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Prologue: And So It Begins
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“My queen, the United Army approaches. They outnumber us ten to one. What is your wi—will, my lady?”
The humans were winning, and the demons were dying.
A massive room with a tall ceiling—empty. No, there were two figures inside, and at a second glance, they looked nothing like living, breathing beings. One was a demon bowing before the throne, his curved horns protruding like those of a ram. The other—a lady clad in darkness—the undead queen.
To ordinary eyes, the chamber was empty, but to those with the Eyes of Darkness, it teemed with the souls of the dead, their burning desires lingering.
The pungent stench of decayed flesh and rotting remains hung in the air, strong enough to make ordinary men collapse. Yet, neither showed any sign of disgust. In fact, the being clad in darkness almost relished the scent.
“I assume you’ve acquired the tributes?” The undead queen spoke in a soft but bewitchingly deep voice. Her tone lingered between the lines of feminine and masculine, not quite crossing into either.

“One thousand virgin maidens, my liege. All have been acquired.”

The undead queen’s form was cloaked in pure darkness, rendering her features unknowable—except for her eyes. Red as blood, they gleamed with an unnatural beauty. That was why people called her Queen rather than King.

“Very well. I shall see to it myself. Meanwhile—” She rose from her throne, raising her hands toward the heavens. “Rise, my children.”

In an instant, the ceiling vanished, revealing the crimson sky above. They stood atop the highest floor of the demon castle. The sky, once blue, was now drenched in blood-red hues. And from within that sky descended dragons—dead dragons—tens of thousands of them.
The demon chuckled, though sweat beaded his brow. This might just work. We were right to revive this monster.
“Destroy them,” the undead queen whispered.

Slow, powerful flaps carried the undead dragons above the clouds. They were headed somewhere—somewhere far, somewhere deadly.
To the barren lands.
To fight.
To fight the United Army.
“My lady, this way.” The demon led her to the edge of the terrace. Below them, one thousand virgin maidens stood, forced into stillness. They were under a spell that rendered them speechless and emotionless. Or perhaps they were merely paralyzed, as almost all of them were sweating in buckets.
Humans, demons, demi-humans, orcs, and even Dragonborn. They were nourishment for the sinister beings that about to descend upon the world.
The queen smiled as she gazed down upon the world from the sky.
Again, she raised her hands. “Come—oh great serpents of old. Come—destroy my foes—for I have prepared a banquet to soothe thy tastes. COME!” Her voice echoed throughout the land, reaching the deepest depths of hell... or so she thought.
Almost all of her mana was instantly consumed, and she crumbled to her knees, groaning ever so slightly.
Something had gone wrong. Even if she had summoned one hundred of those things, she would have used only half of her mana. And yet...
Sixty maidens collapsed, their bodies liquefying into gruesome puddles. Each cluster of ten coalesced, twisting and elongating—forming six serpents.

But the remaining nine hundred and forty merged into one. Instead of taking a serpentine form, it shrank—shrinking impossibly, sending shockwaves rippling across the land. The very sound shook the world. Something far worse than serpents had been born. And every living thing on the planet felt it: some subconsciously ignored it, while others cowered in uncertainty.

Something with fair skin, a humanoid shape—almost like a girl. Or perhaps... she truly was a girl.

“Oh?” The undead queen grinned. “A human?” She descended rapidly, fluttering like a crow. Her shrill laughter loomed in the air—exhilarated. Tired beyond compare yet exhilarated.
An unexpected situation, but a very welcome one.
After all, summoning a human from another world—summoning an otherworlder—was a feat only a divine being could perform. So, her being able to achieve it meant—I’m closer.
As the light, smoke, and debris cleared, a girl emerged. A beautiful girl, completely naked and barely able to stand on her feet.

The queen quickly closed in and grabbed the girl before she could fall. The queen had taken a human form—a form fit for a queen.

“All will be alright, my child.
All will be alright.”
[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The summoning
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“Strip.” The colonel said that one word. 

One word.

Yet that one word was enough to convey everything. 

“What?”

There was some sort of incense in the air. 

Woosh!

Windy outside the tent. Just three hours before the mission, before a war of life and death and yet-

“I said strip. Don’t make me repeat myself. Strip, entertain me and I’ll make you Sergeant, Corporal Marianne.” The man was seated on his chair, hands on his chin and he was checking out the girl- Maria with a lot more than just passion.

Maria grimaced and on instinct reached for her gun. But she was perhaps a bit slow to realize that everything was going according to the colonel’s plan. After all, she was alone here... and definitely without a gun....

When her brother first sold her to the military, she thought her life was over. But she trained hard and through two full years of misery finally got her official post. The whole world was plagued in war and she was about to complete her last mission before her vacation: after working relentlessly for six whole months, she was finally going to get some relaxation- or so she thought. But she suddenly got called over to the tent of the colonel. They took her weapons before letting her in and sufficed to say, things escalated rather quick.

She should have seen this coming and if she didn’t have this burning 103-degree fever she would have too. It was hard being a girl during menstruation. She got careless. 

She trusted the military- she trusted men. She trusted men though her own brother sold her to the military. 

“Come, we don’t have all day.” The colonel stood up and started to unzip his pants. 

There wasn’t much in the room. A table with some papers and a bulb going back and forth from the small gusts of wind coming through the bottom of the tent...

The dim light swayed hard once almost breaking off, spiking Maria’s heartrate...

“With all due respect sir, I would like to stay a private rather than become your woman.” She wasn’t afraid of being demoted.

“Become my woman?” The colonel repeated those words almost with a sneer. The man was in his late forties. He laughed hard; his belly bounced. “What are you smoking woman? This is just a one-night stand, you don’t have to worry about anything. And if you get pregnant, I’ll grant you leave. Come on now, I’ll try to pull out as early as possible.” He assured her. “I’ll definitely pull out.” He assured her again.

Maria gritted her teeth but she still went forward. She knew if she made a wrong move, she’d die.

She was a bit better looking than average. But in a camp of nothing but muscular women, she perhaps looked a lot more appealing than any other women in the world.

But she wasn’t just going to let this happen either. 

If only she had her gun. If only- wait, the colonel still had his. 

Then?

Maria went forward, unbuttoning her shirt by two buttons. Her bra was visible but it was intentional. She hated men, but even she had to admit, men were simple. As long as she knew what buttons to press, she could win.

She stood just in front of the man and pressed her lips against his, hands slowly climbing down his waist, brushing against his bulge. The man kissed her back and their tongues rolled. She could almost gag at the man’s scent but- she gently traced her hand over his pants, searching. 

“Well, look at you, you can be obedient.” The man’s grin was radiant; his wrinkles, a bit apparent. “And already so hot and bothered-”

“Of course.” She smiled and took a step back, placing a gun over the colonel’s head. “Very obedient.”

Her body burned. The fever was too much. But her grin was dazzling. 

“You wouldn’t dare.” The colonel took a step back and though he was grinning there was sweat on his face. 

Unexpected perhaps?

“Oh, I would.”

“Then what? You’d be killed and-” And she’d be treated as a foreign spy, a traitor.

“At least I won’t be defiled.” Her words were true and her words were stern. The glare- conviction.

The colonel clicked his tongue and went for his second gun but before that Maria pulled the trigger. 

Bang!

Her left side felt rather warm and then- pain shot through. “ARGH!” She screamed and fell on the ground: blood smeared the grass. She tried her best to cover the wound but- it wasn’t working; burning, so warm. She looked at the door and there were two men, holding rifles. 

It was really- really hard to keep the screams... in. Yet she bit her jaws hard and just glared.

The colonel? He was fine. “You think I’d keep a gun with loaded bullets on me knowing what even a novice like you can do to me?” He chuckled. “Sweetie, I didn’t make it to this level without actual talent, you see.” He bent down and traced his fingers through her hair. “Such a waste, before your life trickles out, let’s have a bit of fun and maybe I’d be willing to save your lif-.”

Maria used the last of her strength and spat on the man’s face. “I’d rather die.” She mustered. She couldn’t breathe, she couldn’t help but groan, but- she wasn’t going to go down without a fight. 

The man screamed in disgust, and glared at the two men by the entrance. “Kill her!” He proceeded to stomp on Maria’s head. “Then Fuck HER CORPSE! I’ll obviously go first.”

Oh, the pain.... 

Shots were fired and the bullets blazed through the air- but before they could reach, a large bright red circle with loads and loads of intricate patterns and exotic symbols appeared right beneath Maria and she disappeared. The bullets hit the empty ground and cloth as the three men just stared. 

All three were mesmerized. But then one managed. “What the hell happened to her?”

After all, all that was left of the girl was her fresh blood and just some bloody rags.... 

“Sir, the enemy is on the move!” Another soldier barged in. 

***
[image: ]


Black. 

Darkness.

Blood and screams. 

Maria felt everything. It was almost as though thousands of people were pulling on her. Thousands of memories entered her head and she screamed in pain, yet not a single sound came out. 

It was painful, stinging and yet, some part of her felt proud of what she did. What did she do? She couldn’t remember- she couldn’t focus, it was too much, but she was proud. 

Body warm, no burning- but proud. She saw a light. She went for it and everything... disappeared. 

Silence... the darkness eased, replaced by meager light.

The world around her was different and she wasn’t in the tent anymore: the very air was different. Her ears rang and she heard these weird noises. 

There were creatures in the vicinity and they were clearly not human. And were those things... snakes? Hell?

A red sky and there was something coming down towards her. Oh, I died?

A second later she started to lose consciousness. But before she could fall, someone caught her, someone pretty. At first, she thought it was just noise, but a second later the words made sense. Gasps, words of astonishment.

Within that noise, one voice reigned supreme. “It’ll all be alright my child.” A rather feminine and soft voice echoed in her mind. “It’ll all be alright.”

Reminding her of someone she loved dearly.

She didn’t know why but- the sound was soothing and as she rested in the arms of this unknown woman, she passed out.

This time with relief.
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Chapter 2: Illusions, or-?
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Maria’s eyes fluttered. 

It was dark. Awfully dark.

I’m alive? She looked at her arm, then the side of her chest; no visible wounds. 

She could see. 

Then why couldn’t she-

Wait, it’s just the ceiling!

She looked around and she could see. It was dark, but she could see. 

A large room; actually, perhaps it was the largest she’d ever seen. She was on the bed and though she could see, she couldn’t quite make out what was in the room. It was almost like everything just past one meter from her, was blurry for some reason. 

The ceiling though, she couldn’t see at all. As though the ceiling was drawing in all the light, sucking it like a blackhole. 

“Where am I?” She tried to speak. 

Her voice came out a little different from what she was used to. Like she was speaking a different language? Also, it was calmer, and perhaps just a tad more on the lower pitched side. Maybe because she wasn’t freaking out?

Maria was still lying, so she tried to get up. She dangled her feet by the edge of the bed. There was no sound, and the room had this pleasant antique smell. 

She couldn’t find the floor. She couldn’t find the bottom. It was the same darkness. The same darkness that the ceiling had. 

There were no doors, there were no windows. 

Nothing.

Am I really alive?

She didn’t have a mirror, so just staring at her own body was the only thing she could do. She wore a nightie, not her uniform. 

When did she change into-

Wait, I was shot! But there was no wound.  And was her skin always this silky, this smooth? Also, she was rather light, almost like she’d lost some weight. 

Something was wrong and she could feel it. But she couldn’t quite point out why. 

Sigh!

Frustrated, she just lied down again, feet still dangling. The celling was just as dark...She still didn’t know if she was alive or not. Her heart was beating, her body was warm. But what about this place? This almost looked like hell of a sort. 

Then again, she imagined hell to be much more terrifying and with monsters too. So, maybe not?

Wait, there were monsters there though. was that a dream?

And she remembered a woman who held her before she could fall. She could almost feel the warmth. 

Almost. 

Maria just stared at her hands. “If only there was some ligh-” And a small ball of light appeared right in the palm of her hands. 

It was blinding and pain shot through her eyes as her pupils rushed to constrict. She let out a small groan but let her eyes adjusted anyway. 

“What the hell?” She couldn’t believe it. She was surprised and fascinated at the same time. 

Light.

In the palm of her hand?

What was this?

How was this possible?

She studied at a temple school when she was young. She didn’t know much but she knew for a fact, one needed at least a battery and a LED to make light. But there was no electricity here and certainly no bulbs. So how?

And it wasn’t a burning fire either, just light!

But something else caught her attention. The room. Even with light, the dark parts remained dark. 

The blurry images remained blurry. 

Seriously, where am I?

“Ah, you are awake, my lady.”

A sweet calm voice came from the corner of the room and soon, the darkness parted and a woman came in. Dressed in a maid’s uniform- red and blue, she bowed once. 

“Who are you?” Maria remained calm. 

She had training- though for a short time- but she did have proper military training. She didn’t understand the situation or the circumstances but she knew panicking now wouldn’t accomplish anything. So, she tried to be calm. 

The maid was humanoid, had horns, and a monkey like tail. “I am but a humble servant.” She tilted the hem of her skirt, making a bow. “Her highness, the queen is waiting for you. Please let me accompany you to her side.” She was rather beautiful, very symmetrical face: too fair. Almost like she wasn’t real. 

Queen? 

Maria didn’t quite know much about world history but she knew for a fact there was no queen in her country- at least not among the living. 

And horns on a maid? Was this some sort of a joke? What was a maid doing here in the first place? What was this place to even begin with?

She had too many questions, but she had to remain calm. 

“And then what? Who are you people, where am I?”

Suffice to say, it was not easy. 

“The queen shall answer all, my lady.” The maid smiled. “This way.” She gestured. 

“But how do I-” Maria reluctantly let her feet touch the dark floor. She couldn’t touch the bottom. There was no bottom. But she still got down. 

And though at first, she started to sink: She didn’t. Her feet found a bottom.

She took a deep breath. Her feet were maybe two centimeters below the floor, but she took a step and nothing bad happened- at least in hindsight. The darkness was like a fluid of sorts. Feet fully submerged, yet she couldn’t feel anything.

Maria gently moved forward, almost like something was calling her forth. Ever since opening her eyes, she felt this odd sense of being called. And her body was rather odd too. For once, she felt good. Her fever was gone. And she didn’t have her cramps. 

Something was definitely wrong. 

“But if I’m meeting the queen, should I really be dressed like this?”

“Then- let’s get a change of clothes.” The maid clapped her hands. 

And the duo’s scenario changed.

They were in a large room of sorts with countless dresses, shoes, jewelry. The lighting of the room was blue and gray. And the previous darkness was nowhere to be found. 

They’d warped. 

“Please dress her in proper etiquette for the audience.” The maid spoke aloud. 

“But there’s no one here,” Maria said, looking around. And did we teleport? 

At this point Maria just didn’t bother reacting- rather- she stared around.

It was amazing. 

She’d never seen so many dresses all at once. Even in the shops she’d visited when her father was still alive, she never saw this many dresses. And the dresses themselves were marvels of a kind. So many intricate exotic designs! So many luxurious threads, so many-

And not just dresses, shoes, different kinds of jewelry! This place was packed. 

“Very well,” The answer came from apparently nowhere. 

And Maria felt her body being squeezed. “What is this!”

But there was no one here. 

And yet, she felt like all the parts of her body was being squeezed, her dress being removed and she was immediately reduced to underwear. It was almost like invisible tentacles were holding her above the ground. Not painful- but definitely not comfortable.

She tried to suppress her scream to the best of her ability. “What is going ON!?”

The maid just remained quiet, a typical smile. 

“This one... no, maybe this one?” The voice of an old woman spread across the room. 

Dresses fluttered in the air, and then one dress flew Maria’s way: she closed her eyes. And when she opened them, she was dressed. 

The squeezing stopped but she felt dizzy for a second. Then it was gone. 

She was back on her feet.

A crimson velvety dress, with intricate threads and black patters all over. It didn’t have an open back- it wasn’t quite sealed either. There was some skin on display but nothing too much.

Elegant.

“What was that?” Maria said, slightly calmer. Even her underwear was changed; holy black lingerie.

“Alright, let us be off then.” The maid smiled, clapped, and they again warped. 

This time, in front of a large door, a double door. The door to the throne. It opened. The creaking almost made her heart skip a few beats but she still remained calm. 

Everything so far had been magical. It was possible that she was drugged and all this was just illusions, but- she couldn’t deny the reality. She couldn’t deny them. She couldn’t deny the possibility. 

A bit of pungent odor lingered and almost made her gag. But after spending so much time on the battlefield, so much time fighting death, fighting blood, this wasn’t enough to make her throw up. But the smell was intense, she had to admit as much. 

The maid led the way, and she followed. 

Their steps echoed. 

It was a large room, a very large room. They could maybe fit a hundred elephants in here, she thought.

There was the same darkness she saw back in the first room, albeit darker still. She couldn’t see anything; she couldn’t make out anything. The darkness almost seemed to touch her, feel her, but she couldn’t. 

But Maria did see the throne and the woman on the throne. She felt drawn to her. 

So beautiful

The maid bowed on her knees and kept her head low. “I have brought her, my queen.”

“Sh-should I bow?” Maria wasn’t familiar with royal etiquette. However, she had seen plays where commoners usually bowed before monarchs and such. 

“Unnecessary-” The queen spoke. Her words, sweet. Her smile, divine. 

How could a voice be so beautiful?
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Chapter 3: Different ideals: different goals
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Deserted Plains:

A shockwave blitzed through the air. 

“HALT!” The knight shouted. His armor, dazzling like a star. 

Behind him, two hundred thousand soldiers stopped, all at once, shaking the very barren lands in the process. Men, elves, demi-humans, ogres, dwarves, pixies, there were many. 

These were barren lands. Nothing was in sight, not a tree, not even grass. And definitely not civilization. 

Perfect for battle. 

Perfect for war. 

But something was in the sky. 

“What was that?”

In front of the army and just behind the knight, there were four other people. Two of them were wearing knightly armor just like the leading man, while the other two were dressed in a not so knightly manner. One was actually just in her underwear- on a second glance, it was something fancy called bikini chainmail- looking bored. While the other, in a tracksuit. 

“I don’t know,” The knight said, looking up. “But it’s not good, that’s for sure.” 

“Are those birds?” One of the four said. “Oh wait, those are bones.”

“All men, prepare for battle!” The knight yelled. His voice wasn’t that loud, but his words spread throughout the battlefield- magic. “Today we shall vanquish the evil!” His voice was oddly deep and manly. It was produced through his magic. 

His real voice was that of a teenager. 

After all, in reality he ‘was’ a teenager. 

“Isn’t he taking this ‘play the hero’ role too seriously?” The woman in the chainmail yawned. “Come on Jay.” She rolled her eyes. 

“Well,” The boy in light armor tilted his head. “What’s wrong being a hero?”

The rest of the three just smiled. 

Perhaps. 

“Maybe we shouldn’t do this. I mean the great sage did say it was best to not attack today...” One of them, a rather young girl, fidgeted. Though it was awfully dirty in these parts, her tracksuit didn’t have a single stain. 

But the knight- Jay just smiled. “A hero never runs away.” He raised his sword up, and his broadsword glowed in a fiery yellow light, condensing it and then firing it upward. “Beam cannon,” he almost sang the words. 

A beam went up to the sky, obliterated hundreds of dead dragons, and bones started to fall. 

Two of the four just shrugged while the rest grinned. 

The knight looked back. “ALL MEN, ATTACK!”

Roars went across the battlefield and a battle of might and magic began. 

***
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“They’re coming my lord!” The demon general delivered, using his magic vison. 

Even without the vision they could hear the army coming. 

“It would seem that way,” the king paused. “The dragons would buy us time, it’s time to move out.” He closed his eyes. He’d done enough for his people. He’d even went as far as to sacrifice his own daughter and countless others for the revival of that monster. He’d sacrificed most of his sons for this war. For his people. But now, one last thing remained. “DEMONS! MY BRETHREN! TODAY, WE FIGHT! TODAY WE DIE! BUT WE WILL BE VICTORIOUS! WE WILL LIVE! WE WILL TRIUMPH! AND FOR THAT DAY, WE FIGHT, WE FIGHT. TO DEATH, TO DESPAIR. ONWAAAARD!!!” His voice roared across the battlefield.

ROAR!

His men roared back. They only numbered at a measly twenty-two thousand four hundred and eight, but every single demon was prepared to lay down their lives for their friends and family. They were at the borders of the demon lands. If they failed here, their family would be next. 

Demons, they came in all shapes and sizes. Some had tails. Others had wings or horns. Most were humanoid in form and shared caramel skin color. Some were red, while others perhaps whiter than milk. 

But they all had one thing in common: the will to protect. 

They were soldiers. They were murderers. But their family? Weren’t they innocent? And wasn’t it their job to protect those innocents?

So- they marched. 

They knew they’d die. But they knew that death wouldn’t be in vain. 

As long as they could stall this massive army for one day, as long as they could achieve that, the barrier would be complete and the reinforcements- the serpents would be here. 

But will we really last that long? The king’s heart shook but he still charged on his shadow drake- the large lizard- regardless: his troops followed just behind. 

Above his head was a massive army of zombie dragons but to the united force, even that army was nothing. 

Boom! 

A massive explosion in the sky shook the battlefield as a beam of light pierced through the heavens. 

“That must be Jay, my lord. The leader of the seven heroes!” The general- the prince was just behind the king. 

The king was already out of breath. He was too old for the battlefield. But- but he had to do this. “Then we must aim for his head. If we succeed in finishing their leader, their commanding chain would crumble and it would result in a stagger. We have to buy all the time we can!”

“The same is true for you.” The prince took a deep breath. “I’ll take out that man, father. HAH!”  he forced his shadow drake to go faster and he took the lead. 

Half of the army separated and marched along with the prince.

The king smiled. His son had grown up. But he was also pained. After all, just how many sons did he have to lose?

That’s why, this time...

They were already in range. Fireballs, ice lances and even thunderbolts were already descending and hitting; in range. 

But they couldn’t stop. They had to go on. He had his mace with him. The mace had seen countless battles alongside him, his trusted weapon. He raised it over his head and pointed at the sky. Light disappeared and a ball of darkness formed. It slowly but surely got bigger and then- “Shadow flare!” The blistering darkness blitzed past the prince, straight at the front row of the united army- at the heroes. 

Boom!

Another explosion. The soldiers in the front line instantly vaporized. But the heroes were unharmed. One of them had set up a makeshift barrier. 

Damn it!

“All men, aim for the he-” He paused. No, he couldn’t speak. 

For in front of him, a hero had appeared. His drake slammed into an invisible wall and the king rolled on the floor, getting up immediately. 

“Father!” 

“Go! Lead the army!”

The prince bit his lips, blood trickled but he glared ahead. He had a different objective.

“So, you’re the leader?” A young man, was here. He was alone. He was a hero. 

“And you are?”

Ears ringing, the King stumbled up. breathless, bleeding a bit from his nose-

“Duran. One of the seven.” He bowed in a courtly manner. “And I’ll be taking your head.” He winked. 

The king grinned and picked up his mace. “Over my dead body.”

Pant!

Pant!

He was too old for this.

“That was the plan.” Duran smiled. 

He was in light armor. But in a blink- he was before the king. ‘Fast.’

Wham!

Duran had slammed his fist on the king’s chest. The king couldn’t even put up a guard. He threw up blood and again rolled on the floor, getting up the very next second. 

Pant!

“My king!”

More and more soldiers showed up, tried to shield the king with their bodies but- 

“Weaklings should just die.” Duran grinned and fired earthen bullets with a flick of a finger. Just one bullet was enough. 

The soldiers were no more. Hundreds gone, in a matter of a second.

“No incantation?” The king was out of breath. “Fire-” he raised his mace. 

“You still don’t get it?” Duran closed in an instant, again. He knocked the old king on the ground, put his foot on his chest. “You’re no match for me. And as promised,” he winked and swung his sword. “I’ll be taking your head.”
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Chapter 4: Decisions
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Demon castle (Nasth):

“Unnecessary,” she said, smiling. “You are our guest, there are no reasons to bow, my child.” Her voice was soothing; her appearance, elegant. The dress she wore was dark, yet the edges were flowing like fire, but just darker.

The undead queen, was on the throne, just looking down at the girl. Her red eyes were beyond captivating, drawing in all the attention. 

“But- where am I, who are you?” The girl, Maria asked. She was being careful about this. 

There was a chance all this was just an illusion caused by some drugs. It was possible she was still in the tent, dying. But did such potent drugs even exist?

But it was also possible, all this was real. And in that case, the people around her, were monsters. 

And she was in hell. 

In that case,

“I am the Undead Queen. I have no other name. You are in the demon castle of the Nasth.”

Maria’s breaths quickened. ‘Undead?’ As in not among the living? 

She’d already made sure she was breathing, and she knew the feeling, the sensations were proof she was awake. “Demon castle? Then this is hell?” 

But even for hell, this place was oddly comfortable. Perhaps she was going to be judged now and then punished?

She’d done a lot of things in life. A lot of things she could never take back.  But- but she didn’t fear, she didn’t quiver. She just stared ahead.

“Hell?” The queen pondered, amused perhaps. “From a human perspective, yes this is hell. Though from our perspective, the realm of men: Entrokia, is also hell.” 

“Entrokia?”

“Yes, this world is divided into three realms. Nasth, Entrokia and Labalia.”

“Wait, wait, wait, this world? Three parts? This isn’t earth?” Maria had already suspected as much. Light coming out of nowhere, darkness here and there, invisible creatures, a horned maid, it was obvious she was somewhere magical. 

And another world seemed to be best logical explanation. But just because it was the best explanation didn’t mean, it wasn’t surprising. 

“No dear. You’re in Gloria, the land of glory.”

“Gloria?” Maria mumbled. She had memories of that name. Bad memories. 

The name belonged to her mother: her step mother. And she didn’t quite have the best relationship with her. Just remembering those days in the basement....

“I’m sure you’re confused and-”

“Basically, I’m in another world? But, why am I here? In the demon castle?” She was shocked, yes. But she was also a soldier and she had to accept this sooner or later: the things she saw, the things she felt, were real. 

This was not an illusion. 

She was in another world. 

“Oh?” The queen smiled. “You are here as our savior. As our champion. You see the other races of this world want the demons to be destroyed. And so, they banded together and now even as we speak, countless demons are dying, trying to protect this place.”

The queen swayed her hands in the air and a screen of sort appeared before Maria’s eyes, showing her the dreadfulness of the battlefield. 

Blood.

Torn limbs.

Screams.

Death.

“Humans banding together? It’s hard for me to assume that they’d attack you without any proper reason.” Maria wasn’t stupid. Perhaps she wasn’t the brightest, but even she could understand that anyone could have made up a sweet lie. 

Though she wasn’t mistaken on the humans banding together part, there were far too many things she didn’t see in that screen. Or rather, she wasn’t shown. 

“Yes, as a human I imagine it would be hard for you to accept such a thing outright. But humans have always been greedy. Some for power, others for wealth fame or maybe women. As a human yourself, you understand, yes?”

She couldn’t deny. She was a victim of greed herself. When her mother died, her father remarried. When her father died, her brother sold her off of to the military and even there she faced greed: greed for her body: the greed of lustful men. 

She knew it, she understood it all too well.

“Yes.”

“This land is infertile and isn’t suited for cultivation. But it’s rich in a certain magical ore. An ore that’s highly prized in the world. And for that, many nations have tried to wage war. Though the demons carefully avoided all conflict, a small conspiracy in a certain place led to the current war. I suppose calling it small at this stage wouldn’t do justice.”

“But just for the ore?”

“There are plenty of motives here at play. Some want the ore, some the glory of winning, others are perhaps here on just battle lust. There are all kinds of people involved. There are all kinds of goals, dreams. And religion is also a part of all this.” She made sense to Maria and she spoke in a rather amiable tone. Almost as though she’d rehearsed those words before.

“But me a savior? Why me? I’m a human!”

“Because you know. You know the sorrow of the world and you know the greed of men. Hence, you are perfect. A bridge between the two species. Besides as a soldier you should be best fit in a battlefield.” The queen smiled. 

“How do you know that? I don’t remember ever mentioning I was a soldier.”

Maria could hear faint whispers, faint groans all around her. All this time, she’d ignored it but- but now it was getting uncomfortable. The darkness she thought was impenetrable was now being registered in her brain as moving, flowing darkness. Almost like it was alive?

The pungent odor was only getting stronger and she was feeling dizzy. 

The queen smiled. “We are connected. When you first came into this world, I saw glimpses of your memories. I saw the hard times you passed through and I saw your conviction. Hence, I deem you perfect. We need you.”

“But I’m just a soldier. And I don’t have my weapons here. Besides, if this world is a world of magic and demons-” maria looked at the demon maid next to her and remembered that light she produced just some moments ago. “Then what good would an ordinary human like me-”

And yet, her tone was different. The word ‘need’ had significant value to her. 

“But you’re not ordinary. Surely, you’ve noticed the difference? You are far-far stronger than you ever were, even to the standards of this world. You are a summoned being, a being capable of miracles...”

“Really?” She again looked at her arms. She looked thinner. But not weaker. “How?”

“Because of the summoning: it recreated your body and gave you new powers. Now, there isn’t much time. I hate to make haste but, we don’t have the luxury to chat any longer. The demon soldiers are at the brink of defeat and soon the united army would pass through the border, rendering all hopes of a counterattack invalid.” The queen stood up and warped right next to Maria. 

Maria was five foot seven, average in the military, or maybe slightly shorter than the average. But the queen was a good six inches taller, towering over her. But on a second glance, Maria was actually taller than what she used to be so the queen was probably... Seven Feet at the very least. 

“But- this is hard to believe.” It wasn’t just hard to believe, perhaps impossible even- to her.

And yet, somehow Maria knew, ‘this is real...’

“I know. And it pains me to ask you to fight for us, when we were clearly wrong to summon you without your permission.”

Maria didn’t actually worry about that. After all, she survived because of that. If anything, she was glad to be summoned. She didn’t have to worry about the war back at home or the military. And she didn’t have any relatives back home either- not anymore. Though perhaps she wanted to see her little niece one last time. 

But she was glad. 

So- she took a breath. “What do I do and how do I do it?” She first wanted to see what was true with her own eyes before doing anything. But for now, she figured this was the best way to find things out. 

“I’ll explain everything. But for now- close your eyes.”

Maria didn’t trust any of these people. She didn’t. 

Perhaps this was all a ploy, perhaps it was just a farce. For now though, she had to move forward.  I have to know more. For the time being, she decided to just go with the flow. 

After all, if they meant harm, wouldn’t she already be dead? She owed her life to this woman- her summoner. And so, she had to repay the favor somehow. 

She closed her eyes. The sound disappeared. The pungent odor in the air was no more. Wind pressed against her face, ever so gently. And the silence was replaced by screams and battle cries. The clash of swords, explosions- and so much more. 

“You may look.”

Her heart skipped a few beats as she looked down. 

Clouds. 

Birds- no, bones. 

And death. 
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Chapter 5: The battlefield
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“What is this?” Maria said, gasping at the sight. 

There were bodies, far too many for her to count. People were dying. Demons were dying. 

It was a massacre. 

The fact that they were flying and Maria had nothing beneath her feet didn’t concern her as much as the screams and death caused her to quiver. There were far too many humans. And they were clearly killing every demon in sight. And the demons were different from what she imagined. 

“But if they have such numbers why not just make them surrender-” She mumbled. 

The two were incased in a transparent barrier and the barrier acted as footing. They were floating perhaps a hundred meter above ground. 

“I told you before, didn’t I? They want to destroy the demons, not enslave them,” The queen just looked ahead, her face deadpan. 

Yet, a shiver ran down Maria’s spine. 

The black Aura capsulating the queen started to flow much quicker and her eyes shimmered with a bright red tint. She gently moved her hand forward. “Eternal devastation!” 

A small ball of fire formed just in front of them. It was small and it sped towards the human army’s center. But on its trajectory the ball started to enlarge. From a baseball to that of a whale: it was big. A bit fat fiery whale! The whale roared and descended or more like crashed. 

“Barriers, barriers!” Shouts went across the battlefield. 

The massive firewhale crashed into something. Something invisible. 

BLAST!

The shockwave soared through the sky. 

Swoosh!

Followed by a rush of wind. Small drops of water started to fall from the sky.

A few thousand immediately perished while some good ten thousand were heavily injured. Only the strong survived. An example of survival of the fittest, at its finest. 

The war came to a staggering halt, at least for a few seconds. 

“I’m really low on magic. Would you be kind enough to lend me some so I can make a barrier strong enough to keep that army away?” The queen was already running low due to the summoning. But now that she’d used one of her strongest spells, she panted for real, sweating ever so slightly.

The metallic scent in the air only grew stronger.

“Give you magic? What the hell is even magic?” Maria wanted to ask that a long while ago but things so moved fast, she never had a chance to.

And after the deaths she just witnessed, her heart was not calming down, no. 

The queen smiled. “Pardon me, then.” She grabbed Maria tight “I’ll need to smooch you.” And kissed her without hearing her response. Her hands securing the back of Maria, almost like a hug. 

“Wh-” Maria tried to resist but, she felt weak, powerless even.

The queen was sucking Maria’s magic powers through the kiss. It wasn’t a deep kiss, just a light touch on her lips. And yet, she could feel her very life being drained away. 

There was nothing sensual about it. She felt like she was going to die. 

Exhale. “That should do it.” The queen gently let Maria go and looked up. “Come serpents!”

The sky turned red and six massive snakes started falling.

Maria panted. “Weren’t you going to put up a barrier?” She sweated. No, she was drenched in her sweat. The beautiful dress was soaked and her outline was quite clear. 

“I am actually. But those require very long chants which can’t be shortened. The demon army would soon perish, so the serpents would buy us time.” The queen grinned victoriously. “Having you was the miracle we needed.”

Maria was tired, so tired she wanted to just lie down. But she was really touched to hear the word ‘needed’. After all, all her life she was nothing but useless. 

She was so useless, she couldn’t win the heart of her parents. She was so useless, her stepmother made her stay in the basement with the rats. She was so useless, her brother sold her to the military. 

But now she was needed. The word was really, comforting. She was needed. 

Bam!

Balls of fire and lightning strike fell over the queen and Maria’s head but nothing got through the invisible barrier. 

“Now,” The queen paused. “You already know how to make light, yes? Try imagining fire balls and shouting ‘fireball’, to see how much you can achieve. This will be a perfect time to practice. Just envision it and it’ll happen: I’m short on time so that’s all the explanation I could provide. Don’t worry, this barrier would withstand everything.” The queen closed her eyes and started chanting without a voice. 

Just shout fireball, huh? But how does that work?

Jay

The serpents were laying waste. 

Nothing was safe.

A new type of roar shook the battlefield. The roars of hisses. Suddenly the war was completely against the army of men. A miracle did happen, just not for the united army. 

The serpents were large and they were spraying venom everywhere. Just touching the venom rendered everything in a puddle of blood and rot and even evading wasn’t good, as the poison clouds formed by the venom were just as deadly. 

The venom killed immediately but the poison cloud tortured the poor souls who breathed it in. Slowly melting their skin and lungs as they screamed for dear life. Even the heroes had to stay away. The casualties just kept on increasing. One second it as ten, the next, a few thousand, just dead. 

“My barriers aren’t holding,” Ellen-the hero in the tracksuit yelled, rolling backward. 

She was tiny, or petite to be exact. Just protecting everyone against the poison took all her strength. 

“Then we better take it out with one strike.” Jay readied his sword, glaring straight ahead. His sword shined. 

“I’ll back you up.” Duran grinned and took a stance himself. 

And the three headed straight for three serpents just in front of them. After all, if they failed here, who’d protect humanity? Who’d protect the world? For the world and her people, they had to stand their ground and destroy those evil demons and the monsters. 

Maria

“Fire ball?” Maria tried. Didn’t work. 

“Fire ball!” She shouted. 

Didn’t work. 

What the hell? Maria almost felt a little embarrassed.  She saw what was going down there. Serpents had arrived and they were now laying waste to the united army. Though even with the serpents, the demons were clearly losing. 

But- Humans are also dying.

In fact, both sides were suffering heavy casualties. And now with the serpents in the mix, more and more people were dying. Maria didn’t want this. Perhaps the queen was right and humans were the ones who started this. But still, so many deaths....

But even among all that, something caught Maria’s eyes. 

“What is that? A kid?”

A demon- maybe fourteen was up against seven humans, two dwarves and three elves. She was badly wounded and she was about to be killed. 

“Fire! Fireball!”

Nothing happened.

With every passing second, the kid was getting attacked and she was getting beat. But her attackers weren’t trying to kill her. They were merely cutting her clothes, shaming her. 

Damn it!

Maria shook with rage and guilt. “FIREBALL!”

But nothing happened. 

The girl below barely had any clothes left. She was about to be shamed before her death. As if just dying on a battlefield like this wasn’t enough. But just then- then, Maria remembered the first time.

Why had the light appeared in her hand?

Why?

Because she wanted it to?

Because she needed it to?

Because-

She closed her eyes, focused, and imagined what she wanted to do with precise imagery. “Fiery arrows!” Maria visioned arrows of fire shooting through her, to save the kid. 

Crackle!

In a split-second, a series of patterns formed just in front of her and hundreds of arrows made of fire violently shook, before descending and impaling all the men below. 

Maria couldn’t believe it. 

What was that?

And she felt even more tired. 

I just killed... She almost passed out. But she held on to her consciousness like a crocodile biting its prey. Or maybe a cockroach holding onto dear life without its head.

She’d killed before. The first time she killed a soldier, she threw up. It haunted her for a whole month. And yet, if it came down to it, she’d have done it again. And she did it too, over and over again. Such was her fate. 

And now-

She’d saved a life. The life of a kid. Of course, hundreds, thousands were dying all around her. But at least she saved the life of kid. Kids didn’t deserve to be on a battlefield; they deserved better. It was one of her principal mottos. 

And she sure wasn’t letting anyone mess with a girl’s chastity.

Besides the men she killed, were about to kill the kid. And if someone was prepared to kill, they were prepared to die. 

“Enshrine this land of evil: Walls of HELES!” The queen raised her both arm up and glared towards the heaven with a grin. A very devilish grin. 

A high-pitched shriek shot across the battlefield. It almost made Maria scream. But she held it in, grabbing her ears. She was the closest to the queen and as a consequence her ears started bleeding. And a second later, the sky was covered with a barrier. A visible, translucent barrier, separating the land of the demons and the land of men. 

“Made it,” The queen crumbled on her feet and the two started falling from the sky. 

The serpents disappeared. 

“AHH!” Maria finally let out a shriek as the ground gradually came up, welcoming her and the queen. 

Shit!

Shit indeed. 

Heroes

“You okay?” Jay asked, looking down. 

Thousands of injured men on the battlefield. 

“Fine, it’s just an arm.” 

Cries, grunts, groans. 

Jay helped the man- no, boy up. “Well, be sure to get it treated right away or you might end up losing it.”

In fact, the boy didn’t have his arm anymore. It was already on the ground. His dark armor was torn and his clothes were drenched: drenched in his own blood. 

The stench of blood was still here: it was only getting worse.

His wound had mostly clotted thanks to the potion. “Yeah.” And yet, there wasn’t even a speck of pain or sadness on his faces, his eyes lifeless, almost like he’d accepted everything. Almost like he’d given up. 

Layns Natham was the boy’s name. He was an introvert, always sticking to his room and his games. But just when he’d made up his mind about traveling abroad for the first time in his life- he ended up being summoned to another world, forced to fight for people he didn’t even know. 

And he was okay with that- for the first few hours.

After the initial adrenaline rush left though, things weren’t that rosy. 

“The serpents and the demons have retreated.” Duran appeared. He was so fast for a second, no one even noticed he was heading this way. “The hell happened to your arm?”

Duran was perfectly fine. He had soft-stylish-leather armor on. His blonde hair and blue eyes went perfectly with his white and blue thick coat. In fact, it went perfectly because he’d chosen them to look good.

“IT’s fine.” Layns shrugged. “I’ll ask Shreya.” And he walked towards the other hero- Shreya. 

Layns had a hard time talking with other people, and he didn’t want to spend time around others. Maybe it was anxiety, maybe something more. He himself didn’t really know.

“The hell is wrong with that dude?” Duran mumbled. 

“Who cares.” Jay grinned, looking ahead. “Hiding behind walls. Cowards.”

Now, Duran shrugged but he didn’t say anything. Instead, “Well, they’ll probably throw a party for us. Better get your act together if ya want the princess.”

“Pri-princess! Where!” Jay looked around haphazardly. 

Jay was fairly built- perhaps the most out of his companions. He liked saving other people. He always wore a thick shiny white armor and carried a heavy broadsword. He was given the title of Paladin for the valor he showed in the battlefield just three days ago, his first day. 

But that title only fueled his ego. He still couldn’t find it in him to hold a proper conversation about the princess though, let alone actually talking with the princess. 

“Seriously man.” Duran half snorted and just walked away. 

Why did I have to end up with all these morons? HE just looked ahead and before long, disappeared. 

//***//

Entrokia was in deep trouble. 

Seven countries, seven races; humans, elves, dwarves, ogres, demi-humans, pixies and the dragonborn. But every single race had declared the demons their enemy to destroy them once and for all. Some for noble causes; others, not so much. 

And for that they were even willing to set aside the bloodied past and become united. Humans outnumbered all other races and they were experienced in wars, hence the other tribes gave them temporary command over their armies. However, there was a specific condition to that. That being, no one race would take the lead of the alliance. The leader of the army would consist of the seven racial leaders and everyone’s opinion would matter. 

But that’s where the bad news started. 

Apparently, the demons had revived a monster: a monster of the legends. Long ago there lived a mortal who dreamed of being a goddess. She prayed, she trained, and she sought the chalice of the gods. She was powerful: she was powerful enough to destroy nations with her powers. She was also said to be as powerful as the demi-gods. 

She was so beautiful, even demi-gods envied her. But she wanted more. She wanted to be a Goddess. 

But instead, she was met with tragedy and betrayal. The gods took pity on her and granted her a blessing, the blessing of immortality.

To her though, it was a curse. After all, what was the point of living forever if she could never attain her goal? If she could never become a god? What was the point?

It only made her go mad. 

That woman swore to destroy the gods and eventually ended up being sealed away in the depths of hell. She wasn’t strong enough to go against the gods. No one knew her name. No one knew if she even existed- at least till now. 

The united army and their leaders knew if such a monster did exist, they had no chance of winning. And they weren’t going to take any chances. 

They called forth all the great mages, sages and scholars of the seven kingdoms in a massive gathering. The topic, ‘how to deal with that monster.’ 

Many suggestions were placed. Some suggested using tactical large-scale magic to wipe out the demons, but in that case, the ores would also be lost. 

Some suggested, cutting all the routes to the Nasth and slowly thinning the demons from within- but that would take decades if not hundreds of years. 

In the end, by the suggestion of the head pope of Bremlin state, all seven countries agreed on summoning heroes from another world. 

Various motives were at play. 

Every country would summon only one hero. 

It had been done before. And according to the legends a summoned being was ten to one hundred times stronger than typical human champions, depending on the quality of sacrifices. The sacrifices being, flesh- living flesh.

Life for life. 

And that wasn’t all. To summon, one needed the blood of a god or at the very least, a demi-god. Both of which were very, very rare. But that didn’t matter as the demi-god of water resided in the capital city of Bremlin state- hench the pope’s suggestion. 

But the sacrifices were another matter. It was a difficult prospect, yet, no one hesitated. After all, it wasn’t that their lives were on the line. 

“Just gather some heathens from the slums, easy.” The pope’s words brought joy to some, grief to others. 

And so, after securing one hundred sacrifices from each country, the summoning commenced and seven heroes from another world appeared. Four of them were teenagers, two adults and one old woman.

To make the otherworlders obey their command, a sort of curse was placed on them. After all, who wanted these outlanders- these monsters to go rogue on them? 

And so, a war began.

A war that was only the beginning.

The beginning of an end. 

An end for who?

No one knew.

//***//

With the barrier in place, the demons retreated.

In this war, a war that spanned over four days, a staggering amount of death: about one hundred thousand casualties resulted. Forty thousand of them were from the united army and the rest, demons. 

Not all the demons were soldiers. Most of them were farmers, workers, businessman, even nobles. They gave their life for their family: to protect them. They gave their lives for their country. But even with so much casualties, the demons were hopeful. After all, they just avoided a total annihilation. 

They didn’t win, but they surely survived. 

They mourned their dead with tears streaming down their faces as they watched their dead return to the soil. 

Children didn’t sing, no one made merry and in a gray world, everyone just looked at the sky above and hoped for a new future. A future where they wouldn’t have to lose their precious family to greed. 

A future where they’d be safe. 

The united army on the other hand, rejoiced and threw parties. A measly forty thousand for such an outstanding victory was just another necessary evil. After all, the total number of soldiers of the united army was close to half a million. Besides, the dead died for the sake of world peace. 

So, mourning them was just going to disrespect the dead- or so one of the world leaders claimed and threw more parties. 

Of course, the surviving soldiers didn’t feel the same way. Some had lost their comrades; others, their relatives. Besides, a good chunk of them were injured and maybe even crippled for life. 

It wasn’t something they could celebrate.

And yet, they claim they’re good and everything else is evil... Shreya was on top of the wall- alone. Her gaze, at the distant lands. There was a bit of wind and her silver robe fluttered. 

Her hair was constantly getting on her face and sometimes eyes. Should I just cut this? Long white hair reached up to her knees. 

She was also a hero- a summoned being. 

She didn’t have much of anything to lose in this world. After all, she hardly knew anyone. Even among the heroes, she didn’t quite feel at home. She didn’t want to go back home either. Frankly, she didn’t know what she wanted to do. 

And she didn’t know if just killing the demons was the right thing to do either. 

But she couldn’t revolt. She couldn’t question. 

After all, she was the only one who knew, who knew there was a curse on the heroes. The curse akin to a time bomb.
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