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      “Fate is a cruel mistress, but have faith in her, and your Goddess, Sir Darioush.” Mordrek’s words had been oily smooth as he spoke in the throne room. “I’ve dreamt of terrible conflict. The golden towers burning, and your people homeless. At the center of it stands, Logan Pendrake.”

      Commander of the White Knights, Darioush Helgarth III, strode through the training grounds, the words still echoing in his mind. His thoughts returning again to the words his Queen had spoken to him upon their ignoble return. None spoke of it where he or his brothers could hear, but he’d seen them whispering.

      In the nine centuries Darioush held a blade, he’d never known the taste of defeat. Not in combat, duel, or even on the training grounds. To be defeated by Fate wasn’t a loss, per se, but what did it mean if the twins moved against you? Could he still claim to righteous purpose?

      Troubled anew, Darioush paused his marching stride as a pair of squires faced off, their cohort in a loose circle about them. Motioning over the trainer, he nodded towards the lads.

      “Is Galavant still the favorite in this class?”

      “Aye, sir,” Captain Iyllia said with a nod of her golden-haired head, “the lad’s got the stuff, just needs to temper that enthusiasm a bit. A few others are coming around to the discipline, but it’s a sorry lot for the most part. Elbows in boys, show the Commander what you’ve learned!”

      The young elves grew a touch nervous when they noticed Darioush watching, but the commander knew the stress of a superior could simulate the pressure of a duel, or even combat, so he remained where he was, even letting a frown work its way onto his lips when the squires hesitated.

      The frown was enough and soon the staccato beat of wooden blades rose, and Darioush let himself relax as he sank into the beauty and simplicity of his first love, the blade.

      “That Logan Pendrake… did he really make common cause with our cousins in the Darkened?” Captain Iyllia asked, unable to mask her curiosity, but blessedly whispering the question.

      “So it would seem,” Darioush growled, but the excited Iyllia, watching the combatants before her, missed the dangerous edge to her Commanders tone.

      “And doesn’t he wear the lost crown? And carry Excalibur?”

      “Reports can be faulty,” Darioush ground out between clenched jaws.

      “If he finds the grail, and gathers together the pieces of the Broken Throne… We could be made whole again.”

      “Our Queen has spoken, Captain Iyllia,” Darioush said, a touch of asperity in the Commanders tone that he struggled to modulate, “This human has usurped his powers from better men. I’ve seen the man and his skills of manipulation and deceit are second to none. It was clear at our confrontation that he’s twisted the minds of lesser races into becoming thrall to his dark ends. Mordrek is certain of the man’s aims, and if not demon’s, then devils are in his heart.”

      “Sir… do you trust the man? The stories I’ve heard from the servants… They’re only halflings… but still.”

      Darioush was silent as one of the combatants struck the other. The Commander had heard a few rumors himself upon his return from being washed down a river. They couldn’t be true, of course, no man could act in such fashion and live with himself, but he couldn’t forget the fear in his tiny maidservants’ eyes as she told a girl she’d be turning down Mordrek’s sheets.

      “The human will leave tomorrow evening,” Darioush said, “He and the squad are seeking some weapon.”

      “Weapon?”

      “The Shackles of something or other. An artifact that’s supposed to force two combatants into a duel to the death. The Sages have never heard of such a thing, but Mordrek swore to the Queen it would end the Black Dragon.”

      “Maguffins are dangerous things to put your faith in,” Iyllia said.

      “Hmm,” Darioush grunted in reply. “Perhaps you’ve given me a way to slip someone in close to Mordrek. After all, who better to duel the Black Dragon, than our best duelist?”

      Iyllia blushed, but Darioush failed to notice the woman’s red cheeks. Nor would the elf who’d practiced celibacy for centuries have understood the females’ emotions if he’d been aware of them.

      The Commander had been furious when the Queen agreed to the human’s proposal. Not only did it involve using magic to do what should be done with a blade, but the whole affair felt… wrong.

      The Garboyles were a peaceful, if aloof race. They’d lived for centuries on the farthest fringes of Fae, turning their thoughts inwards. Little was known of the rock skinned, flying creatures, but if a traveler found themselves stranded in the mountains, a Garboyle would often come to their rescue, flying them down to safer climates.

      The item Mordrek spoke of was the center of the Garboyles faith. It didn’t sit right with Darioush, stealing something of spiritual significance, even if it was the pagan faith of a lesser race. The whole affair felt tawdry, and he’d said as much to his Queen. His words had kept him from going on the quest, and he hadn’t even been able to slip one of his confidants in with Mordrek’s men.

      The Commander’s mind returned to the scene that bright morning: Desert at his back, righteous anger filling his heart and across from him the tall human with those oddly mismatched eyes. The man had been surrounded by a motley crew himself, but those eyes had burned with conviction and their own righteous purpose.

      The two combatants beat at one another, hands, arms and torso growing bruised and bloody, desperate for the approval of the greatest swordsman alive, but the frown only grew on Darioush’s face. It wasn’t the young squires the Commander saw before him, but a human man who didn’t fit into any box Darioush had ever known.

      

      Logan’s sleep was plagued by vivid dreams, but whenever he woke from the restless sleep, they slipped away from his memory like sand pouring through fingers. Gritty eyed and grumbling, he slipped from his sheets and stepped over the dark elf sleeping at the foot of his bed. Shaking his head at the strangeness of his new life, he found the bathroom and relieved himself.

      Pausing there to wash the sleep out of his eyes, Logan looked in the mirror and frowned at the new scars crossing his torso. The one across his face was completely healed, but the silvery white flesh stood in stark contrast to the tanned skin around it.

      Leaning close, he peered into the depths of the golden eye sitting where his own once had. Looking left, right, up and down, it responded just like his normal eye, but the gold of the iris seemed to extend into the eye forever and instead of being a black spot, the pupil looked like a bottomless void the more he stared into it.

      Shivering, Logan hurried back to his room to try to find sleep once again and instead found Ly’Synthia sitting up on one hand, the other wiping the sleep from her eyes.

      “You shouldn’t rise from bed without waking me, sire,” the woman said, her tones modulated but insistent.

      “I don’t need a guard to go down the hall to the bathroom,” Logan said, with a snort of amusement, “You think I’m vulnerable inside a Witches den?”

      “Perhaps not,” Ly’Synthia said with a frown, “but you might have required… other assistance. Are you having difficulty sleeping? Is it dreams?”

      “Yes,” Logan said, “How did you know?”

      “All powerful workers of Fae magic complain of vivid dreams, sire. I think it’s because the fabric of your minds is so thin.”

      “Hmm,” Logan, slipping back beneath his comforter.

      “Allow me to ease your passage into slumber, your majesty,” the dark elf purred as she slipped under the covers.

      “No, Syn that’s ohhh… mmmm Jesus’ woman, you suck harder than anyone!”

      “Mhmm, I pray my King approves of my service,” the dark elf purred, her voice muffled by the blanket covering her, as her lips played along the shaft of Logan’s manhood, “Lie back and relax sire… allow me to ease your burdens for a time.”

      Logan lay back and felt like his soul was being sucked from the tip of his cock, all the while his muscles melted like butter into the mattress. The muffled sounds of Ly’Synthia’s sucking filled the room, and he felt her purring in contentment as she curled up atop and between his legs. The elf’s weight was shockingly light, especially when he reached down and caressed her strong shoulders and massive breasts.

      Moaning softly, Logan’s eyes flashed open when the dark elf worked his cock into the back of her tight throat. As she swallowed gently, massaging and milking the tip of his cock as her tongue played along the underside, Logan thanked the god for the blessings of this new life and unloaded a massive blast of cum that Ly’Synthia struggled to swallow.

      The dark elf’s moans of pleasure were joined by the sound of her long fingers working in and out of her sex and as she gripped Logan’s thighs, her body trembling in orgasm as she swallowed his magical seed, he drifted back into a fitful sleep, dreams once more plagued by vivid images he couldn’t quite make out or remember.
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      When Logan woke next, he was greeted by the sounds of morning birds singing in the orchard outside his window. He found Syn standing at the window when he cracked his eyes open, the tall dark elf was nude, her eyes wide with wonder as she gazed out at the gardens lit in morning light.

      “This world is a miracle,” Syn breathed, “so different from Fae and yet so alike at the same time.”

      “It’s a world of fixed points,” Logan said, rising from bed and pulling on a pair of flannel pants over his nakedness. He found his eyes continuously straying back to the dark elf’s nudity, but she didn’t seem to notice his stares or care. “And only one sentient race.”

      “Oh, there is more than one sentient race on your world,” Syn said, with a crooked smile, “You’ve all just forgotten them. Your witches are their own race, separate and apart from humans. You as well.”

      Logan grimaced, not wanting to be reminded of the nature of his blood. There were too many questions swirling around about who and what he was. For a young man who’d spent the better part of his life trying not to think about the family he’d never had, the reminder was always painful.

      “I’m going to grab breakfast and a shower,” Logan said, frowning at the naked elf. “If you’re planning on accompanying me to school, then we should try to find you some clothes.”

      “Witch Gwen has graciously provided me with clothing,” Syn beamed, “and I think it’s a fitting uniform for the mission of learning.”

      “Right,” Logan said, “well I leave in an hour. Just be ready by then.”

      “As you command, my King,” The woman intoned, bowing formally, one leg sweeping back as she dipped over one arm, her massive breasts barely swaying in their firmness.

      This is going to take some getting used to, Logan thought to himself as he headed towards the kitchen.

      “Logan!” Eris called from the study, hopping up from her stool and waving him in, “Just the handsome young hero I wanted to see.”

      “Morning,” Logan said, letting the rosy cheeked redhead steer him towards her lab table. As she pulled him along, her firm breasts pressed into his arm and she grinned up at him, her green eyes bright with excitement.

      “So, I’ve been doing more experiments with your blood and it seems every time we learn something, a whole new world of possibilities opens up.”

      “Possibilities?”

      “For potions, fetishes, elixirs, you name it!” Releasing his arm, she stepped up to a bubbling cauldron with a swirling glass tube reaching down into it. Releasing a valve, the witch let a few drops of bubbling white liquid drop into a clean vial, then held it up for him with a triumphant look on her face.

      Calling up his mage sight, Logan could see both Fae and the invisible strands of Earth magic swirling together in the liquid. He got a faint impression of golden armor as he reached out and held the vial, feeling the warmth of the magics within.

      Taking the vial from him, Eris gave Logan a wink then downed the contents in a quick quaff. Logan jumped back in shock when his golden armor sprang out from the witch’s skin. The busty redhead looked like a golden god. Smooth plates of glowing armor were fitted around white and gold linked chain. He’d never seen himself in it in a mirror, so had never fully appreciated just how intimidating and commanding the armor was.

      “It doesn’t last long yet,” the armor flickered weakly, “but the applications are incredible!”

      “Anyone can drink this?” Logan asked, pointing to the cauldron and frowning.

      “Not anyone,” Eris assured him as the armor faded into nonexistence with a last flicker, “Only those tied to you and your magic in some way. And I can’t seem to make it last for more than a few seconds. Not yet.”

      “This is incredible, Eris, truly,” Logan said, thinking about Becca and Ly’Synthia, “is there anything else?”

      “Oh yes, many” Eris said, turning to another experiment with a frown, “but I’ve run out of newt eye, bat wing, virgin’s tears... I’ve got a few things cooking but nothing solid yet. I’ll let you know when I find anything like the armor potion. The trick to that was using Fae Armor Beetles, perhaps there’s a clue there…” her eyes grew distant, and she tapped her chin with one long nail, “yes, even aspects of the demonic mixed in… But the calculations still don’t add up!”

      Logan grew uncomfortable as the witch obviously forgot he was standing there, but when he turned to go, Eris spun and caught his shoulder.

      “One more thing, and not good news I’m afraid,” the witch said, “we’ve isolated the three types in your blood but there is… another, or more. I think that’s what’s causing the issue with these other experiments.”

      “Don’t look for one or two races,” Logan said, finding it harder to admit his suspicions than he’d assumed it would be, “Look for all of them.”

      Evelyn was sitting at the kitchen table, flipping through a small book as a pot bubbled away on the stove. The raven-haired beauty glanced up when Logan entered and smiled, rising to fetch him a plate.

      “Did you speak with Eris about her research?” Evelyn asked as he took a seat beside her spot at the table, “I know she’d love to have you for a couple hours, if you can find the spare time.”

      “I’ll try to find some,” Logan said, groaning internally at his rapidly filling schedule, “We’re still on with Jex’Amina tonight, right?’

      “I hope so,” the witch said, placing a large platter of eggs and sausage in front of him, “I can’t tell you how excited I am to have a real dark elven sorceress teaching their secrets. I’ve been trying to get my hands on dark elf spell books for centuries.”

      “Two hours with her and two hours with Meryl will be rough three nights a week,” Logan said, stabbing his fork into the eggs, “But I can’t wait for night to get here.”

      “Don’t ignore your classes. I know there’s a lot going on, but you should try to maintain your grades as much as you can. There is more value in an education than just book work, and you never know what else you might want to study.”

      “College has never really been about anything in particular. It was just the thing everyone did. I suppose though,” Logan said thoughtfully, “I could learn some of the things I really need to know.”

      “Like what?”

      “The Realm of Fae is fractured into isolated groups and with each passing year their fear and distrust of one another grows. I’d like to learn how to tear down those barriers, to bring the lost races together,” he shook his head, “I don’t even know where to begin.”

      “History might be a good place,” Evelyn said, “and you were given a tome of incredible wisdom. You might want to start there.”

      “I started on it, but it’s a puzzle. As soon as I think I have a concept or idea worked out it changes, deepens, and I find I have even more questions than when I began.”

      “Knowledge is like that. It brings discomfort that only grows greater before understanding arrives. The woman who gave it to you, this, Dr. Ngyuen… I think it would be prudent for you to invite her over for dinner this week, her and your friend Simon. It would be good to get to know them both. Especially if they’re to be… involved in your quest.”

      Logan kept his head down and shoveled the rest of his meal down as Evelyn went back to her reading. He wasn’t sure what to think about his dalliances with his best friend’s mom. On one hand it had been a dream come true to sleep with the busty and beautiful doctor, but on the other hand it was his friend’s mom… Besides, having the shy and retiring woman around this place, with three busty witches, not to mention the always outrageous Ly’Synthia might be too much excitement even for him.

      “I think Thursday will be perfect,” Evelyn said, “I’ll speak with Gwen and have her arrange things with Simon’s Mom. Lord,” her voice brought Logan’s head up and he met her pale blue eyes, seeing understanding but firm resolve in her gaze, “you cannot do everything yourself. My sisters and I will always do what’s in your best interest, even if it might not seem so in the moment. Dr. Ngyuen should be given the chance to meet all those who… care about you.”

      “I agree,” Logan said, setting aside his own worries and trying to see the problem clearly, “but let me invite them. Thursday should be good; it will give me a chance to work with Eris tomorrow.”

      “Perfect,” Evelyn said, flashing a broad smile and leaning over to plant a kiss on his cheek, and trace one long nail down his chest, “You’ll make sure to spend at least one or two evenings a week with us, yes? I understand the need for privacy, and your little warrior friend is exotic and lovely… but my sisters and I have needs as well, you understand?”

      All the young man could do was nod as the gorgeous witch’s eyes flashed and her head dipped down below the table. Logan moaned in pleasure as her thick lips slipped over the head of his cock and slid his fingers into her hair.
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      Fifteen minutes later, Ly’Synthia stepped into the kitchen to find Witch Evelyn pulling down her skirts as she stood up from the sink. The woman’s cheeks were flush, and her pupils swollen from pleasure as she struggled to situate her over-ripe cleavage within the top of her dress.

      “If you wish to bathe before studies, I suggest you get moving, sire,” the guardswoman said, “there will be time to enjoy your playthings later.”

      “You two play nice,” Logan said, unable to hide his amusement as the witch and dark elf eyed one another speculatively. Then he noticed the tiny school-girl uniform Ly’Synthia was wearing and nearly tripped when he did a double take. “Gwen picked that out for you to wear to school?”

      “Yes… is there something wrong with it? The skirt seemed rather short but if that’s the fashion on your world-.”

      “You look lovely, dear,” Evelyn said, pulling down a plate and making up a heaping plate of eggs and sausage for the guardswoman. “You might attract some attention… especially with that top, but what young woman doesn’t enjoy the attentions of others?”

      “Amongst my people I am not considered particularly young,” Ly’Synthia said, as she sat and frowned at the plate of food, testing it with a sniff before trying a hesitant bite of sausage. “This is delicious! Mhmmh!”

      Logan left the witch and warrior with the former, trying to get the latter to use the fork or at the very least the napkins she’d laid out. Instead, the dark elf shoveled the food into her mouth with surprised joy, asking for more as she licked her fingers clean. Evelyn had given the young hero a workout, and he luxuriated in a long shower.

      The bathroom was a small space, its walls covered with a dozen or more small paintings of mermaids and water nymphs, and dried incense hanging from one corner. The shower itself was little wider than the young man’s shoulders, but the water was sweet and clean as if it flowed straight from a spring and could get so hot it left his skin red and raw as he liked it.

      Grabbing the tome Dawn had given him and shoving it in his backpack, Logan followed the sounds of energetic conversation to find Ly’Synthia regaling Evelyn with a tale from the Darkened.

      “And then the demon sank his fangs into my sister’s thigh, but his neck was open to my blade. I had to choose, kill the demon and complete our mission, or save my sister’s thigh and wear the dishonor. Instead, the fiend released a poisonous gas that nearly killed us all before Vo-Manderly came in with his Fan of Everwind.”

      “This is the item you mentioned,” Evelyn said, her hand moving almost without thought as it jotted down notes, “One of those tied to your piece of the broken throne.”

      “So, the sages say,” Ly’Synthia said, standing as I stepped into the room, “If you want to hear more of our rangings through the Darkened I’ll be happy to tell you over some Fae wine, or a nice pipe of smoke. Are you ready for our day of education and excellence, your majesty?”

      “Yea, but you better not use any of the ‘sires’ or ‘your majesties’ out in the regular world.”

      “Have no fear, sire,” Ly’Synthia said, smiling confidently, “part of my training as a cadet was in how to hide amongst the humans, should the mission ever arise where I found myself in this world. I’m ready to blend right in.”

      Logan took in the six-foot-tall, ebony skinned woman and bit his tongue to keep from arguing with her. Her hair was blue-black, the tips colored violet to match her eyes. The eyes they could hide behind dark lenses, which the elf pulled on before they stepped out, their thick frames giving her a studious and somewhat nerdy appearance, offset by her clothing.

      Gwen must have been in an interesting mood when she picked out the tiny red-plaid skirt and short sleeved, button up white top. The top stopped an inch or two above the woman’s smooth, elongated navel, revealing smooth abs and a lot of dark flesh. Long legs reached down to knee high white socks and shiny black shoes and Logan didn’t know whether to be amused or turned on and found both to be disconcerting.

      “I took the liberty of hauling out Eris’s old bike from the shed,” Evelyn said, “Eris and Gwen helped me clean it up, but you’ll have to get it registered, and Gwen mentioned something about insurance. You need insurance to ride around on an engine?”

      “In order to own a vehicle,” Logan said, peeking out the curtain at the side yard where a low black motorcycle sat, “Are you serious? Evelyn, you didn’t have to…”

      The witch beamed as the young man’s eyes grew misty and she waved him off.

      “Go on then, enjoy your death machine!”

      She had to shout as Logan ran out of the house to check out the motorcycle. The sign on the gas tank was worn down and there were odd scars on the steel, like the bike had been struck by lightning more than once. The handlebars were straight and the seat wide and long. Swinging one long leg over, Logan sank down and felt a thrill run through him at having the heavy bike between his thighs.

      “You look good on it,” the voice coming from his right startled him and Logan looked over to find Eris peeking out her lab window.

      “Thank you, I can’t tell you how much this means to me,” he beamed.

      “Freedom is a right, not a privilege. Go enjoy yourself and stop hopping over fences like a vagrant!”

      Logan laughed as the window slammed shut and flicked the key in the ignition, hearing the battery click on, then gave a little twist of the throttle and kicked the pedal. The sound of the engine purring to life was almost better than the feel of it throbbing awake. Looking up at Ly’Synthia standing just outside the kitchen door and Evelyn standing in the doorway, he waved the dark elf over.

      The warrior’s long locks bounced as she ran, her long ears peeking out now and then, and her skirt rose to flash pink panties a time or two, then she swung up behind him.

      “This is a fine steed you’ve acquired, sire,” Ly’Synthia said, her smile growing as the seat purred beneath her, “Let us take her for a ride.”

      One family Logan had lived with in foster care for a few months had dirt bikes, and though their son had been jealous and possessive of his toys, the father had taught Logan how to ride. The 150cc bikes he’d ridden hadn’t been a fraction as heavy or powerful as the bike he sat on how, and he felt his smile stretch as he opened up the throttle and pulled out onto Sycamore Lane.

      Turning onto a country road, Logan let the engine have its head, loving the feeling when Ly’Synthia gripped him tighter as they took off. The dark elf was laughing, her head thrown back and hair streaming behind her. A farmer lifting a bale of hay on his lands paused and nearly tipped over when he saw the pair ride past. The poor old man’s eyes were wide as he watched the busty woman’s skirt rippling around her waist, pink panties on display and the tiny, white top covering little of her dark flesh.

      Logan took a long route around town and came onto campus from the north end. Feeling a touch self-conscious as the motorcycle’s engine drew stares, and then even more when people noticed Ly’Synthia on the back. His shoulders were tense when he parked and turned the bike off, waiting for someone to notice the tall, gorgeous woman sitting behind him wasn’t a human, but no one seemed to look past the massive breasts bursting from her top, or the long slender legs reaching up into her skirt.

      “Loggy-woggy isn’t walking to school anymore?” Asked a snide voice from behind Logan as he swung off the bike, and he cursed silently when he recognized Brad’s voice.

      “Shut up, Brad,” said Sarah beside him, glancing up at the jock with a frown, “who’s your friend, Logan?”

      “This is Syn,” Logan said, “Syn, these are some of Becca’s… friends?”

      “It is a pleasure to meet acquaintances of Rebecca. She is an honorable and beautiful woman who has shown my… Logan, proper respect and love.” Sarah snorted a laugh, but Brad’s face grew stiff, and Logan could see him struggling not to check the elf out.

      “Is your hair done in balayage style?” Rebecca asked, “Where did you get it done? I’ve been trying to find someone for months, but I can’t find anyone in town who’s good.”

      “Bally Age?”

      “Yes, its balayage! She got it done in L.A. Isn’t it gorgeous?” Becca’s voice sent a wave of relief through Logan, and he turned with a grin that twisted when he saw who she’d brought with her.

      Jex’Amina walked beside Becca, peering around her with wide eyes, staring at everything as if it were the first time she’d seen a bicycle, car or tree. The tiny elf had on thick, black-framed glasses as well, her eye color masked with a hint of Fae, as Ly’Synthia were. Instead of the jeans and tight band t-shirt Becca wore, Jex’Amina wore a tiny black dress that conformed to her slender body as if it had been painted on.

      With no bra beneath, nor bottoms, Logan saw in panic, every inch of her body was on display beneath the tight Lycra dress. Topping off the outrageous outfit was a pair of five-inch heels and a large wide brimmed hat with floppy sides. Sarah’s eyes bulged when she saw the little elf, and once again Logan felt certain she or Brad would recognize that Jex’Amina and Ly’Synthia’s bodies were too flawless and just a touch in-human. Neither did however, instead the girl gushed over the pair while Brad didn’t know where to look.
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      Becca smoothed things over whenever Ly’Synthia or Jex-‘mina put a foot wrong in the conversation, which was often. Their cover was that Ly’Synthia was my cousin from L.A. whose parents were foreign and worked in film or something. Jex’Amina, who introduced herself as ‘Jess’, Becca never explained and when the elf kept grabbing onto the girl’s arm, and Logan’s, he saw the couple raising their eyebrows, Sarah blushing and Brad a touch disbelieving.

      “Why did you let her wear that?” Logan asked Becca while Ly’Synthia peppered Sarah and Brad with uncomfortably personal questions.

      “You should have seen what she wanted to wear,” Becca snorted. “Oh, by the way, Meryl found my library card and is currently sitting with a few homeless people reading about ancient Greece or something.”

      “Is she searching for the grail?”

      “Who knows with that one,” Becca shrugged, then glanced over to the humans and elves, “They seem to be getting by easier than I thought they would.”

      “Not everyone’s fooled,” Logan said, nodding towards Simon who sat on the low wall where he normally waited for Logan, only instead of having his nose buried in a book, the boy had dropped his book and was staring with gawping mouth at the two elves.

      Hurrying over, Logan raised his hands to warn his large friend to silence, already knowing it would be useless from the expression on the boy’s face.

      “Those are not human’s, Logan,” Simon said when he drew near, “Why are you and Becca bringing non-humans to school? You should really play my game, Logan. I think it would help you.”

      “Umm, sure,” Logan said, “Syn and Jess are just… friends. I’ll explain it all later, if you want, but probably best not to mention-.”

      “I’m not stupid, Logan,” Simon said with a slight frown, then bent to retrieve his fallen novel and after straightening the pages carefully tucked it into his pocket where it bulged outrageously, “I know the rest of them can’t handle the truth about elves, dragons, faeries and demons. Did you do the reading for Mrs. Holgrims class?”

      “I didn’t,” Logan said, falling in beside his friend and feeling the presence of Ly’Synthia as she moved up behind him. Glancing back, he saw the dark elf trailing him and watching Simon with sharp eyes. “Syn, this is my best friend Simon, you don’t have to worry about him. Why don’t you hang out with, Becca and Jess? They’re going to get coffee from the kiosk.”

      “She won’t leave your side,” Simon said in an offhand tone, “blood oaths are like that. If Mrs. Holgrim is going to test us on the reading, and I believe she might, then you’ll want to read the first and third passages, the rest is redundant. Are you free tonight to come play-test my game? I finished the first stage, but it would be good if I got your feedback before the final encounters are designed. I fear what I have sketched out currently is going to be Hard Mode for anyone who attempts to save the Ladies.”

      “I can’t tonight,” Logan said, only half paying attention to what his friend said as he felt the eyes of dozens of people sweep his way and stare at the leggy, silver-haired, busty beauty striding so confidently behind him, “I’m supposed to train, err, study with Becca, Jess, and Syn.”

      “That will be good,” Simon said, then mused to himself, “maybe I can bump up some of the encounters then… Nothing’s been a real challenge lately.”

      They stopped outside of the building and waited for Becca and Jess to finish waiting in line. Logan saw guy after guy approach the popular brunette and ask about her little friend. Even Elton Connors, whose man-bun and tattoos always made the girls go crazy, didn’t get so much as a smile from the little elf. By the time the fifth approached her, he could see Becca snickering as Jex’Amina grew more and more annoyed with the awkward attention.

      “You smell of demons, boy,” Syn’s growl was low, but the look in her eyes was dangerous as she loomed over Simon.

      Logan raised his hand to intervene, but the pudgy boy just looked up, his expression as blank as ever and adjusted his glasses.

      “That’s because there’s one standing right behind that tree,” Simon pointed to a tree a few feet away, but it was thin as Logan’s forearm and couldn’t hide anything.

      Ly’Synthia glanced over and snorted a laugh of derision.

      “You’re touched in the head-.” The dark elf’s tongue froze when she saw Logan’s eyes had turned hard as agates and he was shaking his head slowly, the warning clear. Swallowing hard, the woman dipped her head, “I apologize for my rudeness.”

      “I will never understand religious people,” Simon said with a shake of his head as he turned to head inside.

      “Wait up,” Logan said, following his friend in. “Simon, is there something you want to tell me?”

      “Many things, Logan,” his friend said with a smile, “but I can never find the right words. You have to come play my game.”

      Logan nodded, but had to stifle his frustration with his odd friend. Sometimes dealing with someone on the spectrum was a practice in patience.

      “Thursday night,” Logan said, “you and your mom should come over to my new place and meet my… roommates. They want to have you both over. Can you bring the game with you on a laptop?”

      “I will compile and transfer it,” Simon said with a grin. “What are they going to cook? I’m lactose intolerant.”

      “I was thinking mac and cheese with ice cream for dessert,” Logan said, biting his lip.

      “Logan, that is full of dairy. Do you know what lactose is? Lactose is a disaccharide. It is a sugar composed of galactose and glucose subunits. Malabsorption is the problem my intestinal system has and when my bowels fill with the sugars, they get very watery, gassy and explosive. You would not like me when I’m explosive.”

      “Like the hulk, only brown.”

      Both Simon and Logan turned to find Becca standing behind them with her cup of coffee, waggling her eyebrows at the joke.

      “I like this one, Logan.” Simon said, “Never lose her.”

      “Becca,” Logan said with a grimace and a laugh, “that was… foul.”

      “Poo humor’s the best humor,” the girl said, slipping her arm into both of theirs and leading them down the hall to class.

      Logan didn’t fail to notice that Simon allowed the touch without even a smidge of discomfort. Pleased to see his friends growing ease with Becca, he dug into his backpack for the textbook he hadn’t read. Getting back into the swing of school would be hard after this last adventure, but Logan welcomed the musty old classroom, and the gorgeous teacher who was writing on the board.

      The world is perfect, Logan thought to himself.

      “Today we’re having a pop quiz.” Mrs. Holgrim announced as she turned to the classroom, pulling down her glasses and staring hard at the suddenly nervous students, “I hope you’ve all done your reading.”

      The world is horrible, Logan groaned inwardly.
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      Logan failed the test and got an extra set of reading assigned to him as a result. The rest of his day at school went much as the start. With Ly’Synthia and Jex’Amina drawing stares from men and women alike, while he floundered in his studies.

      When evening finally arrived and he stepped out into the witches ancient, over-grown gardens with Ly’Synthia, he felt like his real education was about to start. Becca and Jex’Amina were already waiting just inside the gate, the pair whispering excitedly to one another.

      “Logan!” Jex-Amina shouted, “I started an Insta!”

      “Oh Jesus,” Logan moaned, “why’d you show her social media?”

      “What can it hurt? Look, she’s already got a million followers, ha!” Becca pulled out her phone and showed Logan a post of the tiny elf, her eyes unmasked and ear sticking out of her hair, “I tagged it with cosplay.”

      “What is this Insta?” Ly’Synthia demanded, stepping so close, her breasts pressed between Becca and Logan, “If Jex’Amina has gathered minions for you, sire. Then allow me to do the same. I promise to gather far more than any sorceress could.”

      Jex’Amina grumbled quietly as Becca helped the warrior set up a profile. Snapping a photo of the dark elf in full regalia with her spear resting across her shoulders. With the twisted branches and ancient vines surrounding her, it turned out to be a stunning portrait.

      “There,” Becca said, “You’re online. Now, can we get to practicing?”

      Evelyn joined the group as they made their way to the large field out back. The witches had worked a ritual to mask sound and sight within the bounds of their property.

      “We’re missing one, aren’t we?’ The witch observed, as she drew a light blue shawl about her shoulders.

      A hump of roots and ancient shrubs rose, revealing itself to be the cloaked and hooded figure of Meryl Linn, the ancient Sage.

      “Ahh,” Evelyn observed coldly, “and how did you pierce my sisters’ defenses, elf?”

      “That will be our first lesson, witch,” the little sage said with her customary acerbity, “Fae wards are powerful but not impossible to breach, unless one is undead. And even then, it can be done by one of sufficient strength.”

      “We noticed,” Evelyn said, her voice turning sour as she remembered the ancient vampire that had once driven through their wards as if they were paper.

      As Meryl instructed Evelyn, the pair looked like bristling cats, circling one another warily, unwilling to give the other an inch. Jex’Amina led Logan off to another corner of the yard, speaking to him about the fundamentals of Fae magic as she did.

      “Should we get started then?” Becca asked, hands falling to the hilts of her twin blades.

      “Yes, but our lesson will not be with weapons today. You may set aside the blades, but keep the belt and scabbards, its best to always train, encumbered as you will fight.”

      Ly’Synthia took Becca to an occupied corner of the yard, where there was a wide space of open ground. Setting aside her own spear, the dark elf stepped into the opening position of The Sword Dance.

      “You will watch. I’ll perform the opening sequence at one quarter speed, then you will follow. The Sword Dance is to be done every day for one who seeks the path of the warrior. Preferably with the dawn, but when isn’t important. Only the how.

      “The Sword Dance isn’t about stretching, readiness, or being limber. That’s only the result. The Dance is a place of mind. A meditation on the edge you ride in combat, between instinct and thought, action and reaction, death and life.”

      As Syn spoke, her body flowed, arms stretching long and wide in sequences that hinted at attacks to Becca, then swinging in tight to her body as the dark elf twisted, her feet always perfectly placed to keep her balance. From attack to defense and back, the long-limbed body undulated through a series of sequences that set Becca’s heart to thudding in her chest. She found her hands and feet shifting as she unconsciously began mimicking the dark elf.

      “Now,” Ly’Synthia said, stepping back into the opening position, “You will follow, yes?”

      Becca gave a silent nod and slipped into the stance. Syn stood and inspected the human’s stance, just barely managing to hide her look of approval at how perfectly Becca’s assumed the slightly awkward stance.

      “Very good, but as we move, keep your mind empty, your thoughts on the thousand arrows that might seek your hearts. On the sharp edge of your blade, its edge as familiar as your own fingers. Follow.”

      Ly’Synthia moved at quarter speed again, ready to correct Becca if she moved out of place. The girl only made two mistakes, in the two dozen move sequence, which shocked Syn, but caused the fledgling knight to berate herself silently and start over from the beginning, never making the same mistake twice.

      For the next hour Ly’Synthia moved Becca through The Sword Dance, and when the girl had the whole thing, she had her run through it again and again. Only five minutes long when done at full speed, there were hundreds of movements. The first couple times Becca moved a touch slower than full speed, but brow furrowed, she was locked in and didn’t even notice when Logan finished his magical training with Meryl and Jex-Amina and joined her and Syn.

      Every sport Becca had grown up playing was coming together for her in this dance. Ballet movements, gymnastics stretches, and even lacrosse swings of her arms. But none of them could hold her interest and fascination as the blades did.

      The few times Becca had been in fights for her life had been the most exhilarating and alive she’d ever felt. As she flowed through The Sword Dance she began to feel the barest hint of the exhilaration she felt when fighting. That little taste only spurred her on, throwing herself into the movements over and over as the sun sank beneath the horizon and the moon rose high overhead.

      Ly’Synthia and Logan left the girl, their words either unheard or ignored, as Becca danced through overgrown flowerbeds, her body already stretching farther and sweeping around faster than it had two hours before. When Becca finally ceased the Dance, the moon was high overhead, and her body was drenched in sweat. Most of the lights were off inside and someone had hung a clean white towel on a nail near where her swords rested.

      Toweling off her sweaty brow, Becca felt a delicious soreness in every muscle of her body and knew she’d be sore tomorrow. A cry of pleasure from inside drew a crooked grin to her lips, and she slipped through the garden to the single window with a light shining out of it.

      Peeking inside, Becca couldn’t help but grin all the wider at the sight she found within. Logan lay upon his back, torso slick with sweat and face tight with strain, while a gorgeous red-headed witch rode him as if her life depended on it. Becca watched Eris’s head fall back, and her cries of pleasure turn guttural as her fingers gripped the sheets bunched around her waist. With a shriek that sets bats flapping into the night, the witch came upon their lord’s manhood, her body shuddering as she slipped down to his side.

      Becca could remember that wonderful soreness as Eris pressed a hand against her sex, eyes rolled back into her skull as she bit her bottom lip. The poor man wasn’t done though, as Gwen pulled him up behind her. Aching her back and kissing Logan, the blonde witch slipped his hardness within her as she gripped the bedpost.

      Evelyn lay on the bed, Eris crawling up into her arms. From the smear of juices down the woman’s thighs, it was clear she’d already had the pleasure of Logan’s intense lovemaking. She watched it even now. The tiredness faded from the young man’s face as he cupped and caressed one of Gwen’s large breasts, pinching and pulling on the nipple as their kiss heated up. His thrusts growing more insistent and powerful, until Becca watched them both come with silent, shuddering motions, hands clutching at one another.

      As the four crawled under the covers together, Becca slipped off into the night, her head filled with the movements of The Sword Dance and the hint of something profound she’d brushed up against.
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      Tuesday at school was little better for Logan. Having missed so much studying, he was playing catch-up throughout the day, while attempting to balance the complexities of Earth magic Meryl was teaching him, with the intuitive and intricate Fae magic Jex’Amina was teaching.

      He found it hard to focus on his class work, but something he’d read in the tome had him giving it more effort. It spoke of the usefulness of having a breadth of knowledge and viewpoints, that the  narrower a monarch’s information stream, the  narrower his choices would become.

      The book went everywhere with Logan, stuffed in his backpack or sitting on his nightstand. The more he read from it, the more he found himself referencing earlier sections and seeing how they were interrelated. Ly’Synthia remained suspicious of Simon, hovering nearby whenever the two were together, to the point Logan had to warn the dark elf off several times.

      Simon never seemed to mind the woman’s glowering stares or probing questions. He ignored most of them and those he chose to answer were given in his usual perfunctory way that often left the guardswoman frustrated. The woman was unfailingly loyal, if over exuberant at times.

      She took her oaths to heart, even the final one she’d offered her queen, and took great pains to remind Logan of that fact as she curled between his legs each morning. Her skills were growing, as Logan saw that second morning since his return, but after filling her mouth with a large deposit of his seed, the young man flipped the elf onto her back and tasted of her treasure.

      Shocked by the new pleasure, Ly’Synthia struggled at first, begging her liege to not trouble himself. As his talented tongue worked upon her sex, the elf was reminded of that glorious first night and gave herself over to the pleasure, reveling in her king’s touch as her goddess and the young princess had.

      Their after morning coitus with the dark elf commander was a regular affair. Even if he spent the night with the witches, who rarely slept much more than an hour or two, Syn would find his morning wood and do her duty and he would pay her back in kind, often taking her one final time before he found his breakfast and the next conquest of his morning.

      Tuesday night proved to be far more odd than Logan had been anticipating. He’d been expecting something like the last experiment, turning into a sex-beast, or maybe some cool magical powers like levitation or resistance to fire. Instead, a few seconds after he drank down the elixir Eris handed him, short golden feathers sprouted from his arms, their tip’s hard as actual gold and sharp enough, they sliced his fingers when he touched them.

      Snatching his fingers back with a hiss of pain, Logan looked down to realize there hadn’t been any pain, and the cuts healed as quickly as they appeared. The blood remained however, thin lines of red across his rough fingertips.

      “Fascinating,” Eris said, moving around him and jotting down notes, “Turn around, please. Do you feel anything other than the external symptoms? Fever? Shakes? The sudden need to urinate?”

      “No,” Logan said, “should I?”

      “Inconclusive,” the witch said, “but something isn’t right with this batch. Try batch-B.”

      “What’s this going to do?” Logan asked, hesitating as he peered at the dimly glowing orange liquid in the vial through his mage sight.

      “I think it’s going to give you wings,” Eris said, unable to hide her excitement, “I can’t be certain, but I think we’re on the right track.”

      “This is going to be painful isn’t it?” Logan asked, frowning at the witch.

      “I hadn’t really thought about that… probably?”

      Fuck it, Logan thought, then downed the contents and felt a deep and abiding latitude settle over him as she hunkered down on his haunches. The feathers faded and his skin darkened, shoulder blades cracking and splintering, smooth leathery black wings sprouting from his back as a dark aura filled the room.

      Glass shattered and a cloud of white vapors filled the little lab room and a moment later Logan shook his head clear of the strange thinking. Coming back to himself he looked up at Eris with a shiver of revulsion.

      “What was that?”

      “Something… emerged… just for a moment.” Eris said and Logan saw genuine fear in her eyes and posture. “Let’s try that again, but first tell me everything you remember from it. Your every thought and sensation.”

      Logan blinked. The woman was clearly terrified in a way he’d never seen, which was making him even more uneasy, but she pushed on, her pen poised above the notebook, ready to jot down everything he said. Logan tried to explain the experience the best he could, but words didn’t quite capture the odd change to his thoughts and emotions.

      He began haltingly, finding it hard to not only find the words, but also to be so open and vulnerable. In the past whenever he’d opened up to someone who should have been a guardian, he’d been met with indifference or anger. Speaking with Eris grew easier as the night wore on, but he could never quite explain the alienness of his thoughts, nor the familiarity and comfort as wings wrapped around his body.

      Logan found he missed the feeling, as he drifted off to sleep that night, with the sweaty and sated form of the red headed witch pressed to his back. Wrapping the blanket around them tight, he tried to mimic the womb-like comfort the wings had given him. But peaceful sleep was not to come, as the witch in front wiggled her soft rear against his still slick cock, humping her butt cheeks up and down.

      Turning back into Logan, Eris found his lips with a hiss of pleasure as his manhood sank within her depths once more. Evelyn stirred beside them, as Logan rolled the red head beneath him, his hardness pistoning down into her. The dregs of the last, lust awakening potion the witch had given him still coursing through his veins.

      The growl of desire emitting from the back of her lord’s throat sent a shiver of pleasure down Eris’s back and she arched into his thrusts, butt thrust upwards like a cat in heat. In the witch’s mind’s eye was the memory of a stifling dark aura and smooth leathery wings, and hovering above them, those blue eyes she knew so well, only instead of the gaze of a young hero, she’d seen a remote and ancient wisdom. An aloof power that hinted and teased.

      A power that had deepened the woman’s desire for this young man.
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      “My Lord,” Knight-Lieutenant Darien whispered, “Those skulls are a fell omen. Aquabuamelu have been hunting these sands for nigh on ten-thousand of the humans’ years and ever since Mesopotamia fell they’ve been even more of a menace.”

      “You think I don’t know that, you simpering piss-ant?” Mordrek growled, wiping sweat from his brow, the dark eyed man took another swig from his waterskin and turned to the restless squad of elves at his side.

      “When the Queen ordered us to help you, she didn’t have it in mind, I think, that we’d be stealing an artifact from a nest of Aquabuamelu’s.” the Knight-Lieutenant said in as polite a tone as possible.

      This man was their chosen savior, and it wouldn’t do to show him any unkindness or rudeness, no matter how much his abrasive personality and selfish nature grated on the elves. Or how he’d twisted several of the Knights to his side.

      “If a few of you die in service of the Darien, then it’s a small price to pay,” Mordrek said, his smile growing even more cruel as he pointed to three of the Knight-Lieutenants knights. “Draw them out, but don’t die in the path or a pack will come to feed on your corpse and the rest of us will have to go around.”

      “Sir,” a young knight said, swallowing hard as she drew her longsword and settled the shield into place on her arm. Glancing to her squad mates, her younger sister and her lover, the woman gave one last nod of respect to Knight-Lieutenant Darien and demonstrating the bravery and zeal he knew her to possess, the woman charged out from their position.

      Three elven knights raced across the broken floor of the desert, their feet skipping from one sun baked rock to the next, light as feathers, until the first Aqrubualmelu rose up from some ruins. Knight-Lieutenant Darien was about to shout a warning, but the scorpion-man moved faster than he had thought it possible for any creature besides a god to move.

      He and his knights watched in horror as the ancient creature snatched the young sister from a boulder with one pincher. The pincher flexed as it rose up above the scorpion-man’s muscled torso and snipped the slender elf in half, her blood and viscera raining down on the Aquabuamelu’s head.

      It happened so fast the knight could only register shock as another scorpion-man swept the squads leader and her lover into a wall with its barbed tail. Then they watched as it stabbed the corpses over and over again.

      “What are you waiting for?” Mordrek asked Darien, “Get out there and keep those things distracted while I enter the tomb.”

      “Sire,” the Knight-Lieutenant said, swallowing hard and trying not to look at his son who stood in the ranks, a common knight, “Sure there must be other weapons, that can stop the Black Dragon-.”

      “You’re questioning me, Darien?” The human asked in a dark, dangerous tone, his fingers playing along the hilt of his sword. The triplets shifted to the man’s side, their eyes glittering dangerously. “With your feeble little brain, you think to question me?!” The man’s eyes were wild, and Darien relaxed his own hand, keeping it away from his hilt. He’d heard rumors about what Mordrek had done to another squad that failed to do as ordered. “Your Queen gave me the authority, yes? Do you deny it?”

      “No, sir,” the Knight-Lieutenant said, snapping a sharp salute his centuries old training and discipline taking over.

      “Then get your pissant knights out there and die, so I can retrieve the Shackles of Hell Below. If we don’t stifle that bastard brother of mine’s powers, and trap that pea sized intellect of his, then Fae might fall to the Devil he calls father.”

      Darien didn’t like it, but he gave a sharp nod and with a silent signal, sent his elves to die for Queen and country. As he charged across the broken desert landscape, he thought he heard the human laughing, only it sounded far too high pitched and cruel.

      If the best squad in all of the White Knights must die, Darien thought to himself, then let it be a glorious death!

      “To victory or death!” He shouted as the first scorpion man reared up, pinchers wide and hooked tail hovering dangerously, and felt his heart sing when the six voices rose in answer.

      Knight-Lieutenant Darien’s last thought as his body hung up on the scorpion’s tail and Mordrek and the triplets sprinted past without looking back, was for his loved ones, as they still battled for their lives, the Aquabuamelu pushing them deeper and deeper into the desert.

      

      “No! No! No! The ley-field is turned counter-clockwise and then crosswise four degrees! Not 3.5! You damn idiot, boy!”

      Logan sighed as he released the power and began again, tracing the ley-field with his fingers. Meryl’s form of instruction left much to be desired and after an afternoon in Professor Holgrim’s class he couldn’t help comparing the two.

      Gwen taught in an encouraging manner, guiding you to the answer, and celebrating your success when you discovered it. Meryl enjoyed brow-beating her students and wielding her superior knowledge like a club to beat them into submission.

      At first Logan worried how Evelyn would handle being yelled at or cursed whenever she made the slightest mistake. Fortunately for the witch, the woman rarely made mistakes, and when she did they were only on the most complex spells and castings and then never repeated. Meryl grumbled that first night, wanting to find fault in the raven-haired beauty’s fledgling Earth Magic casting, but a grudging respect was growing between the two.

      Jex-Amina was unlike either Gwen or Meryl when she taught. In part it was the magic the young elf was teaching, and in part it was her own feelings of inadequacy. The young elf never felt comfortable around the ancient and legendary, Meryl, and the only human she was fully comfortable around was Becca whom she’d become fast friends with.

      Fae Magic is less structured than Earth Magic. It had rules and philosophies, to be sure, and Logan had learned some of them along the way, but it was a magic of feel and instinct as much, if not more, than book learning.

      Logan listened in on the lessons, and went through the motions with Evelyn, Meryl and the rest, but his results couldn’t compare with theirs. None of the women mentioned his special little problem with magic, but the power wouldn’t flow for him the same on this side of the Cauldron as it had in Fae.

      He missed the sensation of elation as magic filled him and his mind was used to accomplish feats his body could not. Eris said she might have a solution to his problem, but it would require another healthy vial of his blood and a couple days buried in her lab. He hoped she could help, but the memory of those strangely cold and distant thought sliding across his mind gave Logan a shiver of fear whenever he thought of it.

      Fear, because those cold alien thoughts had felt so… right. So… him.

      Shaking clear the encroaching worries, Logan twisted the ley-field crosswise as Meryl instructed. This time he saw the white lines of magic melt into one another, but before the spell would have taken hold and surrounded him in a shield of force to stop unmagical-missiles from striking him, the magic melted away, no power channeled into them.

      “Good,” Meryl said with a grunt, “now practice the cantrips while I teach Evelyn about Time and how the Flow can’t be sped left and rejoined but can be slowed or sped up if one has sufficient will-power and the right knowledge.”

      The clash of practice blades warned Logan, Becca and Ly’Synthia had finished their strange dance and were sparring. Moving between two ancient olive trees, the young man’s fingers moved through the motions of casting all ten cantrips, working on dexterity and precision, while his lips whispered the words of power. All the while his attention was on the brunette teen and the dark elf as they clashed.

      Logan didn’t see how it was possible, but Becca’s skills improved since their last session. The girl had always been preternaturally talented with either blade in her hand and it wasn’t her sword work precisely that had improved, but her balance, speed and flexibility.

      The two warriors fought with the same, single edged swords, curved like katanas. Syn said the principles of swordsmanship could be learned best with a single blade and the sword was best for teaching martial skills. They danced back and forth, arms and legs a blur, the clatter of dull steel blades ringing out into the night.

      As Logan worked through each cantrip again and again, increasing his own dexterity bit by bit, he couldn’t help but be happy for his friend. The joy was plain on Becca’s face, the girl had never been happier than when she tested and pushed herself and Ly’Synthia was proving a more than worthy opponent.

      “Instruction is useless,” Syn had said when they began their training that night. “It’s the body that must learn, not the ears.”

      The sun sank beneath the horizon and the two combatants put aside their training weapons, Meryl and Evelyn talking quietly about the intricacies of calling a fireball into being as they stepped inside.

      “You are improving,” Ly’Synthia was saying to Becca when Logan approached, “but your forms are still too unstructured. Once you know the full range of your motions and talents, you’ll be able to plan farther out, movement into movement.”

      “Like chess,” Becca said, nodding, “I think I see what you mean. Less reaction and more tactical.”

      “Exactly,” Syn said, “And you, sire? Would you seek instruction in the blade? That is a magnificent weapon you’ve been blessed with.”

      Logan had been hoping to head in and get some much-needed rest, but instead he stifled his sigh and took up one of the practice blades Ly’Synthia had brought with her. The dark elf faced off with Logan and launched an attack before he’d settled his feet into the opening stance.

      Again, and again, the dark elf attacked, her sword breaking through the man’s defenses easily. Though his sides and limbs grew dark bruises, Logan lasted a bit longer in each exchange. He didn’t have Becca’s incredible natural talent, but he’d always had good hand-eye coordination and balance which helped in sword play.

      “Good feet,” Syn nodded, “quick wrists… and your mind sees the coming attack clearly.”

      The dark elf disengaged, nodding as she circled Logan slowly, “You have the makings of a fine swordsman, Sire, you might even reach the status of blade master, with enough decades of training and devotion. You have it in you I think.”

      Logan stood a little straighter until the dark elf spoke next.

      “But the sword won’t be your weapon of choice, not when you can employ magic. It wouldn’t be good for you to build the instincts of a swordsman and rely on that weapon too heavily when another, more efficacious one is at hand.”

      “I can make that determination for myself,” Logan said, and Syn caught herself, bowing low.

      “My apologies, your majesty. I forget myself.”

      “That’s not what he meant, Syn,” Becca drawled, stepping up and handing over her practice blade, “You call a man your king, at a certain point you have to put a little faith in his judgement.”

      The dark elf Commander wore a troubled look on her delicately featured face. Leaving the woman with her thoughts, Logan led Becca through the garden to her car where Jex’Amina waited.

      “You have dinner with Simon and his mom tomorrow?”

      “Yea, he wants to bring over his game too. Might be stuck with him all night.”

      “That’s good,” Becca said, slipping her hand in his as they stepped through the side yard, “Simon’s been asking when you’re free to hang out for over a week.”

      “I know,” Logan said, frowning, “Feels like I’m being pulled in a million directions lately. There’s just too much stuff to juggle-!”

      Becca pushed him up against a vine covered wall, her kiss shocking him to silence and drawing a deep moan from him. The kiss slowed his frenetic mind, and he luxuriated in the feel of her body against his. Leaves tickling his ears, he ran his hand down her sweat slick sides to cup her tight little ass.

      “I know what you need,” Becca purred into Logan’s lips, her nimble little fingers fishing his cock free of his gym shorts.
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      Logan was exhausted but the haze and stress faded as he lost himself in the feel of his knight. Becca’s delicate lips nipped at his neck as he worked the yoga pants down over her slender hips. There was no foreplay, no warming up for the young lovers. Their need was too insistent and the joy of fucking out in the open filled both with heightened desire.

      The brunette threw one foot up beside his hip and Logan gasped in shock as she pressed her tightness down around his cock. Cupping her tiny ass, he pulled her up along his shaft, savoring the feel of her warm, wet pussy as it gripped him.

      “Mhmm, I missed this,” Becca purred into his neck.

      “Me too,” Logan sighed, then his sigh turned into a groan as Becca did something with her hips, twisting them in a circle, before pulling back until just the tip sat within her lips, then slamming back forward to take all of his length within her.

      “We have a witness,” Becca breathed, her head twisted to the side.

      When Logan followed his knights gaze, he saw Ly’Synthia standing on the edge of the side yard, observing the young teens coupling. The dark elf stood out in the open, eyes bright with interest and clearly taking notes of what she was seeing.

      Grinning, Logan gripped Becca’s tiny ass and lifted the teen, loving her little yelp of surprise and pleasure as he slammed her down into him. The wet squish was joined by a deep, almost guttural groan as the brunette threw her hands behind his neck, holding on as the lust swept through both.

      Ly’Synthia witnessed the wild passion of her King and his greatest knight, feeling a pang of envy for the human woman, and noting just what the girl did to drive the young man wild.

      Becca’s arms were wrapped around Logan tight, her lips locked with his and ankle pressing into the small of his back as her hips thrust into him with relentless insistence. Guided by his hands gripping her firm ass cheeks, the young woman’s voice rose in a yelp of pleasure, breaking their kiss as her body exploded in orgasm.

      The feel of Becca gripping him, her tight sex milking his cock as she convulsed in orgasm was too much and Logan felt his own orgasm rush through, toes curling and cock throbbing as it flooded her depths. Gasping, the pair grinned into their kiss, laughing gently as Logan eased Becca’s feet to the ground.

      Just as sudden and fierce as their passions awoke, they faded, the two pulling their clothes back in place as they stepped out of the ivy. Becca stepped away from Logan easily, a look of renewal and relaxation on her face as she passed the dark elf, offering the woman a little wink before heading to her car.

      “This evening has been most instructive, my liege,” Ly’Synthia said, her violet eyes glowing faintly in the night and the bright line of her teeth flashing as an almost predatory smile grew on her lips. “Tell me, is there a difference between the pleasures of a human vagina and that of an elf’s? I’ve heard a succubus can melt a man’s brain with the touch of their genitals to his, but what of say… a dark elf’s?”

      Sighing to himself, Logan led the tall warrior inside.

      “Every woman is different, unique and wonderful,” Logan said, and though he meant it to reassure the elf, he found he meant it. “There are… differences, but nothing bad.”

      “What’s this?” Gwen asked, stepping over from a pot of chili bubbling away on the stove.

      The blonde witch ran a hand down Logan’s cheek and a silvery glow emanated from the fingers. As the glow faded, so did his bruises and injuries from training, as well as the cramp and ache in his fingers.

      “Nothing-.” Logan started to say, but Ly’Synthia went right on, causing him to flinch.

      “I was curious about the physiological differences in the races when it relates to pleasuring our liege.”

      Gwen blinked in shock and Logan heard a small sound emanate from the back of her throat, but Eris cackled.

      “Exactly what I told both of them!” The red headed witch said, popping up from the table, “There is too little known about the races now adays. Much of what we thought we knew isn’t so and I wonder how much of what we learned was false or misleading.”

      “The humans are even more changeable. We still have sages who think you’re little more than apes.”

      “I think some experimentation is in order,” Eris said, her pale blue eyes sparkling as she watched Logan dish up a bowl of chili and sit at the table.

      “It would be best if we had a Halfling and a Dwarf as well as a dryad. The Fae races are quite varied in their physiology.”

      “I think we can begin here,” Eris purred, winking up at the tall dark elf, “Evelyn, don’t you think tonight a good chance for the three of us to get acquainted with our new friend here?”

      “It will give our Lord a chance to have a rest,” Evelyn said, patting Logan on the shoulder lightly and smiling when he gave her a relieved smile.

      “I’m not sure,” the tall Commander began, swallowing hard as three sets of gleaming blue eyes focused on her.

      Whatever the dark elf might think of humans, having a coven of witches focusing their sharp gazes on her sent a quiver through her mid-section. A quiver of fear and one that awoke a deep heat within Ly’Synthia.

      Looking forward to an evening of rest, Logan downed his chili fast and slipped back to his bedroom. Opening the door, he froze when he found two tiny figures huddled beneath his blankets.

      “If you thought you were resting, think better.” Meryl growled, her kinky mass of black hair pushed back, revealing a delicate featured face, scowling and blushing.

      Beside the ancient sage lay the trembling figure of Jex’Amina. The tiny elf, so confident when teaching, clutched at the blankets with tiny fists, her cheeks a deep shade of red and Logan could just make out her whisper.

      “Let’s leave, my Lady, the King has no wish to bed me-.”

      “Hush, girl!” Meryl hissed at Jex-Amina, “Your Lord understands his duty,” turning her eyes hardened, “don’t you, Sire?”

      Logan’s desire for rest dissolved before the young elf’s shy innocence. Jex-Amina watched the tall man’s eyes shift from Meryl Linn to her and the sparkle of interest and desire grew within them. The sorceress’s shyness faded as the man slowly removed his shirt and shorts, standing with supreme confidence and a small smile of anticipation playing along his lips, he held out a hand, beckoning her to come kneel at his feel.

      Gazing up from the floor the delicate little elf’s gem-like eyes widened as the object of her desire swung out into the open. Firm little hands gathered the sorceress’s hair, guiding her forward as Logan’s manhood rose before her. Delicate lips spread as she gobbled him down her throat, causing a groan of pleasure from Logan.

      Meryl slipped forward on the bed, her legs spread to either side of Jex-Amina’s kneeling form as the girl tried fitting as much of him down her throat as she could. Bending low, Logan kissed the ancient sage, her little tongue darting into his mouth playfully as she shoved the elf’s face forward and dragged it back.

      Logan let a bit of the demonic beast within him emerge as he fucked the happy little elf’s face. The girl seemed eager to be of service and Meryl loved dominating her. As their play progressed and he pressed the two elves down on the bed, he took special pleasure in pressing the ancient one’s energetic tongue into Jex’Amina’s tiny little pussy, as he slid into the sage’s depths.

      It wouldn’t be until late at night before Logan finally passed out, with two sated elves tucked beneath each arm. The little creatures were slick with sweat and all manner of juices and though millennia separated them in age, they could have been twins as they faded into gentle dreams.

      Logan found dreams waiting for him too, as sleep stole him under, but they weren’t gentle.

      Darkness closed in around him, only it wasn’t him but a larger, shorter figure he lived in. Darkness closed in, trapping, stealing away all hope and light, except for four figures striding forward out of that darkness, golden light at their back.

      Logan felt a moment of déjà vu as he saw his own silhouette striding forward, golden light revealing his face and those of his companions. On Logan’s right side stood Dawn Ngyuen, Simon’s mom, but he didn’t recognize the other two figures. One was a tiny, black-skinned creature with twin rows of pointed teeth and curved horns rising from her delicate brow.

      The third might have been strangest of all, for it was a High Elf. The woman’s armor named her a White Knight, but she gazed at ghost Logan with a similar devotion and fervency as Ly’Synthia. The golden haired and fair skinned elf had a slender figure, boyishly slim, and wore an elegant rapier on one hip, but other than that there was nothing to indicate who she was or why she was there.

      Ghost Logan raised his hand, as did the three women beside him, and as they did the feeling of imprisonment faded. As the stream slipped away and Logan fell into the washed-out dreams of regular sleep, none noticed the glow within the gemstone inset in the pommel of his sword fading as well.
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      When he woke the next morning to the sensation of Syn’s hot lips wrapped around his cock, Logan couldn’t forget the strange dream. The immediacy of what he was experiencing pushed the thoughts to the back of his mind and he moaned in pleasure, reaching down to slip his fingers into the elf’s silky hair.

      Forms stirred to either side of him and soon Logan was drowning in elven flesh as Meryl and Jex’Amina joined the Commander in her morning duties. Twenty minutes later, after edging their lord for long minutes, the three were rewarded with fountains of magically laced seed that they gobbled down with glee.

      Logan found Evelyn and Gwen enjoying a cup of tea when he made his way to the kitchen for breakfast. Rubbing the sleep out of his eyes he poured a cup of coffee from the pot and drank it down in one gulp.

      “You look tired,” Gwen noted when he took a seat at the table, “Didn’t you get any rest last night?”

      “Not much,” Logan grumbled, and the witches cackled when three elves tumbled out of his room, each arguing with one another about who should get to use the bathroom first.

      “Well tonight should be relaxing,” Evelyn said, “no training or practicing and with Simon and his mom over, things should be… calmer than they have been lately.”

      “I’ll believe it when I see it.” Logan said with a half-smile as he sipped his coffee.

      “This weekend, if you have some free time,” Evelyn said, wincing as she said it, “it would be good if you could sit with the three of us to talk about the grail. I’ve been doing some research and the things I’ve been learning about it are mystifying. It would be good to have your opinion on it.”

      “Meryl should be there as well,” Logan said, and though Gwen frowned and opened her mouth to object, her raven-haired sister nodded in agreement.

      “You’re right, I’ll invite her. Might as well bring Jex’Amina and Becca as well. It would be good to have everyone there.”

      “I think I’ll head in then,” Gwen said, standing and setting her cup in the sink and grabbing her bag, “I’ll see you later, dear,” she said, pausing to bend and place a warm kiss on Logan’s cheek.

      The woman was wearing a narrow pencil skirt, with a tight white blouse and a pink jacket to match her skirt. The jacket was open, and the blouse showed a dazzling spread of firm flesh. Logan’s professor whispered quietly in his ear before she stood to go.

      “I have a break this morning after class if you want to stick around…”

      Logan matched her grin and the blonde witch popped up and headed outside with a hop in her step. After his shower, Logan locked himself in the bathroom with Ly’Synthia, finally able to steal a few minutes to read another couple of pages.

      In this third section it talked about picking the right team; that it was important to get viewpoints that differ from your own, to push you and the rest of the team to see new possibilities. But that sharing a common vision and set of goals was paramount to success. It spoke of great kings and commanders who’d even joined enemies together in a common purpose in order to succeed.

      Added to the ideas of living and exhibiting passion, as well as knowing thy self. It was a powerful lesson and one that kept Logan thoughtful on the ride into school. Syn gripped him around the waist, back straight and drinking the attention of the husbands and dads who’d learned to come out onto their lawns or front porches at this time of the morning to watch the leggy, dark-skinned girl fly past, her short skirt flapping in the breeze.

      When Logan arrived at school, he found Brad parking his car right next to the motorcycle parking lot. The jock threw Logan a frown when he swung off the bike, but the frown grew when he looked over Logan’s shoulder. Following the young man’s gaze, Logan spotted a dark golden haired beauty striding across campus with an impossibly handsome man at her side.

      All around the courtyard girls were stopping and staring, mouths agape. Conversations even died mid-sentence as girls turned to watch the tall man pass, hearts on their sleeves. There was even a small flock following at a discreet distance, the girls gossiping to one another as they followed the man with their eyes.

      “High elves,” Ly’Synthia hissed at Logan’s side, but before he could respond he felt the presence of Brad at his side.

      “God damn transfer students… the girl’s even more uptight than the dude, so I’d take care if you’re thinking of hooking up with her.”

      Brad mistook Logan’s intense stare for desire, and but only chuckled when Logan frowned at him.

      “Hey man, I respect the game,” he said, holding up his hands, “don’t know how you do it, but you’ve got a finer flock than any dude on the team.” Logan could feel Ly’Synthia’s glare as the jock looked her up and down lasciviously and shook his head, “See you in class, dude.”

      When he threw Syn a wink as he passed, the dark elf hissed but the boy only laughed and joined his friends who were standing nearby. Logan felt their glances, but his attention was on the two impossibly beautiful blondes as they entered the administrator’s office.

      “I saw her in my dreams,” Logan said, staring at the woman’s face right before she disappeared, “last night.”

      Ly’Synthia was rigid as a pole, like a cat with back arched, but she relaxed when she heard the gentle tone in her lord’s voice.

      “Are they not a threat? That Commander of the White Knights said they wouldn’t stop hunting you.”

      “I’m not sure,” Logan said, “but we should leave-.”

      “Logan come on!” Simon’s voice drew him around to find his friend waving him on, “we’re going to be late, and I don’t want to miss a second of Professor Holgrim’s lecture.”

      “Simon, I need to leave, something’s come up.” He saw the frown forming on his friend’s face, and knew it was going to be impossible to lie to the intuitive boy.

      “BLACK DRAGON!”

      The roar of rage raised the hair on Logan’s neck and arms, and he turned to see the pair of high elves striding towards them. Over the tall slender creature’s shoulders was a slender, dark man half hidden in the shadows, a feral grin on his lips.

      “Mordrek!” Logan hissed, reaching for his sword but finding only his book bag and cursing.

      “IN SERVICE OF OUR LADIES WISHES, WE DECRY YOUR EVIL AND SANCTION YOU TO DEATH BY DEVOURMENT!”

      The female elf spoke in a voice that boomed on currents of Fae magic. He and the woman wore white t-shirts and blue jeans, innocuous clothing. And their hair was long and straight, hiding all but the pointed tips of their ears within their thick golden tresses. All eyes turned to Logan and the two figures striding towards him with grim purpose.

      As time slowed for Logan, the battle juices surging through his blood, he waited for the pair to draw weapons, but instead the woman pulled a black gem from a lead pouch at her waist. The gemstone glowed with an unholy light; a darkness blacker than night that darkened the surrounding air.

      Logan could feel the terrible power wrapped up within the gem. More magic and purpose than he’d dreamed possible could be held within a magic item, and all of it with a fell purpose and intent. As the female High Elf raised the gemstone and threw it, everything happened at once.

      Ly’Synthia dove for her king, intent on throwing her body between him and the threat but his armor sprang into being, the golden and white plates repelling the dark elf, even as the black gemstone flew for him. Twin screams of fear, came from the buildings entrance, but neither Becca nor the witch could hope to intervene in time.
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      Seconds before the gemstone struck the ground at Logan’s feet, while it still described a line like a frozen rope from the force of the high elf’s throw, a pudgy hand snatched it out of the air, holding it in a tight fist.

      “This is going to be… unpleasant. Sorry Logan, I know you weren’t ready to accept their souls yet.”

      Logan could only watch, disbelieving as the gemstone exploded in a storm of unholy magics. The sky grew dark, and screams howled down from the heavens as a colossal force bore down upon the stone and with a rushing, clapping sound the darkness and unholy energies wrapped themselves around Simon like a cocoon and the boy toppled to the ground, eyes staring wide and sightless, chest unmoving.

      “Impossible!” The female high elf hissed, and Logan could see the disbelief and horror on her face as she saw the innocent boy fall.

      “What have you done?” Logan sobbed, staggering forward, the towering loss he felt left in a rush as he felt the threat of Simon’s life force deep within the body, stifled by the dark energies but still alive, turning to the high elf he demanded in a tone hard enough to break rocks, “What have you done, woman?”

      “That wasn’t…” the high elf looked to her companion, but the man had turned and fled, his gorgeous long locks streaming behind himself and his beautiful face twisted in angry fear when he looked back. The female High Elf drew herself up to her full height, the imperious look and tone returning to her, “You compatriot intercepted what was to be your prison, you filthy cur, you monstrous dog. Kill me then or destroy my honor and dignity as you have the other gems adorning your crown, you fiend.”

      She stood as if waiting for the headsman’s axe to fall at any moment and Ly’Synthia grinned, pulling a small knife she’d somehow hidden within the folds of her tiny skirt.

      “With pleasure,” the dark elf growled.

      “Hold,” Logan said, kneeling beside his friend, and searching for any more signs of life, “All that matters now is saving Simon. What’s the matter with him?”

      He demanded it of the high elf in a tone of command so total the White Knight found herself reporting all she knew without hesitation.

      “The shackles are supposed to bind a criminal’s powers so they can stand for trial or execution. But something… Something is wrong with the magic. It’s been cursed or maligned in some way.”

      “Mordrek,” Logan growled, standing when Gwen arrived.

      Looking around, he saw many still watching the little gathering and whispering, but they hadn’t made as much of a commotion as he’d have wagered. Most would forget the magic, at the urging of Fae, and those few who didn’t, would remember a fight or some other scene.

      “We need to get him to the house,” Gwen said, her tone tight with fear as the silver glow from her hands washed over the dark energy encasing Simon, “Lord, your friend’s mind is trapped in another world or realm… hidden beneath many layers and traps… I can’t reach him, let alone draw him out on my own.”

      Logan remembered his dream from the night before and looked up at the high elf.

      “Grab your armor,” he said to the woman, “you’re helping us save him.”

      “What?!” The knight said, her tone shocked and angry all at once, “Kill me Dragon, and be done with it. I’ll not be party to your torturous games.”

      “No games, love,” Becca said with the hardest look Logan had ever seen on her face, “You’ll do the right thing, because it’s the right thing to do. And if you don’t, there won’t be any torture, no trials. Only the guilt you’ll have to live with the rest of your long life.”

      The elf’s eyes were hard, but Logan detected a hint of shame behind the anger burning there.

      “Come on,” Logan said, fear making his voice tight as he picked up his friend easily, carrying him in his arms, “Becca, ride my bike home, I’ll drive your car with Simon in it. The High Elves prove they have no honor. Gwen, call his mom, she needs to know what’s happened.”

      The White Knight stood there, unshackled, unmolested and watching as the man she’d come to despise as a vile perversion of life, carried his friend off the field of battle without anger, but concern. The man barked orders, but his passion was wrapped up in saving an innocent. The realization gave the high elf chills and when she glanced at the young dark-haired human, unsure what to expect, the girl waved her over.

      “If you want to help save him, come on, otherwise your buddies are running away over there,” the finger pointed towards the two figures just disappearing into the woods off campus.

      There was no choice for Captain Iyllia. Feeling like she was walking into the belly of the beast she sat behind Becca as the girl fired up the motorized steed. The whole ride across town, Iyllia told herself she would leap free of the bike any second and escape this dreary world. None of her kin would think less of her for hitting the wrong human, only for missing her target. Nothing in her centuries of indoctrination into the White Knights told her she should feel the guilt coiling in her guts.

      And so, the elf remained on the bike as it approached the witch’s hovel and her skin crawled as she felt their queer witchy magics plucking at her as the bike rode through the gates.
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      The knight and elf had just taken off, the Triumphs engine roaring through the school parking lot as Becca and the elf rod away. Logan was sliding the wheel of Becca’s car, when a high-pitched scream sent shivers down his spine.

      “What have you done to my Simon!”

      Turning his head, Logan felt hot fear rush in as he scrambled back from the door’s window. Standing right outside and peering in the backseat where Simon lay unconscious was a wicked-looking demon. Something about the shape of her triggered déjà vu in Logan and he remembered a pale, fang filled face he thought he’d imagined, peering from the corner of Dr. Nguyen’s living room roof.

      “You were at Simon’s,” Logan said, his confusion plain.

      “Of course, I was you dullard! He’s dying! My Simon is dying!”

      The demon girls’ screeches were so high pitched and awful, people were turning to stare and a pair of girls gasped when they noticed the oily black skin and wild hair of the little demon-girl.

      “High Elves attacked me but their spell, or trap hit Simon,” Logan said, his mind racing. “I need to get him to Gwen, so hopefully she can heal him. If you care about Simon, then get in and shut up.”

      “Hssss!” The girl turned and bared her fangs at Logan, red eyes tight with anger and fear, but a small whimper from Simon silenced the girl and she glanced down with an oddly gentle look on her wicked face.

      Looking as though it was the last thing she wanted to do in the world, the demon-girl yanked open the door and climbed into the backseat, right behind Logan and pulled Simon’s head into her lap, stroking the hair back with small, claw-tipped fingers. Logan tried not to feel nervous about the demon-girl sitting behind, close enough to strike the back of his head, but the occasional evil grins she offered him in the rear-view mirror made that hard.

      “What’s your name?” He asked, trying to ease the tension growing between them as he headed across town to the witch’s hovel.

      “My name is that which will pass your lips as you gasp out your last breath you ugly, fool! Drive this metallic steed faster and stop bleating at me.”

      Logan didn’t try engaging the demon-girl in conversation the rest of the drive, but he did push the car to its limits. Tires screeching as the back end swung around as he lined up with Sycamore Lane. As they passed beneath the arched opening over the driveway, the demon girl gave out a hiss, and held up her hands in a warding gesture, but the crackling energies of the witch’s warding’s weren’t triggered.

      Evelyn, Gwen and Eris came running out of the house when he pulled to a stop behind his motorcycle. Becca and the elf came to help, but the witches bustled all around the portly boy as they carried him into the house.

      “Let’s bring him to the ritual room,” Evelyn said, her eyes tight with concern as she took in Simon’s pale features, “Becca, call his mom and have her come as soon as she can,” the dark-haired witch’s eyes fell on the pale skinned elf and a frown twisted her lips. “What is that one doing here?”

      “I would ask the same thing,” the demon said with a sneer, her eyes gaining a dangerous light as she fingered the spear suddenly at her side. “Have you brought the golden bitch so we can flay her for her crimes?”

      “I’ll take no slights to my honor from Darkened dwelling filth such as you, who consorts with demon’s.” The high elf sneered, her eyes cutting to the little demon girl as her stance shifted as she readied to defend herself.

      “The black-hearted demon arrived at the same moment you did,” Ly’Synthia said dangerously, the tip of her spear lowering precipitously.

      “Syn,” Logan barked. He’d never taken such a dangerous tone with the dark elf, and though she still glared at the White Knight, her spear butt lowered back to the ground.

      “Heh, nice to see you whipped like the cur you are,” the High Elf sneered, but her smile disappeared when Logan rounded on her, and she had her blade half out of its sheath before she realized that only he brandished at her was a pointed finger.

      “If you can’t keep a civil tongue in that head, I’ll have my witches muzzle that pretty mouth of yours, got it?”

      The elven females’ eyes flashed with anger, but they kept their silence.

      “What a tasty powder keg you’ve surrounded yourself with,” The demon girl said, her fangs flashing as a wicked little smile formed on her black lips. “It will be a simple thing for Mother to tear this place down and burn it to ashes.”

      Logan frowned at the little demon, but her heart didn’t seem to be in the threat. Her eyes were ringed in worry and her little clawed fingers gripped one another; an act so human he found himself reassessing his first impression of her.

      She wasn’t wrong, he noted as the group crowded into the ritual room. The dark elves stood on the opposite side of the room as the pale-skinned elf. From Syn’s glares, it looked like she expected the White Knight to attack any second. And no one wanted to stand near the little demon-girl, especially when she saw Simon lying on a table, and a keening wail rose from the back of her throat.

      While Gwen and Eris fussed over the young man, Evelyn rounded on the tall High Elf. The witch’s expression was tight with fear and Logan felt his hopes draining away when he noticed the green tinge to her skin.

      “Which of the Fallen One’s weapons did you use, girl?”

      “Fallen One?!” The High Elf’s indignation was plain, “I don’t have to put up with these accusations-.”

      “You saw the unholy light of the Fallen One?”

      The elf’s lips twisted in a grimace and she glanced around but had no sympathy or friends here.

      “It was a gemstone,” Logan said, then he described the explosion of magic as best he could describe. The High Elf’s cheeks grew spots of color when he talked about the cold sucking feeling, like watching his friend be dragged down to hell.

      “Not hell, but close enough,” Evelyn said with a deepening frown, “Have you nothing else to add, girl?”

      “The Shackles of Hell Below, were supposed to force the Black Dragon into a duel,” her eyes cut over to Logan with the same deep fear he’d seen in Darioush and the other High Elves. “The Fates would have been put to the test once and for all…”

      “But that isn’t what happened,” Logan said, “Who gave you the Shackles?”

      “The First Sword of my Queen, Mordreck.”

      “Evelyn, we need you!” Everyone turned at Gwen’s urgent words and found the boy flopping around on the table as Eris and Gwen held him down. Logan and the others jumped to help, but the witches warned them all back.

      “Don’t touch the boy!” Logan had never heard such harshness from Eris before, but the witch looked terrified.

      Now that he looked closely there was a haze hovering around Simon and the deeper he peered into it, the farther into another world his eyes saw. A sky so dull and lifeless it sapped his will to live, and ground covered in ash dust so fine it puffed up into clouds that choked whenever one stepped. Off in the distance stood a forest that stretched as far as the eye could see. Only the forest was too rigid and square. There was something odd about that place, and in the center of it…

      “Logan!”

      Shaking his head and stepping back, he realized he’d been reaching towards the hazy darkness.

      “Becca get him out of here,” Evelyn warned, “all of you should go. If you come in contact with this penumbra of evil, you’ll be trapped along with Simon.”

      “Trapped?” Logan asked, at the same moment Jex’Amina and Ly’Synthia started whispering fearfully to one another, and the High Elf got a disbelieving look on her face.

      “Come on,” Becca said, pushing and herding the others out the door, “You heard the witch, let’s give them space to work-.”

      “Where is the golden cunt?!”
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      The shriek of anger, let out at the same time the front door of the witch’s hovel slamming open, announced Meryl’s arrival. Logan saw the disbelief shift into naked terror when the White Knight spotted the wild-haired sage at the end of the hall. Standing behind the ancient dark elf was Simon’s Mom. The short woman looked beside herself with worry, a handkerchief clutched in one hand as she stared around the witch’s hovel as if not seeing it.

      “Dr. Ngyuen, Simon is in here.” Logan pushed the High Elf back into his room, out of sight of the sage, as the pair hurried over. “Meryl, see if you can help too.” As the little Dark Elf passed, she gave a sharp hiss of anger when she saw the high elf, but Logan pushed her on and gave a warning look that silenced her. The pair slipped into the ritual room which emitted flashes of dark and light almost like silent fireworks were exploding inside.

      “The rest of you can wait in the living room,” They didn’t like it, but they followed his orders, all except Syn who wouldn’t leave his side no matter what he ordered. Not with the high elf there.

      When he turned back into the room to interrogate the elf, he found her staring at his sword propped up against the corner. The woman’s golden eyes were wide and her jaw working soundlessly. Her eyes traced the silvery script on the scabbard and turned her wide eyes on Logan.

      “The reports were not faulty… You wield Excalibur?”

      “Not well, yet.” Logan said with a nod as he crossed his arms. “But it is mine. Now tell me everything-.”

      “And the crown? Did you steal it as well?”

      Syn’s jaw dropped open and Logan saw she was about to let out a tirade at the slender elf, but he raised a hand and her teeth clicked shut. The high elf noted how readily the dark elf took the human’s suggestions as commands and her certainty grew shaky.

      “I stole nothing. I wanted nothing. These,” he said, willing the crown into existence and picking up the sword and drawing a few inches of its silvery blade, “were thrust upon me.”

      The elf was shaking her head as if convincing herself that what she was seeing wasn’t real.

      “You’ve worked illusions to trick my mind,” though her words were filled with anger, Logan also recognized a lack of certainty.

      “He’s begun gathering the Broken Throne,” Ly’Synthia said, and the high elf’s head shot up at that to meet the dark-skinned elf’s eyes. “Look at the crown, Golden One, can you deny that our liege has been reborn?”

      “But it’s impossible,” she said again, shaking her head.

      “Tell me everything,” Logan said, motioning for the elf to take a seat as he took one on the bed. There was the creak of floorboards outside the open door, and he could sense the others had crept close to overhear. “Beginning with your name.”

      “I am Captain Iyllia, fifth in command of the White Knights, second daughter to Princess Fyllri, the daughter-in-waiting, first in line for the throne. I was given the Shackles of Hell Below by my Commander Sir Darioush and ordered to take a Trio and force a duel between us.”

      “Why didn’t Sir Darioush come himself?” Logan asked, remembering the haughty looking elf from the shores of that river in Fae.

      “Commander Darioush would not tempt the Fates again. As Second Blade it was my responsibility to meet the threat,” her eyes rose to Logan’s, and he saw resolve firming under the confusion. “My Queen has called you Black Dragon, sir, and the ancient tales speak of the destruction he will bring to my homeland.”

      “Then why aren’t you trying to kill me now?” Logan asked, holding out a hand to still Ly’Synthia at his side.

      The high elf didn’t answer right away, and Logan saw her resolve faulter, shaken by what she found in his eyes.

      “You are not the wicked devil Mordrek claimed you to be… But this,” she waved a hand at the crown and sword, “Could all still be a ruse to gain my people’s trust. A mortal was struck, from my throw of that gemstone, so my honor will allow nothing else, until he is safe. But once that moment is here, you will meet me on the field of battle, Black Dragon, and we shall see who the Fates favor then.”

      “If he isn’t safe,” Logan said, his anger cold and remote, “Then you will answer for your crime.”

      The high elf’s back went stiff and her face registered indignation, but she kept any words she might have said to herself. As the others quietly talked to one another he paced up and down the hall. The lights flashing from under the ritual room’s door, told him the witches and Meryl were still at work, and every second that slipped past, his fears grew.

      Finally, the little sage pushed her way out of the room, her kinky black hair pushed back from her face and lines of sweat tracking their way down her brow. The witches came out after her, and Logan peered in to see Simon’s mom patting his hand with a worried frown on her lips.

      “Well?” He asked and his hopes fell when the witches shared frowns of worry with one another. Evelyn finally opened her mouth to speak but Meryl spoke first, the little sage’s acerbic voice unusually soft and gentle.

      “The boy’s soul and mind are gone. The trap he triggered should have carried him, body and soul, to Hell itself, but something interrupted the spell. I can’t say what it is yet, but there’s something off about that boy…” the little dark elf shot Simon’s mom a concerned glance and went on, “His body remains but it’s a shell, nothing more. If Gwen’s magic were to cease, the mortal shell would wither and die in hours.”

      “Can nothing be done?” Logan asked, “Where are his soul and mind?”

      “We have no way of knowing,” Evelyn said in a voice filled with concern. “In Hell with the Fallen One and his minions, most likely.”

      The sadness filling the witches was plain, and Logan saw tears fill Dr. Nguyen that she tried and failed to stifle.

      “I saw a world of ash and gray skies… with a forest in the distance,” Logan said.

      “Where?” Meryl’s voice was sharp as she spun on him.

      “In the haze that surrounded his body.”

      “Purgatory,” The Dark Elf breathed, turning excited eyes on the witches. The three busty women regarded Logan with odd looks, and he heard the high elf hiss something under her breath.

      “His gaze will pierce the Veil of Life…”

      “Was it your eye?” Meryl asked, “What did you see exactly?! Tell us everything.”

      Logan did, though the glimpse had been brief, it had been so vivid he couldn’t forget it.

      “It would make sense,” Evelyn said, musing to herself. “If the magical bonds were severed along the way, stretched too thin as the mortal body remained behind… The trap may have locked him to the nearest plane of existence. But can we be certain?”

      “The Speakers of the Dead will know,” Eris said, and a shiver passed through her and the other witches when the name was spoken.

      “Who?” Logan asked, though only Becca and Dr. Ngyuen wore the same look of confusion as he did.

      “Sentinels of the afterlife,” it was Syn who answered, and from the discomfort on her face and the way she rubbed her upper arms, she was just as uncomfortable as the witches in talking about them. “Their touch is death… the moment made manifest.”

      “If the boy passed through Purgatory, Hell or the Place Above, those freak-shows will know it… But what do we offer in payment?”

      “Their price is never the same,” Gwen said, “but it’s always higher than you’re willing to pay.”

      “Summon them,” Logan said, his words grinding out like stone on stone and there could be no denying the fire that burned in the young man’s eyes. The witches clutched at their dresses, suddenly nervous of the wild will they sensed in their Lord and Master.

      For the hundredth time, they wondered again what hid deep within him. For now, and then, at times like this, they would catch a glimpse of something cold and alien deep within his lone pale blue eye. Something far more frightening and terrible than the awesome power wrapped in the golden one.

      Before the women could protest, Logan stalked into the ritual room to gaze down at his friend. Dawn gazed up at him with a worried frown and reached out to slip her warm fingers into his hand.

      “I’ll save him,” Logan said, “I’ll bring him back to you safe, I swear it by my life, by this useless crown… on everything I hold dear.”

      “Please, Logan. Please bring my boy back to me,” the woman’s voice cracked, and Becca was there, pulling her into her arms. The teens dark blue eyes met Logan’s and matched his concern as the doctor wept on her shoulder.

      A dark shape materialized out of the shadows beneath the table Simon lay on and Logan nearly jumped back as the little demon-girl loomed out at him. Her terrible gaze was fixed on his face and he couldn’t tell what expression her alien features registered, but the promise in them was just as emphatic as his had been.
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      It took Meryl and the witches three hours to set up their ritual circle in the living room. The one in the ritual room was set to keep Simon’s body functioning with Gwen’s spell, but the one they inscribed in the living room was done with their blood. The scene was gristly, as the women each sliced open a vein and dribbled thick splatters of bright red blood across the carved lines.

      Gwen healed the cuts once the floor was coated, and the three witches dropped to their knees, and crawled around the inscribed circle. They chanted as they rubbed the blood into the carved runes, their words inaudible but raising the hairs on the backs of Logan’s arms. He couldn’t see the Fae magics they wove through the floorboards and tied off with their blood; they’d been inverted, their magics reaching into a cold and dark place. If he strained, he felt he could pierce the veil and see where the magics touched, but a fear so deep he couldn’t acknowledge it, held him back.

      “Mortal eyes may not look upon the countenance of death without losing some of their life essence,” Meryl said, as she tore long strips of cloth from a white sheet. Laying the strips before her, she wove her fingers over the fabric, and faint traces of magic reached down and faded into them. “These will act as a filter, or sunglasses, if you will. Do not remove them no matter what you hear or see. The Speakers will try to get you to remove it, so they may touch you, ignore their hunger, and if you falter there is no shame in leaving this room.”

      “You will do this thing?” Iyllia asked, her anger obvious but Logan thought it hid a deeper fear. “The Gods will flay your souls for this blasphemy.”

      “What blasphemy?” Meryl asked with a sneer, “The Sentinels are dangerous, but so is a starved wolf, would you call it blasphemous?”

      “The Gods-.”

      “I won’t listen to a high elf speak of the Gods,” Meryl said, her tone so dismissive Logan saw Iyllia’s back stiffen. “And if you want to know what the Gods think, just ask my Lord here to summon either the Moon, or Sister Deep and they’ll set you straight.”

      The high elf’s anger fled suddenly, and she barked out a laugh of amusement, “Summon the Gods? You take me for that much of a-.”

      “Meryl’s right, Lord Logan,” Jex’Amina said, tapping her chin with a long, slender finger as she frowned. “Sister Deep or the Moon Goddess may treat with the Sentinels in your place, freeing you of payment.”

      “Eris?” Logan asked.

      The red-headed witch nodded and pushed up her sleeves, “I’ve wanted to see Sister Deep since you returned, guess this as good a time as any to test your connection to her, Master.”

      “You’re serious?” Iyllia asked, her disbelief still plain but eyes widening as a silvery glow emanated from the witches’ palms.

      “Better sit back here and watch, love,” Becca said to the high elf with a wink. “If you’ve never witnessed a goddess’s entrance, you’ll want to be sitting down.”

      “They are both here,” Eris’s voice came out in a hiss, her eyes rolling back into her head as her body shook with convulsions. Raising her arms to the heavens, the red-haired witch exploded in swirling silver energies, forcing those too close to stagger back as the ethereal winds whipped around the room.

      Twin beams of light appeared, hovering in the air with the witches’ hands in their centers. One appeared silvery-white, while the other had a darker cast to it. The light coalesced into the twin figures of the Goddesses and the witch sagged in place.

      Knees hit the floor all around the room as Dark Elves and Witches made their obeisance’s, but a gasp of shock and a hiss of fear pulled Logan’s gaze away from the naked perfection hovering before him.

      Iyllia stood frozen in place, her lips twisted in a rictus snarl and her eyes disbelieving as she beheld the goddesses. The demon-girl crouched in the darkest corner of the room, one arm up to cover her face and the other clawed hand scrambling at the wall and floorboards.

      “YOU SUMMON US, KING WHO WAS PROMISED?”

      The Moon Goddess’s voice reached into the center of Logan’s being once again and set his spine to vibrating. His eyes locked onto their flawless figures and he struggled to form words.

      “My friend Simon has been hit with a spell, or trap. Can you help him in any way?”

      “NAY,” the Deep Goddess said, and the single word held a world of sorrow in it. “THY FAITH IN US IS BECOMING, BUT OUR REACH EXTENDS TO THE MORAL REALMS AND NOT THOSE BEYOND.”

      “TAKE CARE WHEN TREATING WITH THE SPEAKERS, NOBLE ONE. THEY WILL EXACT A TERRIBLE PRICE FOR ANY TRUTHS THEY REVEAL.”

      “Is there another option?”

      The goddesses gazed at one another and Logan could sense silent communication passing between them before their twin gazes fell upon him once more.

      “THE ORACLE MUST BE SAVED, FOR YOUR FATES ARE INTERTWINED. BUT WHERE YOU MUST JOURNEY WILL BE BEYOND OUR REACH. TAKE CARE, NOBLE ONE, FOR IN THE LANDS THAT TOUCH DEATH’S DOMAIN, THE FALLEN ONE RULES.”

      “I don’t care where I have to go or what I have to do.” Logan said, and the goddesses bowed their heads and spoke as one.

      “THEN YOU MUST SEEK PASSAGE ACROSS THE RIVER, AND JOURNEY TO THE HEART OF PURGATORY.”

      “TAKE OUR BLESSINGS, KING WHO WAS PROMISED,” the Moon Goddess began, “AND SEEK NOT GLORY OR TREASURE IN YOUR NOBLE QUEST.”

      “BUT REMAIN PURE OR HELL WILL DRAG YOU UNDER AND ALL WILL BE LOST.” Finished the Deep Goddess.

      As the goddess began to fade, each reached out and placed a gentle hand on Logan’s brow. He felt the heat deep within that cold touch and saw hungry grins flash across the goddesses faces before they faded, each promising silently that he owed them for the blessings and benevolence. As they disappeared a dark energy filled the void their presence left.

      The things that filled the ritual were invisible, but their hunger was palpable.

      “Veils, quickly!” Eris’s sharp hiss had hands scrambling to pull lengths of cloth around heads and the witches moved around the room quickly, checking that everyone’s eyes were hidden. Iyllia tried to pull out of Evelyn’s grasp but the witch uttered a single word of command and the elf froze in place.

      “You entered our den, White Knight. Did you think that didn’t put you under our power the moment you stepped over the threshold?”

      Logan would have had the witch take the words back if he could, because he saw the high elf’s nostrils and eyes flare with anger. Gwen adjusted the cloth covering his eyes, and he found he could still see through the thin material, though the room had a hazy filter over it and the magics imbued within it tingled against his skin.

      The malign force filling the circle had no form, or shape, but there was intent behind the mass of growing darkness. And that intent was focused solely on Logan.

      Sweat broke out on the young man’s brow as death reached for him, and a part of him desired nothing more than to reach out and take their hand. The desire to escape the slow torture of life reached a crescendo, but Logan held to thoughts of the witches and Simon, of Meryl and Becca and all the others he’d met recently, and the desire faded to a manageable level.

      “He calls brothers and sisters. He calls!”

      The sibilant hiss sounded like it came from a dozen voices at once.

      “Pythia is gone, but her heir is here. Lost in the grayness of the Between. You seek power and privilege, Crown-wearer, but not knowledge and the price will come due.”

      “I-.” Logan began, but the hiss grew into a chatter of anger that cut him off and a single deep voice spoke from the haze.

      “The glory of gods will be your folly, manling. Seek not those exalted heights and Pythia’s Heir will appear to you. A throne is emptying, and the heavens above cry for another lost son.”

      “What-.”

      “One led the Legions, but a second Falls… taking up the mantle. He will dry the river and lead the legions of dead past our gates and into the realms of living. The price for passage given Crown-wearer: no son born from a union of love will carry thy name.”

      Logan kept his lips sealed, sensing the dark amusement from the Sentinels every time they interrupted him. Glancing over at the witches, Evelyn motioned for him to continue.

      “Where-.”

      “Passage is paid, the River… awaits.”

      Logan’s frustration flashed into anger. The pressures of command, as well as his fears for his friend had frayed his nerves to the point he lost control for an instant. Temper flaring, he might have hit the other-worldly beings if doing so wouldn’t have ended his life; instead he grips his hands into fists so tightly the nails dug into the palms and a deep groan of anger arose from his throat.

      For an instant, his thoughts went cold and remote and his gaze pierced the veil surrounding the beings. Instead of being hideous and ancient looking creatures as their voices hinted at, Logan saw children. Small beings of light, their inner glow was silvery, like that of the goddesses, but faint.

      “You will answer my questions,” he growled, fixing each with a firm stare and seeing the sly grins melt into shock as he met all seven sets eyes and finally settle on the eldest. “What is Simon? And how do I get him free?”

      “Pythia’s Heir sits in the center of the map, but you will not find him…” the girls voice trailed off weakly as she saw Logan’s eye flash once again, and not the golden one. “What are you… Crown-wearer? No… more, I think… Will you keep my sisters and I trapped forever, Crown-wearer?” Her sibilant hiss suddenly took on an air of flirty, playfulness that caused the hairs to rise on Logan’s neck and arms. “Perhaps your touch will finally give my sisters and I the…. Mhmmm… release, we’ve always wanted. Come, Crown-wearer… are we not the most beautiful things you’ve ever seen?”

      The godling, or whatever it was, shifted in Logan’s perception, the teen girl growing so heart-breakingly lovely that his fingers trembled. A vision of beauty couldn’t break the bonds he’d forged with the women behind him, and Logan made fists of his shaky hands and dropped his brows into a glower of anger, masking the desire swirling in him.

      “Thank you for the answers,” Logan said with sincerity, then with a difficulty he hadn’t expected, he uttered a single word of power and for a wonder the magics worked for him. “Begone.”

      The Sentinels of the Damned, Speakers of the Dead, daughters of gods long forgotten and lost to time, laughed a merry sound as they faded from Logan’s vision, taking the alien-remoteness with it as well. When he turned around, every set of eyes were staring at him in an array of expressions.
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      The witches looked awed, and a touch scared, while the dark elves just looked terrified. The high elf looked as though all her suspicions about the human’s wicked nature had been confirmed, while Becca and Dr. Ngyuen were staring at Logan as if he could do no wrong. The little demon girl’s red eyes sparkled with interest as they watched him from the shadows, and he thought he detected a hint of fear in her alien features.

      “What you did shouldn’t have been possible,” Meryl said, her dark curls rustling as though a nervous bird moved around inside. “Not even the Gods can command Sentinels.”

      “How long until you can open a gate?” Logan asked, then remembered his dream from the night before. “And do I guess right; I can only bring four through with me?”

      “Yes… how did you know that?” Meryl asked, her unease obvious, but Logan ignored the question and turned to the others arrayed around the room. “I’ll leave it up to you to decide who accompanies me. But that one,” he pointed at the nearly invisible demon-girl, “is coming.”

      “Why her?!” Iyllia asked with a sneer for the little demon.

      “Because I saw it in a dream.” He looked around at the questioning faces but gave no more answer than that. “Be ready to go by the time I get back. Dr. Nguyen, you’re with me.” The older woman gave a start and jumped to her feet.

      “Where are you going?” Evelyn asked.

      “To Simon’s. We’ll need something with his scent, just in case.”

      “It will take us two hours to set up the ritual,” Meryl said. “That should give them enough time to wrangle a team together.”

      “You’re not going?” Eris asked the little dark elf.

      “Too close to Hell,” Meryl said with a shiver. “And that place has been trying to trap me for millennia, no thank you.”

      “What should we do about that one?” Gwen asked with a frown of distaste for the little demon who crouched in a dim corner glaring at everything.

      “Leave her be,” Logan said softly. “Can’t you see how heart sick she is?”

      The three witches blinked rapidly as they glanced over at the demon, but their frowns never shifted.

      “I’m not sure about that.” Evelyn said.

      “Doesn’t matter,” Logan said. “Just keep her here and safe til I return. I need her to help find Simon.”

      While Becca and the other ladies were debating who should accompany him, Logan fired up the Triumph and Dawn swung up behind him. He could tell the woman was distracted with worry for her son, but if she was going to be staying with his body, it would be good she had a change of clothes and her own pillow at least. He wasn’t sure if something with his friends’ scent would even help find him, but it couldn’t hurt.

      “You’ve been reading the book!” Dawn called forward, her arms wrapped tight around his waist and her soft, heavy breasts pressed to his back. “I saw you using its theories during the crisis. Decisive leadership and momentum… You did excellent! One thing,” Her voice dropped as he pulled to a stop at a light and her grip on him tightened. “You should learn to employ your… appeal when dealing with a room of women like that. The affect you have on them is… fascinating.”

      “What do you mean?” Logan asked as the light changed and they took off.

      “The pale… elf? The one with the blonde hair… I did not know when you mentioned other races how incredibly… gorgeous they’d be. Anyway, she took her direction from you as easily as that dark-skinned one with the big breasts, though she glared and frowned the entire time, her body language was the same. Her mind is telling her she hates you, but the body has its own truths.”

      Logan pulled to a stop in Simon’s driveway and keyed off the ignition. He was about to swing off the bike, but Dawn held him in place for a second.

      “Thank you for what you did for my son,” her arms gripped him tight as he could hear the emotion in her voice that she tried to suppress. “And for offering to help him. I can’t ask you to do it… it would be too cruel, but I will… Oh god Logan, I don’t know what I’ll do if I lose my baby!”

      Logan twisted around and pulled the woman into the circle of his arms. She sobbed against his chest, her tears flowing freely, hands gripping his shirt tight. One of the Simon’s neighbors poked her head out of her house and glanced over with a frown that melted into a blushing smile when Logan glanced over. Then her smile shifted into an ‘O’ of shock and he realized his golden eye must be visible.

      “Let’s go inside,” he said, helping the woman off the bike.

      “I’m sorry, I’m just a blubbering mess. Hi, Helen!” She waved at the neighbor. “Nosey old bat…”

      The woman grumbled under her breath as they entered the house. Dropping her keys, Dawn stood lost for a moment until Logan rested a hand on her shoulder. Then the woman whirled in his arms and pushed him back against the cabinets, her hot lips seeking his as her hands fumbled beneath his shirt and began tearing at his belt.

      “Please, just help me forget the pain… just for a bit… I dream about you all the time… every night... Please!”

      Logan gave into his own desire, arms circling his friends’ mother’s waist, he bent her back as their lips met. Tongues dancing together as their hands fumbled, freeing their clothing. Dawn’s hands were desperate, and Logan could sense the need within her. Desperate to feel anything good, the woman’s fingers fumbled free his manhood, and he tore aside her panties.

      Picking her up, her whimpers filling the kitchen along with the wet sounds of their passionate kisses, he dropped her ass on the kitchen table and was inside her sopping wetness a second later. The MILF fell back, her ankles hooking around Logan’s ass as she hauled him in and out of her tightness.

      “Oh, god… right there!... Right there!”

      Gripping the woman’s hips, he watched her massive breasts swaying in her thick bra and top, and her expression tense up as her nails dug into his arms. His cock was hard as steel as her tightness gripped him and her body went stiff. Dawn shivered as the orgasm passed through her body and sagged onto the table, Logan stilling within her.

      The older woman pulled herself up and dragged the young man’s lips to hers. Her kisses even hotter and more desperate than they had been before as she slipped forward and reached down to stroke his big dick.

      “Let me do this… please, I need to taste you.”

      “Top off,” Logan growled, as his best friend’s mom dropped to her knees before him.

      The MILF smiled in pleasure as she unbuttoned her top and tugged it free of her skirt. Watching his face closely, she unhooked and let her heavy bra drop to the kitchen floor. Logan’s eyes went round as he took in their heavy sway, and the puffy, pale pink areolas capping each glorious breast and Dawn smiled in happiness.

      The woman put all thoughts and worries out of her mind. The afterglow of her orgasm still filled her with euphoria, but the thick cock hanging before her lips had filled her mind every night these past couple weeks. Logan’s sigh of pleasure as she ran her thick lips over the head, spurred her on, and soon her tongue joined in.

      The woman’s hands reached around and pulled on Logan’s ass, her dark eyes meeting his and crinkling at the corners in a grin of hunger. He could only watch in awe as most of his dick slipped down her throat, the tightness incredible, and then she pulled him back and urged him to drive forward again.

      “Mhmmm…. Yes… take it,” Logan moaned, his voice joining that of the slobbering and whimpering woman whose face he was gently fucking.

      Dawn had dreamed of this the past couple night, using her dildo to stretch her throat. The discomfort only made her pussy ache all the harder, and the sight of Logan’s face frozen in awed bliss had her on the verge of orgasm.

      He let loose the bonds that kept him in check, as he had with the woman when he’d tapped into his demonic blood. Dawn moaned, as the young man’s dick drove in and out of her mouth. Sucking for all she was worth, her throat was pounded again and again by his insistent cock and then she felt his legs tensing and with a hungry groan, drove forward so his dick filled her throat.

      “Cumming,” Logan moaned as Dawn’s throat worked, the spasming muscled milking every last drop of his cum.

      Dawn wasn’t done though, sucking hard she didn’t release his cock until it was thick and throbbing again. Eager to drink down another mouthful, Logan had other ideas.

      Hauling her up and spinning her around, he bent her over and thrust into her in one go. The MILF cried out in shocked pleasure and gripped the wall with one hand and the back of a chair with the other, her massive breast swinging beneath her as Logan took her with insistent strokes. The sound of her ass slapping against his hips, and their rapid grunts, grew as they neared their pleasure.

      When Logan finally exploded in the woman’s soft pussy, she was barely standing, her legs a quiver from a half dozen small orgasms that reached their crescendo as his seed flooded her womb. Staggering to her feet, she fell back into Logan’s arms and rested her head on his chest.

      “Thank you… I needed to feel something good.”

      “I needed that too,” Logan said, feeling more clearheaded than he had in hours. “Come on, let’s get the stuff and head back. The gate should be open soon.”

      “I’ve been thinking about what those things you spoke to…” she gave a shudder before going on, “said about, Simon.”

      “I wouldn’t worry too much about it.”

      “They called him Pythia’s heir. Do you know the tale of the Oracle?”

      “No,” Logan said, pulling his pants on and belting them as the woman bent low to pick up her bra. His manhood gave a brief twitch of desire when he saw her massive breasts hanging down, but he schooled his thoughts to concern for his friend and listened with interest.

      “Pythia was Apollo’s highest ranked priestess. She was slain by Apollo and left to rot. Delphi was the location of her death, or some tales tell it. And it was her decomposing body that the priestesses would inhale to see their visions… members of my family have been prone to madness and mental illness. My own mother spoke in riddles when she wasn’t raving. That’s part of the reason I studied psychology in the first place… If what they say is true… what could it mean?”

      “I don’t know,” Logan said with a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach as several clues fell into place. “But we should tell Evelyn and the others.”

      “I think they already suspect,” Dawn said. “I’m going to grab a blanket and change of clothes. Meet you back here in five.”
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      Logan found Simon’s room and packed a small bag for his friend, careful to keep everything neat and orderly. Unhooking the lucky rabbit’s foot that hung from Simon’s desk chair, Logan figured it would be good enough to get a scent, or maybe use in a fetish to find the boy. Turning to go, he spotted Simon’s notebook, filled with carefully annotated details of his game. On impulse he stuffed it into the backpack along with Simon’s laptop and ran down to meet Dawn.

      When he arrived back at home, he found Becca pacing the living room with a “put-out” looking Iyllia. The brunette hurried over when Logan came in, her expression tight with eager excitement.

      “Eris said the gate will open for only a few seconds. Syn’s getting ready in your room. Jex’Amina is going to stay with the witches, and so is Meryl,” Becca let out a snort of laughter. “You should have seen her trying to wiggle her way out of coming.”

      “Why didn’t she want to come?”

      “Turns out there’s no magic in the underworld,” Becca said with a wink.

      “Who’s all coming then?” Logan asked.

      “Syn, Dystra, Iyllia and me of course. I hope you weren’t planning on leaving me behind.”

      “Never,” Logan said, he glanced back at Dawn, but his friend’s mom had slipped into the seat beside Iyllia and was gently probing the pale skinned elf with questions. “I’m going to pack.”

      “Don’t take too long!” The tense excitement in the brunette’s voice followed him down the hall, and he heard her booted feet take up their pacing once more.

      Poking his head in the ritual room, he saw the three witches and Meryl hunched over a large black tome. The dark elf was gesticulating wildly, her voice especially acerbic and she spoke as though explaining to children, and stupid ones at that.

      “No, no, no! The third quadrant bisects the second and fourth, it isn’t interwoven!”

      The witches wore patient expressions, but he could see the twitch of muscles around one of Eris’ eyes as the redhead gripped her skirts to keep from saying something that would set the ancient sage off even more. When she noticed me pop my head in, the witch flashed a grin of relief and hurried over.

      “Get me away from that one before I tear her hair out!” Turning back to her sisters she said, “I’ll prepare the warding’s. Let me know when you’ve figured things out.”

      Gwen and Evelyn shot the redhead looks of longing, as Meryl began her explanation again and Eris bustled Logan before her and slammed the door shut.

      “Everything’s good?” Logan asked.

      “Oh yes,” The witch said, pushing a thick strand of curly locks over one ear and letting out a great sigh. “Well, a few complications, but nothing we can’t handle.”

      “I hear there’s no magic in the underworld. I guess one good thing is we won’t have to fight it.”

      “That’s not entirely true,” Eris said, popping into her room and grabbing a bag of clinking bottles. “The energy of the worlds flows through the Underworld, but neither living nor dead may touch it. Think of Earth and Fae like an egg. This world would be the yolk, and Fae the egg white. Purgatory is the shell that holds everything together. It touches upon both yolk and white, but nothing passes through, that it doesn’t allow… typically.”

      “What’s outside the shell?”

      “The realm of gods and dragons,” Eris said with a shrug. “Even with my new gifts, I know very little about it.”

      “I have your bag packed, Sire,” Syn said, holding the bedroom door open for him.

      “Thank you, just give me a minute, please.”

      The witch and warrior had been about to push into the room with him, and from the considering looks the pair were sharing, had more than talking or packing on their minds. He needed some peace and time to think, though. Flipping the lock, he sat down on his bed and dropped his head into his hands and let out a long, slow exhalation. Closing his eyes, Logan offered a silent prayer to any who might listen to look over his friend.

      Rising, he took up the baldric of his sword and slung it over his shoulders and slipped the belt through its buckle. The weapon felt heavier than usual, as he moved to leave. The previous adventures had been important but now the life of the best friend he’d ever known hung in the balance and there could be no room for errors.

      He found the ritual room a bustle of activity when he stepped in. Eris was muttering a small incantation as she plunged a needle into Gwen’s arm and drew it out. The single drop of blood beaded on the tip of the needle sparkled before dropping into the small fetish the witch had made. Syn and the high elf were having a quiet, but heated discussion about whether or not the pale elf could wear her weapons.

      It was the silent little demon who hid in the corner watching everything with bird-bright eyes that drew the young man’s attention. Her gaze shifted to him as he approached, and she bared sharp little fangs.

      “You care about Simon.” He said it as a statement not a question, but the demon’s eyes frowned in confusion.

      “He’s important to Mother’s plans,” she said in a hiss. “If not for that I wouldn’t care if he lived or died!”

      “Oh?” Logan asked, raising an eyebrow. “Why don’t I believe you?”

      The little demon hissed and bared her fangs once more but said nothing as he turned back to observe the witch’s work.

      “Everything’s ready,” Evelyn said a minute later, as she pushed a thick lock of dark hair back behind one ear and scanned her notes one last time. “There’s one thing you should know, Lord. The return portal will take ten minutes on our side to open, but that could be one minute, ten seconds of five hours on the other side. There’s no way of knowing in a place outside of time.”

      “She’s saying you can’t rely on it for escape,” Meryl voice was grim as she went on. “When this portal’s open, the dead may not pass through but anything living may… and there’s more than the dead in the lands of Hell. So, don’t open it anywhere stupid.”

      “Got it,” Logan said, he shouldered his pack as Ly’Synthia  handed it to him and scanned the group who would be traveling with him.

      “You knew who would be coming… didn’t you?” Evelyn asked softly as she stepped in front of him and took her place corner of the pentagram. “How?”

      “I’ve been having dreams or waking visions,” Logan replied. “Fate’s hand is on all this. All I did was to force them to reveal themselves.”

      “You can’t toy with these forces Logan,” the witch whispered fiercely. The eyes of the others watching with concern but unable to hear what passed between the two. “Even Gods fear the Fates. Players with fixed positions on the board are never to be trifled with.”

      The sweet and gentle young man she knew was absent from the hard eyed gaze that pinned Evelyn in place. He was finally accepting the title they’d thrust upon him, and instead of being put off by his commanding gaze; she felt her body trembling. Here were the first glimmers of what he was becoming, and she found it very pleasing.

      Very pleasing indeed.

      “I’m tired of being pushed and prodded. Especially when I have no idea what direction it’s toward. The Fates are no enemy of mine, nor are they friend. What they gave yesterday will be taken tomorrow, you said it yourself. And they have intent. That I mistrust.”

      The witch’s expression was concerned, but she nodded up at Logan and patted his hand, sending a silent prayer to her goddess to watch out for the young man in the trials ahead, and turned back to the circle.

      Talk of the Fates had set a stir amongst the elves, but the little demon girl watched Logan with more interest as the witches and Meryl began their incantations. The high elf looked the most offended, but Jex’Amina wasn’t far behind. Ly’Synthia on the other hand stared at her lord with the same worshipful expression she seemed to always hold, while Becca lounged against a bookshelf looking bored as she fiddled with the hilts of her blades.

      Dawn sat against the back wall, hands clasped before herself as she prayed to her god that her son would return safe, while trying her hardest not to stare at the creatures out of myth and legend that stood around her. The psychologist was taking things as well as anyone could, accepting demon-girls and high elves with the same aplomb, but whenever her eyes strayed to witches with their identical eyes and massive, heaving bosoms, her eyes would bulge and cheeks heat.
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      Logan put the rest of them out of his mind and focused on what he knew about the task at hand. That was frustratingly little, but he fingered the fetish Eris had fixed to his belt, reassuring himself it was there, as the purple and black magics leapt into existence. The witch’s chanting wove throughout Meryl’s words of command and the magic snapped into place with an angry hiss.

      Reality rent aside, and the world was split asunder. Unlike with the Cauldron’s portal to the Realm of Fae, the gateway they opened now seethed and writhed, trying to tear free of their control. The small room was filled with a fetid reek and Logan coughed, his stomach lurching as it nearly heaved the contents of his lunch up onto his feet.

      “Quickly!” Meryl hissed, arms quivering as she added her will to that of the witches.

      “Be safe!” Gwen called from the far side of the circle and Evelyn watched Logan step past her with worried eyes until the young hero turned and she noticed the excitement burning deep within his pale blue eye. He was shouldering the guilt and responsibility, but a large part of him was looking forward to the quest, and that reassured the witch, though she couldn’t say why.

      “Keep Dawn safe. We’ll return as soon as we’re able.” There was more in his eyes, but it was too much to be said in words and there wasn’t enough time. Snatching him close and ignoring Meryl’s angry hiss as she struggled with the magics, Evelyn stole a heated kiss from her lord’s lips before he leapt through the dingy gray portal on the heels of Ly’Synthia.

      Becca offered the witch a wink before waltzing in after Logan, but the demon girl ignored them all as she followed the human, her sharp claws flexing with each step as her dark eyes darted around constantly. Iyllia hesitated, her upper lips rising in a rictus snarl as she felt the deathly aura rolling through the gate and got a full face of the awful reek.

      “This is madness… I should have ignored the bastard and gone home… To Hell with some fat little mortal…”

      “But you didn’t ignore him.” Evelyn said, “It was the first good thing you’ve done in centuries I imagine. Don’t falter now girl. Or were you happier with the lies you once lived?”

      The proud elf didn’t deign to answer the witch, but her haughty air was a touch unsure as she edged forward through the gate. The elf wasn’t fully through before Meryl let out an annoyed hiss and helped her on her way with a blast of wind and let the gate snap shut with a sigh of relief.

      “That was easier than I thought it would be,” the ancient sage said.

      Turning to take in the mis-matched collection of women left behind, the witches were a bedraggled lot, hair in disarray and sagging with exhaustion like Meryl, the spell had taken more out of them than they’d let on to Logan and the others. Dawn looked lost as she sat on a bench, a line of rosary beads clicking through her fingers as she muttered silently to herself, and Jex’Amina couldn’t decide whether to be jealous or relieved that she hadn’t gone.

      “We should get it ready in case they find the kid quickly. The beacon could flash any minute or hour-.” Reaching up, the sage gripped her skull as a stab of pain shot through her brain and to the center of her soul and where her mind met her magic.

      Jex’Amina crumpled to the floor first. The dark elf’s head struck the floorboards so hard Dawn let out a shocked little cry and looked over, only to see the witches toppling over a couple seconds later, with hopeless, horrified expressions painted on their beautiful faces. A sharp gasp drew her gaze to the black-haired little sage, who sagged to her knees and gasped, her fists thumping into the ground as she fell forward.

      “What’s going on? Is it Logan?! Are they ok?”

      “The Left Hand of God has Fallen… to join the Right,” the ancient dark elf gasped, her voice so pain filled, and horrified Dawn filched. “Balance between heaven and hell… upset… An immortal’s blood spilled!”

      The last words rose in a cry of shock. Her back arching and face rising to the heaven’s above and Dawn saw the little elf’s features for the first time, shocked as most were as their cherubic beauty, before the sage tolled over, unconscious.

      “Hello…?” Dawn asked, rising to her feet and looking down at the five unconscious magic users and looking around the shadowy witch’s hovel with even more anxiety than she already had.

      A dim flash drew her attention to the table where the redheaded witch had been working, to the gemstone she said would be the beacon to signal their return. Dull and lifeless just a moment before, it began to glow with an insistent light.

      As irritating as the little elf had been since first meeting her, Dawn couldn’t deny how effective she’d been. Being a female in a male-dominated profession, she’d learned to appreciate a woman who could speak her mind and didn’t care who heard it. Finding a pulse on the elf’s neck, she was reassured to see her breathing easy.

      “Heaven help us,” Dawn whispered, before pushing up her sleeves and getting to work.

      

      Logan wasn’t sure what to expect when he stepped into purgatory, but an empty riverbed and weed covered hills wasn’t it. The stench still assaulted his senses, carried on a light breeze, along with a cloud of dust, but wasn’t as intense as it had been.

      He found himself in a small depression in the midst of low rolling hills. The dry grasses and weeds covering the hills was broken up here and there by skeletal trees and bushes that looked long dead. An arched sign stood a dozen meters away. Its faded lettering was nearly illegible, but Logan could make out where it had once said ‘Welcome!’ if not the smaller words beneath it.

      “A fell place,” Ly’Synthia observed, her spear held in the ready position.

      “Scout the area,” Logan said, as Syn stepped through the portal followed by a strolling Becca.

      “We already know what direction to go,” Becca said and when Logan cocked an eyebrow in question, she pointed to the fetish tied to his belt which stood out from his body, pointing towards the faded sign. “I’d say we go that way.”

      “Ly’Synthia,” Logan said with a nod for the dark elf who started off, her eyes scanning the dusty ground and hills for signs of life.

      “They are attacking my Simon!” The demon’s screech was so loud Logan flinched and raised a hand to try to quiet her, but the next cry was even louder, and her baleful eyes implored him. “Can’t you feel the assault on his mind?!”

      “There’s no magic here, how can he feel anything? Now shut the fuck up while we…” but Becca trailed off when she saw the look on Logan’s face.

      “She’s right,” he said, cocking his head to the side and frowning in the direction the fetish pointed. “It’s like a dark storm I can feel but not see… I can’t sense what it’s focused on though.”

      “My Simon,” the demon whimpered.

      “Can you sense anything Syn?”

      The tall dark elf frowned and shook her head as she thumped the butt of her spear on the ground, a look of frustration passing over her features quickly. “I feel nothing in this place… but emptiness.”

      “Nngh,” Iyllia grunted in agreement, before a frown of annoyance stole onto her face.

      “You feel the same as Syn?” Logan asked the high elf, whose frown only deepened before she answered.

      “All connection to Fae is gone. You’ve brought us to damnation itself, man. What did you expect? Let’s get this farce over with…” she glanced with distaste to a flake of ash that had settled on her shoulder and tried to brush it off, only to have it smear across her pale skin. “I feel unclean in this Realm, as if the eyes of something cruel were undressing me and sizing me up for the slaughter.”

      “Nngh,” grunting in agreement before catching herself, Syn was careful not to look at the high elf as she continued hunting the ground for tracks. “There are faint impressions of tracks, but the winds have wiped most signs away. All heading in the same direction.”

      “Keep your weapons close,” Logan said, reaching up to loosen his sword in its sheath. “We can’t be sure what to expect.”

      With a nod, Syn ranged out ahead. Unwilling to march at the human sides, the high elf joined the dark in scouting their path, while Dystra fell behind. Logan tried to ignore the tickle in the back of his throat from the dry dust filling the air but an annoying, hacking cough began and wouldn’t disappear no matter how much water he drank from the bottle in his pack.

      “It’s even more flavorless than normal,” Becca observed as she slipped her own bottle back into her pack. “Don’t think we can expect any five-star meals here. What do you think?”

      “It’s not too bad,” Logan said, “At least you’re not a walking tomb this time.”

      “That did suck,” Becca said, then shrugged. “Train ride was still the best vacation we took. All the wonderful sights…”

      “Dancing on the roof…” Logan grinned over at his friend.

      “Meeting new and interesting people…” Becca grinned back. “I wonder whatever happened to Kaiser. You think he survived?”

      “I’m certain of it,” Logan said, his smile slipping.

      “And Moran’D’Dreth,” Becca asked with a sly wink. “Wonder what that sucker is up to.”

      “Sucker?”

      “Blood sucker, cock sucker, whatever… From the way you described her she sounds like both.”

      Logan was quiet after that, but his thoughts weren’t. The Vampire Queen was a reminder that he played with powers far deadlier than simple monsters. His mind was turning over these problems and others when he spotted Syn frozen in place, an expression of awe etched across her beautiful features. It only took a minute for them to catch up to the dark elf and see what shocked her.
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      The gentle rolling hills gave way to a steep slope leading down to a field of massive buildings that stretched as far as the eye could see. Logan thought at first, he was looking at an ocean, until he noticed there was no shore only a wall of hundred story buildings that rose right from the dry, cracked ground.

      The buildings were in slate gray, with narrow windows covering their sides that reached from the bottom floors to the top. Other than the windows there was nothing to differentiate one from another, which made it impossible to try to count how many there were. Each time Logan tried, he lost track after a few dozen.

      “There must be millions,” Becca said, and the normally confident young woman’s voice sounded small and lost as she stared at the unending sea.

      “A repository of lost souls,” Dystra said in a sibilant hiss. “Forgotten and ignored, like my own people.”

      The demon spit to the side and glared up at the two elves towering above her. Ly’Synthia ignored the demon but the high elf shot her a glare and was opening her mouth to argue or cast an insult, but Logan spoke first, heading off their argument before it began.

      “Finding Simon in all of that is going to be our fundamental challenge,” Reaching down, he pulled the fetish from his belt and frowned at the magic he felt tingling through his fingers. Eris had warned him the magic would be hidden from his senses in this place, and that what she’d tied into the fetish should work, but that he wouldn’t be able to manipulate it, as he had been able to in the Realm of Fae.

      Only Logan could sense the magic in the fetish. He could feel magic within himself responding to the fetish’s proximity, but it was a subtle and faint thing. he might be able to reach into the small bit of wrapped cloth and change the intricate matrix of Fae within. Knowing little about the underlying principles the witch had employed, he would only ruin the spell if he tampered with it, but the possibility filled him with comfort as well as questions.

      “The fetish is pointing towards the center,” Logan said, holding it up so the women could see where it pointed. “Syn, you carry it and scout us a path once we get down there. Stay close through. We have no idea what to expect and I don’t want us getting separated in there-.”

      The ground gave a violent heave, throwing Logan and the women around. Becca and the two elves managed to stay on their feet, but just barely, while Dystra and he were thrown down. Head ringing from where it had struck the hard ground, Logan had his sword out and was back on his feet before a second had passed.

      Becca and the elves were faster. The high elf arched an eyebrow at the human girl’s glittering blades, and Logan saw she carried twin sabers of the same design, only longer. Syn held her spear cocked and ready to throw at the slightest sign of trouble, but Logan saw there was nothing in sight.

      “What the hell was that?” Becca asked, but the elves were shaking their head and wore looks as disturbed as hers.

      “Not in Hell,” Dystra said with a hiss of anger, then she cast her gaze upwards towards the featureless gray sky and barred her fangs. “The blow came from Above.”

      “Above?” Iyllia asked with a sneer of contempt.

      “Your Gods are small and puny things,” Dystra sneered. “But they have kept your people out of the real war. Not mine though. Mother still remembers the Fall and we hold to the old ways. The Blood ways.”

      “Barbaric,” Ly’Synthia sniffed at the same time Iyllia said, “Savages,” and gave nearly an identical sniff of disgust as Syn.

      The two elves glared at one another, but Logan ignored them and let his eyes bore into those of the little demoness. He knew the golden eyes had its own power, but he’d come to respect the effect a firm gaze could produce.

      “What are you talking about?” Logan asked.

      “The demon speaks of the First War.” Iyllia said with a sneer at the demon. “The ancient war between Heaven Above and Hell Below but she speaks nonsense. There is no way a demon could know.”

      Dystra hissed in anger, and Logan turned on the little demon.

      “Is what Iyllia say’s true? Or do you know more than she?”

      “Believe your pretty elves, Lord,” the sneer in her voice was plain as she went on. “and I’ll keep my own counsel.”

      Logan gave Dystra a considering look but realized she wouldn’t admit anything else, certainly not when the two elves were nearby. Turning to Syn, he motioned for her to lead on.

      “Simon is what matters. Let’s move out.”

      Becca strode at his side, the teen’s dark eyes scanning the dry landscape as if she expected monsters to leap from the ground any second. From the growing disappointment in her expression, Logan guessed she wished they would, if only to relieve her boredom.

      The wall of buildings was farther off than it appeared at first. The massive size of each building threw off their perspective and Logan had a sheen of sweat beading his brow by the time they finally approached. Movement in the dim shadows between buildings gave the party pause, and they approached with caution.

      Logan hadn’t been sure what to expect within the shadows of the buildings, but the milling crowds of lost souls wasn’t it. He could feel thousands of sets of eyes on him and the women as they drew close, but the souls were skittish of the living, pulling back into the deeper shadows.

      Logan felt dwarfed by the towering wall as he neared it. His mind struggling to make sense of the scale he was seeing as the buildings marched off to the left and right. The outer wall of buildings didn’t have windows on the ground floor, or in the narrow alleys that separated them. Drawing abreast of the place, Logan had to cover his nose from the awful stench. The reek they’d been smelling since passing through the portal was sharp and strong here.

      The first two souls Logan saw close up looked human, though their features were unlike any he’d ever seen before. Eyes with epicanthic folds, skin a dark black, and mouth wider set than any on earth, he frowned in puzzlement until he saw the third creature with its dangling antenna. Those large oval eyes and tiny mouth had never evolved on earth.

      Their bodies were clothed in rags, but where the flesh poked through, it lacked solidity. As if a strong breeze could blow the souls away at any moment. The four in the alleyway sat huddled against the walls, eyes downcast and expression blank, unregistering of the living that passed by.

      “Have you ever seen the like?” Syn asked, a disturbed expression etched across her beautiful features.

      “There are more worlds than ours in the universe,” Becca said with a frown down at the lack of reaction from the alien-creature. “Why would it be a surprise their dead end up here too?”

      “She’s right,” Logan said, then motioned for Syn to lead on. “Let see what’s in these buildings before we get in too deep.”

      They passed through the alley and found a wide boulevard on the other side stretching to the left and right as far as the eye could see. There was no sun in this place, but the buildings still cast dark shadows over everything on ground level. It wasn’t the structures and their lack of features that interested Logan but the souls he saw milling around.

      He spotted human’s scattered throughout, but also demon’s and even a lone High Elf, towering above the rest with his long, slender ears. The insubstantial figures wore expressionless faces as they watched the living pass, but Logan’s skin crawled as he felt their eyes on him.

      The second line of buildings had windows and doors on the ground level. Black openings without doors or windows, he approached the nearest window with caution, seeing nothing in the blackness until he pressed his face into the opening.

      Inside he found a strange scene.

      A long room, the length of the building, was filled with hundreds of small desks like you’d find in an elementary school with the desks affixed to the chairs. Every desk had a soul sitting at it. Men and women of every race imaginable made up the strange classroom, but most were children. They stared forward with universally bored expressions as a golden figure lectured them.

      “-is the end not the means. Goodness doesn’t spring from within; it is granted by God. Seek the sin in your hearts and root it out. Because all who find themselves in this place have lost the love of God and must make themselves good again in His eyes.”

      Logan pulled his head out of the dark space and the voice cut off. Syn shot him a frown as she pulled her head out of a window next to his and glanced down the boulevard.

      “They can’t all be filled with the same thing.”

      “Let’s check,” Logan said.
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      In the next building they found the same hall, filled with hundreds of bored souls while a different golden figure lectured them.

      “At their heart all living beings is sin, greed and all the worst impulses. Only in ignoring yourself, can you reach a hand up toward Heaven. Ignore your thoughts and impulses, for they are the Fallen One’s work, and instead meditate on the unending love God pours forth-.”

      Logan pulled back and found Becca beside him.

      “Trouble’s approaching, find anything interesting?”

      “No,” Logan said as he noticed the growing crowd approaching from one direction. There were several large figures at the front of the crowd and from the angry muttering and hisses from the crowd behind them they weren’t the welcoming party.

      “Nonsense!” Syn said when she pulled her head back, a frown of disgust marring her features. “They’ve perverted the Ancient Teachings.”

      The high elf snapped her jaw closed but from the frown she wore it was clear to Logan she’d been thinking the same thing. He wanted to ask the dark elf what she meant by Ancient Teachings, but the angry crowd was growing close, and he stepped forward, wondering if he should draw his sword and then wondering what would happen to a soul that was killed in purgatory… was such a thing even possible? Seeing the angry crowd in a new light, Logan focused his attention on the figure in the front they were centered around and tried to ignore his growing fears.

      “Your kind has no place here, mortal.”

      The man, if such gender definitions conformed to its race, towered over more than two feet over Logan’s not inconsiderable height. Its hair hung down its back in braided ropes and the face was covered in boney protrusions that grew over its eyes and mouth in armor. The protrusions stuck out from its entire body, giving it a terrifying appearance.

      “We don’t wish to disturb you-.”

      “Then leave!” Called a soul from back in the crowd, earning itself a chorus of faint cheers and cries of agreement.

      “They trapped my friend within this place,” Logan said, keeping his tone calm but firm as he addressed the giant before him. “If you know anything or can help us find him, then we’ll be gone.”

      “Your friend is lost,” the giant rumbled, “Forget what cannot be saved and care for the living, mortal. Your appearance disturbs our re-education.”

      “Is that what’s going on in there?” Logan asked, nodding towards the buildings but the giant just crossed its great arms and frowned at him. “Who are the golden beings up front, giving the lectures? Angels?”

      Laughter rose from behind the giant and one of the souls nearby spoke.

      “The High Ones can’t come here.” Snickered the lanky fellow with a wispy beard and missing teeth. “Not unless they want ‘nother Great War. Sent they Psion’s, come to teach us good.”

      It was strange seeing a human man with a strong Tennessee accent surrounded by monsters, aliens and all manner of strangeness, but before Logan could ponder on the oddness, the giant unbound its arms and gave a single shove.

      “Go. Now.”

      The giant gave him another shove, but this time it was hard enough to send the young man stumbling backwards. The shove awoke Logan’s anger, already on a low simmer from his frustration but instead of burning hot, a coldness settled over him as he stood tall and looked the giant directly in the eye.

      “Apparently the Psion’s haven’t taught you about grace, good luck seeking salvation within yourselves. That path only leads to darker and darker places.” Turning to Becca and the elves, he nodded his head for them to follow and released the hilt of his sword. “Come on, we’ll torture them with our presence no more.”

      He felt thousands of eyes tracking him as he turned to go, but one set bore into his back so powerfully he almost wished he could summon his armor to protect himself from them. Turning, he spotted the little demon watching him not with the anger he thought to find, but curiosity.

      “What?” He asked her

      “You wield Excalibur, the blade of blades. It could cleave that Balrog in two and, in this place, add its strength to the weapon. You could have defeated an enemy, cowed the rest and made yourself the more powerful.”

      “They aren’t my enemies,” Logan said. “Our presence is a reminder of the lives they once had. The loves and losses… Couldn’t you see the pain in them?”

      “It surprises me you would care, Black Dragon.” Iyllia said with a frown at Logan.

      “That’s because you continue to believe lies about me,” Logan said with a shrug then motioned for Syn to range ahead. “We should keep moving, they’re still back there.”

      The elves glanced back and saw the human was right, souls shadowed the group as they slipped through alleys and passed through wide boulevards. Every street looked exactly the same, the only difference being the souls that filled them.

      Some streets were busier than others, and when they passed through others, they were entirely deserted. There didn’t seem to be a reason why some places were more populated than others, but Logan began to notice the deeper they got, the more segregated the races became and the older everything felt.

      Passing an area filled with a long-eared bunny-people, Logan was forced to keep his eyes off the pleasingly rounded souls or earn a frown of disapproval from Iyllia. The Fae creatures were known for their amorous desires, and the young man was warned by his dark lf guard that no woman would look kindly on her husband slipping off to bounce a bunny girl on their laps.

      “Some pleasures a man can’t come back from, yes? He would find the things that once pleased him would no longer be good enough and His Majesty would set able and willing servants aside for the joy of his bunny girls.”

      “Logan wouldn’t do that,” Becca said, reassuring the Commander, then her eyes took in a particularly buxom young elf who looked too young to be flaunting her rounded body before the party and her confidence wavered. “They are adorable little creatures aren’t they.”

      Hours and hours the party walked in the direction the fetish pointed, always deeper into the strange, strange place. When they grew hungry, they stopped and had a quick meal, but Logan tried to push through the evening and ignore their exhaustion, but with the endless city passing by and no end in sight he finally called a halt for the day.

      “Let’s find a place we can rest up. We’ll sleep in shifts.”

      “I do not need to sleep, and you’d know that if you weren’t such a fool,” Dystra said with an angry glower. “I’ll keep watch while you rest.”

      “You think I’ll trust a demon to watch over me when I sleep?!” Iyllia said with a sneer for the little demon that perfectly matched the sneer that had worked its way onto Syn’s lips, which she was wiping away.

      “The witches were wise enough to make sure the fetish won’t work for me,” The little demon said with a sneer for the elves. “If it did, I’d have already found my Simon and gotten him free. If I’m going to be stuck at your sides, then at least you can be rested and useful for when the fighting starts.”

      “It’s settled then,” Logan said, shooting a firm look at the two elves and quieting the arguments that bubbled up on their lips. Ly’Synthia accepted his word as law, though she clearly didn’t like it. Iyllia looked ready to bite Logan’s head off as he turned away, but Becca didn’t fail to notice the bright spots of red in her cheeks, nor the cut of the White Knight’s eyes down to take in the young man’s firm backside.

      It really is one of the best asses I’ve seen on a man, Becca noted as she slipped in beside Iyllia and took in her friend’s figure. The high elf glanced at Becca and she offered the taller woman a wink, and nearly laughed out loud when the red spots deepened on the elf’s cheeks but kept her expression still knowing how prickly the woman’s honor was.

      “You any good with those?” Becca asked, raising an eyebrow as she took in the woman’s fine swords.

      “I am Second.”

      The high elf said it simply, using the word as a title in a way that gave Becca pause. There was such serene confidence in the elf’s stride and manner that the human found herself more than a little intrigued.

      “Does that mean the dandy with the stick up his ass is First?”

      “Commander Darioush sits at the top of the rankings,” The elf nodded carefully. “And has held the place for 327 years now.”

      “When was the last time you challenged him?” Becca asked, that crooked smile of hers working its way onto her lips as she watched the high elf’s features go still.

      “It would be unseemly to challenge the Queen’s sworn sword. These things are not done.”

      “She keeps the pups off their Commander’s back,” Syn said with a sneer for the high elf. “She’s only a female after all… Old traditions still find a home in the White Knights ranks.” Iyllia glared at Syn but said nothing and dark elf went on. “The men who give the order think it’s all their doing, but their Queen’s a cagey bitch.”

      “Have some respect when you speak of my Queen,” Iyllia said with a snap of anger in her voice.

      “I thought I was?” Becca didn’t fail to notice how relaxed and comfortable Syn had become since leaving the Darkened. It could be because the woman was so far from her homeland for the first time in her long life, but Becca suspected it deeper than that. “Their Queen inverted her command structure. Instead of facing farmers with swords on the front lines, her most able fighters and tacticians are there to make immediate decisions. It’s damnably frustration to engage the lowliest High Elf forces, and that’s why their reputation throughout Fae is so great.” The dark elf’s eyes glittered, and the corner of her lips curled up in a grin. “Not because they’re any better than we are.”

      “This section looks empty,” Logan said, interrupting a fascinating exchange and making Becca want to kick his ankles. When she glanced around, she saw he was right, but those shadows still lurked behind, always following their path.

      “What do we do about them?” Becca asked, pointing, so they’d be sure to know who she was talking about.

      “Leave them for now,” Logan said with a frown. “I don’t know what they want but maybe they’re just curious.”

      “Those looks feel more dark, than curiosity,” Becca said, and Logan nodded.

      “Clear,” Syn announced, having done a quick sweep of the building. “There are stairs leading up, but the door’s locked, I couldn’t budge it.”

      “Perfect,” Logan sighed as he stepped into the cool interior and gave a shiver, wishing he could have had the word back.
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      The place was far from perfect. He felt like he was walking into a tomb the moment he stepped into the place. He was reaching out to feel the walls when the ground gave another violent heave, throwing him to the ground. The elves tangled one another up, and nearly came to blows as they stood.

      “Get your hand off me,” Syn growled dangerously and Iyllia grinned a wintry smile before Logan stepped between the two.

      “Save it for sparring practice,” he said with a glare at the pair not relaxing until they backed down. “I want to be back on the trail as soon as we can so let’s try to get some rest.”

      “I’ll prepare your pallet, my liege,” Syn said, with a knowing grin on her lips as she pointedly ignored the high elf.

      “Nothing more than a bed-slave for the Black Dragon, eh?” Iyllia asked with a cold grin. “You blackies love being slaves. Must be in your bones, eh?”

      Syn bared her teeth and Logan saw her knuckles go white as she gripped her spear, but he reached out and rested a hand on the powerful dark elf’s shoulder. When the woman’s eyes met his, she saw the warning there, as well as the warmth, and closed her mouth before saying what had been hovering on the tip of her tongue.

      “The prissy bitch will know why we want to sleep next to him in the morning,” Becca said with a smirk. “And then we’ll see who’s happy to be a slave.”

      “I am a slave,” Syn husked in Logan’s ear as she steered him towards the laid-out blankets. “As is my Queen and our Goddess as well… A slave to your powerful cock.”

      Logan gave a little shiver as the dark elf peeled away from him and undressed for bed. Becca slipped into the blankets next to him, while Iyllia took a place directly across from the threesome. The high elf didn’t look like she was going to get much sleep as she cast suspicious glances at the little demon perched in a dark corner on look out.

      Seconds after his head hit the blankets, his eyelids drooped, and he felt the weight of sleep dragging him under. Logan’s thoughts went to his friend, hoping Simon wasn’t in pain or being tortured, and that he would still be here and alive when they found him. The day had been exhausting and terrifying, but a deep part of Logan loved the excitement, craved it even, and he couldn’t help feeling guilts about that as dark dreams pulled him deep.

      

      His dreams were chaotic things. Colors swirled in every hue of the rainbow and loud voices thundered to one another in argument, and then growing anger. The words weren’t merely sound.

      Every utterance Logan heard, spoken in a language too complex for mortal minds to comprehend, was an attack. Every syllable, a blow that rocked the foundation of the golden world around Logan. The speaker was clothed in light, its features unrecognizable, but what it shouted at seemed to fill all of space and time.

      Logan’s mind reeled when he touched upon that vast being. Unlike the goddesses he’d encountered, there seemed to be no end to it. As the shouting figure railed, the vast presence’s awareness shifted to the little human swirling in their midst, but before Logan could register anything, the angel of light spun on him.

      “YOU!!”

      The voice wasn’t harsh as Logan had been expecting, instead it was the most beautiful sound he’d ever heard in his life and the face that loomed out of the light struck to the core of him, for it was the most beautiful and terrible things he’d ever beheld.

      A face of perfection. So beautiful he couldn’t say if it was male or female, or something more. A small part of him shouted in his mind that he should drop to his knees and abase himself before such godly power, but a larger part of him rebelled against the impulse. Stiffening his spine, if he even had a spine in this odd dream, Logan glared defiance back at the gorgeous face, reminding himself that it would throw anger at the thing he’d touched upon.

      “YOU ARE CLOSE… MHMMM WITHIN REACH WYRM… YOUR ASSOCIATIONS WILL NOT HELP YOU BOY… THE DAUGHTERS MAY BE ANCIENT BUT THE FAITH FILLING THEM IS WEAK… COME TO ME BOY… SWEAR YOURSELF TO MY CAUSE AND FORGE A REALITY THAT GIVES, INSTEAD OF ONE THAT TAKES.”

      The vast presence of light the figure represented suddenly shrunk and was standing before Logan in a red and black evening gown. The androgenous beauty was gone and a woman with the most breathtaking body he’d ever seen hovered before him. Breasts so large and round shouldn’t have been possible, nor the sweeping curves of her hips and ass.

      It wasn’t the beauty that dried Logan’s tongue with fear, but the glint of coldness he noted deep within the angel’s eyes. The desire he’d felt a second before was gone, and Logan suddenly felt incredibly alone as he stood in a featureless void.

      He opened his mouth to speak but the moment he did the angel’s face twisted into ugly rage and a massive blade suddenly appeared in its hand, the glittering edge falling for Logan’s throat.

      “NO!!!”

      The angel’s scream of rage sent a stabbing pain through Logan’s brain and he barely registered the small hands that plucked at him, snatching him away before the sword fell through the space he’d been occupying.

      “TOO SOON MY LORD, TOO SOON!”

      “MY CAVE SISTER, SAMMAEL WILL NOT FOLLOW!”

      Reality spin and spun around Logan, and he found himself standing in a small dark cavern. Far off in the distance he could hear the drip of water and around him throbbed the magic of Fae, stronger and more potent than he’d felt it while in the Realm.

      “Where are we?” Logan asked, spinning and taking in the black stone of the natural cavern and the small piles of glowing moss growing on it. Then he noticed the twins standing behind him and gave a start.

      It took a second to recognize the pair. Instead of glowing with a blue, inner light and standing as tall as him, they stood less than five feet tall and had the delicate features of young elves. Their bodies were nude, and Logan found himself staring at their perfect little twin bodies with growing anxiety.

      The goddesses were immortal and their spirits vast beyond his understanding but standing before him in this place they looked like teenage girls. Amusement passed over the goddess’s features as they stepped close, and Logan drew back. Advancing, they trapped him against the wall and soon their little hands were peeling away his clothing as they spoke.

      “Sammael hunts for you even now, but we can hide you-.”

      “Inside us,” One of the goddesses said with a grin.

      “What’s going on?” Logan asked, trying in vain to push back the amorous little goddesses.

      “You dreamed yourself into the realm of the Gods,” Sister Deep purred, her dark eyes giving away who she was.

      “Right before the Second Fall… We thought you were dead… But not yet, we still have a chance.”

      “A chance to right the ancient wrong with our handsome swordsman…. Mhmmm and what a sword he has.”

      The goddesses’ fingers had plucked Logan’s manhood from his pants and dropped to their knees before him. Their twin faces looked heavenly as they gazed up at him, but right at that moment the cavern rang as if struck by a bell and the ground heaved beneath his feet.

      “No time!”

      “He’s here!”

      “We will find you another night.”

      “We will ride you another night!”

      The dark cavern melted away from Logan in the way of dreams, and he was suddenly falling. Stomach flipping, he sat up with a start and gasped as pleasure swept over his body.

      “Mhmmm, my liege is awake,” Syn purred from where she lay curled between Logan’s legs.

      The dark elf cuddled his stiff manhood against her massive breasts as she ran her pale tongue around the head. Planting a gentle kiss on the tip, she smiled up at her King as the wildness faded from his eyes.

      “You seemed restless. Muttering and rolling around in your sleep… I wanted to make sure you were relaxed, Sire.”

      “I had a terrible dream… Or maybe it was more than that,” Logan said, resting his head back. “Ohhh god that feels good.”

      “Mhmmm good,” the dark elf purred.

      There was a small shifting sound in the night and Logan glanced over and felt a wave of embarrassment when he noticed the high elf’s eyes reflecting the dim light, but the lids snapped shut the moment he looked over and the woman grew still under her blankets. Syn offered her lord a wink and went back to licking his hard cock, not bothering to hide the sounds she made as she did it.

      “The Demon is scouting outside… we have time to relax, without her eyes on us.” Syn said, freeing her massive breasts from the linen shirt that confined them and wrapping them around Logan’s stiff cock. The dark elf cast a surreptitious glance towards the high elf’s blanket and a self-satisfied smirk grew on her lips when she noticed a subtle movement under the blankets.
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      Kneeling between his legs, the dark elf commander rose and fell, her massive breasts fucking her sire’s cock as she swept her tongue around the head in little circles. The déjà vu of waking from a dream that felt so real faded as Logan let himself relax and enjoy the dark elf’s talented tongue.

      He could still see the gorgeous bodies of the goddesses’ true forms before his mind’s eye, and the terror he’d felt left echoes that caused his fingers to tremble, but the elf’s gentle ministrations let him push the thoughts aside, to be pulled back out and analyzed later.

      Reaching down he ran his thumbs over the elf’s large pale nipples and watched her violet eyes narrow in pleasure. Slipping his fingers into the woman’s thick white locks, he guided her mouth back down his cock and loved the whimpers of pleasure that escaped Syn’s throat.

      His pleasure was growing, and he felt his balls beginning to tighten when Becca stirred at his side. Pulling herself close, the beautiful teen stretched like a cat, her firm breasts standing out on her naked torso and drawing Logan’s eyes down her slender belly to the treasure the girls were touching below.

      “Why don’t we give Iyllia something better to watch?”

      Becca purred as she slipped down to join Syn. The two women ran their tongues up and down either side of Logan’s stiff manhood and danced against one another around the tip, teasing him to aching hardness before the teen climbed up his body sighing as she sank onto Logan’s cock.

      The young man let out a moan of pleasure as her tightness engulphed him, and then he could only stare as Becca whipped her dark locks over one shoulder and sat back. Back arched and firm breasts standing out, the young woman rode Logan with slow, graceful gyrations of her hips.

      “Mhmm ohh!”

      Logan’s thumb graced Becca’s engorged clit and she shuddered, clutching at one breast as a small orgasm passed through her body, then she gasped even louder as Syn pressed a hot tongue to her ass.

      “Holy shit… you got so tight!”

      Logan’s balls swelled and his cock throbbed as Becca’s tightness rode him with deliberate slowness. The girls’ gentle gasps and moans joined the wet sounds of their sexes, filling the long room. Becca rode Logan for long minutes as his hands explored her body and she took her pleasure from his cock.

      His pleasure about to crest, Logan felt the hairs on the back of his neck rise and glanced to the side, only to find Iyllia’s golden eyes locked on the place where his and Becca’s bodies met. The high elf lay beneath her blankets but from the movement  her waistline she wasn’t unaffected by their play.

      “Cumming…. Cumming!” Becca’s high-pitched cry rose into the air, but when Logan’s hips began to buck, and he lost his rhythm, the teen threw herself off him.

      Groaning in disappointment, Logan gasped in pleasure a second later when Syn’s hot tongue slid all over his balls and he felt her tight fingers gliding up and down his dick. The high elf’s eyes widened when she watched the human’s cock stand up tall and shining and her gaze flickered to his.

      Iyllia happened to be staring deep into one eye of cold blue and another that didn’t seem real, as it shone with golden light. Logan watched the elf’s pupils swell and then lost the world entirely as pleasure turned the world white.

      Becca and Syn licked and sucked their lord's cum down. Both gasped in shock as they felt the magic in him infuse them with new strength and energy.

      As Logan fell back onto the blankets and felt sleep dragging him under once again, he heard Becca and Syn roll into one another. The warriors’ kisses drew his attention for a few seconds, before his heavy lids drooped and he sank into blessedly dreamless sleep.

      “He had a hard night, let him sleep another hour or two.”

      “I heard the hard night he had. If you two floosies could keep your legs closed, maybe we’d leave on time!”

      “I won’t warn you again to moderate your tone while our Sire sleeps, Demonling.” Syn said.

      “I’ll stay quiet, if you and the girl explain where you got the magic filling you.” The demon’s tone had a dangerous edge to it, and Logan cracked an eyelid, his curiosity piqued.

      “Magic?” Iyllia asked, rising from where she lay. The high elf had removed her white plate and mail armor and only wore a thin undershirt that molded itself to her high, firm breasts. Logan was struck by the similarities between Syn and the pale-skinned elf. The dark elf’s breasts were heavier, and had a delicious sag to them, but the high elf’s looked just as large, freed from her constricting armor and stood out even farther from her body in their firmness.

      “I think you can guess where we got it,” Becca said in an amused tone. “You do not know how wonderful it feels, to have that reminder of life swimming around inside, enervating my limbs and adding to my strength.”

      “You lie,” the high elf said with a sneer. “No man can replenish a woman’s mana reserves. Especially in this realm. Not even the Gods could accomplish such a feat.”

      “My Goddess came begging for the gift of Lord Logan’s seed,” Syn said with fond warmth. “I was witness to that glorious union.”

      “Lies,” Iyllia said again, but her tone was weaker than it had been.

      “What do you know of Dragon’s, elf?” The demon asked with a hint of amusement in her tone, but Iyllia didn’t respond.

      Cracking a yawn, Logan felt the women’s eyes turn to him and saw Iyllia duck beneath her blankets as he sat up.

      “About time you woke, fool.” Dystra said, her small fangs clicking in annoyance.

      “Anything happen while we slept?” He asked as he rose and began pulling on his clothes.

      “There are more souls gathering nearby but other than that, no,” he thought the demon frowned in confusion at that and he had to agree with her.

      He’d felt anger from the growing crowds of souls shadowing them and had thought they’d attack or try to push Logan and the others onward. He wasn’t sure if what threat the souls could be to the living and didn’t want to find out.

      He could sense the high elf’s eyes on him as they packed up and slipped out of the building and could see questions hovering behind her gaze, but he didn’t have any answers for the Knight. Becca slipped in at his side and gripped his hand before they headed through another alleyway and when he glanced over found a crooked grin stretched across her face as the teen took in their surroundings.

      “You’re enjoying yourself, aren’t you?”

      “As boring and ugly as this place is, it’s also incredible, isn’t it?” She pointed down the next boulevard to a group of souls, “They’re wearing pilgrims’ outfits, and those people have on some kind of peasant’s clothing. You realize the deeper we get, the farther back in time we go. I wonder if we walk long enough, maybe we’ll find Alexander the Great, or Joan of Arc… Eh, she’s probably in heaven though, huh?”

      “Probably,” Logan said, letting a little of her wonder infect him.

      Through the day he paid more attention to the souls they passed, and even to those who trailed in their shadows. Becca was right, they represented a wide swath of modern history, and the farther they walked, the older and less populated the souls became.

      Hours and hours they walked. He couldn’t say how long without a change in the light above, but eventually even the elves began to grow weary.

      Logan and the women noticed other changes the deeper they drove into. The classrooms they glanced into were sparsely filled and the streets crowded compared to the early streets. Though there were fewer souls, and less variety or species, they congregated into denser groups that had a far darker feel to them.

      They passed souls laid out in alleyways, staring vacantly into the sky as if they were corpses. The laid-out souls grew more plentiful, until Dystra noticed one inhaling green vapor from a glass tube, then sigh and collapse back to look like the others.

      “Drugs?” Becca asked, but the souls here were even more stand-offish than those they’d encountered before and no matter how they tried, couldn’t get one to respond to their questions. Giving up on the effort, Logan instructed Syn to find an empty building where they could rest.

      “You think we’ll be safe with them so close?” Becca asked, glancing back at the seething horde a mere hundred meters back in the shadows of the last set of alleys.

      “Perhaps a warning will keep them back,” Syn said, then raised an eyebrow at Becca. “I suggest we pick up your training, where we left off.”

      “Excellent,” the teen said, pushing back her evident exhaustion as an excited light entered her eyes. “Care to join?” She asked the high elf, but the White Knight sniffed and turned her head away.

      Becca shrugged and began stretching her arms and back, as Syn hunted for an empty building. They ate a small meal of biscuits, cheese, and cured meats while Logan mentally tallied how many rations were left. They’d packed for a week, but the food seemed to be going faster than that, or his perception of time was off.
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      After the meal, Becca and the two elves stepped onto the boulevard outside their building with their weapons unsheathed and packs stowed. Dystra climbed onto a perch above Logan and though the little demon affected indifference, he could tell she was as interested to watch the coming contest as he was.

      “First the Dance,” Syn said, slipping into the opening stance. “Then we’ll see what the White Knights call a Sword Master.”

      Iyllia wore an easy smile as she stretched her arms. The high elf’s manner had relaxed as she approached their training and Logan thought her easy confidence should have been a warning for the dark elf.

      Becca and Syn launched themselves into the Sword Dance but were only a few moves in when Iyllia let out a snort of derision. Stepping up beside the human teen, the elf transformed from one second to the next.

      The stiff knight melted away as her blades sprang from their scabbards and her limbs undulated with such grace that Logan felt his heartbeat quicken and the hairs stand up on the backs of his arms. He’d thought Syn grace incarnate with a weapon until he was the White Knight moving, her blades an extension of her limbs, long deadly fingers that flashed around her in a dizzying display of skill and precision.

      As Becca came to a stop, her eyes shone with awe as she watched the high elf complete her dance.

      “You don’t hold your spine in line with your hips? And Syn said the dance should only be done with one blade, not two.”

      “Dance as you fight,” Iyllia said with a frown at the dark elf. “Or else what’s the point.”

      “The White Knights are the finest blades in all of Fae,” Syn said. “But don’t listen to them when it comes to archery or the spear.”

      “Weapons for peasants,” Iyllia said with a sniff. “A sword is a tool for war and makes no apologies for what it is. You carry storied blades on your hip, Ser Rebecca. I would test your skill and right to wield them.”

      “Perhaps we should keep our training to-.”

      “Bring it,” Becca said, cutting the dark elf off as she drew her weapons and moved to the center of the boulevard.

      The women had drawn a large crowd of souls, in addition to those who’d been shadowing them, and they pressed in close when the human and elf squared off against one another. There was a joyfulness to the high elf as she stepped before Becca, and she even wore a smile, the first Logan had seen on her.

      He tried to follow the women’s movements as Becca exploded into motion and Iyllia slid around her, but the contest was over before he could even see how it began. One moment Becca was stepping forward, her blades reaching for the elf, and the next the golden-haired elf was standing behind Becca with one of her blades at the human’s throat. Instead of getting upset or frustrated, Becca’s lips curled up into a nearly identical one as the elf and they reset.

      “You’re focused on speed, to the exclusion of your opponents’ position. Dueling is a dance,” the elf motioned for Becca to attack again, speaking as she blocked and countered the human. “And only when you come to love your opponent, can you find their weakness and exploit it… Good… you learn quickly.”

      On their third pass, whatever Iyllia had been doing to break through Becca’s defenses failed to work, and the pair exchanged a series of lightning-fast strikes before Iyllia’s blade rested on Becca’s throat once more.

      “You learn very quickly… I trained with the blade for seven decades before I could recognize the ‘Musashi Slash’, and another century before I knew what the best counter was. You found the ‘Miamoto Hook’ in two minutes. How is it you can move as quickly as an elf?”

      “Who knows?” Becca asked with a crooked grin as she raised her blades and readied herself for a fourth pass. “Maybe it’s my organic, protein rich diet.”

      Iyllia cast a frown at Logan and her eyes shifted to the dark elf, who was watching with something close to satisfaction. Logan knew the woman had grown frustrated with how quickly and easily things came to his friend.

      “Again,” the high elf said, and Becca launched herself forward before her mouth clicked shut, their blades clashing with a terrific sound.

      Logan watched the souls observing the contest and noticed the faintest hint of interest and excitement in several eyes. Most glowered with an angry sullenness that made him think the hairs on the back of his neck and arms should be standing on end, but a few watched the women clash with the interest of spectators watching a sporting event.

      “They’re being tortured here,” Dystra said from her perch in the shadows above Logan, causing him to glance up. “I don’t know the purpose of this place, except to keep Heaven and Hell exclusive to the real assholes, but whatever this place was meant to be… It’s broken now.”

      “You’re right,” Logan said, noticing a little demon-child who’d slipped to the front of the crowd and watched the women.

      “You see them too? The Fallen One’s minions?”

      Logan hadn’t noticed them at first, but once the demon girl mentioned it, he noticed several dark figures spread throughout the crowd. Wherever they stood, they were at the center point of the glares and dark looks the living received. He noticed one of the shadowy figures slip a few vials of green gas out of its pocket and into the hands of a couple souls. Logan didn’t see what was traded in exchange, but he knew an illicit drug deal when he saw one.

      “Can you slip amongst them unnoticed?” Logan asked softly and the demon’s dark eyes flicked down to him and he thought her fang filled mouth turned up into a smirk of self-satisfaction and she nodded. “See if you can find out what they’re trading for that gas.”

      Nodding once, the demon slipped from her perch and entered the crowds, her dark form disappearing seconds later. Becca and Syn were working through a series of lunges and parry’s while Iyllia frowned at the dark elf’s instruction. He ignored the women and instead focused on the crowd. The moment the demon entered it, the nearest dark figure turned its head and seemed to track the demon’s movements.

      Logan’s worry rose when the dark figure began moving, but it hadn’t gone more than a few feet when Dystra reappeared, slinking from the crowd and slipping into Logan’s shadow.

      “The Fallen One’s Psion nearly had me,” the girl gave a little shiver of fear and went on. “I did see what they’re passing the Psion’s but it’s just sand.” She gave a little shrug and held out one clawed hand and frowned down at the tiny pile of white sand sitting there. “Snatched this from the fucker’s pocket. It’s loaded down with the stuff.”

      “What is it?” Logan asked, reaching out a finger and pushing at the sand, but the demon shrugged again and put the sand into a pocket.

      “Oooh, they’re about to go…” a cruel light entered the demon’s dark eyes as she watched Syn and Iyllia circling one another, their weapons held at the ready. “Kill each other! Hurry up!”

      Syn shot the demon a frown of disapproval, and Iyllia shook her head.

      “They promised no shedding blood, right?” Becca said, and both elves nodded, though with a hint of reluctance.

      Logan could see how easily things might devolve between the sworn enemies, but he held his tongue. The elves circled one another for a few seconds, then Syn’s spear flickered out faster than Logan’s blue eye could detect.

      Iyllia’s blades swept around herself in a hypnotic pattern as she deflected Syn’s strikes. Each time blade connected with spear, there was a cascade of blue sparks and as the women picked up speed, they sparked higher and farther each time, until the women danced in a halo of blue light.

      Less than a minute after they began, the women came to a sudden stop and Logan saw the tip of Iyllia’s blade resting on the inside of Syn’s thigh, while the dark elf’s spear tip nestled between the high elf’s heaving breasts. Both elves had sweat on their brows and drew in deep lungful’s of stale, putrid air as they eyed one another.

      “You have improved since last time I saw you fight,” Iyllia said, a small smile tugging the corners of her lips.

      “You too,” Syn said begrudgingly, and Iyllia tilted her head forward in a nod of gratitude.

      “Show me that thing you did with your feet again,” Becca said to Syn. “Right before you blocked her kick to your knee. You did this little,” the teen danced a quick jig, her feet shuffling around one another. “I didn’t see, but it was cool.”

      “What about yourself, Logan?” Iyllia called over to where Logan lounged against the wall. “Would you care to spar?”

      Sighing, Logan pushed back his exhaustion and pulled himself to his feet. He tried to ignore the demon’s smirk as he joined the three women in their training, but he could already feel the bruises he was about to receive. A part of him wanted to draw forth the magic that lurked within him, so he could hold his own against the white knight, but something inside warned that would be the worst thing he could do. With the eyes of thousands, perhaps millions of souls looking on, silent and watchful, Logan stepped into a guard stance.

      The high elf’s instruction was more relaxed and comfortable than Syn, and he found the change in the woman’s attitude fascinating. Stiff and formal most of the time, during training she let down her guard and addressed Logan and Becca by their first names. While Becca sparred with Syn, the dark elf commander no longer having such an easy time with the teen, Logan moved through sword forms with Iyllia.

      “You could be an excellent swordsman, if you devoted yourself to it.” The high elf said with an approving nod after watching him move through the forms. “Quick wrists and good balance are half the work, and you were born with both. Still in your head though.”

      Logan tried to watch the woman’s slender wrists, as Syn had taught him, but she moved so fluidly and quickly that he couldn’t track them, and she thumped him in the ribs with an almost negligent strike. Gasping and clutching the bruise, Logan reset himself.

      “Keep your elbows in… Don’t over commit…” the high elf parried his attack, and his sword sent an exultant pulse of pleasure into his mind, happy to be of use, even when Logan felt useless against Iyllia. “Better.”

      Logan had sweat pouring down his nose by the time they finished their training, and a deep ache in his muscles. Becca prodded  Iyllia with questions as they ate a quick meal and got ready to rest. The souls still hovered outside, filling the alleyways and boulevards all around the party, but they no longer felt like a looming threat in Logan’s mind. It was those dark Psion’s that troubled him.

      Wary of his dreams, it took a couple hours for the young man to fall asleep. As he listened to Syn’s gentle snores as she snuggled against his side, his thoughts drifted to his friend. Logan had two gorgeous women pressed against him, and another slumbering nearby, and still he felt alone and depressed in this place. He could only imagine how Simon was feeling and prayed silently to whoever might listen for his friend.

      When sleep finally stole him under, his dreams were blessedly dark and when roused a few hours later by the dark elf’s gentle ministrations, he even felt a little rested. It was useless to stop the dark elf from sucking down her morning dram of his seed. Not that he’d ever want to.

      The dark elf gave a happy little purr when he ran his fingers through her pale hair. Lavender eyes glowed up at him and he took in the delicate features of her face and the long tips of her ears. The elf shivered, and he watched her hips roll as he rubbed a thumb down one ear, then it was his turn to shiver as Syn took him down the back of her throat.

      Tongue and tonsils working, the elf swallowed down her lord’s seed, while a pair of golden eyes watched from beneath a set of blankets. The high elf kept perfectly still as the man rose and stretched, heading outside to relieve himself, and only when he was gone from sight did. She let out a slow breath. Her eyes found the dark elf commander as the woman writhed on her back like a succubus in a sea of virgins.

      Shocked to see the powerful commander debase herself so, the elf’s hand found her sex once more as she watched Becca stretch like a cat and roll into Syn.

      “You know you’re going to have to share tomorrow, right?”

      Iyllia heard the teen’s husky whisper and the dark elf’s gasp, followed by soft wet sounds and Syn’s growing whimpers.

      Queen, give me strength, Iyllia thought to herself. Help me remain righteous and pure… Oh goddess, I can’t stand it!

      The high elf didn’t notice her own sharp cry of joy, as the pleasure washed through her body, but Becca cast a smirk over at the shuddering blankets before going back to teasing the dark elf.
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      Logan stepped outside the building to relieve himself and noticed a small figure sitting in the alleyway with a glass vial in its hands. The girl gave a start when she noticed him approaching and shied back.

      “I won’t harm you, child.” He said, recognizing the young demon from earlier. The girl’s large black eyes were round with fear and she glanced through the alley to the lurking horde of souls as if they might rescue her. “You have nothing to fear from me.”

      “All dead fear the living… and you especially, sir.”

      “Me?” Logan asked, stopping where he was and squatting down to show he meant no harm to her. “Why would you fear me?”

      “You carry Grace… It burns in you bright as the sun once did over Hearth Home.”

      Logan wanted to push for more answers but could see the girl was about to bolt any second, so he pointed to the glass tube she held in her hands.

      “What’s that?”

      The girl’s face crumpled in emotion as she glanced down at the gas filled tube and clutched it to her breast.

      “You can’t take it from me! It’s mine!”

      “Relax,” Logan said, holding his hands up in the universal sign of peace. “I’m not going to touch your stuff. I’m just curious… Is that what happened to them?”

      He pointed to a few figures that lay motionless along the edge of the alley, and the demon-child’s expression grew solemn, and she nodded. Logan had known children like this in foster homes growing up, wiser than their appearance because of trauma, and desperate to cling to anything with stability.

      “Did they take the gas in the tubes to… check out?” Logan asked.

      The child nodded and clutched the tube even more tightly to her chest.

      “Why are all of these souls here?” He asked, deciding to take another tack to try and get her to open up. “Shouldn’t they be in heaven or hell?”

      The child shook her head, but Logan waited long seconds until she finally spoke up, her voice small and shy.

      “They go Below if they’re bad… But you only get to go Above if you have the grace of a God and Mommy and I never had faith.”

      The child sniffled and Logan noticed dampness gathering at the bottom of her large black eyes.

      Demons can cry?! He thought to himself, reassured as the human-like emotions bubbled out of the child. Wanting nothing more than to reach out and pull her close, he gripped his hands together, not wanting to frighten her off.

      “And the gas?”

      “Gives you dreams of Above… or from the time before when I got to run in the grasses… Mommy said she wanted to see Poppa again and dance in Hearth Home with him in the before time.”

      The child’s eyes cut to one particular shadow, and Logan noticed the form of an older demon woman. She looked similar to the other demons he’d seen, but she lacked the definition and toughness of one of the warrior-caste. The woman lay with her eyes open, staring up at the blank gray sky with an expressionless mask.

      “What about the classes? Can’t you serve your time and then move on? Is there no way free of this place besides sucking down a drug?”

      “Every soul a God takes, saps their strength… They only take souls that fed them prayers while alive… Those in the Outer Rings still believe the Psion’s lies, but Mommy said the Gods have abandoned us.”

      “I’ve come to learn that Gods can be as fallible and foolish as mortals,” Logan said with a little laugh, but the girl looked shocked at his blasphemous words.

      A sound alerted him to someone stepping out of the building and when he glanced back, the demon-child was slinking back into the deeper shadows.

      “The elves are waking and that human girl’s already doing her stupid dance,” Dystra said, casting a frown after the demon child then shifting it to Logan. “What did you say to her?”

      “Do your people have a god they worship?”

      Dystra was so taken aback by the question, it took a second for her anger to register.

      “Our faith is ours, idiot! You’re the last person I’d admit anything to.”

      “There seem to be a larger amount of demons here than any of the other Fae races,” Logan said. By now he’d grown used to Dystra’s taunts and insults. In a way she was like Meryl, in that she hid her emotions behind a tough exterior.

      “Well, there are more humans than all the rest, even those alien things. What’s that say about your race?”

      “You have a point there,” Logan said.

      The party was packed up and following the talisman’s trail ten minutes later with the hordes trailing them once more. They hiked deeper for another indeterminable amount of time, then made camp. Becca worked with Iyllia this evening, the White Knight took the teen through the Sword Dance again and again, until Becca moved with an earthly grace.

      “Ascension has given you gifts, but most of this is either natural talent or gained from years of doing athletics. You’ll need to synthesize it into your own style, then you’ll be able to react without thought in every situation.” Iyllia said as they squared off to spar.

      “Is that how White Knights are trained?” Becca asked.

      “We begin as soon as the child is able to stand and hold a blade,” Iyllia nodded. “Sleeping with it in our beds and wedding it to our souls.”

      “So, you’ve never had a lover?” Becca asked, a hint of flirtation in her smirk.

      “Without those distractions, I’ve been able to devote my life to this pursuit,” Iyllia said, raising a blade before her face. “Emotions are a weakness, as is the desire for pleasure.”

      “I find the opposite to be the case,” Becca said, twirling her blade and setting herself as the high elf moved into a guard. “How can you fight for something if you’ve never known how precious each of us is? And I’ve felt and learned things dancing between the sheets with Logan and Syn, that make me a better woman for it.”

      “Weakness,” Iyllia scoffed as she moved forward.

      The high elf once again proved her dominance over Logan’s Knight, but each bout lasted longer and longer, and he could see Iyllia’s growing shock at how quickly Becca learned. When their last bout on the third night closed with a draw, both women’s swords resting against a vital point on the others body, the elf looked more troubled than Logan had ever seen her.

      That night the teen stripped naked and climbed atop Logan without a hint of embarrassment, riding him beside their small fire as the high elf fled outside, her expression frozen between shock and something that looked almost painful.

      The days passed interminably as the party trekked deeper and deeper into Purgatory. Every few hours they seemed to travel back in time a few hundred years, the souls around them growing more ancient every day. Logan and the women passed through the area of known history in two days, but on and on the boulevards went.

      Every evening when they rested, they’d spend an hour training with blades. Iyllia kept herself aloof from the others except when they trained, then the high elf would relax back into herself. The easy comradery would disappear the moment Becca, or Syn, pulled their sire into his blankets.

      Syn still woke Logan every morning, often joined by the brunette teen. Many was a morning when Logan noticed Iyllia’s golden eyes peeking out from under her blankets as the women’s moans and sighs of pleasure filled the building, they rested in.

      Dystra grew more and more agitated the deeper they went, with no sign of Simon. The little demon fretted the fetish wasn’t working, or that Simon wasn’t here. It wasn’t to Logan she directed her anger and fury, much to his surprise, but at the high elf.

      “If my Simon is dead because of an over-inflated idiot like you… The Demons will tear down your shining palace and burn your pretty trees!”

      “Ha! You’ve tried for centuries and always fail,” Iyllia scoffed. “Your legions may be endless, but your magic is weak and our walls strong.”

      “Ladies,” Logan warned, knowing if they continued their argument would soon grow to shout insults, from the demon at least.

      “I’m not your pet like the dark elf,” Dystra sneered. “You can’t tell me what to do.”

      The demon didn’t call him a fool, so he considered it a win. The high elf kept her words to herself but cast another one of those considering looks at Logan as they marched on. He’d grown used to such looks from the golden-haired elf. The woman no longer expected him to turn into a monster and try to ravish her in the night, but she still held suspicions about him.
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      On their seventh day of marching, Logan stepped out of an alleyway to find something different from the endless sea of buildings and boulevards. The buildings ended, the tall structures marched off to left and right, curving towards the center.

      Logan and the women saw the boulevards had actually been rings, so big their curve was impossible to notice. The center of the giant ring was an open field with a glittering tower rising from the middle of it. The tower held their gaze as they followed it’s soaring, glittering heights up into the gray skies. The slender building roof was lost in the sky above, if it even had one.

      “Hsk!”

      Dystra’s hiss of anger pulled Logan’s gaze down from the glittering tower, and he saw what she’d noticed. The field before the tower wasn’t completely empty. Halfway between there and where the party stood was a large knot of black chains wrapped around a small round figure. Surrounding the chained Simon was an army of many thousands that seemed to be growing by the second. The figures were tall and clothed in glowing white armor, but their faces were hidden in deep shadows, making it impossible to tell their race.

      “After all that, it’s this easy?” Becca asked with a crooked grin as she scanned the horde of demons and undead.

      “BOOM!”

      The world shook, nearly spilling Logan and the others off their feet. The earthquakes, or whatever they were, had been coming more and more often, but the party had grown used to the random shakes. Ignoring the noise, Logan surveyed the field before them.

      The legions stood in ragged ranks. At the army’s head stood a familiar figure in black clothing. The slender man held a glittering blade before him in one hand and had a maniacal grin on his face. The two elves who stood at his side were garbed in the armor and accoutrements of White Knights, but instead of being pure white like Iyllia’s, theirs was grey with dirk and grime.

      “You came the long way, brother!” Mordrek called, his white teeth flashing in a bright grin. “Your fat little friend is stronger than I thought, but then all of Delphi’s brood are. He’s managed to hang on to himself while you lot traipsed through the Rings… But you’re here now, brother, and that’s all that matters!”

      Becca stepped up beside Logan, her twin blades unsheathed as she took in the massive army laid out before them. There wasn’t fear on the teen’s face but a small frown, Logan saw.

      “Feels like déjà vu, doesn’t it?” Becca asked him with that crooked smile of hers slipping onto her lips. “Except we’re in Purgatory instead of a forest, and those things look more dangerous than the demons we fought.”

      “Something feels… off about this,” Logan said, glancing up towards the heavens where the featureless gray sky had grown darker, with lights flashing somewhere up above.

      Logan saw Iyllia’s expression grow still as she took in the legions and the elves standing at their fore.

      “They stand with the Fallen One’s minions… What has become of my people?”

      “They aren’t your people,” Logan said, reaching over and gripping the elven woman’s shoulder. “They’ve been corrupted by Mordrek… but can we face all of those?”

      “No,” Syn said, the dark elf’s features paled as she took in the army before them.

      “We don’t need to defeat them all,” Iyllia said, drawing her blades and stepping forward with a grim expression. “Only free the mortal. I will draw off the bulk of their forces while you all drive deep.” The high elf’s eyes found Syn’s and her lips quirked up into a grin. “Guess we won’t be able to have that rematch.”

      “Foolish,” Syn said, and Logan thought he detected genuine anger in the elf’s tone when she spoke. “It’s a suicidal plan.”

      “But it will work,” Iyllia said, stretching her wrists as she began to stride forward.

      “Hold!” Logan said, his voice a whip crack of command that stopped the prideful elf in her tracks. “There’s another way.”

      Turning, he found the demon-child from days before standing at the fore of the sea of souls. The child no longer held the glass tube of mind wiping drugs. Instead, the girls’ eyes shone with hope as she watched Logan turn back to face her.

      “Sire?” Syn asked, her face scrunched up in confusion as she watched Logan turn his back on the army of darkness and his friend.

      “It’s like the lost races in Fae,” Logan said softly, ignoring the angry cry of Mordrek as he shouted after Logan. “They’ve been forgotten… left to rot here for the rest of time because the Gods can’t be bothered to clean up their messes.”

      “Logan?” Becca asked, “Aren’t we going to fight them?”

      “We will not fight for you, Wyrm.” The giant from the first night stood behind the demon-child, his angular features turned down in a frown.

      “And for salvation?” Logan asked softly, his eyes locked on those of the child’s.

      Reaching out a hand, the young man opened his heart to her. He wasn’t sure how he’d known it was possible, but he’d suspected he could do this for days now. Ever since his conversation with the girl, and after several well-placed questions with Syn and Iyllia, he’d come to understand something of the Grace the child spoke of.

      Fearing the truths about himself it might reveal, Logan drew upon the magic that slumbered within his breast. Unlike Fae or Earth magic, the power lay dormant until he’d come to this realm. Unable to access or draw upon it, he’d learned something of its nature during his sessions with Syn and Becca in the evenings and mornings.

      The same power that bound the witches, Becca and the others, was what replenished their reserves and mana. It flowed through him in this place, because it was of it. There was a lot he didn’t know, but if he was going to wear this stupid crown on his head, he was going to make it mean something, as he had in Fae.

      “Bend the knee in service and I will provide what succor and salvation I can for your souls.”

      “Pretty, empty words,” The giant growled, “What would we gain in service to a mortal?”

      “Service without sacrifice is a sin… I’m giving you a chance to do something good.”

      “You would shackle us with chains,” grumbled another deeper in the crowd.

      “Chains of faith,” the demon-child said, and to Logan’s surprise and the shock of those around him, the child knelt and raised her face to Logan.

      The girls’ eyes widened as Logan felt something shift within him, like the tumbler of a lock clicking into place. The giant didn’t stop the child, nor the dozen or so others who knelt, but he didn’t, nor did the vast majority of the souls standing before Logan.

      Instead of feeling let down that so few joined his cause, Logan looked upon the fifteen kneeling souls with the same weight of responsibility he felt for Becca, the witches and all the rest. Then his eyes filled with tears as he contemplated what was to befall them.

      These souls were the same as he had been for most of his life. Unloved and seen as nothing more than a burden. Logan had been left to fend for himself most of his childhood, bouncing from foster home to foster home, fed every religion under the sun by those who would see him become carbon copies of themselves instead of his own person.

      His heart aching because he couldn’t give them what they so desperately desired, Logan swore a silent oath to himself, stitching the words across his heart.

      “Any who fight for me… all those who bleed or die for me, will have a seat in my hall, this I swear upon everything I hold holy and dear.”

      BOOM!

      The world rattled, stronger than ever before, and Logan lifted his head to take in the dark gray clouds roiling like bubbling water as the elves and Becca stood straight. The little demon girl crouched on all fours; her eyes locked upon Simon’s still form. The portly young man knelt with his head bowed, arms crossed behind himself and heavy black chains crisscrossing his body, holding him in place.

      Logan wasn’t watching his friend though, nor was he watching the women as they readied their weapons with grim expressions of Mordrek as his face twisted in fury at being ignored. The anger directed at him from above was unlike anything he’d felt before. Similar to the love he’d basked in while making love to the goddesses, only far more potent.

      BOOM!

      “Face me, brother! Come out here and meet your end!”

      Logan tuned out the man’s sad bleating, his face hardening as the hairs rose on the back of his arms and neck.

      “Becca, you’ll need to deal with Mordrek. Keep him alive and don’t let him escape. I want to question my brother when this is all over. Iyllia, you’ll need to lead my legion, I’ll be… preoccupied,” the high elf let out a small sound of anger from the back of her throat at being commanded, but Logan ignored it as he did the woman’s glare. “Dystra, free Simon. Then get him to safety.”

      “And me, sire?” Syn asked, her voice breathless as she watched the churning mass of dark angels with an eager glint in her eyes.

      “Keep them off my back,” Logan said, reaching over his shoulder and drawing Excalibur. The blade hadn’t cleared the sheath when everything happened at once.
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      Dystra caught the faintest hint of Simon’s scent, and her limbs trembled as she struggled to keep herself from charging forward and tearing her way to him. The Dark Legion would be the death of her, and even in her enraged state she knew that.

      Logan spoke with his gangly limbed cunts, planning an assault, but the demoness listened with only half an ear. The man wasn’t a total fool, she had to admit to herself, and he’d even shown compassion for the dead demon girl, something Dystra hadn’t imagined possible.

      Frustration growing, Dystra spun to snap at the man and get his ass lumbering out into the field to cut her a path to Simon. Only Logan wasn’t watching the Dark Legion, or the angry man who claimed to be his brother. His face was turned upward, eyes sad and face firm with determination. Dystra wanted to scream at the fledgling king that Simon needed his aid, then she noticed the demon-child kneeling, and felt the pull towards Logan.

      BOOM!

      The ground rippled under Dystra’s feet, spreading in a wave from Logan’s position and throwing most from their feet. The angry little human standing before the legion shouted again, but Dystra ignored the man, her attention fixed on the faint flow of celestial magic that passed between the souls and Logan. Nearly invisible, the connections were newly forged, but the bonds of faith flowed in both directions, a thing that should have been impossible.

      “Goddess?” Dystra breathed, suddenly feeling more alone than she ever had when hunting the human realm by herself for centuries. There was no answer from the Demon’s Goddess, as there hadn’t been for many years and Dystra was left bereft, her eyes flickering to Simon as she flexed her claws.

      Perhaps she should have been paying attention to what the fat boobed girls around her were saying, because they suddenly drew their weapons and got ready.

      “Dystra.”

      Eyes cold as glacial ice locked her in place, and the young human no longer seemed the least bit foolish or silly. Something slumbered within that gaze. Something alien and more powerful than the demon’s mind could comprehend. A part of her quacked and wanted to draw back from the man, while another part of her flooded with the thrill of battle.

      “Free Simon.” Each word fell upon Dystra’s shoulders like a yoke, and instead of resenting the man’s authority, she found herself welcoming it. “Then get him to safety.”

      In the demon’s mind were images of her home and the Demon Queen’s court. The foolish human had no clue what he’d just done. Grinning fiercely, Dystra turned with the human at her side and the fat boobed elves out at their flanks.

      “The moment I lay claws on my Simon, I’ll take him to Fae where he can be safe!” Fingering the single use Recall Ring on her finger, the Demon grinned fiercely.

      

      Iyllia tried to ignore the doubts pressing in on her thoughts as she slipped into a ready stance. As the hordes of the Dark Legion raced towards them, she refused to look at the strange human as he stared into the heavens.

      Logan confused Iyllia. The man showed indifference where male elves would have been consumed with pride. What she’d thought, weakness at first, was proving to be a deep well of compassion, born from a tragic past that Becca informed her of.

      Honor demanded the White Knight stand and give her life, if need be, to free the innocent soul of his friend, but she hadn’t been ready to want to give her life in service to him. Nor was she prepared for the poor souls that stepped up to her sides to aid her cause. Weapons appeared in their hands, but most looked untrained and unprepared for what descended upon them.

      “Hold fast!”

      Iyllia’s cry was swallowed by the sound of pounding feet, but the example she set put steel in their spines. Striding forward, the high elf’s blades spun before her in graceful arcs as she cut deep into the first few ranks.

      The high elf’s confidence was rock-solid as she cut down the first half-dozen, but she’d never felt the joy that bubbled up in her breast before. It took a few seconds to realize, as she cut down a pair that tried to get at the demon-child, that it was because she felt no remorse for cutting down these enemies. For the first time in her life, she faced creatures of pure evil, forged from the firmament of Hell itself.

      Catching sight of the human Becca’s duel with Logan’s brother, Iyllia felt the thrill of competition fill her. The girl moved with an unearthly grace that belied her Ascendant heritage. In only a few days of tutelage, Becca had absorbed techniques that had taken the high elf centuries to master. Not only had she learned them, but Iyllia could see she was now adapting them to her own tactics and strategies.

      Behind her, Iyllia could hear the sweep and swish of Syn’s spear as it cut through the air. The dark elf was flanked by a small squad of souls, and she’d taken to barking orders at them as if she were their Commander. The four souls worked as a team, defending Logan’s flanks as Syn danced around her lord, fighting to keep the dark soldiers away.

      “Traitorous bitch!” hissed a voice in elven from within the dark soldier’s ranks.

      “Always wanted to taste the Second’s sweet cunt.” Hissed another from Iyllia's right.

      “You can have her old pussy… I’m raping her ass!”

      The words, spoken in her own tongue, but voices she recognized shocked Iyllia, but not enough to slow her reaction as her enemies intended. The dark soldiers melted back as a ragged figure slashed at Iyllia’s flank.

      Spinning a blade to deflect the attack, she recognized the man, and his brothers as they came dashing in to attack. The three had never been the best of them, but she’d always thought of them as solid, dependable knights. To see them fallen so far, broke her heart, and nearly got her killed as she pulled back from a killing blow against one of the brothers, opening herself up to a slash at her neck from another.

      Rolling clear with her own hot blood coating her shoulder and right breast, Iyllia drew on centuries of training and pushed the emotions out of her mind. Relying on instinct, and her own reactions over thought, the golden-haired elf threw herself into the fight with single-minded determination.

      

      Ly’Synthia had faced foes the length and breadth of Fae, but she’d never confronted a force that worked together so perfectly.

      Of a height with herself, the dark soldiers fought like automatons. With faces that were blank masks and rigid posture, the commander thought cutting them down would be simple, but her first few confrontations disabused her of that notion.

      Each dark soldier fought like a trained warrior, with either long sword and shield or pike. Instead of forming shield walls, they formed in small squads, shields protecting the pike-wielders who sought to pin Syn and the others down so the swordsmen could hack at them. The tactics were sound but made excellent by the dark soldiers’ seamless and silent communication.

      After cutting down a half dozen, before her Sire’s new subjects came to help, Syn knew she was going to be hard pressed to keep them off Logan. She didn’t know what he had planned but the determination in his eyes filled her with pride and a hungry desire.

      “Keep them off him!” she shouted at the four scared souls that clustered close. Pointing, she directed two to one side and two to the other. “We form a triangle, fall back if you’re pressed and call to me when it’s too much. Understand?”

      All four heads nodded in agreement, but Syn could see fear and confusion filling three of them. Pointing at the taller man who held his ethereal spear with familiarity, she ordered him to take charge of the others, all while her spear stabbed and swept around her, parrying the stabbing pike-wielders before they could get at her new allies.
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      Becca swept aside the angry man’s feeble attack and cut a slice along one of his arms. Mordrek ignored the injury and shouted at Logan again, trying in vain to get his brother’s attention.

      “Out of my way, girl,” he growled. “My business is with your Master… not… you!”

      Try as he might, he couldn’t break Becca’s defenses, and the teen found his attempts lacked the skill she remembered him having when he’d last fought Logan.

      “Logan has bigger fish to fry than you,” she said with a snort of laughter that only enraged the man further. “Can’t you make it a challenge? Or should I drop you and help Iyllia… Your troops might be tougher than you are.”

      “YEAAA!!!”

      Mordrek’s scream of rage didn’t give the man any added talent with his blade, and Becca sighed in disappointment as she curled her left hand down and spun the right up. The flashing blades deflected the man’s thrust, and parried his counterattack, then Becca was inside his guard, her mouth filling with his putrid stench as she punched the pommel of one blade into Mordrek’s temple, dropping his at her feet like a stone.

      “Ugh, he reeks!”

      No one acknowledged Becca’s victory or shout of annoyance, and she was dealing with a squad of dark soldiers a second later as they poured into the gap Mordrek left when he fell. Turning, she saw Syn hard pressed on all sides, but the dark elf had managed to keep the dark soldiers away from their lord.

      As she looked, Becca spotted the tiny demon-child pushed back and stumble as a pike rose. Heart in her throat, Becca could only watch in horror as the pike fell, crushing the child’s black chest. Unable to fight her way to the child’s side, it was crushed beneath the dark soldiers’ heavy boots.

      Logan’s eyes were fixed on the heavens, where something bright was breaking through the roiling clouds. Becca saw her friend’s fingers trembling as the sword lifted free of his scabbard, but instead of bending down to hold the child, he rose into the air.

      

      Logan was there, and yet not there. A part of him existed in Purgatory, surrounded by the chaotic melee, while another part of him, the greater part, swelled with a burgeoning power.

      The celestial energy that had once clung to and filled him so lightly, he barely recognized it beside the Fae and Earth magics, now burgeoned. Flooded with the energy, a part of him that was and wasn’t rose into the heaven’s above.

      Logan’s mind grew cold and remote as he sank deep within himself. The heavens above trembled as a throne fell. Not sure how he knew, Logan could feel the vacancy like an empty socket between his teeth. The cold part of his mind knew that if he fell here, the throne would return and all would go back as it had been, status quo maintained, but if he lived, he would be consigning hundreds, possibly millions to a fate worse than death.

      There could be no question about what he would do. The cost would be great, but he’d seen what the Gods called a healthy world. Seen the deprivation of spirit they allowed to flourish and the wreckage they left behind after playing their little games.

      The crown flashed into place on his brow, the gemstones glittering in the reflected glory from above, and a dangerous light grew in his blue eye as Logan felt the confront his true enemy approaching. Something tugged on his soul, keeping him in place as he sought to rise to meet the challenge.

      Glancing down, Logan saw the demon-child’s torn body and his heart broke. The poor creatures’ eyes stared up at him, filled with pain but no remorse. He saw another of the souls laying cut nearly in two. There was no blood from their bodies, but it was plain their injuries pained them and that they now had to spend the rest of eternity in their broken bodies.

      As the battle raged around him, Logan felt more than helpless as the souls who’d sworn themselves to his cause fell before the onslaught of dark soldiers. As the girl stared up at him, Logan felt a pressure pushing on his mind and instead of walling off the pain and hurt, he found himself drawing it in, pulling it deep within his soul.

      “My Lord… what is… it’s happening!”

      A faint golden glow shown from within the demon-child, casting light from her wounds that grew and grew until the child flashed so bright even Logan couldn’t stare and when the light faded, the child corpse was gone, and Logan felt a small shock, like hitting icy cold water and something tethered his soul to someplace outside of time and space.

      The other broken souls saw the child pass on, and awe filled their expressions a second before golden glows began to shine from the center of their bodies as well. Seven more shocks hit Logan, and he felt the weight of them settling on his mind, but at that second the heavens above parted and an impossibly beautiful figure plunged down from Heaven Above, intent on one thing and one thing alone: Killing Logan.

      

      Dystra slipped between the dark troops’ ranks and when her invisibility didn’t shield her from their view, a few quick slashes of her claws put the sharp eyed soldier down. As she approached the soldiers surrounding the chained-up Simon, Dystra flexed her claws and prepared to unleash her true form.

      As she was unlocking her power, Dystra heard the agonized cry in her mind as the demon-child was pin cushioned, but before her heart could break, the cry of agony changed into a sigh of ecstasy. Dystra glanced back and was nearly blinded by the bright glow but didn’t care. Tears streaming from her black eyes, Dystra was witness to the first demons in millennia, passing into the Above.

      “A miracle,” the demon breathed, then her eyes fell to Logan as he grew before her eyes.

      Somehow the fool had found a way to grant her kin absolution, paving their way to Heaven Above and not just demon’s, but a strange alien race flashed into golden light as well. Dystra saw Logan’s shoulders bow under the weight as souls flashed into ether around him, but he stood tall, unbowed, face a mask of determination as he pointed his sword towards the heavens.

      Dystra did not know what the idiot was doing. She was about to shout at the fool to defend himself and help a hard-pressed Becca and Syn. Then she felt what was falling down from Above and a terrified whimper escaped the back of her throat.

      Sammael, God of Death and Left Hand of the Almighty, was falling to join his brother in Hell, and Dystra saw her own death coming along with him.
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      The gray sky parted above Becca and she was hit with a harsh white light that washed all color from the world. Mordrek had been anticipating the moment and took the opportunity of the God of Death’s fall to hack at the back of the teen’s neck.

      Becca didn’t lose focus when this strange world grew even stranger and had been ready for a strike like this. Weaving to the side she avoided the slash and slipping forward smashed the pommels of both her swords into the angry little man’s temples. Eyes rolling back into his skull, Mordrek collapsed into a heap as if his bones had become rubber.

      Turning, she sought to get close to Logan but was forced back by her friend’s sheer presence. Syn too, had been forced back, but instead of the worry Becca felt stitched onto the dark elf commander’s features, Becca saw beaming pride and confidence.

      Logan rose above them.

      His feet didn’t lift off the ground, nor did he grow, but his presence was felt as it expanded. Becca saw a flickering figure standing above them, growing towards the terrible light that fell, Excalibur shining as its glittering edge pointed heavenward.

      Like two icebergs crashing into one another, there was an inevitability to Logan and Sammael’s clash. Unable to look upwards, Becca cowered down, along with the dark soldiers surrounding her as the light above grew so white-hot, sweat popped out on her skin.

      A terrible tearing sound ripped across Purgatory, alerting every soul to the calamity about to befall them, and then the God’s lance pierced through the clouds and struck Excalibur. Logan’s shouted battle cry was felt, and not heard by every soul in Purgatory, as was Sammael’s cry of rage.

      Attack deflected the God, poured all of its rage and fury into the dark soldiers as it passed through Purgatory on its passage to Hell Below. Logan sagged in place. The colossal, ethereal figure that had hovered on the edge of Becca’s consciousness faded and her friend was left so exhausted he could barely hold himself upright.

      As Becca rose to her feet, she saw burning red dots deep within the soldiers’ eyes and felt unease settle in her guts as she watched their enervated limbs swing and swish with new skill and power.

      “He is our God,” Syn breathed, awe filling her face, even as she adjusted her grip on her spear and glanced out at the ranks pressing close.

      “No,” it was Iyllia’s tone, filled with the same awe as Syn but also more than a little unsettled. “If he was, then he’d been in Sammael’s throne right now… He is something else.”

      “He’s ours,” Becca growled, “and I’ll be damned if we’re going to let them take him from us. Now where’s that damned… ahh there she is.”

      An oily, black-skinned horror rose on its hind legs a full twelve feet into the air and hurled an enervated dark soldier through the air like it was a rag doll. A sweep of a taloned arm saw two more soldiers disemboweled, and another’s chest crushed under a quick fist.

      “We need to cut a path to Dystra,” Becca shouted over the clash of arms.

      The teen was pressed back by the weight of half dozen soldiers, but quick footwork and quicker hands saw the squad cut down before they could get at Logan. Becca chanced a glance back at her friend, and found his golden armor gone, and a black, angry wound rising across his face and chest. The black line crossed the scar over the golden eye, creating a striking ‘X’ over the eye. But from Logan’s haggard expression and the vacant look in his eyes, he wouldn’t be helping them anytime soon.

      “Syn, grab Logan, we’re pushing forward!”

      It wasn’t Syn that picked up Logan in gentle hands, but that of the giant soul who’d confronted them what felt like ages ago. More and more souls were pouring from the ranks of the watching legion, not just demons but other Fae and alien races rushed to join the cause, screaming their fealty to Logan as they joined the clash of arms.

      Ethereal weapons appeared in the soul’s hands, but most lacked the skill to wield them properly and were cut down by the dark soldiers in seconds. But the press of numbers began to show as the tide overwhelmed the ranks around Becca, Iyllia and Syn, giving the women some breathing room.

      Iyllia should have taken charge, but the high elf, for all her training and duels, had never been in pitched battle like this. Chaos reigned around them and she found little use for her skills, reverting to hacking and slashing like a raw recruit to keep the fray back. Becca recognized the wildness in the woman’s eyes and grabbed the White Knight by her coat and yanked her forward so they were nose to nose.

      “Iyllia! This is what you trained for! See the demon?” Becca pointed over the dark ranks to the terrifying creatures tearing apart the troops guarding Simon. “Cut us a path to them!”

      Meeting those dark blue eyes, so mundane and yet to alive with passion, Iyllia felt herself nodding. Hands shifting their grips on her hilts, the high elf drew in a deep breath through her nose, matching the human girl’s rhythm as she twirled her blades and stepped into the breach two fallen souls made.

      “Goddess, Witness!”

      Unsure if the goddess heard the elf’s plea, Becca pulled Syn behind her as she witnessed the masterpiece.

      Iyllia strode forward as if she were on a parade ground. Each footfall was light as a feather and even her hair seemed to waft on a gentle, invisible breeze. Her arms spun about her, curved blades an extension of her hands, like flickering fingers that carved red wounds on the dark soldiers’ ranks wherever they touched.

      The enervated soldiers had been surging forward. Their press overwhelming the greater numbers of souls that had joined the fight, but Iyllia’s attack sent shockwaves through the troops, staggering their charge to a halt.

      Seeing that Syn had Logan and the remaining original souls were pressed close, grim expression on their hard features as they protected their new lord, or god, or whatever he was now, Becca let herself get pulled into the fight.

      Where Iyllia had stilled the dark troops with her whirlwind attack, Becca cut deep into their ranks, carving an arc of death around the White Knight that broke the elf out of her reverie. As Becca sank into the dance, finding it’s rhythm and tempo perfectly matched for the chaos erupting around them, Iyllia joined her and the two spun such destruction that the unholy ranks broke.

      “I can’t break the chains!”

      The plaintive cry came from the once again shrunken Dystra as she tugged on the heavy black chains. Becca raced across the field to join the demon, eyes scanning for threats still, but finding only the back of dark troops as they fled across the cracked plain and into the endless warren of Purgatory.

      “It must be me,” Iyllia said, striding forward and sheathing her gore covered blades. Sweeping a hand down her face, she wiped off a sheet of black blood and nearly retched before bending over the complicated knot of chains.

      “What did you do to her?! She sacrificed herself for you!”

      Becca turned from watching Iyllia work to find Dystra several feet taller than she had been a second before and corded with powerful muscles. The seven-foot-tall demon flexed powerful claws and looked ready to tear Logan’s head off, even if she died on Syn’s spear to do it.

      “What are you talking about?” Becca asked, “Can’t this wait?”

      “NO!” The vehemence in Dystra’s voice gave Becca pause, and she turned to confront the demon, the tips of her swords hovering up as she edged closer to Logan.

      Pity, I was just beginning to like her, Becca thought to herself as she planted her back toe and set herself to cut the demon’s head off before she had a chance to grow any more powerful. How’d she do that anyway?

      “Heaven,” wheezed a faint voice from behind them, and Becca turned a half-second slower than Dystra, who raced over to Simon’s side.

      The boy no longer looked as chubby as he once had, and his face looked wane and exhausted, but there was the same burning intelligence in his eyes Becca had come to recognize, and she breathed a sigh of relief.

      “Simon, you’re alive! Work faster, bitch!” Dystra spun and screamed at the high elf who ignored her and continued pulling the heavy chains through the lock. Whenever she released the device, it would begin to tighten again, but seemed easy to disentangle.

      “She’s going… cough... as fast as she can…” Simon wheezed again. A small smile worked its way onto his lips as the demon shrank down to her hideous self once again, and his dark little eyes traced the angles and ridges with a look that could only be described as loving. Becca thought it was cute, and repulsive at the same time, wishing the two all the best, and hoping she’d never have to hear or see anything about it again.

      “What did you say earlier?” Becca asked. “Syn, get us out of here.”
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      The dark elf nodded and began digging in Logan’s pockets. The man’s eyes were still wide open and vacant, but Becca was pleased to see he was breathing easier and there was color returning to his cheeks. She hoped he returned to normal on his own but wanted to get him to Gwen as soon as possible.

      “Ahh the child…” Simon said, shifting to his knees as the last of the chains began to fall away. “Logan sent her to heaven… It isn’t the Gods Realm, but they like to think it is and they’re really mad at Logan for what he did. Some of them are. One of them was really mad, and he took it out on Logan, but I think he’s just mad at his dad, like most men are.”

      “That’s impossible,” Iyllia, Syn and Dystra glanced at one another, unsure who’d spoken the thought each of them had, aloud and their eyes returned to Logan.

      “We can sort it out when we’re back. Dystra, you good? Simon?”

      “Simon leaves with me, human,” Dystra growled, grabbing at one of the boys’ soft arms with a black claw and pulling him away from the group as he staggered to his feet for the first time. “She’s already attacked him once, and we’re going to safety before something worse happens!”

      Becca saw arguments form on the lips of Iyllia and Syn, the dark elf going so far as to shift her spear into a throwing position, but it was Simon who quieted the demon’s temper as he patted her claw with a sad but kindle expression.

      “Your home is less safe than mine, now. Your Goddess is lost, yes?” Dystra’s eyes widened, and Becca saw anger register as she sought for a lie, but the anger fell away before Simon’s wise and odd eyes. “Logan will find her, she’s with the grail. Align with her Goddess, too.”

      He pointed at Iyllia without looking, and the woman got a haughty look.

      “You’re misinformed, human. Our Goddess resides within Grove Temple. Any of the People who wish may commune with her. I myself have visited many times.”

      “Elixirs, illusions, and a talented Faerie,” Simon said with a little shrug. He didn’t seem to register how offended he’d made the high elf, and Becca saw the White Knight look down at the magical lock in her hands with a contemplative frown. “Sister Deep grants powers to her followers, even in her once diminished form. What do the high elves gain from their powerful, present Goddess? Nothing… because she’s a fraud.”

      “Fraud!?”

      “The portals opening!” Syn’s shout couldn’t have come any sooner, as far as Becca was concerned.

      “Everyone through!” Becca said, turning her back to the portal as it opened and watching the souls standing nearby with some trepidation.

      They’d all fought for Logan, or most of them had, but she had no idea what that meant. Nor did she know what would happen if one of them tried to pass through. Backing through last, she felt the sheet of a magic pass over her and her heart sank a little.

      Back to the boring world, she thought to herself as she sheathed her blades and turned to find Simon’s mom blubbering as she hugged him and the witches fussing over Logan.

      “What happened?” Evelyn asked, her pale blue eyes wide with concern as she took in the black wound across Logan’s face. “It’s only been five minutes in this world…” the witch took in the layers of dust and caked in dirt on their features and shook her head. “How long were you over there?”

      “Days? Weeks?” Becca shrugged and fell onto the couch beside Syn, “Hard to tell.”

      “You five need rest,” Gwen said, standing from Logan and pushing back her pale blonde hair. “My sisters and I will see to Lord Logan. Eris, could you help Dawn make up pallets and beds for everyone? I don’t think anyone should leave just yet, until we understand what’s happened.”

      “If you think I’m staying in this hovel a second longer than necessary-.”

      Meryl’s angry screed cut off when Becca rested a hand on the dark elf’s and patted it gently.

      “I love you dear, but not now, eh? Just let me rest for a few hours… yawn… then you can caterwaul all you want.”

      “Sleep then,” Meryl said with uncommon gentleness as she pushed the teen’s dark brown-haired back from her face, “You brought him back to us again, my Lancer… thank you.”

      “Mhmhmm,” Becca sank into darkness, aided by the sage’s silent spell.

      

      Hours later, when Logan had finally succumbed to the sleep of mortals, the witches retired to Eris’s lab, where she pulled out her notes, reading through them for her sisters.

      “What does this mean?” Gwen asked, her fingertips trembling as she held them before her bottom lip, “Are the elves right about him?”

      “Eris?”

      “I don’t know… I don’t even know where to begin to start testing for it… and now I’m afraid of what I might unleash by accident.”

      “This might answer some questions,” Evelyn said thoughtfully, tapping at her chin with one long nail, “Eris, what if you shifted your research from our Lord’s blood and onto other… components?”

      “You want me to dig out his heart-bone and see if it will bind a demon?” The red head said with a sneer.

      “What if you used his hair to cast a levitation spell?” Gwen offered, “I wonder if it would substitute for scales.”

      “I could try it,” Eris said, but she didn’t sound too sure, as she sucked on her bottom lip, twirling a lock of curly red hair in one hand.

      Evelyn and Gwen had seen their mercurial sister have moments like this before. They either ended in an insightful thought, or a screaming fit of anger. Either way, it was always entertaining.

      “Goddesses teat… I’m a fool,” Eris rose, shaking her head, and approached her lab bench.

      Pushing aside a pile of papers, she drew forth the vial of bright red blood she’d been drawing from for her experiments. Coming back to the center of the room, the witch held the vial before her, a faint current of magic holding it in place, a touch off balance as it rotated slowly. Evelyn and Gwen joined their sister in a circle, curious as the witch began chanting a spell of revealment.

      “That spell is for finding if a tree has rot in it, or metal has impurities,” Gwen said, “what do you hope to use it for?”

      “Hush sister,” Evelyn whispered gently, “her gift from our Lord is awakening.”

      Gwen saw it was true a second later, when a faint silver glow began to emanate from the center of Eris’s being. The witches could feel the cool, calming presence of their goddess fill the room, her spirit endowing Eris with heavenly light. Cast through the prism of the witch’s spell, the light reflected upon the multi-faceted surface of the glass vial as it spun, casting odd shadows and lurid images around the room.

      The witches watched as the shadowy images coalesced slowly, as Eris’s spell came to a close, her chanting a bare whisper now. As the final syllables fell, a single image was revealed, cast upon the backwall.

      A great black dragon etched in sharp relief, its visage stolen from storybooks and Fae fables. Arched back and spread wings, the witches felt a shiver of fear as their lord’s potential was revealed. The spell ended and the image faded, the witches standing in stunned silence looking to one another.

      “What does this mean?” Gwen asked after a long silence.

      No one spoke and eventually red head and blonde turned to regard their wiser sister, but Evelyn felt unmoored and listless. Then she remembered her faith and breathed a touch easier.

      “Our Lady revealed his true nature to us in the mirror. We’ve seen into his soul and know the goodness that lies within. We should keep faith in that. Other than this elven prophesy, which it seems I now have to read up on, I’ve never heard mention of a black dragon.”

      “That’s right,” Eris said, as if someone had been arguing with her, “it’s not like we know if black dragons are like reds; cruel and evil to their core.”

      “We don’t even know if that’s what Logan will become,” Gwen said, then frowned, the questions piling up as the witched looked at each other.

      “Exactly,” Evelyn said, “we don’t know anything, yet. We know Logan needs our help if he’s going to find the grail.”

      “He had good instincts down in Fae,” Eris said nodding, “I’d have never imagined he could get the Dark Elves to leave their caverns. Let alone align with him.”

      “We’re decided then,” Evelyn said, “no more potions and elixirs with our lord’s blood. The potential for danger to this world is too great.”

      “Agreed,” Gwen and Eris said, nodding as one.

      “What was the spell for enhanced fertility?” Gwen asked Eris.

      “The spell’s impossible to cast,” Eris said with a shake of her head, “Dragon semen is imposss…”

      “There is plenty of research to be done with the resources still available to us,” Evelyn said, throwing her blonde sister a wink of appreciation as she rose to leave.

      “I don’t know if I even have a full copy of the recipe,” Eris muttered, moving over to her twisting stacks of loose papers and books that drove Evelyn mad whenever she allowed herself to notice the clutter. “These are old spells.”

      “That should keep her occupied for now,” Gwen said as they stepped out of the room and approached the kitchen to get their usual midnight cup of tea, “but what about Logan? Do we tell him?”

      “We must,” Evelyn said, “this is too big to keep to ourselves, and I’m grateful I don’t have to be the one to lay the burden on his lap.”

      “Who… oh,” Gwen said, when Evelyn laid a firm stare on the kindly witch, “right. He isn’t going to take it well; you know how he is when the subject of his past or origins comes up.”

      “It will be hard, but through pain comes healing with emotional injuries. You will know the right time and way to break the news. Green or jasmine tea?”

      “Green, I’ve got a pile of papers to grade still.”

      The witches kept up their conversation, speaking about nothing and everything. Neither gave it their full attention, often breaking off midsentence and staring into space, worry and wonder in equal parts fighting for space influencing their thoughts.

      Dragons hadn’t been seen in either world for centuries, and those last had been tiny, sickly things. Neither witch could forget the shiver of absolute bliss that had followed the fearful presence of that shadow. To witness such magnificence, even the echo of it, awoke a yearning none of them were comfortable admitting, even to one another.
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      Logan woke to the trill of bird song outside and the dull glow of morning light straining his windows. His head pounded, and it felt like someone had taken an axe to his face. Reaching a hand up, he found his arm trapped beneath the slumbering form of Eris.

      The redheaded witch grumbled as Logan moved. As she shifted to free his arm, she glanced down at him with a warm smile.

      “Morning, Master,” Logan gave a start when her hand cupped his manhood and eased his morning wood out of his boxers. “You seem to be recovering nicely.”

      “What… what happened?” He sat up on his elbows and glanced around his room, finding Evelyn rousing herself in a chair and Gwen picking herself up from the foot of his bed with a yawn and a delighted smile to see her sister already toying with his cock.

      “We wanted to ask you the same thing,” Evelyn said as she rose from her chair and rested a hand on his brow.

      The dark-haired witch gave him a penetrating stare and he saw slender threads of Fae reach out from her and probe him. Allowing the woman to search through his body, it felt like ants were crawling under his skin as her magic reached deep.

      “How do you feel?” Gwen asked from where she knelt between Logan’s legs. The blonde witches’ warm fingers reached up his inner thigh and pressed on the throbbing vein. “Mhmm your pulse feels strong.”

      “The rest of you is sound as well… more than sound,” Evelyn said with a small frown. “You’ve gained access to more magic… a terrifying amount.”

      The witch ran gentle fingers down the black scar crossing Logan’s face from temple to chin, and he shivered. The touch awoke his memory of terrible pain, and the all-consuming rage of the angry God washing over him as it passed through to Hell Below. For one instant, as the pain bit so deep it threatened madness, Logan had a glimpse of the land his people found themselves in.

      Rolling fields of green and yellow wheat, crystal clear lakes, and a bounty of milk, honey and everything else good to be found in the worlds. His wound was healed by that brief glimpse, or perhaps by the light that illuminated the world above.

      As the witches watched him expectantly, Logan struggled to find words to describe what he’d experienced. He barely understood what had happened with the souls. If not for the new presence he felt in his mind, a tether and a weight that reached to somewhere beyond… he’d have thought it a dream. That cord took from Logan but gave as well. He wasn’t ready to talk about it yet, so he turned his head to the closed door and the pair of shadows standing outside.

      “Dawn, if you’re going to eavesdrop, you might as well come in.”

      The witches turned as the door opened slowly and Logan was pleased to see warm smiles alight on their faces. Dr. Ngyuen held Simon’s backpack before her as she shuffled from foot to foot with an embarrassed expression.

      “I was just stopping by to say I’m taking Simon and… Dystra home, and just wanted to say thank you for everything.”

      “It was our pleasure,” Evelyn said, standing and drawing the woman into the room, “We only wish you could have stayed longer.”

      Dawn’s cheeks heated as the buxom witch pressed herself to the woman’s side, and Logan saw a touch of envy enter her expression when she took in all three witches.

      “Simon wanted me to give you this before we go,” Dr. Ngyuen said, pulling a square box out of Simon’s backpack.

      “What is it?” Eris asked curiously as she shuffled close.

      “It’s my game,” Simon said from the doorway.

      Logan turned to grin at his friend, happy to see him up and about, but Simon had an odd expression on his face and Dystra hung behind him, looking nervous and frightened.

      “I wasn’t able to complete as much of it as I wanted. The Tower of Ghenki only touches on a half dozen worlds instead of the hundred I wanted it to, but the main storyline is complete, and you’ll need to finish it soon, or the twin Goddesses will be no more.”

      “Twin Goddesses?” Eris asked with a frown.

      “I know you just got back, Logan, but you’ll like this one, I added an adventurer’s guild, and the starting quest is straight out of our D&D campaign. I made it as simple as I could, sorry about the Beholders.”

      “What are you talking about?” Logan asked, feeling more than a little uneasy at the calm certainty in his friends’ eyes.

      “Come find me when you get back, Dystra’s going to show me her home. Bye Mom, I love you, have fun with Logan and the witches.”

      “What?” Dawn said, but the box had begun to glow and rattle in the woman’s hands.

      Before anyone could react, there was a silent detonation, and the room dissolved before Logan’s eyes. The last thing he saw of the real world was his friend’s waving hand and then all faded into whiteness.
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      Logan blinked, as the glowing letters faded from his vision. He stood in a small valley with blue sky overhead and a small village in the distance. The colors were too vivid to be real, but the grass tickling his bare toes was all too real.

      Turning, he found the witches and Gwen picking themselves up from the grass as they stared at their surroundings. Their clothing was gone, replaced with simple, undyed woollen dresses. Then he noticed he was wearing the same, and not only was Excalibur gone, but so was his magic.

      They were trapped in a game world and the only way out was to win.

      

      To Be Continued…
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