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THE BATTLEFIELD WAS a maelstrom of screams and clashing metal. The Roman legions, maintaining their disciplined ranks, pressed against a relentless tide of barbarian warriors who simply refused to be broken. Roman short swords met crude axes and makeshift spears, the damp earth becoming quickly sodden with blood. In the distance, Roman banners fluttered, yet victory seemed to recede with every blow.

General Caius Decimus watched the carnage from the rear. His face was etched with weariness, but his eyes blazed with frustration. They had marched to this village expecting a swift, decisive win, yet the barbarians had proven stubbornly persistent. The Romans weren't losing, but their ranks were dangerously thinned.

"Hold the formation!" Caius roared to his men. "Don't give an inch!"

But despite his encouragement, he saw the barbarian forces would not budge. The warriors seemed to spring up from the very earth, attacking with savage fury. Yet, something about their movements was odd, something he hadn't fully registered before. Among the barbarians, he noticed more agile, slender figures moving with unexpected swiftness. And then, the realization hit him: most of these warriors... were women.

Alessia, the young barbarian leader, moved through the ranks like a whirlwind, wielding her sword with lethal skill. Her long, braided hair flew behind her as she issued orders with fierce shouts, her voice echoing among the warriors who followed her with unwavering devotion. They weren't mere savages, as the Romans had branded them. They were formidable fighters, locked in a life-or-death struggle for their land and their freedom.

"For our lands! For our fallen!" Alessia cried, her sword whipping through the air to strike down a Roman soldier who dared to approach.

All around her, the barbarian women fought with a ferocity that defied all expectation. Alessia, young but strategically astute, had led her people not just to survive, but to inflict the maximum possible damage on the Roman invaders. She knew they couldn't secure a total victory, but with every Roman soldier who fell, they achieved a moral one.

Caius, now fully comprehending the nature of his opponents, felt a mix of respect and despair. His army wasn't losing, but they certainly weren't making headway. The barbarians, led by that fierce young woman, had become a real thorn in his side, and the battle felt like it was going to drag on indefinitely.

"Strategic retreat!" he finally ordered, acutely aware that continuing this way would only further bleed his forces.

The legions began to withdraw in formation, leaving the field to the barbarian women who, while not celebrating a victory, knew they had won another night of freedom. Alessia, standing amidst the bodies of the fallen, watched the Romans pull back. With a look of exhaustion mixed with fierce resolve, she lowered her sword, but not her guard.

"Today we survived," Alessia murmured to herself, "but tomorrow's another day."

Honors to the Fallen

Twilight enveloped the battlefield as the fury of the fighting finally subsided. Both sides, Romans and barbarians, began the grim process of collecting their dead. The Roman legions, though still disciplined, looked more beaten than triumphant. Their soldiers, slick with sweat and blood, silently carried their fallen comrades, stacking the bodies to be taken back to camp. Caius Decimus, his face a mask of displeasure, watched from a distance. He knew the battle had not been a complete victory, but at least they had lived to fight another day.

On the other side of the field, the barbarian warriors did the same, but with a much more somber ritual. The barbarian encampment was quiet; only the crackle of campfires broke the silence as the warriors carried the bodies of their fallen sisters. Alessia, the leader, moved through the lines, her eyes scanning the faces of those who had not survived with deep sorrow. There were no celebrations in the barbarian camp that night. No songs or cheers for having repelled the Romans. Alessia, though relieved they had endured, did not feel the weight of triumph. She knew the battle was merely a brief reprieve in a war that was far from over. Her people's losses were significant, and though Roman forces were diminished, the threat still loomed large.

Alessia walked toward the large central campfire, where her warriors gathered in silence. With heavy steps, she stood before them, raising her hands to the sky where the moon was beginning to peek through the clouds.

"Tonight, we do not celebrate," she said, her voice firm yet weary. "We have not won, but we have not fallen. We give thanks for the blood spilled and for the hearts that still beat among us. But, above all, we pay tribute to our sisters who now join the ancestors."

The warriors stood silent, forming a circle around the campfire. Alessia began to recite a pagan prayer in a low, almost whispered tone, yet heavy with reverence:

"Oh, goddesses of the earth and sky, welcome our fallen sisters. May their blood not have been spilled in vain, may their sacrifice strengthen our resolve, and may their souls fly free among the stars. May they find peace where we know only war."

The words resonated among the women, who bowed their heads in respect. The flames of the fire seemed to leap higher, as if the spirit of the fallen was rising with them. They were not celebrating a victory, but the simple fact of having survived one more day, one more breath in an endless war. When the prayer ended, exhaustion finally sank its claws deep into Alessia's bones. She hadn't slept for days, and her body and mind were beginning to give way to fatigue. The previous nights had been long, filled with vigils and worry, with strategies that often felt futile against Roman brutality.

That night, however, Alessia knew she could finally rest.

She retreated from the campfire, her steps now slow, as the other warriors dispersed to tend to wounds or simply rest in silence. She entered her tent, where the air was thick and heavy with the smell of dried herbs. Alessia collapsed onto her bed of skins and hay. The moment her body hit the surface, fatigue dragged her swiftly into the world of dreams.

"One more night..." she murmured before sleep claimed her completely.

Thoughts of battle, death, and the imminent, unyielding war, faded momentarily. For the first time in days, Alessia was able to close her eyes and sleep.

Insomnia

Night had fallen hard over the Roman camp, but in General Caius Decimus’s tent, there was no rest. Frustrated, he paced back and forth, his hands clasped behind his back, the muscles in his jaw tightly clenched as he brooded over the situation. The battle against the barbarians had been a far cry from what he had anticipated. The legions had survived, but the enemy's savage resistance had cost him more than he cared to admit.

"Damned barbarians..." he muttered through gritted teeth, recalling how, time and again, the savages had managed to hold their own, despite the casualties. That leader, Alessia, was particularly galling. She wasn't just strong, but cunning. Her warriors were relentless. It was an absolute disgrace that a woman, and a barbarian at that, was causing him such headaches.

Caius Decimus knew he was standing at a precipice. Rome expected results, and so far there had only been delays and losses. If he didn't secure a swift victory, he would be the one to face the music. The Roman Senate had no patience for generals who failed to deliver, and he knew others were waiting for their chance to usurp his command.

"I can't afford to fail," he told himself, clenching his fists.

But exhaustion and frustration were wearing him down. His forces were depleted, and although his men still obeyed his orders, he was losing more soldiers daily to the hands of those wretched warrior women. He needed a game-changer, something to tip the scales in his favor, and he already knew where he had to turn. With a deep, heavy sigh, Caius made a decision that felt like swallowing bitter medicine: he had to return south, to Rome, to ask for help. But not from the senators, nor the military strategists. No, this time he would appeal to a darker, more ancient power, one he had always kept at arm's length until now.

The Priestesses.

A shiver ran down his spine at the very thought of them. They were mysterious and dangerous, possessors of powers that even the general, with all his pragmatism, feared. The stories of their influence in the power circles of Rome were common knowledge. Artemisia, the Priestesses' leader, was the most powerful of them all. Some whispered she could even bend the will of the strongest men, and that her knowledge of life's creation and manipulation was beyond the grasp of any common mind.

But he knew he had no other recourse. If he wanted to defeat Alessia and her barbarians once and for all, he would need the intervention of a power far greater than traditional military tactics.

"Prepare my horse," he ordered curtly to his closest aide. The soldier nodded and quickly exited the tent.

Caius Decimus donned his thickest cloak and strapped on his ceremonial sword before stepping out into the cold night air of the camp. As he mounted his horse, his men watched him with apprehension. He said nothing, simply tugged the reins and began his journey south, towards Rome, where his fate awaited.

The journey was swift, with barely any rest along the way. Anxiety spurred him on, despite his physical exhaustion. He knew that confronting Artemisia was not to be taken lightly, but whenever the thought of turning back crossed his mind, the memory of lost battles and the potential humiliation before Rome pushed him forward.

After days of riding, he arrived at the temple where the Priestesses resided. The place was awe-inspiring, surrounded by high walls of black marble that contrasted with the surrounding green hills. The temple doors were massive, carved with figures of hybrid creatures, half-human, half-beast, guardians of secrets and unknown powers.

Caius dismounted his horse with a knot in his stomach. He had always been a man of logic and strategy, but here, facing this place, he felt insignificant. It didn't matter how many battles he had won or how many men were under his command. Here, power resided in something else. Something he did not understand and deeply feared.

The temple doors opened slowly before him, untouched by anyone. A woman dressed in white robes waited for him at the entrance, her gaze piercing his soul. Without a single word, she gestured for him to follow. The general, unable to stop himself, swallowed hard and followed her, delving into the dark interior of the temple.

The hallway was long and cold, illuminated only by the light of small torches that cast unsettling shadows on the walls. Finally, they reached a large circular chamber where, in the center, surrounded by a dim light and dense air, stood Artemisia, the Priestess of Creation. Her presence was overwhelming, as if the very energy of the place gravitated around her.

Caius knelt immediately, aware that, despite detesting the idea, he needed to show deference. Artemisia looked at him, her eyes shining with a strange light.

"General Decimus..." her voice was soft, yet laden with power. "What brings you to my presence?"

Caius kept his head bowed, though he could feel her gaze fixed on him.

"I have come to seek your aid, Priestess," he said cautiously. "My men are being decimated by the barbarians of the north. I can afford no more losses. Rome demands a victory from me, and only with your power can I achieve it."

Artemisia smiled faintly, a gesture that did little to inspire confidence.

"So, you have finally come crawling to me. I knew you would, General. Rome cannot always win with just swords, shields, and strong warriors."

Caius nodded silently. He knew there was much more at stake than he could possibly comprehend.

"I can give you what you need, Decimus. But everything has a cost." Artemisia paused, her smile fading as she observed him intently. "Are you willing to pay that price?"

Caius felt a chill, but he nodded, knowing he had run out of options.

"What is the price?" he inquired cautiously.

"When the time comes, I shall make it known to you," she replied coldly.

Despite the fears he felt, Decimus pressed on.

"Then... you will help me?"

The atmosphere in the temple grew even denser as Caius Decimus awaited Artemisia's response. The silence stretched, and the Priestess observed him with her penetrating eyes, as if evaluating his very soul. After what seemed like endless minutes, she finally spoke, her voice soft but charged with overwhelming authority.

"I can offer you victory, General. But it will not be with the tactics you and your men are accustomed to," said Artemisia, making a slight gesture with her hand.

The torches surrounding the room flickered, and the light cast unsettling shadows that danced on the walls. From the depths of the temple, the echo of what sounded like roars and claws scraping the floor reverberated in Caius's ears. The general couldn't help but shiver, despite his efforts to maintain his composure.

"What do you propose, Priestess?" he asked, his tone measured.

Artemisia walked slowly towards a large stone table, where a series of jars and containers filled with unknown substances awaited. She extended her hands over them and began mixing ingredients in a silver chalice, moving her fingers with almost supernatural precision.

"What you see here, General, is a unique potion. An ancient alchemy that will transform your soldiers into hybrid creatures." As she spoke, the liquid in the chalice changed color, from a deep red to a dark purple. "Upon drinking it, they will become winged lions with venomous fangs and deadly stingers. They will be the barbarians' worst nightmare, devastating everything in their path. And most importantly..." she raised her gaze, capturing Caius's eyes, "...they will answer only to you."

The general frowned, weighing the implications. The promise of supernatural strength was tempting, but he had learned to distrust gifts he didn't fully grasp.

"How can I be certain they won't turn against us?" he asked flatly.

Artemisia offered a confident smile at her creation.

"This potion binds their loyalty to you. They will become ferocious beasts, but their will shall be subject solely to your command. Only you and your men will possess that control." She took a step towards him, handing him the chalice. "You may put it to the test, if you wish, on some of your guards."

Caius hesitated for a moment, then called two of his most loyal soldiers, ordering them to approach. The guards exchanged nervous glances, but obeyed without question, trusting their general. Artemisia handed them the chalice, watching intently as they drank the potion with looks of uncertainty.

The effect was almost immediate.

The soldiers' bodies contorted violently, their muscles swelling and their bones cracking in a brutal transformation. Inhuman roars erupted from their throats as their skin became covered in majestic, golden fur. Immense wings, like those of an eagle, sprouted from their backs, and their tails morphed into stingers as sharp as a scorpion's. Their fangs, now venomous, gleamed a dark green, promising a swift death to anyone who dared face them.

Caius watched, transfixed, as the beasts rose before him, enormous and terrifying. At a simple gesture of his hand, the hybrids roared and bowed low before him, submissive to his power.

"They obey only you, as I promised," murmured Artemisia with a satisfied smile.

The general, still stunned by what he had just witnessed, understood the magnitude of the power he now held. He no longer saw mere soldiers. Now he had an army of monsters under his control. And the barbarian village would surely fall before them.

"This..." he said with a mixture of awe and greed, "exceeds my wildest imaginings."

Artemisia inclined her head slightly, pleased.

"But remember, General, all power comes at a price. I have given you this, but you promised me something in return. The souls of the young barbarian maidens who fall in battle shall belong to me."

Caius nodded without hesitation. To him, the corpses of the barbarian women were nothing more than empty spoils.

"Rome will honor its side of the bargain, Priestess. You shall have your share of the spoils." At that moment, the general was assailed by a very sensible doubt. "How long will the hybrids' transformation last?"

"Only a couple of hours," Artemisia replied, "so they must drink the potion just before the battle."

"How much potion will I need?" he asked, curious.

"Do not worry about that. Before you depart, I will provide you with all the potion you require," she informed him. "It will only take me a couple of hours to prepare. For now, you may go and rest. I advise you to return at dawn."

As the general left the temple, his new beasts followed closely, imposing and terrifying. But, although victory seemed assured, a slight shiver crawled down his back. What unknown consequences would this dark pact bring?

But now, with his army of hybrid beasts, the barbarians' fate was sealed. He had no time to dwell on it, however. The creatures would wait for him at dawn, and then the true battle would begin.

Alessia's Respite

The afternoon sun filtered softly through the tree branches, casting shadows on the shattered fields that had once teemed with life. Alessia, her village's leader, knelt beside an injured elder, meticulously cleaning his wounds with cloths soaked in warm water. Around her, the sound of the wind was the only thing breaking the silence, a constant whisper that seemed to calm her people's suffering, if only for a moment.

Days had passed since the last Roman attack. The physical wounds still ached, but the village's spirit was broken. Men and women walked with heavy steps, their gazes vacant and weary, as if they had given up all hope of returning to the life they once knew. As Alessia applied herbal ointments to the wounds, a small flame of hope flickered in her heart. Perhaps the Romans have called it quits. She hadn't heard news of nearby legions for days. There were no signs of General Caius Decimus or of the Roman troops that had ravaged their land. As her fingers moved deftly, carefully bandaging the elder's arm, she couldn't help but dream of a different future. Maybe, just maybe, the Romans have withdrawn, she thought with a mix of hope and fear. What if they've left for good? The possibility that the war had ended was too appealing to ignore.

"Tell me, Alessia, do you think they've abandoned the fight?" the elder asked in a low voice, interrupting her thoughts.

Alessia managed a weak smile, shaking her head, though inside she desperately wanted to believe it.

"I don't know," she said truthfully, her eyes fixed on the bandage she was tying firmly. "But, as long as we don't see them, we must hold onto that hope."

The elder nodded, squeezing Alessia's hand lightly before lying back on his improvised straw bed. As she continued to tend to other wounded villagers, that same hope clung stubbornly to her chest. If the Romans didn't return, they could start over. Become a peaceful village once more. Alessia's thoughts wandered for a moment to those tranquil times, when the fields were full of golden wheat and families worked the land without fear of an army tearing them apart. Harvest days were celebrated with dances, laughter, and food. War was a distant shadow, only mentioned in whispers, never imagining it would touch their doorstep.

But now, her reality was different. The huts were in ruins, the crops trampled and burned, and half of her people were wounded or dead. She knew her village, in its current state, would not withstand another assault. The makeshift walls they had raised would not stop Rome's legions if they returned. (We are fragile, like a leaf caught in the wind.) Despite her worries, Alessia clung to the idea that maybe, by some divine intervention or simple war-weariness, the Romans had left. Perhaps this nightmare is finally drawing to a close, she repeated to herself, as if saying it could make it true.

She stood up, observing her people. Some rested, others helped the wounded, but all shared the same uncertainty. They knew that one more blow from the Roman forces would shatter them completely. But they also knew that, for now, there was a slim chance they might not have to face that blow. And, for the sake of her people, Alessia clutched that hope with all her strength.

"Soon we will be free again," she murmured, almost a whisper to herself, as she walked through the remnants of what was once her prosperous village. "Soon we will be what we were... if the gods of the forests allow it."

Yet, deep within her, a small part could not ignore the shadow of doubt that persisted. What if they're just biding their time?

Alessia shook her head, determined not to be consumed by fear. For now, her people needed her to believe in the hope of peace, even if it was only for one more day.

The Massacre at Dawn

The morning mist still shrouded the fields when General Caius Decimus returned to the Roman camp. Beside him, the jars containing the dark potion Artemisia had promised gleamed faintly in the first light of dawn. The soldiers guarding the camp watched him with reverence as he, with a grim smile, gave the signal for all legions to assemble.

Before them, the jars were opened. A dense, dark smoke emanated from within, and an acrid smell invaded the air, causing the men to frown in confusion. Caius Decimus lifted a jar and, without hesitation, poured it into the hands of one of his closest guards.

"Drink," he ordered in a firm voice.

The guard hesitated only for an instant before bringing the liquid to his lips. Within seconds, he began to thrash violently, his eyes reddened, and his trembling hands began to deform. Enormous feathered wings burst from his back, his fangs grew sharp as knives, and his entire body began to mutate into a bestial creature: a gigantic lion with eagle's wings and a menacing, vibrating stinger on its tail. The transformation was swift and brutal. The other soldiers watched with a mixture of astonishment and horror, but when the general raised the jar for all to drink, none dared refuse.

One after another, the men of the Roman legions drank the potion, and one after another, they began to transform into the same hybrid beasts. Lion, eagle, and scorpion fused into a wild and lethal form.

The general watched them with satisfaction as the last transformation took place. They were no longer simple men, but monsters born of his desire for domination, and most importantly, wholly under his command.

"We will massacre the savages' village," he ordered without hesitation, his voice firm as the hybrids roared. "We will wipe them all out."

The creatures roared in unison, the echo of their cries resonating like a death knell in the air, and within minutes, the hybrid legions began their march towards the village.

The Attack

Alessia's village slept under a cloak of false calm. The villagers, exhausted by the aftermath of the last attack, rested without imagining that their fate was already sealed. The sound of the approaching hybrids—a tumult of roars and claws pounding the earth—mixed with the whisper of the wind and the song of birds waking at dawn.

The first scream of terror was heard when the beasts burst into the village, shattering the first huts with their claws and jaws. The creatures' wings beat the air forcefully, raising whirlwinds of dust and debris. The villagers, still groggy, ran out of their huts only to be snatched up by the hybrids' venomous fangs, which tore them apart mercilessly.

"To arms!" Alessia shouted desperately as she ran towards the center of the village, trying to organize a defense.

But it was too little, too late. The villagers, confused and terrified, couldn't react to the creatures' speed. A deafening roar filled the air as one of the hybrids leaped onto a group of peasants trying to flee to the nearby woods. With a single swipe of its claws, it tore them to pieces, leaving a slick of blood staining the earth.

Alessia managed to grip a spear, her heart pounding fiercely, but she was no match for the monstrous beasts. She had barely raised the weapon when a hybrid charged her with its wings, throwing her to the ground brutally. She rolled, hurt, and saw how the creatures moved like a storm of death through the village, destroying everything in their path. The scorpion stingers pierced the villagers' bodies with lethal precision, and those who didn't die instantly from the monsters' claws or fangs fell agonizingly from the venom coursing through their veins.

A few warrior women tried to resist, forming a defensive line with their shields and spears, but it was futile. The hybrids flew over them, swooping down with devastating force. Their roars shook the air as claws mercilessly tore through flesh and bone. The villagers' screams echoed everywhere, creating a symphony of horror and despair.

Alessia, with tears in her eyes, tried to reach the center of the village, where the few remaining women and children had taken refuge. But when she finally arrived, she saw one of the hybrids smash down the doors of the main hut with a single blow. In a matter of seconds, everything inside was destroyed: women, children, elders... no one was spared.

"No!" screamed Alessia, her voice broken as she tried to advance, only to be swept away by the surrounding chaos.

She knew she was powerless. The beasts were unstoppable. For every warrior who fell, two or three more villagers were violently ripped from life. The ground, now soaked in blood, was the silent witness to the destruction.

The winged lions moved like swift shadows, tearing apart everything in their path with a cruelty that seemed to have no end. The creatures, now transformed into hybrids by the dark power of the potion, left no stone unturned, no soul un-reaped. The sound of their roars mixed with the villagers' heart-wrenching cries, forming a cacophony that would make anyone's blood run cold.

Alessia, wounded and bloodied, crawled across the blood-soaked ground, desperately seeking an escape, something she could do to stop the slaughter. But every attempt was in vain. Her exhausted body barely responded, and the pain of seeing her people die before her eyes was more unbearable than any physical wound.

The few warrior women still standing fought with desperate bravery, but the disparity in power was overwhelming. One after another, they fell under the claws of the beasts, their shattered, lifeless bodies strewn across the village.

A roar, more powerful than the others, made Alessia lift her head. In the distance, she saw one of the winged hybrids, the largest of all, lift the inert body of one of the warrior leaders in its maw. It shook it brutally before tossing it into the air like a broken toy. This was the end.

Alessia knew in that instant that all hope was lost. The village was doomed.

With tears of impotence, Alessia fell to her knees among the rubble. It was over. The land that had once been her home, the land for which her people had fought with all their strength, was now just a field of death and destruction. The hybrids of the Roman legions, turned into monsters, were erasing every trace of life. And she, the last witness of that brutal massacre, knew that her village, her people, and her history, would vanish forever in the cold dawn wind.

The sun began to rise over the horizon, illuminating the macabre scene with its golden light. The village, which had once been a refuge of peace and hope, now lay in ruins, enveloped in the deathly silence that follows absolute destruction.

"Leave no one alive," was the last thing Alessia heard before she perished.
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GENERAL CAIUS DECIMUS rode point at the head of his legion, sweat beading on his brow under the merciless glare of the midday sun. Around him, the legionaries advanced in grim silence, laboriously dragging the bodies of the young barbarian maidens who had fallen in the massacre. They had fulfilled their promise to Artemisia, and now the long, exhausting journey back to the priestesses' temple was pushing them to their limits.

The corpses were hauled on wooden carts, barely covered by tattered cloths that did little to shield them from the scorching heat. Caius felt the situation going south with every passing minute. The stench of decomposition began to envelop them like a pestilent cloud, and though the soldiers maintained their composure, the foul odor was impossible to ignore. As they marched, the general noted the undeniable signs of decay: the bodies were grotesquely bloated, their eyes turning opaque, and the smell of death intensifying with each passing hour. Caius gritted his teeth, acutely aware that time was not on his side. He had promised Artemisia the bodies of the young barbarians, but now he feared the corpses wouldn't arrive in the condition she expected. Still, he couldn't turn tail. They had already covered more than half the distance, and retreating would be a sign of weakness.

Finally, on the fifth day of travel, disaster struck. One of the legionaries shouted, and Caius turned to see several bloated corpses on the first cart violently burst open. The fluids and gases of putrefaction were released with a sickening sound, splattering the ground and the nearby men with an unbearable stench. The bodies, now reduced to masses of ruptured skin and visible bone, were practically a lost cause. The skin, once smooth, was now parched like wrinkled parchment, cracking at the slightest touch. The general halted his legion and quickly approached, observing with horror the macabre scene on the carts. The maidens' bodies, once the offerings to fulfill his pact, were now nothing but desiccated, bloated remains. The flesh had detached from the bones in some cases, and the skin was cracking like sun-baked leather. The air became chokingly unbreathable.

"Damn it all!" he growled with suppressed fury. He looked at his men, who were turning away from the spectacle in utter disgust.

He knew there was no time to mourn their luck. They had come too far to return empty-handed. The only option left was to bring what remained of the bodies to the temple, even if they were mere dried husks. Artemisia would simply have to make do with what they had.

"Gather the remains," he ordered in a harsh voice. "We press on. We can't fail now."

The legionaries, with a sigh of resignation, began to collect the debris. Each corpse was a ghastly spectacle of parched skin and visible bones, but they loaded them back onto the carts, covering them as best they could. Though they knew Artemisia wouldn't be pleased, the general's order was clear. The pact had to be honored, regardless of the bodies' state.

As they resumed their march towards the temple, Caius couldn't help but dread the reckoning that awaited him upon arrival. He knew the Priestess would be relentless. He felt the promise he had made was slipping through his fingers, and the victory he thought was secured now hung by a thread.

The Arrival at the Temple

When General Caius Decimus finally arrived at the temple of the Priestesses, the dense, heavy air of the place felt almost welcoming compared to the blistering sun of the journey. As his men dismounted and unloaded the carts with the withered corpses, a shudder ran through his body. He had no idea how Artemisia would react upon seeing the almost unrecognizable remains of the young barbarians.

The imposing structure of the temple loomed before them, dark and threatening, with statues of ancient deities watching from on high. The priestesses, covered in white veils, waited at the entrance like silent shadows, their eyes barely visible, yet utterly penetrating. The atmosphere was oppressive, charged with ancient and dark power. Caius, his heart pounding in his chest, signaled for his men to begin carrying the bodies into the temple. Each corpse was a reminder of the journey's disaster, a mixture of desiccated flesh and bones that held none of the life or beauty they once possessed. The stench of death filled the air, but the priestesses did not seem to bat an eye.

Finally, Artemisia emerged from the shadows of the temple, her slender and majestic figure advancing toward the general. Her face, framed by a translucent veil, betrayed no clear emotion. Her eyes, however, shone with a disturbing intensity.

"General Caius Decimus," she said in a tone that was soft yet heavy with power. "You have fulfilled your part of the pact."

Caius swallowed. Despite his experience in battle, he couldn't shake the profound unease he felt in her presence. He took a step forward and spoke in a firm voice:

"My Lady Artemisia, I bring you the bodies of the maidens, as promised. Although..." he paused, observing the shattered corpses, "...the journey was long, and the bodies... did not arrive in the condition I expected. They are... compromised. It would have been better to bring them alive."

The general waited for some sign of disapproval, some gesture of anger. But, to his surprise, Artemisia showed not the slightest hint of annoyance. Instead, her lips curved into a slow, dark smile.

"Do not worry, General." Her voice was imbued with a strange satisfaction. "This is perfect. What I am to do with them requires neither freshness nor beauty. Decomposition only enhances what I need from them."

Caius frowned, unable to make sense of her words. How could these bloated, broken bodies be what she desired? And yet, the enthusiasm in Artemisia's eyes left no room for doubt.

"Death, in its rawest form, is a powerful conduit," she continued, walking slowly around the bodies, inspecting them as if they were newly discovered treasures. "Putrefaction releases ancient energies that I can channel. This... is more than I could have wished for. The long journey has done the work that would otherwise have taken me weeks."

Caius remained silent, still processing what he was hearing. Artemisia, far from being disappointed, seemed almost ecstatic. It was as if the bodies in this decayed state were a gift, an essential ingredient for some dark ritual he still knew nothing about.

"You have exceeded what was agreed, General," she said finally, stopping before him. "Not only have you brought me the bodies, but time and the natural process of death have perfected them. Now, the true work can begin."

Artemisia signaled to her priestesses, who quickly advanced towards the carts and began carrying the corpses into the temple's subterranean chambers. Shadows swallowed the bodies as soon as they crossed the threshold, and the smell of putrefaction, for a moment, seemed to fade, as if the temple itself was absorbing it.

"Rome will reap the whirlwind of this pact in the days to come," added Artemisia, with a smile that left Caius unsettled. "This is only the tip of the iceberg. The dead will serve a purpose far greater than you imagined."

Caius nodded, though he could not shake the sense of dread hanging over him. He had fulfilled his promise, but now, what Artemisia planned to do with those bloated, decomposed corpses was beyond his understanding.

"Go now, General," said the Priestess, retreating into the temple's shadows. "Prepare your men. What will be unleashed soon will require your command. Victory is near... but darkness always demands a price."

Caius turned on his heels, walking towards his horse with the heavy burden of a new uncertainty. He had sealed a pact, but with every step, he felt control over what he had unleashed slipping through his grasp. Yet, there was no turning back now.

The Ritual of Creation

In the temple's subterranean chambers, the atmosphere was thick with mystical energy. The torches barely illuminated the stone walls adorned with arcane symbols, and the air vibrated with a palpable tension. Artemisia, at the head of her faithful priestesses, observed the putrid bodies lying on the ground, almost like offerings on a profane altar.

"The moment has come," said Artemisia, her firm voice reverberating in the space. The other priestesses gathered around the bodies, forming a perfect circle. Each one represented an elemental and dark force.

Helia, the Priestess of the Sun, radiated a warmth that contradicted the ritual's coldness, her presence bathing the space with a faint, golden light. Beside her, Selara, the Priestess of the Moon, brought a dark, reflective calm, her silver cloak flowing softly as if a night breeze surrounded her. Nyx, the Priestess of Darkness, was a living shadow, her form barely visible under the black cloak that enveloped her. From her emanated a presence that made even the darkness itself seem deeper and more fearsome. Morrigan, the Priestess of Death, stood impassive, her eyes as empty as a raven's that has witnessed too many ends. Valkyria, the Priestess of Fear, smiled disturbingly, while the air around her grew heavier, making even the most powerful priestesses feel a knot in their stomachs. Finally, Elyx, the Metamorphic Priestess, moved with an unnatural fluidity, her body subtly changing as if her skin couldn't settle on one form.

The power they radiated together was immense.

"Sisters," Artemisia began, her hands extending over the bloated bodies, "today, we do not merely restore life. Today we give birth to a new era. The Maidens will be reborn as in the empire of Babylon, but we will not fail as before. They will be stronger, faster, and more lethal. A blend of the divine energy you represent and the darkness I channel."

The priestesses nodded silently, knowing the vital role each would play in this ritual.

"Helia, you will give them the spark of life," ordered Artemisia.

Helia stepped forward and, raising her hands, invoked a golden light that descended upon the bodies like a gentle solar breeze. The putrefaction seemed to grind to a halt, and for a moment, the bodies tensed as if death were resisting letting go.

"Selara, bring the balance between life and death."

Selara raised her arms, invoking the energy of the moon. A silvery glow enveloped the bodies as the lunar magic sealed the union between what remained of life and the death that had claimed them. The bloated forms began to harden, as if the skin were turning to stone under the moon's influence.

"Nyx, your darkness will grant them strength in the night."

Nyx moved her hands, and a shadow dense as the abyss filtered through the mouths and eyes of the corpses. The darkness impregnated every fiber of the bodies, granting them a silent and dangerous strength.

"Morrigan, you, who know death better than anyone, guide them in their transition."

Morrigan approached with a firm step, and her icy touch fell upon the foreheads of the corpses. Death obeyed Morrigan, and she marked the boundary between what was and what would be. The bodies, though lifeless, began to twist slightly, as if death were being defied.

"Valkyria, ensure that fear walks hand-in-hand with them, for it will be our most powerful weapon. We will be able to control them through fear."

Valkyria laughed softly, a blood-curdling sound. A dark mist emanated from her, and the forms lying on the ground began to take on a presence that would inspire terror in their new masters. Even motionless, the bodies exuded an energy of dread.

Finally, Artemisia turned to Elyx.

"Elyx, give them the ability to adapt, to change according to what the battlefield requires."

Elyx smiled, her figure distorting and changing before the others' eyes. A malleable, shifting energy flowed from her, entering the corpses, giving them the ability to reshape themselves according to what they faced. The bodies ceased to be simple corpses; they were now vessels of an unstable and potentially infinite power.

Artemisia took a step forward, her face illuminated by the combined energy of all her sisters. She raised a ceremonial dagger and cut her own palm, letting her blood fall onto the hollows of the bodies. Where the hearts had been, she added one of the elements of resurrection: earth, air, water, and fire.

"With my blood and the elements, we seal this pact," she declared. "Be reborn as Dark Maidens, faithful to the power of shadows, death, and fear. Be our weapons and executioners in the mortal world."

A violent shudder ran through the bodies, as if the energy of each priestess had fully pierced them. Suddenly, one of the corpses shook violently, and then another, until, one by one, they began to rise. Their eyes now shone with an unnatural light, cold and distant, completely stripped of the humanity they once possessed.

"Perfect," whispered Artemisia, with a triumphant smile.

The new Maidens stood, ready to serve. They were not mere reborn warriors, but creatures imbued with the power of the darkest forces in the universe.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter (III)

Witch
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IN THE DEPTHS OF THE temple, the air grew thick as the first Maidens began to awaken. Their decrepit, nauseating bodies moved slowly, their limbs clumsy at first, as if trying to recall how to move after their rebirth. The sounds of cracking bones and tearing, desiccated skin filled the hall. Yet, they did not emit a single moan, nor any sign of pain. It was as if suffering, fear, and despair had been wrenched from their minds along with what remained of their humanity.

Artemisia watched with a satisfied smile, her eyes scanning the reanimated corpses. The priestesses around her remained silent, expectant.

"They feel absolutely nothing," murmured Nyx, the Priestess of Darkness, with a mixture of admiration and coldness. "No pain, no pleasure. They are blank slates."

Artemisia nodded, pleased. This had been her intention all along: to create warriors impervious to emotions or weaknesses. These Maidens would be perfect weapons, completely stripped of any trace of what they once were.

"Perfect," Artemisia said quietly, yet clearly addressing all the priestesses present. "These creatures are not merely resurrected; they are tools of the divine power we have all invoked. They are shadows of what they were, now loyal only to us."

One of the Maidens rose completely. Her skin, dry and brittle, seemed ready to crumble to dust, but her movements were firm. There were no signs of life in her eyes, only an empty gleam that made them even more disturbing. She moved with an unnatural precision, as if time and death held no meaning for her.

"Clothe them," ordered Artemisia, gesturing to some lesser priestesses waiting in the corners of the chamber. Immediately, the priestesses advanced, bringing long black robes made of a thick, heavy material that absorbed all surrounding light. The Maidens would be known not only for their lethality but also for their unmistakable image, dressed in black, symbols of death in life.

Each Maiden was enveloped in the dark fabrics, their decrepit bodies disappearing beneath the robes, giving them a ghostly appearance. They were living shadows, beings created to terrorize their enemies.

"Black is their calling card," said Morrigan, the Priestess of Death, with a malicious smile. "Wherever they go, they will bring death, and their presence will be an omen of destruction."

Artemisia, her eyes shining with satisfaction, approached one of the Maidens. The creature looked at her without any emotion, awaiting orders, like a faithful beast but devoid of a soul. Artemisia raised a hand and stroked the creature's withered skin as if it were a masterpiece.

"Very soon," whispered Artemisia, almost like a promise, "very soon you will know the true power of the shadows."

The Maidens, now clad in their new black attire, began to line up, waiting without thought, without feeling. The air around them grew heavier, charged with a dark energy that made even the most powerful priestesses feel a slight chill of unease.

The Naming

The sound of black robes brushing against the floor echoed in the subterranean chambers as the Priestesses approached the reborn Maidens, observing their emotionless faces. Their empty eyes showed no trace of memories or former life. Artemisia, leading the group, stepped forward and raised a hand, gesturing to one of the Maidens.

"Tell me your name," she asked in a firm voice.

The Maiden, her gaze lost, remained silent. Her mouth moved for an instant, as if trying to form words that no longer existed in her mind. After a few seconds, she slowly inclined her head, a sign of confusion or submission. There was no response.

Artemisia smiled faintly. She knew this would happen; they had been stripped of every vestige of their humanity.

"You don't remember, do you?" she insisted with calculated coldness.

The Maiden maintained her silence. One after another, the Priestesses repeated the same question to the other Maidens. They all responded in the same way: with voids in their minds where their memories had once resided. None of them knew who they were or where they had come from.

"As I expected," whispered Artemisia with a satisfied smile. "They are blank slates, ready to be shaped by us."

The Priestesses exchanged glances of approval. This was the final step in their transformation. They had been stripped not only of their life and humanity but also of their identity. Now, the Priestesses had the power to give them a new purpose, a new name.

"Then, you shall be reborn under our wing," Artemisia declared aloud, raising her gaze to the other priestesses. "Each of you will bear a new name, one that reflects your loyalty to us and the power of the shadows."

Helia, the Priestess of the Sun, was the first to step forward. She observed the Maiden before her and, in a soft yet authoritative voice, said:

"From now on, you shall be known as Ignis. You carry the fire of the sun within you, and under my care, you shall be my flame in the shadows."

The Maiden, now Ignis, inclined her head in acceptance. The bond between them had been sealed.

Next was Selara, the Priestess of the Moon. She approached a Maiden and observed her for a moment before pronouncing her new name:

"You shall be Lunyx. Like the night itself, you shall be my guardian in the darkness."

Nyx, the Priestess of Darkness, stepped forward with a slight smile. Her Maiden, who now looked at her with emptiness and obedience, received her name:

"You I shall call Abyss, for you will be as deep and dark as the abyss itself."

Morrigan, the Priestess of Death, observed her Maiden with impassive eyes before giving her new name:

"You shall be Thanis, bearer of death. Under my command, you shall be the hand that snatches souls from this world."

Valkyria, the Priestess of Fear, stepped forward with her characteristic twisted smile and said:

"You shall be Tenebra. Fear shall be your shadow and your strength, and you shall walk beside me in eternal terror."

Finally, Elyx, the Metamorphic Priestess, approached the Maiden before her and, with an enigmatic smile, said:

"I shall call you Morphia. Like me, you shall be change and adaptation, a warrior who can reshape herself as the battlefield requires."

The Maidens, now re-christened with names reflecting the dark powers of the Priestesses, showed not a hint of emotion, only absolute obedience. Artemisia, satisfied with the process, took a step back and watched as each priestess took her new servant under her wing.

"Each of you shall have your Maiden under your protection and service," announced Artemisia. "They shall be your hands in the mortal world, executors of our designs, and guardians of our power. They are loyal to you, and through them, our power shall expand."

The Priestesses nodded silently. Each Maiden was now an extension of their will, an eternal servant, incapable of remembering her past life or feeling anything beyond the duty imposed upon her.

"We are good to go," said Nyx, her voice resonating like a shadow in the air.

Artemisia smiled proudly, knowing her creation was complete. The Maidens, stripped of their humanity and rebaptized, now belonged to the world of shadows. They were ready to unleash darkness upon the world, under the absolute command of the Priestesses.

The Promise of Beauty

The Maidens, still devoid of any human vestige, remained motionless before the Priestesses. Their putrid, cadaverous bodies still exuded a nauseating stench, and their skin hung in tatters of dead flesh. Yet, they felt no pain, no discomfort, no shame. They felt nothing. Their only reason for existence now was to serve those who had given them a new purpose.

Artemisia stepped forward with a firm and serene step. Her gaze swept over the Maidens, studying the grotesque scene with cold satisfaction. Her lips curved into a slight smile as she raised her hands to capture everyone's attention.

"Sisters, welcome back to the world of the living," she began, her voice clear and powerful, resonating in the vast subterranean chamber. "I know your bodies seem strange to you now, repulsive even, but you must understand this is only a phase. A necessary stage for what is to come."

The Priestesses nodded silently as the Maidens, still immobile, kept their empty, lifeless eyes fixed on Artemisia. The leader continued, moving slowly among them, as if wanting to convey calm and assurance.

"Your bodies still bear the vestiges of death, and what you see now is a reflection of that transitional state. But you must not fear or doubt," she said in a soft but firm voice. "In just a few weeks, each of you will be transformed again. You will be more powerful, faster, and above all, more beautiful than you ever were in your previous life."

Artemisia stopped before one of the Maidens, Ignis, and extended her hand towards her disfigured face. The grotesque features and decomposing flesh caused no reaction of disgust in Artemisia, who observed the creature with pride.

"Look beyond what you are now," she continued. "This body, rotten and ruined by death, is only a temporary shell. The dark energy flowing through your veins is rebuilding you from within. Day by day, the magic that brought you back will purify your forms, restoring them. And when the process is complete, you will be more beautiful than at any point in your previous lives."

Some of the Priestesses exchanged pleased glances, knowing that what Artemisia said was true. They had witnessed this ritual before and knew that the reborn Maidens not only became lethal warriors but also beings of supernatural beauty.

"Your loyalty to us and to the power of the shadows will grant you a new countenance, an appearance that will not only deceive your enemies but allow you to move among them with ease," Artemisia went on. "The weakness you felt in your previous lives will exist no more. You will be perfect weapons, both on the battlefield and in any other mission we entrust to you."

The leader of the Priestesses took a step back, encompassing all the Maidens with a calculating gaze.

"This is the dawn of a new era, for both us and you," she said in a solemn tone. "Accept this transformation, embrace your new purpose. In a few weeks, you will be completely ready. And when that moment comes, no force in this world will be able to stop you."

Artemisia extended both arms towards the Maidens.

"So do not shy away from the change, sisters. What seems like a curse today will be your greatest blessing tomorrow."

The Maidens remained silent, unable to process emotions, but deep within their new bodies, a dark spark began to ignite. The promise of power and beauty was etched into their empty souls, and soon they would become the perfect executors of the Priestesses' will. Artemisia smiled, satisfied with the progress. She knew the real work was yet to begin, but this was only the first step towards building her army of Dark Maidens, ready to unleash chaos upon the world.

"Soon, you will march to war," Artemisia announced, as the other priestesses watched with pride the result of their conjuring. "And with them, the world will know true terror."

The Maidens remained motionless, ready for their next order, their existence now dedicated to serving the priestesses and extending the reign of darkness.

Chaos and the Witch

The welcoming ceremony was drawing to a close. Artemisia had concluded her speech, and the Priestesses were beginning to form groups to assign the Maidens to their respective guides. Everything seemed under control, until a piercing scream shattered the solemn atmosphere.

One of the Maidens, until that moment immobile and submissive, rose abruptly with erratic, uncontrolled movements. Her eyes, empty and inhuman, shone with an unexpected fury. Her putrid body seemed to vibrate with an energy the Priestesses had not foreseen.
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