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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. 

***
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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. 
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