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Chapter One
The moon hung in the heavens above and reflected her fae light down upon two worlds. In one world, she lived as a sliver of herself, and in the other, she shone in all her majesty. She looked down upon a world on the brink of change, but she did not despair, for the time of her greatest champion was at hand.
Bathing in the moon's light was an orchard of gnarled fruit trees, in the center of which sat an ancient cottage of brick and stone. The skies where clear, but the air charged with energy that threatened to crackle with angry lightning at any moment. A thick fog clung to the ground, swirling and shivering in places as if disturbed by fae energies.
A solitary light shone out of the cottage windows and within two women could be seen huddled over a small table — half-finished glasses of wine forgotten by their elbows. Heads tilted as if they heard something on a non-existent wind.
“I feel a chill, sister,” the red-haired woman said, “as if someone were dancing on our graves.”
“I sense it too,” the raven-haired beauty said, “A chill steals down my spine. Let’s chance the bones, sister.”
The red-haired witch moved close as her dark-haired coven-sister pulled an ancient rabbit-hide bag from her purse. She rolled the bones within feeling their weight before muttering both curse and prayer as she spilled them onto the table.
“The claw and fang are on the rise,” she muttered, scanning the images on the bones and their placement, “They join, to stalk the ravens three… one has caught a raven alone. This is bad sister… I see a warning from out Goddess here but,” she glanced up and with a worried frown glanced around the cottage, “Where’s Gwen?”
“She had class this evening,” Eris said with a frown of worry, “she should be heading back now.”
“Then the creature has her,” Evelyn whispered, her mouth twisting with worry as she reread the bones.
“What is it?” Eris asked, gripping her sister, “Evelyn, what is it!”
“A, ancient were-beast hunts the night. I don’t know how it knew she would be out alone after sunset, or how it got past our wards, but it’s here… hunting…” her voice broke, the sob ripped from her throat, “Oh Gwen!”
“Nooooo!” Wailed Eris, her soul crying out.
The witches wail reverberated throughout the house, soaring to the heavens and beyond. Spreading throughout the area, starting birds and rattling leaf and limb.
----------
Logan Pendrake walked home down Sycamore Street, debating whether to make box mac and cheese or ramen for dinner. The decision came down to which he could finish cooking fastest and be out of the kitchen and hidden away in his room. He had just decided on ramen when queerness in the night made the young man pause.
Cocking his head, he heard something far off in the woods. As he peered into their dark depths, the hairs on the back of his neck stood on end. The few remaining leaves rattled, and bare branches swayed as if a breeze blew, but Logan felt nothing.
Goosebumps grew on his flesh, and he wanted nothing more than to hurry home to his foster parent house, as much as he hated the place, it would certainly be safer than the forbidding forest. A flicker of motion deep in the woods drew his eyes. He usually wouldn’t have been able to see so clearly, but the world was lit by the full moons eerie silver light. The sound came again, this time more clearly and from deeper within. He thought it sounded like a cut off cry for help.
Pulling out his phone, Logan turned on the flashlight and cautiously stalked into the woods in the direction the sound had come from. As he got deeper, a thick fog slid around his ankles, and when he was about thirty meters in, he paused and looked around, trying to get his bearings. A mild panic set in when he looked back over his shoulder and couldn’t see the road or buildings, just a thick wall of dense fog.
Once more, he heard the cry for help, and this time it was clearly a young woman’s voice from deeper in the skeletal forest’s depths. The young man drove forward. Taking no care to be silent, as he charged through the dark woods. He was stumbling suddenly as he waded through a shallow pond.
The tree's limbs above parted, and the light of the moon reflected on the surface of the pool. As he looked at the dark waters, something held him in place. Not mud or roots, but a song. Faint and far off, haunting, filling his mind with images of a lovely, pale body with goddess-like proportions.
He shook his head, the call for help rousing him to wakefulness, louder and more insistent this time. Then a snapping and crashing sound as something massive pushed between the trees. The scream cut off in a fearful choke, and the young man drove forward through the pond. He was in knee-deep water when he saw something flashing near his feet. Reaching down, his hand closed around something hard and long, the music suddenly surging to a crescendo in his mind before cutting off abruptly.
He barely paid attention, though, as he continued surging through of the waters. When he broke free of the water, no longer splashing and making a racket, he heard the rattling of a light chain. Glancing down, he saw he was holding a hand and a half sword, in an ancient blackened steel scabbard.
He didn’t have time to wonder, for suddenly there was a loud crash ahead, and the choking sob of a woman in mortal peril. Rushing forward, he could see a large dark shape move into a clearing. A blond woman in a flowing white dress lay on the ground, a dark smear across her face, arm up to ward off the killing blow the massive beast was about to unleash.
A sudden wail of anguish ripped across the night, sunning the beast for a second.
Logan didn’t hesitate. His hand drew the blade, tossing aside the scabbard and gripping it in two hands, he raced ahead, his long legs propelling him forward. He ran out of the trees and was stunned when he saw the beast in full. Rearing back on muscled hind legs, it was covered in thick dark fur, standing over nine feet tall and hulking like a bear. Spinning on him, the beasts snarling muzzle dripped with blood and drool. It roared in bestial fury as it whipped around one mighty arm, razor talon claws slashing at the young man’s face.
Logan didn’t have time to think. Instead acting on instinct, he didn’t know he possessed, he dove forward beneath the blow. Rolling in a dive, the blade held in a two-handed grip, he came up to his feet and slashed across the beast’s side.
He almost dropped the weapon as the tough hide and innards almost tugged the hilt out of his grasp. Loosening his grip, like he would a baseball bat, he gained control of the blade once more and ripped it free of the monster’s belly.
“AAARRRGHGHG!” The beast screamed, reeling, and lashing out with a wild kick.
A clawed paw threw Logan back a dozen feet, striking a tree with his side and falling to his hands and feet. Miraculously the sword was still in his hands, and he leaped to his feet with it held before him in one hand. Reaching out with the other to steady himself, head spinning.
His breath was heaving in his lungs, heart racing as it never had before. The blond woman was injured, he saw, clutching a bleeding wound in her side, half her face coated in blood as well. Before him, the massive beast reared before it dropped to all fours and roared in a fury, talons the size of knives digging into the turf as it charged him fanged maw snapping and a promise of death in its eyes.
Standing before the beast, Logan felt his ever-present anxiety and fear fade. The world slowed around him, his heartbeat a slow thundering drum in his mine. He felt alive for the first time in his life, and an impossible grin found its way onto his face. A righteous roar of ripped from his own breast, answering the beasts challenge with his own. Bathed in the moon's light he found himself charging forward to meet the creature.
They stared into one another’s eyes as they closed, both screaming wordless roars. The beast bit into empty air, just as the young man leaped to the side, twisting and pulling the blade along his side as he did. Stepping as close as he dared, the giant beast charging past, he watched the edge of his blade bite deep. Exhilaration flooded him as the monster’s neck parted, a fountain of dark blood spraying forth, coating him in the vile ichor.
The beast staggered, disbelieving as death rushed in. Spinning to unleash a final deadly blow with one massive paw, is collapsed mid-swing. Its enormous body crashed to the forest floor, the ground around it trembling with the impact.
The young man staggered back as a cloud of dark smoke burst forth and rushed past him, smelling strongly of cinnamon, cloves, and other spices he couldn’t name. When the cloud drifted off, the moonlight revealed the form of a nude man, bulky with muscles and fat, covered in thick curly hair.
Logan stumbled back; his legs suddenly rubbery. Spinning, he ran to the woman, finding her on her side, one hand on her temple, the other holding her up. He dropped to one knee and reached out a steadying hand.
“Don’t touch me!” The woman cried, edging back, “The creature's blood… It’s not… safe for you… where did you come from, mortal?”
She looked up at him, eyes wide with wonder and awe. He was about to answer when those beautiful blue eyes rolled up into her skull, showing only the whites as she fell into his arms. He felt a cold shiver run over him as his flesh touched hers, but nothing more than he might expect from a cool breeze. Then he gathered the woman up in his arms and stood, feeling his heart race and blood surge with desire as he did. When he looked around trying to get his bearings, the wall of fog surrounding him had a gap leading off through the trees.
Praying, he wasn't walking into another pond or even worse a ravine while carrying the injured and beautiful blond; he headed off.




Chapter Two
Evelyn snatched up the bones again as her sister wailed. Heart hammering as she waited for the destruction of their coven-bond to rip her soul from her body. The death blow had been raised when she read the bones, how could the fates have been changed?
Her sister still wailed in despair, but she threw the bones again, risking chances acrimony. They left her hand light as feathers, and she gasped, eyes flickering over the symbols, noting locations and proximities to others.
“What is it?” Eris asked, her voice raw but threaded through with faint hope.
“She lives… something else… our mistresses’ hand and another is at work here…” Evelyn snatched up the dice again and threw them. Ignoring her sister's hiss of fear at tempting chance once more.
She wanted to know thought. No, she needed to know what’d happened in that clearing. The bones spun out, and her eyes flickered across their symbols and placement once more. She breathed out a sigh of relief, about to tell her sister the good news. Then a rush of sensation passed through the coven-bond when their souls were suddenly singing with joy.
"Oh, goddess, he has come!" Eris called, falling to her knees, hands raised in praise to the moon.
“In our hour of need, great goddess,” Evelyn sobbed, “you reward us with our master. The fates are good!”
The fates had been kind to the coven of witchy sisters, but chance, that cruel bastard, was taking his due for those extra tosses of the bones at that very moment.
“Quick,” Eris said, scrambling to her feet, “we must prepare for his coming. Evelyn stop your caterwauling, get the good crystal out. Does Gwen require any healing? Evelyn!”
The raven-haired beauty shook herself and leaped to her feet. Her mind clearing in an instant as she realized the danger her sister and the young man were still in. She ran to the medicine cabinet, digging through its shelves for the right antidote and a powerful enough elixir.
"Guide them here, Eris, and get a pot of water boiling, we need clean linens!” Evelyn exclaimed and scrambled to gather some. Even as she grabbed up a handful of rags, she froze, everything tumbling out of her hands, body frozen in shock. She felt their outer ward pierced by a being so ancient the earth itself trembled beneath its steps. It drove into their den of strength, carving through the potent ritual magic as if it were water, and then just waltzing out, in the direction their sister was coming from.
“Dear goddess,” Eris whispered, suddenly huddled close to her sisters’ side as if she’d just appeared there, “what have you wrought this night? Sister if that… creature chooses to contest us, can we hope to overmatch it?”
“With the full coven?” Evelyn said, her brilliant mind dancing through possibilities, “In all of our strength we might be able just barely to escape with our lives… perhaps.”
They stood there, trembling against one another. Neither woman aware as a lone tendril of dense fog crept into the basement of the cottage and curled up in a dark corner, nearly invisible.
----------
Logan stumbled forward on tired legs. His feet were tripping over roots, and dips in the forest floor, the woman’s weight dragging him down. His mind worked in overdrive, the last couple of minutes replaying themselves over and over again in his mind.
He should have been in shock, but instead, he was analyzing the entire scenario, from the screams to where he had found the woman and monster. The short little fight he remembered with crystal clarity, each footfall and shift of his weight. How his grip on the sword had affected its movement and how much damage he was able to inflict. He remembered the tough, unnatural hide splitting before his slashes. The reek of its viscera that even now coated him from head to foot.
As he walked, the dense mist grew thicker and thicker around him. Shaking his head, he tried clearing it of the haze that begun clouding his mind. He had known the effects of drugs before, and this was defiantly a mind-altering substance. With a strong will, he rarely had cause to need. He forced himself to maintain and keep a firm grip on a sober reality.
He was exhausted; he realized and unsure how long he’d been plodding through the forest. The sword, now tied to his waist by a narrow silver chain, had been banging and smashing against his legs. The pants were scratched up and torn, and his shoes even had rips in the rubber beneath.
When did that happen? He thought to himself.
He set the woman down on the ground and checked her wounds. There was blood seeping from her side, and he was forced to tear her white dress to see how bad they were. The fabric was soft and surprisingly firm; using the sword, he was able to slice a wide gash in the material, careful not to cut her. There were three shallow wounds and surrounding them a deep purple bruise, covering most of her ribcage and extending down to her waist.
The woman was breathing shallowly, and the young man tried not to notice how smooth and pale white her skin was. The scent of her was alluring as well, and despite himself, he inhaled deeply of the aroma. It reminded him of dark soil and wildflowers. She shifted, and he looked upon the face of an angel, smooth round cheeks and a button nose, dimples, and artful eyebrows. And lips… lips so thick, pink, and pillow-soft he felt himself bending down.
He jerked back, shaking his head and heaving a slow sigh, waving away the swirling mists. He ripped off a strip of cloth from the base of the woman’s dress and tied it around her wound, applying pressure and a makeshift bandage. As he worked, he noticed her skin was burning up with fever. Her limbs were shifting as if they ached from some great illness. Resting his hand on the back of her head, he felt her burning up.
He stood and looked around the forest, hoping to find some landmark or sign of civilization, but saw only trees and a lone woman. In frustration, he looked down and froze, cocking his head he looked up, startling back a step, hand on the hilt of his sword in an unconscious move of defense. The woman now stood little more than a dozen feet from him, having made no sound on her approach. She stepped back now though, eyes on his blade, watchful but showing no fear.
He glanced side to side quickly, never letting her disappear from his sight, as he checked for more strangers coming out of the strange mists. Seeing nothing, he relaxed his grip on the sword’s hilt and stood, holding up his hands and smiling.
"Sorry, this has been a bizarre night,” he said, then motioned to the woman lying at his feet, “do you have a car or know where there's a payphone? This woman is hurt bad, maybe poisoned. She needs to get to a hospital.”
The woman stood there for a long moment, her gaze unreadable, then she began to walk around him and the unconscious woman, taking in every inch of him, the woman she dismissed in a second. He almost spoke, but the moment was so odd, amongst an evening of oddness, that he didn’t want to break the spell of silence.
So, he studied her in turn. She was of medium height, with straight black hair, silken and shining like liquid ebony in the moonlight. Her skin was dark, light mocha, and unblemished by time or imperfection. Her age was hard to tell, but if he had to guess, he would say she was in her late twenties. Her eyes were black pools that he felt drawing him in, once more he asserted himself and broke the gaze, his eyes traveling down her body, drinking in a figure clad in a silky red top and capri leather pants and red heels. Over all this, a black duster that swirled and shifted in odd ways.
She sauntered back around her beautiful face betraying nothing, only pausing for a moment when he broke eye contact with her.
“Who are you?” She asked suddenly, her words filled with command, compelling him to speak.
He stood, crossing arms across his chest and glared at the woman. His anger and confusion making him pig stubborn.
“You defeat the mists like one brushes off a stupor… Break a witches dying charm as if it were a nuisance. You refuse the compulsion of my gaze and,” her hand suddenly snapped before her face as it twisted in anger, the snarl revealing unusually sharp incisors, “You refuse to answer me?" Her mouth was still open about to launch into a threat, rage building, but the young man laughed, the sound easy and free.
“You never said please,” he said his grin softening before her enraged face, holding out his hand in offering, “I’m Logan Pendrake, sorry that was rude of me not to introduce myself.”
The woman dropped her hands to her sides, rage suddenly gone, once more eying the young man up and down, face a mask. She glanced at his proffered hand and crossed her arms beneath her large firm bust, doing amazing things to the neckline of her dress. She didn't fail to notice the young man's wandering gaze nor the slight blush to his cheeks. A smile, the first in many years, tugged at the corner of her perfectly sculpted lips.
“You are exactly as you seem, Logan Pendrake, and that’s both terrifying and exhilarating. It was my pleasure to meet you, as well." With that, she moved off slowly into the fog.
"Farewell, ma'am,” the young man said, “and may chance be with you.” Then sighing, he knelt, getting ready to hoist the feverish blond beauty onto his shoulder.
“You offer me a blessing?” Came the haunting voice of the dark-skinned beauty from out of the fog, “When I offer you neither aid, succor, nor shade?”
The young man shifted on his haunches and looked around the strangely thick mist and shrugged.
“It’s just something one of my foster mother’s used to say. It never hurts to be kind, even to a stranger in the night. Besides,” he heaved, rolling the woman onto his shoulders, waving away the tendrils of mist that tried to work their ways into his mind, “who am I to judge?”
“Hsssssstsk,” the sound was a hiss cut off in shock. Suddenly the mists swirled and whirled away the forest appearing. Off in the distance, a dim golden light, swinging in the night.
"You are dangerous, indeed, Logan Pendrake. A most curious and noble young man. I shall keep an eye out for you in the future… if you make it that far.” Suddenly the woman was standing nearby, and the young man turned to find her looking up at him, her big eyes reading every angle of his face, memorizing it. He even thought she smelled him, her nostrils flared, and her upper lip twitched, but he curiously he didn’t notice her breathing.
“Please,” he said, his smile tired, back bowed under the weight, “call me Logan, it’s what my friends call me.”
“You now name me friend…”
A tremor passed through the odd little woman, and she reached up, careful to avoid the man as she rested a gentle hand on the injured blond. At the touch, the blond woman stirred, groaning, and shifting on the man’s shoulders.
“She will survive," the dark-skinned woman said, her voice sounding as though she were exhausted, "it’s all I can do this night… I can also offer you this, my name: Moran’D’Dreth. But my friends,” her voice broke for one moment, causing the man to focus on her eyes. Darkness swirled in their dark depths, a black so deep he felt he could fall into them forever.
“My friends call me Mora,” she finished with a weak and tremulous smile.
“A pleasure to meet you, Mora,” he replied, the air thick with tension. He thought for one wild moment she was about to kiss him.
“Ungh… nghn!” Suddenly the woman on his back was violently ill, her stomach emptying itself down his back as she heaved, all her muscles clenching.
He set the blond woman down, careful to position her to throw up on the ground. When he glanced up, Mora was gone. The mists fading quickly as a gentle breeze blew through the woods.
Poor woman probably gets teased a lot with a name like that, he thought to himself.
“Eve, they’re here!” A voice called from ahead. A moment later, two breathtakingly beautiful women ran out of the mists.
Logan froze in place when he met the two women’s eyes, a wave of vertigo and deja-vu rushing through him. As with the blond woman he held, he felt a powerful attraction to each of them. So powerful, his heart ached. His felt woozy, and as they drew close, his knees gave out, and he fell forward, letting the woman tumble free as he struck the hard ground.
Head ringing, he struggled to rise, nausea churning his guts, and his body aching in sudden and powerful fever. Feeling a deep ache in his side, he glanced down and saw that one of the monster’s poisonous claws had rent a bloody gash through his leather jacket, shirt, and side. The last thing he saw before collapsing into unconsciousness were three angelic faces, watching him with matching looks of concern.




Chapter Three
Logan woke, jerking upright when he realized he lay in his own bed. Looking around, he was comforted to see the familiar grim room. Its dingy walls were bare, the carpet threadbare and sunlight streaming in through the dirty windows. His leather jacket hanging from his closet door, and he could see there were no rips in it. He shook his head, laughing at the incredibly vivid dream.
As he shifted in bed, he felt an ache of pain at his thigh. Whipping back the blankets, he saw a fresh red scar down the outside of his leg, a couple inches long. He probed the wound with his fingers, finding it sealed and mostly healed, although it did itch something fierce.
Was it all real? He thought to himself wonderingly, the monster, that strange woman with the mists, and the three…
Remembering the three faces, the blond he had rescued and the two others who came out of the mists, caused his heart to beat harder. He’d only seen them for a brief moment, but they were frozen in his mind. Each woman had been so different from the others, one dark, one red and the other a pale blonde. Their faces looking nothing alike, but each had tugged at his heartstrings. He resolved to put them out of his mind. If nineteen years of awkward virginity had taught him anything, it was that women as beautiful as those three were way out of his league.
He clambered out of bed and froze when he saw the black scabbarded sword resting against the bed. He picked it up in shaky hands, more proof that last night had been real. The hilt was worked silver, old and worn, with a clear gem in the bottom. The gem was far too large and to clear to be a diamond, he guessed, or else it was the biggest diamond in the world. Taking hold of the hilt, he drew it a couple inches out of the sheath and was amazed to see the silvered steel blade. It looked like a work of art, wavy patters of black and silver ran down its length, and when he tested the edge, it felt razor-sharp.
He got up and stuffed the sword into his closet. Resolving to put it out of his mind, along with the madness the evening before. He threw on clothes and grabbed up his book bag and slipped out of his room. He ran down the stairs and passed the kitchen, trying not to be noticed by his foster parents.
“Logan, get in here!" Called Steve, the words tinged with anger.
His shoulders hunched as if to ward off the blow he half expected, he stepped into the dingy kitchen. Trying not to inhale the aroma of old grease or notice the grime encrusted floors and counters. His foster mom Susan stirred a pan of eggs, a smoking cigarette hanging from her lips, her old blue housecoat dragging in the trash on the ground.
“You got paid yesterday, right?” Steve asked, pushing aside the leather kit of needles and drugs before him.
“Yes,” Logan said, “but most went to pay down my school bills. I only have thirty dollars left for food for the next two weeks.”
“Give it here,” Steve said, “I told you boy, if you plan to keep living here, then you better start paying rent. This isn’t a charity; I’ve got mouths to feed.”
“It’s all I have,” Logan said again, refusing to let his voice turn to pleading.
The big man stood quickly and moved around the table, his bulk pushing chairs out of the way as he stepped up to Logan. His anger sudden and violent. Logan could see the drugs had ahold of him. The big man's eyes were wild, and there was no reasoning with him when he was like this.
Logan realized with sudden clarity that he could kill Steve, strike the man down as he had struck down the monster before. Steve saw the truth in the boy’s eyes, and he flinched back for one second. Logan hesitated, though. Steve wasn't an evil man, just a stupid and weak one who had fallen under the spell of terrible drugs. Steve saw his hesitation, and the bully in him unleashed his rage.
Steve’s open-handed slap took Logan full on the side of the head and threw him into the wall. He was used to being beaten and so knew how to roll with the strike. He felt like the child he’d once been, cowering, praying for this to end. Logan felt something harden within, righteous filling him.
“Don't you talk back to me, boy!" Steve was shouting, spittle flying as he hammered Logan’s chest with a stiff finger. "You owe us for all we've done for you, and I'll not be disrespected in my own house!"
The big man snatched at his pants pocket, but Logan grabbed the thick wrist in an iron-hard grip. He felt the bones creak beneath his slowly tightening fingers, and Steve gasped in shock, knees bending as he struggled to twist free.
“That’s the last time you ever touch me,” Logan said, surprising himself with the coldness of his voice, "Do it again, and I'll hit back.”
He released the man's wrist, and Steve snatched it back, eyes wide with fear and uncertainty for one second, then the haze of anger returned, and he spun, finding an outlet for it.
“You’re burning my eggs, you dumb cunt! Can't you do anything right?"
Logan slipped out of the kitchen and fled the house, shame and anger warring within him. Steve was rarely so unhinged, but he could get worse when he was out of drugs and desperate to get more. Logan had been living in the house for six years now, and each of them felt like an eternity.
The next day was his nineteenth birthday, and then he would no longer be a ward of social services. He’d been saving up for years to move out but hadn't been able to find a place yet. He resolved to change that as soon as possible.
He pulled his coat tight against the chill and frowned at the grey sky, threatening rain. His face burned where Steve had struck him, but shame burned deeper still. He started down the narrow street, careful of his footing and trying to avoid the broken glass, trash, and cracked sidewalks.
It was a three-mile walk to school, and he always tried to get out of his neighborhood before the drunks and toughs woke and started cruising the streets, looking for easy marks. Pulling his coat about himself, he threw up the hood, his long legs carrying him down the road quickly. He began to think about the night before when he felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand up
Feeling eyes on the back of his head, he turned and glanced around, but saw no one behind. He was about to turn back when he spotted something out of place for the impoverished neighborhood. Down at the end of the block on the other side of his house sat a pure black Bentley with dark tinted windows. It sat there on the side of the road, idling, its sleek lines looking out of place.
Logan could see there was a driver, but the windows were so tinted he couldn’t make anything more than a pair of gloved hands on the steering wheel. As he stood there staring at the car, he felt like whatever was inside was looking back at him. The fear grew in his gut, some subliminal sense that whatever was inside that car was no friend of his.
Anger replaced fear. Logan refused to run again, and he turned full and began walking straight at the Bentley. He hadn't gone two feet when the engine revved, and it spun out, turning around and speeding away down the street. Logan froze, shaking his head, there was no doubt in his mind now that it had been following him. He suddenly felt very naked and wished he had the sword with him, oddly. Heading back into the house wasn’t an option in the mood Steve was in, though.
Still feeling like he was being watched, Logan hurried to school. Cutting across abandoned fields and through the elementary school playground. The anxiety built in him with each step he took farther from the house. Finally, he spotted the large brick building and sighed in relief, relief at what he wasn’t quite sure, but he felt the eyes withdraw as he jogged up to the school.
Simon was waiting for him outside, as usual. He sat huddled in on himself, thick coat hiding his soft bulk, nose buried in a fantasy novel like always. Logan grinned when Simon looked up, his best friend blinking owlishly up at him from behind coke-bottle thick lenses.
“You didn’t call during Twilight Zone last night,” the portly kid said in his typically abrupt manner, “Did Steve start a fight?”
“No,” Logan said, his face becoming troubled, “something else happened. You’ll never believe it, I’m not even sure I do, and I was there.”
“It’s a day for the unbelievable,” Simon said, standing up and shouldering his backpack.
“What do you mean?” Logan asked, suddenly wary.
“There’s a new professor,” Simon said, the boy’s cheeks reddening to a deep blush, which was very unlike him, “I saw Dean Ellsworth meet her out front a few minutes ago… she’s… do you believe in angels, Logan?”
“Not sure,” Logan said with a laugh holding open the door, “why?”
“The new professor, she looks like an angel,” the short round boy’s voice was faint and far off, his gaze vacant, “I’ve never seen a more beautiful woman, not on TV or movies, not in the magazines… it’s… unearthly.”
Logan paused, he was used to oddness from Simon, the boy was on the spectrum. But this was entirely unlike the boy. He was about to make a joke when he caught sight of a black sleek looking car parked down the street. It wasn’t the Bentley from earlier but looked just as expensive and out of place. Its blackened windows held in something sinister, and once more, Logan could feel the hairs on the back of his neck standing up.
He pushed his friend inside the school, feeling vulnerable and exposed. They made their way to their lockers, Simon talking all about the new blond professor, wondering what subject she taught. Logan’s mind was unsettled, between the madness of the night before and the odd cars from this morning, he wondered if he was going crazy. Crazy people often felt like they were being followed or like there was some vast conspiracy happening around them.
Stowing their bags, he spotted Becca Peters, and all those thoughts flew from his mind. He stood before his open locker, hands paused in pulling out his books, eyes tracking the beautiful blond cheerleader as she talked with a small group of her friends.
He’d had a crush on Becca for years, but she didn’t even know he existed. The girl was the quintessential pretty, popular blond. She was kind to everyone and had a heart of gold, volunteering most weekends to work at the local shelter — Head of the cheerleading squad and dating Brad, the king douche and jock of the campus. The blond oaf stepped up behind the girl, covering her eyes with his hands and saying, ‘guess who!’.
Logan turned away as Becca and her friends giggled at the boy’s antics. His heart fell once more as he realized she would never notice an unremarkable kid like himself. Simon was still talking, oblivious to his friend’s lack of attention.
 




Chapter Four
They headed off to History 110, their first class of the day, and filed into the small classroom. Few kids had chosen to take the advanced placement history class, and those who did were serious about school. Waltzing into class chatting with her friend was Becca. Sitting in the front row, she often drew his attention away from the material being covered, and he often found himself staring at the back of her blond head and ignoring the lectures of old Mr. Wagner.
He was opening his book to the early 1400s, the last thing they had been studying when the door opened, and Simon gasped, one chubby hand reaching out and gripping Logan hard on the arm. Logan looked up at his friend in annoyance then followed his gaze to the front of the classroom. Soon he was staring too, at the blond woman writing her name upon the board.
His eyes drank in a body of sublime curves. Black heels rose up smooth, slender calves that disappeared beneath a long white skirt. The skirt hugged an ass so perfect he felt his mouth go dry. The woman’s slim torso was clad in a tight but conservative white top and jacket. The lacy material of her top reached all the way up her neck he saw. Golden hair hauntingly familiar hung down in loose curls to her mid-back, thick and full of body, it seemed to shimmer in the grey light filtered down from the overcast skies.
He was staring, his mouth hanging open, just like the rest of the class. When the woman turned, he heard a gasp from several people, and so his wasn’t remarked upon. He recognized the woman, his was heart racing in his chest, feeling like the world was closing in around him. The last time he'd seen this woman, she was waking from her own nightmare of injuries and battle.
Standing in front of the class was the blond woman he had saved the night before. She looked perfectly fine now, no sign of the injuries she had taken the night before. In fact, she looked better than fine. The recognition washed through him, and then he took her in more fully. The beauty that had been so arresting under the moon's light was in full bloom now. He realized why Simon had spoken of angels now, the woman’s beauty reminded him of nothing more than that.
“Greetings class,” she said with a small smile on her thick, perfectly sculpted lips, "I’m Ms. Holgrim, and I will be taking over your lectures for the remainder of the year."
“What…” Becca had always been Mr. Wagner’s favorite, so it was no surprise that she spoke up now. However, Logan noted her tone was oddly hesitant as she spoke to the gorgeous older woman, “What happened to Mr. Wagner?”
“It seems chance didn’t smile kindly on your old professor,” Ms. Holgrim said, not bothering to even look at Becca as she spoke. Instead, they roamed the students, noting each. “The poor man stumbled down his stairs last night and broke his neck.”
Her words shocked the class, but she wasn’t paying attention, her gaze had fallen on Logan, and a slow, almost predatory smile was growing on her full mouth. She began to walk down between the rows of desks, her steps slow and light.
“It’s a tragedy. Your principal will be holding a memorial tomorrow afternoon in the gym,”
The woman’s eyes never left Logan as she spoke, the smile never leaving her lips, even as her tone was sad. She stopped just before his desk and licked her lips. The big blue eyes he’d seen the night before drawing him in with their beauty. He ignored the cloud of desire that pushed into his mind, threatening to make a fool of him, instead frowning as he looked up at the new professor. Her eyes widened at his reaction, and she smiled all the wider. She opened her mouth to speak but never got to say whatever it was.
“But cheer squad was going to Blake’s tomorrow afternoon,” A girl said, “Can’t they do it on the weekend?”
Logan saw the gorgeous professors face twitch in annoyance, at the girl’s words. Spinning on her heel, she stalked up to the front of the room.
“I’m sure the principal has no wish to inconvenience you, Ms…”
“Smith," the pretty girl said, sinking into her chair, clearly intimidated by the gorgeous women now glaring down at her.
“Are you the Ms. Smith who wrote the paper on Imperial Britain’s attempted conquest of Spain?”
"Yes, ma'am!" The girl said, sitting up straighter her face bright, "Mr. Wagner gave it an A+, he said it was one of the best papers he ever read!”
“Hmm, interesting,” Ms. Holgrim said, a slight frown marring her beauty, “I read that paper, it was a B- at best. Principal Ellsworth warned me of this.”
“Ma’am?” The girl asked, suddenly unsure of herself.
“I have no wish to speak ill of the dead, but truth is a magic all its own, and I'll not gainsay it," the wording struck Logan as odd. Still, no one else in the class seemed to notice, “Your Mr. Wagner was under investigation by local law enforcement for handing out perfect scores to pretty girls in exchange for… favors.”
There was a shocked gasp from the class, but no one was that surprised, Mr. Wagner had always been brilliant and a bit too flirtatious with certain girls in class. The girl shifted in her seat, face blushing as she shook her head.
“I never!” She said.
“No,” Ms. Holgrim said, tilting her head and regarding the girl sitting before her. She reached out one perfect hand and let a lock of her hair slide beneath a long red nail, “You’re still unbroken… innocent… there is power in that.”
“But Mr. Wagner was a nice man,” Becca said, her voice soft and disbelieving. The professor glanced over at her and walked over slowly.
"Girl, you know nothing of men," The breathtaking blond bent down, her massive breasts shifting in her tight top, causing the boys and most of the girls to sign in wonder. “If the greatest man in a millennium were sitting in this very room, you wouldn’t even realize it.”
Turning her head slowly, Ms. Holgrim met Logan’s eyes and gave a wink that sent shivers down his spine. The entire class saw the gesture but were so caught within the woman’s spell that they didn’t react.
Becca was breathing heavy, frozen beneath this intimidating woman’s regard. Ms. Holgrim turned back to her, the woman’s pale blue eyes drawing her in, filling her mind with the need to devote herself to this gorgeous, perfect woman.
Standing, Ms. Holgrim broke the eye contact, and Becca was unaware of the groan of desire that escaped her throat as she sat forward, inhaling the professor's earthy, floral scent. The woman walked to the front of the classroom and turned, letting her gaze pass over the whole class. It quieted down and stilled in the wake of her regard, and Logan watched the kids grow oddly attentive.
"Now, I believe you were just leaving off with the dark ages. If you would open your textbooks to the section on the 1400’s we will begin.”
She spoke with eloquence and knowledge of the events, adding in a layer of detail and realism to the fear and chaos of those years, that Mr. Wagner had never been able to. As she lectured, Logan found himself staring once more.
Simon had been right; she was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. Or one of the three, if his memories of the night before could be trusted. More than that, though, she held herself with a poise and dignity he’d never seen in anyone before. Her voice was so rich and smooth; it made art out of the most common words she spoke. Her light blue eyes kept glancing at him throughout the lecture, holding a hint of some suppressed emotion he couldn’t read.
More than her beauty, he had questions burning inside. He wanted to jump up and shout them out, demanding to know what had been going on the night before. He held his tongue, having no desire to cause a scene.
What followed was the fastest hour of class the kids of History 110 ever had. The bell rang, surprising everyone and their feet dragged as they started packing their bags.
“Just to remind everyone,” Ms. Holgrim said, talking over the sound of kids packing up and leaving, “there is a quiz on Monday, and I’ll have packets printed out tomorrow for you to take over the weekend. And Logan Pendrake, please stay after class.”
Simon shook himself and glanced over, gawping like a fish out of water.
"Dude, she wants to talk to you!" he said, in an excited squeak.
"Yea, I want to talk to her, too," Logan said with a frown.
“Tell me what she smells like,” Simon said with a big silly grin, his eyes hazy and almost vacant.
“What?” Logan asked, looking down at his friend. He reached out and shook Simon's shoulder. It was a strange feeling, almost like tearing apart a cobweb, as he felt Simon’s mind clear, the boy shaking his head.
“Nothing,” Simon said, blushing, “I’ll see you at break.”
With that, he scuttled off, head down and hunched over, protecting his thick fantasy book against his bulk like always. With a sigh, Logan headed up to the front of the class. Most of the kids were gone, but Becca was lagging, waving her friend on ahead. Logan hung back as the pretty girl walked up to the professor’s desk slowly. Ms. Holgrim looked up, pulling down the thick black-framed reading glasses she’d put on.
“Yes, Ms. Peters?” She asked in her rich voice.
“I was wondering,” the girl said, breathing heavily as she nervously twisted her hands in the bottom of her shirt, “if you were going to regrade the past essays and tests.”
“I have no desire to change the past girl,” the woman said with a smile, her eyes flickering to Logan and staying there, “Simply to forge a better future for all worlds.”
“What?” Becca asked. She glanced over her shoulder to see what was holding the woman's attention and frowned when she saw Logan standing there. Something about the way he was standing, tall and proud, face a grim frown, sent a shiver down the girls back. How had she never noticed Logan in this light before?
“If that’s all, then leave us, girl," the professor said, her voice purring as she continued, “Young Logan and I have much to discuss.”
Becca glanced between the two, the gorgeous professor was looking at Logan like he was a sweet she wanted to gobble up, and the young man, who stood unmoved by her beauty, almost commanding in his confidence. She shivered once more, walking to the door, feeling for the first time in her life like she was completely invisible, and realizing she didn’t enjoy it one bit.
 




Chapter Five
“What the hell is going on?” Logan asked the moment the door clicked shut. He tried to keep his voice down, but he’d been holding it in for so long the words sprang forth.
“Relax young Logan,” Ms. Holgrim said, standing and heading to the door, she opened it quickly and glanced up and down the hall, making sure the coast was clear before shutting and locking it. “I have a free period now, so we have some time to speak but not long. That dean of yours wanted to meet for coffee, and I can't afford to say no yet.”
She turned and looked at him, her face crumpling into a beatific smile as she did the last thing he expected. She ran forward, massive breasts bouncing, and pulled him into a giant hug. Her soft body crushed against him, causing his brain to fuzz, but there was nothing unnatural about it this time. Logan had never been so close to a woman before, let alone one who looked and smelled so lovely. His body began to respond against his will, and he pushed his professor back off him quickly, hoping she didn’t notice.
“I’m sorry,” she said, stepping back, “I just wanted to thank you!” Her voice was breathless, and her smile wide, "You saved our lives last night, Logan, and I want you to know how grateful we are.”
“Wait,” Logan said, shaking his head, "First, what was that creature last night, and how did it turn into a man when it died? Then you can tell me who this ‘we’ is.”
“That man was the Dagmar, a were-bear of ancient lineage. It was my fault, staying out so late on a full moon, but nothing like that has happened in a millennia, so I wasn’t prepared. I got turned around in the vineyards and well… you saw the result. As for the ‘we’, that would be my sisters and me. I believe you saw them both last night before you succumbed to the were-bear toxins. Tell me, what happened while I was unconscious, did you meet anyone in the mists?”
“There are wear-bears? And what, I suppose there were-wolves too?” Logan asked with a slightly hysterical laugh.
“There are,” his professor said with a nod, “but we’ve seen no sign of any packs nearby. Not in many years. Although I guess we should expect them any day. There is a lot you need to know Logan Pendrake, and there’s too much for me to convey in this place. Make sure you bring your sword. You should carry it with you at all times from now on.”
“It’s not my sword,” Logan said, holding up his hands, "I just found it in a pond."
“The Excalibre hasn’t appeared in this world for seventeen centuries, Logan Pendrake. It’s passage from Fae to the mortal realm was felt by many, and most will want nothing more than to kill you and take it from your hands. Now, who did you meet in the mists last night?”
Logan stood with his arms crossed over his chest. He wasn’t a suspicious man by nature, but enough had happened over the past day that he felt a certain amount of caution was necessary. The woman before him had unearthly beauty and obviously some effect on the emotions and thoughts of others, so he fought against the feelings she was evoking within him, not trusting his own emotions around her just yet.
“I’m sorry, Ms. Holgrim, I just met you yesterday. Between then and now, my professor mysteriously died, and I was almost killed by a monster out of nightmares. I’d like to trust you, but I’m not sure I can, so I’ll keep my own counsel for now.”
“That is wisdom,” she said with a warm smile, “just make sure you keep that blade close. And please call me Gwen. You, of all people, have no need to be formal with me.”
She stepped close again, and Logan was on guard, both against his person and his desire, which rose to a storm within him as she drew close once more. She licked her bottom lip, breathing heavier as her eyes traced the lines of his face.
“You become a man this night," she said, her voice caressing the words, "after the midnight hour, you fall prey to the responsibilities and… pleasures of adulthood. I owe you so much already, but I have a boom to ask of thee Logan Pendrake, would you spend the first hours of your adult life in the company of my sisters and me? I promise we will give you a full explanation of all that is going on before… celebrating your manhood with you."
The woman had moved forward slowly as she spoke and was now standing mere inches from him. She was careful not to touch him, but she shivered as she felt the heat rolling off his body in waves. With one final deep shuddering breath, she stepped back, crossing her arms firmly beneath her prodigious bosom, her eyes afire and smile wicked.
“If you can explain things,” Logan said, his mouth dry, heart racing, “then yes, I would be grateful to be there. Where?”
"Just head to the end of Sycamore lane," she said, moving back to her desk, the tension between them easing, “Ours is the stone house in the orchard.”
“Isn’t that place abandoned and haunted?” Logan asked, knowing the place from childhood myth.
“It’s haunted,” she said with a chuckle pulling over papers and unclipping a red pen from her folder, "but not abandoned. I shall see you at 11 pm sharp Logan Pendrake.”
She glanced up, and he saw a storm of emotions within her eyes. She was holding them in with a willpower he found admirable, her face a calm mask. With a nod, he left the classroom. Simon was waiting for him outside, practically bouncing on the balls of his feet, questions bubbling on the boy’s tongue.
Down the hall, Becca stood, her group of gaggling friends forgotten when the classroom door opened, her eyes followed the odd young man like tractor beams, hungry for his attention. Desperate to know what the new professor had talked to him about. Logan failed to notice the pretty girls stare though, even when he walked by her, his small friend babbling beside him. His mind was a jumble of thoughts and emotions. Chief among them was worry about the sword he had left standing up in his closet. His new professor had only echoed a feeling he’d felt when the hairs on the back of his neck stood up earlier.
The school day couldn’t end fast enough for Logan, his anxiety growing by the minute. Finally, the last bell rang, and he jumped out of his chain in Chemistry Lab and headed for the door. He saw Simon in the hallway but just waved. Heading down the backway, he exited campus grounds behind the bleachers.
He wasn’t sure why he was taking the precaution, but he knew it felt right. He got to the end of the alley and glanced up the street in the direction of the school. Parked on the side of the road was a dark sedan with blacked-out windows and a sinister aura. Turning, he walked home down the street, careful not to hurry as he drew his hood up over his head.
He got most of the three miles without an incident, but there were only so many roads that led into his neighborhood. He was crossing a major street when the. The screech of tires down the street alerted him to another dark sedan with tinted windows, now bearing down on him. He turned and raced down an alleyway, long legs carrying him ahead as the car skidded to a halt at the narrow entrance.
Glancing back over his shoulder, Logan saw three powerfully built men in tracksuits pile out of the car, their faces filled with an odd rage. With a burst of speed, he took off ahead, ducking through a gap in the fence he knew of and racing through the field behind the church and leaping across a small creek he took off up the narrow gap between houses. Hopping a fence, he crouched down low behind a woodshed in someone’s backyard.
Logan fought to keep his breathing under control as he hid in the dark space. Seconds later, feet came stomping up the creek, and he heard them break off after a quick whisper, heading in two directions. He stayed absolutely still for long minutes, the tension never leaving his shoulders. Minutes turned into ten, and then an hour. He never moved, still feeling that sensation of danger alert and nearby, on the back of his neck.
He had just begun thinking he was a fool for remaining there for so long when he heard a body shift and a boot strike rocks just the other side of the fence. The footsteps led off back the way they’d come from, picking up pace as they faded from his hearing.
Letting out a big sigh, he felt the tension melt from him, the hairs on the back of his neck relaxing. He still waited another twenty minutes as darkness fell and then hopped over the fence and cut through backyards to his house. He slipped into the back and paused in the dark kitchen, listening. Alert for anything out of the ordinary but could only hear the TV playing in the living room.
As quietly as he could, he slipped back down the hall to his room. Closing the door carefully behind himself, he breathed a sigh of relief. Careful not to turn the light on, he went over to the closet and reached into the dark space, fear rising in him for a second when he felt nothing, then a wave of relief as his fingers closed around the cold grip of the ancient sword.
Stepping over to the window, he peeked out and could see nothing untoward on the street outside. He slipped the swords chain belt over his shoulder and found it could clip around his waist as well, letting him wear it on his back, so the hilt stood just above his shoulder.
At least it won’t bash my legs to bits whenever I run, he thought.
Glancing around his room, there was little enough that he would call his. This place had never been home, just another bed where he lived by another adults’ rules. This was his last night as a ward of the state, and he thought it fitting that he should spend it away from this place.
Slipping back down the hall, he peeked into the living room and saw Steve passed out on the couch. The man held a half-full bottle, cradling it like a baby. With a final glance around the dirty house, Logan stepped out the backdoor and slipped into the alleyway.
 




Chapter Six
Fifteen minutes later, he was walking down the street, pulling his hood up when a car jerked to a halt beside him. He reached up over his shoulder feet spread wide, reacting without thought, when he noticed that it was a baby blue Volkswagen beetle and not a dark car.
“Logan!” Becca’s bright, cheerful voice said, "What’re you doing walking around in the dark? Come to the kegger with us!”
She was handing out the passenger seat window, staring up at him. In the driver’s seat, her boyfriend, trying to act cool but with a sour look marring the act. In the backseat, one of her friends, Sarah, sat, rolling her eyes and looking bored.
“I got somewhere to be,” he said, "thanks, though."
“Come on, Logan,” she said in her most charming voice, “I want to hear what Ms. Holgrim had to say to you after class.”
“Becca, let’s get out of here. You wanted to talk to this nerd because of what a professor said to him?” The girl popped her gum, sharing an annoyed glance with the driver.
"Hold on, Sarah," Becca said to the girl in the back, “Come on, Logan, just hop in and come to the party, please?”
“Like I said,” Logan said, turning to go, "I got somewhere to be, you have fun."
"Hey, nerd!" Brad said, hopping out of the car, finding an outlet for his frustration and anger, “don’t you turn your back on us and walk away! Becca Peters just invited your nerd ass to a kegger at Blakes, and you're gonna turn her down? You stupid, bro?"
“Keep your voice down,” Logan said, glancing up and down the dark street. He felt the hairs on the back of his neck rising.
“Keep my voice down?!” The boy said, standing up tall and strutting up to Logan, “You say that to my face, huh? Say that to my face!”
He was screaming at the end, and Logan saw the punch coming even before the boy knew he was going to throw it. Like the day before, the world took on a crystalline clarity, and he saw the boy’s hips shift, his foot fall back, hand beginning to clench in a fist that was more likely to break his own hand as his opponent’s face. At the same moment, he saw the gleam of dull silver eyes from far down the street. A form lurched forward with frightening speed, its bulk all shaggy black fur and muscles, dagger long fangs slathering as it charged Logan and the other kids.
With an almost negligent snap of his left hand, Logan broke Brad’s jaw, driving the heel of his palm across the boy’s face. The sound of breaking bone was audible and sickening. The boy dropped to the ground, a wordless scream of pain escaping his throat, shaking hand clutching his face. The girl in the backseat leaped out, screaming in hysteria and anger, running over to the boy.
Becca was watching Logan with a kind of detached fascination, and so she was the only one who witnessed the big black wolf that flew at the tall young man. His sword flew out of its sheath and cut into the wolf at neck height, silver blade flashing in the moon's light. The beast was smashed to the side and skittered across the ground with a loud yelp of pain. It leaped up and scurried off across the lawn of a house and leaped over the fence.
Logan looked down at the two oblivious kids, the boy still making low moaning sounds of pain while the girl tried to comfort him. Then he glanced at the car and saw Becca stepping out, her face filled with awe and a strange fascination as she looked at him.
"Who are you, Logan Pendrake?” She asked, her beautiful face showing no fear.
“I don’t know,” he said with sincerity, then glanced towards the house where the were-wolf disappeared. “But I have to get out of here. I fear there are more where that came from.”
“I’m coming with you,” Becca said, grabbing her bag from inside. Just as her friend looked up, her face horror-stricken.
“He broke Brad's jaw, Becca, he’s a fucking psycho, don’t go anywhere near him!” then she turned to Logan, “I’m calling the cops asshole!”
“You should,” the solemn young man said, “but Brad had violence in his heart, and he reaped what he was about to sow.”
With that, he turned, sheathing his sword, and began to jog off up the street. Becca gave her friend an apologetic shrug then looked down at Brad, who was looking up at her pitifully.
“I think we should break up,” Becca said, "I'm sorry it's not me; it's you."
Then the beautiful girl dashed off up the street after Logan. Sarah held a crying Brad to his feet and frowned off after her friend. There had been something about Logan, the way he stood with that sword. Not like some kid heading off to play dungeon and dragons with his friends, as she had first assumed. It fit him, made him look dangerous instead of silly. Her frown turned to a sigh of annoyance when she saw the snot and tear smeared face looking up at her.
“Let’s go get you a beer Brad,” she said, leading the boy to the beetle.
----------
Becca raced along after Logan, wondering what in the hell was going on, but feeling alive and exhilarated. His long legs kept him just ahead of her despite her excellent conditioning from soccer and cheerleading.
“Logan!” She called, “Wait up!”
He paused, looking back in exasperation.
“What are you doing?!” He asked, “This is really dangerous, and I honestly have no idea what’s going on!”
His voice came out as a hiss of anger and frustration. But when he took off running, looking around them for enemies in the dark, she knew the anger was for the situation and not her.
“Seriously, though," she panted as she ran beside him, "what the heck is going on? Was that a wolf or a dog that attacked you?”
“I don’t know,” Logan said, "Honestly I don't know anything, I'm heading to Ms. Holgrim’s house now. She’s supposed to have some answers for me.”
“Wait, we’re going where?” She managed to keep her voice down low, but she still sounded shocked.
"I don't think she's a professor, but I have no idea what she and her sisters are. I met her last night, or ran into her, she was being attacked by a were-bear, and I stumbled on this sword. So, I hit the bear with it, and killed it,” Logan was rambling as they walked down the street, saying all of it out loud for the first time was freaking him out a little bit. Becca stared at him like he was a madman, but she listened with rapt attention.
“Then, when the were-bear died, it turned into a man, the woman was ill from its attack, their claws are poison or something. But I didn’t know that, so I took her through the mists, but the mists parted, and I ran into… doesn’t matter. Then I saw I’d been cut and poisoned too, and that's the last thing I remember before passing out. Well, that and Gwen and her two sisters. I think it was them that put me back in my room at home, but if they did, then they changed me, and I'm not sure how I feel about that. Oh, and also, I think a pack of were-wolves has been following me all day. At least I think that’s what they are, it could be just a bunch of goons.”
He stopped and turned to Becca, a lopsided grin tugging at his face in a way she found endearing.
“Either all of that is true, or I’ve gone insane and made it all up in my head.”
“The swords real,” she said, “and I saw that wolf, that wasn’t normal at all. So, until proven otherwise, it might be safer and a lot more fun to trust you.”
"Thank you," he said, smiling at her, "Let's go find out if your trust is well placed."
With that, he turned down Sycamore lane. He got a dozen yards when he slowed, his bearing suddenly alert, the hairs on the back of his neck warning him of approaching danger. Reaching up, he drew out his long sword, taking it in a two-handed grip.
“I think we’re in for visitors.” He said.
“More?” Becca asked, turning her back to him, looking out in the darkness she caught his nod of ascent, “You got another sword?”
He almost turned to stare at the girl he was so shocked. She was endlessly charming and outgoing at school, the object of every man’s affection. She was also both smart and a great athlete as well, which had never seemed fair to him. Now though, in the face of nameless terrors in the night, she showed real bravery as well.
"Here," he said, shrugging off the sheath and handing it to her, "the best I can do."
"Thanks," she said wryly, but deep down, she was grateful. The sheath was steel and felt solid in her grip.
They crept down the lane, back to back. When Logan felt the hairs on the back of his neck go from tingling to standing on end.
“Now!” He shouted and felt more than saw the dark shapes that darted in from either side.
He moved out of instinct, the sword alive in his inexpert hands, the world slowing to crystal clarity once more. His footwork was poor, and the slash slightly off-balance, but his flexibility and speed helped, as he writhed in the air. He felt a wolf dash past, turning to snap at him but catching only air. While his blade took another in the side, carving deep into the creature’s flank.
Becca had put her back to a brick wall and was threatening anything that drew close. The creatures were intent upon Logan, though.
He spun and struck as another beast drove straight for him, his sword crushing the creature’s skull with a sickening crunch of bone and brain. Its forward momentum threw it’s into Logan, and he crashed to the ground with the corpse. Extricating himself, he was surrounded by a wafting of spicy, cinnamon-scented smoke, the stinking black fur hide unraveling in death. The body that lay on the ground was that of a naked middle-aged man, with a portly belly and soft stumpy fingers.
One were-wolf, sensing that Logan was too deadly, shifted its attention to Becca. Seeing the young woman as easy prey. It dashed in at her, jaw snapping, looking to take a bite out of her flesh and corrupt her, but she stepped to the side and struck out with the scabbard in a perfect lunge. The blunt steel punching into the beast’s ribs, snapping several as it yelped and skittered away into the darkness, yipping in pain.
Logan stood breathing heavily, straining his ears for sign of more enemies. He felt the tension ease out of his neck and sighed in relief. F
 




Chapter Seven
“I think it’s over,” he said.
“I think it’s all just starting,” Becca said, turning her bright green eyes on him and grinning.
“AAAHHHHOOOOOO!!!!!!!!" The wolf's how was so close both Logan and Becca shivered in fear. Then answering howls were raised all around them, closing in.
“Let’s go!”
Logan was off and running, Becca sprinting at his side. Thin branches and hanging vines slapped at their arms and legs as they raced up the narrow lane. Then they burst free out into an orchard, the bright moon showing the way forward. Off in the distance, the warm, inviting lights of the cottage could be seen.
The snap of sudden jaws at Becca’s heel caused her to trip. She rolled and came to her feet, scabbard in hand.
“Leave me!” She cried, turning on the were-wolf who had tripped her, circling now to finish her off.
Logan spun to help her, but two more were-wolves came charging in on his heels, one from either side. He took a nip on the thigh but managed to drive both off. Becca had clubbed her attacker, but the chain belt was entangled in its oily fur, and the beast spun back on her. He watched in horror, his limbs feeling leaden as he moved forward, knowing he was too slow to help her.
The beast’s slathering jaws snapped at the girl, sinking his teeth into her forearm. Logan was there then, driving his sword into the were-wolves tough hide, piercing its heart. It released its grip, blood pooling in the puncture wounds, as the beast toppled to the ground dead.
Becca clutched the arm to her chest, backing up to Logan, the scabbard held out in one hand as first two, then three, and then seven of the monsters were circling them. Slowly closing the ring, snarling jaws snapping the air, taunting their prey.
Logan saw their death in the coming attack, there was no way they could both survive it without taking any more injuries, and he feared what so many deadly wounds would do to them.
Just then he noticed a winking light, coming from the direction of the house. It drew closer, shining faint golden rays of light towards them all. When a were-wolf passed across those rays of light, it yelped in pain and reversed direction. It was a lantern's light Logan saw, cast in a tight beam, waving back and forth. Grabbing Becca, he raced off into the light, hearing snarls of rage around them and snapping jaws nipping at their heels from the shadows. Then they were in the light, feeling as though they were bathed in pure sunlight the sounds of snarls fading behind.
“Come quickly,” a sweet-sounding voice said, “the light won’t last long!”
Three bulky forms helped them along, and soon they were across the threshold of a gate and stumbling across a wild and untamed garden. Then they all rushed into the warm interior of the cottage outside the night filled with the howls of bitter wolves.
Logan and Becca stood, the girl clutching her bloody arm to her chest, catching their breaths and glancing around themselves. This cottage was well known to every kid in town as being haunted, but now that Logan looked around, it looked nothing like he’d always imagined it did from the outside.
He was standing in a richly appointed foyer that opened up into a large living room with elegant couches and chairs, all arrayed around a massive fireplace. The house was lit with warm candlelight, and the walls covered in paintings that looked like perfect copies of masterworks.
Their three rescuers were just now pulling off the bulky black cloaks that covered them head to toe. In the loose garments, they looked like old women, stooped and plump. As they climbed out of them, Logan felt his palm’s sweat and his mouth go dry as three breathtaking women emerged.
Each was an angel in beauty and form. They wore matching dresses of flowing silk but each in a different color. The dresses were strapless and had plunging necklines, that drew his gaze down to three sets of massive cleavage, barely contained by the dresses tops. Gwen’s blond hair was dazzling in its loose curls, her eyes smiling they met his, then with concern when she looked at Becca.
The girl was staring at the three beauties in awe, a strangled noise escaping her throat as she was confronted with not only the most beautiful woman she’d ever seen but two more that were equally as gorgeous and alluring.
The two other women had similar bodies to Gwen and the same pale blue eyes, but that’s where the similarities ended. The raven-haired beauty had thick seductive lips, and a sharp chin and cheekbones, with an aquiline nose that spoke of nobility in her ancestry. Her eyes were roaming Logan’s face in fascination, then to the sword, he held in his hands, sparkling with curiosity and some other suppressed emotion.
The redhead was grinning at Logan as well, but not in curiosity like the raven-haired woman. Her eyes were full of heat, and her chest was heaving. She ignored Becca and the others as she slowly walked up to him.
Logan stumbled back as the redhead drew close, glancing at Gwen and Becca for help. He forgot the sword in his hand for a moment, and then everything else as the redhead pressed her body into his. Her sublime curves sent shivers down his spine. He felt her massive breasts press against his chest, and his manhood swelled with desire.
Her smile of adoration twisted with delight when she felt him responding to her. Then her small hands were sliding up his back and into the hair on the back of his head. Her perfect blue eyes were drawing him in with their beauty. Her thick lips parted, and he bent down to her. He was in a dream. Then their lips met, and the kiss set off fireworks of emotion in his brain, and his free hand slid around her back, pulling the woman even closer to him. His blood was surging and a wild passion, unlike anything he'd ever felt before roiled within him.
“Eek!” The sound of shock surprised Becca’s as it escaped her mouth. She watched her tall classmate and the gorgeous older woman make out. The pain in her arm forgotten for a moment. One long drawn out kiss, the woman’s moan of desire causing her to blush, she glanced to the to her two women and saw them both smiling with pride and a matching passion to her own as they watched the display.
Then the redhead pulled back, sucking in air and breathing deeply.
"My, my…" she stepped back, a little shaky on her heels, one hand pressing to her chest, causing delightful things to happen to her breasts. “I simply wished to thank you for saving my sister's life last night, but, mhmm, that was… whew… Never thought it possible to feel so much from a kiss… this is a magic I’d never dreamed of… sisters, you simply must taste him.”
"There will be time for that later, Eris," Evelyn said, her tone serious as she moved over to the large table in the dining room. She pulled a small leather pouch from a small purse and held the bag in her hand as if weighing the contents.
Logan was still recovering from the Eris’s kiss, his heart racing. His eyes met Gwen's, and he felt warmed by her smile of delight and the warm promise held in them. Then he glanced at Becca and saw the girl was stunned, more than a little intrigued, and maybe a touch jealous.
“Focus sisters,” the raven-haired woman said, as she rattled the small leather bag in her hand, “We must ensure the wards will remain strong. I’ll trust nothing to faith after last night.”
She dumped the contents onto the table, and Logan saw they were pale dice of a unique design. Seven in total and each of a different shape and color and covered in strange symbols and pictures. When they stopped, Logan saw with a shudder they were carved from bone.
The woman scanned the bones, one long nail tracing the tabletop absently, as she stood in deep concentration. Her sisters moved to her sides, worry written on their faces. After a long moment, all three women breathed a sigh of relief.
“The pack prowls the night," Gwen said, glancing up at Logan with a relieved grin, “but they will find no entry to our den.”
“We’re safe for the night, the hand that moves them is far to the north, still hidden from our mistresses gaze,” the raven-haired woman said, her intelligent blue eyes finally coming to rest on Logan.
“Leaving us free to get up to all sorts of trouble!” Eris said with a grin.
“Eris get wine,” Evelyn said, “Gwen get bandages and anti-toxin for the young woman, she’s bled on our floor enough for one night, I should think.” The dark-haired woman regarded him with a slight frown, “Young Logan and I have much to discuss.”
“You’re not a professor,” Becca said, her shoulders hunching slightly as the regard of the three gorgeous and confident older women fell on her, “are you?”
“Oh, but I am,” the blond woman said, as she gathered bandages and potion, her smile kindly and mysterious, “amongst… other things.”
“Please, everyone, take a seat,” the dark-haired woman said, motioning around the large dining room table.
 




Chapter Eight
It was an antique table, of simple design, but polished to a mirror-smooth finish. Gwen tended to Becca’s wounds while the girl sniffed at the small glass bottle. She looked around and caught Logan’s eyes with a slight shake of her head as if to say, ‘what the fuck’. Then she tossed the little potion back as if it were a shot.
When Logan sat, he was struck by how sturdy and yet light the chairs were. Eris arrived with two bottles of red wine and began pouring into small glasses she pulled from the cupboard. Logan watched Evelyn smile graciously to her sister as she accepted a glass, and after a small sip and a quick glance at him, she set the glass down and began to pace.
“Forgive me,” she began, “I haven’t had the opportunity to enlighten in many centuries,” Becca choked on her wine and coughed, Evelyn glanced at the girl and smiled, "Perhaps that’s a good place to start.
“My name upon my birth was Evelyn of House Thalos, but I forsook my family name, as did my sisters, when we bound our souls together as one, in coven-bond. That was over thirteen centuries ago in a small kingdom history has forgotten. Three parts of one soul, born in the same instant, from three different wombs… such a miracle has only occurred once in the history of this world.”
Becca’s mouth was open as if she was about to interject something or ask a question, but nothing came out. Logan listened with rapt attention. Evelyn’s voice was even more seductive than Gwen’s, a thing he would have said was impossible an hour before, and he found it hard not to let his eyes wander down her perfect body as it swayed and bounced while she paced.
“Three witches and a Cauldron do they protect," Gwen spoke, reciting the words like a poem.
“Indeed,” Evelyn said with a smile for her sister, then she stopped her pacing and stared at Logan, “Your world has stories of witches, were-wolves and vampires and other creatures both dark and light. I’ll tell you a thing I’m sure you suspect after your last twenty-four hours. Most of them exist, although the myths and stories get most of it wrong.
“We’re witches, a Coven. Our power flows up from the earth and is guided by faith in our goddess. We don’t fly on broomsticks or read minds. Our powers are rarely so… direct. We exist to guard this world and humanity, against those forces that would seek to destroy or enslave it.
“As Gwen said, we protect the Cauldron. The Cauldon’s true purpose is a secret we’ve guarded since the dawn days, encouraging the stories of potion mixing and cat boiling that are common in your culture. The truth is, it’s a portal to fixed locations in the world of Fae.”
“Fae?” Logan interrupted.
"Yes," Evelyn said, nodding, "It is an alternate world, a mirror reflection of this own in many ways and in others entirely different. The rules are… different there. Two races rule the world of Fae, the elves, benevolent and magical, and the demons, selfish and ravenous.
“The Cauldron’s portals are located in the center of elven kingdoms, guarded in the world of Fae by those nations. The demonic hordes would love nothing more than to push their way through to this world. For this world is the only one with access to all others, including heaven and hell. By the destruction of humankind, the Demons could take the war to heaven itself and break the wheel of reality.”
“So, you guard a portal,” Logan said, “Are there others that lead to Fae?”
“No,” Eris said, “We are all that presently stands guard.”
Logan was opening his mouth to ask another question, but Evelyn held up a hand in a placating gesture.
“Peace Logan Pendrake, I am almost done with my explanation, and then you can ask all the questions of us you would like.” The woman took a long sip of her wine, all too aware of the young man’s gaze as it fell into the dark shadow between her cleavage for one moment, with a pleased smile she went on.
“For centuries, we have all remained hidden from the forces that would seek to breach the gate. I won't catalog them all right now, but there are many factions. Most are the warped offspring of humanity in one way or another. Living dead who mindlessly follow, Vampires who hunt alone, trying to stay alive long enough to gather a small measure of magical power. Were-creatures, who destroy a portion of their soul and bind it to a beast’s form. There are many others, too many to name now.
“Most are content to live their own lives, hunt their own grounds. Last night something happened that seems to have changed all of that.” Evelyn’s voice was grim as she went on, “The elven king who guarded the other side of our portal died tragically, and their lands lay in siege, a dire threat has befallen the elven kingdoms. On this side, a were-beast known as Kaizer, something like a king to his kind, appears to be making a play for control from this end. Last night you fought and slew his brother, a creature none of us alone could have hoped to match. He caught Gwen outside the protection of our den and the sunlight.
“It seems young Logan Pendrake, that you came to my sister's rescue, and for that reason… or perhaps others, the goddess blessed you.”
“Blessed me?” He asked in confusion.
“You carry her blessing at your side,” Gwen said, “a sliver of the Goddess's very own soul. No mortal weapon could have defeated a were-beast as ancient as the Dagmar.”
“We call it Ascension when a mortal either takes or is granted powers that touch upon Fae,” Evelyn said, “Strength and long life are the most common and granted to most who ascend, resistances to poison and disease as well. Witches, goblins, vampires, were-beasts, all stand apart from mortal men in strength, but each has their own weaknesses and strengths.”
“Why did the goddess choose me?” Logan asked, “Is it just because I was in the right place at the right time?”
"Well, you certainly were that," Gwen said with a smile, “but that it’s not the only reason. Or so we suspect. Did you feel the connection last night? When we touched?” There was a fragile hope in the woman, and Logan thought back to the night before.
So much had been going on, but he couldn't forget the feeling he'd felt inside like his blood was surging within.
“I felt… something,” he said finally, face troubled.
“And when we kissed?” Eris said, her throaty voice drawing his gaze, “Did you feel… something then?”
Logan was staring at the woman, reminded of the mad passion, and warmth he had felt in her arms. It was foreign to him, and he felt himself almost shying away from what this might all portend.
Becca was watching all of this in fascination. The girl had seen enough tonight to believe just about anything. She found herself glancing between Logan and the three women, watching how they watched him, her mind turning over the possibilities.
“The mirror Evelyn,” Gwen said looking to her sister, the dark-haired woman nodded and motioned for Logan to stand, leading them down the hall. Logan followed, peering around curiously at the paintings, carpets, and draperies he passed.
"I mentioned that Fae is another world and a strange reflection of our own. Most human souls have no reflection there, but those with… potential, or those who have already ascended in one way or another, will have that change reflected in Fae. Come and witness.”
She turned into a small room, the walls covered in shelves with many different odd devices and works sitting upon them. In one corner, a tall stand mirror stood, its ancient wooden frame still held a few remaining flakes of the gold gilding that had once covered it.
Evelyn stepped in front of the mirror, and Logan started in surprise at the reflection, Becca gasping. Standing before them in the mirror was Evelyn, but in place of her dress, she wore flowing purple robes, that wafted in an ethereal breeze. Her hair floated around her head as if the same ethereal wind pulled it gently. Flowing up from the earth, like a drop of dye into water, was a roiling darkly colored power and snapping arcs of back lightning crackling around her in the reflection.
“You see me as my true self, free of artifice and earthly perceptions,” Evelyn said, turning to look at them.
She held out her arm’s, inviting her two sisters with a gentle smile. Gwen and Eris stepped up to her sides, and they all encircled arms around one another’s waists. Logan saw that Gwen’s reflection was nearly identical to Evelyn, but the colors were lighter. And instead of darkly intelligent lightning, she had a charming and soothing mist. Eris’s reflection was mercurial, shifting, and hinting. Around her rained fire and sparks of vibrant green life.
“Come Logan Pendrake, and let the Mirror reveal your true self. If there is more to you than meets the eye, then we shall bear witness.” Evelyn smiled at him as she drew her sisters to the side.
It hadn’t gone unnoticed to him that the three sisters had never caused the hairs on the back of his neck to stand up when he was around them. It was a large part of why he trusted them now. He stepped up to the mirror, feeling goosebumps pop up on his flesh. There was a flash of golden light, and he blinked away the glare, shading his face.
"Dear goddess, our Lord, has come,” whispered Gwen.
“The King is here!" Cried Eris out at the same moment.
 




Chapter Nine
Peering through his fingers, Logan saw himself reflected, a tall, dark-haired young man, but at the same time, it wasn't him at all. His face and bearing were noble, a slight sharpening of his features as though they carried the weight of responsibility. Upon his head, a crown of golden vines, the tips shining with a silvery light, creating a halo around his head. Covering his body was golden and silver armor, plates of intricate design framing broad shoulders and a lean torso. Worked on the chest plate was a crest: a circle of four trees with interwoven branches. Upon his back was the sword he had been carrying, but the tarnish of age had been wiped free. Revealing an intricately worked scabbard with dragons swirling through the silvered-steel, and the bright stone in the pommel reflected a faint rainbow hue, like a prism.
“Logan…” breathed Becca blinking her eyes free of the glare that had momentarily blinded her.
The girl stood almost forgotten near the back of the room but now walked forward, her eyes wide as she stared at the reflection. She had seen a hint of this man in class earlier today. The noble bearing that made her think he would be a worthy man to follow. The glimpse had caused her to follow him, through night terrors and into a witch’s den.
The image in the mirror before her stole the last of her devotion, here was a king, a man she could love. She drew closer and closer, unable to halt her steps until she drew up just behind him, inhaling his aroma, eyes staring into the mirror rapturously.
Logan found it hard to confront the image of himself reflected. It looked far more noble and powerful than he felt. His gaze shifted to the three women over his right shoulder. All three stared into his eyes with rapturous gazes. He saw the same reflections as before, but around their necks now rested faint golden collars. His heart raced as he stared at the three women, those collars held special meaning for him, and he dared not believe what they represented. Ignoring the devotion in the three women’s eyes, he glanced to his left and saw Becca reflected there.
She was dressed in armor like his, worked on her breastplate, was a shield, and the circle-tree symbol upon it. At her sides were twin long swords of a strange thin design, almost rapiers with edges. Her hair was plated back, bands of gold and silver tying it an intricate braid, and upon her neck was the same faint golden collar he saw reflected on the witches.
“What the hell?” Logan said, cocking his head as he looked at Becca’s reflection.
“Blessings indeed,” murmured Evelyn, as she stepped forward, resting her hands upon Becca’s shoulders and drawing the girls gaze to the reflection, “The Goddess has seen fit to deliver the King’s shield and protector to him on the day of his ascension.”
“Me?” Becca said, her voice stunned as she looked into the mirror, but she saw the truth as she gazed at herself. It fit, in her mind, a role she hadn’t even know existed but was perfect for her.
“Yes," Gwen said, stepping forward and wrapping the girl in a firm embrace, “you will join us in service to our lord.”
“Holy shit,” Becca breathed, looking in the mirror, “not just you three will be his… there are twelve gems on the crown.”
“Mhmm, much to puzzle through,” Eris said in a purr and stepping up to Becca’s other side.
The four women all clung to one another and looked at their lord in the mirror. Each wanted to reach out and touch him, burned to, but something held them back. The grandfather clock in the foyer began to toll the midnight hour, and the air grew chill within the witch’s den. The candles fluttered and blew out, leaving the room in darkness. Then a dim silver light shone from the mirror.
“What’s going on?” Becca asked.
“Hush!” Eris said, “Our mistress comes!”
She was sinking to her knees, and Becca saw the other two witches were doing the same. At a curt gesture from Gwen, Becca began slowly kneeling, curious what was going on. In the background, the midnight toll faded.
A slim foot stepped free of the mirror then, and Becca was grateful she was kneeling. For the sight of that perfectly arched sole and slender ankle was enough to drop her the final few inches to her knees in worship. Her muscles went soft, and her mind filled with a buzzing pleasure as she beheld the immortal being.
The goddess's body slowly emerged from the mirror. The room filling with the scent of newly fallen snow as she stepped free. Her skin was a pale milky white with a faint silvery sheen. Long slender legs of perfect proportions met rounded hips and thighs with a wide gap. A midriff of narrow perfection that drew the eyes up so that they might feast themselves on a pair of large firm, perfectly sculpted breasts. Becca felt her heartbreak as her eyes slid across the goddess’s face. So beautiful was it that her mind refused to hold the image. The immortal smiled with gentle love upon the witches, eyes of solid silver turning to regard Becca with a welcoming smile. Becca felt her heart flutter when the Goddess gave her a slow wink, thick, lustrous platinum hair swirling in that invisible ethereal wind as she turned her head slowly to regard the stunned man who stood alone.
Logan stood up straight beneath that immortal gaze. His mind, a storm of scattered thoughts, desire the wind that blew them all apart. He felt his mind fraying as the full force of her regard thundered into him. With an iron-hard will he held to himself, refusing to break or give in. One small little rock of sanity he clung to as the storm of her beauty and desire swirled around him, demanding his submission. He remained free and strong, and the goddess loved him all the more for it.
“WELCOME TO MANHOOD, LOGAN.”
Her lips never moved, but her seductive voice thundered in his mind. He glanced at the four women kneeling and hanging onto one another. Their eyes were glazed over, and each was reacting as if hearing something different.
The goddess reached out one slender hand and graced his cheek with a gentle touch, drawing his gaze back to her face. His flesh was burning where she touched, pleasure radiating out from the spot. Logan’s knees grew weak, but he forced them stiff, meeting the goddess's brilliant silver eyes.
“I WOULD INSTRUCT THEE, MY SON… BEFORE YOU TAKE YOUR FIRST FOUR BRIDES… ATTEND THE LESSON AND BLESS ME WITH YOUR TOUCH, MY SON...”
The goddess's sublime face grew a wicked smile as she stepped up to Logan. He realized with a start that his clothing was suddenly gone, and he now stood just as naked as she. The coven and Becca knelt like supplicants as the goddess drew close, gazing into Logan’s eyes.
He forgot where he was and who he was with as he lost himself in her eyes. Seeing the woman before him, beautiful and vulnerable. The woman gazed at him with devotion as she tilted her head and drew close. Her hands rested lightly on his chest, like twin burning brands, as their lips meeting in a release of powerful energies.
The four women all swayed back as an invisible wave of great pleasure rolled over them. Each was left panting in desire, blinking and startled as a wash of emotions and desires filled them in the wake of the goddess’s release. Neither the witches nor Becca couldn't tear their eyes away from the sight before them, though, nor would they if they could.
The goddess wrapped around Logan, heel sliding up the back of his leg, and drew him down with her to a divan that had not existed a moment before. Her elegant form reclined, one hand up in an artful pose as he sank beside her, unable to look away from her impossible beauty. She pulled him to her with gentle hands, no words necessary between the goddess and her virgin lover. His lips kissed each perfectly soft nipple, their pebbled flesh firming beneath his lips, and her sigh of pleasure rattling the shingles of the cottage and causing the four women sway where they knelt, once more.
His lips trailed down her taut stomach, tongue licking the impossibly soft flesh, before kissing the damp skin dry. Her immortal laugh of delight tickled his soul. She was hairless as an angel, and when his tongue slid down along her folds, he tasted ambrosia. The tip of his tongue dipped into her heavenly sex, and he felt a surge of energy and power fill his body and soul. The literal ‘nectar of gods’ flowed into him.
That small touch to the goddess’s most vulnerable place lit a fire in her. She pressed the man back and down, her slender thighs astride him, guiding him into her depths with a sigh of eternal bliss. The witches collapsed, their faces red and sweaty, bodies shivering as they shared in their divine mistress’s ecstasy.
Logan sat up, holding her to him; she felt light as air as he rocked her hips. He couldn’t help the guttural moan of pleasure that left his throat as her perfect pussy gripped his cock. The pleasure was almost overwhelming, but there was no way he was going to let this end so quickly.
Martialing his willpower once more, he staved off his orgasm. His hands took the twin globes of her perfect ass and rocked her against him. Feeling the delicious sensation of her sex sliding back and forth along his length. The goddess clung to him, her soft lips on his neck, whispering prayers as they made love beneath the shining light of Fae.
Logan was on his back, the goddess’s hands on his chest, she was smiling down at him with love, her body rising and falling, sheathing him in her heavenly place. He didn’t know how he had managed to stave off his orgasm this long, but he felt it coming now, and there was no way it would be held back.
He felt her sex fluttering upon him, the goddess smiling wider, her eyes shining all the brighter as her body approached nirvana. He felt the explosion of joy race through his whole body, fingers, and toes curling. His pleasure matched by the goddess as they came together. Faintly he could hear screams of pleasure as all four women cried out in bliss, witness to the divine orgasm.
When Evelyn woke she felt groggy, her nerves still tingling in the wake of so much pleasure, she looked around and saw her sisters coming to as well. Logan and the girl were still passed out. He on his back, his nude form drew her gaze and made her body ache, but she schooled her eyes away. She’d waited long enough for the pleasures of the flesh; she could wait a bit longer.
A miracle had happened this night. One that the world hadn't seen for close to two millennia. She wondered what fell future it portended, even as she blessed the heavens that she was being allowed to witness. They had much to do to prepare for the next evening and little enough time to do it.
Sitting up, she was a shining silver vial sitting upon the floor. Her heart leaped into her throat when she realized how truly blessed they were.




Chapter Ten
Logan woke to bright sunlight warming his face. He rolled away and blinked. Suddenly wary as he felt fresh sheets and a soft comforter covering his nakedness. At first, his memories were hazy, and then they came back with more and more clarity. Finally, remembering each detail of his encounter with the goddess. Then he remembered where it's taken place, and who'd been watching.
He sat bolt upright, finding himself in a large room lying on a giant bed. Three walls were covered with large stain glass windows of geometric patterns, and thick drapes that had been pushed back to let the morning light stream in.
Looking around, he saw his clothes neatly folded and sitting on a rocking chair. He saw the sword hanging from a peg beside the bed and felt comforted by its presence. Slipping out from under the sheets and soft comforter, he started pulling on his pants. The bedroom door swung open, and Eris stood there in a loose floral sundress. The red-haired beauty flashed an impish grin when she was him standing there on one foot, pulling up his pants.
“Good morning, my lord,” she curtsied low, the neckline of her dress falling, letting him see down the top, to her large breasts hanging braless.
“Don’t call me that,” Logan said, he shoved his foot quickly into the leg of his pants and ripped the jeans as if they were paper.
“It will take you a little while to adjust to your new strength,” Eris stepped forward and took the pants from his hands.
As her fingers brushed his and he felt that electric tingle race through his being once more, more insistent this time. Looking up, his eyes met hers, and the moment hung for a pregnant second between them, then Eris was turning away, throwing a flirtatious wink over her shoulder at him. His hands trembled as he realized he nearly pulled the woman down onto the bed in his overwhelming desire for her.
“Wait here,” she said as she stepped back out into the hall, “it will just take a second to mend these,”
“Logan?” Becca asked, stepping into the room.
He realized he was standing in his boxers still and moved back to the bed, pulling the blankets over his legs. He moved with almost preternatural speed, hitting the mattress hard and touch off balance. 
“If you’re being modest,” Becca said with a grin, “don’t bother. I saw everything and then some last night.”
“Right,” Logan said, shaking his head, “last night was…”
"Insane," Becca said, her grin fading but only slightly as she went on, "If I hadn't seen it, I wouldn't have believed it." She looked down at her hands, sitting on the rocking chair, "She touched me, Logan, deep in my soul. Me, Evelyn, Eris, and Gwen, we aren't the same after… we stayed up, talking until the morning… about a great many things."
“Like what?” He asked.
She looked up at him, her eyes shining with unshed tears. He could sense potential in her now, changes not yet unlocked. Her athleticism, intelligence, and inherent goodness combined to form a noble warrior. The insight scared him because he knew it would bind her to him, and he still didn't trust that she was ok with it.
"You've ascended to some new purpose and power. You're not quite mortal anymore."
“That’s not true,” Logan said with a laugh.
"It is Logan," she said, her voice deadly serious, green eyes burning into his, "you're different. Even if you don't realize it yet, I can see the changes in you already… and after last night… I can't get the image of you and… Her out of my head… you were godlike! Besides, I know my true calling and purpose now. It's to walk this path with you, by your side. I can't wait to ascend like you."
"That's, insane," Logan said, shaking his head again.
"I just said that silly," she said, grinning, and he struggled not to smile back, failing. With a sigh, he let out the tension that had been building in him.
“What would we have to do?” He asked.
"You already know," she said quietly, "Evelyn said it always requires something intimate… vampires kiss… were-beasts murder… and you, my Lord… well, with the Goddess..."
“You can’t be serious,” Logan said, waiting for her to grin and say she was joking.
"Deadly," she said, her grin falling away, "the girls were very… direct… about what's necessary."
"But, we can't!" Logan said, the words tumbling out, he would have had them back for the hurt they obviously caused Becca. But just at that moment, Eris breezed into the room with his pants, mended as if new, with no sign of stitching or glue to be found. When he stood to pull the pants on, he saw Becca gone, and he felt an ache inside, feeling like he'd made a mistake.
"You two have class!" Gwen shouted from the doorway in her cheerful voice, "Make sure you're not late, I'm lecturing about the witch hunts of the early 1400s. I'm so excited!"
He pulled on his pants and grabbed up the sword wondering how he was going to conceal it when he went to class.
"That girl ran out of here in a hurry," Eris said as they walked down the hallway, "If you won't honor the truth, Fae revealed, then let my sisters and I know now. We can wipe her memory of last night… to leave her with the knowledge of what she could have been would be too cruel."
Evelyn was waiting near the doorway for them, holding a long black silk bag. She smiled when she saw the young man, her cheeks blushing faintly.
"This is for your blade. It will conceal it from prying eyes while you're in the mortal world, we placed a small enchantment on it. Is everything ok, my Lord?"
“Please don’t call me that,” Logan said with a pained expression, “all of this is weird enough without that.”
Pausing at the doorway, he took the bag from the gorgeous brunette, and looked at the two women, thoughtfully. "What happened to me last night?" He held up a hand and made a fist, a faint golden shimmer appearing around it for a second before fading, "I feel… strange."
"Ascension is in many ways a mystery to us still," Evelyn began, her tone taking on that of a lecturer, her eyes were soft and understanding though as she met his, "A benediction of sorts. Our goddess… recognized you last night, in a ceremony as old as creation. Through her divine power, she broke the chains on your soul. You might feel… uncomfortable for a few days until you adjust to your new powers."
She reached up and placed a comforting hand on his arm, and he felt his blood surge, heart racing at her touch. It was all he could do not to fold her into his arms and kiss her. From the flare of desire and joy in her eyes, he saw she felt it too.
"The goddess didn't confer to you any power, Logan. She merely let you access that which lay hidden within you. Just as a man must discover his talents and build his muscle through hard work, you too must discover what capabilities you have and nourish them."
“What did you tell Becca?” He asked.
"Many things," Evelyn said with a smile, "some are secrets for her to reveal if she so chooses. Some were only for the four of us to speak and hear. I can tell you this, that girls' life is in just as much danger as your own, even greater while she remains mortal. The Pack can smell her wariness and fear of them. You have two options, either grant her Ascension or have us wipe her mind of all this, leaving her ignorant and safe."
Logan stood silent and thoughtful for a long moment. When he finally spoke, addressing both Eris and Evelyn, his voice was soft.
"In the mirror, it showed… well, it showed a lot of things. Around all of your necks, I saw collars… but I don't even know you three. I mean, you're all beautiful… Jesus, you're gorgeous!" Both women smiled at his words, Evelyn blushing slightly, and Eris clasping her hands, which caused her upper arms to press her massive cleavage together. "I just don't see how it's possible, I'm sorry."
"Logan Pendrake, you have known little of love in your nineteen years of life," Evelyn said, her voice gentle, "From what we've learned about you, it's been mostly abuse and neglect at one foster household or another. We offer you a different future. One filled with love, family, and purpose."
"It seems too good to be true," Logan whispered, emotions warring within himself. He had never been part of a family, not a real one, and the succor these gorgeous women offered, so sudden and overwhelming, caused him to shy away from it. Fearful that if he reached out and took it, it would disappear.
Eris laughed and turned to her sister, “I told Gwen the same thing last night, remember?”
"I do, sister," Evelyn turned back to Logan, her expression grave but kindly, "Speak with your friend Logan Pendrake, you have a few decisions to make this day. Tonight, the Kaizer arrives, and he brings with him an army intent on breaching our den. We hope you can aid us in its defense, but I understand if you decide not to, your will is your own."
"I will be here," Logan said immediately, "I don't know about anything else, but I'll be here."
He nodded to both and gripped the cloth-covered sword in one hand as he walked through the orchard to Sycamore St. He could feel the women's eyes on his back as he strode away but refused to look back. He worried the sight of them might cause him to head back just so that he could stare for a bit longer.
 




Chapter Eleven
Walking to school down back routes and alleys, he grew more comfortable with his new abilities with each step. Keeping an eye out for any more of the dark cars with tinted windows but didn't see any. His mind worked over everything that had happened, trying to sort through what he had learned. The changes still reverberated through him. He felt stronger and quicker, and there was… something living within him. Some power had been awoken that he hadn't dared to touch yet.
He arrived at school without coming to any decisions and saw Simon sitting on the low brick wall, reading a book. His short chubby friend leaped up when he came near and ran over. The boy paused when he got close and cocked his head, looking at Logan oddly.
“Logan, what happened to you?”
"What do you mean?" Logan asked, suddenly nervous. He raised his hands and felt at his face.
"You seem happy," Simon said with a smile, "I can't remember the last time you showed up to school in a good mood."
"Oh," Logan said, grinning, "I didn't have to deal with Steve this morning, so I guess maybe that's it."
In his mind, though were memories of a goddess's touch and the pride he felt when he gave her pleasure.
“What do you think Ms. Holgrim will be wearing today?” The boy asked as they headed to their history lecture.
Logan nearly tripped at the mention of Beth, but Simon didn't notice. He let his friend prattle on, his trouble gaze spotted Becca over on the edge of the courtyard talking with a few of her sorority sisters. Her eyes were stuck to him like iron to a lodestone, and he saw a mixture of hurt and hope waring together on her features. Off to one side, Brad sat with Anne. The boy cast sad looks at Becca and threw glares at Logan, all while Anne stroked his back and whispered words into his ear.
He filed into class with Simon, and they took their usual seats near the rear. To his surprise Becca came in right behind him, taking the chair to his right. Simon glanced at the pretty girl nervously, unusually quiet as people took their seats.
“We have to talk,” Becca said to Logan.
“I know,” he said with a grim nod, “but can’t it wait until after school?”
"I don't think it can," she said, her voice strained. Then Logan looked at her closely and realized with a start that she was afraid, her face pale and eyes tense.
“What is it?” He asked.
They were whispering, but Simon and a couple of other kids were being far too careful to make sure and look anywhere but at them, giving away their eavesdropping. She glanced around them, and then drew closer to him, her voice barely audible.
“There was a darkly tinted van following me this morning, and again when I came to school.” She looked around again, frowning at Simon, who was now staring openly at his friend and the long object of his affections huddled close and passing secrets. If she was going to say more, it was cut off as the dulcet tones of Ms. Holgrim spoke from the front of the class. 
"Greetings students, our lecture today will begin in 1442 with the first witch hunts of the Germanic order," The woman wore a white jacket, and a silk top beneath, her pencil skirt clung to perfect hips, and her small feet clad in white heels that matched her outfit perfectly.
As she lectured Logan found his mind wandering to fantasies that he hardly dared dream. Only now there was a real possibility of living some of them out. He thought of Becca beside him, and the choice he had to make. He thought of what he had seen in the mirror of the look in the coven's eyes as they looked at him. For a young man who grew up in one broken home after another, this warmth and love freely offered to him by women he barely knew, made him nervous.
The sight of Gwen, pacing back and forth in front of the class, poised, confident, and knowledgeable, tugged at something deep inside him. This woman alone was more than a man could hope to earn the love of. Two more, who were equally as gorgeous and capable? All wrapped up in a magical world he barely knew anything about.
The lecture wove through a short period of time, but Ms. Holgrim described in detail how a couple of bad seasons of weather, and an infestation of bugs that destroyed crops, caused a panic in the populace. She explained how the fear was then internalized, the populace turning on their most vulnerable, like a gang picking on a disabled person.
The great witch hunts began from those sad days and continued for decades. Thousands of women and men were burned at the stake. Gwen concluded her lecture in solemn tones, the class listening with rapt attention. I was uncomfortable through most of it, feeling a faint itch on the back of my neck. Not quite the clear warning I’d gotten before, but enough to keep me on edge.
"The madness continued for centuries and still continues to this day in some parts of the world. People fear what they don't know, and women of knowledge and understanding are often the focus of that fear. Remember, there will be a quiz on Monday, and this afternoon will be the memorial for Mr. Wagner. Information is posted just outside the class!"
Her words broke the spell holding the class, and everyone began to pack up. Conversations sprang up around the room as the kids filtered out of class. Logan slipped in with the flow heading out, but the woman caught his eyes, and he stopped at her desk. Despite everything, he felt comfortable around Gwen. She looked very much the golden queen, even in a blazer, but her presence brought out the protector in him and made him want to reach out and hold her.
Becca stopped just at his elbow, and he glanced at the beautiful brunette. She had on a confident smile, her eyes sparkling with pleasure as she stared into his with very nearly a challenge. It was the image of the confident and popular girl he'd always had a crush on, and seeing it directed at him was just one more odd twist to his new reality.
"Can neither of you sense it?" The witch asked her voice a whisper that just carried to their ears.
"Sense what?" Becca asked, suddenly aware, but trying not to show it as the last of the class was just slipping out the door. Simon hanging near the back of the group, glanced back at his friend with a questioning look.
Logan motioned him to go on without him, and Simon glanced from Becca to Ms. Holgrim and grinned wide, almost walking forward and saying something before he caught himself and nodding vigorously slipped out of the room, shutting the door.
“The beast-kin are prowling these grounds,” Gwen said, moving to the window and glancing out, “We hoped our warding would keep them out, but they’ve breached through. I wish to the goddess we had more time, but I will soon be unable to remain. I need your decisions now.”
“I thought I had all day?” Logan said.
“Logan,” Becca said, her voice delicate, “there’s something you need to know about the witches.”
"No, Becca, please," Gwen said, her voice pleading.
“What is this?” Logan asked, his face stern.
“He needs to know,” Becca said, almost glaring at Gwen.
"Fine, but let me tell him," Gwen said turned to Logan, "Our power is tied to the moon as it has been since we first heard the calling. With the moon, it waxes and wanes. Each hour from the full moon, my sisters and I grow weaker until, but a sliver of our strength remains, and then it shall flourish again, like a phoenix from the ashes."
"Why didn't you tell me this?" Logan said, starting to get angry, "It seems rather important."
"They didn't tell you because they didn't want to sway your decision," Becca said, her tone placating.
“What decision?” Logan asked.
“If you were to claim us and take us to your bed,” Gwen said, her cheeks blushing terribly, “then our powers would unshackle from the celestial cycle. They would be tied to you and awakened to their full potential.”
“I understand why you kept it from me,” Logan said, “but it was still the wrong decision. I deserve to know everything.”
"You're right," the witch said, "and in the interest of honesty and forthrightness, you need to bed Becca right here and now or else you risk all of our lives."
"She's right, Logan," Becca said, "I feel weak… empty, look at me," she pulled him around, her eyes holding his gaze.
"I've been hunting for a purpose my whole life. I never found a sport that fit, a cause I could believe in or vocation that I could give my life to. I've never felt more alive than last night when we fought those were-wolves together. I saw you in that mirror too… My King… Please… I'm begging you…"
There was no question in him anymore. The decision was made when he saw the honesty of her desire. In fact, he realized he could peer deep into her soul through her eyes, reading the very fabric of her being. The power was disorienting at first, but he'd known Becca for years, so it was not as foreign as it could have been.
The young woman was honest. She had been an overachiever her whole life and always knew there was something better and grander she should aspire to. She had fallen in love the night before, not with Logan, he saw, but with herself. With the image, she'd seen in the Fae reflection. She had fallen in lust with her King, and equally so, the young man was surprised to see, with the three witches.
Her desire to be with Logan was a pure thing, separate from her desire to become his protector. His blood began to boil as he gazed into her soul, his resistance to the beautiful young woman crumbled by the second. She saw the heat growing in him, and her hope blossomed into a tremulous smile.
He barely registered Gwen as she moved around the classroom, locking the doors and closing the drapes, keeping out prying eyes. He only had eyes for Becca.
 




Chapter Twelve
“You understand there is no turning back from this path,” he said, feeling his own powers awakening within, a lurking beast that frightened him with its desire, “and I can’t say where it will lead us.”
"Let me walk it with you, my King," Becca breathed, "don't force me back that dull and empty life of sorority parties and football game rallies. I was made for greater things!"
He saw the truth in her words. He stepped forward and, without a word, slid his arm around her slender waist, drawing her into his embrace. Becca moaned out in pleasure as she pressed herself to him, their lips meeting in passionate kisses. Her hands were sliding beneath his shirt, trembling as they felt the power within. Like a coiled dragon, hungering and filled with need, but chained by Logan's great will power.
The beast within the young man peeked through as he tore at her clothes. Suddenly filled with wild lust, he struggled to control himself as he drew her clothes off, his own falling away. He swept clear the teacher’s desk and lay the girl back on it. Her body was slender, breasts high and firm, a perfect handful. As he knelt upon the desk, he heard Gwen chanting and glanced over.
The gorgeous blond was inscribing a circle around them with chalk. Her coat tossed aside, and sweat beading the woman's brow. She glanced up at him, her pale blue eyes alight with excitement and constrained emotion that made his knees tremble to see.
"Don't stop now, my Lord," Gwen said in her sweet, sultry voice, "the sun will be at its highest point for the day, your union and her ascendance could not be more blessed!"
The older woman's eyes fell to his cock, and she bit her bottom lip. Logan felt it throb even harder at the look on her gorgeous face. His soul called out to join with her and the whole coven, but a gentle hand turned his face back, and the smiling eyes of Becca trapped his. This girl had been his crush and fantasy for so long, and now she lay beneath him, wet and ready.
“I will do my best to protect and please you, my Lord, until the end of my days… ohhhh!”
Logan slide into the girl's depths there on the teacher's desk. At twenty years old, Becca was still a virgin, having always said she was saving herself for the perfect man. She thanked whatever flight of fancy had guided her to that decision, because as she knew who that perfect man was now.
Her muscular legs wrapped around him, guiding him deeper and deeper into her tight confines. He drew back, letting her wetness coat the length of him, staring into her eyes as they widened in pleasure as he slid in deeper.
“You feel… amazing,” he smiled, voice straining against the effort of now driving into her with abandon. He held himself up on his elbows, hands cradling her to him, his lips pressing against hers gently at first and then with insistent need as he drove into her again and again.
Logan felt power building within him; it scared him and thrilled him at the same time. He could reach out and take this woman's soul. Make her his in truth, strip away her free will, and making a thrall out of her. The thought horrified him, and his fear melted away as he realized he could never abuse his power in such a way.
"My King!" Becca cried out, her head thrown back, his cock driving in and out of her, "I'm… oh god…. Ahhh…. Ahhhhh…. OHH, GODDESS!!!"
Her nails raked his back, and Logan knew what to do. Taking the back of her head in a firm hand, he placed his lips next to her ears, the words coming to him unbidden. Filling the magic circle Gwen had inscribed around them with his own fae magic, not even sure how he was doing it.
"Swear to defend your lord, defend the weak, and uphold the virtues of compassion, loyalty, generosity, and truthfulness above all others. Swear your soul to me as my Knight Protector, as I plant my seed within you."
“I swear!” Becca cried as Logan shuddered in bliss, her words cut off in a cry of pleasure as she too was pushed over the edge of orgasm.
The two young lovers collapsed on the desk, panting and holding one another. Neither noticed the blond professor who sat in a chair, legs splayed out wide, face a tortured mask of love and need, breath heaving as her orgasm faded from her body.
Gwen slowly stood, but then she saw the kids weren't done with their fun. Becca had rolled Logan beneath her and was sitting up astride his hips. She held one slender arm out before herself, and a golden glow shimmered around it for one second. Then the girl grinned down at Logan and laughed in delight, bending low and grabbing his face in two hands and kissing him soundly.
In a second, their hips were moving, lost in one another's touch and bodies as they continued to make love. No sound came from the creaking desk, one of the side effects of Gwen’s circle, but she still worried that it might collapse as Logan and Becca fucked on it with wild abandon.
Gwen found herself in the chair again, hand between her legs, gently touching and teasing herself as she watched her lord claim his protector. Another reason she had inscribed the circle was to keep herself out. She knew without it she wouldn’t have been able to keep herself away for Logan. Their desire, so long ignored, was like a raging inferno within Gwen and her sisters.
Suddenly she felt a far-off warding tear to shreds and fear-filled her gut with cold dread. She leaped to her feet and turned, closing her eyes as she cast her senses towards the warding, relieved to see it wasn't their den, and her sisters were safe. Then the fear returned when she realized where the ward had failed.
Opening her eyes, she found the kids standing beside the desk, murmuring to one another soft sweet words, smiles on their faces. Forcing her eyes not to stray down to the naked and beautiful man, Gwen waved her hand, the chalk of the magic circle suddenly becoming smoke that wafted away.
“Gwen,” Logan said, his voice growing concerned when he saw her face, “what it is?”
"It's your foster parents Logan," Gwen said, "Kaizer has breached the warding we set up on your house, and I fear he has taken them, either to kill or as hold as hostages."
“They are cruel and spiteful people, but they don’t deserve this,” his voice was grim as he pulled on his clothes. Becca hurried to do the same, tearing through her panties as she tried to pull them on, eyes wide as she felt new strength coursing through her limbs.
“This Kaiser is at the house now?” Logan asked, his face grim as he picked up the black bag containing his sword.
"You can't hope to defeat them alone, even with your protector," Gwen pled, "Please Logan both of you are fledgling ascended, you're still so vulnerable. You need days yet to ascend fully, and Kaiser knows!"
“I can’t stand around while he attacks those people!” Logan said, emotions roiling within him as he started towards the door
"Logan, It's a trap," Gwen said, reaching out and touching his arm, holding him with the gentle contact, "you must see that."
"It doesn't matter," Logan said, attempting to master his emotions, "If you won't help me, then get out of my way."
"I would if I could Logan, but I can't," Gwen said, "the coven is tied to our den, without a Coven Master I'd be more vulnerable than a mortal if I venture outside our warding's. Please Logan, if you must go then take Becca, with her, at least you have a chance of escaping their clutches."
He looked back at Becca, and she gave him a firm nod and a grim smile. They began moving quickly, and Gwen felt a wave of fear like she might never see the young hero again.
"Logan!" Her cry caused him to turn, and then he was struck by her. Literally, as the woman threw herself at him, slim arms wrapping around him in a hard hug. Her felt warmth fill him as her love filled the places in his heart that had never been touched.
"It will be ok," he said, gently patting the older woman's back, ignoring his body's response as her perfect form pressed against him. "We will head back to your cottage as soon as possible, I promise."
"I know you don't believe my words, not deep down," Gwen said into his chest, her arms holding him all the tighter, "but my sisters and I love you, have always loved you. So, don't you go getting yourself killed before we prove it to you." She leaned back her tear-stained face, causing something precious within Logan to tremble, "I love you, Logan."
He was utterly stunned by her confession. That precious thing within filling with gooey warmth. He saw the truth when he gazed in her eyes. The wellspring of emotion, need, and desire in the woman was too much for him to take in right there.
He stepped back from Gwen, his fingers touching hers, unwilling to release their grasp until the last moment. Then he turned and raced out through the courtyard, ignoring Simon's question and the odd looks from other students as Becca ran a half step behind him. Both of their face's hard and determined.
 




Chapter Thirteen
They burst out of the campus onto the street, running as fast as they could. Becca veered toward the parking lot, but Logan waved her off, heading down a side street. He saw a dark van with tinted windows rev to life when it spotted them.
Leading Becca down a side street, he cut across an abandoned lot and hopped a fence, the girl following, leaving the chasing car behind. He felt tireless, and stronger than he ever thought possible as they raced down alleys, across fields and hopped their way through backyards.
He still felt like he could run for hours when he got to the alley behind his foster house. He felt the tingle on his neck of a nearby threat as he stood there. Then peered around the corner and saw three darkly tinted vehicles parked in the alley, engines idling.
“Do you have a plan?” Becca asked behind him.
“Sort of,” Logan said, standing up and sliding the cloth free of his sword.
He was going to toss the scabbard to Becca, but she waved him off, forming hard little fists, lips pressed together into a firm smile. He strapped the blade to his back and stepped around the corner into the alley.
The engines of the three cars roared to life, high beams flashing on. Logan felt a creeping fear deep in his gut. The grey sky above was a pall, swooping flocks of crows, cawing out their eerie cries. Motioning for Becca to remain hidden, he steeled himself and stepped into the alley.
With each step, he felt the fear building, the tinted windows holding unknown terrors. He drew close to the running cars, and when he was just thirty feet away from the lead car, a door on the middle vehicle swung open, and a tall, broad-shouldered man stepped free. He had a cruel face, hard and covered in several days of stubble. His eyes were dark and cruel, and Logan felt his hackles rise as they took him in and dismissed him at a threat in an instant.
"So," the man called. His voice sounded amused, but his eyes were cold and hard, "you're the little shit who killed the Dagmar… put down the blade boy. I'm just here to talk. Your parents are safe, see," he pointed to the house where the dim flickering light of the TV could be seen in the window. "Besides, you're surrounded now."
Logan glanced around and saw dangerous-looking men slip out of bushes and from the front and rear vehicles, moving slowly in a loose ring around him and Becca.
“You’re Kaiser?” Logan asked, his gaze narrow.
"Guilty as charged," the man said with a hard grin, "Don't believe those lies the evil witches told you, boy, I'm just a simple man out to right an ancient wrong."
"Why are you threatening these people?" Logan asked, taking slow deep breaths to calm himself down, his heart racing.
"Threatening?" The man asked, "No, boy, I'm protecting them. You've fallen under the spell of witch magic. You can't trust creatures like that. They will promise you your heart's desire and send you out to die, fighting their battles.
"You and I are the same, boy." The man said his voice passionate and friendly as he turned and looked at the dilapidated house and shook his head, "I know something of your life. I grew up in a broken home as well, an endless string of deadbeats and drug addicts my mom called boyfriend. Who saw me as nothing more than an annoyance, just like these people see you. These witches are the same. They'll use you and the girl up to protect their preciously hoarded power. In the end, you'll be just one more sad young man, promised pussy and sent off to die for a cause you don't even understand. The world has suffered their depredations enough, come, help me put a stop to it."
“What are you talking about?” Logan asked, curious despite himself.
“Aren’t you curious where the magic in our world’s gone? Wonder why the old spells of hearth and home no longer work? Those witches and their coven-kin have locked the Fae away from us all. They horde it for themselves!” His voice twisted into a snarl of bitter anger that gave Logan pause.
“You’re just another in a long line of thralls they’ve tricked into serving them.” He went on, “You’ve fallen sway to their earthly charms and empty promises, boy! They’ll never bed you, no matter what you think. It’s the gift they dangle before men but will never give. What did they say to you, boy? That one of them might be willing to part her legs if you carried their blade into battle?”
“Coven Master,” Logan said, the word popping into his head and slipping free of his lips.
“Impossible! They’ve never loved anything other than themselves and never will. Witches will never bed a man; it would be the end of them!”
“What do you mean, the end of them?” Logan asked.
"Boy, if they were to part their perfect legs for any man, they would become a slave to him. They'd never agree to that. Tell me… did they promise you 'an evening of your dreams' when they handed you that sword? Have they told you where their precious gate is or allowed you to see it? They twist men's minds and hearts with their words, always have, and keep their fae truths to themselves."
“I looked through a mirror,” Logan said, “and saw our reflections in fae… the women could have lied, but that mirror couldn’t have.”
"They showed you a true reflection?" The man asked his voice a hiss of surprise, and as he spoke, a small, slender figure stepped out of the car.
At first, Logan thought it was a girl, but then he saw the large breasts, so unnaturally large and firm for her tiny body, then he saw the black tail, with its barbed tip, and he looked more closely. It was a woman in form, with an adorable little face and red eyes. Her long jet-black hair slicked back, and poking out of her forehead were two small horns.
“What did you see mortal?!” The creature asked its eyes wide and face filled with greedy excitement. “SPEAK!” Its words were a command laced through with a powerful compulsion.
"I saw auras of power and a crown," Logan began speaking against his own will and felt horror as his will was battered aside like nothing. With a snarl, he bit his tongue, tasting blood, but he managed to choke off the words as he fought the compulsion.
“Who wore the crown?” The creature asked in a soft dangerous hiss as it advanced forward.
Logan saw it had cloven hooves instead of feet, and instead of skintight leather clothing as he thought it was wearing, it stood in the nude, it’s skin black and oily. The creature’s compulsion was powerful, and Logan struggled against the desire to speak and felt himself weakening.
“BY THE POWER OF MY MOTHER THE DEMON-QUEEN, I COMMAND THEE TO ANSWER ME! WHO WORE THE CROWN?!”
Logan felt the power within himself shift, and this time he drew upon it without fear. Letting its golden and silver light fill him, it pushed back the demonic compulsion. The demon-princess scrambled back, hissing in fear and anger as Logan began to shine with a dim holy light. Reaching up, he drew the sword from over his shoulder slowly.
Kaiser looked from the demon to Logan, his face confused. He didn't think it was possible to refuse a demon's compulsion and was trying to puzzle out what this human was when the demon suddenly screamed.
"Kill him, you fool! Kill him before he claims his crown!"
Kaiser reacted instantly, the compulsion hitting him hard, wiping out all thought and free will. He leaped forward, ragged nails slashing at the boy's throat. The young man flinched back, the reaction saving his life, but he was still too slow and felt searing pain slash up his face, and he screamed out as half his vision went dark.
His face burned, and hot wet blood streamed down his cheek. Instead of pausing to check his wound, Logan whipped his blade around, driving Kaiser back. Men were pouring out of the cars, and dashing forward down the alley, pulling knives and other weapons faces twisted in the same killing rage as Kaiser's.
Logan fell back, only able to see out of one eye now, as he swung his blade around wildly. The pain was twisting his thoughts, making it hard to concentrate, the clarity he had experiences in battle before, escaping him. A short blade dug into his side as a smaller man darted within his defenses, and Logan felt his end coming.
Then Becca was there, and the small blond girl was a golden goddess as she barreled through the men. Clad in glowing golden armor, she left sizzling flesh wherever her armor met the were-creatures flesh. Screams of surprise and pain erupted from the men, and Becca took the moment of their shock to grab Logan's shoulder, hauling him back down the alley.
Turning, they began to sprint full out.
“NOOOOO!!!!” The demonic scream shook the heavens, as Logan and Becca raced through a warren of apartment buildings, alleyways and houses.
He was in tremendous pain, his face aching, but his heart ached as well. He had no love for his foster parents, they had both been abusive drug addicts, but he had no wish for them to be taken or killed by that monster.
Becca led the way back to the witch's cottage, hopping over fences and cutting across fields to confuse and shake any pursuers. The girl's golden armor faded as they ran, eventually flickering and disappearing entirely.
“How did you make that appear?” Logan asked the girl when they stopped at a corner near Sycamore street, about to make the final dash.
"I don't know," Becca said in honesty, "It appeared when you were attacked, but I think I can summon it again if I need to… It was draining. I'm not sure how long I can keep it going. Logan, your eye…"
He reached up and felt at the wound with delicate fingers, hissing in shock when he felt the three deep gouges taken out of his flesh. His stomach twisting when his fingers came to the empty socket.
"It doesn't matter," he said, pushing down the pain and worry, "we need to get back to the witches… I should have never gone to confront Kaiser. I messed it all up."
"They'll know what to do," Becca reassured him, "Just stay behind me. I'll get you there."
“Thank you,” Logan said, with genuine gratitude, “you saved my life back there.”
“I should be thanking you,” Becca said with a grin, the golden armor once more shimmering into existence, “This is the most excitement I’ve ever had.” She grinned and reached out, touching his shoulder with a final reassuring smile, then they ran full out up the street.
A small pack of men dashed towards them from a parking lot, and Logan raised his sword, pain stabbing through his face, but he managed to acquire that crystalline battle clarity from before.
He didn't need it, though, because Becca launched herself at the men. They were unprepared for the athletic girl, and when she struck the first, his head exploding in a fiery inferno, her fist passing through the space it had occupied, the other men scattering. A spinning kick took a second, digging a charred inferno across the creatures back.
 




Chapter Fourteen
Logan and Becca were through, their legs carrying them into the orchard and across to the cottage. The front door flew open when they passed through the gate, and the two of them stumbled to a halt when they got inside.
“He will give up half the light of the world to save it…" Evelyn intoned, her hands covering her mouth in horror as she looked at Logan, eyes sad. "Oh, my poor Logan… Gwen, get a healing potion, quickly!"
Eris scrambled forward with a clean towel and pressed it against his wound, Evelyn leading him to a chair as the other woman fussed over him. His blood boiled when the woman touched him, and the words Kaiser had spoken, echoed in his mind.
Then Gwen was there, pressing a glass vial to his lips. She tilted it high before he could ask what the milky white substance was, and he couldn't control the spasm that ripped through his body, causing him to jerk in the chair.
"Relax," Evelyn said, "Gwen, Eris, grab his legs!"
She held his shoulders, and the other two pressed down on a leg as his whole body shook violently. His blood was on fire as the potion worked its way through him. It hit his heart, and he gasped loudly, its magic racing along his veins, out to the tips of his fingers and toes and then up. His face began to tingle at first and then burn. He raised a hand to touch the wound, but Gwen stopped him, his body no long shaking quite so violently.
"Just a minute longer, and it's magic will be done. Kaiser is an ancient were-beast. His poison is potent." She said, looking down at him with a gentle smile, "I'm so sorry, Logan, but it couldn't save the eye."
The burning had turned to itching and Logan could only grunt as he looked at Gwen with his remaining good eye. Staring up into her gorgeous face, he glanced to the left and right, seeing Eris and Evelyn with the same matching looks, mixtures of sorrow and love. It was still so foreign to see those emotions directed at him, but in the immediate aftermath of almost dying, he came to a decision.
“Is it possible to cure someone bitten by a were-creature?” Logan asked.
“No,” Gwen said softly, “but a soul doesn’t have to turn. Every being is given a choice in ascension. Death is not guaranteed if they refuse the dark offering, but it often happens, if the person who was bit doesn’t get excellent medical care.
“That man…” Logan said through gritted teach, “Kaiser, said your promises were lies… that you would never take a man to your bed…”
"He seeks to poison your soul as well as your body," Eris said, her voice touched with anger. "Don't believe what that creature says; he would turn you against us."
“Tell us what happened,” Evelyn said, “Everything.”
The itching in his face was calming down, and so he told everything that had happened. When he mentioned the small female creature, the women hissed in surprise.
“A succubus here… then Kaiser is just a pawn,” Evelyn said.
“What’s a succubus?” Becca asked.
“The Demon-Queen had many children both greater and lesser,” Gwen said, “the Succubus are some of her greater spawn. They’re able to travel to this world freely, so long as they have a willing patron. They feed off the sexual energy of mortals, draining men and women of their lives. If a succubus is here, then that means the Demon-Queen herself has a hand in these events.”
"She must know the were-creatures and her succubus can't breach outwards and gain entry," Eris said, her face wearing a worried frown.
“Where is it?” Logan asked, “This gateway to Fae?”
“That’s a secret we’ve never shared,” Evelyn said, her blue eyes serious as she looked at him, “and can’t by ancient covenant… except to our master.”
“And what he said,” Logan pushed on, his voice raw the pain making him bitter, “how many other men have you tricked into doing your bidding and carrying this sword for you? All for the promise of your love?”
"None!" Gwen said fiercely, "Logan, you must believe us, we have never used mortals in such ways. Those are the tactics of vampires and the were-beasts."
"The beast told you what happens to us if we lay with a man,"  Eris said, her voice soft, drawing Logan's eyes to hers and giving his anger pause, "Our souls become bonded to his, and he has absolute power over both our bodies and magic. The only man who could take that place is you, Logan Pendrake."
“But you don’t know me,” Logan said, “how can you offer me such power? How can I believe your words of love?”
"We saw your true self in the reflection," Evelyn said, her smile warm, "but more importantly than that, we've touched you and peered into your soul. We see deep within you Logan Pendrake and everything we see, only makes us love you more."
“And want you more,” Eris said with a sultry smile.
"Logan, please," Gwen said, her voice trembling, "I know you feel these things too."
Logan stood and stepped up to the window, looking out at the grey pall of a sky. He knew what he wanted, but for a kid who had lived his whole life without ever feeling loved, to have so much freely offered, was hard to accept.
He felt a gentle hand rest on his shoulder as Evelyn stood behind him, his blood racing at the touch. Then he felt an arm circle his right arm, Gwen stepping up to his side. His heart swelled at the twin touches, and then as Eris slipped her hand in his left, for the first time, he was in contact with all three witches. His soul was warmed, surrounded by love, feeling almost complete for the first time in his life.
He staggered and turned, eyes wide as he gazed at three matching pairs of blue eyes, in three very different but equally beautiful faces. The surprised and amazed looks on the women's faces told Logan that they, too, felt the soul connection. There was no more debate. All four knew it as they touched, gazing into one another's eyes.
"I think I'll go find something to eat. You kids need some time alone, I think." Becca said with an amused smile. She gave Logan a wink as she stepped out of the room.
“How do you feel?” Gwen asked, reaching up with a hand and running delicate fingers down the side of his face.
"A little itchy," Logan said with a smile, "but much better thanks. I can't imagine it looks good, though."
“It suits you,” Evelyn said with a warm smile, “It looks striking and fierce. Do you want to see?”
She led him over to a small mirror on a wall, Eris and Gwen moving with them. The four seemed unable to let go of each other, their souls unable to part. Logan looked in the mirror and flinched. He had three white scars, parallel tracks running from his scalp down to his cheek. The flesh in his empty eye socket was twisted and puckered. It did look rather striking, though.
"You're dashing my Lord," Gwen said, her voice breathless as she gazed not in the reflection but up at him. He turned to the woman and stared into her blue eyes; he employed the power he had used on Becca and peered into the woman's very soul. What he saw there staggered him.
 




Chapter Fifteen
Three pieces of the same soul, ancient and burdened by great weight and responsibility. Women who felt as their mortal sisters did, desire, and need, but who lived a life of loneliness, comforted for centuries only by one another. Waiting for the Coven Master, their Goddess promised them. Each witch was an aspect of femininity, from gentle nurturing Gwen to brilliant and driven Evelyn, and finally to the fiercely loyal Eris.
They held themselves back now, the desire to devour him evident in their faces and postures, giving him the freedom to choose, just as they had been given long ago. He had made his choice, though, and looking deep into Gwen's gorgeous eyes, he couldn't help but wonder what had taken him so long.
Reaching up with a tentative hand, he cupped her soft round cheek in his palm, and she gasped in pleasure as he drew her face to his. Their lips met gently, tender flesh trembling, then the woman gripped him to her in a fierce embrace, her tongue sliding between his lips, seeking his out — her moan of passion filling the room.
Then Gwen's lips shifted to his neck, her body pressing tight to his side and Eris was there, the gorgeous redhead took her masters face on both her hands and kissed him with wild passion, her perfect body pressing against him, as she ground her waist into the stiffness forming in his pants. Eris kissed down his neck, her nimble fingers joining Gwen as his shirt came undone, the buckle of his belt unlatched.
A firm hand turned his head, and he stared into the beatific smile of Evelyn, her joy plain on her face as she gazed at her Master, their lips met softly in gentle, delicate kisses as he reached out, letting one hand slide down her back and side. The firm swell of her hip pressing into him as he let his hand grip her perfect ass cheek.
As the new lovers staggered into the bedroom and tumbled onto the large bed, giggling and blushing as they drew off each other’s clothing, the skies overhead rumbled. The grey clouds roiled, thunder booming above the cottage. The natural world held its breath, as for the first time in the history of man, Witches, those mysterious caretakers of the earth, had their fields watered and planted, binding their souls to the king who had been promised.
Eris pushed Logan back onto the bed, as Gwen dragged his pants off. The woman sat up and looked at her sisters, the three women sharing excited grins, something profound passing between them. Then as one, they looked down at Logan, who stared up at their gorgeous faces with a wide smile.
Three pairs of hands rose to blouses and began unbuttoning them. Slowly and seductively, they parted the soft fabric, smooth pale flesh almost glowing in the dim evening light. Each woman wore a matching style of lacy bra, each in a different color. They unhooked the back and let the material slid slowly down their arms.
Logan’s breath caught when he saw the three of them topless, each now wearing only a loose, soft cotton skirt. Three pairs of massive breasts, each capped in puffy pink nipples, Gwen’s inverted, Eris’s large and Evelyn’s small.
“We offer you our bodies,” Gwen said, drawing off her skirt, blushing as she revealed her body to a man for the first time. Laying along his side and pulling one of his hands to her lips, kissing the fingers gently.
“We offer you our souls and bodies ripe and ready for your seed,” Eris said.
The red-haired witch wasn't blushing. She was preening under Logan's regard, loving how beautiful and sexy she felt whenever he looked at her. She stripped and pressed herself to his other side, drawing his other hand to her mouth and sucking on one finger, her eyes wicked as her tongue played along the tip. Logan shuddered in desire when he saw the wicked promise of future delights that she held in her eyes.
"Goddess, Witness!" Evelyn intoned, her eyes wide with joy as she gazed down at Logan.
Her naked slender legs slid to either side of his thighs, and he looked down, seeing her bare sex, as it slid along the length of his stiff cock. Dark wet hair parted around the thick head, as he felt himself throbbing with need.
The tip of his cock pressed between soft wet lips, and he felt both of his hands drawn down between matching pairs of slender legs. His fingers sliding into tiny wet openings trimmed in golden blond and fiery red.
Logan's eyes were entranced by Evelyn as she slowly sank onto his stiffness. He felt a firm barrier stop him, both questing fingers finding the same on Eris and Gwen. His soul sang within him, and he felt that power that he had feared to touch bloom within, good, golden, and pure.
“With this, we thee wed!” The women all intoned at the same time, their virgin barriers all broken at the same instant.
All three cried out in ecstasy as their bodies exploded in pleasure, Logan’s skin glowing golden. Eris and Gwen collapsed to the mattress, clutching his arms, bodies weak. Evelyn shuddered above him, her massive breasts shaking, eyes squeezed shut.
“Amazing,” the woman panted eyes opening slowly and meeting Logan’s, “it was better than I dreamed.”
Logan growled in desire, the flame of his passion having only just been lit, and now it roared to life. Fae magic tingled his flesh, the room pregnant with the otherworldly powers. Faint wisps of power bled off his skin, sparking in the air, little emanations of energy that he was oblivious to.
Drawing his hands up her firm thighs, he pulled Evelyn beneath him, pressing her body between her sister witches. His hands slid up her perfect body, cock throbbing as he pulled out of her tight confines until just the head was nestled in her, and then drove back in with a firm thrust.
"Goddess!" Evelyn cried, "Oh, mmmhmmm….. ohh mhmm, my lord… take me!"
The feel of her smooth, firm skin and heavenly curves beneath him, was only more fuel for his lust. He took the raven-haired beauty with powerful thrusts, her body shuddering beneath him as she orgasmed unceasingly.
Then firm hands were drawing him to the side, and he was on his back once more, Eris mounting him with a hungry smile. Her hips tried to thrust down and take the whole of him in one go, but she was far too tight, and he had to work himself into her deeper and deeper with each thrust. His hands on her firm hips, her soft breasts pressed squished between their bodies.
“I never dreamed…” The woman moaned as he fucked her with long slow strokes, “Oh goddess… thank you… my lord… so good… ohhh…. Mhmm… OHH!!!”
Logan had barely bottomed out in the tight red pussy when it fluttered and trembled on his cock, and her walls began milking him. Eris clutched the back of his head, feeding him one large pink nipple. Her face was flush, eyes rolling back in her head as she came over and over again.
Gwen drew him from beneath a trembling and shuddering Eris and pulled him between her slender legs. Her massive pale breasts were pressed together as she held onto his hips, guiding him into her hot tight confines with tender slowness.
"Oh, my lord is sooo big… mhmm… thank you, goddess!"
Her lips were on his, hands making delicate patterns on the skin of his back as her legs spread wide, giving him full access to her. Logan was beyond his limits, some magic having staved off his orgasm till now. As he felt Gwen's body tense in bliss, her scream of pleasure ripping past their kissing lips, his own massive orgasm rolled through him. He was shuddering, almost sobbing as he unloaded his cum deep in the golden-haired woman’s womb.
As the sun set, a fell force gathered outside the witch's den. Above their heads, a storm raged, lightning dancing through the sky, wind, rain, and hail driving down into the earth below.
Within the den, a king acquired three witches, binding them in ancient magics to his will and soul. One furrow planted, but two more remained dry and hungry. Gwen's sisters pressed their lord back into the mattress, the two took their time, exploring their master's staff with fingers, tongues, and lips. In no time at all, he was raging hard, and Eris climbed astride him.
Her flowing red locks danced as she rode him, a woman free as a mustang on the plains. Logan drank in the sight of her, and it only enhanced her pleasure. He filled her tight confines with a load of cum several minutes later, the woman coated in a sheen of sweat, throat ragged from her screams of pleasure. Then she joined her sister Gwen in slumber. Their lords spell doing its work upon their bodies.
Evelyn took particular delight in having her master all to herself. She spent long minutes with him in her mouth, loving the feel of his softness growing and hardening under her ministrations. As she knelt, bending down over him as if in prayer, his little moans of pleasure filled her with joy, and she knew this was her calling, servicing this beautiful and powerful young man. Her eyes were dancing with delight as she watched his face. Taking special note of each thing she did that caused pleasure for her lord.
Finally, Logan could take no more, the sight of her worshipping him so lovingly, her gorgeous face bright with pleasure, was so hot he needed to be in her. She giggled in joy as he turned her around, face pressed to the pillows beside her sisters, hips bent. He slid into her from behind and found a new joy: the sight of the witch’s perfect ass rolling with his every thrust.
"Fill me, Logan!" Evelyn begged, in a throaty moan, "Heaven… it's heaven… oh, Goddess!"
His cock throbbed again and again, and after long minutes of passionate lovemaking, he came deep in the raven-haired beauties womb. The witch collapsed beside her sisters. Three women from different mothers but sharing the same soul. Each more beautiful than Logan had dreamed a woman could ever be. For the first time in his life, he felt safe and loved. He grinned, promising himself that he'd do whatever it took to keep them safe.
 




Chapter Sixteen
A knock came at the door, and Becca peeked her head in, her eyes widened along with her grin when she saw three perfect bare asses on the bed. Then her face turned grim when she looked at Logan.
“You better get them up and come see what’s gathering outside,” she said, tone matching her face.
“We’re up,” muttered Gwen, shifting and sitting up, a slow smile on her face, “Now let’s deal with these were-beasts so we can get back to bed!”
“There are hundreds out there,” Becca said, her voice fearful.
"Hundreds or thousands," Evelyn said, sitting up, pushing her dark locks out of her face, "There isn't a were-beast alive that can breach our den's wardings."
"That succubus will have no success either," Eris said, her eyes traveling the length of Logan as he pulled on his pants, "Mmm, my lord, perhaps you would like to come back to bed… I'd like to try that position you had Evelyn in last. I've always thought it looked… exciting."
“Let’s deal with the Kaiser,” Evelyn began, but then her amused smile twisted in fear, her she glanced out the window.
“She’s returned Eve,” Eris said, her voice quavering, arms clutching her sisters close, “She’s in league with the Demon Queen!”
"Quick, refresh the Wards!" Evelyn said, leaping to her feet and throwing on her purple dress and dashing out the room to the front of the cottage.
“I got it!” Eris called, throwing on her green dress and running to the back of the cottage.
Gwen got dressed hurriedly, her face a stricken mask. Logan and Becca looked to one another confused, neither could sense anything amiss.
"Gwen, what's going on?" Becca asked, "I don't see anything outside, but mist, who's arrived?"
"An ancient and powerful creature… we didn't she still existed, or if she ever did… she just tore throughout warding's as if they were paper. If she were to cross the threshold… I'm so sorry. I fear we've brought you both to your doom!"
“Gwen!” Logan snapped, shocking the woman out of her hysteria, “Tell us clearly, who is she?”
"The queen of vampires certainly, a demon possibly, and a friend to no one, ever. She was here the first night when Gwen was attacked, prowling around in the night. Let us deal with Moran'D'Dreth. If nothing else, we can buy you time to flee… although if the gate falls to Moran'D'Dreth, then the demons will be through soon after. I'm not sure there will be a safe place to hide in the world then."
"Mora?" Logan asked, a little smile on his lips. Taking up his sword, he strode for the front door.
Evelyn was even now inscribing a symbol above the doorframe with blood from the tip of her finger. She glanced back when Logan came striding up and held out her hands, imploring him to stop.
"You can't go out there, Logan, please! She can breach the outer wards easily, but we can keep her out of the cottage itself, but only if the warding's stay unbreeched!"
Logan stopped and regarded the raven-haired woman for a long moment, glancing at Gwen, Eris, and Becca and then back.
"Finish the warding's when I step out. If Mora comes at us with all her strength, along with the succubus and hundreds of were-beasts, can we hope to hold out?"
“No,” Evelyn said, “but it’s possible we could escape with the gate.”
The woman held up her left hand, turning it in the moonlight, a ring appeared on her middle finger invisible in any other light but that of the moons. It had an odd arc of purple gemstone standing out from a platinum band. Gwen and Eris held up matching rings, and Logan realized that each arc of gemstone was one-third of a completed circle.
“Do you trust me?” Logan asked, staring deep into Evelyn’s eyes, but asking all of them.
“Yes,” the three women said immediately, their voices firm.
He turned to look at Becca, and she crossed her arms.
“I don’t trust you to keep yourself safe, so no. You aren’t going out that door without me at your side.”
He grinned back at her and nodded. Eris started and muttering to herself, moved over to a closet, Logan watched curiously and then smiled wide when the woman came out with a giant six-foot-tall double-bladed battle-ax.
“I think this is the only edged weapon we have,” she said with a shrug of apology as she handed it to a grateful Becca.
“It’ll do,” the girl said, running a thumb along the razor-sharp edge, smiling in satisfaction at the sound the metal made.
"Took it off one of the last mountain trolls three centuries ago," Eris said with a little smile, "all it's done since then is chop wood. Still sharp as ever, though."
"Wait here," Logan said, "Use your judgment if you see a fight starting but be ready in case we have to retreat inside."
He took a moment and pulled each witch into a firm embrace, kissing them thoroughly, and leaving them panting heavily. Becca smirked at the gawping witches' faces and slapped Gwen's ass as she followed Logan through the door, winking at the witch as she passed her.
Logan paused just outside the door, thick mists swirling just outside the gate. He could just make out the large form of Kaiser, and the tiny little succubus standing next to the were-wolf king, whispering in his ears.
"You should have run, boy!" Kaiser called when he saw him, "I'll do to your throat what I did to that eye, just invite me past the threshold…" His grin was cruel, as he sucked on the jagged nails that had torn out Logan's eye.
The power within roiled along with his anger, but Logan ignored them both. He stepped out onto the garden path and scanned the mists. Becca stopping a half-step behind him, giant battle-ax resting in her hands.
“You have no chance of breaching our defenses on your own,” Logan said finally, his voice cold and calm, “You and your pet demon have enlisted the aid of another.”
"Our?" Kaiser called in derision, "You're still believing their empty promises, boy?"
Logan held up his left hand, there on the ring finger, all stared at three rings tattooed into the flesh, one golden, one black, and the other fire red.
“Impossible!” Kaiser cried, eyes wide with disbelief.
The succubus slipped out of the mists to the were-kings side, hissing in anger and stalking side to side.
"You?" Kaiser cried in a rage of jealousy, "Some peasant from nowhere? I will kill you, boy, and rape those miserable cunts on your corpse!"
"You're a nuisance," Logan said dismissively, "and you'll be dealt with soon, but I want to talk to the real power here."
The were-king was about to scream something else, but he cut off at a sharp command from the succubus.
“You wish to meet the real power here, fool?! Very well then, Moran’D’Dreth, I summon you! Honor your pact with the Demon-Queen and kill this dog!”
A chill fell on the area, the mists swirled and billowed, revealing a beautiful figure stepping free of clinging tendrils of the thick magical vapor. Striding up was the beautifully-dark woman in her long black duster, almond-shaped eyes smiling as they took Logan in from head to toe.
“Greetings again, young Logan,” The woman said, her musical voice carrying through the mists’ like she was standing right in front of him.
"Hello, Mora," Logan said with a smile.
 




Chapter Seventeen
“You know this fool?!” The succubus asked, her tone amused.
"Yes," Moran'D'Dreth said, biting her bottom lip and looking Logan up and down with a decidedly pleased expression, "Although I must say, you've certainly come into your own Logan, since last we met… why the aura's hovering around you are practically blinding and still growing, many more still hidden… mmm, tasty."
Three nearly identical gasps sounded from the cottage doorway. Logan didn't bother to turn around. He knew he would see shocked expressions on his witches' faces. He ignored them and kept his eyes on Mora, trying to read the woman, or whatever she was.
“The demon spoke of a pact,” Logan said, “You’re part of this plan then, to open the gates between Fae and our world?”
"There's no pact," Mora said, waving off the notion, "Calliopes offered me a favor if I aided her daughter in this gambit. Truth be told, I would rather the gate stay closed, I enjoy having this world to myself. But the gate will be opened either tonight or another soon. The prophecy is clear. Besides, it's unnatural to keep the worlds separated forever. My sister knows the truth of this."
“You’re sister?” Logan asked.
"You met her last night," Mora said with an amused smile.
“Why aren’t you killing the stupid man?!” Screamed the succubus, stamping her little hoof into the ground, “Do as you were bid and open the way, if you have not the will, then I-!”
One instant, Moran'D'Dreth, Queen of the Vampires, sister to a goddess, was standing there with a slightly annoyed look on her face, and the next, there was a loud crack! Then she was standing right next to the succubus’s tumbling body. She held the demons pretty little head up by its horns, black blood pouring from the stump of its neck into her open mouth. It spilled down her chin as she drank it hungrily. The succubi’s corpse stuck the ground and Moran’D’Dreth threw the skull down beside it, the black blood fading into her pale white skin.
“I tried to warn the girl that we were friends… I guess she doesn’t learn.” The vampire queen said, licking one finger clean delicately.
“Mistress?” Kaiser said softly, suddenly wary of the creature who now stood beside him.
“My quarrel is not with you, dog,” the woman said as if she were talking to a servant, “I just decided I’d rather have a favor from the young King over there than one from that sour-puss Demon Queen.”
"It's true?" The words were strangled coming out of the man, and he turned wide disbelieving eyes to Logan, then they fell to the witches behind, an ache of loss stealing over his face before it purpled with rage.
“Remember Logan Pendrake, my friend,” Mora said, fading back into the mists with a mocking laugh, “I chose not to help them kill you and your little playthings… you owe me a favor…”
"Thanks, Mora!" Logan called, a smile stealing over his face as the world acquired the now-familiar crystalline clarity. He reached over his shoulder and ripped free his sword, "Favor acknowledged."
He said the last as a mutter, but Mora heard him. One second the world was blanketed in dense mist, enchanting the minds of the were-beasts. The next instant, it was gone, and hundreds of transformed creatures found themselves stumbling around an orchard, having forgotten how they got there, or what it was they'd come to do.
Everything happened at once. Logan dashed forward, his blade leading the way as he crossed the threshold of the witch's den, charging straight at Kaiser. On the young man's heels, Becca raced, turning to the right with a grin of glee as she swept the double-bladed ax in a wide arc, cleaving through three beasts in the single attack.
Eris summoned her powers and wove curses in the air, hurling them into the midst of disoriented were-beasts, stunning them. Gwen whispered on the wind, filling the air with her enchanting words, turning beast on beast as their confused minds saw enemies everywhere. All the while, Evelyn worked her power into the wild garden she had cultivated, reaching deep roots out and up. Thick tendrils of tree root sprang from the orchards surface, wrapping around limbs and dragging their victims down and down into the soft soil. Dozens of screams choking off as the cold earth closed slowly over their scrambling limbs and heads, the roots feasting on their flesh and blood.
The power within Logan sang with purpose. His enemy was better, faster, and stronger, just like Logan was now, and had centuries to grow used to his powers. Kaiser had risen to be a king amongst the beasts and had known plenty of challenges. The one thing he had never faced was an opponent so righteous and confident of his victory.
Golden holy plate shimmered into being as Logan's faith matched his purpose, and he laughed in delight as he waded into combat with Kaiser. Kaiser shifted as he fought, his form blurring between beast and man as he lashed out with terrible power. Each powerful blow struck only Logan's armor, though, and Kaiser screamed his frustration.
"I should have ripped your parent's throats out!" The man screamed, his clawed hands raking across an armored breastplate.
Logan saw his chance, then, stepping forward, he wrapped one arm around the powerful man. Kaiser twisted in his grip like an eel, sliding free and raking a claw once more across his face and neck. That was the moment Logan had been waiting for. He had dropped the point of his sword and turned, releasing Kaiser, his blade passing clean through the beast's arm.
Kaiser snarled in shock and reeled back. Logan's killing blow descended, but the wily man shoved his stump into Logan's face, blood spraying. Logan reeled back and shook the blood free of helm and eyes, and when he looked again, Kaiser was racing away, calling for a retreat to those few dozen or so were-beasts who still lived. The beasts and men fled off after their king and Logan let them go, panting as the adrenaline still coursed through his body.
Looking around, Logan found a sobering sight. He had been wrapped up in his fight with Kaiser and failed to notice what the witches and Becca had done. Now he was witness to their terrible powers. All around the field brutally cleaved bodies leaked fluids, the beast had slain beast their mortal bodies showing the evidence as terrible bites and claw marks. Throughout the orchard, there were now strange little mounds of shifting dirt.
Logan searched out his witches, seeing their eyes seeking for him too. They were all safe; he was happy to see. Gwen was first to his side, and Eris a half step behind, while Evelyn tried to set a more measured pace, but in the end, she too sprinted. All three women were wrapping their lord in a hug.
The fae warps the minds of mortals, helping them forget the affairs of the Ascended. There was still a lot of work to take care of that night before the world woke once more. Logan and the witches hunted down his foster parents and all the others who had been bitten, Gwen healing them and Eris cleansing their minds of injury.
Becca checked on her parents and found them safe and unharmed. Once Logan was confident Simon was safe and in bed reading one of his books, he trekked back to the witch's cottage with a duffle bag filled with his worldly possessions.
Evelyn had warned him that their quest wasn't complete until the elven side of the portal was safe as well. Either way, he never planned to spend another night in his old foster home, and it was with a broad smile that he walked back to the cottage. He was heading to a welcoming home for the first time in his life, and the adventure was just beginning. The orchard was cleaned of bodies, the soil, and roots of the ancient fruit trees drinking deep of their enemies' blood.
As he drew close to the cottage, three women of unearthly beauty and power came out to welcome him, and his heart was filled with their love. Standing on their home's threshold was his old crush, her eyes filled with pride and joy as she stared at him. Logan was no longer alone, but he was also no longer the carefree boy he had been. Great purpose lay ahead.
He tried not to think of these things as he let the women pull him into the house and draw him to the back bedroom. He would enjoy the evening, for, on the morrow, they would travel through the portal to the world of Fae and would be facing an even greater threat there.
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