. One portal does not lead to two realms. Each one is specifically tethered to a specific destination." He flipped the page and glanced up, already sensing a question ready to be fired off. 

"Yes Joona?" Lynx asked without looking away from the book. 

"How do we know which gate is which?" She asked. 

"Honestly. We don't." He replied. "Nowhere in any of the books did anyone have a map or a reference page for the locations or details of the portals." He sighed, flipping through another page. "It is rather frustrating to say the least." 

"Perhaps Maalceus will be able to fill us in on some of those details." Lucian added. 

Lynx nodded, "as for the nine realms, they are all of equal quality by my understanding. Though each one is truly a horrific place." 

"So, we shouldn't expect to put a summer home across the dimension?" Melanie asked.

Lynx looked at her with a flat stare that tinged with annoyance. 

"No. I suspect not." He replied, "however, there are some interesting details involving who and what is in each realm."
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Maalceus and Kelly flew across the thick forests, their forms creating massive shadows that darkened the treetops. Maaltaire and Shauna flew less than fifty feet below, their shadows fully engulfed by their father. His two-hundred-foot draconic form truly was an enormous behemoth. Behind him he left a trail of smoke that drifted through the air for miles. Just beyond the edge of the forest was the Vervanian kingdom border. All four of them felt a relief wash over their weary minds. It had only been two weeks since they had last seen home, but they had all traveled further than even Lucian or Maalceus alone had ever gone. Reaching new distances in travel and destinations. Foreign diplomacies had been established as well, which helped further trade and relations. With a growing kingdom full of people, new trade and fresh supplies were always a welcome addition. 
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"A frozen ice land?" Melanie echoed Lynx's words. 

"Yes, my lady." Lynx nodded. "A place where it never rises above the coldest freeze. Where the daemons of the Helviti are locked within ice tombs." 

Lucian shared a surprised expression with Loraine who seemed a little stunned. Talk of hell realms was a far cry from the normal conversation General Loraine was used to. On any normal given day, she was usually hip deep in tactics and strategy, not hypothetical realms of hell. She looked back at Lynx who flipped another page to his book of freshly taken notes. 

"The realm of Hitam is apparently the void. A realm of absolute darkness. No light of any kind exists there. Truly there is so very little that was written about it. There were very short sections and one of them had expressed that the Hitam was a pit of nothingness. Where creatures from the void rise and fall."

"The void?" Joona asked. 

"No idea." Lynx shrugged helplessly. "I looked into it but I found nothing of use." 

Lucian imagined a place of total darkness and for just a moment he wondered how his divinity would fair. Considering darkness was a large aspect of his divine power, in a place where only darkness existed, he wondered how powerful he might become. After a moment, he let the thought go and focused on Lynx as he continued explaining the hell realms.

"The seventh realm of hell belongs to the Rakta. Honestly there is a bit of debate to them and that region." Lynx scratched his ear, looking over his notes.

"What kind of confusion?" Melanie asked.

"A few books described the Rakta as an endless sea of pain, violence and blood. Others said that there were thousands of bloody lakes which were full of the drowned." 

"The drowned?" Loraine arched a brow.

"Sorry, that is all I could get. Apparently, few have
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