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      Logan had spent a little over a week in his new bedroom. The latest in a long string of temporary rooms. Only here he’d found the private space to be a refuge like he’d rarely known.

      Each night he slept like a babe, surrounded by Fae wards and the quiet of Sycamore Lane. The first night back from his adventure north with Becca, he struggled to find sleep and when he finally did, his dreams, plagued by haunting visions until a dream so vivid it seemed real swallowed him up, and he tipped back into darkness.

      

      Logan rushed through emptiness in the way of dreams. When he halted, a strange and lurid image was painted before him. The first thing he noticed were the colors. Everything was so much brighter and more vivid than anything he’d seen before. As though every color had been viewed through a dull filter.

      It was the sounds that shook Logan out of his reverie, and he turned his eye upon an unfolding scene. A wide room, ringed in columns and at one end a tall dais, with a large bone-white chunk of rock sitting on its surface. The white rock looked almost like the base of a throne, but the rest had been broken away and was missing. Beneath the dais sat a throne so large and ornately worked that it was hard to even notice the chunk of rock set up above and behind the throne.

      A tall, slender creature occupied the throne. Her face obscured, smudged as though an artist had rubbed their thumb over fresh paint, smearing it. The many who knelt before the seated woman had smudged faces as well. Their figures were slender and hard, covered from head to foot in glittering white plate and mail, silver blades set before them, hilts pointed towards the seated woman.

      “You will seek this usurper whose stolen our king’s crown and return it to these halls…” the woman’s voice seethed with anger.

      “Yes, my Queen!” The knights intoned as one, the zeal in the chorus of voices unnerving Logan.

      “We will abide the slights and dishonors of lesser races no longer!” The Queen raised a fist, face triumphant.

      A cheer erupted from a gathering somewhere behind Logan, but he couldn’t seem to turn his head, only the eye. Something seemed off about his eyes, and the fact he could only see out of the one. There was something he should remember about that…

      “He has wizards with him,” came an oddly familiar voice, deep within the shadows of the columns. I couldn’t make out the figure, nothing more than a dark smudge with another silver one beside it.

      “Impossible.” Said the tallest knight, in a smooth, cultured voice, “Certainly not on Darkside.”

      “He speaks truth,” the silver smudge intoned, the sounds strangely musical, “At least two touched upon the Earth Source, perhaps three…”

      “Is this your Black Dragon, then? The threat you claim will destroy us?” The Queen asked. It was a voice used to command, but with a hint of tremor in it now.

      “He’s the devil himself,” spit the dark smudge. The voice tugged at Logan’s memory once more, and he wished the man with a tremor would speak again because he felt so close to remembering him.

      “You’ve heard our guest,” the Queen said, once more addressing the assembled knights, “and you have your orders. Bring me this Logan Pendrake’s head on a pike!”

      The knights leaped to their feet, raising shining blades and joining in with the great cheer from the crowds behind Logan. The odd dream, blinked once, twice, then faded into nothing as he woke with a start, sitting up on his narrow bed and blinking rapidly.

      Sweat beaded his skin, leaving his pillow and sheets damp, and his palms were clammy. Reaching up, he cupped a hand over the throbbing eye in his skull and tried not to think about why it was hurting. In his dream he’d been looking out of a single eye, but he couldn’t be sure which it had been.

      Getting up quickly, he pulled on a pair of running shorts and threw on a shirt. Stepping out of his room, he smelled the rich nutty aroma of coffee and followed it into the kitchen. There he found Gwen, sitting and reading over a pile of papers with a red pen.

      The sight of his gorgeous blonde professor always sent a little shock through his system, the same when he saw her red or black-haired coven sisters. The women possessed beauty and charms so far above the normal as to seem almost magical. Gwen sat in a baby blue robe of sheer silk; the edges trimmed in fluffy white fur. Beneath it, she wore a soft and short nightgown that did nothing to mask the massive roundness of her breasts, nor the long slender legs crossed beneath the table.

      “Morning,” Gwen said, looking up from her work and smiling, but eyes crinkled in concern, “how are you doing today?”

      “I’m… ok,” Logan said, pulling down a bowl and cup as he dug a spoon out of a drawer, “Becca was still here when I crashed, did she go home?”

      “She took Meryl with her,” Gwen said, a hint of asperity in her tone when she mentioned the elf, “The less we’re forced to deal with that one, the better we’ll all be.”

      “Meryl’s not that bad,” Logan said as he poured some cereal and milk, “she’s all bark.”

      “She most certainly is not,” Gwen said, “talk to Evelyn about your little Dark Elf pet Wizard… Ess… mhphm!”

      “I already plan to,” Logan said, causing Gwen to look up at his tone.

      “You’ve… changed,” she tilted her head, taking him in from head to toe before her thick lips quirking in a grin and she nodded in approval. “Your quest with Becca did more than put a hat on your head.”

      “It’s just a piece of metal,” Logan said, reaching up and touching the iron circlet before forcing it to disappear with a mental command. Gwen raised an eyebrow as if to say, you just made that ‘piece of metal’ disappear with a thought…

      “Ok, it’s obviously more than that,” he said with a shrug, setting down his bowl and cup of coffee before taking a seat, “but for now that’s all it is to me. When I put it on, I thought Becca and I were going to die,” he raised a hand to cut Gwen off when she opened her mouth to speak, “I accept responsibility for what I’ve done, whatever that may be, and I see how terrible it would be if power fell into the wrong hands. I also can’t deny the magic.”

      “To do so would have grave consequences. But this human magic… it’s dangerous, Logan. Terribly dangerous.”

      “So, I’ve learned,” Logan said in between scoops of cereal into his mouth, “but most tools can be dangerous. You’re going to have to get over your prejudice against working Earth Magic. Once I begin training Evelyn, assuming she won’t take instruction from Meryl, there will be another wizard in the house. Or a wizard witch?”

      “What are you talking about?”

      It was Logan’s turn to tilt his head and as realization dawned a shocked look overtook his face.

      “You don’t know…” standing quickly, he moved around the table, Gwen looking at him in shock.

      “Logan, what are you doing? Stop it this insta..ooooohhhhhhh what in the Goddesses…”

      The young man reached out, slipping a hand between her massive cleavage and touching a fingertip to her chest. That sliver of power he’d unleashed within her during the bonding was still there, as it had been in each of the others. A silver shimmer extended out from Gwen’s skin, raising the hairs on the back of his arm as he pulled it back.

      “It’s been there since you and the others were… you know,” comfortable with the situation he might be, but Logan still tried holding to some propriety. “I didn’t notice till I… bonded Meryl. She got a gift… or a talent… maybe a new power? I can feel the echo of it in each of you, but I don’t know for certain how it manifests.”

      “How can this be?” Gwen asked.

      “You’ve seen it manifested in Becca. She had no magic to rely upon or access before she ascended in your classroom. I thought Evelyn knew, or guessed, and has been searching it out on her own. I felt her tapping into the Earth Magic back at the cemetery, weak but,” déjà vu hit and reminded Logan of the dream. That silver smudge had mentioned a possible third.

      “Gwen,” he asked suddenly, “do you know anything about dreams? I had the most vivid dream last night. Could it have been a vision? Or maybe something that happened in Fae?”

      “Dreams?” She asked, shaking her head in confusion and staring at her glowing hand, “That’s what this is… dear Goddess… I thought maybe it really was a miracle…”

      “What are you talking about?” Logan asked.

      “Last week I helped in a special needs class that meets on campus. I was teaching this nice young woman how to read when there was a silver flash of… something… it wasn’t Fae magic, I was sure of that and convinced myself I’d imagined it. When the girl could speak and walk the next day, no longer needing the chair she’d been in her entire life… they called it a church miracle.”

      Looking up into Logan’s face, her eyes took on a determined cast. Alarmed by the intensity of her sudden stare, he almost flinched away when she reached out to take his hand. The silver glow emanating from hers, felt so wonderful and soothing that his anxiety melted away.

      Euphoria, unlike anything he’d experienced before, swept through Logan and a stupid grin worked its way onto his face. The spoon tumbled from his hand, clattering on the table as he sagged into the chair, muscles all relaxed.

      Gwen felt the tiny pool of energy she could now access, sweep out and rush through her young lord. The moment the power was free of her control, she realized what a terrible error she’d made. With a cry she gripped his hand in both hers, trying to will the power to cease its healing but unable to stop the mindless magic.

      The power within was what she knew it must be: healing. She’d unleashed it without removing the odd golden eye the Dark Elf had given him and it ran wild, healing every injury it found. Old scars from boyhood faded, the shiny white tissue reverting to smooth natural flesh. She could even feel small alignment issues in tendons and ligaments, caused from beatings as a child and sports injuries, healing.

      The strange golden eye, her magic read as a transplanted organ. In a flurry of power, it ripped free a series of enchantments that had been woven around the eye. Some to keep it from being rejected by the body and others of a more nefarious purpose Gwen couldn’t begin to fathom, both Fae and Earth Magic. Scar tissue around the wound and eye disappeared and nerves reknit, but the witch could still feel powerful magic within its golden depths.

      The tiny muscles of Logan’s face relaxed for the first time in more than a week, as the pain faded, and Gwen thanked the goddess for the blessing. Less than a heartbeat had passed since she’d unleashed the power, and now she wondered if she’d had enough time after all to pull the magical organ free, and simply hesitated.

      “What’s done is done,” she muttered to herself as she moved around the table to check on his vitals.

      Logan was already coming around by the time she pressed her fingers to his neck. Blinking up at her, he frowned at the mundane method, about to ask what had just happened when he realized how wonderful he felt. The most obvious change was the absence of the deep ache he’d grown used to in his face. Blinking, it felt like he had his old eye back, although shadows were still oddly bright.

      Sitting up slowly, he stared at his hands as he slowly raised his arms before his face. Flexing the fingers, he grinned when the two fingers crushed as a boy didn’t click painfully as they always had. In fact, he felt brimming with life and energy all of a sudden.

      “This is amazing,” Logan said with a wide grin, “you can heal?”

      “Looks like it,” Gwen said with a fragile smile. “About your eye…”

      “It’s still golden?” Logan asked, surprised to see the beautiful witch’s face crumple in shame before she fell at his feet, “What’s the matter?” He asked, “This is perfect!”

      “I should have removed it.”

      “No,” Logan said, shaking his head and gathering her hands in his, “the Fates took my eye and gave me another. You said it can be real,” he patted her hand and tapped the side of his head beside the eye that seemed to gather in the light, glowing faintly in the kitchens darkness, an odd pair beside the natural bright blue, “It feels, deep down, that if you’d removed the eye, it would be spitting on a gift of Fate.”

      “There’s too much happening, Logan,” Gwen said, “I can’t even keep track of half of it, and now you and Becca are traveling to Fae with the Dark Elf? I wish we could be with you, more than anything.”

      “I know,” Logan said, patting her hand and reaching out to cup one soft pale cheek, “I wish you didn’t have to stay here and guard this side. I missed you the past couple days, all three of you… more than I thought possible.”

      “You did?” Gwen asked, and when he nodded, she let a small smile work its way onto her face, “Well, I suppose that’ll have to do.” Standing, she reached out and let her fingers trail down the side of his face, “Mind you get your classes sorted out early, you promised to be home for supper tonight.”

      “I will be,” Logan said, grimacing sourly at the reminder of his errands for the day, “I also have to stop by Simon’s for a bit, he’ll be dropping off my assignments and taking notes for me.”

      “He’s a good friend,” she said, moving around the kitchen and cleaning up, “Do you think his mother will be home today?”

      “I do,” Logan said, pausing at the door at the strange tone in the blonde witch’s voice.

      “Perfect,” Gwen said, stepping near the back door where her purse hung and drawing out a thick manilla envelope, “Do you think you could give this to Dawn?”

      “Sure,” Logan said, a puzzled look on his face as he took the heavy sealed envelope, “what is it?”

      “She called the office while you two were north and we got to chatting about Simon and all sorts of things. Turns out she is a part-time history buff with a passion for ancestry and I was able to dig up a few things for her.”

      From the secretive smile playing across her lips, Logan knew she wasn’t telling him everything and when the witches’ wanted to keep something hidden, no amount of asking or prying would get the answer out of them.

      Before he could step away, he felt a warm hand on his shoulder as Gwen turned him, somehow moving across the room in a heartbeat without sound. Logan had grown used to odd things like that happening around the witches, especially in their cottage.

      “Thank you,” she said, “it’s too small a thing for this gift you gave me… You have no idea… You’re going to tell them?”

      “I thought I should,” Logan said, with an embarrassed shrug, “doesn’t seem like something I should wait on.”

      “I agree,” Gwen said, “and we’ll speak more on it tonight. Perhaps we can divine a purpose to the power’s you’ve given us and the different… flavors they seem to take.”

      Logan nodded and walked down the hall, pausing to slip the envelope in his backpack before heading back to find Evelyn and Eris. As usual, the pair were in the study. The raven-haired beauty sat in her reading chair, scanning a large tome open in her lap, long red nail racing back and forth across the page, as she hunted through passages between lacquered illustrations. Her sister stood in the corner where a high workbench extended to either side of her, covered in beakers, bubbling pots and swirling spigots of all sorts.

      He opened his mouth to greet the women, but Eris let out a frustrated growl and threw a small glass vial down on the floor before tugging at her curly red locks and beginning to pace, muttering to herself as she did. Evelyn held up a finger over her lips and set the tome aside. Rising smoothly, she swept across the study and steered Logan out of the room hurriedly.
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      “Best if you’re not here for her tests,” Evelyn said, her rich voice soothing. “Eris never liked riddles and your blood’s posing quite the challenge. Who knows what could happen if the wrong fumes hit you?” Her eyes twinkled, remembering the last time I’d taken one of their potions around her.

      “You’re right,” Logan said, swallowing hard, “That could be bad. It’s good I have you alone, there’s something I wanted to speak with you about.”

      “I wanted to speak with you as well,” Evelyn said, her tone turning serious. “The magic of this realm is incredibly complex and esoteric, not to mention dangerous if used improperly. Ancient wizards would study a spell for years, sometimes even decades before they felt confident to cast it, and these were masters of their art.”

      “I know,” Logan said in agreement, “Trust me, I know. It took weeks to learn the simplest charm spell, and it still won’t work properly. The beauty is once we learn a spell, we can’t forget it.”

      “If we could find another practitioner, I’d be happier with anyone else training you.”

      “Meryl says she’s the only one on this side of the Cauldron, or she was. Now there are three.”

      “Three?” Evelyn asked, the faintest trace of jealousy edging her voice, “Has another mortal manifested the talent? Is it Becca? If so… the poor girl. The Art has been a study of mine for centuries. It requires intense and prolonged focus on esoteric ideas and philosophies…”

      The raven-haired witch’s eyebrow rose as her Lord held a hand up between them, a single finger extended. The fingertip pulsed with an invisible force, something she could feel with the edges of her mind.

      “Place your finger against mine,” Logan said, ordering his mind as Meryl had instructed for the passing of thoughts.

      Evelyn set one slender finger against her Lord’s and gasped in shock when his thoughts filled her mind.

      “It’s been here since we bonded,” Logan’s thoughts were like a bull barreling through her mind, his touch indelicate but effective, “You must have felt the schools about you… during the battle last night?”

      “I felt…” The words dried on her lips, thoughts taking over as Logan’s powerful mind guided her, “I thought I must be mistaken… Eris and Gwen noticed nothing… How is this connection possible?”

      “This is the Wizard Bond,” Logan thought to her, “when I’m stronger we should be able to keep the connection active without contact and even over vast distances. It’s how I’ll begin instructing you as a Wizard. Or is it Wizardess?”

      “I don’t understand,” Evelyn thought. She did, but she wasn’t ready to believe yet.

      “I can show you the threads, Abjuration, Conjuration, Evocation… all of those you know, but can’t recognize. Meryl can teach you much more than I can, and we’ll probably have to study with her together. I do know how to create that Void outside of time.”

      Evelyn’s mind was full of questions, but instead of letting her ask them, he reached out with both hands and drew in threads of power. If not for their mental connection she wouldn’t have felt the flows he wove around them, but those bright blue eyes widened when she felt her first real touch of the School of Enchantment.

      “Which school?” She asked, her brilliant mind having studied all she could find on the Art.

      “This is Enchantment,” Logan said, letting the flavor and feel of it fill her mind, “And this is Divination.”

      Logan pulled in a weaker flow, threadbare and wavering and difficult to control. Evelyn drew in a sharp breath and nodded quickly, mind spinning faster than any Logan had sensed before.

      “Go back to Enchantment,” she said, not quite a request.

      He released Divination, finding the power stuck to his mental grip, hard to grab and harder to release. Drawing in the easiest flow to access, and one of the most complex, if Meryl was to be believed, he let it wrap around the pair of them. Filling the hall with invisible power.

      “Esllio Dendo!” The witch’s free hand scribed a quick glyph in the air, her words ripping the magic out of his grip and sending it through the glyph, activating the spell.

      “Eve!” Logan said in surprise, breaking the contact when he hopped away from the flash of magic, “What the fuck!”

      “Relax,” she said, eyes bright as she watched the simple enchantment swirling in the air before her feet, “Dear Goddess it’s true…” she stared at the two-foot tall whirlwind she’d made in awe, watching it swirl around and around. “I can still feel the magic.”

      She looked up, her smile a twin to Gwen’s when she’d learned she could heal. So much emotion clouded her features, eyes growing misty that Logan shuffled uncomfortably. Nodding at the small tornado, he shook his head.

      “You’re already better with it than I am, so I guess it’s fitting.” He didn’t mention that he hadn’t been able to use the power outside of Meryl’s void. There would be time for that sad admission later. Let the woman have this without having to worry about him.

      “I wouldn’t cast any other spells,” Evelyn said, cheeks shading a faint pink, “but this one I’ve seen worked when I was a girl. Once I felt Enchantment… It’s just like the spell books mention, soft and slippery, but so wide it doesn’t feel like you could ever reach all the way around it.”

      “That’s a good explanation,” he said.

      “Thank you Logan,” Evelyn said, flicking her fingers, the little tornado gave a wobble and started sweeping its way down the hall, drawing dust and fur balls up into its grey cyclone, “You’ve made my deepest dream come true. From the bottom of my heart, thank you.”

      The massively endowed witch folded Logan into a warm hug, her thoughts mingling with his. She shared the depth of her gratitude and showed him a bit of the intense longing she’d always felt for this rare Art. More than that, it was something they shared now, that her sisters didn’t. Evelyn felt guilt for sharing this with him and not her sisters, mostly because she knew she’d never give it up.

      Long minutes passed as the pair stood in silence. The only sound, the faint whoosh, whoosh, whoosh, as the tiny tornado worked its way through the cottage. The thought Evelyn sent to Logan’s mind, letting him know what he could expect that evening from her and her sisters, set his heart racing and manhood throbbing. His fingers dug into the witch’s sides, sliding down to grip her firm and perfectly shaped rear, but she slid out of his arms before things could move too far.

      “I have research to do,” she said, blue eyes dancing with mischief as she adjusted her dress, the shadow between her cleavage drawing Logan’s eyes like a lodestone, “and you have errands to run before we can think of relaxing. And Logan?”

      “Yes?” He asked, mind still a little hazy with lust.

      “You haven’t told Eris her special skill yet, have you?”

      “I was just about to.”

      “Save it until tonight,” she said with a mischievous grin, “whatever it is, I doubt you’ll get very far once she learns.”

      “True,” Logan said, grinning, “I can’t wait to get back.”

      “Hurry then,” Evelyn winked.

      Logan hurried across town to his school’s campus as fast as he could. None of his professors were in, but he left notes for each and would make sure Simon double checked with them. The counselor’s office took longer than he hoped. The officious little man meant well, but after the seventh form he’d filled out, Logan’s patience wore thin.

      The excuse he’d given was an emergency trip. Not knowing how long they might be gone, he’d said it was personal and remained vague after that. Professor Holgrim signed off on the absence and so long as he kept up with his assignments and didn’t miss any major papers or tests, he had a chance to keep his GPA where it was and avoid losing the credits.

      Adjusting his eyepatch and heading into the parklike hills of Brown’s Valley, he jogged towards Simon’s house. Returning to school the week before, Logan had endured a dozen or more awkward conversation with people asking what happened. He’d give the made-up story he’d come up with, but he never felt comfortable lying. It was easier to just keep wearing the eye patch, than to walk around with a new, golden eye and have to explain something that couldn’t be.

      Crossing the freeway, he was loping up the overpass when he spotted a small gang of blonde men on pure white motorcycles that throbbed with a dangerous sound. The men looked like euro trash. Their hair slicked up into odd designs as they eschewed helmets. It was the men’s odd clothing, shiny and whipping in the wind behind them, that caught his attention. His town saw few strangers other than college kids, and Logan knew some of the women would have a field day gossiping about the oddly beautiful bikers.

      

      Dystra’lo Fislin, Flayer of Men, stared at her reflection in the cell phone’s screen in fascination. This modern mortal world held wonders none in Fae could comprehend. Once again she was forced to reassess her understanding of these stupid, soft, short-lived things.

      Like devil-ants building a hill, she thought to herself, we shouldn’t underestimate what the humans are capable of.

      Speaking of humanity and its seemingly fathomless well of capability, Dystra turned to stare at the young man who’d trapped her curious mind with the brilliance of his own. If she could find a way to harness his incredible gifts, her place at Mother’s side would be secure and her sisters would burn with envy. In fact, once they learned of this human’s powers, the entire Demonic Empire would know Dystra’s name and revere it as they did the Mother.

      “He’s going to win us a war,” she hissed, delicate fangs clicking as she grinned wickedly.

      “I keep telling you,” the pudgy young man said, not bothering to look away from his dual computer monitors, as his fingers flew across the keyboard, “I can’t fight in a war, not with my scoliosis. I’ve thought about your problem though and drones would be the best solution. Maximum destruction, no living flesh to detect, and minimal loss to your people.”

      “We’ve thrown drones at them for centuries,” Dystra sneered. “You think a race of bi-pedal Moth People can defeat the most powerful empire any universe has seen? Hmph! You’re as stupid as you look, fool!”

      Simon’s lips quirked in a slight grin, a rarity for the young man. All his life he’d been told about the emotions others experienced and warned, mostly by his mother, that he must be content without experiencing the full range for himself. It hadn’t been until this adorable little demon girl slipped into his closet one night that Simon realized his range of feelings were the same as hers. What’s more, he could read the demons’ odd expressions as other humans did each other.

      “Different type of drone,” Simon said, pulling up the schematics for the latest Predator class. “You see, it’s an unmanned aerial vehicle. Drops bombs out of the sky.”

      “Bombs?” The little demon girl asked, suddenly perched on the armrest of his chair, black eyes wide as she watched the video roll forward and a massive mushroom cloud erupt after a brilliant explosion. “This is… This is incredible! These lifeless Drake’s, will they do our bidding without question?”

      “You’ll need operators and computer systems,” Simon nodded, “but yes, it’s a rather simple system to set up. Would you take a look at this underground cave? It doesn’t seem possible that such a large open space could exist underground, but I just feel this is what it’s supposed to be.”

      “We will return to the topic of predators and how to enslave them for my people,” she glared at the portly boy, feeling that odd sensation in her gut when his dark eyes held hers. Growling, she swiped a claw towards his screens, “There are several caverns of such size,” she said, scanning the flat image the young human pulled up on his electronic brain slave, “but they’re all home to Snake Dragons.”

      “Is that what this is?” Simon asked, pulling up a 3D monster he’d been designing, “I thought it was a winged worm.”

      “Yes, a Wyrm,” the demon girl said with a quick nod, stressing the word differently than Simon had, “Nasty creatures. Mother has a scar on her right hip from one, although we’re not supposed to mention it.”

      “Yea, it’s probably going to kill whoever falls to the bottom,” the ease with which he spoke of killing sent a thrill of pleasure coursing through Dystra. “I designed the levels leading down to it to be dynamic, but this one needs to be locked… why is that?”

      “Wyrm’s are baby godling’s,” the demon girl said, “The mutability of Fae is diminished around beings of divine nature.”

      “Hmm, if that’s the case, then I should include a divine variable. Creating a physics engine for a world I’ve never seen has been an enjoyable challenge. I know you’re learning a lot about Earth here with me, but didn’t you want to know about Logan?”

      The brilliant boy saw to the heart of things, as ever. Dystra was in awe of what she’d been witness to over these endless nights. Fueled by a sweet green soda that looked like Dryad blood, but with bubbles hammering out a digital representation of her world, revealing truths about its underpinnings, gleaned from his singular mind.

      “Of course I want to know about that dullard, you fool!” Her black claw twitched, eager to tear flesh, “He and his protector disappear, and you tell me nothing. What use are you?!” She forced her eyes not to stare at the constricting snake language this boy had taught her.

      “You know he has the crown.” Simon said, fingers once again flying across the keys, coding without error, like Mozart writing symphonies, “You know his roommates flew to him on the Moon Path and then they all came back. That woke me up, I’m going to tell Logan not to do that anymore.”

      “His powers grow faster than Mother ever dreamed. Just knowing he’s already touched the Moon Bitch makes my skin crawl. We must stop him before he gets to the others.”

      “You’re exoskeleton.” Simon said, “Your species of Demon had neither organs nor fluids within the space of your form. That’s very interesting. How do you not collapse in on yourself? Internal pressure? Phased existence while in the human world?”

      “Foolish human, your questions offend! When I eat your liver, I’ll let you watch as I chew it slowly,” she flashed a dangerous grin at the young human, fangs gleaming in the late morning light but he’d never reacted to her taunts and threats, and didn’t now either. She chuckled evilly to herself before continuing, “The latter is the real reason. It’s how normal humans are unable to see me, even that buff buffoon of yours didn’t see me. That’s my real power!”

      “It’s not really though.” Simon commented, brows furrowing as he dug his way through a complicated bit of mathematics represented in symbols and numbers. With a grunt, he saw the solution, tapping out the line of code as he continued speaking, “Your powers are poisoning the mind and heart of your enemies with words. I’m curious why you never tried poisoning my friendship with Logan. Other than insulting comments about his intelligence, you speak highly of him.”

      “I do not!” Dystra said, anger bubbling as she prepared a rant against the young king, but she noticed Simon wasn’t jealous at all, just curious. Mollified she went on, “If he’s touched that Moon Bitch in lust, then the prophecy’s coming true and the Pantheon is in flux. He’ll face Mother in single combat, eventually. The sage’s words were obvious. Could he triumph? Would he claim the throne? I see nothing in him but softness and stupidity, but there is something… something dark… demonic. Nothing in the prophecy says he’ll align with the elves, only that his hand brings chaos.”

      “You’re leaving open the possibility.” Simon said nodding, “That’s a wise path, but you’re still thinking bi-modally. Expand your understanding of the powers at play.”

      “I don’t need your lectures, fool!” The demon girl screamed, fangs clicking together as she sneered, “Why do you bring the man up, anyway?”

      “I saw him walk by outside the window a minute ago. He’s sitting in the living room right now. I think Mom is making a pot of tea. That or putting on her dress. She wasn’t expecting Logan to stop by, but I know she has a dress, pressed and hanging in her room, just in case.”

      “Why didn’t you say something you fool?!” The demon screamed, stamping her tiny cloven hoof, hands clenching into little fists.

      “He’ll see you,” Simon warned, just as the demon was floating through the floor, body dematerializing “Don’t forget his gift, given for sacrifice made.”

      “Hsssss!” Dystra hissed in frustration, doubly so when she sensed Simon had already worked out a solution. The round-faced human with his thick spectacles was infuriatingly correct, and far too often. That was the real reason the demon didn’t leave his side. It certainly wasn’t because she wanted to stay here. “I must know what they speak of. You say your mother’s involved, but nothing more.”

      “There is nothing more,” Simon commented, fingers never ceasing their work, “not yet. That choice has yet to be made. Wait until my mom has him distracted, then you can eavesdrop.”

      “Don’t tell me my business, mortal,” the little demon hissed as she sank beneath the floorboards, her unhuman expression registering annoyance and just a hint of thanks, unless Simon missed his guess.
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      Logan’s palms sweat as he sat on the couch waiting for Dr. Ngyuen to return. He’d wanted to hurry up to Simon’s room, but Dawn had insisted he take a seat after accepting the envelope of ancestry paperwork. He’d promised her a conversation when they met next, but Logan wasn’t sure how to feel around his friend’s beautiful mom. The events of their last meeting played through his mind as Logan toyed with the talisman hanging around his neck and a plan formulated in his mind.

      The beautiful older woman might be his best friends’ mom, but she was also a brilliant psychiatrist. So capable that she’d earned a position as the director of an entire mental hospital. The woman had wiggled truths about him free and had made him promise to share more when they could speak next.

      He heard the tea pot clatter after a quick series of doors opened and closed. A few moments later Dr. Nguyen walked in with a tray, carrying a steaming pot, two cups and a small platter of Nilla wafers. Logan saw the woman had changed from her frumpy housecoat and slippers, into a red dress that hugged her upper torso and hung loose to mid-calf.

      Glancing up, Logan’s eye betrayed him as they lingered on the plunging neckline of her dress. Eye meeting the woman’s he felt a sudden and powerful itch in his new socket and couldn’t help scratching at it furiously. Shifting the patch slightly as he did so. He thought he caught movement by the staircase, but it was just Dawn, moving close and pushing his hands down.

      “What’s this? Stop that, let me see… what in the heavens…” She stared into his golden eye with growing shock, before shaking herself and tracing gentle fingers along the puckered scar tissue that traced silver lines from brow to cheek. “Is this part of… whatever’s going on with your new roommates?”

      “Yes,” Logan said, shifting uncomfortably. He wasn’t sure how much to confess to this woman or if what he told her might disappear from her mind.

      “Tell me everything,” the older woman said, voice brooking no delay, as she poured two cups and sat, waiting expectantly as Logan shifted again, glancing around. She couldn’t look away from his new eye, its color light yellow one moment and golden the next, and always flaked with infinitesimal prismatic sparkles throughout.

      Logan took a moment to weigh the consequences before deciding honesty was probably the best policy. Sighing, he took a cup of tea and leaned back, amazed it had been a little over two weeks since he’d been walking down that country lane.

      “It was late, and I was walking back to my foster home when I heard a scream in the woods,” Logan began, quickly getting lost in his story. Neither he nor Dawn, if she’d been able to, noticed the little demonic head peeking out from the chandelier, ears vibrating as she listened in.

      The beautiful psychiatrist sat on the chair opposite the young man, listening with rapt attention to his incredible tale. If she hadn’t been witness to the magical golden armor appearing and destroying her favorite couch, she couldn’t say she’d have believed him. More than the story, the woman found herself unable to look away from the earnest young man’s handsome features.

      It was madness; she told herself, but not an hour had gone by over the last few days where she hadn’t remembered the glory of his touch and the feel of his young manhood driving in and out of her. Dawn gave a slight shiver of pleasure, suppressing the emotion so she could be present and here for Logan.

      As he spoke and she began to understand the unique pressures placed upon him, she saw that her area of expertise was precisely what he needed coaching on. Then he mentioned something that shook the religious woman to her core, and she sat up straight, spilling tea on her wrist.

      “You lost your virginity to a goddess?!” She wasn’t sure she’d heard him correctly on that, and the sinking feeling in her gut was only confirmation of her worry. She’d seen young Becca, the girl Logan had been in love with for a while and knew she couldn’t compete with a co-ed like that for his attentions, let alone a goddess?

      “It was an incredible experience,” Logan went on, staring off into the distance with a small smile, oblivious of Dawn’s discomfort. He’d changed, she saw. He still had that boyish innocence, but had set aside most of the angst and awkwardness of youth. Seeing a hint of the man he might become, Dawn felt a thrill shoot down her core. Here was the example she’d prayed to see her entire life, made flesh and sitting in her chair… glancing at her breasts….

      “And your new… roommates, watched this… benediction?” The doctor didn’t know how she felt about finding out the young man was living with three women, witches. One of them was even this new professor of her son’s, the one who made him drool slightly when he talked about her.

      “They did,” Logan said, pale blue and golden eye’s both locking on hers, heart hammering in her chest as she felt the tension growing between them, “but I didn’t bond them until after.”

      “Bond… them,” Dr. Nguyen breathed, nipples hardening against her heavy bra and thighs suddenly restless as she shifted in her seat, “I take it you’ve been sexually active with these… these women?” When Logan nodded, expression curious as he watched her reaction, “Tell me about it, how did it make you feel?”

      “How did it feel to make love with three of the most beautiful and brilliant women I’ve ever met at once?” Logan asked with a raised eyebrow. Dawn saw a faint blush suffuse his cheeks and was reassured he hadn’t lost all his innocence, but this new confidence he had was doing strange things to her insides and she couldn’t seem to keep her legs still.

      “Yes, well, I suppose you’re a red-blooded young man, aren’t you?” She asked, her own cheeks taking on color as memories of riding his mammoth cock in this very room flashed through her mind, “Please, continue,” she blurted, “I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

      His story continued, getting more incredible with every moment. Logan held nothing back, not giving the older doctor a blow by blow, but not hiding the more salacious details. Part of the reason was how pleasant it was to watch the beautiful woman’s dark eyes widen and thighs part each time he dropped a smutty detail. Mostly it was because as he spoke, he found his soul became lighter, the burdens he carried lessened and in his friend’s kind and brilliant mother, he found a maternal comfort, a counselor, he’d never had in his life.

      “And we returned by the same Moon Path that brought Evelyn, Eris, and Gwen to me once I’d…,” he reached up with one hand, almost tapping his skull.

      “You’re wearing the crown now?” Dawn asked sitting up straight when the young man’s face took on a look of concentration and the golden circlet appeared for a moment, hazy and shimmering as if hiding behind hot air, “Fascinating… Now you, Becca and this Meryl woman will journey to the other world? To hunt down this man who claims to be your brother?”

      “And learn all we can about the state of Fae,” Logan said with a grim nod, “Meryl can guide us, and once we’ve drunk from the well, Becca and I should be able to travel back and forth, if necessary.” Shaking his head, Dawn could see the frustration bubbling up in him, “It’s just all so complicated, too many moving pieces. I don’t even know where to begin.”

      “Begin with a deep breath,” Dawn said, rising slowly and moving over to her office door, “Wait here a moment, I have something for you.”

      Logan refilled his teacup, glancing up a moment later when the short doctor came back in with a folio of photocopied handwritten papers. When she handed him the thin packet he glanced up with curiosity and swallowed hard to find her leaning down to flip open the top cover, her dress top once more trapping his eyes like a lodestone.

      “This is a project I’ve been working on for some time,” Dawn felt her heart warm as Logan’s pants shifted and she felt his fiery gaze on her body. Pushing the desires aside, she went on, “It’s called The Art of Rule. The author was a councilor to Empress Wu of the Tang Dynasty and it’s only recently been discovered, and I’ve done my own translation based on images uploaded online.”

      Logan was staring at the elegant penmanship, when Dawn sat beside him and pulled over the manuscript, flipping to a page and reading from it.

      “If we wish to ensure well-being in any system, there must be a ruling element. To attempt culture, society and community without, ends in the minority's subjugation or dissolution of the system into chaotic squabbles.”

      “It’s filled with small quotes like this and parables about rulership and leading.” Dawn said, setting the manuscript down and staring up into the young man’s eyes, heart pounding in her chest. Swallowing hard, she asked the question that had been hovering on the tip of her tongue since he’d mentioned it earlier, “You… you said I’m connected somehow to all of this. Do you know how? Am I to be… bonded like the others?”

      “I don’t know,” Logan said, his pupils dilating, even that strange golden eye, “I feel… something… I think you’re connected, but maybe the timing isn’t right? I don’t know, I’m sorry there’s so much I still don’t know.”

      “It’s ok,” she said, heart going out to him as she took his hand in hers, feeling a thrill course through her at contact with the warm flesh, “Perhaps its connected to this issue with your blood? You wear a talisman or fetish, perhaps that’s blocking you up.”

      “I can’t remove it,” Logan said, eyes growing troubled, “Not without becoming that monster again… You don’t understand how hard it is to control myself.”

      “I’m here to help you, Logan,” Dawn breathed, thick lips spreading in a warm smile as she drew his hand in close, pressing it to her heart, his arm squeezing between her big soft breasts, “Perhaps that’s what you need me for. Someone who isn’t a witch or a magical elf to see…” her bottom lip trembled, and she pressed her thighs together tight to keep the wetness from leaking out, “And nothing you do would ever upset me, I promise.”

      “I don’t know,” Logan said, glancing to the stairs, but the slight hesitation in his voice was all Dawn needed.

      “It will be well,” the woman breathed, “I have a theory I’d like to test… that’s all.”

      She was forced to shift onto her side to reach up and get the necklace over his head. As she did, his hand slipped around her waist and she felt the warmth of his touch sent an ache deep into her core. Her body hadn’t known the touch of a man in over a decade, before this young man had sent her to heights of pleasure she’d never dreamed possible.

      Logan reached up, large hand closing around her wrists and locking them in place just before she had it over his head. Heart dropping in fear that she wouldn’t get fucked like a rag doll again, and instantly feeling guilty for the feeling, she watched the young man’s new eyes change from pale yellow to the deepest golden, almost glowing as he let his gaze travel down her body.

      There was an edge to his look. An unknowability to this complicated young man’s desires, hidden behind an expression at once confident and innocent. The heat of his need and the hardness of his cock couldn’t be denied as he lifted her wrists, pulling the necklace off himself and drawing her forward. With a whimper, Dawn found his lips on hers, the kiss sudden and intense as his hand gripped her wrists.

      With a gasp, they drew back from one another, the middle-aged doctor and the college age boy both on the precipice of throwing caution to the wind. Dawn flashed a twin grin to Logan’s eager one, but hers slipped as his eyes grew wild, the grip on her wrists tightening. For one pregnant moment she worried she’d made a terrible mistake, then she let herself stare at the beauty of his features and her heart broke with love and desire.

      Whatever had overtaken her young king, his lusts were a wild storm that needed sating. Screaming out in pleasure, the woman found herself thrust into the heart of her greatest fantasy as the powerful young man took her, slacking his lusts on her body. Hours later when the doctor woke from dreams of bliss, she would reflect that she’d perhaps been overconfident in her ability to deal with Logan’s seemingly bottomless desire but attempting to had been the greatest hour of her life.

      Sighing in bliss, the woman curled into her comforter, wondering how she’d gotten into her bedroom. Remembering Logan’s burning golden eye, she let a hand reach between her slick thighs and rubbed herself gently. Her orgasm was slow in coming but powerful, as images of their wild afternoon flashed through her mind. When sleep came, Dawn could only hope her young lover was safe in Fae and knew she’d worry until she saw him next.
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      Dystra watched Simon’s mother drawing the talisman over the young human’s head. The young demon had taken pains to hide herself well after the noble idiot had nearly spotted her, and now she perched high in the corner, hidden within the walls, with only her eyes and ears peeking out.

      The demon was almost vibrating with excitement. She’d overheard the fool’s entire plan and couldn’t wait to send a message off to Fae. Her sisters would be so furious when they learned Dystra had spied upon this conversation, she almost wished she could be there to see their faces when they learned of it.

      Simon’s Mom appeared intent upon breeding with the young king, and Dystra had no desire to witness such a disgusting act, but she was curious about the problem with his blood. Hoping to learn his hidden weakness, the demon girl almost hissed in disgust when the young male pulled the older woman into a passionate kiss, his hands running down the sides of her body as she moaned loudly.

      Such acts of emotion were disgusting to Dystra, and she nearly turned away, but then a red miasma hovered around the young human… not human. To the demon’s eyes, the human’s passion flared, and she recognized the hunger in him as he snarled in desire.

      Mother… what is this?! Dystra thought to herself, trembling in panic, terrified as she witnessed the demonic aura unfolding and enveloping the tall male.

      A miasma of red energies coursed through his body, heart hammering in the human’s chest. The blood it pumped called to her with the song of a Demon Prince. Dystra quaked to see Fae awaken around the man, weaving with invisible Earth Powers in a burst of golden energy as his clothing burst away and an archaic plate armor shimmered into being for a terrifying moment.

      Then the lusts of a Demon Prince were upon the boy once again. Towering over the trembling woman, his large phallus rose before her face. That terrible golden eye flashed once and with a strangled cry, the woman who’d given birth to Simon fell to her knees, dress twisted around her waist and pulled off one shoulder in her haste.

      The male, for he clearly wasn’t a human, or not entirely human, had lost himself in his demonic self. Dystra trembled in fear and thanked the Mother for her wisdom in hiding as well as she had. Even still, she feared had he not been so focused on the feast of flesh before himself, he might have sniffed her out and she didn’t care to know what would happen then. She didn’t fear for her person, there was no lust in her being towards this tall, muscled, buffoon, not when she feasted on one of the keenest minds in existence upstairs.

      No, it wasn’t his lust she feared; it was the anger she sensed burning deep within him. A rage fueled by long buried pain that could see all the carefully laid plans of so many demons in Fae brought down. For one long second, she thought about killing him, or attempting to. Even lost in lust as he was, his thick cock driving down the eager woman’s groaning throat as he pawed at her flesh, the red dress in tatters, she wasn’t sure she’d be able to accomplish the assassination.

      Watching demonic energies reach into the eager woman, unleashing flood gates of pleasure within her, Dystra was witness to things she’d never dreamed of, using their powers for pleasure instead of pain. Remaining as witness she watched as Dawn, hands coated in her own saliva, slide up and down the human’s large phallus. The woman made a fool of herself, eyes vacant with devotion and pleasure as she gazed up into her young king’s burning golden eye.

      Dystra sucked in a surprised breath to see the demonic energies, so power one moment, disappear the next, as the young man’s balls tightened, shaft throbbing as he flooded her eager mouth with his seed. Hands working his shaft, Dawn milked the young man’s cock, sucking hard and swallowing down every drop of his cum. Something had taken the demonic energies place but as suddenly as they disappeared, they reappeared, red mist almost swallowing Logan as he grunted in pleasure, hands pulling the older woman to her feet.

      His manhood was throbbing once more, the demonic energy hungry, feeding on Dawn as he pulled her into him, hands roaming the curves of her body. The woman cried out, her words echoing off the walls, as she begged to be mounted. After feasting her on her large nipples, the young king did just as the woman had begged.

      Picking her up, he marched over to the large picture window and set her before them. Hands gripping the woman’s hips, he spun her, and with a moan she fell forward, hands pressed to the glass. Staring over her shoulders in lust, mingled with a touch of fear and awe, she could only helplessly watch as Logan hunched over her back, flexing his legs to angle that massive cock into her weeping pussy.

      “Anyone… could see, Logan!” The woman moaned out as the fat head of his cock pressed into her. Dawn bit her thick bottom lip as the young man’s hand slid up her side cupping one massive soft breast and massaging it against her chest, “Oh god baby… take me… fuck me you gorgeous boy! Fuck me!”

      With a growl of desire, one large hand gripping her hip, practically holding her up, Logan thrust into her. With a scream of pleasure, her juices spraying down her thighs, Dr. Nguyen had the second most powerful orgasm of her life the moment Logan’s cock touched her g-spot. As the girth of him continued to invade the woman, filling her sex, the demon girl was shocked to see the human’s face twist with mindless lust as another even more powerful orgasm swept through her, Logan’s cock driving in and out of her from tip to root.

      Massive breasts flopping beneath her and the soft flesh of her ass rolling each time their hips met, Dawn had never felt more alive or beautiful as she did then. Every nerve ending was on fire. She could feel every ridge and throbbing vein of the young man’s cock as it thrust within her. Every ounce of her being was focused on its length as it drove in and out of her, wanting only to please and be pleased by it.

      Minutes later, face twisted almost in pain, Dawn cried out once more, eyes bulging as Logan flooded her womb with the largest load of cum she’d ever felt. Every single throb of his cock sending a burst against the walls of her sex. He wasn’t done with her though, and she’d sensed the hunger in his throbbing member.

      “Lay back,” Dawn purred, legs trembling as she pressed the fierce eyed young man onto his back. His hands roamed her body, sending shocks of pleasure through her when they found her sensitive places. Taking his massive manhood in her hands she gazed at it in awe for a long second, stroking its hardness slowly before pursing her lips and sucking him deep. With lips and tongue she cleaned him, then crawled up his muscular body, kissing and touching his abs and feeling her pussy leak.

      This is my son’s best friend! Dawn thought to herself, still in shock, but at peace as she slid her thighs to either side of his.

      In reflection of their first time together, she rode his throbbing cock. Only this time the young man took the initiative. Once the heat of her sex hovered over his dick, his hips thrust upwards and with a cry of ecstatic surprise, Dawn was once more in heaven as the young man drove up into her.

      The world passed by outside the typical suburban house, oblivious to the wild, hours long sex session within. The demonic energies drove the man to sate his desires on the woman’s flesh while she succumbed to the endless pleasure with an eagerness Dystra was amused to see. Eventually the woman wore out and the young king carried her up to her room, laying her in the bed before knocking on his friend’s door.

      “Come in, Logan,” Simon called, spinning in his chair and adjusting his glasses when his friend stepped into the room, hand fidgeting with something over his eyes, “Did you need something?”

      “Yea,” Logan said, a touch sheepish although he shouldn’t have been surprised at his odd friends’ equanimity, “I’ll be gone for a few days, maybe longer, I’m not sure. I was wondering if you could pick up some things for me while I’m gone.”

      “Of course, just leave a list downstairs and Mom will make sure I take care of it.” Holding up a hand to halt Logan, he spun in his computer chair and alt tab’d his way through to a series of images, “Before you go, tell me what you think of these models. They don’t infringe on any known IP, do they?”

      Logan stepped over and scanned the three figures slowly spinning in a digital void. His friend had been working on this game for years now, and his skills had only improved. The first figure was a tall male elf with a shock of lavender hair and bone white skin, while the second was a small mushroom headed figure with a spear, and the third was a snake-like creature with short wings that looked like it could glide with.

      “Hmm,” Logan said, considering for a moment he stepped over to his friends impeccably organized bookshelf and pulled down a gaming manual, flipping to a page he showed a similar version of the mushroom character, “This looks pretty derivative, but if you take away the spear and give it a noxious gas to spew forth, that might be more logical. What mushrooms are hunting meat?”

      “Good point,” Simon said, nodding.

      “Where you at in the game?” Logan asked.

      “I took a turn in the design. Kinda got obsessed with some things… a friend… told me,” Simon said, oddly cagey.

      Friend? Logan thought, I thought I was his only friend.

      “It takes place in a dark underground world,” Simon went on as if the hitch in his speak had never happened, “With vicious dragon-snakes to fight and a hidden race the player can either befriend or fight. If they become allies, they will get nothing right away but, in the end, can call on their aid to fight the mother dragon, freeing them from servitude. If they become enemies, the hero will be able to steal their racial weapon, a spear I think, and with it can slay the dragon in one hit.”

      “Sounds interesting,” Logan said, “when do you think it will be done?”

      “Soon,” Simon said, turning with an odd little grin, “It will probably be over within the next few weeks.”

      “You’ll grab that stuff from school for me?” Logan asked, stepping over to the door as Simon swung back around and went back to his rapid-fire coding.

      “I will,” Simon said, “I’ll have my mom drop it off when you get back.”

      

      Logan didn’t feel the guilt and shame he had last time he’d left Simon’s house. In fact, he felt unburdened, even with the memory of losing control of himself. Pulling the talisman over his neck once more, he felt the wildness within smothered. Stuffing the manuscript Dawn had given him under his arm, he headed out, his head clear and worry free for the first time in weeks.

      He should have felt bad about ravaging Dawn like that, but the woman had asked for it, in fact she’d seemed almost desperate for it, and Logan was certain now she would be involved somehow. As a counselor, she’d been invaluable. In allowing him to tell his story, he’d unburdened himself of angst and stress that had been building up for over a week now. Stepping so lightly he felt like he might sail away at any moment, Logan turned back towards the cottage.

      The thought of Simon’s mom coming over to the cottage and getting sucked into the wicked clutches of his witches. With that image tormenting his mind in many delicious ways, he almost got hit crossing the street. Stopping abruptly, he stepped back as three motorcycles screeched to a halt, the foremost only a foot away.

      “Sorry about that,” Logan said, feeling an odd sense of déjà vu as he looked upon the foremost cyclists face, the man’s fine-boned features twisting in anger then recognition, strangely, “I wasn’t looking where I was going.”

      “No, you weren’t, cur!” The man screamed in an oddly accented voice, spittle flying as his eyes widened with a manic glee, “But the Fates have brought you before the mighty sword arm of Sir Lovistor, and his brave companions, bound brothers of the White Knight’s! We sensed your black demonic energies. Unsheathe thy blade and ready thyself to be cut to shreds!”

      Logan stared in shocked surprise at the tall, slender man who leaped off his motorbike. The man wore the oddest clothes the young man had ever seen, matched by the other two men on bikes. White leather coated the three from ankles to neck, bulky and awkward in their slender frames. On their heads were small silver skull cap helmets and visor, like yellow sunglasses covering their eye. They looked so ridiculous and the man sputtering in his face was so earnest, Logan burst out in laughter, which didn’t help the situation.

      “You laugh in our Knight-Lieutenant’s face!?” Cried one of the other men in a lilting feminine voice, covering his mouth with a hand, face aghast, “You cur!”

      “Yes.” Said the third man, a hulking fellow stuffed into his white leathers awkwardly. The fine-featured man looked similar to the others, but where their faces were elegant, his was brutish, with piggish small eyes that glowered from under a heavy brow and he spoke in a slow gravelly voice as if hunting for the words, “Cur.”

      Logan was about to apologize for laughing, having no with to offend these odd men, when he noticed the shimmer of Fae about them. The first man pulled a walking stick out of a holster Logan hadn’t noticed on his motorcycle. The walking stick flashing oddly in the afternoon sun and the young man tilted his head watching the end as it swung around and angled up to hover just before his face.

      Behind Sir Lovistor the other two riders stood, drawing walking sticks as well. Only they weren’t walking stick’s Logan realized as his gaze pierced the veil of Fae masking them. Drawing deep upon his powers, his heart began to hammer as the leather clothing shifted and smudged like a wet painting and gleaming white armor shone through. Seeing a vision from his dreams made flesh, Logan felt icy waters run down his spine, and without hesitation he turned and fled.

      “Oi! Coward!” Screamed Sir Lovistor and his fellow knights, “Come back here! Face us with honor!”

      The moment Logan recognized the Elven knights, he’d sensed his death in their keen edged weapons. He had no illusions about his own prowess, not unarmed and against a being who’d been studying the blade for what he guessed must be hundreds of years. Logan had no problem being called a coward and living to see tomorrow. First, he had to live though, and the roaring of engines behind told him the three were in hot pursuit.

      The blocks in these neighborhoods weren’t connected like on the other side of the tracks, so Logan couldn’t hop fences to escape. Forced to sprint through front yards and cut corners, he ducked in and out of an elementary school, legs lengthening their strides as the three motorcycles screamed around the cyclone fencing. Three sets of yellow visors tracking the young man’s movements until Logan got to the gym. Cutting back quickly, the wily young man heard tires screech and the odd voices cursing as the Elven knights spun their bikes around.

      Cutting between buildings, Logan sprinted as hard as he could, heart hammering as he vaulted a fence and landed in a rosebush. Rolling free, clothes and skin cut up by the low bush, he hurried over to the side fence, a dog inside the house barking furiously and throwing itself at a window as Logan hopped into the next-door neighbor’s yard.

      It was still incredible to vault fences so easily and feel almost no exertion from his mile long sprint, but Logan’s attention was focused on making sure the roaring motor cycles that passed by on the street outside didn’t spot him as he made his way over three houses and slipped up to a backdoor. Heart in his throat, Logan gave a rapid knock on the kitchen door. A second later the door flew inwards and a familiar pile of kinky black hair pulled back into the kitchen.

      “We figured you must be near,” Meryl said, her toner acerbic, “Only you would drag the three stupidest brothers in the Elven Kingdom down onto my head, eh?”

      “I didn’t have anywhere to go,” Logan said, slipping inside and peeking into the living room quickly before following the little black-skinned elf up the back stairs.

      “Don’t touch the Fae or earth powers, they probably have wards to detect such things,” Meryl harrumphed and stepped into Becca’s room. The blonde-haired girl was reclining on her bed with a laptop opened in her lap. She flashed a bright smile when Logan appeared, sitting up.

      “Hey,” she said, “What’s going on?”

      “Hey,” Logan said, a stupid grin finding its way on to his lips as he glanced around the room, swallowing hard. The walls were covered in years trophies from various sports and little collages of cut out pictures of her and her friends from high school and middle school.

      “Your boyfriend brought some of the most powerful warriors in Fae down on us,” Meryl growled, slinking over to the window and peering out, her pile of black hair shifting side to side.

      “Really?” Becca asked, sitting up and glancing at the twin blades leaning against her desk.

      “Don’t go getting any idea’s girl,” Meryl said with a growl, “These White Knights might not have enough brainpower to dig a round hole, but they’re some of the finest Knights the High Elves have. They’re no Sir Darioush but they’re plenty deadly. You have natural ability girl, you’re flexible and your wrists are faster than they’ve any right to be, but these aren’t vampires who’ve trained under a few Spanish and Italian masters. The White Knights live with the blade in their hands for over seven hundred years, day and night.”

      The fear in her voice was plain, but it was the grudging respect, almost impossible for the dark elf to admit, that convinced Logan he’d done the right thing by running. Becca still looked intrigued, and he suspected if he and Meryl weren’t there she would have gone out there, consequences be damned. The girl loved a challenge.

      “Might as well have a seat,” Becca said with a sigh, patting the bed next to her and pulling her laptop back open, “You can help me order new sheathes.”

      “Why do you need new sheathes?” Logan asked, peering out the window and turning the blinds closed before sitting on the narrow daybed beside the girl. The bed creaked under his weight and his fear abated somewhat as he began to relax.

      “Are you serious? Look at them,” Becca pointed to the pitted ancient metal sheathes covered in verdigris. “What do you think of this set? Too pink?”

      Logan raised an eyebrow at the hot pink set she’d zoomed in on and shook his head with a gentle laugh.

      “You’ll look ridiculous with those,” he said.

      “I’ll look badass,” Becca said with a grin, adding the sheathes to her check-out cart, “they don’t get here for a few days, so I won’t have them for our trip. Which sucks, but…” pausing the beautiful young woman looked over at Logan, cocking an eyebrow, a knowing smile tugging at her lips, “Who was she?”

      “I just came from Simon’s,” Logan said, a faint blush heating his cheeks.

      “Dr. Nguyen?” Becca grinned, setting her laptop aside, “Tell me about it.”

      Logan told her, aware of Meryl listened in with keen ears to the whole thing, only reacting when he mentioned the manuscript Dawn had given him.

      “You still have it?” The dark elf asked, tone serious. When Logan nodded, handing it to her, she flipped through the first few pages quickly, hissing in surprise, “Fates preserve us…” the raw emotion in the little elf’s voice shocked Logan and Becca, both sitting up in concern, “She was correct about the title but not its origins… The Art of Rule… the text has been lost to Fae for untold millennia… I’m no scholar of ancient Fae works, but rulers all across the Realm would give anything for the wisdom contained in here, if it truly is what it appears to be. She gave you a kingly gift.”

      “Looks like you better get to reading big boy,” Becca said with one of her crooked grins, “Looks like we have time now, you probably shouldn’t head back until it’s dark out.”

      Sighing, Logan nodded, shifting on the bed and pulling the manuscript over once Meryl offered it. The dark elf had trouble releasing the handwritten tome, but when Logan tapped the shelf above the headboard’s cubbies, the little elf leapt to position herself so she could read over his shoulder. While his Knight guardian shopped online for clothes to match her new sheathes, Logan lost himself in the manuscript’s dense philosophies. Little of what he read made sense at first, but the concepts intrigued him, unlocking tumblers of thought in his mind that ground on even after dark fell.
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      Slipping out the backdoor, Logan took a moment to savor Becca’s sweet lips, hands lingering on her svelte curves before heading back to the cottage. He took his time, careful not to move in the open if he heard the sound of engines. The moment he’d walked out in the open, the hairs on the back of his neck and arms stood up, warning him every second he spent outside was dangerous.

      It was late by the time he finally stepped onto Sycamore Ln. and Logan breathed a sigh of relief to see the warm glowing lights casting yellow rectangles of warmth into the chilly night. It wasn’t until he stepped through the garden gates that he felt the muscles of his shoulders and neck relax. The hair’s finally settling down. The cool earth seemed to pull the stress out of him as he walked under bare branches, the night sky glittering through above. As he approached the front door Logan found a grin tugging at his lips. As terrifying as this new reality of his was, it certainly wasn’t dull.

      “He’s here!” Gwen shouted from the kitchen when Logan pushed open the door, face hit with a wave of warm, pleasant smelling air.

      “What took you so long?” Eris called, her heels striking the floorboards with force as she stalked out from her lab, red hair bristling, “You promised to return hours ago.” One look at the wan exhaustion on her face and she frowned, “Logan, is everything alright?”

      “It wasn’t,” he said with a smile, “But it is now.”

      “Tell me dear,” the red-headed witch said, taking his arm and drawing him down into the couch beside her, “Eve! Gwen! Come here!”

      The pair hurried in, Gwen wiping her hands on her apron while Evelyn pulled her half-moon spectacles off her nose, folding and setting them in a case as she looked on with concern.

      “I ran into three elves,” Logan began, the witches each drawing in sharp sniffs, “They had Fae illusions masking their armor and swords, but they said they were here for me.”

      “Did they offer their names?” Evelyn asked quickly.

      “Or formally challenge you to a dual?” Eris asked, trepidation entering her voice.

      “Yes,” Logan continued, “One said his name was Sir Lovistor, a Guard-Lieutenant of the White Knights.”

      “Ssss!” Eris hissed, fear and anger warring on her features, “What in the hells could have gotten into that woman’s mind?! Sending her sworn swords to kill the King who was Promised?! It’s madness…”

      “Perhaps there is some game we can’t see,” Gwen said, “Surely the elves can’t be so lost as this.”

      “This only makes your mission more critical than ever, my Lord,” Evelyn said, “and we can’t afford any delays. Eris and I will have to work through the night, but we can have the ritual complete and the locations of the gate changed by early tomorrow.”

      “I’ll get the quicksilver boiling,” Eris said, popping up, massive breasts bouncing, “the Hearthstone can be ready in a couple hours after that.”

      “Peace ladies,” Logan said, rising to his feet, “there will be time to finish your work later, but a good meal will do us all good. How long until the witching hour?”

      “Four hours, my Lord.” Gwen said.

      “Perfect,” Logan said, drawing Eris to her feet and staring into her eyes, “because you and I have a date, my dear.”

      “We do?” Eris asked breathlessly, a smile flashing across her face, “Oh, I love surprises!”

      Gwen was nearly done preparing the meal and Evelyn popped the cork on a dusty bottle of wine, sharing glasses all around, as Eris quizzed Logan about his day. The witches were keen to learn all they could about Dr. Nguyen, peppering him with questions about the connection he’d felt with her. It was Gwen who worked out how much he’d revealed remarking on it with a faint hint of jealousy in her tone.

      “If you need someone to talk to, I’m always here to lend an ear,” the busty blonde said, a frown directed at her pupil as she pulled a heavy pot out of the oven.

      “I think that’s the point Gwen dear,” Evelyn said with a placating smile, “Personally I think it’s a good thing you have someone you can talk to about these things who can give you a fresh perspective.”

      “We don’t know this woman,” Eris said, twisting her wine stem almost angrily as she stalked back and forth, “More importantly we don’t know who she might confide in and until we do, I don’t think it’s safe to let her wander around without some way to track her.”

      “It would ease my mind to know she’s safe,” Logan said, earning a warm smile from Evelyn and a flinty smile from Gwen, who dropped the pot with a heavy thud onto the counter, “As you’ve all said so many times before, the Fates seem to be pushing things in front of us, and Dr. Nguyen is tied in with all this. I know it.”

      “The woman would like to be tied,” Eris said with a wink to Gwen, “That’s for sure. What was the purpose of her testing the talisman again?”

      “Stop teasing our Lord, ladies,” Evelyn said, leveling a frown at the pair of witches, “Don’t mind them,” she said, topping off Logan’s glass, “they’re just upset you’ll be leaving us again so soon.”

      “Hopefully we won’t be gone long,” Logan said, careful to take a small sip of his wine, already feeling a little tipsy, “I have no idea what to expect but I’m excited to see Fae.”

      “The important thing is, you find out what you need to and get back through the Cauldron as soon as possible,” Gwen said, “Too much could go wrong on the other side.”

      “Leave the worries for another time,” Evelyn said, topping off her sister’s glass, “Eris put some music on, it’s getting far too droll around here.”

      The spicy red head hopped over to the record player and a moment later the velvety tones of Dean Martin swept over them as they chatted. Dinner was a delicious affair, as all of Gwen’s meals were, and the four retired to the living room to let the food settle. Logan found himself watching the three sisters’ banter back and forth and realized he’d never been happier than he was sharing in their closeness.

      “I think it’s about that time,” Logan said as the evening wore on, “Eris, are you ready?”

      “Are you kidding? I’ve been waiting all day!” Pushing her thick mane of wild red hair back, she stepped into the middle of the living room, “Eve gets magic and Gwen the power to heal. What power did you leave lurking within me? Invisibility?”

      “It took me a while to figure out what it is,” Logan said, “But that first night when you showed me myself in the mirror gave me a clue.”

      Drawing in a deep breath, Logan summoned his powers as he had earlier and raising one hand let the fingertip pulse with Fae powers. He could sense the power within Eris stirring and when she held up her own hand, one eyebrow raised and placed a finger against his, he felt the connection to her celestial powers complete and, with a gasp, Eris pulsed with a faint silvery light.

      “By the Goddess,” Eris breathed, eyes wide as she stared at her glowing hand, “I can feel her… not just sense her but feel her!”

      “Eris, what is it?” Evelyn asked, staring in awe as her sister pulsed brighter and brighter.

      “Never again will she be able to ignore me,” Eris said, not hearing her sister as she drew forth on the power, hard, “Never again will any of the gods be able to ignore me!”

      Raising her arms to the heavens, the red-haired witch exploded in swirling silver energies, forcing Logan to stagger back as the ethereal winds whipped at his skin and clothes.

      “What’s happening?!” Gwen asked, clutching one of Logan’s arms.

      But the answer to that question was coalescing in the center of the room right at that moment. Face bright with triumph, Eris gazed upon the naked form of her Goddess, the celestial being ripped from heaven by her powers. Suddenly weak as a day-old kitten, the witch sagged and would have collapsed had her goddess not been there in her moment of need. Gwen and Evelyn threw themselves on their knees, bowing low.

      “THOU HAST SUMMONED ME,” the goddess said, her words filling the room and their minds with the booming sounds, “THINE POWERS ARE NOW FULLY AWAKENED, BUT HARKEN TO MY WORDS, TO SUMMON AN ENEMY OF THEE AND THINE SISTERS WOULD BE TO SEE THOU’S DESTRUCTION AND MINE OWN HEART WOULD WEEP FOR THEE.”

      “Goddess,” Eris breathed, jaw hanging open, unable to find more words in the face of the perfection before her.

      The large, glowing silver being smiled benevolently on her daughter before turning lambent eyes upon Logan.

      “THE PASSAGE OF TIME HAS BEEN SHORT, MY SON, BUT THOU HAST GROWN IMMEASURABLY,” Logan couldn’t help the shiver of pleasure that ran down his spine as the Goddess’s eyes tracked his form, his mind filled with images of the only other time he’d met her and he saw her perfect lips curl in a secret smile, “MY DAUGHTER’S SUMMONING HAST KEPT MY PRESENCE HERE SECRET FROM MY BROTHERS AND SISTERS… NONE SHALL KNOW OF THE TREASURE YOU GIFT TO ME.”

      Logan wasn’t sure at first what the goddess meant as her benevolent face gazed down upon him, but a wave of one glowing hand and his clothing fell aside. Eris moaned as the goddess turned to her, celestial hands sliding down her curvy form, clothing dissolving wherever she touched. The touch of her goddess awakened pathways of pleasure in Eris she’d never felt before, and she only reached higher places as her Lord pressed close, his lips finding hers.

      The goddess drew the two together, her form disappearing, dissolving into the pair. As Logan and Eris kissed, their passion rising, a silver glow hung about them, permeating in and through both, as their love and lust mingled with the higher power.

      Eris wasn’t making love only to her Lord and love, she could feel the maternal and vast presence of her goddess just as intimately. The red-haired witch threw her head back, groaning in pleasure as Logan drew one firm nipple into his mouth, a hand gripping her ass as he pulled her in tight to his crotch. The hardness of him pressed into her belly and Eris couldn’t get enough of him, hands pulling on his back she couldn’t wait to feel him inside her. To feel the goddess inside her as well for the massive cock throbbed with silver light, matching the glow from her own sex.

      “WE ARE ONE.”

      The words rocked Evelyn and Gwen, who could only watch in awe as Eris and Logan rose into the air, the woman’s legs wrapping around the young man’s hips as she threw her head back, sheathing his massive cock in one firm thrust. Like a moving sculpture, the pair spun slowly, their movements languid as they made slow love. With each joining of hips, the silver glow of the goddess pulsed, the beat increasing imperceptibly until, with a screaming crescendo, all three lovers exploded together.

      A wave of Fae and celestial energies swept through the room, leaving Evelyn and Gwen dazed. Eris lay curled up on a chair, a beatific smile on her face and her cradling her belly as she slept the sleep of babes. Blinking her eyes clear, Evelyn looked up and saw Logan towering over her and Gwen. The young man’s cock throbbed, coated in the juices of their sister and still glowing faintly from the goddess’s presence, the raven-haired witch noticed the talisman gone from Logan’s chest, his eyes wild with desire as they feasted on her and Gwen’s curves.

      “EMBRACE THE BLOOD, MY KING,” the goddess’s soft voice reached them from far off and Logan’s lips pulled into an almost feral grin, fingers flexing as the witches shifted on the couch before him.

      “ENJOY, DAUGHTERS.” The goddesses’ last whisper only made it to Evelyn and Gwen’s minds. Driven home with the force of an indomitable will, the words became a command.

      The next moment their Lord was upon them, all strength and overwhelming need. The witches felt like dainty flowers in the powerful young king’s arms, as he pressed them into the couch. Large hands stripped the clothing from the busty women’s bodies as they succumbed to their lusts, kissing and caressing one another, hands never leaving Logan’s muscled form.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 6

          

        

      

    

    
      Logan wasn’t lost in the madness and lust as he usually was. The goddess had given him a gift as well, letting the energy and lust fill him but not overtake his mind. The young man was in his own heaven as he pulled Evelyn up, one arm sweeping around her narrow waist to draw her close, lips pressing hers. While his other hand pulled back on Gwen’s hips, the blonde witch having spun and pressed her wide white ass against his throbbing member.

      As he took Gwen from behind with long slow thrusts, he filled his hand with Evelyn’s firm ass, gripping and caressing it as her tongue warred with his. One moment lost in lust and the next touching softly, their intimacy deeper than it had ever been. When Gwen bent back, hand drawing Logan’s face to hers in a desperate kiss, the three held one another as the woman’s blonde sex convulsed around her lord’s cock, drawing a thick load out of him.

      “Oh, goddess!” Gwen cried, hand gripping Logan’s hair in a tight fist as she came, “I… feel… so much… mmmhphmm.”

      The beautiful blonde professor was weeping, so overcome with emotion as Logan lay her down gently. He lay beside her, Evelyn rolling him onto his back and drawing Gwen close, lips finding hers gently as the raven-haired witch stood next to the couch and turned her ass to Logan. Gripping the base of his cock, she sat down, sighing in pleasure as the massive steely cock pierced her soft pussy. Sitting up, the woman shivered in pleasure, her large breasts shaking delightfully and causing Logan’s cock to throb when he noticed.

      “Mmmh!” Evelyn moaned softly; face twisted in pleasure as she bit her bottom lip. “Oh goddess… I can feel you still… Logan, you’re… I’m…!”

      The black-haired witch was leaning forward, breasts swaying as she rode Logan’s cock side saddle. The increased tightness from her thighs being pressed together was incredible, but nothing compared to the feeling of her sex shivering in orgasm around him. Logan felt his own orgasm building, balls tightening, and Gwen pressed her lips back to his, one of his hands gathering one of the woman’s pale breasts, caressing the pink nipples and drawing it firm as he flooded Evelyn’s womb with his seed.

      Eris was still sleeping soundly, so Logan gathered her into his arms and carried her back to bed, letting Gwen draw him down into the soft comforter along with her and Evelyn. He lay between the two, an arm around either waist as they lay atop him, pale blue eyes dancing as they watched his handsome face by candlelight, soft hands teasing him hard once more.

      “You’re our King now,” Evelyn purred with a mischievous smile.

      “Yea,” Gwen said, eyes twinkling, “Is there anything you’d like to order your loyal subjects to do? Hmm… anything at all?”

      “I know what he wants,” mumbled a voice from deep beneath the covers and Logan gave a start when Eris slithered between his legs, beneath the blanket and he tilted his head back, sighing in pleasure as hot warmth engulfed him.

      “Mhmm, good thinking sister,” Evelyn said, grinning and kissing her way down the muscles of Logan’s belly, pushing the blanket down to reveal the curled red hair of her sister bobbing on Logan’s stiff manhood.

      “Relax, Logan,” Gwen purred in his ear, hot lips kissing his neck, “and let your most loyal subjects give you a memory to take with you into Fae.”

      “Gods,” Logan breathed, picking his head up and watching the beautiful blonde kissing her way down his chest and stomach as Eris’s thick lips pressed against Evelyn’s, pushing his cock head into her sucking lips. Moaning, he watched the black-haired beauty grin at him, the corners of her lips curling as she sucked hard, taking him deep until the back of her throat cupped the sensitive head of his cock.

      Working her way up slowly, Logan hissed in pleasure as Eris’s hot tongue slid across his balls, then he watched Evelyn pass the cock head to Gwen, the women’s lips lingering on the head and shaft of his cock as Gwen’s pink tongue swirled. Evelyn swung her hips around to one side and Gwen to the other so each could fit in and around his massive cock. Three tongues licked him as one from base to tip and Logan nearly came just from the incredible sight.

      The women wouldn’t let him cum so easily, however. Sharing wicked grins, they linked their fingers in tight rings around the base of his cock and backed off their touches until he calmed down. Then went back to their worshipful ministration. It was the most exquisite torture Logan could ever imagine as the three witches took turns sucking him deep into their mouths before passing him to the next eager pair of lips and tongue. When one didn’t have her Lord’s cock nestled against her tonsils, she was kissing the other sister, caressing her large breasts as Logan watched on.

      He couldn’t have said if an hour passed or ten, but when his orgasm finally came it was so powerful the bed frame shook beneath him and his toes all cracked as they curled so hard. Three tongues teased the cum from his cock with gentle, almost delicate licks, breath and light touches teasing his flesh until three mouth were struggling to swallow down the copious amounts of cum that gushed forth. The last sight Logan remembered was the witches locked in a three-way kiss, the silver glow still permeating his seed as they kissed and licked it from one another’s mouths.

      Logan woke surprised to find himself alone in the large bed. It took him a few minutes to gather the will to leave the warm covers, but when he did, he found a steaming cup of coffee waiting for him in the kitchen along with a note telling him the women would be locked in the lab most of the morning and to let Becca and Meryl know they’d be leaving around noon.

      Scratching himself absently, Logan looked around the kitchen and realized this was the first time he’d had the place to himself since moving in. Texting Becca, he grabbed his headphones and put on some music as he went about making himself some breakfast. The witch’s fridge wasn’t like a mortal’s, and Logan was forced to push a jar of pickled eyeballs aside in order to pull out the eggs.

      Logan had always been self-sufficient, growing up in foster care you couldn’t count on anyone but yourself to make sure you got three meals a day and were clean. He was right at home as he puttered around the kitchen, scrambling eggs, frying bacon and making a pile of toast. Twenty minutes later he was wolfing down three big breakfast sandwiches topped with melted cheese and green onions.

      After cleaning up, he took a languid shower, ignoring the minor detonations of magic and screeches of frustration from the lab, as the witches put the finishing touches on the ritual. After packing a bag with a set of clothes and his sword he lay in bed, he pulled over the manuscript Dr. Nguyen gave him.

      For the next three hours, Logan was lost in the dense material. The young man had always been a good, if unenthusiastic, student, never finding a subject that could capture his interest as computers and math had Simon’s. Here was something entirely new, however. The text he read was dry philosophy but presented in a series of compelling parables, almost like fables. The endings were all tricky little puzzles that forced him to examine his feelings as he worked through their implications.

      The first parable Logan read stuck with him. It told the tale of an ancient and proud family. Each member had grown into an individual with their own beliefs and ideas about the world. The family, once such a fount of love, now knew nothing but debate and argument until one day they split, each going their own ways. One down into the ground to look internally and delve within. Another escaped to the heaven’s always looking outward for answers, calling on the heavens to answer their every prayer. A third grew dark and angry. Frustrated with the rigidity of their older kin, they headed north, intent on creating a freer world. The parable ended with the family having forgotten it was ever one. Each member now convinced the others were an enemy instead of kin. Violence begetting violence until all was chaos.

      The parable troubled Logan, and he found himself contemplating it for long minutes after finishing. He sensed a truth in it, but not one he’d ever experienced. For a boy who’d grown up without parents of his own, the thought of abandoning family was antithetical to his being. They were all wayward children, blind to one another’s strengths and seeing only each other’s weaknesses.

      Becca found him lying on his bed, hands behind his head as he stared out the window at the late morning light as it filtered through the trees outside. His blue eyes looking thoughtful and the curls of his hair framing a face that was losing its last traces of boyish innocence.

      “What’s got you so thoughtful?” Becca asked, turning and flopping onto her back and laying her head on his arm.

      “I’m beginning to worry the enemy we’ve been afraid of isn’t the real threat,” Logan said, and Becca could feel the tension in him. “Not the elves or the demons. Not Mordrek. Something we can’t see…” drawing in through his nose he let it out in a slow controlled breath as she’d shown him, “It just feels like we’re running around in circles plucking at strings.”

      “We’re going to another fucking world, dude,” Becca said, her green eyes bright upon his as she tossed a small paper wrapped ball, “We’ll find out what’s going on with the elves and demons and whoever else is trying to kill us and if the worst happens Meryl can fly us out of there and back to the gate. And if there’s any trouble, Eris gave me this grenade to blow them up.”

      “I know,” Logan said, a small smile finding its way onto his lips for a moment before the worry lines returned, “I just can’t help thinking about what kind of world we might find and of what kind of man I want to be.”

      “Are you going to enslave anyone?” Becca asked in a pointed tone, sitting up and looking down at him with a raised eyebrow.

      “That’s not what I mean,” he said, slipping an arm around her waist and dragging her down, “I’m not questioning my place in all this, just what I want to do with the power I have and… may gain.”

      “You’re planning,” Becca said, feeling Logan grow tense once more, “Don’t worry,” she said with a chuckle, “I won’t pry, but I can’t promise Meryl won’t work her charms to finagle it out of you.”

      “You don’t have to say anything to her,” Logan offered hopefully, which only brought a barking laugh from Becca, who kicked off the bed and picked up her pack and the belt with twin rusted scabbards attacked to it.

      “Come on,” Becca said, frowning at the scabbards, “we better get in there before your ladies or the dark elf kill one another.”

      “Are they really that bad?” Logan asked, standing and grabbing his gear. Pausing at the door, he took one last look around the small, nearly barren room. The space was warm, comforting and safe but still didn’t feel like home. His affections for the three witches couldn’t have been stronger, but this was their space. The feeling was nothing new to Logan, and he stepped down the hall, shouldering his pack, grateful he’d found a family, if not a permanent home.

      Evelyn was putting the finishing touches on her magic circle, trying her hardest to ignore the sounds of disapproval coming from under the mass of wild black hair. In the corner, Eris filled bowls of spell components. Arranging candles, incense, gemstones, and rare herbs in artful displays while Gwen walked around and blessed the blanket in their goddess’s name.

      “All this just to change the location on the other side?” Becca asked.

      “None of its necessary,” Meryl said with a snort of derision, “A genuine artist needs only Word and Will to cast Fae. These are constructs of the plump ladies’ feeble minds.”

      “Word and Will may work for the Fae races,” Gwen said, stepping over and dropping a basket at one of the circles intersecting lines, “And those not beholden to an aspect, but our Coven has limitations as well as benefits.”

      “Hmph,” Meryl harrumphed, “I didn’t mean you ladies, I meant him.”

      A narrow-crooked finger pointed at Logan and the three coven sisters gave pause, looking from the young man to one another's faces passing through a series of emotions before each settled on worry.

      “They keep secrets, boy,” the little Sage screeched, “Even now!”

      “They keep suspicions,” Logan said, leveling a frown on Meryl, “and to themselves. I’ll ask you not to distract them anymore, unless you have something to offer in aid of their work.”

      The diminutive dark elf bristled but kept her silence, moving back near Becca, none noticing the curious little sound she made at spotting a sly little snake of smoke trying to hide in the corner. With a cackle of glee, she pounced upon the thing, chasing it into a corner before stuffing it in a pocket with a nasty little curse to keep it in place.

      Logan put the crazy little woman out of his mind, trying to ignore the crashing furniture as she giggled her way across the ground, hunched and sideways like a crab. He could feel the thrumming energies building in the room, and their complexity and strength boggled his mind. The pattern Evelyn had inscribed upon the ground reached down and through time, piercing the veil of space and disappearing.

      The incantations Evelyn had prepared would lay the groundwork for shifting the Cauldron’s location on the other side, diverting them away from the Elven stronghold and near Slytherine. That was the plan, at least. Logan suspected from the anxiety and stress he sensed from Evelyn, Eris, and Gwen, they had less faith in the process than Meryl.

      “We have made all the preparations,” Evelyn said, standing up and knuckling the small of her back. She scanned the scribed circle one last time, eyes tracing every line and angle for flaws before she was satisfied, “My Lord, if you and Becca will drink the potion Eris has prepared, we can begin the ritual.”

      The red-headed witch stepped over with two vials filled with a swirling purple liquid. Logan took the proffered potion but raised an eyebrow in question, wondering what it was for.

      “It’s just to make sure you two don’t lose all your hair during the passage,” she flashed a bright smile and turned back to the ritual, leaving Logan and Becca to share nervous glances as the liquid.

      Logan was surprised to find it tasted of bubblegum, and when it hit his stomach, he felt an awful rumbling in his guts. Looking over, he saw Becca experiencing the same. Wrapping an arm around his lower gut, he stumbled towards the bathroom with Eris’s voice calling after him.

      “Once the ‘hot snakes’ stage is over, you two should be great!”

      Ten minutes later the pair walked back with awkward steps, their faces covered in sweat and looking wrung out from their time in the bathroom. The ritual was in full swing; the witches having set everything in motion except the final incantations to open the Cauldron.

      “Prepare thy selves,” Meryl said, her tone oddly stiff and formal, “the passage will only be open for a few seconds.”

      “Ready?” Becca asked, wiping the sweat from her brow as a wan smile tugged at her lips.

      “As I’ll ever be,” Logan said, shouldering his pack and sword, feeling a thrum of recognition from the weapon and a sense that it was eager for the coming adventure.

      The witches stood at three points around the magic circle, eyes closed as they muttered an incantation in perfect sync with one another. Fae energies swirled on the floor, curling around invisible strands of Earth Magic, lifting motes of dust into small little whirlwinds. As the powers coalesced, Logan could feel a stirring in the air, catching the scents of pine and honey on the air.

      As one, the witches reached into their dress tops. Each fishing out her third of the Cauldron and holding the arcs aloft, Fae energies strung from the ends, reaching out wavering filaments from each end, seeking their mates to complete the circle. Before the gate could form, Meryl stepped forward and held her hands aloft, fingers flexing as she tugged on invisible strands of Earth Magic, voices whispering the incantation.

      Logan recognized several of the words of power she uttered, but many flew over his head. Her will was iron hard as the spell wound down, impossible forces pushing against the Sage’s mind until Logan thought it might break. Suddenly the pressure released, the magical gate completing its circle and warping into an arch.

      As the hazy shimmer of magic faded, Logan felt Meryl’s spell take hold, shifting the gate’s location. He felt the throb of powerful magic fade and instead of sensing great life on the other side; he sensed great emptiness. The portal was foggy and hazy, only showing a smeared orange scene when Logan and Becca peered through it.

      “Quickly now,” Meryl said, taking her own advice and leaping through without another look or word.

      Becca hurried through next, flashing a grin to the witches. Her expression was eager excitement as she stepped through to the other world. Logan paused on the brink of crossing the magic circle’s threshold, taking a moment to meet each woman’s eyes. The love and confidence he saw in each made his heart swell, and he saw their expressions soften when they saw how much parting pained Logan.

      “Take care, my King,” Evelyn said, with a warm smile, “Keep them safe and hurry home to us.”

      Logan gave a single nod and stepped through, the sniffles of Gwen and Eris following him through as the sisters shed tears of sadness to be parted from their lord once again.
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      The passage through the gate was an odd sensation. Logan’s foot passed through first and felt like someone grabbed hold and yanked the rest of him through. His body and mind feeling stretched to the point of breaking, before he stumbled free into a dry baking heat, sweat popping out immediately on his skin.

      Squinting against the glare, Logan looked around in shock to see a wild landscape and sky. Above him the clouds were painted in pinks, purples and greens, the colors brighter than any he’d seen before. While the Fae sun lit the world in oddly silver-yellow light. The three companions had emerged into a long valley, rimmed in bare rock mountains. The desert like landscape was broken up here and there with massive cacti covered in six-inch-long needles. Other than the cactus, the little valley was empty save the yellow cracked clay dirt and dusty boulders strewn everywhere.

      Drawing in his first breath, Logan felt the unrelenting heat fade almost immediately. As the sweet Fae air rushed into his lungs, he felt his limb enervated, mind coming alive with energy. His senses were sharper here, able to parse a myriad of strange scents from the single breath. His eyes saw farther and in greater detail here than they had on earth, in part because of the new eye and in part because Logan felt comfortable in his own skin for the first time in his life. More than the colors he saw, or the way he felt, Logan sensed the magic coursing throughout him in a way he never had before, as if half of himself had been hidden away, obscuring the rest.

      Turning with a crooked grin on his lips, Logan found Becca, but his excitement died when he saw the expression on the beautiful young woman’s face. Features tense with pain, he could see the girl struggling to get a breath and her skin looked clammy and pale. Stepping over to help her, she raised a hand and flashed Logan a half smile.

      “I’ll be fine,” she said, voice strained, and looking around, her expression grew sicklier as she tried to grin, “It’s pretty incredible, isn’t it?”

      “Bex,” Logan said, resting a hand on her shoulder, “You don’t look good at all. Maybe you should head back.”

      “Not an option,” Meryl’s harsh voice cut in. Reaching into the bundle of rags she called a dress, the Sage drew forth a handful of leaves and cat hair, muttering a simple Seeking spell under her breath Logan felt his heart sink as the dark elf grew agitated. He couldn’t see her expression under the nest of kinky black hair, but from the set of her shoulders he knew it wouldn’t be good.

      “Unless you want to wait here for the Witching Hour’s return,” the little dark elf said, her tone less harsh than usual as she took in Becca, “We’d best find Slytherine and get you acclimated.”

      “Is it near?” Becca asked, face wan with strain and voice papery thin, throat dry from the baking desert air, and Logan knew she must be in torture for her normally stoic demeanor to break already.

      “I can’t tell,” Meryl said, and Logan could hear the puzzlement in her tone.

      “What do you mean?” He asked, reaching out with his senses he felt immediately overwhelmed with the potency of Fae magic in this world. It didn’t live in currents and pools as it had on the Earth side. Here it lived in everything, part of the fabric of this world instead of sitting atop it. Fae lived in the rocks and dust. It laced even the air he breathed with faint traces of magic.

      The power was alive and awakened, eager for Logan’s will to join it. The shock of it, combined with the odd landscape and strangely colored sky, was overwhelming at first and Logan closed off his senses, pushing back the eager magic. Marshalling his will, he went over to Becca to help her down onto a boulder, pulling out one of the canteen’s Gwen had packed then and passing it to her.

      Meryl’s keen eyes tracked the young man as he stumbled over to his friend. The dark elf was undergoing her own crisis of sorts, having returned to her home world after centuries and struck by its familiar sights, smells, and sounds. Confused by what her spell told her, she struggled to focus on finding the well, after the shock of Logan’s first footfall upon Fae.

      The ground shook, Meryl thought to herself, frown deepening as she watched her young Lord tip water into his friends’ mouth, It quaked as if greeting an old friend or perhaps trembled in fear, I couldn’t say… All of Fae would have felt that rumbling and be turning their eyes to the heavens, wondering what it portents…

      Jagged shadows edged in on the horizon and Meryl shivered in fear, though she couldn’t have said at what exactly. Reaching into her robes once more, she drew forth another handful of components and cast the Seeking spell, frustrated again as no directional sense appeared. Cursing to herself, she stalked in a large circle, casting the spell three times, trying to see if she could get any sense of Slytherine’s location but getting only the vague feeling it was near.

      “Meryl,” Logan said, “What’s going on? Where’s the well?”

      “It’s supposed to be right here,” the little elf said in frustration, “I can feel it… but faint. It makes little sense.”

      “We need to find it fast,” Logan said, with a worried frown at the Knight who shivered as if wracked with fever.

      “Then you cast the spell!” Meryl screeched, her voice echoing off the dusty valley walls, as she threw a handful of components at Logan.

      The young man caught the dry leaves and frowned at the angry little elf until he realized the emotion had come from a place of fear. Drawing in a calming breath, he felt more and more comfortable in this world every moment. Holding the components in one hand, he marshalled his will and spoke the words of power Meryl had taught him in a place outside of time.

      Seeking was a simple spell, and its reach limited, but in casting it for the first time within the realm of Fae, Logan could sense the flow of magic with greater detail than he had before.

      “Escrito’ Helenede,” The language of power flowed from his tongue like he’d been born speaking it.

      Divination was a cool breath down his back as he pressed his will upon it, the word forging magic into reality. He felt a tugging deep within, and his eyes followed the path until he was staring at his feet. Reaching out with his will, Logan tied the flow of Divination to himself, working on instinct as he walked to the side, senses tuned to the flow reaching down.

      “It’s beneath us,” Logan said, a little giddy from having the spell work so easily. He’d cast plenty of spells in Meryl’s no-space training, but this felt different, more real. “I don’t know how far but it is definitely down there.”

      “That easy?” Meryl asked, her voice sharp, head tilting to the side as she took him in one move, “How are you feeling? Illness? Fatigue? Fever?”

      “I feel fine,” Logan said, brows pinching together as he looked at Becca’s haggard expression.

      “Of course,” Becca began, but broke off in a fit of heavy coughs, “Course you do,” she finished, wiping her lips and standing with an obvious struggle. “How do we get down there then?”

      “It’s not that simple girl,” Meryl growled, “You can’t just waltz through the Darkened in any old direction. That place is a maze! A warren of darkness and I have no desire to go back. None!”

      “You’re from down there?” Logan asked, turning when there was a flicker of shadows up the valley floor.

      “I was,” Meryl grumbled.

      “We should get moving,” Logan said, eyes scanning the desert valley for any other signs of movement.

      Meryl might have argued, but at that moment Becca doubled over in a fit of coughing and one hard look from Logan sent her scurrying. Logan took the rear, keeping one eye on Becca and another on their surroundings. Meryl wound her way through boulders so ancient they’d cracked centuries before under the glaring silvery sun.

      The Sage had no idea where they were in the chaotic wilderness of Fae, but as any of its denizens she could sense the nearest entrance to the dark world. So intent was Meryl on sensing the nearest entrance, she failed to feel the Fae triggers of the trap she tripped, and it was only because of Logan’s vigilance the party had warning.

      “Monsters!” Logan cried, warned by the hairs on his neck and arms rising. His shout earned a frown from Meryl until she saw the black shapes swooping out from under broken boulders all around them.

      Massive leathery wings beat at them. The cacophony of wind would have battered the group to the ground, making them easy prey for great bat-like creatures. The moment Logan saw the creatures unfurling from the shadows, his new eye focused on evil red eyes and dripping fangs, then the massive wings and their weak shoulder joints.

      Pushing down his first instinct to protect the women, Logan threw himself clear not a moment before the concussive force of the wind attack struck. Rolling to one knee, he unsheathed Excalibur, feeling it come alive in his hand, her odd emotions mirroring his own, cold and hard. The creatures, bat-like beings that feasted on energy were turning to angle their wind at him, just as his blade took the first at the crook of shoulder and wing, parting paper thin flesh and crushing the hollow bones beneath.

      “BRKAWWWW!!!!!” The creature screamed, its oddly human eyes registering pain filled terror as it collapsed.

      Spinning on the second creature, Logan thrust his blade into its chest, shocked at how easily the monster’s body crumpled before the blow. Trying to draw his blade from the corpse, he was forced to kick it free before he could turn back to find the first clawing at the dusty ground and dragging its bloody wing behind it as it sought escape.

      “Kill it!” Meryl screamed, rising from the ground, blood leaking from her and Becca’s ears from the concussive force, “Kill the demon!”

      “Demon?” Logan asked, turning from the angry dark elf to the whimpering monster.

      “Mana Vampires,” Meryl said with an angry hiss, “Ate damn near a third of my power, the bitches!”

      “BRkawww, No!” Cried the bleeding demon in a pained, pathetic voice, “Mercy Great Lord, Mercy for Malita!”

      Logan’s shock at hearing the creature speak was great, but he managed to keep it hidden as he turned on the creature. Pressing his blade to its slender throat, he let his face grow stern, the expression he gave Simon when the boy had gone on for too long about some esoteric detail or fact.

      “I’ll trade your freedom for information,” the young man said, voice hard as steel causing the demon bat to nod quickly, “Where is the well of Slytherine?”

      “It sank centuries ago, Great Lord,” the creature said, cringing all the while, “None have crossed over from the great gate in centuries. It was believed they never would.”

      “Who set the trap? Who placed you here?”

      “Mother ordered us here,” the demon said, voice raw with fear, “She told us… there would be a feast coming through eventually… three witches filled with raw mana… We had no choice Great Lord!”

      “Who is Mother?” Logan asked the creature, but it was Meryl who responded.

      “The Demon Queen,” she said, “all her subjects refer to her thus. Where is she, you stupid mana sucker?”

      “Meryl,” Logan warned when the dark elf stepped forward with glowing fist in threat, stepping between her and the demon he locked gazes with where he hope her eyes were in that mass of kinky black hair and leveled a frown at her, “Go see to Becca and let me handle this if you can’t keep your anger in check.”

      “Fine!” The woman growled, spinning and barking over one shoulder, “But when its lies lead us into another trap, I’ll say I told you so. I’ll shout it in your ears!”

      Wincing at her high-pitched screech, Logan turned back to the monster trembling on the ground. It looked pathetic, with its weak body and limbs, not to mention the sickly, pained expression on its hideous, too human face. He could see the anger and hate buried deep in its eyes and knew he should kill it right then. He’d known irrational hates like this, watching his former foster father talk about politicians of the opposing party. The man ascribed the worst intentions to people he’d never met and knew nothing about, other than what their enemy said about them.

      Shaking his head and sighing at the uselessness of anger and trying not to feel a deep sadness for killing the other demon, Logan drew his powers in, marshalling his will and uttering a minor spell of mending. The magic once again came as easily as breathing for Logan, and he grinned as the power left his fingertips, consuming the feather he’d used as a component and stitching together the tendons and papery-thin flesh around the wound he’d made.

      It wasn’t a true healing, for infection could still spread and the flesh beneath was still torn and bruised, but the wing would bear the creature’s weight now. Drawing in a deep breath, he grinned back at the shocked demon, finding his breaths coming heavy and a sense of weakness as his mana pool emptied a little more.

      “Great Lord…” The demon hissed in surprise, raising its wounded wing and testing the movement with only a minor wince, “What…” it’s shock was clear but quickly the expression grew guarded and suspicious, “What demands would you place upon me for this gift?”

      “No demands,” Logan said, suddenly tired of the fear and mistrust, ignoring Meryl’s angry hiss he went on in the same mild tone, sheathing his blade over one shoulder as he did, “You’re no threat to us and to kill unnecessarily is a sin. Tell me, demon, what is the state of Fae? What are the elves and your demons up to? Tell me what you know and you’re free to go.”

      “My Lord, you can’t trus-.”

      The Sage cut off and Logan turned to see Becca had reached up and gripped the dark elf’s arm, the teen’s face was drawn and sickly, but her expression was harder than Logan had ever seen from the girl as she shook her head slowly.

      “Let his honor guide you.” Becca’s words had a weight to them, as if she was quoting from something. Meryl didn’t speak, but simply crossed her arms and glared at the downed demon.
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      “What is your name, demon?” Logan asked the creature.

      “Malita, Great Lord,” the demon cringed as it spoke.

      “I’m Logan,” he said with a small nod, “and those are my friends Becca and Meryl,” mention of the dark elf’s name set the demon to shiver despite the baking heat, “Tell us all you know of these lands, and tell it true,” his golden eye locked on twin red ones and the demons shivers only increased.

      “The High Elves have walled themselves inside their kingdom and refuse to allow pilgrims to visit the shrines.” The creature spoke quickly, words tumbling over one another as it stared up into Logan’s dimly glowing eye, “Their Rangers no longer hunt the hidden lanes and predators have unbalanced the world of nature. They claim we started the war, but it was their villainy that began it. Even their kin fled their ways millennia ago.”

      “What of the demons,” Logan asked, “and these other elves?”

      “The Darkened claimed one clan,” she nodded over to Meryl, “The sea another, woods a third and the fourth claimed the Peaks and their Mysteries. My people are the lost and broken,” the demon’s tone grew sorry for itself, the words laced with bitterness, “We had places and homes before the Sundering… Before the pointy-eared devils tore our world apart. Mother gathered us, gave us gifts, and showed us how we could throw off the yoke of our former masters.” The bitterness turned into a hiss of anger as the demon’s eyes burned a deep red, “How are your people better than ours? Why don’t we deserve the same freedoms and choices? Because we happened to be born in this world without the privilege of Elven blood?”

      “Is this true?” Logan asked Meryl.

      “As far as I know,” the dark elf grumbled, “There was a reason I left, you know.”

      Turning back to the demon, Logan gave a nod before asking his final question, “There is a human,” he described Mordrek as best he could, down to the man’s black eyes, but saw no recognition in the demons face and it shook his head when he finished.

      “I know of no other human’s in Fae,” the creature said, shaking its head, “but I’ve been trapped here for a long time.”

      “You’re free to go,” Logan said, stepping back from the demon-bat, “but if we catch you following us, I can’t promise to keep Meryl from doing anything rash.”

      “Yes, Great Lord,” the demon hissed, backing away slowly and testing its damaged wing tentatively, “You won’t see me again, Lord Logan.”

      The creature gave Logan an awkward bow, blinking in surprise at its own actions and hurrying away, the tips of its great wings dragging through the dust.

      “Let’s get going,” Logan said, his frown deepening when he caught sight of Becca’s clammy skin and pale lips, “Meryl find an entrance to the Darkened as quickly as you can.”

      The little elf gripped Becca’s hand in a quick sign of affection before she started out once more, angling towards one of the valley’s edges. The climb was easy, but the baking heat made every step miserable, and Logan and Becca drained two more water bottle before the group climbed over the last broken red rocks, hands and arms covered in dust, only to find a wall of dense green foliage and trees waiting for them.

      The dry desert air gave way to cloying humidity and suffocating heat almost immediately. The transition of environments was so abrupt, Logan struggled to adapt to the heat and humidity as did Becca. He distracted himself by taking in the strange trees and plants crowding in close. They were so alike and yet so different from what he knew on earth.

      Some trees had stiff brown trunks like he was used to, while others had pliable trunks, their tops bending under the weight of their limbs. Bushes crowded the bases of trees in a riot of colors from oranges to purples, their flowers, an even wilder medley of colors. Reaching out, he ran his fingers through the soft petals and felt a slice of pain across the forearm. He looked down to see a scratch left by a leaf with a sharp edge. Careful of what he touched after that, he stuck close behind Becca.

      It wasn’t the sights so much as the sounds and smells of the Fae jungle that were so foreign to Logan and Becca. The cacophony of noises drowned out any attempts at speech. Tens of thousands of animals chattered and called out to one another, though they rarely showed themselves to the humans. Logan only catching brief glimpses of small creatures darting along tree limbs or beneath bushes.

      If the sounds beat upon his eardrums, the smells tantalized with possibilities. Sweet, savory and salty aromas had his mouth watering, and he almost plucked a ripe looking fruit down from a tree and ate it. Its berry scent was so overpowering. That is until he noticed the pale liquid oozing out of thorns on the fruit tree’s limb and the hairs on his arms rose. Sensing poison, he pulled back and hurried after Becca.

      The silvery sun in the sky never moved, and they’d left their cell phones behind on Earth, so it was hard to tell how much time passed as Meryl led them through the jungle. As he hiked, Logan couldn’t help contemplating their last encounter. If he’d followed the dark elf’s advice, instead of his instincts, he’d have killed the demon learning nothing. The act could still come back to bite them in the butt, but Logan couldn’t find fault with his actions and knew if he’d killed the helpless creature it would have been murder and his soul would have been heavy.

      I told myself to set aside my fears, the young man thought to himself, a frown marring his handsome features. But that wasn’t enough…

      Logan was about to call a halt, his concern growing as Becca’s steps grew more and more unsteady, when Meryl ducked around a thick tree truck and called back with excitement.

      Stepping around the tree, the pair found the little elf casting a Seeking spell outside a narrow crack in the tree’s roots. It looked too small for an entrance into the Darkened, but the cool breeze blowing out of the crack, filled with strange musty smells that couldn’t be ignored.

      “Let’s take a break,” Logan said, unslinging his pack and drawing out some food, “we’ll have a quick meal then we can head down. Meryl, you sense Slytherine?”

      “Aye,” the Sage said, pointing down and at an angle back the way they’d come, “it’s deep though… a lot deeper than I suspected.”

      The worry in her voice troubled Logan, and he watched Becca stumble over to a tree root and hang her head silently, arms curled around her torso as she shivered in fever. Pushing his worries aside, the young man brought out food for the three, sharing it around. Becca forced the jerky and energy bar down, washing it with water and grimacing for several minutes as though it might come back up.

      Logan couldn’t help feeling guilty for his lack of illness, though he wasn’t prepared to interrogate what it meant. A touch of her color returning, Becca looked up. The sickness passed and offered Logan a wan smile.

      “This place is cool, I suppose,” the girl said, one of her crooked grins finding its way onto her lips, “but I prefer Hawaii.”

      “Never been,” Logan said.

      “Air’s better,” Becca said, before a hacking cough caused her to pause, as she picked her way across roots to the crevasse, “but the locals aren’t as welcoming.”

      Logan wanted to make another quip to put a smile on the beautiful girl’s face again, but he sensed the struggle she was in from her hunched shoulders and the tightness around her eyes. Unsure how to help Becca, Logan helped her down into the slender opening, her scabbards clattering against the iron hard roots and hanging her up for a second before the girl unhooked it.

      Unlatching his own baldric and sword, Logan passed them and his pack down. As he lowered himself, cool air rushing past, Logan couldn’t help but feel like he was putting himself into the jaw of some great beast. The impression only grew as the opening tightened around him, forcing the air from his lungs as he squeezed through. His broad shoulders wedged in place and he had a momentary panic as he couldn’t release any more breath, nor drawn any in. Strong hands pulled on his ankles and Logan fell through, feet striking the stone floor.

      The first thing Logan felt on entering the Darkened was a loss within. As if some presence that had been with him for some time, perhaps his whole life, had gone. The sensation faded as quickly as it appeared, leaving Logan with a chill as he peered about himself. Becca was doing the same, nose scrunched, and brows angled in a frown of confusion.

      The opening ahead wasn’t tree roots, but stone, roughly shaped to look like roots. Surrounding the slate grey stone-roots was softer sandstone looking for all the world like soil, speckled throughout with glittering bits of quartz.

      “What’s this?” Logan asked Meryl, indicating the cavern ceiling.

      “Living things are the firmament of this world,” Meryl said in a soft voice, nearly a whisper, “They are the bedrock, and bedrock is the shifting sands everything sits atop. Keep your voices down, and your senses sharp. This world is far more deadly than the surface, but if we keep our heads about us and our torches close, we shouldn’t have any trouble with critters.”

      Logan wanted to ask what she meant by ‘critters’ but rags rustling and with a flourish of hands, the Sage handed two torches to the humans. Logan waved her off, pointing up to his golden eye.

      “I can see through the darkness down here,” peering down the widening cave he could see until it narrowed and angled down.

      “You master its powers quickly,” Meryl said, and Logan thought he sensed a hint of wariness in the dark elf.

      “I’ll take them both,” Becca said, “I can’t see shit down here.”

      The party picked their way across the cavern floor with care after Meryl lit the torches with magical flames. The sharply angled rocks beneath them gave way to water smoothed stones quickly, and Logan found they could step in the channel the runoff had carved in the sparkling sandstone. To his golden eyed gaze, everything in the Darkened had an icy blue hue, as if things were washed out, or he was watching this strange new world through a movie lens.

      In the cavern they walked down, the sandstone gave way to a myriad of different strata. Logan was reminded of the Grand Canyon’s walls, the different layers marking the passage of eons. Here too he could see layers of the world the deeper they went. The air grew chill, his breath misting before him and Becca began to shiver, her fever chills growing.

      At first they went slow, Meryl muttering under her breath the entire time, but as the cave widened, the ceiling climbing away from them and a cavern opened up their progress quickened. Instead of boulders or cracked rocks, they wound their way around stalagmites and mounds of dried minerals, the only sounds reaching Logan’s ears other than their foot falls, were the occasional drip of water far off in the icy blue darkness.

      Meryl was leading them in a somewhat straight direction, but she broke off after a half hour in the cavern with an excited sound of glee. Becca stumbled after her, and Logan followed, his concern for the girl growing every minute.

      The Sage stepped around a stalagmite and let out a little sound of delight. When Logan stepped around and found the little dark elf, she was on her knees in the middle of a large field of mushrooms, picking and popping the little green fungi into her mouth and moaning as though it were the most delicious thing she’d ever eaten.

      “Cooky Shrooms,” she said when Logan frowned down at her, “these used to be my favorite as a girl. Every Deepening Day, Momma would bring home a basket for me and my sisters.”

      “Meryl,” Logan said with a hint of annoyance in his voice, “we have to hurry.”

      “I know!” The woman screamed, Logan wincing as her voice echoed off the cavern’s walls before fading into the distance, “Here,” she handed a small pile to Becca who frowned at the slimy fungus, nose crinkling at the smell, “Eat them down, just two or three should help you. It’s not as pure as the waters of Slytherine, but getting something with Fae’s waters in you will help.”

      Looking like she didn’t believe the dark elf, Becca closed her eyes and threw two of the mushrooms in her mouth, chewing and swallowing quickly as though the taste were awful. From the smushed, grey paste it left in her mouth and the young woman’s reaction, Logan was happy it wasn’t he who had to eat them.

      The Sage popped a few more of the mushy mushrooms into her mouth, the dark-skinned jaw flashing open as she chewed happily. Becca meanwhile looked like she was going to be sick, but she pushed the last of the mushrooms into her mouth, chewing with an open mouth so she didn’t have to taste the things. Swallowing it down, I handed her a water bottle, and she washed them down.

      “Thanks,” she said with a sour grimace.

      “They didn’t taste like cookies?” I asked with a grin, almost laughing when Becca frowned up at me.

      “Tasted like death,” her grimace faded though as she stretched her neck side to side, “I do feel a little better though. Not like I’m going to keel over and be sick any moment.”

      “See?” Meryl said, as she motioned for us to follow her, “I smell water up ahead, we can refill our bottles and I can cast another Seeking to see where we’re headed.”

      Becca and Logan followed her silently. The girl looked better to Logan, but her face was still tight with strain and the skin around the edges was still green. When he drew near, he could feel the heat of her fever and worried the mushrooms wouldn’t give her relief for much longer. The floor of the cavern sloped down, the group picking their way with care, until they emerged on the shore of a small underground pond.

      Becca’s torches lit a small area around them, as Logan crouched and ran a hand through the fine sand making up the pond’s shore. Looking around, he saw something odd. The stalagmites around the shore had been worn down, their tips broken off or ground down, and the cavern floor carpeted with the finer mineral rich sand.

      Meryl and Becca were both crouched as well, submerging their water bottles in the deep pond when Logan heard a small splash from out in the darkness.

      “Meryl,” he said softly, “I think there’s something out there.”

      “Maybe a mere-kin or a few blind salmon,” the little elf said with a snort. “This is the closest thing the Darkened has to a highway and the Dark Elves would never allow-NGHTH!!!”

      The black tentacle shot out from the waters like a spear and wrapped a suction covered limb around the dark elf’s neck. Black kinky hair suddenly cinched in as the woman cut off with a strangled shout and was ripped into the dark waters before Logan could let out a shout of surprise. The hairs on the back of his neck warning him too late of the threat.
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      “Back!” He managed to shout, grabbing Becca’s pack and rolling backwards away from shore, just as two more tentacles stabbed the air they’d recently occupied.

      Whipping his blade free of the sheath on his back, Logan popped to his feet in time to slash at another tentacle stabbing the spot in the sand his foot had been a moment before. Becca was slower than him, and the girl cried out when a tentacle festooned with suckers slapped onto her arm.

      “Logan!” She cried, one hand clawing at the sand while the other drew one of her curved blades and hacked at the tentacle.

      Grabbing her hand, Logan hauled her back, slashing and severing the tentacle as he did. It whipped this way and that, spewing black blood as the girl tore it free of her flesh and threw it away. Red angry wheals stood out on the skin, blackening with bruises already as she cradled the limb to her side as if it pained her.

      “Behind me!”

      Logan shouted the warning but could not spare a moment to help the girl scramble in the wet sand as he deflected not one but three tentacles stabbing out of the black waters at him. Two fumbling strikes deflected the first and second, his enhanced strength helping him keep his footing. The third curled around his arm, suckers sticking to the flesh, sending spikes of pain through the arm.

      Anger and pain settled the young man’s nerves, and he saw the world with the startling clarity and slowness he’d experienced a few times now in combat. Wanting to curse himself for ignoring the greater part of his strength, Logan drew upon his magic, Fae curling around his feet as the Earth Magic flowed into his mind. Straightening the stuck limb, he muttered a word of command, senses stretching forth into the cold black waters.

      The tentacle connected to his arm wound into a complex knot of limbs. All writhing and twisting around a central core. A wildly twisting form thrashed in the waters, emitting flashes of power that cut and tore at the predator, but whenever a limb was severed another two took its place. Sensing time was running out, Logan braced his feet against the limb trying to drag him into the waters and called forth another spell taught to him by Meryl.

      The Magic Arrow was a simplest spell, meant to deal with minions and minor monsters. Logan slowed his speech, wrapping Fae around every word and motion of his hands, allowing the power to build and build, infusing the arrow with increased potency until with a final flourish of his free hand he flung it along the line the tentacle made, connecting it to the predators massed body.

      Oily black waters sizzled, spitting angrily as the coruscating green, red, and black Magic Arrow turned the tentacle into grilled uni as it passed and detonated underwater with a muted THWUMP! As the water mounded up before exploding outwards in a hair of rain and blackened guts.

      Stretching forth his senses, Logan felt the creature slinking away down a deep tunnel and drew on his magic to unleash another arrow before sensing Meryl swimming sluggishly to the shore. Releasing the magic and sparing a glance for Becca who nodded him on, face grimacing in pain, he rushed to Meryl’s side, holding her as she choked out a stream of water across the sandy shore.

      “Fucking Gorlax?” Meryl said, looking back at the pond in horror, “This near the surface? I’ve never heard of any above the Caverns.”

      “We’re in a cavern now.” Logan said, “How badly are you hurt?”

      “This is a cavern,” Meryl said wryly, “Not one of the Caverns. I’m fine, but your Lancer needs to be patched up.”

      The Sage was right. Upon closer inspection, Logan saw Becca’s arm was black and swollen, the wounds already beginning to putrefy.

      “Fae beasts, especially the predators, will be poisonous to the touch until she drinks from Slytherine,” Meryl pulled her dripping pack around and dug through it, coming out with a leaf wrapped packet, “I’d hope to save this for a day or two, until you really needed it. Eat this.”

      “What is it?” Becca asked, frowning and sniffing at the small package.

      “It’s Lembas bread!” The dark elf screeched, arms waving wildly and causing Logan’s frown to deepen, “What do you think it is?!”

      “Enough talking,” Logan said, his tone firm as he nodded at Meryl, “I don’t want to attract any more attention than we need to. Lead us somewhere we can see to Becca’s wounds and get our bearings.”

      The dark elf stood still for a moment, and if Logan could have seen her face, he knew she would have been biting her lip to keep from speaking. Finally, the little woman gave a firm nod and spun on her heels, leading the way deeper through the stalagmite cavern.

      Becca’s stumbles increased and Logan would have called a halt had there been any place to sit and rest, but they barely had room to place their feet between the great mineral pillars. The minutes dragged on and he was forced to help Becca through a few narrow gaps, when finally, they stepped up a short rock slope to a shelf of bare stone.

      The stone had a depression stained black as if others had camped in this place and made fires there. Meryl hurried over to the depression and dropped her pack, rooting around in it until she came out with a small pot and a packet of dried herbs.

      “What are you doing?” She hissed at Logan, her kinky black hair shaking in agitation, “Set the Lancer down and build a fire!”

      Logan did as ordered, choosing to ignore the Elven woman’s mutters, knowing she didn’t mean half of it as he set about starting a fire. The work was simple enough once he found a stone to lock the spell on. The cantrip would only last twenty minutes at a time, but it barely drew upon his mana reserves.

      “Get her seated,” Meryl said. The edge of insanity normally present in her voice was gone, warning Logan this was more serious than he’d thought.

      Pushing the nearly unconscious Becca upright, he shivered to feel the heat baking off her and shied back from her arm after brushing it and causing her to cry out in pain. Holding her as still as he could, Meryl cooled the potion she’d brewed and tipped it down the girl's throat.

      Becca coughed and spluttered, but the Sage gripped her throat in strong hands, the ebony fingers massaging her esophagus, helping her swallow the rest down. Almost immediately Becca gave a soft sigh, her eyelids growing heavy. With a murmur of something Logan couldn’t quite make out, she slumped over, deep asleep in seconds.

      “She will sleep soundly and wake with a pounding headache, but the arm should be mended, the poison worked out of her system.”

      “Thank you,” Logan said, offering the elf a grateful nod.

      “I love her too,” Meryl breathed, resting a hand on the girl’s shoulder before pulling a blanket out of her pack and tucking it around Becca. “Those witches pack anything to eat? I’m starving.”

      Logan dug in his pack for a couple of sandwiches while Meryl checked the wheals on Becca’s arm. When he handed the elf her food, she took his wrist in a strong hand and inspected the marks on his skin.

      “They’ve already begun to heal,” the question in her tone grew as she gazed up at Logan, “You heal like a faeling already… You aren’t sick in the slightest and you’ve been able to perform your magic without issue since we came.”

      “What does it mean?” Logan asked.

      “Don’t ask me stupid questions, boy,” Meryl said with a snort of laughter, “You know same as me. You have Fae in your blood and bones.”

      “I don’t know who my parents were,” Logan said, pulling his sandwich out and staring at the bread, meat and cheese without much of an appetite, “Perhaps it was one of them.”

      “Maybe,” Meryl said, not sounding convinced, “More likely an ancient relative. Your witches or I should have been alerted if anything else crossed over.”

      “You didn’t know about Mordrek,” Logan said, crossing his legs and frowning at the little elf, “Nor about the demon working with him. That means they have another way to cross over.”

      “Hmph,” Meryl grumbled, not arguing as she chomped on her sandwich, stuffing it under her hair in order to bite it, “There are hidden paths of course. But they’re dangerous, and all are protected by powerful beings who would require a sacrifice to cross. It’s a possibility, even a probability.”

      “If they’re crossing by these hidden paths, one of my parents could have used it too,” Logan’s cheeks heated, but he pushed on, “Or both of them.”

      “Anything’s possible,” Meryl said, but she didn’t sound convinced, “If you really want answers, my people have rituals that can read back through the blood and ask questions of ancestors.”

      “Can you, or we cast them?” Logan asked excitedly.

      “We would need at least three casters and rare components from the Darkened.” Meryl shrugged, “If we were down in the Hanging Towers, I could scrounge up the components. We might be able to put something together with your witches.”

      “It doesn’t really matter,” Logan said, pushing the hope down, “it doesn’t concern our mission down here. Just wishful thinking.”

      “I think it matters a lot,” Meryl said, shifting beside the young man and resting her arm on his broad shoulders, “I know it would mean a lot to you but knowing what race lives in your blood would also give us a clue as to the origins of your powers and a better understanding of who you are.”

      “Thanks,” Logan said, offering the elf a grateful smile.

      Meryl tilted her head back, the kinky mass of her hair falling to the side and revealing her dark, delicate features. The Sage had a soft expression, her golden eyes reflecting Logan’s smile back. Without thinking, he drew the little woman to himself, her soft form and the spicy smell of her hair filling him with warmth.
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      Meryl moaned softly, one hand flinging a simple ward up over their little camp, as she succumbed to the passion burning within her. With the darkness above, and cold stone beneath, Logan and his Sage lost themselves in the quiet touches and soft kisses as they peeled each other’s clothes off. Logan’s sadness faded as his hands ran over the smooth ebony skin, fingers caressing the dark elf’s firm little nipples and breasts as she writhed on the pallet they’d made from their clothes.

      The young man felt eyes upon his back as he pulled Meryl beneath him, the little elf yelping softly in delight as she snaked her slender legs around his hips. The surrounding darkness seemed to hold its breath as the King Who Was Promised claimed the ascendant elf within the Fae realm. As his cock sank into her soft sex, the elf mumbling in mindless pleasure beneath him, Logan saw and felt heavy currents of Fae gathering around him, curling and caressing as he thrust deep.

      The magic responded to his thrust, swirling and whirling in wild eddies, the chaotic energies growing as their love making progressed. Meryl’s high-pitched voice rose in gentle moans of increasing pleasure, as Logan took her again and again, lost in the bliss of her body. It wasn’t until his balls tightened and he felt the familiar sensations of an orgasm approaching that Logan realized how wild his thrusts had become and how impossible it would have been to hold back his orgasm.

      Fae currents filled the young man with a wild energy. Not the mad lust he’d experienced on Earth several times, but a wilder, freer feeling.

      “Lord fill me,” Meryl whispered in his ear, her breath hot on the sensitive flesh, “I can feel you throbbing… Please… I need to feel it again… Lord, I’m… cumming… cumming!”

      Logan barely registered the nails digging into his back as he hunched his hips, rhythm lost as his mind dissolved into whiteness and pleasure exploded through his body. Toes curling and fingers digging into the elf’s tiny ass, the young man was unprepared for the redoubling effect the Fae was having on his orgasm and he found himself on his back moments later, breath coming in quick gasps as his heart slowed.

      Not only was Meryl kissing his lips and whimpering her thanks as her tiny little pussy shivered in aftershocks of pleasure, but another had taken over on his tool. Glancing down, Logan was shocked to see Becca, eyes half closed as if she still slumbered, but body alive with need as she pressed his manhood into her pussy. Logan watched in awe as his friend’s perfect, slender body slowly sank down on his cock.

      “It’s the Fae,” Meryl whispered in his ear, “it fills me with power… with potential… It called to your Knight… offering her succor and some safety.”

      “Wha…” Logan began, but Meryl pressed her lips to his, cutting off the question as her pink little tongue darted into his mouth.

      “Give in to it, Lord,” Meryl breathed, “Let it draw from you all that she needs… yes… let her draw it forth from you.”

      “Jesus,” Logan moaned, hand gripping Becca’s slender hips as her pussy milked my cock as she rode him up and down.

      Meryl’s lips found his and Logan was once more lost in the rhythms of lovemaking, letting the Fae guide him. Becca’s grunts of pleasure were almost inhuman, and the girl’s sex milked Logan as it never had before. Within minutes he was unloading deep within the girl’s womb and she collapsed upon him. Her lazy smile of bliss faded as she drifted into slumber.

      Becca’s fever was down, and her coloring looked better as Logan drew her into the protective circle of his arms. The three cuddled up and slept their first night in the Darkened. Meryl’s ward kept them from being snuck up on, and the watching eyes were silent as the party dreamt.

      

      Logan woke in the warm pile of limbs with a smile on his lips. He couldn’t remember his dreams, but they left a feeling, an impression of warmth and comfort, a feeling of home he’d never known. Frowning up at the rock ceiling, he extricated himself from a grumbling Meryl and Becca, who both rolled into the space he vacated and snuggled close.

      Pulling on his clothes, Logan took in their surroundings in greater detail than he had when they’d made camp. The rock shelf ended abruptly in a steep decline that dropped away into darkness. The stone was layered in differing strata, their colors washed out in the vision of his magical eye. As he started a fire and put on a small pot of water to boil, Logan felt strangely at peace in the suffocating blackness.

      If he allowed himself to remember the weight of stone and earth sitting above his head, the anxiety would return but fade quickly as the peace of Fae settled back into his bones. He had a pot of tea steeping and was heating up a breakfast wrap Gwen had made for them when the women finally sat up. Meryl grumbled the whole time she pulled her dress of rags on, but it was Becca, Logan watched with concern.

      The human girl was still sluggish, her expression wane and drawn, but her coloring looked better than it had the day before. Passing the brunette a third of the breakfast wrap, he offered her a smile which she returned though it was weak and trembling in the faint firelight.

      “How close are we, Meryl?” Logan asked the sage.

      “Close,” the dark elf said, her tone satisfied as she put the components away and sat down to eat, “we should be there in the next couple hours. We’ll hear Drow’Lithia River soon, and that will tell us we’re near.”

      “Let’s pack up and getting moving then,” Logan said, “Let’s get this over with so we can find out what we came here for and get back.”

      “I thought you were enjoying it here?” Becca asked as she filled her pack, stuffing the last of her food in her mouth.

      “I am,” Logan said, swinging his pack onto his back and loosening Excalibur in its sheath, “but it’s dangerous to remain too long and… I don’t know… Something doesn’t feel right.”

      “You just miss your coven,” Becca said with one of her crooked smiles, only a little more lopsided for her sickness.

      “Hmph!” Meryl harrumphed as she settled the piles of rags, she called a dress in place, “It’s the giant bags of fat on their chests he misses. Boys!”

      “No,” Logan said with a faint chuckle, “Or not just them. It feels like we’re missing something… or I’m missing something. Don’t worry about it, it’s probably nothing.”

      “It’s not nothing,” Meryl said, “not in Fae. Trust your feelings, Logan. The Coven can’t travel to this side for long, not yet anyway.”

      “I know,” Logan said, nodding for the pair to head out ahead of himself.

      The worry’s continued to nag at the back of Logan’s mind but he couldn’t be certain if they were just the stress of leading, or if they were rooted in something deeper. He’d only known Evelyn, Eris, and Gwen a couple weeks, but already he’d come to rely upon them. Unsure how he felt about that, Logan pushed the thoughts from his mind and kept a vigilant eye on the darkness surrounding them.

      

      Sir Enlito, Knight-Sergeant, crept down the Darkened tunnel and shuddered at the sludge and slime staining the white leather of his boots. Half a day he and his brothers had had to exist in this black hellscape of horrors. Every sight more disgusting and drearier than the last. Soon they would find the devil they tracked and put an end to his foulness.

      The taint of his foul sorcery permeated the pool they’d discovered. Lothario had sensed a corpse in the depth of the waters but whether it was a monster or some innocent elf, murdered in cold blood and tossed into the dark waters they couldn’t say. The brothers had ignored the sign of struggle and the broken off stalagmites surrounding the pool, evidence of some monster residing there.

      “We’re close brothers,” the White Knight said, as he loosened the swords in his sheathes, green eyes glittering in the darkness, “I can smell the smoke of their torch. Prepare your weapons. We might only have one chance to strike before the cowards flee.”

      “Aye brother,” Sir Elo’ston said, unslinging his crossbow and locking the cord back and slotting in a bolt dripping with foul poisons, “but let’s make sure the evil one doesn’t have a chance to, eh?”

      “We were to bring him back to the Queen dead, brother.” Sir Enlito said with a slight frown. “With the Basilisk’s blood, will kill him instantly, no saves.”

      “Not if he’s Who Was Promised, yes?” The white armored elf said with a sly grin, “According to prophecy, no poison can slay the King… We’re just putting the trial on the tip of a crossbow bolt.”

      “Elegant solution, brother.” Said Sir Enlito, nodding and grinning evilly.

      “Elegant indeed,” said Sir Elo’ston, grinning and drawing his swords as he stalked towards the sound of rushing waters.

      

      Logan had never been to a national park or even a state part to see the wonders of the natural world, but he was witness to a dozen incredible displays as they trekked through the Darkened. The shelf they hiked down followed a sloping cliff and at several points waterfalls arched out from above them. The rushing waters poured past them, down into the darkness. Their mineral-rich waters sparkling in the dim light of Becca’s torches and ever more so in the magical filter of his eye.

      Galleries of crystalline structures opened up to the side, like massive geodes filled with purple and aquamarine gemstones. Strange fungi structures grew up the sheer walls, their spores raining down on the party below and causing all three to be lightheaded for a time. Even Meryl found herself whistling as the euphoria faded.

      At one point they skirted the edge of a vast underground lake, the far edge glowing with a strange pale blue light that Meryl said she didn’t recognize. When Becca spotted the monstrous figure slumbering on the distant shoreline, the glow coming from around its navel, Meryl hurried them along, promising they wanted nothing to do with a Frost Giant angry at finding them in its den.

      As they neared Slytherine, the Fae currents grew thicker and more responsive to his will. Meryl announced they were close, and the three hurried down the sloping corridor towards the sound of rushing waters. Logan watched Becca’s feet stumble along with concern. The girl had been growing worse and worse over the last couple hours, her health deteriorating rapidly. She’d lost most of the color she’d gained after their dalliance the night before, and her movements were sluggish and awkward as if her joints pained her.

      “We should take a break ahead,” Logan called to Meryl, “refill our water bottles at the river.”

      “Not a good place to stop,” the Sage called back, “You remember what happened yesterday when we stopped at fresh water.”

      “Fine,” Logan said, his expression worried as he watched Becca stumble ahead, the girl so lost in her sickness she wasn’t even paying attention to them. “But we better be close. She’s not… what’s that sound?”

      “Sounds like Karfa Beetles, but they only live on the surface in bogs and jungles. Nasty little things that will burrow into your flesh and eat their way to your brain,” Meryl gave a shiver as she pulled a water bottle out and took Becca, heading to the water’s edge.

      Becca plopped down on the stone ground right where Logan had stopped to stare, the faint wheeze of pain escaping her throat, the only sound she’d made in the last hour. Her skin was sickly green, and Logan was about to kneel and offer her water when a chittering and clattering sound reached his ears. Like silverware rattling in a drawer, the noise surrounded them.

      The black waters rushed past, their surface swirling in eddies and whirls around submerged rocks. The river was a good hundred feet across, with the far end rising straight up, the black stone climbing into the darkness farther than Logan could see. Looking up, he saw a strange darkness roiling on the stone walls. Trying to puzzle out what the odd mass was, Logan’s heart began to hammer as the hairs on his neck and arms rose. Dozens, hundreds, and then thousands of tiny green eyes glowed out of that roiling mass, suddenly surging downwards like a curtain dropping, the sound of their steel tipped claws on stone growing with every second.

      “Meryl!” Logan called, his fear rising as the roiling mass of monstrous bugs came into sight. Thousands of the critters covered the cavern’s walls, streaming down at the part.

      The Sage was already moving, her hand working a quick spell as she hurried towards a tunnel opening on the other side of the rock shelf.

      “Follow me!” She called, fear edging into her voice as the first wave crashed onto the stone floor ahead, the force of her spell blasted the creatures apart, exploding them outwards but before Meryl had taken two steps, the hole she’d made was filled by twice as many of the monstrous-looking beetles. “Back! Back!”

      Logan had swooped Becca up into one arm, the other arm lying about himself with his sword, cleaving through a half dozen bugs that had danced towards his boots. Their exit cut off. A moment later a wave swept between him and the dark elf, the little woman’s scream of rage and pain reaching Logan and putting that cold ice in his veins again.

      Snapping off a quick spell, Logan hurled a Magic Arrow into the mass of snapping beetle jaws beneath the Sage, blowing chitinous bodies hither and thither. Unfortunately, Meryl flew as well, the angle carrying her out into the rushing waters, where her curse at Logan was swallowed in a silent slash.

      Cursing himself for a fool, Logan looked behind only to see his only escape was in the same direction, towards the river. Hefting Becca up on one shoulder, he was forced to sweep the blade around himself again, his arm vibrating as the keen edge sheered through chitinous armor and gooey flesh beneath. He was nearly to the water’s edge when his ankle rolled and with a horror-stricken face; he fell into the mass of flesh-eating beetles. As a last act of heroism, Logan heaved the sluggishly struggling Becca out into the river’s black waters.

      The black mass of monstrous bugs all chattering in glee at the meal falling into their jaws, were oblivious, as was the man, to the Witches grenade, the Lancer dropped before the monsters swarmed the stone shelf as it rolled unseen by most, towards the tunnel entrance they’d come in from. One observer saw the small bomb rolling, and the hand of Fate reached out giving the grenade a slight nudge, directing it towards the booted feet pounding their way up the tunnel.
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      “The fools wandered into a Karfa Beetle nest,” Chortled Sir Elo’ston from the rear, “hang back brothers and let the beasties do our work for us.”

      “There will be no trace of them left,” growled Sir Enlito, his frown hardening, “Dead they may be, but we still need to return with a prize for her Majesty.”

      “Go brother,” Sir Elo’ston nodded at his younger brother, “You’re the quickest. Carve the Black Dragon’s head from his shoulders, or even that female with him. Either will serve as proof of their death. Then the Karfa can feast on the rest.”

      Sir Enlito laughed evilly as the three hurried down the corridor. Enlito was out ahead, so was the first to see their target for the first time. The wicked human was tall, as tall as an elf, perhaps even taller, though he would never admit that. The man’s blue eye seemed to almost glow in the darkness, the golden one beside it shining out in the darkness with a familiar light that disturbed the brothers when they beheld it.

      A flash of liquid silver carved through the monsters, and all three gasped in shock to see Excalibur wielded in the grip of this demon. Enlito opened his mouth to scream a curse at the enemy, while Elo’ston lifted his crossbow, sighting on the evil human’s heart. Enlito dashed forward, blade coming up and ignoring the Karfa that chewed at his heels. All the elf’s training and honor drove him forward, eyes shining with the glory of the kill as his foot fell upon a soft round object.

      “Eh?” Sir Enlito said when the little ball popped, then the world turned white and all he or his brothers knew was pain.

      

      Logan did not understand where the blast that threw him out over the black waters came from, but as torn beetle bodies fell away from him he thanked Fate. Shocked awake as he plunged into the icy waters, Logan swam to the surface with powerful strokes, one leg hanging limp and burning from either bug bites, or the explosion he couldn’t be sure. Nothing felt broken though and his head broke the surface and he spotted Becca bobbing in the small rapid just ahead.

      The shoreline raced past, the chattering of Karfa Beetles fading quickly as another roar grew, increasing Logan’s unease.

      “Meryl?!” Logan called out, coughing as a wave of water splashed into his face.

      Just as he got a hand on Becca’s pack, the dark-haired girl’s eyes were closed and her body limp. Rolling her onto her back, Logan kicked in a circle, his panic growing as the river carried them farther and deeper into the Darkened. A powerful whirlpool grabbed Logan and Becca, spinning them downwards, the current too strong for Logan to swim against and break free. Whipping around in every tightening circle, Logan took one last breath right before they hit the center and were sucked down into the black depths.

      Bubbles and waters streamed past the young man who clung to the unconscious form of Becca for all he was worth. An underwater boulder struck his side, trying to tear the sword and pack from his back. Lungs burning, Logan bent around Becca, their bodies pummeled by more and more boulders as the surrounding waters rushed faster and faster until with a powerful thrust Logan felt the pair of them thrown clear to spin through the darkness for a terrifying moment before plunging back into the falling waters.

      Logan couldn’t be sure when they hit, but suddenly the waters were churning around them, the flow tearing Becca from his arms as they were pummeled on rocks again. His hands grasped at icy waters as he tried to hold on to Becca, but his head exploded in pain, consciousness deserting him.

      

      Awareness was pain. Logan found against the desire to dip back into the black dreams and escape the cold and pain of reality, but the water flowing across his legs, threating to drag him into deeper waters drove his eyes open. Groaning, Logan pushed himself up on stiff and bruised arms. Blinking water from his eyes, he saw they were in a strange grotto with a table or altar set on a small island in the middle of a little lake. All around the edge of the underground lake were moss covered beaches, and a carved entrance leading upwards. The underground river washed up into the lake. The current circling the island before leading back out into the Darkened.

      Logan spotted a dark-haired figure face up in the shallows, body stuck on a mound of green mosses. With a groan of pain, he stood on his sore ankle and limped his way over to Becca, breathing a sigh of relief when he saw her steady breath.

      A hacking cough drew his gaze to the other side of the little lake where Meryl dragged herself up onto shore, the woman’s mass of kinky black hair pressed to her head and neck, making her look like a drowned cat.

      “Are you ok?” Logan called, his voice echoing strangely around the little grotto.

      “Quiet!” Meryl hissed; he couldn’t make out her expression from where he stood in the calf deep water but the anxiety in her voice put him on edge.

      He was just about to ask what had her worried when the hairs on his arms and neck rose and a sound from the carved entrance drew his gaze. Logan cursed softly under his breath when he saw two armored figures move carefully into the small grotto, their short spears glinting dangerously in the light of his magic eye.

      “Logan?” Becca called, voice groggy as she sat up in the shallow waters, her eyes squinted against the impenetrable darkness.

      Unfortunately, her words alerted the two spear-wielders, who’d missed their presence at first. With a scream of anger, one drew back her arm and let the spear fly. The glittering point aimed straight for Becca’s heart would have killed the girl had Logan not yanked her to the side. Becca let out a shout of shock at the same time the pair of warriors raced into the grotto, followed on their heels by a robed figure whose fingers danced with Fae magic.

      Why is it so crowded underground?! Logan thought to himself.

      The three figures were over twenty paces away, leaving Logan with few options as the second figure cried out in anger and pulled her arm back to let fly the other spear. It was the woman in the rear whose fingers danced with green Fae energies that gave Logan the inspiration. Recalling how his witches used their Fae magic, Logan flung his left hand out, lines of Fae reaching into the bedrock at their feet and into the walls of the tunnel they were exiting.

      The rock beneath the three turned slick almost immediately, their feet sliding this way and that. The slipping woman fumbled her spell, the energy dissipating as she cursed, reaching out to the rock wall to steady herself, onto to have the hand sink into soft mud. Water splashed around Logan’s legs as he surged forward, drawing his sword and steeling himself to take another life.

      It was only when he rushed up the shoreline and saw the two armor clad figures that the young man gave pause. Two were women with ebony skin and long straight pale hair and the third an angry looking male with pale blue hair. Recognizing their pointed ears and the delicate beauty of their faces, Logan pulled up, unable to bring himself to kill either of the gorgeous dark elves.

      Unfortunately, his pause and the surprised expression on his face didn’t save him from the dagger, one of the warrior women hurled at his throat. Her curse barely registering as the shock of seeing more beings, straight out of his fantasy book, sank in. Meryl was ready for the attack and her spell sank into the three, locking them in stasis, the knife falling harmless into the soft mud that clung to them like quicksand.

      Logan began to relax, but a muttered word from the sorceress broke the spell and the warriors were suddenly lunging at him, screams of rage passing their lips. The young man should have frozen in terror as the two powerful Elven warriors attacked, but the familiar reflexes kicked in, time seeming to slow around him as the world became crystal clear.

      Turning smoothly, Logan drove the point of his blade into the first warrior’s throat.  Pushing down the gorge that threatened to rise as the soft flesh of the male’s throat parted, the head nearly severed and neck pumping purple blood in a fount that splashed across him and rained into the waters. Screaming rage at the uselessness of combat, Logan smashed a fist into the woman’s chest, feeling and seeing the magic in the metal flare, trying to block the blow.

      Logan’s strength was indomitable as he protected those he loved, and the dark elf flew out of the mud and into the caves solid rock wall. With a crash of armor and the soft thud of skull striking rock, the woman fell in an unconscious pile of limbs.

      “Kill them, Lord!” Meryl called, as she splashed over to their side of the little lake. “Kill them!”

      Logan’s rage was cold as he reached up and plucked the small dagger sticking out of his shoulder. The female warrior had got in the strike before his hammer blow had landed, but as battle juices surged the pain was distant and faint. His eyes fell on the sorceress, the female’s fear was plain to see as she scrambled back in the muck, hands too caked with mud to draw on Fae with any skill.

      The sorceress was helpless in that moment, and the scent of raw fear filled the air as she realized it. The fight left Logan as quickly as it had filled him, and he pointedly didn’t look at the cooling corpse of the Elven male beside him. Glancing over to Meryl and the downed warrior, he thought quickly.

      “We need information,” Logan said, his blade still pointed at the sorceress. “Can you understand me?”

      “Aye, they can understand, but they’re evil to their core,” Meryl said, waters streaming from her robes as she climbed beside Logan, pushing up her sleeves, “If you don’t have the stomach for it, stand back.”

      He ignored the little dark elf with her kinky hair and focused on the sorceress whose pale-pink eyes were locked on his. The expression the woman wore was curious, Logan would have said, instead of terrified for her life as he would have been.

      “I understand you, manling,” the woman said, her voice thick with a strange accent, the words coming slowly as if she were recalling them from long memory. “You would kill us in cold blood for defending our shrine?”

      “This is a shrine?” Logan asked, looking around the small lake and catching sight of Becca stumbling over slowly.

      “A Wayfarer Shrine on our way to the Deep Temple,” the woman said, her curious eyes now taking in Meryl with a frown, “You’re of the tribe… Yet you travel with humans?”

      “We’re looking for information on another human,” Logan said before Meryl could answer with her usual tact, “He would have been the first in this Realm in centuries, we think. Dark hair, tall-.”

      “And if I have seen this manling? What bargain would you make for this information?” The sorceress asked, pushing herself slowly up to a seated position.

      “You and your companion get to keep your lives,” Logan said, indicating the other woman groaning and rolling onto her side twenty feet away.

      “A more than fair bargain,” the sorceress said with a firm nod and grimaced in pain at a deeper than normal breath, “Your manling visited the Hanging Towers. What his purpose with the King was I couldn’t say, but he left in a hurry and the court was none too pleased. I think an artifact was stolen but little comes out of the Great Hall.”

      “Hmph!” Meryl snorted, her face twisted with disbelief, “You can’t trust a word she says. They a sneaky and wicked species.”

      “Are you a Moon Elf with a slopped brow?” The dark elf sorceress asked Meryl, causing the kinky-haired little woman to hiss in anger, “My people gave up their dark hearts centuries ago. The Deep Goddess guides us now. Forget the perversions taught to you by those simpering fools on the surface, we keep to the true path now.”

      “What do you mean?” Logan asked, but it was Meryl who answered.

      “The true path of Fae… harmony with nature and all who abide within her. It’s the philosophy of the High Elves.”

      “Not the High Elves,” the sorceress said with a sneer, her derision evident, “it was the way of all our people. We aren’t six separate races as those golden hairs would have you believe, sister, we are one and will be again when the Promise is kept.”

      The fervor in the woman’s eyes sent a chill down Logan’s back, and he pushed the feeling aside. The curiosity on the sorceress’s face grew as she tried to puzzle Meryl out, but Logan could see his Sage growing more and more uncomfortable.

      “How long ago was the human here?” Logan asked.

      “A year? Two? I am not sure. Who is this manling to you?” The sorceress’s eyes traveled up the length of Logna’s blade, widening when she saw the symbol on the hilt.

      “Where’s Slytherine?” Logan asked, ignoring her question as he watched Becca stumble over slowly.

      “You are close,” the sorceress said, indicating the far tunnel entrance, “A short hike up and you will be there, but take care to avoid the Temple of Deepness… Its waters have become infested with something dreadful.”

      “Thank you for the information,” Logan said, sheathing his sword and stepping back, “We’ll take the advice.”

      The three backed down the corridor, Becca stumbling along, feet dragging and hands holding her up on the sloping walls. When they were far enough down they felt safe, they paused to catch their breaths and ring some of the water out of their packs from their trip down the river.
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      “So much has changed,” Meryl said, her face perplexed, “those were nothing like the dark elves I remember. The people of my childhood would have died before making a bargain with outsiders. They would have fought to kill any intruders in their domain to the last breath.”

      “They seemed reasonable to me,” Logan said, his voice edged with deep sadness, “If I had tried to subdue instead of-.”

      “No,” Meryl said with a hard shake of her head, “You can’t think that way. If you’d tried to hold back and subdue the man, you might have been killed. Come on, I can feel the well nearby, we need to get Becca there.”

      The little Sage was right, the brunette teen was huddled in the fetal position, too sick to even sit up. Lifting her carefully, Logan cradled Becca like a babe as Meryl led the way up the narrow, rising corridor. Logan’s mind turned over what they’d just learned as they climbed, but he’d barely begun when a hazy green mist appeared ahead.

      “We’re here,” Meryl said excitedly, “Quick, carry her down to the waterline.”

      Logan couldn’t afford to be awed by the sparkling domed ceiling, or the crystal-clear pool of water in a half circle basin. The green mists hung in the air, swirling and eddying around him as he hurried down to the small pool’s edge and set Becca down. There was nothing special he could see about the waters Slytherine, but when he scooped up a cup with the cap of his water bottle, the water weighed easily twice as much as any he’d felt before.

      Meryl helped him hold Becca’s lolling head as he tipped the water down her throat. The moment the water touched her lips, the girl seized the cup, gulping the waters down like she was dying of dehydration.

      “Slow,” Meryl warned, “take it slow, girl.”

      Scooping up another cup, Logan tilted it into her mouth, careful to keep her from drinking too quickly. Once the second cup was empty Becca gave a great sigh, her face relaxing and the color returning to her cheeks almost immediately. Logan breathed a sigh of relief as the girl slumped in his arms, a soft smile on her lips as she slipped into slumber.

      “She’ll sleep for an hour or two,” Meryl said, “What’s the plan now?”

      Logan had been thinking about that very thing as he’d carried Becca. Looking over at the little Sage, he nodded back the way they’d come.

      “The only good lead we’ve had so far was from the Dark Elves,” he said, “I think we have to go back and find out more from them if we can. What artifact did Mordrek steal from them? Was he working with the demons when he did?”

      “There must be another way,” Meryl said, her tone beseeching, “Becca will be fine now and we can head back to the surface… I’m sure there will be… I can’t go back there, Logan. You don’t understand how horrible my years in the Hanging Towers were.”

      “We have to,” Logan said, voice firm, “You know we do.” His heart went out to her. If there was anyone who could understand not wanting to go back to an abusive home it was him, “Don’t worry, I’ll be there and so will Becca. We won’t let anything happen to you.”

      “You don’t understand,” The little elf said in a raw voice, “Once they know I’m still alive… Once their king knows the King Who Was Promised lives… They’ll never willingly submit. It’s why they broke away from the High Elves so long ago.”

      “All will be well,” Logan said, reaching over and pulling Meryl close. The little elf shivered in his arms as they let Becca rest.

      He should have felt lost and scared, buried under a ton of stone in a strange world, but Logan found himself smiling. His golden eye pierced the veil of darkness, creating a panorama of beauty overlaid on everything. One of the most beautiful and talented women he’d ever known was reliant upon him to keep her safe and get her better, and miracle of miracles, he’d actually done it.

      As Meryl dozed, the little elf snoring softly, her hair fluttering before her lips, Logan thought back on the time they’d shared in a pocket reality. He’d learned so much in there but had come out with even more questions. Since arriving in Fae, he’d found he could finally employ the knowledge he’d learned, and so far he’d been able to use the power to great effect.

      He had a basic understanding of the principles of Earth Magic, the rigid structures of the mind, body and will were so different from the Fae he’d come to know in this world. The magic of this world responded to emotion and desire as much as will, and the working of it was more an art, as Meryl had once told him, he was realizing, than the science of Earth Magic.

      He’d discovered a thing Meryl didn’t seem to know or realize, though. A thing he’d realized only after the battle with the tentacle monster. The ancient Sage had told him mixing Fae and Earth Magic would have dangerous and unpredictable consequences, but he’d felt the exact opposite. Employing the two together had felt as natural as breathing, the power thrilling.

      Can I go back to Earth and lose this? Logan thought, lifting one hand and letting a Fae current coil around a single flow of Illusion. Letting the lights play along his hand and arm in a dazzling display that would have left EDM DJ’s in awe. Do I want to be that simple boy again?

      Assuming responsibility had been a duty he couldn’t ignore, but Logan hadn’t been prepared for it. He had no desire to order anyone around, but being part of someone else’s bad plan was even worse. The dark elves he’d fought came back to his mind, and he felt an ache at remembering the man he’d killed, but then a growing anger at the fact they’d forced him to it.

      What kind of place is this that they attack strangers right away? Logan thought to himself, what kind of fears and dangers must they be facing constantly?

      “Meryl,” Logan said, waking the elf, “tell me of your people’s history. Have you always lived down here in the Darkened? What was the Sundering that sorceress mentioned?”

      “Hmph, that tale will take hours to tell,” she said, snuggling down in her dress, “why do you care, anyway? They’re nothing like the people I remember, can’t see how it will help.”

      “I need to know,” Logan said, unable to put it into words better than that. Meryl grumbled under her breath, but eventually she spoke, voice intoning as if she were reciting an old catechism.

      “In the Dawn Days the elves were one people. One nation of different tribes, but all living and existing in harmony. This world was their garden and all the beasties and races their charge. Perhaps the High Elves know the reason for the Sundering, but my people have forgotten it. All I learned as a girl is the same thing all do, that we had a home and were loved until one day we didn’t.

      “Suddenly all that should have loved us, looked upon us with fear, driving the few who survived down here into the Darkened. Eons, our people struggled, their numbers dwindling and all the artifacts and knowledge they’d brought with them lost, piece by piece. Drawn down into the depths, we found the Hanging Towers and the cold embrace of Sister Deep.”

      “She’s your goddess.” Logan said, drawing a sharp glance from Meryl at the firm statement.

      “They worship her, yes,” the little woman said, “how did you know that so quickly?”

      “I can feel her,” Logan said, “can’t you? That sinking feeling in the pit of your stomach? Like the Moon goddess, but down here it feels… thinner somehow. Do you sense it?”

      “No,” Meryl said, the frown evident in her tone, “Logan, only the most devout of our Priestesses have known the goddess’s touch. Have you felt others?”

      “Just the Moon Goddess, I think,” Logan shrugged, causing Becca to stir in his arms lightly before settling back down, “She’s like… a lightness in my chest. Faint, but there if I pay attention. Fading when the moon sets.”

      “Have you told the Coven about this?” The little elf asked, her tone of concern causing Logan to frown.

      “No,” he said, “I thought it was normal?”

      “It’s definitely not normal to feel divine presences when they aren’t even in this place… There are secrets in your blood we need to unlock.” Logan opened his mouth to demand the little elf tell him what she’d been keeping secret about his mom, but she went right on before she could speak, “But we were talking about my people and how they came to be as they were.

      “It was a great man who made the first bargain,” Meryl went on, “He wasn’t of the noble class but a simple warrior who’d wandered deeper than any in search of new caverns where we might call home and fresh water. He found the Great Caverns and the Hanging Towers and more in the deeper darkness below. An ancient spirit called to the simple warrior, promising him safety and security if his people would offer her their prayers.

      “He brought back word, and those who followed called him King and the spirit of them named Sister Deep and bound themselves to her will.” Meryl gazed off into the distance, face thoughtful as she went on, “Sister Deep is a cypher, an enigma. Or at least she always was when I lived down here. My people turned their minds and sight inward, seeking deep truths about themselves, life and the Fae.”

      “That pool we fell into back there?” Logan asked.

      “They said it was a shrine,” Meryl said, voice puzzled, “but it wasn’t one I’d ever heard of. It seems their faith has… progressed in the centuries since I left.”

      “And what of the other tribes? The rest of the elves?”

      “Ahh… those are tragic tales for the most part,” the little dark elf shook her head before going on, “Wood, Sea and Peak may still exist, they did in my day, but those who hadn’t found a God or spirit as benefactor, wasted away. We lost the Cloud Elves and their great winged ships long before my time, and the tragic tales of their endless searches for the mythical cloud cities would bring tears to your eyes. Only the High Elves in their crystalline palaces flourished, but how few could say for their walls are high and impenetrable.”

      “What of the demons?” Logan asked.

      “It’s as I told you before, no one knows for certain. It was not long after the Sundering the first were discovered and enmity between them and those who’d always called Fae their home erupted almost from the first. They keep to the dark paths and hidden places, even now their Queen commands from the shadows. Her minions have bred for eons, their numbers growing every year.”

      “And Mordrek is in league with the High Elves and Demons,” Logan said.

      “It doesn’t make sense,” Meryl said with a shake of her head, “The demons hate the High Elves, more than any of the races, their enmity has always been focused on destroying the Shining Towers.”

      “We need to find out more from those dark elves,” Logan said, “we’ll learn all we can from them then head back through the gate to Earth. We can’t do much else here right now, and I’d like to seek the Coven’s wisdom before we make any more plans.”

      “Yes, my Lord,” Meryl said, and Logan felt a shiver run down his spine at not hearing a mocking or teasing tone from the elf. If anything, she sounded happy that he’d taken control and would be handling the decisions.

      The little elf had lost the sharp edge of her madness over the week, and Logan knew he had Becca to thank for that. Living alone in the woods for centuries at a time hadn’t been good for the elf’s social skills but a couple evenings with Becca had reminded the ancient elf what a comfort others’ could be, so long as you didn’t drive them away with your insanity. Not right away, at least.

      As the long minutes wore on and Meryl dozed again, Logan found the smile returning to his face and wiped it off. He shouldn’t be enjoying this. It didn’t seem like the type of thing a rational, normal person would find pleasant, but as insane as it was Logan felt more comfortable and himself here on this mad adventure, than he ever had going through his normal routine. As with his and Becca’s adventure north, the terror, thrill and chaos suited him.

      Logan was snacking on a peanut butter and jelly sandwich when Becca stirred finally. The girl moved slowly, as if her joints pained her. Picking her head up, she peered around the darkness until Logan sent a sliver of evocative fire magic into the torch. Flinching back from the sudden light, Becca ducked her head down.

      “Gah, that’s bright,” she said, shading her face with a hand, “I never thought I’d be so happy to have a little light though.”

      “How are you feeling?” Logan asked.

      “Much better,” the beautiful girl said, smiling up at him, “thank you for everything. I was out of it, but I know you practically carried me here.”

      “I’m just glad we made it,” he said, “I got worried.”

      Becca’s smile quirked up into that lopsided grin of hers, as she reached up, cupping Logan’s cheek and kissing him warmly. She rested her head on his chest and lay there for a moment. A moment was all the rest the pair had before a loud clearing of throat announced Meryl waking up.
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      Picking themselves up and stretching, Logan watched Becca’s slow movements with concern. If they got into a fight anytime soon, the girl wouldn’t be able to defend herself easily. He almost said they should wait for another couple hours until she felt better, but it already felt like they’d wasted too much time just sitting around. Before they left, Meryl insisted on hiding his golden eye behind an illusion and masking the pommel stone of his blade, doing what she could to protect him.

      Shouldering his backpack and loosening Excalibur in its sheath, he motioned for Meryl to lead on, back the way they’d come from. Logan’s senses were on edge as the three hiked back down the sloping tunnel, alert for anything.

      Because of his hyper-alertness and constant surveying of Fae currents they passed, that Logan spotted the Sheep Men. That was what he called them in his mind, anyway. It was in a narrow cavern; the walls covered in a brown moss of some kind and streams of red sludge between them. The colors were beautiful when seen from Logan’s eye, but he’d focused instead on the dark shadows tucked back in the cavern’s corners.

      In one of these he spotted movement, then the outline of short, three-legged creatures with curly white fur coating their emaciated bodies. The second he saw them he reached for his sword, causing the entire group to flinch, huddling even closer in the corner. He could sense their fear and skittishness, like frightened lambs.

      Meryl either didn’t notice the creatures or didn’t care, and Becca was too absorbed in her own struggles. The currents of Fae shivering at the odd monsters’ feet told a tale of starvations and endless migration in these vast, cold caverns. Logan’s heart ached to see their suffering, but there was nothing more he could do besides dig in his pack and pull out the left-over sandwiches and snacks he had. Dropping the brown paper bag behind him, making it obvious where he left it, he heard the clip, clop of cloven feet rushing forward once they turned a corner.

      Twenty minutes later, the party arrived back at the altar. The space was just as they’d left it, with the waterfall cascading into the pool in a roar. Meryl circled the pool, spotting footprints leading down another corridor. She motioned for them to draw their weapons as she crept down the corridor. They hadn’t gone a hundred feet when the dim clamor of battle reached their ears.

      “Perhaps we should hang back,” Meryl mused, but Logan was already surging forward, Becca right on his heels, torch sputtering in the wind of her passage, causing the little elf to sigh.

      Becca’s feet dragged as they ran down the sloping corridor and Logan was about to warn her to stay back, when he realized that would probably have the opposite effect on the young woman. Instead, he was about to warn her to be careful when he rounded a corner and another domed chamber opened up, only this one was four times the size of the last and most of the space dominated by a colossal monster with a dozen writhing heads.

      A brilliant burst of violet energy tore a head off the stump of a neck pumping black blood for a pregnant second until two more heads burst forth from the stump. One emitting a scream of rage while the other spit a stream of bubbling green acid that the sorceress just managed to dodge, skipping back behind a group of spear wielders.

      As Logan angled across the broken cavern floor, leaping over a small stream, he took in the dozens of dark elves battling the monster. He couldn’t make out much in the chaos of battle, and the screams of injured and dying, but the elves were focusing their attacks on the fire and acid spitting heads. They seemed to be working in teams, with spear and shield bearers harassing the heads before a sorceress stepped forward to blast it off. Only for the group to nearly get decimated when two more inevitable sprang forth.

      Logan recognized the monster or hoped he did. Simon had been wanted to throw a Hydra at his adventurers whenever he was feeling ornery and after re-rolling characters a couple times after horrible deaths, Logan had done his research.

      A shout went up from a tall, dark elf in glittering plate. The woman seemed to be in charge, barking out orders in the harsh accent of their people, directing a squad forward to engage Logan and Becca. Becca couldn’t see the dark elves racing to engage with them, but the Hydra’s many heads were plain in the light of their acid and fire breaths.

      “Ignore the heads,” Logan shouted at Becca, pointing to the Hydra just ahead and turning to confront the dark elf squad, “Attack the body!”

      Becca’s white teeth flashed in the darkness and her legs stretched, feet unerringly finding their footing on the uneven surface in darkness. The torch flew out ahead, landing near the Hydra and lighting a circle of black stone the young woman danced into with the flash of steel. Logan couldn’t worry about her right then as three warriors and a Fae-wreathed sorceress, eyes wide with shock at seeing a human in the Darkened, rushed to engage.

      At first, he’d been planning to yell he was an ally, but with the clamor of battle all around, he couldn’t be sure they’d hear him before sticking him full of holes. Thinking quickly, Logan reached into his mana reserves and lifted a hand, speaking the word, he applied his will to the small globe of evocation.

      The sudden burst of pure white light struck the elves like a blow. Suddenly staggering back, arms raised to block the light and weapons falling to the ground, the elves cried out in pain. Shouts from the rest reached Logan as he spun towards the Hydra, but he ignored them as a snapping green-scaled head dove at the source of painful light. Raising his hand again, the light still stuck to his palm by lines of Fae, the Hydra head flinched back, lower jaw levering open and a green glow building within.

      Logan dove forward, rolling beneath the stream of acid just before it splashed onto the stones behind him. Stabbing his blade up, he drove it into the soft spot at the base of the head’s jaw and felt the tough hide part, the gemstone in the pommel emitting a flash of delight as it stabbed up into the beast’s brain. The odd awareness within the blade surged in Logan’s mind as he ducked another head and popped up beside Becca.

      The dark-haired young woman clutched her side where the clothing was singed and the flesh black and bleeding from painful looking cracks. His heart clutched to see the burn wound, but the girl’s feet still moved like the dancer she was, and she wove a single sword in one hand with more skill than he could with two. Leaping over the head that had burned Becca and been cut off in retribution, Logan rounded the bulbous body, stepping under one of its massive stumpy legs.

      The stone trembled beneath him, and Logan could hear the desperate sounds of battle as the elves fought and fell. The torso of the Hydra was far too big for him to just start hacking away at, he would be here for hours before he found a vital organ. Thankfully, Meryl had been thinking ahead for this problem. As Logan realized his error, a finely wrought network of divination, necromancy and illusion wrapped around his head.

      The spell reached forth into the beast and suddenly throbbing red lines appeared under its skin, the network of blood vessels and veins growing with each heartbeat until he saw the three throbbing hearts deep in the creature’s center. The first slash caused the Hydra’s whole body to flinch, heads whipping around to kill the two humans carving their way into its side.

      The dark elves saw the Hydra turn from them, and their tall leader realized what was happening, barking orders to her squads. Groups of four rushed forward to harry and harass the heads, keeping them from the human’s backs, and they hacked their way deeper and deeper into the beast, blood and viscera tumbling around their legs and feet.

      With the spell giving him sight into the monster’s body, Logan was able to carve a path straight to the nearest heart. Reaching his arm deep into the hot steaming body, he pierced the vessel and was flung away as the Hydra writhed in its final death throes. Logan popped up to his feet the moment he hit, head on a swivel as he looked for Meryl and Becca.

      The little Sage stood with small hands raised as two squads of dark elves advanced on her warily. Becca clutched her burned side, face a grimace of pain as she squinted her eyes, shuffling close to Logan as the light from the dead Hydra’s open jaws faded. A good dozen dark elves shuffled on nervous feet, hands gripping their spears as they stared with wide eyes at Logan. A few knelt by injured companions, the rest still in shock from the battle.

      “It wasn’t enough that you invade our altar?” Came a familiar voice as the sorceress from earlier stepped out from behind a pair of warriors, “Had to invade Deep Sister’s temple as well?”

      “We meant no disrespect,” Logan said, sheathing his sword and indicating Becca do the same, “We heard the commotion and came to help.”

      “On the same day a Hydra invades Sister Deep’s temple, two humans and a Lost One appear,” the speaker was the tall woman who commanded. Her armor was of finer make and quality than those around her, the only thing besides her shockingly green hair sweeping back from her head that set her apart from the others. “You have our thanks humans for helping slay the beast, but these are dangerous lands for your kind. I don’t know how you crossed the Gate, or got so deep in the Darkened, but I’d advise you leave soon. This Hydra was just one of the fearsome monsters that call this place home.”

      “We can’t leave until we learn what we came here for,” Logan said.

      “They hunt for a human,” the sorceress told her leader, “they asked of him earlier.”

      The tall dark elf’s eyes narrowed on Logan and Becca, the young woman blind once again in the darkness but standing relaxed and confident, though her face was still pale and her fingers trembling ever so slightly. The glance at Meryl seemed to decide it for the woman, and she gave a firm shake of her head.

      “We’ll escort them to the Hanging Caverns,” she said, “if its information they seek, they can seek it there.”

      “Commander Ly’Synthia, are you sure?” The sorceress asked, face tense with worry.

      “The King will want to meet them, he’s always been fascinated with humans,” the woman didn’t mention Meryl but her eyes narrowed whenever she glanced at the little dark elf and Logan saw other elves doing the same, faces scrunched up in puzzlement. “You and your women will come,” the warrior told Logan, more an order than a request, “we march in twenty minutes.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 14

          

        

      

    

    
      The dark elf company was efficient as they worked, carving the Hydra corpse up. A squad had been tasked with keeping an eye on the strangers, though they weren’t threatening. Logan watched in fascination as the dark elves skinned the beast and carved components from its body. They were efficient; the sorceress, whose name it turned out was Jex’Amina, pointing out choice bits, or even performing the more delicate surgeries themselves. By the time the group was done, all were coated in blood and viscera up to their elbows and the stench was almost unbearable.

      Logan and Becca gagged, choking on the reek as the party entered a narrow tunnel. Meryl and the dark elves seemed unaffected by the stench, but the human’s fascinated the company. Warriors and sorceresses crowded close, inspecting the human’s gear and weapons. Whispering to one another in hushed tones as they stared at Logan and Becca. Meryl drew stares as well, but it was Logan they seemed the most fascinated by.

      The company was mostly women, the majority of which were warriors equipped with shield, spear and leather armor banded in a silvery metal Logan didn’t recognize. None of the armor was uniformly made, each having been constructed to fit the bearer and festooned with reed and bone fetishes. Their weapons were similarly constructed and looked to be little used, which Logan found odd.

      Of the tall leader Logan saw little, the woman far out ahead guiding their path through the winding tunnels and caverns. The occasional glimpse he did get sent a shiver down his spine at the perfect globes of her behind and the heavy sway of her breasts. Unlike Meryl, these dark elves had hair in a myriad of colors, from the vibrant green of their commander to pale blue and startlingly bright pink.

      Their features were delicate and beautiful, men and women, but their bodies were as varied as humans. From the tall, wide hipped and large-breasted commander, to slender waif-like sorceresses who looked like they might drown in their robes. The oddness of the elves was matched by the wonder of the caverns they passed through. Sparkling waterfalls and walls shimmering with veins of gold, platinum and silver littered their path, the elves paying the spectacle little mind.

      Meryl grew more and more nervous the closer to her homeland they got. Her shoulders hunching in on themselves and growing quieter with each step. Logan worried for the little elf, especially when another company of dark elf scout joined theirs and dozens of them surrounded him. Letting the flow of bodies carry them forward, he was pushing his unease down when they stepped out onto a wide rope bridge that spanned a blackness so absolute Logan wondered if there was even a bottom to it.

      “Welcome to the Hanging Towers,” the commander said, sweeping an arm out to indicate the gargantuan stalagmites hanging above them.

      The mineral formations, looking like upside-down curving towers in truth, were festooned with walkways and openings that let Fae light spill out into the dark night. The wonder on Becca’s face told him the Fae were even visible in the spectrum of natural light. He’d never seen currents of Fae so thick or plentiful as they wove throughout the towers.

      The bridge wasn’t built of rope as Logan first thought, but braided cables. The boards they walked upon looked like stone but had a slight flex to them. He’d never been especially afraid of heights, but his stomach did a flip-flop when he and Becca stepped out over the blackness below. The teen girl walked over to the waist-high railing, fearless, and peered down.

      “How far does it go?” She asked the nearest dark elf, a young woman with a short spear and buckler. The dark elf’s eyes widened, surprised at being addressed, and shrugged.

      “It’s as deep as the Goddesses love for our people,” she said, but it had the sound of old catechism.

      “It’s miles deep,” Meryl said, “when our people first arrived at the towers, spelunkers were sent down to investigate. One made it back,” the kinky hair shook as the woman shivered, “That was the last expedition I heard about.”

      “Fables,” scoffed a young male elf nearby, his accented tone sharp, “Aldo One-Eye never lived, and his Snake Dragons are myths only the most devoted followers believe. Don’t fill these Ascendant human’s heads with lies, little sister.”

      “You don’t believe me?” Meryl asked, and her tone was so quietly dangerous Logan shot her a frown.

      “I’m no blind follower,” the young man said with a cocky attitude, several of the younger elves nodding in agreement, “If the gods really existed, then why haven’t we ever seen them? Why won’t Sister Deep crawl up out of her well and give us the blessings we deserve? Are we not her Chosen People?”

      “I can assure you the goddess is real,” Meryl said, dangerous tone gone.

      “Hmph!” The young man sneered, turning his shoulder and smirking at his friends, “The little Lost One is amusing, is she not? Wonder where the humans picked her up.”

      Meryl made a sound like an angry cat in the back of her throat, and Becca just managed to snatch the woman's ebony skinned hand before she could weave a spell that would have sent the young man scurrying from a smarting backside. The Sage was still fuming at the joking youngsters when the commander pulled up to a halt at the top of the bridge.

      “Jex’Amina,” she pointed at the sorceress Logan had first met, “See our guests get refreshed before their audience. Take Alpha Squad and post a guard, I don’t want anyone causing trouble, you hear?”

      The sorceress nodded, and as she and a squad of older dark elves escorted Logan, Becca and Meryl onto a wide walkway spanning the tip of a Hanging Tower, the commander led the rest of her troop deeper into the complex, towards the purple, pink and silver tower that dominated the center.

      “Steam baths?” Meryl asked the sorceress they’d started out on the climbing walkway, causing an odd look from the little woman.

      “Yes… you’ve heard of the steam baths?”

      Meryl didn’t reply, but the little elf hugged herself and was humming happily as they entered a tall arched opening into the mineral tower. The first thing Logan and Becca noticed was the smell. It was something like a cross between rotten eggs and week-old farts, and both retched silently after ten steps into the cloying air.

      “It’s the minerals,” Meryl said, and Logan could almost hear the grin stretching the Sage’s lips, “Mmm nothing quite like it anywhere else.”

      “It’s certainly unique,” Becca said, stuffing wads of cloth she tore from her shirt into each nostril.

      Logan was about to call up his magic and attempt to stop his nose from smelling. It seemed like a simple feat but Meryl’s hand warning him away from it and he realized the squad that escorted them down the rounded corridor with its narrow doors and windows, were watching him and Becca with undisguised interest. Instead of calling up the magic, he ignored the smell the best he could, unwilling to look as ridiculous as Becca did around the dark elves.

      The hallways were lined with every color of the rainbow, making the contrast between the black exteriors and the colorful interiors stark. There was little in the way of furniture, but every hallway and room Logan peeked in were covered in thick, densely woven carpets. The rugs had intricate embroidery in stylized patterns and motifs.

      There were figures working into the centers of the largest rugs and it took Logan a long minute before he realized they were creatures he knew but stylized in such a way as to be almost abstract. He wasn’t sure if it was the artistic style of the dark elves or if they had forgotten what horses, tigers, elk, and birds looked like.

      Everywhere were signs of their faith. Hanging at every intersection was a lantern that dripped Fae lights that dissolved into nothing before hitting the floor. They built the lanterns like little whirlpools of tornados, light peeking out of the swirling sides as well as streaming out of the bottom. On walls were large murals of pitch black and shades of grey, small altars festooned with offerings set beneath them.

      The younger elves ignored the altars but the older elves in their scouting group touched knuckles to heart, silent salutes. Of the other dark elves, Logan saw few, and those only closer to the center of the stalactite. He spotted an older woman walking with a pile of thick blankets and beating stick. The woman spotted the scouting party and frowned, then her eyes fell on Logan and Becca and widened, the blankets tumbling from nerveless arms as she watched them walk past.

      “Was Mordrek the last human to come here?” Logan asked the sorceress.

      “Our Towers have remained hallowed ground, free of the taint you humans carry for all time.” Her tone wasn’t precisely rude, nor was it warm and welcoming. “By law, we kill outsiders on sight. That was the reason Droglo and Zeshamin attacked straight away. They never brought the human you seek within the Towers, as far as I know.”

      “I’m sorry,” Logan said, not sure what else he could say and Jex’Amina nodded, expressionless as ever. “His name was Droglo?”

      “Yes, of Ishl’amin Clan,” her face tightened, and Logan saw others in the squad growing uncomfortable.

      “They won’t speak of their dead to you,” Meryl said, drawing glares from most of the surrounding elves, but the ancient elf ignored their looks, and the sadness in her tone wiped most of the frowns off the watchers’ faces. “They mourn in silence. Each will find an hour or two to sit with their memories of Droglo. To peer into the endless darkness of the Deep and pray he finds a place in the afterlife with family and friends.” Logan was moved by the emotion in her voice but saw the whiplash of her anger snap back even before her back stiffened, “It’s a stupid tradition, like the foolish young warrior who threw his life away on your blade. Don’t waste your sadness or pity on these fools.”

      The dark elves, whose expressions had softened toward the little elf, bristled open their mouths to object but Meryl stalked forward, flapping her arms like the madwoman she was. After that, the dark elves gave the little Sage a wide berth, making a strange sign with their fingers whenever she wasn’t looking, almost like devil horns or a warning against curses.

      The first warning Logan got that they were nearing their destination was the thick fog coating the ground that grew into billowing steam. The next was the scent of cinnamon and cloves that pushed the putrid stench of the walls out of his nose, causing muscles, he hadn’t realized were tensed, to relax.

      “I’ve been dreaming of the Steam Baths for centuries,” Meryl breathed, her voice dreamy as she skipped forward on light feet, “Lord Logan, you will love them!”

      Logan got a couple curious stares at the little elf’s honorific, but the steamy air drew him after Becca, who’d hurried after Meryl with eager steps. Taking a moment to appreciate the oddness of where he found himself, before catching up with Becca’s pert little behind. He bumped into her back when the girl stopped abruptly, mouth agape as they stared at the bubbling, steaming wonder dropping down before them.

      The chamber was a pit, or a well with sloping sides. The curved walls were dotted with a dozen semicircular pools of what looked like dense steams in a myriad of blues, purples and violets. Each of the little pools bubbled over. Their streams of dense steam, moving like lava, pooled in the center, in a great white whirlpool.

      Meryl had already dropped her rags onto a rock and was slipping into the nearest pool and submerged herself almost immediately. The mass of black hair floated beneath the surface, and Logan and Becca watched her slip up in another pool feet away. Her head popping up, hair losing a fraction of its curls, the woman’s face pushed through the mass and she flashed a Cheshire Cat grin at the teens.

      “These are the only real wonder in the Towers. You don’t want to miss a single pool,” giggling like a girl, the elf slipped beneath the surface once more.

      The squad of dark elves hunkered down near the entrance, one elf pulling a small bag of stones out of a pouch and another a set of dice. Logan watched them curiously as he stripped off his clothes and gear. Resting a hand on the hilt of his sword, he worried for a moment about leaving the potent weapon just lying around, but it assured him none would dare to steal it.

      Becca had already slipped into a pool, and the beatific smile on her face made Logan grin. He’d seen her in pain for so long it was a delight to see her face finally free of the strain. Pinching her nose, the girl ducked under the thick steam as Logan stepped into the pool. He found the stone had been worked smooth, but his feet still gripped the slick stone without slipping. The steam felt like stepping into a pillow.

      “It feels like what clouds should feel like,” Becca said with a laugh, popping up in another pool and shaking her hair free of clinging mists.

      Logan’s skin tingled as he submerged himself, and he felt oddly light. Popping back up, he grinned then felt a churning beneath him as the bottom gave out beneath his feet and he was sucked down into a roiling vortex of cascading mists. His hair was drawing out, and he felt it fluttering as he zipped across them up, bobbing to the surface of a pool beside the one he'd left.

      “What was that?” He asked laughing.

      “It will draw us down to the center,” Meryl called from the pool she floated in, “each pool has a unique power and purpose.”

      “This one is heavenly,” Becca said, bobbing in her green mist, “So warm and vibrant, feels like my muscles have been massaged by a masseuse.”

      Logan noticed something different about this pool than the last. Before his skin had tingled, like tiny bubbles of carbonation were bursting away the dirt and debris of their underground adventures. This pool sapped all the anxiety and stress from his tight shoulders, even the knots in his neck relaxed.

      After a minute of floating the steam swirled again and he was drawn to the next pool where Becca had just left and felt the same thing she'd described. Now relaxed and comfortable from the blue pool, the green worked out his muscles, massaging and stretching them by some magic he couldn't discern. Nor did he care to try, for he was enjoying the experience too much.

      He couldn't have said if ten minutes or an hour passed as they floated from one pool to another and he lost track of all they did. All he remembered after, was the central pool and the thrum of celestial powers he felt beating at the heart of it. Eventually they exited the chambers, all three of them more relaxed and cleaner than they could ever remember being.

      The squad of dark elves were still waiting by the entrance and they escorted the party to a small side room where they could dry off and dress.

      “The King sent word, he will be ready for your audience in an hour,” Jex’Amina said, “Please stay in here until someone comes for you. Zeshamin will be posted outside as a guard to ensure your safety.”

      With that, she shut the door, leaving the three in the small room alone. Becca and Meryl started talking about the baths excitedly, the girl pestering the elf with questions about the different pools. Logan poked his head out a small round portal and saw the vast darkness of the caverns extend below and a sideways view of the other towers.
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      “We should discuss what we're going to say to the King,” Meryl said, her kinky black hair tied back with a black leather thong, and the cherubic beauty of her face a constant contrast to her harsh voice, “Or are you going to reveal-.”

      The dark elf cut off when Logan raised his hand, a finger extended before his lips. Then pointing at the door with its twin shadows outside of their 'guards' boots.

      “I know a way we can while a way the time,” Becca said, just a little too loudly.

      Then flashing Logan an eager little grin, she pushed him back into one of the odd wicker-like padded chairs and dropped to her knees between his legs. Flashing Logan and Meryl a wink, she made a show of dropping her pack and weapons in a loud clatter. Motioning her head toward him, she gave Meryl a little frown of annoyance and finally the ancient dark elf got her meaning, skipping over to his side.

      “Now you sit over there and watch Meryl, while I savor this gorgeous hunk of cock.” Her voice was over loud again as she drew forth his manhood, eyes sparkling with more enjoyment than her little ruse called for, and he couldn’t help the moan her fiery mouth pulled from him as she wrapped her lips around him, sucking noisily.

      “No speaking,” Meryl whispered, lips pressed to his ear, “You’re right, they have eavesdroppers in the walls… Do you have a plan?”

      He shook his head, letting his moan out as Becca ran her tongue up the length of his shaft, forefinger and thumb stroking the tip of his long dick gently as she worked back down to suckle his balls.

      “Mhhmm,” Logan moaned, “That’s good… right there.”

      “We need to find out what Mordrek was doing here and if the Dark Elves are in league with the demons. When we get to the throne room, let me do the talking,” Logan could hear the strain in her voice, “If they are in league with the demons and learn who you really are… I couldn’t get us out of this, and neither could those busty bimbo’s you bone back at the cabin.”

      Logan’s eyes squinted in a frown, but he couldn’t hold it as Becca took him deep down her throat once more. Meryl frowned, and he knew she didn’t mean the barb, but the stress of being back in her homeland was getting to her.

      “This is a rat-king of a fucking mess, but I’ll figure a way out of IT!!”

      The dark elf cut off with a yelp as her Lord slipped a hand behind her neck and drew her into a deep kiss. The Sage resisted at first, but the softness of Logan’s lips combined with the hardness of his muscles and the sinful sounds of Becca working him over, sparked her desire. In moments the eavesdroppers were listening to the sounds of a wild threesome going into full swing in the small room.

      They reported to their handler later in breathless voices, collars still bearing the stains of their sweat after both were driven to the point of distraction by the cries of pleasure from the women within. In the dark elven spies’ minds, all they could see was the tall, gorgeous human. So exotic and foreign, but brimming with rawer Fae talent than they’d witnessed in generations.

      “He did it… with both of them?” Their handler asked, cheeks paling at the realization, “The whole hour?” Seeing both nod he shook his head, “How could he have such strength?”

      “I don’t know,” said one spy, “but the Lost One… she was… was with him just as much as the human beauty.”

      “Have their prejudice against our people abated so much then? You say she called him Lord though, like she was a slave.” The older elf frowned, tapping a finger to his chin, brow furrowing. “Excellent reports both of you. I shall take this to the king and princess forth with.”

      “One last thing, sir,” said one of the spies, her voice hesitant, “The girl… I didn’t notice them when they first entered the Towers but when she was in the baths, I got a look at the blades she wears… Sir, I’ve seen those curved swords before.”

      The elf’s frown deepened, and he motioned impatiently for the trembling elf to continue.

      “Sir, the tapestry in the great hall. Othell’ollo’s depiction of the Sundering…”

      “Can’t be,” the male said, voice raw with emotion, but in his mind flashed the image of the young human woman striding so confidently down the corridor, the curved blades hanging at her side. “We must know for certain. You know what to look for?”

      Both women nodded quickly, trembling as their handler sent them off with a quick wave of his hand. The elf watched the young females scurry back into the hidden passages, mind spinning as it tried to catch up with all that was happening.

      First the temple is compromised, he thought. Then not one, but two ascendant humans appear in the Darkened for the first time in years… The King must know of this immediately, and we must have confirmation.

      Sending a runner with orders, he called in his scouts, fearing and preparing for the worst as their ancient king struggled to take his seat once more for what could be his last audience.

      

      Becca sat on Logan’s lap laughing with him about something that had happened in class the week before, Meryl pacing along one wall muttering to herself. Her hair once more a shaggy mess that hid her face, when the door opened abruptly and Jex’Amina stepped in.

      “His Majesty is ready for you now,” she said, a slight frown marred her features, but Logan noticed a flush darken the skin of her cheeks when she scented the air and her eyes didn’t seem able to leave his face or shoulders as he drew the pack on.

      Logan and Becca took their time getting ready, it being their first-time meeting royalty and Elven royalty at that. Meryl spent the time harrumphing and muttering to herself. The walk to the central Tower was a long one, and Logan once more took in the sights and sounds of this strange world.

      The elves grew more plentiful, the deeper they hiked into the complex. Logan saw men and women, even a few small children in the crowds that gathered to watch the strange humans pass. Most of the elves wore simple white robes, or short skirts for the men and nothing else. Once he spotted a woman in the black and purple robes of a sorceress, but she stayed at the back of a crowd, sending forth small threads of Fae to probe Becca, Meryl and him.

      Finally, they entered the great central Hanging Tower near its peak, passing beneath an arched entrance of colorful tiles set in similar patterns to what they’d seen in the rugs. Logan’s gaze was drawn down the short hallway to the vast chamber within and the glittering throne at its far end.

      The Great Hall was lined with tapestries of all kinds and banners that hung from the ceiling. Placed at set intervals along the wall were stone plinths with the carved busts of ancient and wise elves. Many of the heads were pale marble and only the last couple were worked from ebony. Several dozen dark elves in fine silks and burnished armor milled about in the side galleries, murmuring to one another as they waited for the human’s entrance.

      It wasn’t the nobles or their wild outfits that held Logan’s attention but the Dias at the far end of the Great Hall. A ringing in his ears drowned out the voices of Meryl and the guards as he walked forward on light feet. The ringing faded and a feeling of familiarity, almost like déjà vu replaced it as Logan stared at the oddly familiar features of the ancient elf upon his throne and the younger female who stood beside him wearing a scowl.

      “Humans, once an enemy most fierce, are now welcomed as heroes, ho! Ho!” Wheezed the ancient figure on the throne, “Greetings young Ascendants and you as well, daughter. You are welcomed into the Hanging Towers.”

      “Thank you, your Majesty,” Logan said, “We couldn’t have asked for a better greeting. The Steam Baths were wonderful, thank you.”

      The ancient king was tall and emaciated, with long white hair and a goatee hanging from his chin to tickle the purple robes he wore. His water eyes held wisdom, but it wasn’t at the king Logan stared but at the small young elf standing beside the throne, resting her hand on the oddly out-of-place armrest.

      The Elven woman was tall and slender like the king, but her facial features were smoother and more finely defined than Meryl’s or any of the other’s he’d seen. It wasn’t her incredible, haunting beauty, nor the tissue paper thin dress she wore, but the currents of Fae that writhed around her feet and legs, hinting at the possibility of what she could one day become, that intrigued him.

      “My scouts tell me you have questions for us?” The King asked, “We too have questions about how Ascendants have found themselves on this side of the Veil…”

      “Not like we wanted to come!” Meryl snapped, causing a stir from the nobles in the side gallery as they tittered, sniffed, and frowned at the black-haired elf. Logan shot his Sage a frown and motioned for her to keep quiet, spotting Becca staring at one of the wall hangings, a crooked grin tugging at one side of her mouth.

      “The answers I seek are the reason for our passage through the Cauldron,” Logan said, putting Becca and Meryl out of his mind for the moment and focusing on the King, whose eyes had grown sharp with shrewdness and the gorgeous young elf who stared at his with such burning intensity.

      “A human working with the demons has made at least one attempt on the Cauldron, attacking us. Where he comes from, what his or the demon’s intentions are, is what we came to find out.”

      “And if we tell you what you’ve come to learn? What's in it for us?” The ancient king asked, waving away the protest of the young woman standing beside him, “Hush girl. Listen and learn… The crown will be yours soon.”

      “Knowledge for knowledge,” Logan said, “A fair exchange.”

      “And what knowledge could you have that we do not know?” The ancient king asked with a wheezing laugh, “You’re what? Nineteen? Twenty summers, boy? My haircut is older than you.”

      “That might be true,” Logan said, wondering just how slowly Elven hair grew, “but when was the last time you visited the other side? What do you know of the advances in science and technology us humans have made?”

      “Mmph,” the king snorted, the young woman snickering, “Slings and arrows are no threat to us. What have the mud-grubbers forged? Another wheel?”

      “Listen to him, Gylark,” Meryl said, her tone harsh. “You were never foolish as a boy, don’t tell me the crown’s turned your brain into mush.”

      “You dare dishonor my father, Lost One?” Hissed the young woman, her first words of the audience, “Apologize, now! Or I’ll have the guards flay you and hang you over the depths for a fortnight!”

      “Ny’Loriss,” warned the King in a quiet voice, the princess snapping her teeth together but still glaring at Meryl. She couldn’t believe the dark elf has deigned to speak to their king so. The ancient king’s sharp gaze riveted on Meryl and he squinted, trying to pierce the curtain of her kinky dark locks. “Who are you, little sister?”

      “Little sister?!” Meryl screeched and Logan winced, knowing the man had unleashed one of her harangues, “Never a fool, Meryl says! And then the fool proves her a liar! Gylark, I wiped your shitty little ass as a squalling babe so don’t you ever call me little sister again! Gah! I fucking hate it here! You’re all so depressed and boring, wasting your time with Sister Deep. Desperate in pursuit of what? Power? No! You seek stillness… Puke!”

      The princess’s eyes were wide as saucers as she stared at the tiny elf, so shocked at the outburst she was frozen into silence. The king’s eyes narrowed on Meryl and with a flick of one finger a complex net of Fae spun out, the display of casual power shocking Logan with its complexity. Reacting on instinct, he lifted his hand and sent a burst of Fae at the net, the fragile spell tearing to nothing.

      If Logan had shot off a rocket or dropped his pants and taken a shit right there in the audience hall, he couldn’t have shocked the watchers more than he did. The gasps and screams from the gathered nobles surprised Logan almost as much as he had them.

      “Blasphemy!” Shouted a voice

      “An attack!? The High Elves?!”

      Fearful murmurs rose after that, only cut off when the king raised a thin hand, calling for silence. His daughter had lost her anger and stared with dumbfound amazement at Logan, reassessing.

      “Who are you, human?” The King asked, a tremor in his voice that hadn’t been there before. His eyes darted from Meryl to Becca and back to Logan, and his breathing grew deeper, more ragged as his eyes slowly widened.

      “I’ve come for information,” Logan said, his voice cold iron, surprising himself with his calmness in the face of such a sudden shift in the atmosphere, “I meant no offense, but you called us guests… Do you fling spells at all your guests? Is this the welcome of the dark elves?”

      “Like for like, Ascendant,” the King said, voice as hard as Logan’s but eyes still worked to puzzle out the mystery before him, “The man you hunt called himself Mordrek. He and another came to us in the guise of allies, only to steal our people’s greatest weapon.”

      “Who did he come with?” Logan asked.

      “His father,” the King turned his head and spit on the mineral lined stone of the dais his throne sat upon. “Darkrelo Argento was a Knight of Dendomere… until he swore his soul in dark ritual to the Demon Queen herself in secret.”

      “His father?” Logan said.

      “Enough questions, boy,” the King said, “Like for like, eh? Who is Mordrek to you? And why do human Ascendants walk the worlds once again?”

      “He’s my half-brother,” Logan said, seeing the king and princesses’ eyes tighten in anger, “or so he claims.”

      “Brother to a thief?” The princess said, her anger returned, “What mischief have you come to bring us? Lock them up Father, we can have the Sorceress’s work on them and find out the truth. Even this one,” she grinned at Meryl, “I can sense the fledgling Fae in her… barely used, barely touched… These bumpkins have-.”

      “Princess Meryl’endra’thil Linn’Estos!” The shout came from a side doorway where an elegant sorceress, Logan recognized from earlier in the crowd, stood with a small portrait in one hand, looking from it to Meryl, “Your Highness has returned to us! Praise Sister Deep, the Wizardess has returned to Fae! Goddess me praised!”

      Absolute silence met the woman’s euphoric shouts as every eye turned to regard the little woman in her pile of rags, kinky black hair shaking slightly as she spoke a single word.

      “Shit.”
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      Meryl’s single word broke whatever spell had locked everyone in place, and all started speaking at once. Everyone except the three who stood silently before the King, that is. As the ancient man rose to his feet on shaky legs, the chattering crowd grew quiet. The ancient man looked from the sorceress who had made the announcement to Meryl, face at once disbelieving and hopeful.

      “Aunty?” The ancient king asked in a voice reminiscent of him as a boy, “Aunty Linn? Is that really you?”

      “Yes, Gylark,” Meryl said with a great sigh as she shook her hair back out of her face and stood up straight. A sour grimace marred her adorable features as whispers of awe erupted from around the room.

      “I don’t get it,” Becca said, cocking one hip and looking at Meryl, “You’re his aunt? How’s that work?”

      “Princess Meryl’endra’thil Linn’Estos,” the King said, walking down the steps on trembling legs. Over his shoulder Logan saw the tall princess shaking her head, glancing from Meryl up to a tapestry on the wall and back, “Was to be the greatest Queen our people ever had. Her father, my uncle, led us to this haven… Aunty Linn, the goddess called. Why did you not answer it? The throne awaited you… It awaits you still.”

      Several gasps sounded at that and the princess gave a strangled ‘Father, no!’ but the old man ignored them, stopping before the little elf with an awed expression.

      “I didn’t want the throne. Besides, they ran me off you fool! Don’t you remember?!” Meryl asked, scowling at the king and nobles, “Your Goddess put her curse on me, keeping me from the Fae… And someone’s blood, or who they’re related to, is a stupid reason to give someone a crown.”

      “But the throne is yours,” the King said, lifting a hand and pointing, “Its blessing has been withheld from me all these years… Reach forth thy hand Aunt and take it back… please… We are lost, our people have need of your wisdom and strength.”

      “No,” Meryl said, the single word causing a shocked murmur from the elves watching this drama play out with wide eyes, “Gylark that isn’t a throne, it’s just a hunk of stone with a piece of the real throne. You said so yourself… you’re a lost race. Only the King Who Was Promised will heal the wounds you suffer from. Only He can bring us together as one people again.”

      “Fables and myth,” the old man scoffed, waving one hand, “Forget those silly catechisms and prophecies. No one could unite the tribes again, not even the threat the Demons pose could bind us… Forget this madness, Aunt. The Fae Crown is lost, if it ever existed in the first place.”

      “Forgive me, Gylark,” Meryl said, her voice soft and sad as she turned her gemlike eyes on Logan, “Your Majesty… It’s time to show them.”

      The Elven king scoffed, turning to the tall human with an amused smile that slipped into a shocked cry as he fell back, hands before his face as he blocked the golden light shining forth from Logan’s armor, suddenly summoned in place along with the crown.

      “Sorry about that,” Logan said, dimming the glow of his plate and mail with an effort of will, “I’m still getting the hang of this.”

      “Impossible…” the ancient elf looked to have aged ten centuries in as many seconds. Tottering on feeble legs, he gazed up at Logan, eyes tracing the lines of his glowing golden crown.

      “Send your net of Fae, Sir,” Logan said, nodding his permission to the older elf.

      Fumbling the first casting, the wise king cast his Net of Knowing about the young human and reeled back, hissing in shock. Becca was suddenly at Logan’s side, curved blades drawn as he realized spearmen and women had closed in, their edgy, fearful glances to one another on the verge of causing a fight to break out at any moment.

      “You all gonna want to take a step back,” Becca said with a confidence that made the Elven warriors pause. “I’m as keen to dance as the next lady, but we’ve all been so nice to one another, I’d hate to spoil the party… Cool?”

      “Nothing is cool or hot, human,” said the tall commander stepping forward smoothly, her spear spinning easily across the back of her arm and slapping into her palm as she raised one eyebrow, “But if you don’t sheath those blades… deep droppings, where did you get those swords?”

      “Ly’Synthia?” The King asked, eyes locked on Logan as he turned slightly towards the spear woman.

      “Show me your sheaths, Lancer,” The commander said, and when Becca flashed her hips side to side without dropping the points of her swords, the elf swore again, “deep droppings, Sire… look. The tapestry.”

      Every eye followed the dark elves pointing finger up to a massive tapestry hanging from the ceiling in the center of the great hall. Stitched into the fabric was a triumphal scene. It showed six wise Elven women gazing up at a tall man wearing purple robes and a strikingly similar crown to the one sitting atop Logan’s head. On the man’s hips were twin blades, elegantly curved. The sheathes were glittering works of art, festooned with dozens of gemstones in a myriad of colors all down their length.

      “Sire,” said the princess in a breathless voice, “the Shattered Throne…”

      As one, every head turned back and looked up at the dais. Dark elves gasped in shock, muttering fearfully to one another and some staring at Logan like he was the devil himself. It took Logan a second to notice it but one armrest of the throne, a piece slightly off color with the rest, and of a different material, glowed with a faint inner light. The silvery light barely reached the princess who ran her hand through the shimmering energy and shivered, with fear or excitement Logan couldn’t have said.

      “Meryl’endra’thil,” the King sounded ancient, his voice papery thin as he stared at the throne with an agonized expression, “You kept this secret until He stand before our ancient throne…” The Elves baleful eyes fell on Logan and he spoke in a dreadful tone, “Congratulations human, we can’t deny who you are, or the crown you carry… but hear me now…” he rose to his full height on tottering legs, and stabbed a single finger at Logan, “We were slaves to a King once before and from that failure we learned our lesson. I see no reason the Dark Elves must obey some ancient prophecy and acknowledge your rights. Commander Ly’Synthia! Escort these humans from the Hanging Towers.”

      “I claim no right to rule you,” Logan said, feeling the eyes of every dark elf settling on him, their anger and feelings of betrayal palpable, “Especially a people so ably run. However, there is darkness in your domain… I’ve only been here a short time but I’ve seen those who starve and struggle not half a day’s walk from here… Your people have brought light and life to dark, lifeless caverns but you hold it to yourselves, jealously guarding it from all those who might flourish in its warmth.”

      “The world abandoned us, human,” the princess sneered, “begone with your foolishness.”

      “And the blessings of your goddess?” Logan asked, holding up one hand to wave around the magnificent hall and the surrounding towers, “Is she content to only have your faith? Are you so jealous of her love you’d keep it to yourselves? What of the Sheep Men, is Sister Deep not just as much theirs as yours?”

      Meryl looked at Logan, impressed with his line of argument. If there was anything that might get through to her inward-looking people, it was an argument about faith. Most of the dark elves wore troubled expressions, especially the king who looked far more ancient now than he had when they walked in.

      “You have treated us well,” Logan said, “And we bring you troubling news… I’m sorry.”

      The king flinched, wincing like Logan had struck him.

      “Go,” the old man said, “and do not involve the Dark Elves in your schemes again Meryl’endra’thil…” his watery eyes stared up at Logan but if it was dread or anger in them, the young man couldn’t say, “We’ve had enough of being pawns and playthings for Ascendants.”

      “Gylark, the words are clear, if a binding isn’t made-.” Meryl cut off as the king rounded on her.

      “Haven’t you done enough?!” The ancient man roared, showing a hint of the same manic energy as the Sage when he waves his thin arms wildly, “When you left, the Towers were in an uproar! And now look what you’ve done again?!” He pointed at the calmly watching group of nobles who glanced side to side, curious who the king meant.

      “That’s not my probl-.”

      “Enough!” The King roared in a towering fury, “Commander!”

      The commander stepped forward, a bored expression on her beautiful ebony face as she cocked an eyebrow at Meryl and Becca.

      “You leaving peacefully? Or do we get to have that dance?”

      “Ready when you are,” Becca said, an eager grin forming on her lips.

      “We’re going,” Logan said, his voice cutting through the tense atmosphere, “There’s no need for violence.”

      “No need, perhaps,” the commander said, “but it’s fun none the less.”

      “Exactly,” Becca said, winking at the dark elf warrior.

      “Come on,” Logan said, casting one last lingering look at the oddly glowing armrest. The shattered piece of throne called to him, whispering of work to be done, but he pushed the odd ringing voice down and turned his back on it, striding away and forcing Becca and Meryl to hurry to catch up.

      The Dark Elf Commander and the squad from earlier hurried to catch up with the marching human, sharing wide-eyed looks with one another, disbelieving of what they’d just witnessed. Logan noticed it was only females who formed around them this time, several of the males being replaced with pink and purple-haired dark elves. A pair ran down a side passage and came back with packs and a fae-lantern, a smaller version of what were on the walls, passing one to Becca who took it gratefully.

      Normally, decades passed in the Hanging Caverns where nothing happened, now everything was happening all at once.

      Logan didn’t know why he was so frustrated. He certainly didn’t want to rule the dark elves, and their suspicion and distrust was perfectly understandable. Becca strode beside him though, a little smile tugging at the corner of one side of her mouth.

      “What?” Logan asked her.

      “Nothing,” she said, then when Logan raised his eyebrow she continued, “See how that princess was staring at you? And some of the other noble women? I think we might have more friends down here than we think.”

      “We needed them to teach Meryl and I the Fae,” Logan said, “Their king cast a spell more complex and intricate than anything the Coven has, and it was almost negligent for him. We need their help.”

      “I think they need ours,” Becca said, “Can you imagine how boring it must be down here?”

      “There is nothing boring about seeking answers from the depths of one’s own soul,” Commander Ly’Synthia said with a slight frown for Becca, “Our people learned the error of ignoring the Inner Path long ago. We walked a dark road, but we’ve come out the other end.”

      “And others on the path?” Logan asked, “What have you done to lead them?”

      The commander fell silent, face troubled as she pressed her thick lips together, letting herself fall back to the rest of the squad. The dark elves in the squad looked even more troubled than their superior of the small dark elf with the kinky black hair who marched beside them.

      “My Lady…?” Jex’Amina asked Meryl, only to have the Sage cackle.

      “Lady? Ha!” After chuckling to herself, Meryl waved a hand, “Come on girl, out with it.”

      “My… err… I was wondering,” the female elf said, swallowing hard and speaking quickly, “are the ancient tales true? Are you really a Wizardess?”

      There was awe under girding the elf’s words and Logan spotted a similar expression in the other elves faces.

      “I am,” Meryl said warily.

      “Is it true that Abjuration is the soul of defense and Illusion is the soul of thought? Shuleel’Sera and I have been debating this for three hundred years. She thinks they are, but how can that be? The soul of defense?”

      “Liturgical theory was a specialty of the Celts,” Meryl said, “I never messed with it much. If a hammer breaks stuff, what purpose is there in interrogating how to grasp its handle?”

      Logan tuned out the discussion, his mind working over the entire encounter in the throne room, pouring over every detail as he wondered what he could have done differently to have a better outcome. There were too many, he decided, too many things he could have done better. A passage from the tome Dawn had given him, flashed through his mine:

      “Do not wander where the paths lead, but go where there is none, blaze the trail.”

      As the three were escorted out of the magical underground Elven kingdom, Logan gave the wonders surrounding no attention, instead his mind worked over the encounter with the king and his court. Picking over every detail not to flog himself with his mistakes but to understand how he could improve if he was ever in a similar situation again.

      “Jex’Amina and the squad will escort you to the surface,” the commander said, eyes unreadable as she stared at Logan, “Safe travels… to you.” She left them, face troubled as she turned back towards the Hanging Towers.

      Becca and the tall dark elf exchanged long measuring looks before the woman turned and marched back the way they’d come, back straight and spear resting on her shoulder. Logan couldn’t help but appreciate the perfection of the warrior's backside, nor the delicious sway of her massive breasts as within the breastplate that covered them.

      “Let’s go,” Jex’Amina said, “If we push we can reach Wayfair shrine in time to rest.”

      “Lead on,” Logan said, ignoring the shy glances and open stares the squad shot him.
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      He could tell several wanted to pepper him with questions now that their commander was gone but were too reticent to do so. Logan was just as happy to walk in silence, Meryl and Becca reading his mood and giving him space.

      The teen girl took the chance to make friends with some of the elves. As they hiked up wide caverns and down winding tunnels, the girls charm warmed several of the squad mates over and soon they were peppering her with questions about the human world.

      “Do they still enslave their beasts so they can ride about on the poor creatures’ backs?” One elfin female asked.

      “Some do,” Becca said, “but it’s mostly for sport, for the horses and humans. Cars and planes are a much better way to get around though.”

      “Cars?” Asked Jex’Amina, the word sounding awkward coming from her, “Planes?”

      “Cars roll around on the ground,” Becca said, “and planes fly around in the air.”

      “Humans can fly now?” Jex’Amina exclaimed, “Their magic was always potent but to fly! Such wonders not even our greatest Sorceresses could accomplish.”

      “Oh, it’s not magic,” Becca said, “Or at least not the magic you’re talking about. Humans lost that long ago Meryl says. Most don’t even believe in magic, let alone Fae and elves.”

      “Then how do you fly?” A dark elf female asked.

      “Science,” Becca said.

      Holding up her hands, the girl launched into a succinct explanation of aerodynamics and the stresses at play on an aircraft’s wing that carried it aloft. That led to more questions, which led to an explanation of what an engine was and then jet engines.

      “The largest carry humans into space,” when she saw the dark elves’ blank stares, she explained, “You know outside the atmosphere? Past the sky?”

      “Humans travel amongst the celestial bodies? And return alive?!” The sorceress’s disbelief was obvious as she scoffed.

      “Hundreds have,” Becca said nodding, “A few even set foot on the moon. Though what the purpose of it was, no one seems able to explain to me.”

      The elves laughed at Becca; certain she was playing a joke on them. Joking about what other wonders the humans had until Meryl barked that it was true. After that they fell silent, too troubled to ask more questions. The quiet suited Logan who marched along without saying a word, brow furrowed as his mind worked through the problem before him.

      How to get them to see? Logan thought to himself in frustration.

      His eyes strayed to the far side of the cavern they marched through and the frightened little creatures cowering beneath the sands. The Fae spoke of their terror and hunger, but the dark elves paid their neighbors no more mind than they did the stones beneath their feet, less even.

      Again, and again they’d passed monsters and thinking creatures. Logan’s adeptness at reading Fae currents improved dramatically in their time in the Darkened, and he made a silent game out of reading the Fae current pointing to monsters and other races scuttling away and cowering in the backs of caves or tunnels. Logan caught sight of fear curdling the Fae, and everywhere he saw hunger and thirst, darkening his mood further.

      Jex’Amina steered them off the trail after long hours of silent marching into a small narrow tunnel that dripped with almost boiling water. The air was thick with steam and Logan was grateful Becca had the Fae lantern because one of her torches would have sputtered out even with Meryl locking the flame in place magically.

      Logan was just beginning to wonder how the elves planned to sleep and rest in wet clothes, when he passed beneath an opening to the cave’s ceiling that let in a blast of hot air like a furnace. The moisture baked off him in seconds as the scent of brimstone and ash faded, replaced by a familiar stench that curled his nostrils.

      “Ugh,” Becca grumbled, stuffing wads of cloth in her nostrils again to the snickering amusement of several in the squad. “I thought we were done with the towers. Are we heading to another one?”

      “No, it’s a temple,” Jex’Amina said, drawing her robes about herself and smiling in excitement, “One of the oldest. Priests call it, the Sister’s Womb.”

      Logan was about to ask why they called it that when he caught a deep earthy scent mixed in with the foul odor. It reminded him of fresh cut grass and soft black soil, of the dusty smell just before it rained, and the floral perfume of flowers. The walls changed into the familiar mineral rich rock of the towers and opened up into a small domed chamber, in the center of which a spherical lump of stone glowed with a dim luminescence.

      “You may find a place to rest,” Jex’Amina said, motioning around the circular chamber, “We only ask that you not profane the goddess.”

      “Sister Deep doesn’t care about our profanity,” Meryl said, dropping tiredly onto a soft bed of moss and opening her pack to dig out a ration, “She just wants your prayers and tears. You fools will learn the truth about gods, eventually.”

      “Oh?” The sorceress asked, arching an eyebrow and taking her seat primly. Over the day’s hike, the squad came to terms with whom Meryl was. It was easy, when they had the constant reminder of her abrasive attitude, to see her as fallible instead of some towering figure out of Dark Elf lore. “You’re an expert on the faith of our people then? You? Who’s spent most of her life outside these caverns? Away from the goddess?”

      “Meryl,” Logan’s warned softly, cutting off the little elf before she began another loud harangue. His tone might have been quiet but something in the firmness of it drew all eyes to him and Becca especially noted the thoughtful expression on his face as he slowly approached the stone sphere in the center of the room.

      “Please,” the sorceress said, “Take care around the Heart Stone.”

      “This isn’t stone,” Logan said, looking up at the spiral pattern in the ceiling and around at the layered patterns of the walls.

      The Fae currents here were muted. Their flows were sluggish and lazy, even around Logan, the sorceress, and Meryl, where they vibrated and shifted at a higher frequency. He saw nothing in the Fae that told him his suspicions were correct, but when he turned back to the luminescent object in the center of the room, something throbbed deep within its core. The faintest spark of something, not quite Fae in origins and not earthly magic either, but something twinning the two together. Fae trapped within a cocoon of wizardry.

      “What’s above the Hanging Caverns?” Logan asked, looking up at the sorceress with suddenly intense eyes.

      “The top of the world,” she said, “The Ice Sheets cover all of it. Some few races call it home, but it’s a hard land. We’re safe from above… Sir.”

      The elves weren’t sure how to address Logan, but he ignored her awkwardness. He was turning back to the object in the center of the room when a Becca stood abruptly, swords appearing as if by magic in her hands as she stepped up to the chamber’s entrance.

      “Commander Ly’Synthia?” The sorceress exclaimed when she saw who marched out of the shadows.

      Only the tall Elven warrior wasn’t the only person walking down the tunnel. Behind her, dressed in a diaphanous white gown, was the tall princess. The young elf stood with straight back and solemn features, accepting the shocked stares and hasty bows of the squad with a gracious equanimity.

      “Princess Ny’Loriss,” Logan welcomed her with a dip of his head, “what brings you so far from home?”

      “You know what’s brought me here… your majesty,” the young Elven maid's exquisite features crumpled in grief as she bobbed an elegant curtsy, before quickly masking the emotion behind a stoic mien.

      “I really don’t,” Logan said.

      “Father can’t ignore the sign,” the princess said, her tone icy, “The throne stares us all in the face every minute. In honor of ancient treaty and prophecy, I’ve come to marry thee, and be thy slave like the rest.” Her silver eyes flickered to Becca, and Logan thought he detected a softening when she looked upon the beautiful human girl, a hint of envy flashing across her eyes, before she continued “So that your power can protect our people and the darkness turned back.”

      “Marry me?” Logan asked, sharing an amused smile with Becca, who’d sheathed her blades and taken a seat on a pile of soft moss and was cleaning her nails.

      “The ancient texts speak plain,” the princess said, gorgeous face stiff, “The peoples future is tied with the King… ‘those who ignore his Crown shall fall beneath the grinding wheel of time, their peoples no more…’” Reaching up to the broach holding her diaphanous gown closed she unclasped the small gem-encrusted spider and let one half swing free, revealing the flawless dark skin on one shoulder and upper breast, “If we are to survive the coming conflagration between Ascendants, Gods, and Demons, then my people must have the Fae King’s protection… and to ensure that, I’m willing to do whatever it takes.”

      Becca snickered in amusement, drawing the cold, hard stares of the princess, her commander and a few of the squad. Logan saw that interesting tightness around the Elven princess’s expression again when she looked at Becca. Ny’Loriss’s eyes definitely had an edge to them as they ran up and down Becca’s flawless, athletic frame.

      “That’s not why you’ve come,” Becca said, wiping away a tear when her chortles died down. “It might be what you told your dad, hell it might be what you’re telling yourself, but it’s not the real reason you’re here.”

      “Oh?” The princess said, raising her eyebrows, a dangerous gleam in her silver eyes, “and pray tell me what I am here for?”

      “You’ve come to scratch the itch,” Becca said and Logan frowned in puzzlement but the princess shifted uncomfortably as if she knew what the human girl meant, for that much so did the commander, dark eyes darting to Logan and back to Becca as her expression soured, “You felt it the moment you saw him… and it’s only grown stronger since.”

      “Nonsense,” the princess said, tone acerbic, “I am here for my people.”

      “You’re here because of desire,” Becca said, tone softening as she rested on one elbow, “You’re here because Fate dragged you along behind like a happy little puppy who can’t wait to hop into my lovers’ bed.”

      “Your lover?” The princess asked, eyes sharpening and a hint of jealousy entering her tone.

      “Mine… Meryl’s, Eris, Evelyn and Gwen’s…,” the human swords woman’s grin grew as the princess fumed, but it was her commander that spun on Logan, expression offended.

      “None of this matters,” Logan said, cutting in before the women’s anger grew too hot, and drawing all eyes to himself, “I’m sorry princess but I’m not seeking your throne. You can keep your proposal.”

      “What?” The slender elf asked, tone angry as she spun on Logan, the squad watched the drama play out and tried to stay small and unobtrusive, either to avoid any fallout or keep from interrupting the unfolding show, “You will refuse ME? You will turn down THIS?”

      She swept one hand down the side with the open gown, and Logan had to forcefully drag his gaze away from the smooth sweep of her hip, beneath the gown.

      “You’re like a child demanding a toy,” Logan said, his tone causing the commander and princess’s backs to stiffen, “With no concept of what it cost the parents. Just gimme, gimme, gimme,” Ny’Loriss face went stiff with shock and she opened her mouth to argue, but Logan went right on, “You don’t know me. Don’t know what I stand for, nor what’s in my heart, and you consign your people to be bound by my will? Forced to follow my word?” She glanced at the commander guiltily and Logan saw Ly’Synthia’s smug smile return, “You offer nothing in return, only demand. So, my answer to you is ‘No’.”

      “If I’ve offended you, I apologize,” the princess said, the effort to marshal her features obvious, “But do not hold that against my people and refuse to protect them.”

      “I’ll do everything in my power to protect the Dark Elves,” Logan said, “But you don’t understand what you’re asking of me. Nor what it would demand of you.”

      “I know you will have others,” the princess said, “the ancient texts speak of other wives.”

      “A dozen,” Logan said, “each bound by ties deeper than blood or word could forge.”

      “Disgusting!” The commander fumed, her anger plain, “How many women do you desire? How many must you have to slake your needs?”

      “I suspect he wants none,” Becca said, her crooked grin growing, “but if they felt his touch, hundreds, no thousands, would be happy to be bound.”

      “Are you children done arguing?” Meryl asked, cutting in before the commander or princess could respond in jealous anger. Turning to her Lord, she spoke in soft tones, an oddity for her, “Logan, you can’t afford to ignore her proposal.”

      “I can,” Logan said, shocking even Becca with the cold hardness of his tone. Meryl and the human girl thought he was being squeamish about taking the responsibility or laying with the Elven woman, but that wasn’t what held him back at all, “and I will if I must.” Turning back to the princess, he leveled a hard gaze on her, his pale blue eyes trapping hers, “Your people have food, water, shelter and the power of Fae at your fingertips… You beg a stranger to protect you from imagined evil and ignore the evil you do every day.”

      “Evil? Us?” The princess asked, offended, and he saw a similar expression on many in the squad but not strong on the commander’s face.

      “There are those in these caverns who starve, who die of thirst daily, and who cry out for a strong protector…” Logan shook his head as he went on, “You escaped the surface and hid yourselves down here, but you’ve never been a part of the Darkened… you live apart, aloof, remote… selfish.”

      The princess wanted to be offended but she couldn’t work up the energy. It was the commander’s guilt riddled expression Logan focused on.

      “You know of what I speak,” Logan said to the tall warrior, and her expression grew sadder, “You feel the guilt of your abdication of the world around you and now you understand my reason for saying, no. Prove you can be good neighbors, good friends and rangers of the Darkened.”

      “Rangers…?” The commander turned the phrase over in her mind, liking the sound of it.

      “Would you permit us to stay for the evening?” The princess asked, clearly still offended by Logan’s refusal but unsure of herself now that the commander wasn’t on her side. “I would… I would hear more about what you think our failings are. In turn we can teach you of Sister Deep and our faith, so you might better understand our people. Our goddess is the soul of the Darkened.”

      “I would enjoy that princess,” Logan said, but he swept a hand to indicate the luminescent sphere in the center of the room, “But your goddess isn’t of the Darkened, at least not entirely. She’s a refugee just like your people.”

      “What blasphemy is this?” The commander said, tone angry.

      “The man claims to know a secret about our goddess we don’t,” Jex’Amina, the sorceress said to the tall warrior.

      “What secret is this?” The princess asked, her face slightly disbelieving.

      “I don’t know if it’s a secret,” Logan said, frowning, “But your Hanging Towers… these walls… they aren’t rock,” stepping close to one wall he reached out a hand and ran it down the rough surface. “I’ve seen their like before, when I was a kid. A teacher brought fossilized branches into class one day and the strange patters the wood took on as it petrified, was so distinct,” he ran his fingers over one such pattern on the wall, “But it took me until we were here, and I saw the seed.”

      “Seed?” The sorceress and princess said at the same time, both their voices slightly strangled.

      “Call her Logan,” Meryl said from her perch against the wall, legs drawn up to her chest, “It’s time. They need to see her.”
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      Logan met the Sage’s eyes for a long moment before finally sighing. He nodded and stepped over to the luminescent orb. Ignoring the princess and commander’s strangled cries of protest, he reached out, drawing in on his powers, watched lines of Fae race across the floor to fill him. The two magics sat within him, crying out to be used, but he held them, letting the connection to the primal sources deepen his sense of the goddess.

      He’d felt her ever since first climbing down into the Darkened depths, as a faint comforting presence in the back of his mind. So small as to go unnoticed most of the time, but always there, always watching. Like the Moon Goddess above, Sister Deep was an other-worldly presence and yet he felt an affinity towards her, almost like she was family.

      “Goddess?” Logan said, his voice echoing around the deathly silent chamber, “Come on out… You’ll be safe. I promise.”

      The princess gasped, and the commander swore quietly, drawing a few shocked glances from the squad who all stared at the luminescent orb as it vibrated gently. Suddenly a crack appeared on the dome’s surface, a bright line of green light that filled the orb and pushed back the darkness, drawing more gasps as it grew, splitting and spreading across the entire surface as more and more green light filled the chamber until it grew so bright every set of eyes were forced to turn way and hide from the blinding brightness.

      Like a light suddenly shut off, the blinding light disappeared, leaving a warm green light that filled the hearts of all who saw it, with love. Logan was staring down at a mound of green moss and was witness to a dozen tiny petals bursting out of the dense greenery and opening in bloom, their delicate fragrance joining that of a hundred other flowers and plants that suddenly sprouted from the ground all around.

      “Sister Deep?” The strangled voice was that of the guard commander, followed a second later by the heavy thud of the woman’s plate clad knees striking the ground as she prostrated herself before the center of the room.

      Where the Moon Goddess’s presence brought with it the smell of freshly fallen snow, Sister Deep’s presence filled the chamber with the scent of the forest after a heavy rain, clean and brimming full of life. The scent filling all who smelled it with a warm, vibrant feeling.

      Cries of shock erupted from the squad as they too noticed the glowing figure in the center of the room. The princess stood dumbfounded, mouth agape and eyes shining as she stared at the goddess. Finally, Logan turned to regard the being hovering in the air.

      Like her sister goddess, the figure hovering above the unfurled leaves of the ancient seed, was a woman of unearthly proportions. Logan was struck by her similarity to the Moon Goddess, in both face and figure. The nudity of the goddess’ body resisted his gaze, almost like it would be blasphemous to gaze upon her with lust without her permission. The only real difference between the two was the color of their skin and hair, and Sister Deep’s ears had a distinctive elongation at the top, like the dark elves laying prostrate around her. Sister Deep had skin the color of mahogany, a rich nutty brown, while her hair was a vibrant green, festooned with vines, leaves and colorful little blossoms.

      “MY SON,” the goddess said, her tone soft, but the voice seemed to reach through from outside of time, hinting at a vast presence unseen to those who witnessed, “THOU ART A MAN NOW… HOW SWIFT TIME PASSES AND HOW GREAT MY PRIDE IN THEE GROWS… I ONLY REGRET MY SISTER SAVORED YOUR FIRST KISS…”

      The dark elves were in turns awed, shocked, and stupefied. Perhaps none more so than their commander, the only elf besides Meryl who’d failed to kneel. The tall warrior had failed to kneel because she was so stunned and in awe of what she witnessed; naked tears streamed down her cheeks. Only breaking out of her moment of religious euphoria to stare in greater shock at Logan and how the goddess spoke to him, her look mirrored by the princess and squad.

      “You saw to it that we’d meet,” Logan said, his comfortable tone caused a couple to frown in anger but most, including the commander were seeing the human in a new light, his aloofness coming off as regal in the reflected light of their goddess. “What did you want to talk about?”

      “DOEST THOU ONLY CARE ABOUT THINE MISSION, LOGAN PENDRAKE?”

      The goddess’s voice was little more than a whisper now as she glided down before Logan, one perfect foot striking the ground, and suddenly her heavenly body was there, the eye no longer sliding past her nakedness. The sight of her set Logan’s heart hammering and the blood boiling in his veins and he was forced to breathe in slowly through his nostrils, desperately practicing Becca’s mental technique to keep a handle on the suddenly wildly surging lusts awakened in his veins.

      “I’ll not be twisted about by your charms, Goddess,” Logan said, his words passing through gritted teeth as she drew in a slow breath, “Tell us who works against us, what is all of this building towards? What are Mordrek’s plans?”

      He snapped his mouth shut, teeth clicking closed audibly before he could utter the question that had been hovering in his mind since the Dark Elven King’s revelation about his half-brother. The goddess saw the question, reading his mind as easily as he might a book. Her eyes softened and two perfect hands rose to cup his cheeks, the touch of her dark skin sending shivers throughout his body and cracking the calm he’d struggled to cultivate.

      “I CAN NOT ANSWER YOUR QUESTIONS YOUNG KING… MY SISTER SHOULD HAVE WARNED THEE… PRECEPTS FORBID I REVEAL TOO MUCH, BUT THIS I CAN TELL THEE… YOUR ENEMY IS NOT THOSE YOU CALL DEMONS…” Logan felt a touch unsettled as the goddess’ eyes softened on his, her fingers trailing gentle lines down his neck, “THE ENEMY IS A DEEPER, MORE PERNICIOUS EVIL… TO SPEAK ITS NAME WOULD BE TO INVOKE IT AND FOR ONE SUCH AS I… TO DO SO WOULD BE DIRE.”

      The momentary fear that clouded the goddess’s features sent a shiver through all those who watched, all but Logan, who reached out and drew the trembling goddess within the circle of his embrace. The young man, without artifice, saw only a woman in need of comfort. The embrace awoke the beast within and he realized, as he dipped the goddess low, her eyes shocked and elated, eyes bursting alight, reflecting in his golden eye, a Fae light that caused an even greater stirring amongst the elves when the blue illusion dissolved and the glorious golden eye shone with enough brightness to match the goddess twin green orbs.

      The princess had witnessed nothing so glorious, nor had the other dark elves. No dark elf had laid eyes upon Sister Deep in generations, if ever, and now they were witness to not only her form and voice but also to her in passionate embrace with the young human. If anything, their goddess looked almost delicate and submissive in the human’s powerful arms and eyes widened, knees shifting and grins growing as his clothing fell away and the beauty of his naked body was on display. The squad mates shifted uncomfortably, glancing at one another and blushing, but the princess watched with trembling bottom lips, hands clutching one another and chest heaving as she was witness.

      The most powerfully affected by far, was the commander, whose anger with the humans had been transformed by her goddess’ words and attention. Now her eyes shone with a fervent faith as she gazed upon the mortal and immortal embrace. Her chest heaving and heart full, as she was witness to the Heart Shrine’s sanctification.

      “YOU… MUST NAME ME… MY LORD,” the goddess pled, almost sounding like a desperate schoolgirl as she reached down and cupped Logan’s manhood, feeling its heavyweight and hardness and moaning loud enough to rattle stones and bones, “MY BENEDICTION.”

      “He can’t mean to…” Jex’Amina, the sorceress breathed, only to have Becca glance at her with a proud gleam in her eyes.

      “Oh yes he will, and it won’t be the first goddess he’s bed either,” the princess and other dark elves all looked at Becca in disbelief, an expression that faded when they heard the wet sloshing of the man’s fingers entering the eternal being’s sex. “Jealous?” Becca asked the elves and winked at the princess, who wore a pained expression.

      “Silence,” the commander said, an edge to her tone, gaze never having wavered from the pair in the center of the room, “Dear heavens… I thank you for the blessing of being witness… hmmmhh!”

      Logan had bent the goddess back and laid her on the elevated floor. The two lovers were in a twin embrace, arms wrapped around one another and lips locked as their tongue danced together. It was the goddess’ hand, slowly exploring the man’s stiff cock that the commander stared at with avid fascination. While it was Logan’s hand teasing and toying with the hairless immortal pussy that intrigued most of the dark elves.

      “MY KING…” The goddess’ sigh of pleasure rattled the ceiling and the tiny blossoms that had shot up amidst the mosses when the immortal had appeared, trembled, their colorful buds full of pollen and life.

      “As the MOON sits in heaven…” Logan’s voice was little more than a whisper, but the moment he spoke all went still, the world trembling, wild Fae currents rippling around the paired lovers. A bright silvery light shone on Logan, casting his shadow over the Sister goddess, “So too does the Deep reside below…”

      Logan had rolled upon the flawless goddess and her thighs parted, the scent of her filling the shrine and awakening the loins of those who weren’t already driven wild with lust. Asses shifted and lips trembled, and one or two hands slipped within black leather pants to ease the need within their loins. All were witness to the final joining, the thick cock sliding within the immortal hole. The Fae which had slowed to near stillness around its lord, writhed in ecstasy as the goddess cried out in pleasure.

      “YESSS!!!!!!!” the Deep Goddess cried, green eyes flashing bright, then dimming to a darker green.

      Logan was lost in the sea of his needs, the words that had slipped from his lips were drawn forth by powers outside his ken. The needs of his flesh guided him, but he’d managed to cling to a sliver of sanity and was aware of the woman beneath him and the warmth of her body, the realness of her. It had been so with the Moon Goddess as well, and he suspected there was a secret in there somewhere.

      Putting aside the thought, he let the demonic energies in him guide his lusts as his hips drove forward again and again. The feel of her tightness was just as incredible at the Moon Goddess, and Logan felt his orgasm approaching faster than it had in a long time. His lips found her thick dark ones and his hands slid down her side, cupping her ass as he pounded deep, the rest of the world faded as he felt the goddess’ pussy writhe around his cock, the pleasure of her grip increasing tenfold.

      “OH HEAVENS… I’M… I… I TOUCH THE DIVINE!!!!!!”

      Logan too was bellowing mindlessly, the grip of the goddess milking him of all he had. As he held the immortal close, her desperate little pants as she came down from the heights of ecstasy caused his cock to throb again, they were so adorable. Sensing that she was fading Logan kissed her hard, one hand gathering a massive breast and caressing it as he savored the last of her immortal flesh.

      “A PARTING GIFT,” the goddess said, one hand cupping Logan’s face gently as the other wove a web of Fae about the domed chamber, “FOR THOU AS WELL AS MINE DAUGHTERS…” turning her head her gaze fell upon the commander and the rest of the squad behind her, “TO KNOW THIS MAN IS TO KNOW MY TOUCH AND WILL…” the commander jerked upright as if hearing a voice in her mind, eyes wide as saucers as she nodded at her goddess, cheeks heating and a tiny eager smile forming on her lips and those of the squad.

      “BUT FIRST… A UNION.”

      The goddess’s lambent eyes fell upon the princess as she rose up into the air, hovering a meter off the ground. The goddess looked slightly different than she had before. The green of her hair had streaks of black in it and the nutty brown of her skin was shaded a darker color now, nearly black. It was the aura surrounding the Deep Goddess that had changed the most. It crackled like invisible flames, the charged energy bleeding off her skin and setting a buzzing sensation in the bones of those who witnessed.

      “YOU KNOW THIS MAN NOT, NOR HIS PEOPLE OR WAYS, BUT I MUST ASK YOU SACRIFICE YOURSELF UNTO HIM…” the princess rose on unsteady feet, Logan rising as well, his gaze filled with the inhuman beauty of the tall Elven princess. When the goddess spoke, Logan could only hear a distant ringing, but he watched the expression of the princess and the commander and saw them nodding to unspoken commands from their goddess.

      “OUR KING WEARS THE CROWN, BEARS THE BLADE, AND HAS THE COURAGE AND HEART TO LEAD… BUT HIS MIND IS NOT YET SHARPENED TO THE TASK… GUIDE HIM… HELP HE AND HIS BRIDES FIND THE GRAIL AND UNITE THE SHATTERED THRONE… GO TO HIM, DAUGHTER AND ASSUME YOUR MANTLE.”

      The intricate network of Fae the goddess had been creating around her released with one hand and floated above the Heart Seed as she cast one final beaming smile upon her people, offering a silent blessing as she faded from sight. The dark elves wanted to cry out, to beseech her or offer thanks, but they were frozen in place by the magnificence of her presence until she disappeared down into the depths.

      The spell she’d left running carried the princess forward on luminescent lines of Fae magic, the young elf trembling in anticipation as she drew near the gorgeous and naked king. His body still held the scent of the immortal, his embrace, when he felt it draw her in, still tingled from the magic so recently pressed to it. Heart soaring and mind shocked she found herself in this situation, the dark Elven Princess felt the human lay her back, something powerful throbbing within him, some potency of magic that responded within her as well, awakening not only a part of herself she’d never felt, but her loins as well.

      “Please, my Lord,” Ny’Loriss whimpered, and then moaned when Logan’s strong hands slid down her back and she noticed the glowing golden eye for the first time, “Huh! You ARE he… ‘a gaze of innocence and wisdom. The eyes of golden and blue hue…’ Oh blessed heaven.”

      “It isn’t the heavens who are blessed,” Logan whispered, unclipping the second spider clasp from the dark Elven beauty’s chest, “but us.”

      The woman’s silver eyes widened, pupils dilating as her bottom lip trembled. Sensing this was her first kiss, Logan moved in slowly, running a calloused thumb down one smooth cheek as her dress fell away. Their lips touched, and he felt the power leap within him, as it had with Becca’s so many days before. It had been different with each of the women in his harem.

      The witches, Becca, and Meryl had each Ascended in different ways, and though he didn’t know this young Elven Princess, he sensed her spirit and the Fae knew what form the bonding would take. His hardness throbbed as they kissed, lips and tongue exploring one another’s mouths delicately. The princess ran her hands down the gorgeous human muscled chest and over his abs, her desire reaching a fevered pitch when her wrist brushed his stiff manhood and she moaned into the kiss.

      If witnessing their goddess suddenly appear in the flesh, then watching her make love with the object of theirs lusts, hadn’t been enough to drive them wild with desire, seeing their young princess lose her innocence as she Ascended, sent them over the edge. Meryl was between Becca’s legs, the lovers and friends holding one another as they watched Logan pull the gorgeous princess up onto his lap. All around them black leather fell away as the squad gave in to the throbbing energies of the goddess’ lust spell.

      “Is this what you want?” Logan asked, his soft voice cutting through air thick with sexual tension, “In your heart, Princess?”

      “Loriss,” the young elf said, face beaming as she gazed down at Logan, slender thighs clinging to his hips and the hardness of him pressed against her sex, feeling like molten steel, “Call me Loriss, my husband… and I’ve never been more certain of anything in all my two hundred years… Please Lord Logan,” she rocked her slender hips, grinning to see pleasure cloud his features as her tight lips massaged his cock, “Allow me to sheath your spear.”

      Logan’s powerful hands gripped her hips, pulling her slightly forward and feeling the wet opening cup his cockhead as she rocked back quickly, gobbling his cock into her incredibly tight pussy. He drew in a sharp gasp, the feel of her, shooting pleasure along his nerves from spine to toes, and then they were moving as one, the magic and desire guiding them as his lips parted and words once more spilled forth without conscious thought.

      “Swear your soul to me,” his words bounced off the shrines’ walls, causing the trembling squad to pause and take note, “Swear to defend your Lord and the Lost Ones. Swear your soul to me, Queen of the Dark Elves, as I plant my seed within you.”

      “Yes!” The princess screamed in ecstasy as her pussy tightened on him and she exploded in orgasm, “My King, I swear it! Oh Goddess… YES!!!”

      Logan’s balls tightened, and he felt the magic leak out of him as he came deep within the slender elf's milking pussy. The light woman fell forward on him, mumbling mindlessly, the magic a storm within her. He panted, feeling himself come back down to earth in the wake of his magical orgasm and feeling the connection to Ny’Loriss' deep in his soul. Turning, he lay the princess down on a bed of soft moss and blossoming petals. Stroking her face gently, he was struck once more by her inhuman beauty and let his eyes trail down the perfection of her body.
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      A whimper caused Logan to turn away from the slumbering princess to find the tall commander, on her knees, hands clasped in prayer as she gazed upon Logan with a fervent love, he found a touch unsettling. When his eyes met hers, she trembled and shook her hands as if beseeching the gods.

      “My Lord…” the commander breathed, beautiful face shining, “to have witnessed your union with the goddess and my liege woman… Sire, I’m not worthy, but I shall endeavor to be. I will dedicate my life to you, to making you proud of me and our people.”

      Logan opened his mouth to tell her to relax, that he wasn’t what she seemed to think he was, but Meryl and Becca were suddenly there, one on either side of the tall dark elf warrior.

      “Why wait?” Becca said, surprising the commander who looked at her wide eyes, flinching back from Becca’s flawless nudity, a wonder to the elves.

      “You can prove yourself worthy,” the second voice was Meryl’s, the tiny dark elf knelt beside the commander and slipped an arm around her back, “It will not bite you and I promise, he’ll never turn down a hungry, happy mouth.”

      “You can’t mean…” the commander said, unable to hide her sudden hope.

      “Pay your respects,” Becca purred in the woman’s ear, as one hand undid the buckles on her heavy breastplate, “and worship him properly.”

      Logan had a surreal moment when he looked around and saw a half dozen young dark elves in a naked pile of limbs as they lustily devoured each other’s pussies and made out, watching the drama in the center of the chamber, eagerly hoping they might get a chance to join in. While one gorgeous dark Elven warrior, a figure out of dreams and video games, stood with a hungry cast to her pink eyes as she stared at his cum slick cock. Green Fae energies danced across her hands from the goddess lust spell. Lying beside him, the princess stirred, and he felt a smile growing on his lips.

      It’s good to be the king, he thought to himself, pushing aside the silent voice warning him this was the reward, not the work as he crooked a finger at Ly’Synthia.

      With a whimper of grateful pleasure, the gorgeous dark elf fell forward, her breastplate and armor falling away and letting his hungry gaze trace the lines of her. He was surprised to see her breasts were massive, even larger than the covens and perfectly shaped. Their pale nipples stood out in stark contrast to her ebony skin, their inverted tips hardening immediately as she crawled forward, biting her bottom lip and whimpering.

      Logan thought she’d crawl in his lap, eager to fuck him as the princess had but she shocked him and all those watching when the powerful, confident woman fell between his legs, two hands gathering his cock as she sucked him deep, throat opening as she swallowed him to the root on one fell swoop.

      “Oh god!” Logan moaned, biting his bottom lip in the sudden rush of pleasurable sensations.

      “Mhmm,” Commander Ly’Synthia moaned around his cock, amber eyes looking up and meeting Logan’s.

      He watched smile lines form at the corners of her eyes and then it was his turn to grin when her throat constricted, the head of his cock gripped in inhuman muscles that sent shivers down his spine. Lips writhing and tongue snaking out to tease the underside of him, Commander Ly’Synthia lifted up, sucking up her princess’s cum and her saliva as she ran wet fingers up and down Logan’s length.

      “Jesus… you’re fucking incredible!” Logan moaned, drawing glances from Meryl and Becca, who had embraced upon the soft mosses.

      “My King enjoys my worship?” Ly’Synthia breathed, thick lips brushing the underside of his cock as she whispered, tongue reaching out to slide up and down the underside before she drew him back into her mouth, fingers stroking in circular patterns and teased more than pleased, causing Logan’s toes to curl as he felt a massive orgasm building.

      “I fucking love it,” Logan groaned as she moaned in delight and took him deep once more, swallowing several times as she milked and massaged his harness.

      “Then Commander Ly’Synthia, shall be your mouth slave,” said the princess as she woke with a languid grin and stretching, smiling up at Logan as she rolled over to press herself to his side. “Bless her, my Lord, as you’ve blessed me… I’ve known no truer nor more loyal companion in all my years.”

      The princess gazed down at the commander of her guard with fondness, stroking the woman’s hair as she sucked Logan’s cock deep, drawing another pleasure moan from Ly’Synthia, as she glanced between her princess and lord.

      “I’m going to cum,” Logan announced softly, drawing a whimper from the commander as she sucked even harder, moving up to just the tip.

      The princess reached down, her slender hand joining Ly’Synthia as they stroked him into the commander’s mouth. Logan’s head fell back, even though the sight of Ly’Synthia’s massive breasts shaking while she bobbed quickly on the tip of his cock was incredible. Seeing stars before his vision, Logan bellowed in pleasure as the orgasm rushed out of him, his balls throbbing again and again.

      The moans of ecstasy and cries of pleasure were overtopped by the groans of the commander as the most powerful orgasm of her life ripped through her body. Not only was she in heaven, having serviced the cock that was within her goddess and her liege, but Becca’s wicked little fingers had been at work in the woman’s pussy.

      It took Logan a long minute to catch his breath. His vision coming back into focus as he sat up and saw that an orgy was in full swing around him. The squad of dark elf females had broken into pairs and threesomes. The sorceress was on her knees, one hand between the legs of a slender little elf while she suckled the scout’s firm little breasts.

      As Becca and the princess pushed the commander down, kissing their way down her long slender neck to feast on those amazing breasts, Meryl crawled into her lord’s lap. The little Sage nipped at his lips, fitting him in her tiny sex as she rode him with slow little gyrations of her hips.

      “Five more tribes… my Lord… ohhh!” She moaned out, whimpering as Logan moved forward and spun her around, bending her over and taking her with slow hard thrusts from behind as he witnessed the elves orgy turn wild.

      “AND TWO MORE SISTERS TO BE SHOWN THEIR PLACE…”

      Whispered a voice in Logan’s mind from outside of time and space. He sensed the contentment in Sister Deep as she finally ascended the Deep Throne and took her place amongst the pantheon. Logan let himself sink into the demonic need, letting it fuel his lusts as he took Meryl with powerful thrusts. His eyes caught Becca’s, as the Sage’s screams of ecstasy rose, and he saw her need glittering back at him.

      When he had claimed his Sage, he would make slow love with his Knight, there in the center of a goddess’ sanctuary. As the wild and wanton time wound down, the elves sated and their faith renewed; they were witness to a storm of Fae, the likes of which they’d never seen as the teens coupled. To the elves, the sight of the beautiful young humans making love was second only to the sight of their goddess in the flesh.

      Hours later, when the group roused themselves, naked and covered in dried fluids, they found that there was no awkwardness or shyness between the lovers. The group ate a cold meal, sharing jokes and jests about their time together. It was Becca who worked to keep them joking, for every couple minute one of them would glance at the Heart Stone, reminded of what they’d been witness to and their eyes would bulge, and they’d look at Logan with awe, shaken to their core. Only to have the charming human girl break them out of their shell almost immediately with some joke or wry comment.

      “My liege,” the commander said, feet folded beneath her as she sat with straight back, ever the soldier, “Forgive my ignorance but… I don’t understand what we witnessed… Who is our Goddess? What happened here?”

      “Not is,” Meryl grumbled from where she sat tossing a handful of rocks up and down, “But, was.”

      “What?” The princess asked, brows angled down.

      “She wasn’t quite what she is now,” Logan said, unable to explain the transition he’d felt happen within the goddess during their union. Reaching out a hand, he rested it on the mineral surface of the chamber and looked back at the Dark Elves.

      “Your Towers are roots,” he said, “reaching down from a great tree that once reached far into the heavens. Maybe even past the atmosphere. These,” he said, indicating the surrounding walls, “are the petrified remains of that tree. I don’t know what killed, or calcified her, but her spirit, or soul fled here… To the seed which was once her womb.”

      “Sister Deep was… a tree?” The sorceress asked, not quite believing it.

      “Yzladil,” Logan said, smiling fondly as his voice whispered her name, “That was her true name, before your people’s faith changed her. She discovered a second life in the depths, guiding and protecting your people how she could, seeing them safe within the bones of her corpse… But soon her gaze turned outward and she saw the suffering in the darkness all around. Races and peoples of Fae the elves never knew of, displaced by the Shattering, they fled into the Darkened just as you all did. Only your gazes turned inwards, your hearts closed to her pleas.”

      “No more shall we ignore them,” the princess swore, dropping to one knee before Logan and pressing a hand to her heart, “I swear to thee. I will make sure all who call the Darkened home know peace, safety and have all they require.”

      “That’s a start,” Logan said, and Becca marveled at the firmness of his tone, and how confident he stood before the princess. The unsure young man of their first adventure was fading fast as the pressure of life smoothed away the boyishness. Leaving behind a regal young man with ravishing eyes and the firm gaze she’d always loved in older men, “But you must do more than that. Offer them education, train them, bring them into your faith and confidence. You will find value and beauty in places you never thought to look, as I have in you.”

      The princess’s eyes shone, brimming with unshed tears as she gazed up at her husband and liege. Popping to her feet, she threw her arms around Logan and kissed him exuberantly, releasing him before he could do anything and turning to the commander of her guard.

      “Commander,” the princess said, once more the imperious young woman they’d first encountered in the Great Hall, “the Goddess has given me a charge but already I must pass it on to another, wouldst thou take up my burden?”

      “Your highness!” Ly’Synthia said, kneeling naked and unashamed before her young princess, “It would be my honor.”

      “Then lead my husband back to his gate, and travel to his world. Keep him safe and sated on your quest to retrieve the Grail… the fate of not only our people, but those Lord Logan has charged us with protecting rests on your capable shoulders, Ly’Synthia.”

      “Your highness,” Commander Ly’Synthia said, unshed tears hovering on the edges of her rose-colored eyes.

      “My old friend,” the princess said, reaching down and drawing the commander up, “he is the quiet darkness in my heart. Keep him safe… for me, please.”

      “Of course,” the commander said. One awkward moment they looked at one another, then the warrior cleared her throat loudly and turned to the squad.

      “You heard her highness!” She barked, shocking the scouts with the voice of command, “We’re to make sure our Lord makes it to the gate safely. Hop to!”

      “She’s coming with us?” Meryl grumbled to Logan.

      “She can’t live with me,” Becca said, raising her eyebrows and holding up her hands in a warding gesture, “my parents can barely handle Meryl. I don’t know what I’d say.”

      “I will sleep at the foot of Lord Logan’s bed,” Ly’Synthia said, her gaze hard and almost challenging as she looked from Becca to Meryl, “My place is ever at his side, should he have need.”

      “Have Need?” Meryl grumbled under her breath as she slipped into her dress of rags, “Or have needs?”

      

      The party exited the small chamber, leaving behind a space transformed into a garden of colorful flowers and ferns. The broken open seed left as it had fallen, the elves unwilling to shift anything. In the center of the chamber there was now a shaft reaching down into the depths of the Darkened, a pathway into the realm of their goddess, and a place to make offerings and prayers she couldn’t ignore.

      The smell of death still hung heavy in the misty corridor outside, but it had lessened, the walls no longer baking the smell. Logan felt confident the odor would fade entirely over time, as air currents and pressure leached the last of it from the no longer putrefying corpse.

      It was a tearful goodbye with his slender Elven bride, and he wasn’t able to release her without making out for several long minutes. The blood pounding in his ears as his hands slid down the model-like figure of the princess, Logan recognized how lascivious he was being but didn’t care at the moment. He didn’t know this young dark elf who was now bonded and Ascendant. He sensed the powers lurking within her, and those she’d pulled from him in their lovemaking, but there was no time to explore them further.

      Instead, he whispered a secret in her ear, watching in delight as her eyes lit up and Fae currents caressed her feet. Promising to return as soon as possible so they might be together.

      “One last present to you and your Sage,” the princess said, “turning to Meryl with a gentle smile. Please take Jex’Amina, and love her as my sister. She is one of our greatest Sorceresses and will be able to instruct you in Fae until such time as you can study with the elders.”

      “Your majesty?” The sorceress said, excitement plain on her face, “I’m to travel to the human world? To see planes, trains, and automobiles?”

      “You to train your Lord, and my cousin Meryl, in the Fae,” the princess said, tone taking on a touch of sternness.

      “Your majesty,” the sorceress said, ducking her head, “Thank you for the opportunity to serve.”

      The squad of scouts parted, half leaving to escort the princess back to the Towers. The dark elves lingered, casting surreptitious glances at Logan and Becca, trying to preserve their memories of the Ascendant Heroes for the tales they would tell their friends and family. Another hard day of hiking was ahead of them and Logan wanted to push on as fast as possible, eager to return to the witches and his own world.
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      Twice more they paused to rest weary limbs, and eat a small meal. Little was said on those breaks, each lost in their own thoughts. All except for the Commander, whose eyes rarely left Logan. The look of blind faith and devotion she offered him was unsettling, but he wasn’t sure how to get her to relax. He continued to puzzle over the problem as he listened in on Becca and a couple of the scouts talking about the human world again.

      When they finally emerged from the Darkened, the sun was down and the jungle they found themselves in too thick to pass through without cutting a path. Becca lead the way, Meryl behind her directing their path back to the gate.

      Sunlight shone through the jungle ahead, marking an end to the humid trek, and Becca started to cut faster only to have Meryl reach out and stop her. The small Sage turned, hair shaking as she nodded Logan forward. As he approached, Logan felt a powerful chill run down his spine and the hairs on the back of his neck and arms stood up straighter than they ever had before.

      “Lord, we have company up ahead, I can feel their power from here,” she said.

      “Evil One!” Shouted a deep voice from ahead, “Come out and face your death like a man! No more hiding behind the skirts of your women! Face me or prove to all what a cowardly dog you really are!”

      Logan frowned at Meryl, whose eyes were pressed tightly shut, fear written in her features, but it was Ly’Synthia, the dark Elven Commander who spoke the answer he wanted.

      “Darioush, of the White Knights!” Her eyes found Logan’s, and he saw genuine fear there, shocking him, “Lord, you must flee!” She hissed in a soft whisper, reaching to draw him back, “He is the High Queen’s most loyal dog, the finest blade in all of Fae and his brothers are nearly as good. Flee, sire!”

      “I can’t,” Logan said, striding forward despite the hiss of anger from Becca and Meryl.

      Pushing his way through the last of the jungle, Logan felt Becca dart around him to his left. He caught a glimpse of the girl’s hard eyes and fixed smile as she darted right, barely making a sound as she moved amongst the dense foliage. Ly’Synthia wearing an even grimmer expression stepped up to his right, not bothering to hide herself or the short spear she unsheathed from her back.

      Logan resisted the urge to draw his blade, letting his hands hang at his sides as he parted the last deep green fronds and looked down a sloping hillside to the shore of a narrow, fast-moving river. On the other side of the river the environment changed abruptly, in the way of Fae. The opposite bank was the same desert-like landscape they’d arrived in. Massive cacti dotting the shoreline and stretching back into the little boulder-strewn valley.

      He wasn’t focused on the river or its opposite shore, though. Logan’s eyes fell on the three tall, plate clad warriors. The long ears said plainly they were elves, but they were so handsome as to be beautiful. They stood with a regal bearing that Logan envied immediately, their imperious nature screaming to the world of their fine breeding in a way no English lord or lady ever could.

      “I see you Evil One!” Cried the central knight, drawing off his helmet and tucking it beneath an arm he rested a hand on the hilt of his blade, the pommel gemstone glittering in the faint dawn light, “There’s no hiding from your fate! My Knights cover every entrance to your foul gate!”

      “Who are you, sir?” Logan called back, eyes scanning the intervening distance and shorelines searching for any escape to the coming fight.

      “Forgive my incivility,” the knight said, sweeping an elegant bow, arm spread out wide and one toe back, “I am her majesties humble servant, Leader of her leil Knights and Commander of the White Knights, Darioush Helgarth III, cousin to the Queen, at your service, Black Dragon.”

      “And what business do you have with me, Darioush?” Logan called down, troubled by the whirls of Fae that refused to reach out and touch the White Knights, their shining armor seemingly repelling the magic.

      “I have come to see your end Evil One, for the foul attack upon our Queen’s ally, Mordrek of Dundermere, come down and receive thy beating, so that I might carry thine head to my mistress on a pike.” The tall knight had a jaunty smile on his face and his supreme confidence warned Logan that should he go down there he’d fare poorly against the man.

      “You seem to be misinformed, Sir Darioush,” Logan said, troubled by the encounter but more than a little amused by the elf. “It was my brother who attacked us, he came with an army of demons.”

      “And a Tarrasque,” Meryl pipped in, “A big fucking Tarrasque.”

      “That is no matter,” the White Knight said, waving a hand negligently, “The gods can sort out who lies and who doesn’t, I have my orders and I’ll not be turned aside. Should I fall, my bothers will take up mine cause and see your death sentence is carried out. The Black Dragon shall not fly above the world of Fae, so long as I, Sir Darioush, live to defend it!”

      “You would kill an innocent man?” Logan called down, “And you claim to be honorable?”

      “Come human scum,” the elf said, his tone turning angry, “enough talk… come and face me like a man, or we’ll fill you and those dark whores with you, full of bolts.”

      The two knights standing behind him hefted massive crossbows with braces of enchanted bolts. The tips of which sparked and sputtered with barely contained flames, the Fae current tied into them, plain to Logan’s eye. He cast about for a solution to the problem when a blur of motion in the tree line to the left materialized into Becca who hurled a dagger straight at the dark elf’s heart.

      The spinning knife was deflected harmlessly by Sir Darioush’s drawn sword. The blade appearing in the graceful man’s hands faster than Becca’s eyes could track. The moment the knife flew, Logan shouted for her to stop as the ground began to shake, his golden armor flashing around him as he sensed the fight about to break out. The quaking earth rattled everyone’s bones as a roaring sound grew, filling everyone’s ears.

      The teen turned Knight, took off after the knife she’d thrown, but before she’d taken three steps, she saw her death coming in the form of a razor-sharp bone white blade. The man wielding it had only turned towards her, raising one eyebrow and shifting his foot. Angling his blade just so, he waited for her with the sad look of a man who knows he’s about to take a life.

      Fate’s hand stepped in before the young girl could throw her life away on the blade of a better swordsman. Days before the footfall of a young hero had shaken the world, dislodging ancient ruins and cracking open an old dam. The resulting flood of brackish waters swept through a blighted swamp. Cleansing it of centuries of sewer waste from the nearby settlements, carrying it along in the tidal wave that rushed down the narrow river valley.

      Becca was taking her fifth step, her mind coming to terms with her incoming death as she prayed Logan would be smart enough to use her sacrifice to escape. Meryl saw the teen throwing her life away and reached up to grab Logan’s collar in a steely grip, the commander mirroring her motions as they attempted to drag Logan back into the jungle so they could escape.

      Only before they could haul the young man back, the sound that had been growing in their ears reached a crescendo. A wall of frothing brown, brackish wasters crashed around the river’s bend. The tidal wave swept forward, and the three White Knights turned, their leader uttering a single word

      “Drat.”

      Before they were swept up in the churning waters and carried off.

      “You’ll never escape fiend!” Came the cry from Sir Darioush when his head popped up above the roiling waves. Then he was swept and away. Meryl and the commander glanced at one another, inches away from grabbing Logan and stepped back smoothly.

      “What in the hell was that?” Logan asked.

      “Deus ex machina?” Becca asked, her relief evident as she sheathed her blades.

      “Fate,” the sorceress said, and the odd tone in her voice drew Logan’s gaze to her. Jex’Amina clutched a fetish in one hand, the other making their sign to ward off evil, “Blessings of Good fortune are always countered by bad… We’re alive today, but what comes for us tomorrow?”

      “We deal with tomorrow, tomorrow.” Logan said, his tone firm as he marched down the slope, the waters already receding as the tidal wave’s momentum died down. “Let’s hurry through the gate before they come back.”

      “They’ll follow us to Earth,” Meryl warned as she hurried after Logan, “The White Knights will never stop hunting you.”

      “The coven will have an answer,” Logan said, sounding more confident than he felt.

      Becca trailed after Logan at the rear of the party. Her face troubled and thoughts heavy. The teen had seen her death approaching. Had known with absolute certainty that she wasn’t good enough. That the haughty elf had so far above her skill with the blades she felt unmoored, a pillar of her identity cracked.

      “The White Knights train seven hours a day, three hundred and sixty days a year.” Commander Ly’Synthia said, walking beside Becca. The woman never looked over, and she spoke as if to herself, the words empty of emotion, “Their leader is the greatest sword master Fae had ever seen and the current Prime Blade his duels legendary… When facing an enemy such as that, there are no good options except an excellent death.”

      “How do they train?” Becca asked, the troubled look gone as if it had never been. The dark elf turned, eyes narrowing and nodding when she saw the resiliency in the human.

      “They walk the Willow path, and take the Stream Steps,” the commander reached out, indicating the blades at Becca’s hips, “Those are Kato and Waki, ancient blades of the first Prime.”

      “How can I learn to fight like that knight?” Becca asked, ignoring the dark elf’s comment about her weapons as she ran hands over the hilt possessively.

      “I can teach you to find the path,” Commander Ly’Synthia said, “but you must walk it.”

      The look of determination in the young human’s eyes as she stared into the commander’s sent a shiver down the warrior’s back. She was reminded once again that she dealt with Ascendants and that underestimating one of them was all too easy.

      Logan led the party through the small desert. They found the location unguarded, and he pulled out the signal stone, reaching through moon beams to the Coven on earth. He felt them stir, fear abating when they sensed his lack of urgency. Pocketing the stone, he looked up at the squad mates saying goodbye to the sorceress.

      “Take this with you,” he said, tossing the stone to a scout, “It’s a way to signal those close to me should you have need. I will return as soon as we’re able, until then be well and keep each other safe.”

      “My Lord,” the head scout said, bobbing a bow and saluting, unsure how to respond to the human’s orders.

      Logan didn’t pay them any more mind as they hugged the sorceress and saluted the commander. Then the swirling gateway opened, and Logan motioned for the others to pass through. Becca and Meryl were first eager to be back on earth. Jex’Amina hesitated longest, waving to her friends and taking one last look around her world as if she could memorize all she saw. The commander motioned for the woman to pass through and she did finally; her fear evident as she stepped through the swirling portal.

      “We step through together,” Commander Ly’Synthia said, taking one last look around, not to memorize the world but searching for threats, “I swore I’d never leave your side Lord Logan,” the tall dark elf said, “and I’ve never broken my word.”

      “Great,” Logan said, sighing softly.

      Wondering how he was going to deal with school and classes with a Dark Elf warrior trailing along behind like a puppy, he stepped through the portal and back to Earth, he felt the familiar tugging sensation as he traveled between worlds. Drawing in a deep breath of fresh Earth air, a mountain of bubbly, babbling, busty beauties swallowed the young king in happy kisses and hugs.
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      Logan pushed into his room, his pack catching on the door handle and causing a frustrated grunt from the exhausted young man. It had been a long two hours since he and the rest of their party had stepped from the Cauldron. Those first few minutes had been all exuberant kisses and joy from the Coven, followed by dozens of questions about their adventure.

      The dark elves drew nervous stares, especially Commander Ly’Synthia. The sorceress intrigued the witches, even more so when it was explained she’d come to teach all who would learn about the art of Dark Elven fae working.

      Meryl and Becca slipped out when the witches had the sorceress cornered and were quizzing her intensely on the state of fae and more importantly to them, the Dark Elven princess. The teen and Sage promised to return on the morrow so they could discuss how to find the grail and carry out the goddess’s mission.

      Becca looked worn out, and Logan knew she needed a good night’s sleep. He worried about her. Ever since stepping through the Cauldron, the teen had looked troubled and wan. He knew she’d suffered a lot when she was ill in Fae, more than he’d realized, and she’d been shaken by her encounter with the White Knight Captain.

      Nothing he could say would help her just then, he suspected, so he offered her a warm hug and threw Meryl a look over the girl’s shoulder warning her to take it easy on Becca. As the pair left, he overheard the little Sage mention a reality television show they’d watched before. Becca perked up slightly at that, and Logan had some hope the wise old elf wouldn’t make things worse.

      Dropping his pack in the corner, Logan flopped down on his narrow bed, lids already heavy and eagerly looking forward to sleeping without fear of monsters or worse attacking.

      “This bedchamber isn’t fit for a King,” Ly’Synthia said.

      Wincing Logan craned his head around and took in the tall dark Elven warrior. The woman glared around at the small room before swinging her own pack down off one shoulder and dropping it at the foot of his bed.

      “You were serious?” Logan asked, “About sleeping at the foot of my bed?”

      “I promised the Princess, King Logan.”

      “Don’t call me that,” Logan said, letting an edge into his voice. “I’ll tolerate the ‘Lords’ and all that nonsense but I won’t countenance being called a king, without a kingdom or a throne.”

      “Your humility speaks well of you, Lord Logan,” Ly’Synthia said, stepping over to the small window and flinched, squinting as she peered out at the morning sunlight just hitting the witches wild gardens, “But there is much about leadership you have to learn, if you’ll forgive me saying so.”

      “Aye,” Logan said, rolling onto his back and draping an arm over his eyes, “So they keep telling me.”

      “You are tired?” The Commander asked, an odd little hitch in her voice, “Roll back over and remove your shirt… my Lord,” she said, “It isn’t good to fall asleep with so much tension in your shoulders and back. It will cause bad dreams.”

      Logan grumbled, but there was no way he was going to turn down her offer. He always felt a touch uncomfortable at having someone pamper him and figured it was good practice to get over it. Besides, the dark elf was right, the stress and excitement of the past few day’s adventure, not to mention everything else that had happened since that fateful evening in the woods, had left him stiff and tight.

      The bed shifted as Commander Ly’Synthia knelt on it, one knee on the outside of his thigh. She swung the other over. The tall, massively endowed woman was surprisingly light as she settled her wide behind on his thighs. The woman shifted and Logan heard supple leather sliding through straps, then the clunk of a breast plate hitting the floor.

      For one moment Logan thought of saying he didn’t wasn’t up to anything hot and heavy, but the second Ly’Synthia’s warm fingers reached under his shirt and touched the skin of his back, all thought faded and he sighed out in pleasure. Gathering the material of his shirt, the Commander pulled it over her lord’s head, grateful he couldn’t see the trembling of her bottom lip as she touched his flesh.

      As Ly’Synthia folded the shirt neatly and set it aside, her mind played the image of her goddess’ expression as this man touched her. She was still in awe of witnessing her deity standing before her eyes, and doubly so for watching Sister Deep wrapped around this gorgeous man in a state of ecstasy and vulnerability.

      The Commander’s thick bottom lip trembled as she reached down and ran strong fingers along the muscles of her young lord’s back. Logan moaned in pleasure, practically melting into the mattress as the dexterous elven fingers worked their magic on his knots and stiff muscles. Ly’Synthia’s heart fluttered to hear her Lord’s sigh, and she breathed deep, sinking into a flow state as she practiced the ancient art.

      Logan never experienced a professional massage, so had no reference to compare to the magic Ly’Synthia was working on his back and shoulders. Smooth fingers slid along straps of muscle, working free the tension trapped within with subtle pressure. When pressure was needed the tall elf would lean forward, pressing her weight into the stubborn knot of flesh, and with a precision and dexterity that would make professional masseurs weep; she worked Logan over with a technique she’d been practicing for over five hundred years.

      Minutes slipped by and Logan grew drowsy, his lids weighing down and he sensed sleep not far off when the Commander shifted down, massaging his lower back. As the woman bent low, her warm breath on his flesh sent a shiver of pleasure running up the young man’s spine. The atmosphere in the small bedroom changed, and though Logan couldn’t see her face, he sensed the hunger in her eyes as fingers slipping into the waistband of his pants and began dragging them down slowly.

      “Relax my Lord,” Ly’Synthia breathed, her fingers beginning to tremble as took in Logan’s powerful naked frame. “Let Syn, see to your needs as promised.”

      One moment Logan thought he might fall asleep and the next he was rolling over and looking up at the beautiful, dark elf warrior. The commander wore only her tiny black panties, having stripped herself slowly as she massaged him. Her eyes were indeed filled with desire, but also a fervent devotion as she knelt between his legs. As the tall woman bent low, her massive breasts pressed together and Logan swallowed hard, letting his eyes linger on their softness and the line of shadow between them.

      The door banged open, startling both Logan and the Commander, whose hand hovered an inch away from her Lord’s massive hard-on. Jex’Amina stood in the opening, a grin spreading on her face as she took in the pair. Glancing back down the hallway quickly, she hopped into the room, closing the door and cutting off the chattering witches as they bustled into the laboratory.

      The short sorceress wore her black cloak and leather armor, the opening in front tantalizing Logan with the slender elf’s body. The little woman grinned and reached down to unclasp her belt, the potion bottle swinging one way and heavy belt pouch the other as her armor slid down her arms. Opening his mouth to speak, the little dark elf flicked her wrist and a swirl of blue fae energy reached out from her hands, awakening his lusts.

      “Jex’Amina, what is the meaning of thiiIIIISSSS!” The Commander shouted in joy as her Lord was suddenly atop her, long legs flashing up and wide as his manhood suddenly drove deep into her sex in one powerful thrust.

      An orgasm such as she’d never experienced before swept through Ly’Synthia as Logan’s thick cock drove in and out of her, toes curling and knees bending as she clung to the suddenly bestial young man.

      “Oh, goddess!” The Commander cried in pleasure, one arm gathering Logan’s neck and holding him close, the other reach up to try to hold herself in place on his bedframe but finding the little sorceress pressed close to the foot for the bed.

      “The Witches told me a secret,” Jex’Amina whispered in Ly’Synthia’s ear, her voice husky, “It seems out Lord will need regular… releases… mhhhmmm, how is the lust of a Demon Prince?”

      “Oh goddesss!” Ly’Synthia hissed, barely able to form the words as her body shook and shuddered, “uhhh… Nhnhngnnn… YYeeeeesssss!!”

      The normally composed commander grunted like a madwoman as she felt her Lord’s manhood throbbing and her inner walls were bathed in golden bliss. Her mind went white as the pleasure swept away all thought. Floating back to herself on a cloud of pleasure, Ly’Synthia rolled onto her side, smiling softly as recent memory flooded back to her.

      Then the slap, slap, slap of skin on skin alerted her to the wild rutting taking place before her and her eyes flashed open, the grin widening. The little sorceress was bent over, her head thrown back and jaw hanging open. Each powerful thrust of their Lord’s hips into her rear caused her to grunt, tongue lolling out and eyes nearly white as they rolled back into her skull. Ly’Synthia had never seen such bliss on one of her sister elves’ faces and wondered if she’d looked like that minutes before.

      Slipping off the bed, Ly’Synthia let Logan’s strong arm draw her into his side and moaned out when he drew one large, inverted nipple to his lips and sucked hard. The man was a beast as he took Jex’Amina, her juices coating his massive cock, but his lust couldn’t be sated so easily and soon the Commander was bent beside her little friend, taking over when the sorceress passed out from ecstasy.

      “Oh goddessssss… thank you..!!!” Ly’Synthia cried, her head hanging down, but it wasn’t from the depths she felt the benediction, but from the silver orb hanging in the heavens, as the last of the fae Moon rays reached into the small room.

      Logan let the wildness run free, riding the demonic energies coursing through his body and seeking mastery over them. With Becca’s techniques he could ignore them, but that was only ignoring part of himself. If his trials had taught him anything it was that he should trust his own instincts, even when the world told him they were wrong. There was still much to learn and do, but there would be time for that later. Now, Logan let himself indulge in a part of himself he’d tried to ignore and discount. Letting the grin of pleasure slip onto his face as he acknowledged his desire for control and power, tempered by his love and hopefully guided by wisdom.
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