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            Prologue

          

        

      

    

    
      The hunger for more conquest shook Lord Dogface to his very core.

      Made his whole entire seven feet of powerful wolf man brawn, thick dark fur, and deadly claws tremble with excitement for this coming feast, yes, and it was spiced perfectly burning hot with just the right amount of challenge.

      For the city known as Breakest, a city renown for breaking demon hordes daring to invade the seven kingdoms known as the Rainbow of Shards ...

      It would soon be broken. Fully. Never to be rebuilt again.

      Just the thought again made Lord Dogface tremble enough to suck in a huge breath of dark humid air. Air full of the smell of burnt and broken granite, snapped steel, and shattered wood. Of burnt and broken humans. Of elves and their fruity stinks. Of dead dwarves and their bison-like stenches.

      All to rip open his huge wolf snout and howl up at the high spiky ceiling of dark granite.

      Let the power of his glorious howl crack the many spikes along the ceiling. Crack the remaining foundations of broken stone buildings carved out of this huge granite cavern. Crack thick and sturdy columns carved from the naturally formed columns of stone. Break more solid stone walls of the city’s remains. Walls like a hedge maze of dark stone, full of colorful glass windows, solid oak doors, and more.

      None were spared from his devastating howl.

      Shattering the ancient windows of colorful priceless glass. Cracking the ancient doors of solid oak wood. More death cries of lesser creatures attempting and failing to defend themselves against him and his martial arts, even that of his deadly howl.

      Just the thought ... that only a few more worthy challenges remained here ... soon his hordes would finish what he started. Savor the leftovers. Delicious leftovers, least for them.

      More than enough to win their hearts and minds even more.

      For Lord Dogface was no ordinary Demon Lord. He had mastered the martial art known as Razorine, the first and greatest martial art for wolf men and other clawed demons that walk on two feet. His body, his appearance was far more brutal, far more wolfish than most wolf men.

      Other wolf men, their features were softened by a human touch or few.

      But not Lord Dogface.

      And now, this city once known as Breakest ... its gates were in complete ruins.

      Like a mouth of broken, no, shattered teeth. The almond-shaped mouth of the cave the city was carved from, from out of a cliff face that was, in itself, hard to reach, and this cave was the only passable route through these mountain ridges known as the Spiked Savage Spines ... named for the razor-sharp stones that covered everything along those mountains.

      At least above ground.

      But now dark thick smoke billowed out of those ruined gates.

      His latest challengers lay broken at his feet. Piles of flesh and bone. Roasted delicious from the speed and intense heat of his latest attacks. None of those hills of human brawn could withstand his techniques. No matter their training. No matter their techniques.

      And the technique known as Time Eater made Lord Dogface truly invincible.

      The delicious human blood on his hands proved it once again.

      For Time Eater let him jump backwards in time. Let him to repeat what had happened. Change it for the better. In other words, eat part of the timeline he didn’t care for.

      Even if going beyond ten seconds, going back a full whole minutes, had cost him deeply. A cost he gladly paid. The new scars. The new weaknesses.

      And why, unlike most martial artists, Lord Dogface almost always wore armor over his near impenetrable black fur and hind. The blackest of brigandine. Plates fitted together. Plates of the strongest, most protective of dragon scale. Held together on the outside with minotaur leather, the strongest, toughest leather in the world.

      Except, as the up and coming Demon Lord, there were twelve Chosen Ones who should have arisen to challenge him.

      Worthy challengers.

      A balance of the magic that granted him the status of Demon Lord. A magic that enhanced all of his powers, his abilities, and granted him the technique of eating time. That magic made him near unchallegable. Granted him the right to rule all of demon kind ... and all other kinds.

      Unless those Chosen Ones somehow defeated him.

      Nine of which had been even too weak to reach him. Falling to his more powerful underlings. Underlings granted a touch of his own power in order to have the ability to truly win against those Chosen Ones.

      All but three Chosen remained. His spies and their reports ...

      A swallowtail butterfly of black flame fluttered up to his large wolf ears ... revealed what had happened a couple weeks ago at the village known at Green Haven, where two of the three Chosen Ones lived, but also where some of his best warriors came from too, so outright invading ... not ideal.

      Yet.

      How one of his sweeter, more promising children, Princess Dashee took it upon herself to defeat the Chosen Ones there and failed, and failed badly.

      She was taken captive but not caged, no, but held captive through other means. Her lovely and tasty human-like appearance, despite with her big scarlet fox ears and tail she in inherited from his own mother as fox girls, it all worked in her favor but ... what?

      Those two fox girls, more like fox witches, Teal and Ruby Flametail, they were sacrificed by ... and unwillingly?

      After all Lord Dogface put into their growth ... wasted like that. Even if there were far more where those two fox girls came from, only a fool wasted such potential so pointlessly.

      All to summon some notorious devil girl from Hell itself all to ... that the two fox witches had enough potential that their sacrifice could summon such a powerful devil girl straight from Hell itself ... proof they shouldn’t have been sacrificed unwillingly.

      Willing sacrifices, especially from fanatical followers, were far more powerful.

      No wonder the other fox witches in his squads had become reluctant to volunteer for other missions these last couple of months. Only those willing were ever sacrificed. Such a policy ensured the sacrifice was as powerful as possible and without demoralizing those who weren’t as fanatical in following him.

      So Lord Dogface growled. Spoke the forbidden words only true Demon Lords could speak properly.

      In a burst of green and violet smoke before him. With winds whirling the smoke around and around. The very smell of ancient death and musty decay eating at his senses.

      The smoke loosely traced out the form of a lesser wolf man. And beside the lesser wolf man of smoke, another loose form. That of a cloaked and cowled warlock of even darker smoke.

      The wretched souls of the wolf man Captain Worr and that treacherous warlock.

      Both whimpered and bowed in utter terror. As they should.

      Lord Dogface growled. “You sacrificed those two fox witches.”

      Not a question.

      Captain Worr cried out first. “They failed! They failed!”

      That treacherous warlock cried out next.

      “Another chance,” the warlock said, “and⁠—”

      Lord Dogface snarled. Silencing the two ghostly forms of smoke.

      “Another chance ...” Lord Dogface said.

      Both the fools perked up with excitement. For only a true Demon Lord could revive a dead demon ... within limits of course.

      A few more forbidden words only a Demon Lord could speak properly. A forbidden ritual using a rapid sequence of hand gestures only a true Demon Lord could do correctly.

      Using a hint of his own power, and the full power of their worthless souls ...

      Both forms in the smoke wailed. Vanished. Utterly shocked at who was getting that second chance.

      PUFF!!! A cloud of azure-blue smoke before him, to his right.

      PUFF!!! A cloud of ruby-red smoke before him, to his left.

      The wonderful smell of those young lovely and delicious fox girls ...

      Lord Dogface walked passed them. His heart thumping as hard as expected.

      No need to hear his two newly revived witches fall to their knees. Smell their wonderful awe and delicious fear tremble their newfound bodies in gratitude. Their lovely smells ... even more lovely now.

      Just like their cries of gratitude. Their rapid childish thank-yous.

      Had Princess Dashee not befriended the two. Had his little princess not lost her own freedom when she tried to save them both from unwilling sacrifice ... he might have taken the two fox girls as lovers right there and then, but no matter.

      So Lord Dogface chuckled.

      A new mission for Teal and Ruby Flametail. To recruit some more witches, and not just from Green Haven. Promising and talented witches from nearby. Some that he sent for personally.

      Like Penny Hex and Melody Rainbow.

      Both witches with succubus blood but like Vivian, Melody had only embraced her elven side so far.

      Yet both witches had enough promise to turn whole battles in the coming war—once their training completed. Had that once wicked witch that was training them both not died so suddenly ... no. There were plenty of teachers to replace her.

      Since a true Demon Lord sought true and full victory first over those Chosen scum.

      Miles Mayhem. Vivian Forester. And Fleur la Noir.

      They would suffer.

      And then they would die.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            Miles Mayhem

          

        

      

    

    
      Once again I woke to the all-too-familiar rich smell of bacon and eggs smothered in cheddar and knew right there and then that bad news was coming. Now. Be ready. Really really ready this time.

      But why? Just last night Pa with his big burly laugh assured me everything was fine.

      Perfectly fine. So no worries. Nope.

      So just focus on my training. On earning the right to travel out of Green Haven.

      But that nip of the cheddar. Eyes. Nose. And tongue. Like the air itself stabbed all of my senses with frying hot daggers. No doubt about it.

      Double doom boom peppers.

      Again.

      The very best way to spice cheddar perfectly hot and wonderful.

      Peppers far far far too expensive for Pa to ever use for breakfast unless he had to soften truly awful news with a truly good meal first. Ever since he did the same to give me news of Ma’s passing nearly a decade ago ... and a number of times since then.

      Last time around, a month ago, it was news about my new “Ma” Rosa and well ... that went ... badly awkward.

      At least this time around I lay cozy in my own bed. All alone but at least still cozy. My warm down pillow underneath my head. My soft down mattress underneath me. A thin but reliably warm cover over me. All because, ever since that crazy fight a month ago, including the fight with Rosa's two daughters, I still couldn’t build up any fat reserves to keep me warm at night.

      Let alone to fall back on in a serious fight. So forget being able to recharge my strength mid-fight.

      Or even as a desperate last trick.

      I really needed to train up some more special battle-changing techniques.

      Never mind for the last few weeks I caught more than one girl eyeballing me a bit too closely for comfort. The kind of eye-gropes that I used to give them plenty of. And the girls were often the sexy slim and beautifully busty sort. The very exact kind I had always wanted looking my way.

      Especially Penny Hex and even, sometimes, Melody Rainbow. Ma’s two former apprentices and now the best witches of my generation in Green Haven.

      And Penny was a erotically gorgeous succubus with a exotic wonderful hot-pink complexion and ever since she was little, whenever she was excited or annoyed or just plain emoting, she loved to yank her thickly braided pigtails of ruby red hair.

      Melody Rainbow was an elf girl that, well, one of the most beautiful girls in Green Haven, even if she was a good bit taller than me, more like outright statuesque and stunningly graceful always, and far more haughty and snobby ... seeming, with ass-long hair that was golden on the outside, rosy pink on the inside, and sky-blue bangs framed her heart of an oval face.

      Her dagger-like ears jutted out the sides of her head and let her hear every rumor and more and have a comment ready for anyone or anything.

      So even their attention ... as heart thumping as Penny and her rose and strawberry musk was, or Melody and her candy-tart peaches and strawberries musk was ...

      But no. Not now.

      Not yet.

      I had more important things to do. Important people to save.

      Since for the last few weeks I had been training alone. Existing alone, in a sense, since my best buddy and sparring partner Dedrick Knight was still trapped inside that awful human-slaving saber.

      A saber hidden away by Master Marshall, the best knight ever in all the Rainbow of Shards and my instructor since forever. Only Pa had ever managed to best him. As sparring partners.

      But a real fight between them? No one knew what would happen.

      Just like how my closest female friends Vivian Forester and Fey Skylure were still trapped inside that succubus-slayer saber,

      Another saber hidden away by Master Marshall. Why? He said I wasn’t ready. Not yet.

      Despite whatever my new Ma, Rosa, claimed. That I was ready to figure it out myself. That Master Marshall was being unfair, and not just to me, but to all the demon girls sealed inside that succubus-slayer blade. Including her two own daughters.

      Yet that mountain of old man brawn, Master Marshall, refused to budge.

      At least until I proved worthy of wielding that succubus-slayer blade once again ... not sure how to prove myself worthy but I wasn’t about to give up.

      Ever.

      I had to find out how to free Dedrick (and the other humans) trapped in that human-slaving saber ... and asking Penny or even Melody ... when we haven’t spoken to each other since ever ...

      So training. Training. Training.

      And more training.

      Pa should knock on my door of solid oak any moment now. Ready to greet me, nudge me into the kitchen table and its bribe of a wonderful breakfast.

      So I sat up.

      Grabbed the broomstick propped beside my bed, The long dark-cherrywood handle was smooth and solid in my hand. Its straggly bristles as straggly as ever. The perfect broom for the wicked witch Pa had claimed it from, the very witch that became Ma soon afterwards.

      My real Ma.

      It’s solid weight in my hand was as reaffirming as Ma back when she was alive.

      Sweeping throughout our home with it each and every day some of my more basic training. Not just strength training, since no matter how strong I was, it taxed my strength the very same as the first day I swept with it, but training for keeping my form, my footwork loose, all while breathing steadily.

      Since breathing was first in bladework. Just like footwork was second.

      Just as Master Marshall drilled into me since forever.

      So just get out of bed and ... wait.

      No cock-a-doodle-do yet?

      Kinda like me, our rooster never ever slacked on its duties, and one of its duties was to challenge the rising sun. Whether rain, sleet, or snow that rooster challenged the sun right away. Whether a bright shiny day or a fog-drenched dreary one ... that rooster was as reliable as the sun itself.

      Not once except ... well ... back during the morning a month ago, back during that fight of a lifetime, a fight that changed my life forever.

      Sigh.

      My friends all sealed away in blades. My fat reserves gone and not coming back, yet.

      My training still ... not enough. Not yet. No. I wasn’t ready yet.

      Since paying attention to my surroundings, a good third in bladework, and I just failed badly right there, taking so long to notice that lack of any cock-a-doodle-dos.

      I didn’t even have that captive demon girl, Princess Dashee, to mess about with anymore. Not for weeks. She was so too gorgeous, with that long lush rosy pink hair, that revealing outfit of boob and hip miniskirts, and a figure that was an hourglass to any guy’s lusting doom.

      Too distracting, according to Master Marshall. Pa agreeing all too quickly.

      Even if Rosa disagreed. Agreeing with me, strangely enough. That I needed to fight with distraction as much as without it. Something her two daughters should be able to help with too.

      And Dashee needed to do something productive as well.

      So those double doom boom peppers ... another hint-hint of bad news. Awfully bad news.

      But wait.

      A humid breeze into my room? This room never had a draft unless ...

      To the side of my bed was my one and only window. Its shutters were cracked wide open. Revealing a wall of thick dense fog outside as white and bright as the feathers over Fey’s chest and hips. So the sun was out. The rooster should be too. Loud and eager to win its challenge.

      But nope. Not a peep.

      That my window’s steel latch was still in good shape ... no one broken in the hard way.

      But I didn’t open it. No. I shut it tight last night. After I swept up the dark cherrywood floor throughout the house, just like my training called for, just like Master Marshall and Pa and me myself expected of me.

      Even if my crude drawings along the window frame were weeks gone, but not forgotten.

      Not the one of Ma watching over Pa and me in heaven. Or of little-kid-me training with a saber with Pa.

      Least those pentagrams drawn long ago by Ma were still there. My real Ma. The magic in those crisp charcoaled-purple pentagrams should prevent any demon, friend or foe, from entering my room from the window, or breaking through the walls, or even the closed door, without explicit permission.

      Not that I had any more friends, demon or human, left free and able to try⁠—

      BANG!!!

      A wooden hollow bang. From the dark cherrywood nightstand beside my bed.

      Then a girl cleared her throat loud and bubbly. The sound from above the nightstand.

      What the ... an intruder, no doubt, and one drawing my attention, and so brazenly that ... turning to look at her and ... oh my.

      That moment. Heart in throat.

      And my life changed forever.
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      The second time in my twenty short years of life that in my very own room, on that very same nightstand next to my bed, that an erotically gorgeous girl sat on it like her personal throne, and and and ...

      Maybe the double doom boom peppers were frying my brains out. Vivian always said they would. Eventually. Maybe she was actually right.

      Since I couldn’t believe my eyes. Really wouldn’t believe them. Not this time.

      No.

      Impossible.

      Yet I got a whiff of roses and black cherries as well. So not an illusion. Illusions could only trick two senses at most. Only one most of the time. Maybe a waking dream then ...

      That rose and black cherry musk ... like a natural musk more than a perfume. Similar to the lovely musk of the handful of pure-blooded succubus girls living in Green Haven.

      And that rosiness a lot like that gorgeously hot-pink-skinned best friend of Vivian, Penny Hex, a succubus friend Vivian refused to introduce me, ever, despite Penny once being an apprentice of Ma.

      All in all it was the kind of musk that disarmed and disoriented lesser guys and well, okay, this time, I was so much a lesser guy.

      A lesser guy daydreaming.

      Since sitting in bed, my own ass still cushioned by the down mattress, I just had to be dreaming. Yeah. A waking dream. Lust-smitten idiot I was.

      Daydreaming while awake, all while I sat up staring like an idiot.

      The kind of behavior Vivian would often slap me to my senses over many times during our teenaged years than ... than ... especially whenever I got hung up on some of her succubus besties.

      But Gods almighty wow.

      This girl. Erotically gorgeous beauty. No. That was an understatement.

      The understatement of a lifetime.

      Yes.

      Lifetime.

      I never ever saw such lush hair go straight down to such a curved sexy slim waist. Ruffled white lace tied around her hair. Hair as perfectly lush and shiny black as ... as ... except woh.

      Pure-white bangs hugged a wonderful heart of a gorgeously soft-edged face, and what a face!

      Her face glowed with such an amazing and exotically beautiful ruby-red complexion, and yet so much more beautiful than Vivian, than any of her succubus friends with ruby-red skin, then ... then ... impossible. No.

      But here she was.

      Maybe ... Vivian had another sister? Besides her older sis. That full-blooded elf girl.

      But this girl. Not an elf. Not at all.

      The knock knock knock from my door ... so distant. So so distant.

      Nowhere near enough to knock me to my senses. Knock my eyes away.

      Rip them from this knock-out of a beauty.

      Even her two horns curling out of her forehead. Striped with thick bands of jet-black and bleached-bone white. Above her sleek eyebrows and near her hairline. Both twice as long as forefingers and thrice as thick.

      Curled inward along her head in a way that clearly gestured: “Come here little boy.”

      That both horns were as sleek and sexy as ... as ... wow.

      Definitely not an elf girl. Even with those dagger-like ears from the sides of her head.

      Her eyes ... my breath. Gone. Since those eyes. Such a brilliant, out-right glowing lime-green fringed with sparkling streaks of glowing bright violet.

      Wow.

      She so caught my shocked leer ... and she ... her extra-juicy, extra-rosy-pink lips curled in such a sweet knowing smile so similar to Vivian’s juiciest looking ... looking ...

      This girl.

      She leaned back a bit. Playfully suggestively. Giving me a better view of her hourglass to guykind’s doom kinda figure. Giggling as sultry sweet as a hot chocolate on a midwinter’s frozen day.

      And I. Felt so hot. She was so hot. Scolding hot. Made a summer sun seem cold.

      Her figure. Wow. Breath. I really needed to.

      But ... that hint of rose and black cherries was all I. I.

      That knock knock knock from my door. I really needed to. To something.

      But so ... so ... distant.

      Move my ass from my bed but ... but ... wow.

      This erotically gorgeous .... hourglass to doom was right. My doom.

      She was curved so suggestively gorgeously slim in all the right spots. Curved even more obesely perfect in the chest spot.

      And that high-neck bra top of shiny black satin, its edges of ruffled white lace ... and a heart-shaped gap in the center showing far more cleavage than it covered. Just like her snug miniskirt of black satin. Its bottom edge ruffled with white lace.

      And hanging off her miniskirt ... woh. A pair of short black bars with black and white raven feathers clustered out of one end?

      What the ... dusters?

      Yeah.

      Dusters.

      That her long lush legs, crossed over each other and one foot kicking gently toward me had ... long thigh socks except ... no, not socks but more like a black tight mesh of thin stretchy strings than a normal tightly knitted sock.

      Even her shin boots of brilliantly shiny jet-black leather and super-thick low heels ...

      Gulp.

      Gulp was ...  was ... right. Yes. Right.

      Right like ... oh! Those jet-black bat-like wings spread fully out from the nap of her back.

      She now giggled ever so soft and happy.
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