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INTRODUCTION

My main published series, Sister Seekers, begins underground with No Demons But Us, where Dark Elves live and die in darkness. A novice Red Sister, Sirana, leads us through most of the story through her eyes, but many others explore the world of Miurag with their own stories to tell.

Tales of Miurag: Death is a same-world anthology collection of novellas and short stories linked to Surface characters touched by death magic and the Greylands, also called the Nexus.

I wrote the first versions upon request by my patrons in 2015-2017 to help flesh out the world’s lore beyond Sirana’s POV while I finished the original epic. Now they’re being rewritten and released with Sister Seekers.

Author’s note: these “middle-epic” stories fit best between Sister Seekers 8 and Sister Seekers 12. Reading earlier than Book 8 could be confusing.

First, we see Cris-ri-phon, Zauyrian Sorcerer of the Red Desert, and what happens upon his first and only true death.

Next, the origin of Ada, the Ma’ab witch who would give birth to Gavin, one of Sirana’s strongest allies.

In turn, Gavin features in two of his own stories in this anthology.

Lastly, we see the story of Deshi mere weeks after the events of Sister Seekers 10.

Warning: This book contains mature and disturbing themes and is intended for adults. These stories contain explicit horror, sex, and violence some readers may find disturbing.

A glossary is available at World Anvil where I keep my series lore!





The Deathless Rises


A Tale of Miurag



By A.S. Etaski






Chapter 1


Dawn of the Serenity Era, Year Zero S.E.



The Red Desert


The black dagger had been buried deep, but this was partly unintentional. Tombs built in the sand had a way of being lost without living souls staying behind to care for it. The grieving husband had not wished his queen’s resting place to be easily found in any case, but now mortals could not access it.

Perfect.

A clandestine visitor stood in pitch blackness, peering around Innathi’s tomb with his sight blade-sharp all the same. Though it lacked all color, every line and crease stood out in stark relief.

The late Queen’s body had neither been incinerated nor given to the flyers to eat but preserved against rot inside a sealed sarcophagus of stone and metal imbued with magic.

Why? As if she would reclaim a decaying body as he once did?

Such a Human choice, grasping a foolish hope, and a further insult on top of all else.

Lord Indrath Rousse broke the Zauyrian’s seal with ease, shoving the lid off and onto the bedrock without setting his finger upon it. Looking inside, he recoiled at the state of his granddaughter’s body.

Horrid. You insisted on living among us for longer than any soul has managed as a Queen’s consort and sire, yet you fail to understand the essence of she whom you worshipped.

Soul Drinker was on her belt, the dagger laughably peace-knotted, and one among many pieces of sentiment deemed important enough to be included. Indrath spared a glance for them, found nothing useful, and reclaimed the red rune blade once more.

Do cease whining, Narzeuraek. You and I are far from finished with our little game. He displayed his fangs, standing alone in the crypt. I won again.

Suddenly, the earth groaned far beneath him like a titan turning over in his sleep. Indrath froze, a chill spreading between his wings.

Not again, no … 

It stopped.

Drawing carefully on the vanishing air, the Ice Lord opened his aura to search beyond the stone tomb, sensing the Ley of the Desert itself.

The sand.

The infinite grains below the surface had slowed, ceasing to shift as they should. And at an alarming pace.

The true fallout of the war had begun.

As I feared.

The Heavens and Hells would have stopped the Abyss before V’Gedra fell if the Sovereign had not arrived. She had made it all so much worse, delaying the Sargt of Flame from reaching beyond his borders in time for help. Now, as usual, she had fled the wreckage she’d caused, leaving him to clean up her mess, and now these borders could not be opened at all.

Adri. I will find you. You owe the world reparation for what you have done.

The Infernal curled his lip, his fist tightening around Soul Drinker’s sheath. But for now, Cris-ri-phon would answer for her sins.

As the fool sorcerer should.
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Exploring preternatural change just outside the tomb would have trapped anyone else, but Lord Indrath used Soul Drinker to cut through the slow-compressing sand. Splitting it like a wound, he crawled up through spasming ground as if escaping the gullet of a monster trying to swallow him.

Reaching the surface, he paused, sensing the direction of a new, fourth center in the Red Desert. Without V’Gedra, this site existed in direct conflict with the canyons of Koorul and the Spire.

Paralysis. Indrath frowned, the vague concern of his expression belying his true disturbance. While even a speck of primal order remains on Miurag, she will draw the warp child.

Once each of them had settled in, no faction could win.

Perhaps I can do something to contain it, to slow its spread, until the Sargt finally decide what to do about it.

Although standing in sunlight was not the Ice Lord’s favorite activity, preferring snow-blown, coastal days and frigid nights, the visitor to the Red Desert relaxed when he shed the cloying sand to be enveloped in hot rays and warm air instead. The full-length sarong of brown leather around his waist was a bit heavy for this climate, turning heads as often as his nakedness from the waist up, but temperature fluctuation didn’t bother him in either extreme.

Hmm. Where to go next?

“Probably the battlefield,” he answered himself. Flying was an option, but he didn’t know who else might be here to see him and didn’t mind the walk.

Taking his first steps, however, his feet sank into the sand. He frowned, reluctant to acknowledge strange sensations while watching the way the grains scrambled back onto his hem, threatening to puncture the leather, and forcing him to feel their true weight.

He snarled. Uradri. Your recklessness has cost our children their home yet again.

The Infernal exhaled to catch his breath, drawing in enough ambient power to levitate. He maintained it to stride upon the very surface of the sand without collapsing, not dissimilar to walking on water or fresh, thin ice. The magical rumble grew around him as he headed toward the newborn center. The angle of the sun in the sky suggested that this “aboveground” time may exist months ago … or months later. Depending on how long he’d spent in that tomb.

The shock through the Ley Lines had alerted him in Vintern Hjem, and he’d come as soon as he could despite the ongoing disruptions with the other factions. Others might have crawled around to see what they could scavenge before he got there, but the Infernal cared not while two remaining stars shone on his metaphysical map.

Uradri’s sorcerer and the soul blade.

Neither could wink out the way Mazdel had. Even amid the chaos, a point of everlasting time lay in the vast dunes far from his home. Ever since he’d given Soul Drinker as a wedding gift, Indrath could choose his moments to check on both in one place.

So I’ve come again.

The final battlefield lay far out from the Davrin’s buried capital city, a crushing bruise left upon the world’s veins. Among the dead were Naulor Elves and their Srann, Dwarves and their allies, Davrin and their wild shifter refugees, and many, so many Humans — Zauyrian sorcerers, Kurgan tribesman, and a few whose mothers had clearly been raped by the Untamed.

They were all still here, frozen in mid-ripple, just below or above the surface of the sand, a layer of unchanging life forming a giant circle around a foreign, pitted black stone.

Rot had been rejected, either naturally or warped, simply disallowed to set in. Neither harbinger nor psychopomp of death or transience could enter this massive ring. No function of nature could reclaim its resources. The sand truly did not exist to be like rock or water. The five or six would-be looters stubborn enough to force their way into the circle had joined the armies in their ultimate petrification.

Indrath redoubled his effort to step into the circle and continue his walk.





Chapter 2


The Pillar of Serenity


The wind had not blown for some time — how long, he couldn’t know — yet sand bit into his back as if the weight of each grain had multiplied while he clung to the shattered Archway.

Movement which had been chaotic before seemed to slow beyond mere stillness. Perhaps his spell had lost momentum and would never finish what he had begun? Or could it be his perception had slowed as he crossed over a coalescing boundary into …

Whatever death waits for me.

The sun didn’t move anymore. Night never approached.

This can’t be the Greylands, can it?

Change had exploded after the summoning. Dunes swelled, rising above others as molten stone burst upon the surface of the desert, bright red tinged with green, forming a gate.

The Archway.

His muse of inspiration had assured this final effort would stop Queen Yivon for good. Her army and encroaching allies would never try this again.

We can defend the Zauyrian Kingdoms, even if we failed to defend your wife and her Queendom from those who had already betrayed her.

Pain lanced through his chest. Not just her.

Our children … Leuren’qo, Matalai, Phaere … Shunraeki.

All gone.

The Sorcerer-General of V’Gedra was alone. He had known many of his own army would die with him, but the lack of confidence in Ishuna’s ability to respond to the crisis had placed the responsibility wholly upon his own back. He had made his decision.

Those still believing in his strength as sorcerer and General had come with him here, had died here. Those too afraid of facing more loss had stayed behind. They had fled. Cris-ri-phon still denied that any here or there had faced more loss than he.

The General had been wearing enchanted armor which reacted badly to the essence of the rift. Unlike everyone else sinking upon the expanse below, he was in the nude, clinging to a black column of frozen lava; the red sand beneath him had begun consuming his feet, leading up his ankles to his calves. He could not push it away with his hands; he had tried. The Sun remained hot on his head and his back, but he could not tell if his feet were cold. His skin did not burn.

At least the invading Naulor would never leave the Desert to attack again. The Pale Queen would not recover this loss quickly. The spell had worked.

Beyond my fiercest prayers.

“The Sun God offers free rein these days,” said a familiar voice from above, his shadow offering some respite from the bright glare.

Cris looked up. “You … ?”

“Not a cloud in the sky to cover what you’ve done,” Indrath continued, assuring the spent mage had enough shade to make out his face. “Have we time to talk, Cris-ri-phon?”

He must know we are truly alone.

The Fey Lord’s skin appeared like a brown-skinned Wilder Elf suffering the chapped redness of a scalding sun while his back bore the leathery likeness of the wings of the Red Dragon. A majestic crown of ivory horns rose from a proud forehead framed by perfect, Elven ears. His eyes lacked any pupil or iris, his distant gaze crystalline white, somewhere between sun-lit quartz and a glacier.

Rarely did the Ice Lord display this form in Innathi’s Queendom.

That meant everyone was dead except for him.

Cris chortled bitterly. “Stay long enough, ‘gift giver,’ and we shall have an eternity, you and I.”

“Ah, but we already do, in part thanks to the same man-eater with an alluring face.”

The Zauyrian curled his nostril. “Do not talk about my wife that way.”

His visitor sneered. “I speak not of Innathi, though the description may fit. I speak of the other seducer to whom you pledged yourself.”

“When?”

“Prior to wedding the mother of your children.”

Before Innathi … ?

Indrath grinned. “You and I met soon after. How I got your invitation to present the ceremony.”

Fingers tightened on the black stone. “There was no one before her,” he said. “You speak lies.”

The Infernal tilted his head back and laughed. Cruelty and contempt burned the rims of Cris’s round ears before the solidifying air swallowed the sound. A pregnant pause, then the Ice Lord lifted Soul Drinker in its sheath.

Sickening heat rose in his chest.

“How did you find that?!” Cris demanded.

Indrath eyed him as though he was an adorably fussy child. “One must be on familiar terms with bodiless hunger before it can be given form. I was its midwife, and I always find my children. Something you worked for but never perfected.”

“Put it back,” the sorcerer croaked, testing his legs. Still trapped. “You gifted it to me, and I gave it to her for all time!”

“I’m afraid ‘all time’ has come.” Indrath sighed with a tight smirk. “I would have burned her body properly had there been enough air in that pit you created for her. Alas, I had to leave her as you left her. Quite distasteful.”

“Less so than looting her grave, Lord.”

The winged Elf tilted his head curiously then lowered himself to one knee, both to speak quietly and to put the sun back into his eyes. “Are you certain your Queen did not lose control handling the dagger? I did warn you.”

“She was the wielder for centuries.” Cris-ri-phon just refrained from rolling his eyes. “Her will was stronger than mine!”

“Mm-hm. Yet I’ve heard many stories of parents not acting themselves while holding a too-familiar weapon above their children. Such regret could be enough to give up everything. Even a Queendom.”

Cris growled and struck out with his fist; he missed Indrath as the sand held him fast. “I don’t … believe you.”

The Ice Lord chuckled, caressing the red runes on the sheath as he stood up straight. This time, he did not share his shadow against the sun as he mused, “A pity Innathi never used it on you. Although she might have destroyed a great deal in the process, she could have undone you before you fully realized this curse of yours. Now …” A subtle growl entered the Lord’s ethereal, smooth tone. “You shall finally learn what your hubris has bought you, and I shall be left to mitigate the damage left behind. As always.”

An incomprehensible ring of truth, like nothing he had ever heard from this ruler before. It left Cris-ri-phon cold. He kept his eyes closed against the glare but sensed Indrath peering at him. Trying to probe his mind; he could feel it. He hated it, he always had but had become much better defending against it.

“Do you truly not remember her?” the Fey Lord crooned.

He heard the smile in that voice, imagined the tilt of his head.

“I saw you lying beneath her in this very Desert. Broken, old, and filled with regret. She fled when I discovered her but, by then, she had her hooks so deep, you couldn’t know what she’d changed. You were too late to save your soul, Second Son of Begir-al-thon. Long before you married your first love.”

Stop.

Cris’s personal wall held; his memories were not breached. “I do not know of what you speak.”

The Lord lifted the torment of his mental needle. “Hm. I can see why you’d deny it. So few souls seek to remake their essence in this world. Do you know why?”

Panicked eyes darted behind his eyelids as Indrath continued.

“Not only because the process is difficult to begin with, but because it is far too easy to lose bonds to the natural pathways and become lost. To become Cursed.”

Cris cracked an eye as an elegant, clawed hand gestured to the sinking igneous column to which he clung.

“Even before this, sorcerer, you could never follow your Deathwalker tutors to the Greylands, though you were born to. You’ve lost your way. Have you realized that yet?”

“You want another deal,” Cris-ri-phon said.

Indrath chuckled again, levitating above the creeping pull of the sand and brushing the grains from his sarong. “No deal we could make can free you from your fate. Why I cannot kill you, or I would have already.” A shrug of naked shoulders. “At best, I can help you die.”

The man’s face twisted in confusion. “You said you can’t kill me.”

“But I can aid a transition. These are two very different things, Sorcerer-General.” Fangs flashed. “Or have you forgotten your first lessons among your precious Deathwalkers?”

A reflexive shake of his head. “No more deals. I will remain here where my Queen lies.”

The Ice Lord shrugged, offering him shade once again, letting him see the diabolical smile. “As you wish.”

No further words, yet the Lord did not leave.

Cris clenched a trembling fist against the stone. “What do you wait for?”

“For either the Sargt or another fragment of the Broken One to come deal with you.”

Broken … ?

The fading man shook his head the thought from his mind, repeating aloud, “Sargt. I know that word, I think.”

Indrath’s smile turned malevolent. “Of course you do. Part of Ishuna’s ramblings recently, wasn’t it?”

Cris swallowed, his stomach sinking faster than the rest of him. “Dragons …”

“The Dragon, rather, who’ll not be pleased with your threat to his Desert. You’ve lost all control. Anything you might have hoped for in staying is beyond you reach, and what lies within your reach is worse than the Hells.”

Cris ground his teeth. Within the Circle of Serenity, a molar cracked, splitting in two and bringing tears to his eyes. He tasted no blood. “Y-you try to frighten me into another deal.”

The Infernal huffed. “That you are not afraid proves my point. You haven’t the barest comprehension what you set in motion. Either you take my way out, Cris-ri-phon, or you become unknowable. If the latter, you shall meet — briefly — the guardians who flay the unknowable.” A smirk. “I see it much like your varied Human tribes occupying the same territory, except these creatures know you are not one of them.”

“So … they will kill me where you cannot.”

Again, that laugh.

“Worse,” he said. “Much worse. Unlike Innathi, they won’t pretend so they can suck down your unearned magic to enhance their own. Nor will they let you convince yourself you have the wisdom to wield that power in their realm. Unmaking you will probably kill one of them or injure many more. The survivors will use your remains as a cautionary tale, and I do not mean V’Gedra. The city is gone, already to be forgotten, along with all your sacrifices for the harm you’ve done. All you must do is wait here.”

The Ice Lord may as well have pierced his heart with that black dagger, though it remained in its sheath. Gripping the stone, Cris-ri-phon tried to wrench himself out of the sands; he bellowed agony as one of his ankles broke.

Indrath chuckled softly.

“Wh-what is your ‘way out’?” he asked quietly, hearing his own weakness in even asking.

The Ice Lord sighed softly, turning his head to peer at the horizon as if watching for something. The concern seemed unnaturally genuine the moment before he turned back.

“I will make a path for you to the Greylands,” he offered. “I can do this once, but one time only. I will send agents capable of helping you keep your Vis strong until you find your direction. Attempt to meet your sun god if you dare, or embrace another way, I care not. Either way, you are out of reach of those bound to this world.”

“A-and what do you get out of it?”

“What is in my best interests.”

“And those are?”

“Not your concern.”

“I could make it so. As part of the deal, you tell me your ‘best interest’ before you open that path.”

“Hmph.” Indrath crossed his arms, pretending to consider.

During that pause, the ground vibrated, a rumble echoing in the earth, reaching depths beyond comprehension. The Infernal’s wings might have quivered, or it might have been a trick of the ever-stranger light around him.

“If that is all,” said his visitor, “have we a deal?”

Cris-ri-phon tried to lift his hand from the shattered archway. He could not.

“You haven’t much time, General,” Indrath pushed. “Shall I help you die?”

“Yes,” Cris-ri-phon said, voice straining now. “A deal. Tell me … what you get out of it.”

The briefest exhale, “Yes.”

“Tell me … what you get out of it, Indrath.”

“What I get …” The Infernal drew Soul Drinker, his aura intensifying as he brandished it above his head. Two runes lit up, glacial eyes shifting to match.

Cris panicked. “No, wait — !”

“Is you and this column as separate beings!”

Darkness rushed in behind his eyes.





Chapter 3


The Greylands


All around him fell quiet, yet unfettered rage left him spinning.

Stick-faced, goat-fucking dandruff on a camel’s ball sack! May his asshole become his ears and shit on his shoulders!

Indrath killed him, using his beloved wife’s dagger to do it! Such agony when the material had been undone, dragging him from one plane and partway into another. Escape from the hungry maw of the Elsewhere had not been easy, but Indrath had somehow snatched him back and catapulted the human soul out.

Far out.

Tossed into the ethers without the ease or guide of ritual, the Zauyrian’s essence broke through barrier after barrier by force. He should have been scoured into nothingness but landed hard against a silent, barren ground even his grief couldn’t shake.

He recovered his name as soon as he could and held it close.

Cris-ri-phon, son of Begir-al-phon.

A few moments more, he heard the last voice before his death.

Watch for my agents, the devil had said, gripping the man bare-handed by his parched throat, sinking in claws. They shall seek you, but you must come together quickly. Use your pain and anger as focus. Avoid anything which looks like black glass. Keep away from crevasses and dark shadows into which you cannot peer. We will find you.

Cris lay on his back in grey dust and huffed, his breath chilling the moment it escaped his lips. You enjoyed that, didn’t you? You bastard. Use my pain and anger, huh? Those two are all I’ve known … 

An unmoving, unforgiving sun no longer shone above him, no stars or moons, no celestial bodies at all. Puffs and swells of clouds drifted in his view, charcoal-dark to pale white. The ground beneath him was all manner of ash and hard mineral and speckles of flint.

Sitting upright, he surveyed a flat valley with sharp, rising rocks running parallel on either side. They held numerous dark crevasses framed by glinting, polished stone.

Avoid anything which looks like black glass … 

Only two directions allowed him to avoid it — forward and back toward identical horizons — and he would be fully exposed without cover.

We will find you.

Would they? What then?

What direction?

Tilting as dizziness touched him, Cris-ri-phon recognized that he possessed hands as he raised them before him. His palms were dry despite the rush of primal emotions which filled him. Bare feet, legs, arms, back and front, he even had his cock and balls and the familiar, dark patches of hair on his body. He could run his fingers through a length of black hair which fell into his eyes with no tie to hold it back. His skin color had not changed but, in this diffused grey light, it seemed all his veins were drained of blood, a sickly pallor reminding him of their Court Deathwalkers.

Yet I am not a corpse. What am I?

Cris peered closer.

… There.

Individual threads of multicolored light, the essence of spirit. It raced around and through him, hastily crafting a fabric to contain his form and hold him together. Vis and Vitas.

I am an eidolon.

As his tutor Houda once described in his boyhood lessons about the Grey. His appearance was a close match to his memory, but his heart and lungs held an immediate strangeness in this familiar body. The former thudded within his chest yet it gave him no living warmth. Meanwhile, he drew on his lungs as a matter of habit, but he did not smell scents which should be there, nor did he really feel air rushing in and out as it should.

The two would not combine — his heart and his blood married to his lungs — to offer that unique state of life to which he’d been so accustomed.

I am an eidolon … 

His magic, however, remained part of him.

Vitas. The raw motion of life. He could draw upon this like a Ley Line for a spell and focus it on the tips of his fingers. He did this without effort, as the sorcerer had for centuries upon his birth world, and considered a small test he might conduct but decided against it.

Do not draw attention too soon or waste the strength I might need later.

Cris scanned the valley for Indrath’s agents. They would be colorful against this grey backdrop, and he should determine ally from enemy fairly easily. He wanted to walk in some direction, to act upon his situation, but the same as his homeland the Desert, aimless wandering could be deadly here, especially when others sought him out, and the Ice Lord had never said to seek in return.

Watch for them after coming together quickly.

He had done this. The Zauyrian had lived far too long — on his own and with his Queen — to make the same predictable mistakes as a man a fraction his age.

Cris-ri-phon stayed exposed in the valley where he’d coalesced. He sat cross-legged, his back straight and wrists resting on his knees, his hands relaxed as he focused on the Vis flowing through him. He might have focused on his breath as well but … that wasn’t quite the same.

Hold together. Stay away from those dark places and that dark stone.

Indrath manipulated his bargains to hide his motives, Cris-ri-phon knew, but the horned Elf never outright lied in his instructions or warnings. Once a deal was made, his next words would be guidance for fulfilling a bargain; to stray from them was a common Human error.

A demon, in contrast, would likely set him up for failure despite any agreement; it was its nature. Indrath could not do the same; that was what separated him from his eternal adversaries.

Man-eater … The other seducer you’ve pledged yourself to.

Cris shook his head.

Do you truly not remember her … ?

Of course, he remembered Innathi.

His powerful, beautiful wife might overcome a challenge from the Abyss, finding the loophole where the rewards for success were three-fold above what had been promised. Cris-ri-phon admired her and her unblinking acceptance of this side of the world. Musanlo and the Grey Maiden both had always demanded a much more rigid service from Humans.

That was why she was the ruler and I was her Consort and General.

This was what made them so strong together, as long as they lived to serve the sun-drenched land and the God who had wanted them to have children together. Ishuna had never been comfortable with it, but she had accepted it.

It was Musanlo’s Calling, his proof that their two peoples could become one. It had to be.

Cris-ri-phon opened his eyes, the multicolored threads shining a little brighter in his introspection. Far in his periphery, something impossibly black moved outside of a deep crevasse to his right. He jerked his head to look.

The shadow formed itself tighter, stepping out of the crevasse and entering the valley. Glowing, ice-blue eyes appeared with sharp, illuminated teeth as dotted patterns like constellations covered a body too long and thin to be man or woman. A pale, expressionless mask and a bright metal dagger glowed, attached to its impossibly thin waist.

Shaegoth.

Only a few times had any Deathwalker described seeing one. The last had been Oskar not long before V’Gedra fell. Cris had never seen one, but he recognized it here.

In its home.

By a knotted sidewinder … 

Not what he had hoped would find him first in the Nexus. Whatever the shadow-born intended by coming here, it was most certainly not a known guide for any eidolon in the Greylands.

“Go away,” he whispered, standing up, glad no shadows existed too close out of which the masked creature could spring.

Focusing on his Vitas, he created a brighter glow, widening the shadow-free area around him. The Shaegoth stopped its approach and watched. It did not get nearer but turned to look behind into the crevasse as if it considered returning to it. Indrath’s advice paying off.

Now if only his agents would find me as he promised.

Cris was not sure how long he could hold it off, or how many more might join the first.

The Shaegoth held unnaturally still in the valley, and Cris kept his Vitas flowing until his penis swelled, along with the urge to pull on it. Beyond his youth, after meeting Innathi, he had rarely indulged alone, and it had always been worth that extra discipline. With her, the Zauyrian sorcerer had perfected a transcendent climax that not only brought them children more often than any had presumed possible, but the experience could not be matched with any common humper, male or female.

I didn’t want anyone else. They invariably took more than they could give. They were not worthy.

Cris caressed himself, aiding a common focus of life magic as he faced off with the Shaegoth. The keen edge of loss entwined with warm memories. I will always miss her.

The shadow assassin tilted its head suddenly and pointed a black, knife-like finger high in his direction. The Zauyrian stared, eventually deducing that the Shaegoth pointed to the overcast sky behind him.

Such a simple trick.

I won’t fall for it.

Then he heard the droning buzz.

Coming closer.





Chapter 4

Flanked.

Eyes locked on the Shaegoth, Cris drew power down to his right fist, preparing a concussive blast to release at the right moment. Flying things didn’t have much room to react once within a certain distance to the ground. He waited.

The Shaegoth moved, circling around his ring of light, giving it a wide berth. It had broken the flank. Perhaps it wasn’t here to assassinate him?

Cris took the risk, turning to keep the shadow in view while gauging incoming forms in his periphery. Six to eight giant insects. He glanced up for one good look as the Shaegoth stayed in the corner of his eye.

Seven in loose formation, black and white, fitting the environment, with a touch of red on the chitinous armor. Venomous, deadly pinchers and big, black eyes clearly drawn to his light.

Bane Wasps.

No riders, but he was still in trouble.

Where are your agents, goat-fucker?

He could not wait long before spinning to launch his blast from his fist, his arm extended straight at the Bane Wasp in front. The power was white-hot, shooting like a star across the grey sky, blasting into the lead insect and severing a wing. It faltered, fell with a warped, vibrating call he had never known any insect to make.

The others scattered in six directions.

Thank God — 

Sudden waves of exhaustion overtook him, intense dread rippling in just behind. One magical attack, and he felt it might take him a day to recover …

Shit. Cris-ri-phon sought the Shaegoth but couldn’t find it. Gone.

He needed the light to keep such things at bay, but what if it drew more Bane Wasps or drained him further? Perhaps the display had dissuaded the others but the sucking fatigue in his veins worried him that the next display would be limited. Unconvincing.

The drone arose too soon and from a different direction. He swirled around, six insects appeared in loose formation from much higher up. Probably the same ones, diving down.

Cris drew on his Vitas, his vision dimming as he let loose with another blast to the one in front as they came at him. This time they split into packs of three, and he missed entirely while they flanked him. If he ran, he may stumble right into the black glass. If he stayed, he would be ripped apart and consumed by the wasps.

Troll offal … 

The Zauyrian doubted he could run now. The second strike hadn’t been as powerful as the first, and he had not recovered enough even for a dribbling third.

“There you are!”

Wha — ? He twisted to look upward as a husky, braying voice barreled down upon him.

“Drop and roll, pisshead!”

The soldier in him dropped and rolled, landing on his back and out of the path of imminent impact. A pair of blood-red, feathered wings flashed above him as a second voice shrieked in battle lust.

“Yeeeeeaaaah!”

Two brilliant bodies smacked hard against the exoskeleton of their target, cracking and wrenching off limbs and wings before moving to the next. Cris-ri-phon rolled as a wasp leg landed beside him, leaking something putrid.

About time.

Golden fur with dark spots bristled as the first agent leaped from one Wasp to the back of the next without touching the ground. She barked and laughed at once, her joy unhinged while battering the antennae and eyes of the next with the crackling wings of the first.

Cris cringed, seeking out Indrath’s second agent.

She was hairless and mostly naked, her pale blue skin covered with only enough armor to make him imagine her breasts and crotch. Her feet were that of a vulture, crimson red like her wings and hair, with black talons tearing into the massive thorax of the third Wasp in the pack, just evading hook arms and pinches in a midair twist. Looping up and banking into a dive, she drove her shimmering spear through one glossy eye. Lightning zapped out of the bug’s back orifice.

What … ?

“Oi, sweets! Catch me!”

The harpy yanked back her spear and darted away, snatching the she-beast from her joyous fall.

Impossible.

The flyer did not appear strong enough to lift the muscular warrior, much less carry her to the next trio of Bane Wasps, yet he witnessed it.

“Wooo, yesss!”

Against these brutal acrobatics, the Infernal fighters turned all six Bane Wasps into broken, leaking shells. Heads, wings, and insect parts plopped onto the ground as Cris scrambled to his feet, craning his neck to watch another flawless catch. Gliding down, they landed nearby without injury.

What … are they?

The inhuman females shook off the battle with an ecstatic shudder and moved to stand on either side of him.

He backed up to avoid being flanked, holding out his hand. “Stop.”

The bristling brute snorted out of a muzzle that Cris couldn’t decide was canine or feline. Small brown eyes stared with a feral glint. “We’re here to guard you, ground nut,” she snarled.

“The Lord of Winter Home sent us,” interjected the white-horned harpy. Her voice was smooth, matching the pleasured, attractive smile on red-violet lips. “You are Cris-ri-phon the Zauyrian, right?”

He swallowed, noting how her eyes were blank, like Indrath. “I am. And your name?”

“Jessel.” The vibrant spear warrior waved her arm gracefully to her spotted-fur companion. “This is Ranzi.”

The beast-woman was sniffing him. “Pff. He smells like a servant.”

“Most Humans are,” Jessel replied coolly.

“You talk?” Ranzi jested with a fiercely playful glint in her eye. “I watch you kiss his hem on all fours while the corkscrew of his choice drills your shitter.”

“And that is my choice,” said the voluptuous, winged woman, folding arms beneath chain-mailed breasts and thrusting out one hip adorned by a thick metal ring holding her loincloth in place. “Plenty of Furies are free. I have vowed to be with my Master.”

“Yeah, but his servants can’t protect other servants very well without someone like me, can they?”

Cris held his tongue as they bantered over him, reluctant to let his eyes drift over the lovely, winged creature lest he ignore the one with jaws to crush bones.

Furies.

Where had he heard that word?

“Battle’s over. Turn around, Jessel.”

He jolted as Ranzi crowded past him.

“Drop down, knees wide.”

The Fury lifted her eyes skyward in a dramatic sigh yet hardly resisted as she turned her back to them and lowered herself to her knees, laying her spear in the grey dust. The dominant female chuckled, glancing at him to check his position. Cris-ri-phon didn’t move, despite his nose filling with her musk.

The hairy giantess stood taller than him, was likely stronger, with a short, bristly tail. She wore no clothing at all, and one set of large, dun-colored, dark-nipple breasts sat exactly where he expected them to. Two smaller sets below the first proved her capable of feeding a litter of young if she wished.

Ranzi stroked herself as Cris had seen women do before, as Innathi had done, the pads of her fingers moving down vertically over her mound, around in circles and back up.

He stared, mouth falling slack.

The spotted female had the largest, longest clitoris he had ever seen. He’d mistaken it for a penis at first but confirmed she had no testes at all. An enormous, dark-skinned clit swelled into a bobbing erection while her hood stretched back to show him exactly where her true sex drooled, making her thighs glisten.

Pungent. Cannot imagine the world upon where Indrath had found this animal.

“Jealous, thrall?” she said.

“If she is a Fury,” Cris asked, “what are you?”

“I’m a Hiyena.” Ranzi chortled, staring with bottomless eyes as he didn’t react, then licked her muzzle, turning toward the Fury peering demurely over her shoulder. “C’mon, little pie. Convince me.”

Dark red hair sliding off her bare, pale shoulders, Jessel reached to pull the silky loincloth aside, lifting her thin, blue tail up and arching the barbed end above her back. Where he’d expected — anticipated — seeing soft flesh and folds were instead covered by metal links, form-fitting and obscuring her secrets.

“Unlock me, Ranzi, please,” the fury murmured, waving her hips. “You have the key. Master gave it to you to keep us all strong.”

Cris raised an eyebrow. * … All?*

Ranzi accepted the invitation at once, kneeling behind the fury and pressing her thumb against a smooth ruby resting at the top of Jessel’s buttocks. Somehow, this unlocked the chastity belt, allowing her to lift the small swath of chainmail like a curtain from the submissive female’s sex. Red-feathered wings fluffed and ruffled as Jessel sighed in anticipation.

“Like whatcha see, sorcerer?” Ranzi invited, rubbing the hard nub of her long clit along the damp slit.

The Fury’s crotch, from red-haired mound to tight asshole, was a flushed, reddish-purple, a shade reminding him of his Davrin queen. His view was quickly blocked as the golden-furred female pressed her hips up against the flyer’s backside. Barely a second of flexing muscle as she penetrated, and the Fury tensed, tail lashing as a squeal of delight escaped her. Ranzi slapped her ass cheek hard, making her do it again.

“Ah!” Jessel gasped before growling, “Yes!”

“That’s it, squeeze,” the growling creature commanded, gripping her bird-footed plaything, rutting roughly. It only took moments for him to realize the orifice Jessel had yielded was her asshole.

Cris-ri-phon glanced around them at the Bane Wasp corpses, frowning. Why were they doing this, here and now, if not for shameless exhibition in front of him? Then he sniffed the air, ever aware of the only scent present since he’d arrived.

Earthy, gagging; the scent of aggression and lust, like a breeding Desert stallion preparing to do battle with another over the mares.

Why did he smell this?

His cock didn’t care, it had already responded regardless of the reason. Like Ranzi, he wore no clothes, and his erection stood up firm, heavy, and aching, especially when the Fury cooed, reaching between her thighs to finger her own clitoris as the she-beast humped her, quick and hard. She looked back over her shoulder, folding down a wing to see him.

“L-let me … pleasure you, too, sorcerer,” she whispered, opening full, deeply colorful lips, flicking her pink tongue his way to make certain he understood her.

She had fangs like her Master. His cock pulsed in answer at the same time his mind rebelled, as Indrath’s promise sounded in his memory.

I will send agents capable of helping you keep your Vis strong until you find your direction.

No, not like that.

Not with them.

He hadn’t been with anyone since Innathi’s death, and Ranzi had already teased the Fury about being a regular receptacle for guests at Indrath’s whim.

The Hiyena woman growled in pleasure, yipping, then howling as she finished with three hard thrusts before withdrawing her massive clit. The Fury groaned in disappointment, a thick and gooey lubricant stretching between the two women in a clear thread from the black tip to the wet, winking hole just beneath the fury’s arched tail.

“Ranzi, don’t stop!” pleaded the Fury as Ranzi stood up.

Her warrior companion ignored her, grinning at Cris-ri-phon with wet protrusion dangling. “There, she’s just warmed up. Well-greased, too. Should be able to dive right in. Go on, sorcerer.”

Cris stared coldly in spite of the roaring urge to do just that. “Why would I want slippery seconds after a crude barker like you?”

Laying back her fuzzy, round ears, Ranzi brayed that horrid laugh again, shrill, eerie, and dangerous. “Wallow in her cooch, then. I don’t care.” Eyes scraped him up and down. “Didn’t think a Sovereign’s slave would be picky, though.”

He snarled. “I’m not anyone’s slave.”

The
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