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Chapter 1

Ayrin stepped onto the slick wooden dock, Kayla close behind him, Elara scanning the shadows with narrowed eyes. The fishing boat rocked away, its hull battered from the crossing. Lanterns swung overhead, casting yellow light across the bustling port. Shouts rose from sailors unloading crates, merchants haggling, and a drunk stumbling past with a slurred curse. The air felt crowded with bodies—nothing like the quiet jungle or the ruined palace they’d left behind.

“Keep close,” Ayrin said, glancing over his shoulder at Kayla. She gripped her skirts, eyes wide as she took in the crowds, the unfamiliar mainland accents, and the jostling press of people. Elara moved ahead, her boots splashing through puddles, her hand never far from the knife at her belt.

Kayla leaned in. “Do you know where we’re going?” Her voice was low, uncertain.

“We need information,” Ayrin replied, keeping his tone steady. “And a place to lay low. Stay alert. This isn’t our territory.”

A cart rattled by, nearly clipping Elara. She shot the driver a glare, then jerked her chin toward a cluster of taverns at the end of the dock. “We’ll blend in better inside,” she said.

Ayrin nodded, leading them away from the open water and into the maze of lantern-lit alleys, senses sharp for any sign of danger. Elara's dark hair fell loose around her shoulders, catching the light as they moved.

Ayrin kept his pace steady, eyes scanning every face and shadow as he guided Kayla and Elara deeper into the tangle of alleys. The port's noise faded behind them, replaced by the slap of boots on wet stones and the murmur of voices from behind half-open doors. He steered them away from the main thoroughfares, keeping one hand on the hilt of his sword and the other free to gesture Kayla closer when a pair of rowdy dockhands lurched out of a side street.

"Stay close to me," he said quietly. "Don't make eye contact with anyone who looks too interested."

Kayla nodded, keeping her head down, her blonde hair falling forward to shield her face. Elara, silent and alert, ranged a step ahead, pausing at each intersection to scan for threats. She caught his eye and jerked her chin toward a narrow passage where a group of boys lingered, hands buried in their pockets.

Ayrin angled his body, blocking Kayla from the boys' view, and moved them past. One of the boys edged closer, but Elara glared at him, hand hovering at her belt. The boy hesitated, then retreated into the shadows.

They emerged into a cramped market square, stalls shuttered for the night. A drunk staggered past, nearly colliding with Ayrin. He sidestepped, feeling the man's hand brush his cloak, and twisted away before the fingers could find his purse. Ayrin shot him a hard look. The drunk slurred something and stumbled on.

Kayla whispered, "How do you know who to trust here?"

"I don't," Ayrin replied. "But I know who to avoid. Watch for anyone who watches us too long, or who moves when we do."

Elara crouched beside a rain barrel, studying a faded poster nailed to the wall. "There's a bounty for ghost hunters," she murmured. "Someone's paying well for information."

Ayrin frowned, scanning the alley. "We need to find them before someone else does. Look for taverns with more guards than drunks. Or anywhere the city watch avoids."

He led them onward, weaving through the maze of streets. Twice more, he steered Kayla away from groups that loitered in doorways, their eyes sharp and hungry. Elara moved with a predator's caution, pausing to peer into the gloom of a side alley before motioning them forward.

Ayrin kept his senses sharp, noting the subtle signs: a cluster of men with mismatched weapons, a woman watching from an upstairs window, the way the crowds parted around a certain tavern with a battered sign swinging overhead. He nodded to Elara. "That's our best chance. Stay alert."

Elara jumped onto a crate, her leather top riding up to reveal the taut, golden skin of her stomach and the defined cut of her abs. A pair of dockhands paused mid-step, their eyes lingering on the exposed skin before she dropped back down.

Ayrin pushed open the tavern door, Kayla and Elara close behind. The room was dimly lit, with the scrape of mugs on wood. A battered dartboard hung on the far wall, its surface scarred by years of missed throws. Most eyes turned away as they entered—except for a woman perched on a table near the hearth. She had a mane of red hair and a tight crop top that left her midriff bare, legs crossed atop a battered bench. Her stare was direct and unflinching.

A knife whistled through the air, thudding into the bullseye just beside Ayrin’s head. He didn’t flinch, only turned to find the woman grinning at him, one eyebrow raised.

"Looking for something, stranger?" Her voice was sharp and mocking. "Or did you just want to lose an ear?"

Kayla stiffened, but Ayrin shook his head. "We’re looking for information. Ghost hunters. We heard this is the place."

The woman slid off the table, boots landing with a soft thud. She walked over, her hips swaying, and stopped just close enough that Ayrin could see the flecks of green in her eyes. "Ghost hunters, huh? That’s a dangerous question. Most people who ask don’t last long."

Elara stepped forward, chin lifted. "We’re not most people."

The woman’s gaze flicked over Elara, then Kayla. "You brought your own guard and a noble’s daughter. Brave—or stupid."

Ayrin kept his voice steady. "We’re not here to cause trouble. We need help."

She snorted. "Everyone here needs help. What makes you think you’re worth my time?"

Ayrin met her stare. "We’ve survived ghosts. We’ve killed them."

She leaned in, her breath warm on his cheek. "Big talk. I’ve heard better lies from drunks. Name’s Baylee. Prove you’re not wasting my night."

Kayla’s eyes darted between them. "We don’t want a fight."

Baylee’s smirk widened. "Not asking for one. Just a little contest. Knife-throwing. You win, I listen. You lose, you buy the house a round and walk out."

Elara grinned. "He’ll win."

Baylee tossed a knife, handle-first, to Ayrin. "Let’s see if your hands are as steady as your mouth."

Ayrin caught it, weighing the blade. "What’s the target?"

She pointed at the battered dartboard. "Bullseye. First to miss, loses. Ready, prince?"

He hesitated at the title, then nodded. "Ready."

Baylee stepped back, folding her arms. "Show me what you’ve got."

Ayrin weighed the knife in his hand, feeling the balance. Baylee stepped back with a little flourish, gesturing to the battered dartboard. “Let’s see what the prince can do,” she called, her voice carrying over the low rumble of the tavern.

Ayrin met her gaze, then threw. The blade spun end-over-end and struck the board, sinking deep just a finger’s width from the bullseye. A few patrons grunted in approval, mugs pausing mid-air.

Baylee grinned, snatched another knife from her belt, and let it fly. Her throw was fast, the blade thudding into the board just inside Ayrin’s mark. She flicked her hair, eyes never leaving his.

“Not bad,” she said. “But you’ll need better.”

Ayrin accepted a second knife from Elara, who watched with a small, eager smile. “Your turn,” Elara murmured.

He took a breath, focused, and threw. This time, the knife struck dead center, quivering in the bullseye. The room went quiet for a moment, then a few voices muttered approval.

Baylee’s lips curled. She drew her next knife, twirling it between her fingers, and sent it spinning. The blade buried itself just outside the bullseye, crowding Ayrin’s first shot. She shrugged, as if unconcerned, but her eyes sharpened.

“Lucky,” she said, tossing him another blade.

Ayrin didn’t respond. He lined up, arm steady, and sent the knife flying. It hit the bullseye again, splitting a sliver from the wood. The crowd started to lean in, attention sharpening.

Baylee’s next throw was quick and hard, but the blade landed just at the edge of the red ring. She hissed under her breath, but covered it with a smirk. “You’ve got a good arm, prince. Or maybe you’re just showing off for the crowd.”

Ayrin shrugged. “You set the challenge.”

She reached for one last knife, eyes narrowed. “Let’s see if you can finish it.”

He nodded, took the knife, and let it fly. The blade thudded into the exact center, three of his knives now clustered tightly in the bullseye. The tavern erupted—cheers, claps, a few coins tossed onto the bar.

Baylee stepped forward, arms folded, a grudging smile on her lips. “Not bad at all,” she murmured. “Maybe you’re worth a listen after all.”

Kayla let out a relieved breath. Elara grinned, nudging Ayrin’s arm. Her hair fell loosely around her shoulders, framing her face.

Baylee’s eyes lingered on him, her approval clear, even as she tried to hide it behind a smirk.

Baylee waited for the cheers to fade, then jerked her chin at a shadowy booth near the back. “Sit,” she ordered, voice low enough that only Ayrin, Kayla, and Elara could hear. She slid onto the bench first, boots propped on the scarred table, and gestured for them to join her.

Ayrin slid in opposite her, Kayla close beside him, Elara taking the edge with a wary glance at the tavern’s patrons. Baylee leaned forward, elbows on the table. “You’ve got skill, prince. Not many mainlanders last five minutes in this place, let alone beat me at my own game.”

Elara’s eyes narrowed. “You called him ‘prince’. You know who we are?”

Baylee’s lips curled. “I know enough. Word travels fast—especially when ghosts start gutting nobles and a shipwrecked royal washes up on the island. You’re looking for ghost hunters? Congratulations. You found their leader.”

Kayla stiffened. “You’re in charge?”

Baylee nodded. “I run the only crew in this city who can stand against Gareth’s monsters.” She flicked her gaze to Ayrin. “But I don’t take in strays. You want help, you’ll earn it.”

Ayrin kept his voice level. “What do you want?”

Baylee drummed her fingers on the table. “One of mine got grabbed last night. Snatched by city guards and handed over to the prison—Gareth’s got his claws in the warden. They’re holding her deep in the cells, and she won’t last long. We’ve tried to break her out, but the place is crawling with ghosts. My fire magic can’t get me close enough.”

Elara leaned forward, eyes intent. “You want us to get her out?”

Baylee nodded. “You, me, and your noble friends. I’ve got the layout, but I need someone who can get past the ghosts. Someone the spirits can’t touch.” Her gaze lingered on Ayrin.

Ayrin met her stare. “You think I’m immune.”

Baylee’s mouth twitched. “I saw you in the alley. Ghosts drifted right by, didn’t even look at you. That’s rare. That’s useful.”

Kayla’s hand found Ayrin’s under the table. “If we do this, you’ll help us?”

Baylee leaned back, arms folded. “You get my girl out, and I’ll get you what you want—safe passage, information on Gareth, maybe even a shot at his artifact. But first, we get her back.”

Elara shot Ayrin a questioning look. “You trust her?”

Ayrin considered, watching Baylee’s eyes. He saw calculation there, but also genuine concern. “We don’t have a choice,” he said quietly. “We need allies.”

Baylee grinned, sharp and fierce. “Smart. Here’s the deal: we move at dawn. I know a way onto the prison roof. From there, we split—one of you distracts the guards at the gate, another sabotages the alarms, the rest come with me. We grab my girl and get out before the ghosts swarm.”

Kayla’s voice was steady. “Who is she?”

Baylee’s expression softened for the first time. “Nara. She’s…special. Knows things about Gareth’s power, about the ghosts. They want her for what’s in her head.”

Ayrin nodded. “We’ll help. But after, you tell us everything.”

Baylee’s eyes glinted. “You have my word. But don’t screw this up, prince. Those cells are a death trap for anyone who hesitates.”

Elara cracked her knuckles. “We don’t hesitate.”

Baylee’s grin widened. “Good. Meet me at the old bell tower in an hour. Bring only what you can run with. And don’t get spotted—if the city watch knows we’re coming, none of us get out alive.”

She rose, boots scraping the floor, and slipped through the crowd toward the door. Ayrin watched her go, then turned to Kayla and Elara, his decision made. “We’re in. Let’s get ready.”


Chapter 2

Baylee moved ahead, her stride quick and sure as she navigated the maze of shadowed alleys. She kept her head down, red hair hidden beneath a dark hood. "Stay close. Don’t look lost," she said over her shoulder.

Ayrin kept Kayla close, with Elara bringing up the rear, her eyes scanning every doorway and window. The city felt different at night—every corner seemed to hold a threat. Lanterns hung from crooked posts, casting uneven light across slick cobbles. Footsteps echoed in the distance; once, a patrol passed close enough that Ayrin pressed Kayla into a doorway until they’d gone.

Baylee paused at a crumbling stone wall, glanced up, then vaulted onto a stack of crates. "This way." She climbed, agile and silent, and Ayrin followed, helping Kayla up after him. Elara scrambled up last, barely making a sound.

At the top, the city opened before them. Baylee crouched low, gesturing to a flat rooftop ahead. "There. Prison’s east wing. Best view in the city—and the only way in that isn’t suicide."

Ayrin crawled beside her, peering across the gap. The fortress-like prison loomed, walls topped with iron spikes, guards pacing in pairs. Baylee’s voice was low and urgent. "We do this fast, or not at all. Listen up."

Ayrin pressed himself flat beside Baylee on the rooftop, scanning the fortress below. Iron spikes crowned the walls, and torchlight glinted off the helms of pacing guards. He counted six men at the main gate, two more patrolling the eastern wall, and a pair at the corner tower. In the yard, a dog barked, straining at its chain. He watched for the telltale shimmer of ghosts, but saw only living sentries for now.

Baylee pointed, voice low. “Main gate’s got the most traffic. Guards rotate every ten minutes. That side door—” She jabbed a finger toward a narrow archway half-hidden by a pile of barrels. “—unlocked after midnight. Best bet for getting inside if you’re quiet.”

Ayrin nodded, mind already sorting their strengths. “Kayla,” he said, turning to her, “you’ll go to the gate. Start an argument—make it loud, something about a missing brother or lost papers. They’ll focus on you.”

Kayla’s lips tightened, but she nodded. “I can do that. How long do you need?”

“Just long enough for Elara to reach the alarm bell.” Ayrin looked to Elara, who crouched at his side, eyes fixed on the prison’s perimeter. “You see the bell tower above the gate? There’s a ladder on the north wall. Climb up, cut the rope, and jam the clapper so it can’t ring.”

Elara grinned, flexing her fingers. “Easy. If anyone gets close, I’ll handle them.”

“Don’t get caught,” Ayrin warned. “If the alarm goes up, we’re finished.”

Baylee shifted, red hair slipping from her hood. Her hair was striking against the night. “And me?”

“You’re with me,” Ayrin replied. “But before we move, check for magical wards. Anything that glows, hums, or looks out of place—mark it. I don’t want surprises.”

Baylee’s mouth curled into a smirk. “You got it, prince. I’ll sweep the east wall and meet you at the side door.”

Ayrin scanned the route again. “Once Kayla starts her distraction, Elara, you move. Baylee, you check the walls. I’ll time my approach for the patrol’s blind spot.”

Kayla glanced at Elara, steadying her nerves. “If anything goes wrong—”

Ayrin cut in, firm. “No heroics. If you’re spotted, fall back to the alley. We regroup there.”

Elara nodded, eyes intense. “We’ll be ready.”

Baylee gave a sharp nod, already rising to her feet. “Let’s get moving. The longer we wait, the worse it gets.”

Ayrin took a last look at the prison, memorizing every shadow and guard post, then gestured for the others to follow.

Baylee swung her leg up onto the ledge, her miniskirt riding high as she crouched to balance. The firm curve of her ass was visible in the moonlight, her muscles shifting beneath smooth skin as she steadied herself, completely unselfconscious.

Kayla slipped away first, descending from the rooftop and blending into the shadows along the prison’s outer wall. Ayrin watched her skirt the edge of torchlight, shoulders squared as she approached the main gate. Two guards leaned on their spears, half-bored. Kayla drew a deep breath, then strode forward, voice rising in sharp, frantic tones.

“Please! My brother—he’s missing! They told me he was brought here, but no one will give me answers!” Her words tumbled out, desperate and loud enough to echo off the stone. The guards straightened, exchanging glances as Kayla pressed closer, wringing her hands. “I need to see him! I need to know he’s alive!”

One guard scowled. “Step back, miss. No visitors after dark—”

Kayla’s voice pitched higher, trembling with emotion. “You don’t understand! He’s all I have left!” She stumbled, nearly falling against the iron bars. Another guard moved to steady her, concern flickering across his face. Within moments, all four men at the gate clustered around her, voices overlapping as they tried to calm her down and push her gently back.

Ayrin counted under his breath, watching the distraction pull the guards from their posts. Elara was already on the move, darting along the shadowed perimeter toward the north wall. She kept low, her leather top blending into the darkness. Reaching the ladder beneath the bell tower, she tested the rungs, then climbed quickly, boots silent on wood. At the top, she crouched beside the heavy bell, fingers working fast to slice through the rope and wedge a broken brick between the clapper and the metal shell.

Ayrin saw her pause, scanning the yard below for any sign of trouble. When none came, she raised one hand in a brief, tight signal.

Baylee, crouched beside Ayrin, caught the sign. She slipped away, hugging the wall, her miniskirt riding high as she moved with quick stealth. She pressed herself against the stone by the east wall, eyes flicking over the surface. She traced her fingers along the mortar, searching for any sign of magical wards. Satisfied, she flashed a quick signal to Ayrin—two fingers, then a point toward the side door.

Ayrin’s heart hammered as he waited for the last guard to turn his back. Kayla’s voice still echoed, drawing the attention of every sentry at the gate. With the path clear, Ayrin slid down from the rooftop, landing in a crouch beside the side entrance. He pressed himself against the door, waiting for Baylee’s nod before easing it open and slipping inside.

Ayrin eased the side door open just wide enough to slip through, pressing his back to the damp stone as he scanned the narrow corridor beyond. The passage was dim, lit only by a guttering lantern nailed above a barred window. Footsteps echoed faintly—one guard, moving at a lazy pace, head turned toward the sound of distant voices at the main gate.

Ayrin moved fast. He stepped behind the man, grabbed a fistful of the guard’s collar, and yanked him back into the shadows. The guard tried to turn, mouth opening for a shout, but Ayrin drove his forearm into the man’s throat, cutting off any sound. With his free hand, Ayrin clamped around the guard’s wrist, wrenching the sword from his grasp and letting it clatter softly against the wall.

The guard struggled, boots scraping against the stone, but Ayrin twisted, driving his knee into the man’s gut. The guard’s breath left him in a rush. Ayrin shifted his grip, wrapped an arm around the guard’s neck, and squeezed until the man’s struggles faded to nothing. When the body went limp, he lowered it gently to the floor, checking for any sign of movement in the corridor. There was none.

He dragged the unconscious guard behind a stack of crates, tucking him out of sight. Ayrin crouched, listening for any hint of alarm, but the only sounds were distant—Kayla’s raised voice, guards shouting at the gate, the faint creak of the bell tower ladder as Elara worked above.

He crept forward, boots silent on the uneven stones, and reached the agreed-upon spot: a narrow alcove just inside the entrance. Ayrin pressed his back to the wall and raised his hand, flashing two quick signals toward the door—one for Baylee, one for Elara.

A moment later, Baylee slipped inside, eyes sharp and alert. She ducked behind Ayrin, pressing herself flat against the wall, her breath steady. Her dark hair fell loosely around her shoulders, framing her expression. “Clear?” she whispered.

Ayrin nodded, keeping his voice low. “One guard. He’s out cold.”

Baylee’s lips twitched in approval. “Nice work.”

Elara appeared next, dropping down from a window ledge with barely a sound. She landed beside them, eyes scanning the passage. “Alarm’s disabled. No one saw me.”

Ayrin met both their gazes. “We stick to the plan. Stay close, move fast. No unnecessary noise.”

Baylee grinned, her confidence clear. “Lead the way, prince.”

Ayrin checked the corridor ahead, then set off, signaling for the women to follow as they slipped deeper into the prison’s shadows.

Ayrin pressed his back against the cold stone, the others crowding close as the door eased shut behind them. The corridor was narrow and dark, broken only by a slant of lantern light from a barred window further down. Baylee crouched low, her eyes flicking between Ayrin and the passage ahead. Elara kept her stolen crossbow pointed downward, but her muscles were taut, ready.

Baylee spoke first, her voice barely above a whisper. “We’re clear for now, but we can’t linger.” She jerked her chin toward the deeper gloom. “Nara’s not in the regular cells. They keep her in the block below—deepest part of the prison. That’s where they stash anyone too dangerous or too valuable to risk in the main wing.”

Elara’s tone was sharp. “What makes her so valuable? You said she knows things about Gareth?”

Baylee nodded, glancing at Ayrin. “She’s got knowledge about the artifact—how Gareth controls the ghosts, weak points in his magic. She’s the only one who’s ever escaped a ghost attack and lived to talk about it.” She swallowed, her expression tense. “They want what’s in her head. If we don’t get her out tonight, they’ll break her, or worse.”

Ayrin shifted his weight, considering. “How many guards between here and the cell block?”

Baylee closed her eyes for a moment, remembering. “Two at the stairs, one at the checkpoint below. But that’s not the real problem.” She leaned in, voice dropping further. “There are ghosts down there. More than I’ve ever seen in one place. They don’t patrol—they just linger, like they’re waiting for something.”

Kayla’s hand found Ayrin’s arm, her grip tight. “How do we get past them? Your immunity—does it help us all?”

Ayrin shook his head. “They don’t see me, but they’ll go after anyone else. We need to move fast and stay close. I’ll draw their attention if I have to.”

Baylee’s lips curled in a grim smile. “That’s why I wanted you on this. I’ll take point with you. Elara, cover our backs. Kayla—” She hesitated, looking at her elegant dress and pale face. “You stay between us. You’re not armed.”

Kayla nodded, swallowing hard. “Just tell me what to do.”

Elara glanced down the passage, voice steady. “What about the keys? Are the cells locked?”

Baylee pulled a ring of crude iron keys from her belt. “Lifted these off a guard last week. Should open most doors, but the lower block has a heavy bar—needs muscle.” She looked at Ayrin. “That’s you.”

Ayrin nodded. “Once we’re in, what then?”

Baylee’s eyes glittered in the dim light. “We grab Nara and run. There’s a back stair up to the yard—guarded, but faster than the main hall. If we’re lucky, we’ll beat the alarm.”

Ayrin glanced at each of them, weighing risk and resolve. “We don’t split up again. We move as one, and if we hit trouble, I’ll draw the ghosts. You get Nara out.”

Baylee’s hand brushed his shoulder, brief and fierce. “That’s the plan. Ready?”

Kayla drew a shaky breath. “Ready.”

Elara gave a curt nod. “Let’s go.”

Baylee led the way, boots silent on the flagstones, Ayrin at her side. Elara and Kayla followed, pressed close. The corridor narrowed, darkness swallowing them as they moved toward the stairwell.


Chapter 3

Ayrin moved first, sword drawn, boots echoing on the worn stone as he led the descent. Shadows twisted along the damp walls, broken by the uneven flicker of torches set in iron brackets. Cold sweat prickled beneath his shirt. Behind him, Baylee’s steps were light; he glanced back to see her flexing her hands, sparks already dancing between her fingers as she prepared her magic. Kayla kept close, her elegant gown bunched at her knees as she gripped the rail and kept her eyes forward. Elara brought up the rear, crossbow cradled in her arms, her gaze sweeping over their shoulders with vigilance.

Halfway down, Ayrin caught sight of the first ghost—a pale, translucent figure drifting just beyond the torchlight, its empty eyes fixed on the stairs. He paused, holding up a hand. The others slowed behind him. Baylee spoke urgently. “If they come close, I’ll burn a path. Just keep moving.”

He nodded, adjusting his grip on the sword. “Stay behind me. Don’t let them touch you.”

The group pressed on, each step carrying them deeper into the prison’s haunted underbelly, the flickering shapes growing thicker ahead.

Ayrin tightened his grip on the sword and stepped off the last stair, boots landing on slick stone. “Stay close,” he said, voice low but steady. Ahead, the corridor stretched into darkness, broken by the flicker of torches and the pale shimmer of ghosts drifting in and out of the gloom.

Baylee’s voice was tense behind him. “Three on the left, two by the next archway. I’ll clear the pack—just get us through.”

Elara’s crossbow clicked as she cocked it. “I’ll watch the rear. Kayla, keep behind me.”

Kayla’s reply was a shaky, “I’m right here.” She pressed herself to the wall, dress hitched above her ankles, eyes fixed on Ayrin. Her hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders.

Ayrin advanced, sword raised. The first ghost—a gaunt, armored knight—lunged at him, spectral blade slashing through the air. Ayrin didn’t flinch. He stepped into the ghost’s reach, swinging his sword in a wide arc. The blade passed through the apparition, but the ghost recoiled, forced back by some unseen force.

Baylee moved up beside him, sparks leaping from her fingers. “Move!” she barked, hurling a fist-sized ball of fire at a cluster of ghosts. The flames exploded in blue-white light, scattering the specters into wisps that shrieked and faded.

Another ghost darted for Kayla. Elara fired without hesitation. The bolt went straight through, but the distraction gave Ayrin time to step in front, blocking the ghost’s path. He slashed again, forcing the spirit back.

Baylee’s next fireball arced down the hall, catching two more ghosts as they materialized from the shadows. “Keep going!” she called. “They’re reforming behind us.”

Ayrin pressed forward, boots splashing through puddles. The corridor narrowed, walls close on either side. He swung at another ghost—a woman in tattered robes—forcing her against the far wall. “Baylee, right!” he shouted.

Baylee spun, sending a quick burst of flame at the ghost Ayrin had pinned. The spirit burst apart, vanishing in a swirl of embers.

Elara reloaded, eyes sharp as she scanned the corridor behind. “Two more coming up fast,” she warned.

“Let’s move!” Ayrin said, pushing forward. Kayla darted after him, skirt gathered in her fists. Elara fired another bolt past Ayrin’s shoulder, the quarrel whistling through a ghost’s head as Baylee sent another fireball down the hall.

The group surged ahead, Ayrin clearing a path with his sword, Baylee’s magic crackling at his side, Elara’s crossbow always ready. The ghosts fell back, driven by steel and fire, and the team pressed deeper into the haunted prison.

Baylee caught Ayrin’s arm as they passed a battered storeroom door. “In here. Now,” she whispered urgently. Kayla and Elara hurried past, covering the corridor ahead. Baylee pulled Ayrin into the cramped room, closing the door behind them. She pressed close, her breath warm at his ear. “My magic’s burning out. I need you—now. Give me something to draw from.”

Ayrin’s pulse raced. He nodded as Baylee turned, bracing herself against a barrel. She lifted her miniskirt over her hips, revealing her pale, flushed skin. “Don’t waste time,” she urged, glancing over her shoulder, eyes bright with need.

He moved behind her, unfastening his belt with trembling hands. His cock was already hard, straining as he freed it from his trousers. Baylee spread her legs, boots scuffing the stone floor. She arched her back, presenting herself to him, skirt bunched at her waist.

Ayrin gripped her hips and pressed the head of his cock against her slit. She was wet, her pussy slick and ready. He pushed in, slow at first, feeling her tight heat surround him. Baylee gasped, fingers digging into the barrel’s rim. “Harder,” she whispered, voice ragged. “I need it.”

He drove into her, hips snapping forward, his cock plunging deep. Baylee moaned, her breath catching as he filled her. He set a steady rhythm, fucking her hard, his hands gripping her waist. Her ass bounced with every thrust, soft flesh rippling beneath his grip.

Baylee braced herself, elbows locked, head bowed. “More,” she demanded, pushing back against him, grinding her pussy onto his cock. He slammed into her, pace quickening, balls slapping her thighs. Her moans grew louder, breathless and desperate.

He leaned over her, one hand sliding up her torso, fingers slipping beneath her tight crop top. He cupped her breast, thumb brushing her nipple, feeling it stiffen under his touch. Baylee arched into his hand, her body shuddering as he pinched and rolled her nipple.

“Turn me,” she gasped, twisting to look at him. “I want to see you.”

Ayrin pulled out, hands steady as he lifted her by the waist and spun her around. Baylee hopped up onto the barrel, legs spreading wide, skirt still bunched at her waist. Her bare pussy glistened in the torchlight, lips swollen and inviting. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders, pulling him close.

He guided his cock to her entrance again and slid in, Baylee’s thighs clamping around his hips. She rode him, grinding down, her breasts pressed to his chest. Her nails raked his back as she bounced, every movement urgent and hungry.

She kissed him, mouth hot and fierce, tongue demanding. He thrust up into her, feeling her tighten around him, her breath coming in sharp pants. Her crop top slipped up, one small breast pressed against his chest, nipple hard and flushed.

Baylee broke the kiss, gasping, “Don’t stop. I’m close.”

He gripped her ass, lifting and dropping her onto his cock, each thrust sending a jolt through her. Her head fell back, hair tumbling over her shoulders as she cried out. “Fuck, Ayrin—yes—”

He felt her pussy clench, rippling around him as she came, her whole body shaking. She buried her face against his neck, biting his skin to muffle her cries.

Ayrin thrust harder, chasing his own release. Baylee’s hands clung to him, nails digging deep. He groaned, hips jerking as he came inside her, cock pulsing, filling her with hot cum.

They held each other, breath ragged, sweat slicking their skin. Baylee’s body trembled against his, her magic already sparking at her fingertips again.

She slid off his cock, cum dripping down her thighs. “That’s what I needed,” she whispered, voice low and satisfied. “Let’s finish this.”

Baylee hopped off the barrel and adjusted her miniskirt. Her bare breasts were briefly visible in the shifting torchlight, nipples flushed and hard, before she pulled her tight crop top back down over her chest.

Baylee wiped sweat from her brow, sparks already flickering at her fingertips as she stepped out of the storeroom. “Let’s move,” she said, voice low but urgent.

Ayrin pulled up his trousers, buckled his belt, and pushed the door open. Kayla and Elara waited just outside, both tense—Kayla clutching her skirt, Elara with her crossbow aimed down the corridor.

Kayla glanced at Baylee, eyes flicking to her flushed cheeks and disheveled top before she looked away, face red. “Are you all right?”

Baylee grinned, rolling her shoulders. “Better than ever.” She flexed her hands, blue fire dancing along her knuckles. “Let’s clear the way.”

Elara jerked her chin down the hall. “There’s a big one ahead. Looks different from the others.”

Ayrin moved to the front, sword raised. At the corridor’s end, a hulking ghost in battered warden’s armor blocked the passage, spectral chains dragging from its wrists. Its eyes glowed with a cold, unnatural light as it turned toward them.

Baylee stepped forward, her voice steady. “Stand back.”

The ghost surged forward, chains whipping out, aiming for Kayla and Elara. Ayrin stepped between them, blade ready, but Baylee’s hands shot up. She hurled a bolt of fire straight at the warden’s chest. The flames hit with a crackling roar, engulfing the ghost in blue-white fire. The warden shrieked, its form flickering and distorting as the fire ate through it.

Elara reloaded her crossbow but didn’t fire. “Is it working?”

Baylee gritted her teeth, pouring more energy into the flames. “Almost—”

Ayrin watched as the ghost’s chains melted, links falling to the stone floor and vanishing. The warden’s armor split apart, light pouring from the cracks. With one final, echoing scream, the specter exploded in a shower of embers, the fire guttering out as quickly as it had appeared.

Kayla pressed close to Ayrin, her hand gripping his arm. “It’s gone?”

Baylee nodded, chest heaving. “Path’s clear. Let’s not waste it.”

Elara moved up, scanning the now-empty corridor. “No more ghosts—at least for now.”

Ayrin led the way forward, boots crunching over the scorched stones. Baylee followed, her magic still simmering in the air. Kayla and Elara fell in behind, both glancing warily at the shadows.

At the end of the corridor, a heavy iron door loomed. Baylee looked to Ayrin. “That’s the cell block. You’re up.”

Ayrin nodded, stepping forward, ready to force the door and finally reach their goal.

Ayrin raised his boot and kicked at the iron-braced door. The wood shuddered but held. He set his shoulder against it, gritting his teeth, then slammed into it again. The lock gave way with a splintering crack, and the door swung inward, banging against the stone wall.

Torchlight spilled into the cramped cell. A girl huddled in the far corner, knees drawn to her chest. She was small—barely more than five feet—with tangled pink hair falling around her face. Her dress was little more than a sheer scrap, torn and dirty, but the faint shimmer of magical runes glimmered along the fabric. She looked up, violet eyes wide with fear and hope.

Ayrin stepped inside, lowering his sword. “We’re here to get you out,” he said quietly, voice steady.

The girl’s voice trembled. “Are you… are you real?” She pushed herself upright, hands clutching the ragged hem of her dress. “They said no one could reach me.”

Baylee appeared in the doorway, her face flushed from battle, hands still sparking faintly with residual magic. “Nara. It’s me. We brought help.”

Nara’s breath caught. She stumbled forward, nearly tripping over the chain at her ankle. Ayrin crossed the cell in two strides, kneeling beside her. “Hold still,” he said, examining the shackle. The iron was crude, but the lock was solid. He braced the chain against the floor and brought his sword down hard. The shackle snapped open, metal clattering away.

Nara flinched, then stared at her freed ankle in disbelief. She looked up at Ayrin, tears welling in her eyes. “Thank you,” she whispered.

Kayla and Elara crowded into the doorway, weapons ready. Kayla’s voice was gentle. “Can you walk?”

Nara nodded, wiping her eyes with the back of her hand. “I think so. I just—” She looked at Ayrin, searching his face as if to be sure he was real. “You’re not afraid of the ghosts?”

Ayrin shook his head. “They can’t touch me. Stay close, and you’ll be safe.”

Nara managed a shaky smile, her small hand reaching for his. “I… I’m Nara. Are you really here to save me?”

Ayrin squeezed her fingers, steady and sure. “Yes. We’re getting you out. Right now.”


Chapter 4

“Hold on,” Ayrin said, tucking his sword under one arm as he scooped Nara up. She was light, her arms sliding around his neck, her small body trembling against his chest. Behind him, Kayla and Elara fell into step, weapons raised. Baylee darted ahead, flames flickering at her fingertips, casting wild shadows on the damp stone walls.

Red light pulsed from the ceiling as the alarm bell clanged somewhere above. Ayrin shifted Nara’s weight, feeling her clutch tighter. “Which way?” he called, voice steady despite the echo of booted feet and the distant wail of the siren.

Baylee jerked her chin left. “Stairs. Fastest way out.” She sprinted, Ayrin close behind, Kayla and Elara flanking him, their breathing ragged.

A flicker of movement—ghostly shapes drifted from the gloom, hollow eyes fixed on the fleeing group. Kayla gripped Elara’s arm, voice tight. “They’re coming—”

“I’ll block them,” Elara said, not slowing, raising her crossbow.

Ayrin pressed forward, boots pounding the uneven stones, every muscle burning. Nara’s breath was warm on his neck. “You’re safe with me,” he said, maintaining his pace.

Baylee kicked open a door at the end of the corridor. “Move!” she commanded, fire swirling in her palm as the group plunged into the next passage.

Elara’s voice was sharp. “Guards—left side!” She swung her crossbow up, loosing a bolt that thudded into the shoulder of a charging man. He dropped, weapon clattering. Kayla moved beside her, gripping a fallen spear. Her hands shook, but she jabbed it toward another guard who lunged too close, forcing him back.

Baylee darted ahead, fire sparking in her palm. “Barricade—get ready!” she called, eyes flicking to Ayrin. He nodded, shifting Nara’s weight in his arms, then planted himself between his group and the advancing ghosts. The specters drifted in, swords raised, faces twisted with malice. Ayrin stared them down, his pulse steady. One ghost swept its blade at his chest. The cold metal passed through him, harmless. He didn’t flinch.

“Stay behind me,” he said, glancing over his shoulder. Nara’s arms tightened around his neck. Kayla and Elara fell in close, Elara reloading her crossbow with quick, efficient movements. Kayla braced the spear, her expression determined as she faced another guard.

Baylee reached the barricade—a heap of broken crates and a heavy iron gate. She raised her hand, flames erupting from her fingertips. “Clear back!” she shouted. The fire struck the barricade with a roar, wood and metal glowing red, then buckling under the heat. Shadows danced across the walls.

A guard tried to rush Baylee, sword raised. Elara stepped between them, swinging the crossbow like a club and catching him across the jaw. He stumbled, dropping his weapon. Kayla jabbed her spear at another, forcing him to retreat toward the burning barricade.

The ghosts pressed closer, their hollow eyes fixed on Ayrin. He moved forward, forcing the spirits back by sheer presence, his body an unbreakable wall between them and the others. “Go!” he barked. Baylee kicked aside the smoldering remains of the barricade, clearing a path.

Elara grabbed Kayla’s arm and pulled her through the gap. Baylee followed, glancing back to make sure Ayrin and Nara were right behind. A guard lunged from the smoke, blade slashing at Kayla’s side. She twisted, the spear catching the man in the gut. He fell, groaning.

Ayrin charged through the opening, Nara clinging to him, the ghosts recoiling from his advance. “Keep moving!” he urged. The group pressed on, leaving the burning barricade and fallen guards behind, every step drawing them closer to freedom.

As Nara clung to Ayrin’s neck, her sheer dress slipped sideways, revealing the soft curve of her small breast and the delicate lines of her thighs. Her violet eyes met his for a brief moment before she pressed closer.

Baylee shoved open the heavy door at the end of the corridor, and the group spilled into the prison yard. Moonlight cut through ragged clouds overhead, painting the cracked flagstones in silver and shadow. The yard was a chaos of shouting guards and drifting ghosts—spectral forms hovering above the ground, swords drawn, their hollow eyes fixed on the escapees.

“Stay close!” Ayrin barked, shifting his grip on Nara. She clung to his neck, her wide eyes locked on the ghosts ahead. Kayla and Elara pressed in behind him, weapons ready, while Baylee darted to the front, fire already crackling in her hands.

A guard charged from the left, blade raised. Elara stepped forward, swinging her crossbow hard. The wooden stock caught the man in the ribs, sending him sprawling. Kayla jabbed her borrowed spear at another, driving him back toward the looming specters.

Baylee hurled a ball of fire at a cluster of ghosts. The flames burst in a blinding flash, scattering the spirits and forcing the living guards to shield their faces. “Keep moving!” she shouted, already gathering another surge of magic in her palm.

Ayrin surged forward, leading the group in a tight wedge. A ghost lunged at him, blade slicing through the air. He didn’t slow—he walked straight through the apparition, feeling only a chill as the sword passed harmlessly through his chest. The ghost recoiled, flickering uncertainly.

Another guard tried to block their path, sword glinting in the moonlight. Ayrin shifted Nara’s weight to one arm and swung his sword with the other, the blade ringing against the guard’s. The man staggered, Ayrin’s strength forcing him back. Elara finished the job, jabbing the guard in the thigh with her crossbow’s butt. He crumpled, groaning.

Kayla stayed close, eyes darting from ghost to guard. She jabbed her spear again, keeping a second guard at bay. Baylee unleashed another torrent of fire, the blast sending two ghosts shrieking into the far wall, their forms dissolving in the heat.

The group pressed on, Ayrin leading them across the yard. More ghosts swooped in, but none dared touch him. He kept himself between the spirits and his companions, sword raised, eyes scanning for any threat.

Baylee set fire to a pile of crates, blocking the way behind them. “Go—wall’s ahead!” she called, voice hoarse from exertion.

They sprinted the last stretch, dodging debris and fallen bodies. The outer wall loomed, jagged and high, but freedom was just beyond.

Ayrin ran the last few steps to the outer wall, breath coming hard, Nara still clinging tightly to his neck. He glanced up at the stone, noting it was rough but climbable, with a crumbling ledge just high enough to grab. Guards shouted behind them, feet pounding on the flagstones. Ghosts drifted closer, their swords raised, but none dared touch him.

He turned to Baylee. “Cover us. I’ll get Nara over first.”

Baylee nodded, fire already flickering in her hands. Elara and Kayla pressed close, weapons ready, eyes darting between the guards and the ghosts.

Ayrin braced his shoulder against the wall and shifted Nara’s weight. “Wrap your arms around my neck. Hold tight.” She nodded, her small hands locking behind his head, violet eyes wide but trusting.

He crouched low, then surged upward, planting his boot in a gap between the stones. With a grunt, he boosted Nara as high as he could, his hands gripping her waist. “Reach for the ledge!” he called.

Nara stretched her arms, fingers scrabbling for the edge. She caught it, legs swinging. Ayrin steadied her, pushing gently until she got a knee over the top. She hauled herself up, trembling, then rolled onto the other side and disappeared from view.

“Your turn,” Ayrin said to Kayla. She nodded, face pale but determined. He cupped his hands, and she stepped in, using his boost to reach the ledge. Elara followed, moving quickly and swinging herself over in a single motion.

Ayrin turned to Baylee. “Go.”

Baylee glanced back at the burning chaos in the yard. “I’ll cover the gate. Get ready to run.” She leapt, agile, grabbing the ledge and pulling herself up with a grunt. Her skirt flashed as she swung her legs over and dropped down beside the others.

Ayrin looked back one last time. The guards were closing in, swords drawn, and the ghosts clustered near the gate, their hollow eyes fixed on him. Baylee’s voice rang out from the other side. “Now!”

He grabbed a broken crate, stacked it against the wall, and vaulted up, muscles straining as he caught the rough stone. He pulled himself over, landing hard beside the others.

Baylee turned, fire blazing in her hands. She hurled a ball of flame at the wooden gate. It exploded, flames shooting high, blocking the passage and forcing the guards back. The firelight flickered across their faces as they turned and sprinted into the darkness, vanishing into the maze of alleys beyond.

The warehouse was silent except for the group’s breathing and the distant echo of bells from the prison. Dust drifted in the moonlight through broken windows. Ayrin set Nara gently on a battered crate, his arms still tense from the escape.

Baylee scanned the shadows, fire magic flickering faintly in her palm. "We’re clear. Nobody followed."

Kayla leaned against the wall, catching her breath. Elara peered through a gap in the boards, crossbow ready.

Nara’s small hand slid into Ayrin’s, her fingers trembling. "Thank you," she whispered, her violet eyes shining. "You… you really saved me."

Ayrin squeezed her hand, grounding her. "You’re safe now. Can you tell us what Gareth wanted with you?"

Nara hesitated, glancing at the others. Kayla stepped forward, voice soft. "We’re here to help. Anything you know matters."

Nara nodded, swallowing. "He… he wanted to use my magic. I can sense things—ghosts, artifacts, curses. He kept asking about a power source, something hidden under a desert town. He said it was the key to controlling more ghosts."

Baylee’s gaze sharpened. "A power source? Where?"

Nara looked down, twisting a strand of pink hair between her fingers. "There’s a chamber beneath the old well in the town of Saren. I saw it in a vision. Gareth’s artifact is there. It’s what lets him control the ghosts."

Elara moved closer, voice low but urgent. "How do we destroy it?"

Nara met Ayrin’s eyes, her grip tightening. "It’s protected by wards—old magic, maybe older than Gareth. I think… I think I can help you get past them, but only if I’m close. And…" She hesitated, cheeks coloring. "I need to stay near you. The ghosts, they—if I’m not with you, they’ll sense me again."

Ayrin nodded. "You’ll stay with us. We’ll get you there."

Baylee crossed her arms, studying Nara. "How sure are you about the artifact?"

Nara’s voice steadied. "I saw it. Gareth forced me to look, again and again. He’s afraid someone will break the wards. That’s why he kept me locked up."

Kayla knelt beside Nara, her tone gentle. "You’re safe now. We’ll protect you."

Nara’s eyes filled with tears, but she blinked them away. "Thank you. All of you."

Elara glanced at Ayrin, then Baylee. "We need a plan. If this artifact is real, it’s our best chance."

Baylee’s lips curled into a determined smile. "We’ll need supplies, and a way across the desert. But first—rest. We’re no good to anyone dead on our feet."

Ayrin nodded, feeling the weight of Nara’s trust. "We move at dawn. Nara, you stay with me. If Gareth’s artifact is the key, we’ll find it—and destroy it."

Nara’s hand lingered in his, her touch warm and grateful. "I believe you. I… I always hoped someone would come."

Ayrin met her gaze, steady and sure. "You’re with us now."

Kayla squeezed Nara’s shoulder, and Elara offered a rare, reassuring nod. Baylee glanced at the shuttered window, then back at Ayrin. "We’ll take turns keeping watch."

The group settled amid the crates and shadows, exhaustion finally catching up to them. But for the first time since their flight from the palace, Ayrin felt something close to hope. Nara’s knowledge was the weapon they needed. And with her by their side, the next step was clear.


Chapter 5

Pale morning light crept through the warped shutters of Baylee’s safehouse. Ayrin sat on a battered crate, rolling his sore shoulder as Kayla pressed a damp cloth to a shallow cut on his arm. Elara crouched by the door, checking the battered spear she’d scavenged from the prison yard, her hair wild from the night’s escape. Baylee, already awake, rummaged through a crate of supplies, tossing a strip of bandage to Kayla and nodding in approval at the group’s condition.

Nara perched quietly on a pile of blankets in the corner, knees drawn up, her pink hair tangled but her violet eyes alert. She watched each movement with nervous intensity, fingers tracing the faded runes on her tattered dress. The room was cramped, stacked high with crates and lanterns, but it felt secure—at least for now.

“Let me see your hand,” Kayla said to Ayrin, turning his palm up and bandaging a scrape. Elara glanced over, then stood to stretch, her gaze flicking to the window where the city’s distant bells marked the start of another day.

Baylee turned, her red hair catching the sunlight. “We’ll need food and water before we move again. But first, we talk.” She gestured towards Nara. “She’s the key.”

Ayrin leaned forward, fixing his gaze on Nara. “You said Gareth’s artifact is protected by wards. How do they work? And how did he use you?”

Nara’s fingers twisted the edge of her dress, her voice small but steady. “He kept me locked up because I can sense ghosts—and magic. He forced me to watch when he summoned them. The artifact draws power from pain, from fear. Gareth feeds it, and it lets him control the ghosts.”

Baylee crossed her arms, her eyes narrowing. “But you said something about staying close to Ayrin. Why?”

Nara looked down, cheeks coloring. “When I’m near you, the ghosts… they can’t see me. It’s like I’m invisible to them. But only when I’m very close.” She hesitated, glancing at the others. “And after last night—when you freed me, and you touched me—something changed. I felt safe. Like the ghosts couldn’t reach me at all.”

Elara stepped away from the door, brow furrowed. “What do you mean, ‘touched’?”

Nara’s blush deepened. “It’s not just being near. When someone—when Ayrin touches me, skin to skin, or more… the protection is stronger. I felt it when he broke the chain, and again when he held my hand. But I think… I think it would be even stronger if we were… closer.”

Kayla’s eyes widened. “You mean—”

Nara nodded, voice barely above a whisper. “Gareth’s guards talked about it. They said Ayrin was immune. That if he… if he slept with someone, she might be immune too. Gareth was afraid of it. That’s why he kept me away from you.”

Baylee’s eyebrows rose. “So you’re saying sex with Ayrin could make us all immune to ghosts?”

Nara nodded, her violet eyes earnest. “I think so. At least for a while. I can feel it now—like a shield around me. It’s faint, but it’s there.”

Elara stepped closer, curiosity overtaking her caution. “How long does it last?”

Nara shook her head. “I don’t know. Maybe a day? Maybe less. But it’s real.”

Baylee grinned, glancing at Ayrin. “That’s one hell of a secret weapon.”

Kayla’s lips parted in surprise, then pressed together in thought. She looked at Ayrin, searching his face for answers.

Ayrin met her gaze, steady. “If it keeps you safe, I’ll do whatever it takes.”

Nara’s shoulders relaxed, relief softening her features. “Thank you. I… I trust you.”

Elara arched her back, arms overhead, and her worn leather loincloth slipped low on her hips. The smooth, tanned curve of her bare hip was exposed. Ayrin’s eyes lingered. Kayla noticed his gaze and quickly looked away, her cheeks turning red.

Baylee tossed aside the empty bandage wrapper and fixed Ayrin with a sharp look. “So, this immunity thing—how does it feel? Is it instant, or what?” She stepped closer, her red hair falling over one shoulder, eyes glinting with challenge.

Ayrin met her gaze. “I don’t know. Nara says she felt it when I touched her, but it’s stronger after… more contact.” He glanced at Nara, who nodded, cheeks pink.

Elara straightened from her stretch, stepping in beside Baylee. “You’re saying if we sleep with you, we’ll be safe from ghosts? Just like that?” Her voice was blunt, but her curiosity was obvious.

Nara’s fingers twisted in her lap. “It’s not just a feeling. The ghosts can’t see me now. They don’t even try.” She looked at Ayrin, then at Baylee and Elara. “It’s like a shield, but it fades unless… unless you do it again.”

Baylee grinned. “So it’s repeatable. Good to know.” She turned to Ayrin, her tone half-teasing, half-serious. “What about you? Did you notice anything different?”

Ayrin shook his head. “No. I’ve always been immune. But if this works for you, it gives us an edge Gareth won’t expect.”

Elara’s eyes narrowed thoughtfully. “If it’s true, we should test it. Before we go anywhere near more ghosts.” She glanced at Baylee, then back at Ayrin. “You up for that?”

Kayla shifted on her crate, folding her arms across her chest. “You’re talking about using him like a tool. He’s not just—” She stopped, biting her lip, then looked at Ayrin. “Are you sure you’re all right with this?”

Ayrin reached for her hand, squeezing gently. “If it keeps you safe, all of you, I’ll do it. It’s not just about survival. You matter to me.”

Baylee rolled her eyes, but her smile softened. “We’re not asking for romance. We need to know if it works. That’s all.”

Elara stepped closer, her leather top brushing against Ayrin’s arm. “If it lets us fight ghosts without dying, I’m in. No hesitation.”

Kayla’s eyes darted between them, uncertainty and something like jealousy flickering across her face. “Just… don’t forget who was here first,” she murmured, voice barely audible.

Baylee snorted. “Nobody’s forgetting anything. But we need answers. And if it means getting naked, I’m not shy.” She shot Ayrin a look, daring him to object.

Ayrin nodded.

Baylee jerked her chin toward the storeroom door. “If we’re doing this, let’s do it now. No point waiting.”

Elara’s mouth curled in a half-smile. “Fine by me.” She stepped past Ayrin, her bare hip brushing his thigh.

Kayla hesitated, but Baylee gave her a reassuring look. “You don’t have to watch. But we need to know if it works.”

Ayrin nodded, his pulse quickening as he followed Baylee and Elara into the cramped storeroom. The single candle on a crate cast flickering shadows across the walls. Baylee tossed her red hair back and pulled her crop top off with a single tug, baring her small, firm breasts. Her nipples were already hard, flushed pink in the candlelight.

She turned, planting her hands on a crate and arching her back, her miniskirt riding up to reveal the curve of her ass. “Come on, Ayrin. Don’t hold back.”

He stepped behind her, hands gripping her hips. He pushed her skirt up to her waist, exposing her bare ass, then unfastened his trousers. Baylee looked back over her shoulder, her eyes glinting. “I want to feel it.”

Ayrin guided himself between her legs, rubbing the head of his cock along her slit. She was already wet, her breath coming faster. He pressed inside her in one slow thrust, filling her completely. Baylee gasped, fingers tightening on the crate’s edge.

“Harder,” she said, voice rough.

He drove into her, hips slapping against her ass. Baylee rocked back to meet him, her hair tumbling over her shoulders. Her body tensed and shook with each thrust. “Fuck, that’s it—don’t stop.”

Elara watched, eyes hungry. She stripped off her leather top, tossing it aside, her tanned breasts bouncing free. She stepped closer, one hand sliding down her flat stomach. “My turn next,” she said, voice low.

Baylee’s moans grew louder as Ayrin pounded her, his hands squeezing her ass. He pulled out suddenly, and Baylee straightened, breathless, a satisfied smirk on her lips.

Elara hopped up onto the crate, straddling Ayrin’s lap. She reached between them, guiding his cock to her pussy. She sank down on him in one quick motion, her thighs gripping his hips. Ayrin groaned, hands sliding up her sides to cup her breasts.

Elara rode him, her back arched, hair wild. Baylee stepped behind her, kissing her neck and reaching around to squeeze her breasts, her fingers rolling Elara’s nipples.

Elara’s breath hitched. “Don’t stop,” she whispered, grinding down harder. Ayrin thrust up into her, feeling her clench around him.

Baylee moved to kiss Elara, their mouths meeting hungrily. Elara moaned into Baylee’s mouth, her hands braced on Ayrin’s shoulders. He thrust up, feeling her getting closer, her pussy tightening around him.

Baylee broke the kiss, then knelt beside them, reaching down to stroke Ayrin’s cock where he slid in and out of Elara. “Switch,” she said, grinning.

Ayrin lifted Elara off him, her body trembling. Baylee climbed back onto the crate, spreading her legs. He entered her again, this time facing her. Baylee wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him in for a kiss as he thrust deep inside her.

Elara stood behind Baylee, kissing her shoulder and reaching down to rub Baylee’s clit. Baylee shuddered, her body arching as she came, her pussy pulsing around Ayrin’s cock.

Ayrin pulled out, turning to Elara. She climbed onto his lap again, riding him hard, her breasts bouncing with each movement. Baylee kissed Elara, their tongues tangling as Ayrin thrust up into Elara, feeling his own climax building.

Elara cried out, coming hard around him. Ayrin groaned, gripping her hips as he came inside her, his cock pulsing deep in her pussy.

The three collapsed together on the crate, tangled and breathless, sweat-slicked skin pressed close in the candlelight.

Kayla was the first to move, sliding in close beside Ayrin as he caught his breath. Her hand found his chest, fingers pressing over his heartbeat. “You’re really going to do this?” she asked quietly, her blue eyes searching his face. “Go after Gareth’s artifact?”

Ayrin met her gaze, steady and certain. “We have to. If we don’t, he’ll keep sending ghosts. No one will ever be safe.” He let his hand rest over hers, grounding them both.

Elara shifted, her thigh brushing his leg as she sat up on the other side. Her wild brown hair was damp with sweat, but her eyes were bright. “How far is Saren?” she asked. “If we move at night, we can cross the outskirts before anyone notices.”

Baylee propped herself up on one elbow, red hair tumbling over her bare shoulder. “I know the way,” she said, voice rough but confident. “I’ve got contacts there. We’ll need supplies, disguises, and a plan for getting past the town watch. But it’s nothing I haven’t done before.” She looked at Ayrin, a challenge in her expression. “You still want me leading?”

He nodded. “You know the ground. I trust you.” He felt the weight of their eyes on him—Kayla’s hope, Elara’s resolve, Baylee’s fierce pride.

Nara curled up at his side, her small hand slipping into his. Her pink hair spilled across his arm, and she looked up at him with wide violet eyes. “Will I be able to help?” she asked, voice small. “If the wards are too strong—”

“We’ll keep you safe,” Ayrin said, squeezing her hand gently. “You’re the only one who can sense the artifact. We need you.”

Kayla rested her head on his shoulder, her voice soft. “We all need you. But you don’t have to do everything alone.”

Ayrin exhaled, feeling their warmth pressed close around him. “We’ll destroy Gareth’s power, free the kingdom from his ghosts, and take back what he stole.” He looked at each of them in turn, meeting their eyes. “I won’t let any of you fall. Not now.”

Baylee grinned, the tension in her shoulders easing. “Good. Because I’m not letting you out of my sight.”

Elara nodded, her hand steady on his thigh. “Lead the way.”

Nara smiled, hope flickering across her delicate features. Kayla squeezed his hand.

For the first time since the palace fell, Ayrin felt the group’s trust settle around him—solid, unspoken, unbreakable.


Afterword

Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed.




If you enjoyed this book, I would be incredibly grateful for a review, as it genuinely helps. It also helps me know whether I should continue with the series. Recommending this book to others is a great way to help as well.  
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